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Chapter 1




Rain poured and wind pounded the city of Seattle on a cold and miserable March night. Luckily, for all the patrons inside the very happening Ludo Lounge, where ladies drank for half price until eleven, it could be a zombie apocalypse or the rapture and nobody would be the wiser.  

The outside world ceased to exist. 

Over the last hour, the music in the lounge had picked up, going from smooth, club jazz to full-on dance music with a bass that Scott Dixon could feel in the very deepest parts of his chest. It was no longer cocktail hour—it was time to dance. 

Which, for many, also meant it was time to start looking for a hookup.

Not Scott though. He wasn’t there for that, at least not tonight. 

He hardly ever saw Donovan Smythe anymore, now that Scott had switched companies. But a couple of weeks ago, Donovan called, excited about his wedding and insisting that Scott come to his bachelor party. Scott, people-pleasing middle child that he was, agreed. 

Now he was regretting it. 

There was a reason he and Donovan weren’t that close anymore. 

Donovan was a bit of a tool, and so were his friends. The group had been obnoxious assholes, hitting on and offending waitresses and talking about heading to a strip club to go and throw quarters at the entertainers. 

Scott ordered himself a drink at the bar, turned and leaned back against it, watching the embarrassing theatrics back at the bachelor party table. He cringed inwardly when one of the guys let out a thunderous belch and the rest cheered. 

The bartender could take his sweet time making Scott’s drink. He had no intention of heading back to those buffoons anytime soon. 

“Drink’s up, man,” the bartender said behind him, only when Scott went to turn back around, a freight train, or something very akin to such, slammed into his side.

“Hey, watch—” His gripe died on his lips as he watched the woman who’d crashed into him teetering on high heels as she hooked it around the corner toward the bathrooms.  

“Sorry,” she called back, waving a hand, her long red hair flipping behind her as she disappeared. 

He thanked the bartender for his drink but didn’t budge. The bachelor partiers had ordered Donovan a muff diver, and the man of the hour’s face had just been shoved into a heaping pile of whipped cream.

Philistines. 

Scott took a sip of his whiskey and leaned his elbow on the bar. There was also another reason why he hadn’t moved yet.  He wanted to catch another glimpse of the whirling dervish with hair of fire before he rejoined his group. 

It didn’t take long—maybe thirty seconds—before the redhead in the heels returned, her face scrunched up in what looked like pain, her green eyes darting frantically around the bar. 

He approached her. “Is everything okay?”

Her eyes stilled, pinning on him. Her lips dipped into a deep frown as she shook her head. “I have to pee and the line for the women’s bathroom is ten miles long. I’ll never make it.” 

Scott placed a hand on her shoulder and gently moved her out of the way, glancing down the corridor for the bathrooms with its black painted walls. Sure enough, the line for the women’s bathroom stretched at least fifteen women deep. The men’s room, on the other hand, had no line at all. 

He grabbed her hand. “Follow me.” At a quick clip, he hauled her down the hallway and turned in to the men’s room, heaving the heavy door open with one hand while encouraging her to step inside with the other. 

Her emerald eyes went wide. “This is the men’s room!” Her voice was low, almost a hiss. 

Scott shrugged. “So?”

But her desperation won out, and with a quick eye shift down the hall toward the long line of women doing the bathroom dance, she nodded, then stepped inside. 

“Hello?” Scott called out into the bathroom. “Anybody in here?”

Luckily, there was no answer. 

His beautiful companion let out a sigh of relief, her slender shoulders slumping just a touch as she pushed past him. 

“You go do what you need to do, and I’ll stand watch outside, give you some privacy.” Before she could come up with any more ridiculous protestations, he headed back out. 

He still had his drink, so with one hand in his pocket, his shoulder against the doorjamb, he sipped his whiskey and waited for her to emerge. 

Not four minutes later, a throat clearing behind him and a gentle tap on his shoulder let him know she was finished. He unblocked the door and held his hand out for her to go ahead of him, not just because he was a gentleman, but also because he wanted to check out her ass. 

This woman was hot! 

Tall and slim with nice curves, long legs and … yes! A rocking ass. And it was only played up by the sexy black pants she wore and those gold, strappy fuck-me heels. He gained ground, so he was right behind her. Not to be weird or anything—he just wanted to double-check if she was taller than him in those heels. 

Phew. 

Not quite. 

Scott was a nice six-foot-two, and this beautiful creature didn’t quite come up to his forehead. Not that he was an anti-heightest (was that a thing?). He just preferred to be taller than the women he dated. 

Whoa, now you’re dating her? You don’t even know her name. Slow down there, Sparky. Just because you haven’t gotten laid in … a while, let’s just leave it at that. Doesn’t mean you need to start picking out china patterns with the first pretty face to cross your path. 

He shook himself mentally and stepped back, letting the woman get ahead of him a bit. They exited the corridor, reemerging into the lounge. In those few minutes they’d been gone, the place had filled up. It was wall-to-wall people, loud voices, laughing and some kind of hip-hop music. He couldn’t make heads or tails of the lyrics. 

Man, he felt old. 

He could still hear his party over in the corner booth laughing it up like obnoxious drunkards though. They were hard to miss. 

He was busy glancing in the direction of his party when he was once again slammed, only this time it was in his chest, and it wasn’t by a freight train but a voluptuous, green-eyed wall of beauty. 

“Thank you,” she said, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “You’re a lifesaver.”

He grinned at her. “All in a day’s work. Glad you’re okay.”

She thrust her hand out. “Eva.”

He wrapped his fingers around hers, loving the way her hand felt in his. “Scott.” Her shake was firm but her hand soft and feminine. Her nails were painted in a subtle French manicure, and she wore no wedding ring.

“Can I buy you a drink for your gallantry, Scott?” She released his hand and pulled her clutch purse out from beneath her arm, her eyes twinkling as her mouth slid up into a mischievous smile. “It’s the least I can do.” Her eyes drifted to the right, and she cringed when a group of women decked out in pink sashes and horrendous wigs let out a loud, shrill cheer. “I’m also not eager to rejoin the bachelorette party I’m here with, so any opportunity to stay away, I’m all for.”

Without waiting for him to respond, she pushed her way through the crowd hovering in front of the bar, rested her breasts on the bar and leaned forward. 

Like a dog with a bone, the muscly bartender lasered in on her in seconds, ignoring patrons who had been waiting far longer. “What can I getcha?” he asked, leaning onto the bar, his gaze drifting down from Eva’s face to where her gold heart pendant was wedged between the swells of her breast. 

Scott would have done the exact same thing if he’d been that bartender—it would have been impossible not to. 

Did she know what she was doing?

She had to. She didn’t strike him as a bimbo, just a woman who knew how to get what she wanted, how to work it. 

And there was nothing wrong with working what the good lord gave you. Scott worked his megawatt smile more times than he could count, to charm a waitress or barista into giving him extra fries with his burger or an extra shot of espresso in his coffee. 

“I’ll have a tequila, please. Añjeo or extra añjeo on the rocks, if you have it.” The bartender nodded. Scott had quietly followed her to the bar and was now beside her. “What are you drinking?” she asked.

“Whiskey.”

She nodded. “And a whiskey for my hero, here.” She glanced back at Scott, her smile wide, sexy and her eyes teasing. 

What was she up to?

Moments later they had their drinks, and with Eva leading Scott like another dog with a bone, they managed to find a small section on a cushioned bench away from the crowd. 

“You didn’t have to buy me a drink,” he said, taking a sip of his new whiskey. 

She sipped her tequila and shrugged. “Like I said, I’m avoiding going back to those drunk-ass, marriage-loving women and their stupid crowns, leis and sashes.” She rolled her eyes. “Thank God I’m not in the wedding party.”

“How do you know the bride?”

She shrugged again. “Friend since beauty school.”

“Beauty school?”

She nodded. “Yeah, I’m a hairdresser and aesthetician.”

Well, that explained why she was walking, talking perfection. The woman knew how to take care of herself. Though Scott would put money on her looking gorgeous without an ounce of makeup on too. 

“What do you do?” 

“I’m in advertising.”

She nodded again, then began to bob her head in time with the beat of the music. 

Then the conversation ended. 

The air between them began to grow awkward. 

He didn’t know this woman enough to like her, but he certainly found her hot, and what he’d met so far, he liked.  Now he just had to figure out a way to charm her into wanting to ditch her party completely and maybe go grab a slice of pizza with him down the block or something. His stomach rumbled at the thought of Guy’s Pies. Best pizza by the slice in the entire city.

He took another sip of his drink and cleared his throat. “So uh … what do you think of my hair? You being a hairdresser and all. Am I an abomination?” He cringed. 

Seriously? Wasn’t that like asking a stranger who’d just revealed they were a doctor to take a look at a mysterious mole on your back? He even had doctor friends, and he never asked them for medical advice. He asked his brother for legal advice, but when there’s a lawyer in the family, why wouldn’t you milk that cow?

Her smile was slow but sexy as hell. She lifted her hand from her lap and ran her fingers through his hair over and over again until he closed his eyes from just how good it felt. 

If she brought out those nails and scraped his scalp, he was not to blame if his leg started to kick and shake uncontrollably. 

“You have great hair,” she finally said, causing him to open his eyes again. Her gaze was soft and appraising, her smile sweet. “It’s nice and thick, soft. You’ve got a great hairline too.” She tugged at the sides. 

“Yeah? What would you do to it if I gave you carte blanche?”

Her eyebrows twitched up a bit. “Carte blanche?”

He nodded. “Yeah.”

She raked her top teeth over her bottom lip, continuing to run her fingers through his hair. She set her drink down and added the fingers from her other hand, turning her body so they were now face-to-face. She tilted his head down so he was forced to stare directly down her blouse into her cleavage. He knew he should shut his eyes, but he just couldn’t. It was like staring at an eclipse—so damn beautiful, but it might very well get him in some major trouble too.

“Honestly, I don’t think I’d do much,” she said. “Maybe go a bit shorter on the sides, tidy up the back of your neck a little, but whoever you see does a pretty good job.”

“I see an eighty-three-year old barber down by Beechers Cheese. The guy takes nearly an hour to cut my hair, but he does a good job.” 

She chuckled, and oh, what a laugh. It was deep and throaty and sexy as fuck. She still hadn’t stopped running her fingers through his hair. “A bit of silver on the sides here, huh?”

He nodded. “Yeah, starting to get some.”

Her touch was strong but gentle. Confident but curious. “But not too much. I’m guessing the men in your family all have their hair, but they went gray early?”

His head bobbed again, in awe of this woman and the pure magic her hands wielded. He was putty. She could pet him like that all night long and he’d lay like a chocolate lab at her feet. “Uh, yeah. My dad started going gray by the time he was forty, my grandpa too. My dad’s more salt than pepper now, but both gramps are combing tinsel.”

She chuckled that raspy laugh again. “I like that term. You’re cute.” She still hadn’t released his hair. 

He hoped she never did.

“You’re beautiful.”

Eventually, unfortunately, she pulled her hands from his hair and batted long, dark lashes at him as she ducked her head, her smile coy and slightly hidden. “Thank you.” She lifted her head again, her gaze settling on him. “Full disclosure?”

You’re a hooker and this is all an elaborate ruse?

“Sure.”

She took a deep breath, which only amplified her killer rack. The buttons on her emerald-green silk sleeveless blouse strained against her inhale. Scott did everything in his power not to stare. 

He was weak. It was impossible.

“It’s my first night away from my kids in … ” She shook her head and blew out a breath in exasperation. “God, I don’t know how long. So it’s been a while. I just signed the papers last month finalizing a very ugly, very messy, very painful divorce, and my kids are with my sister and her fourteen-year-old daughter. It’s the first night where my children have been okay being away from me overnight. We’ve tried a few times, but my little guy—Kellen, he’s five—gets upset when I leave. But I needed a night out … desperately. We’re moving out of my sister’s place in a few weeks, as I finally bought my own house now that the divorce has gone through.” Her eyes turned sad. “It’s been tough on my boys.” A wary glint invaded the sadness in the dark flecks of yellow around her irises as she waited for Scott to reply.

All he did was nod, and hope that his small smile and eyes conveyed his understanding and sympathy. She had no reason to be wary of him or his reaction to her honesty, to her plight. He’d been there himself and knew how hard a divorce could be on everyone involved—especially the kids. He took a leap of faith and rested his hand on her arm. “Been through a messy divorce myself. I have a son, and I totally get where you’re coming from right now. It’s hard on the kids. It’s hard on everyone.”

If she thought that her declaration was going to turn him off, she couldn’t be further from wrong. If anything, her honesty, her openness just made her more intriguing. She had wounds and scars just like him. She was human. 

Heat flared in her eyes, and she shifted closer to him and brought her voice down. “I have a room at the hotel next door,” she said, the first sign of real, genuine nervousness entering her eyes. Her voice quavered slightly, and her throat bobbed in trepidation. “Would you … like to join me there?”


      [image: image-placeholder]Eva hadn’t planned on inviting anybody up to her hotel room. She simply wanted a night away to herself. A night alone. A night to not have a furnace of a child in nothing but Marvel underpants crawling into bed beside her at two in the morning, and then another one crawling into her bed an hour later. 

She wanted one night in a bed all by herself where she didn’t have to share the pillows, the duvet or the mattress. She wanted one night to not be mom, mama or mommy and instead just be Eva Fletcher—no, wait, scratch that, Eva Marchand. No way was she hanging on to that asshole’s last name, even if it was still attached to her sons. She would spend the rest of her life making sure her sons turned out nothing like their father. 

Nothing. 

Kellen and Lucas Fletcher would be nothing but respectful, kind and sensitive men who treated women like equals and didn’t emotionally or psychologically abuse or manipulate them. Kellen and Lucas would grow up to be good men. 

But for one night she wanted her sister, Celeste, to be with those future good men. She didn’t want to have to worry about anybody’s needs, worries or wants but her own. 

For. Just. One. Night.

From the moment she met up with the bachelorette party in the party room of the hotel, she began to plot her exit. Began to plot her escape to the luxury of her terrycloth robe and room service.

The party had been fun at first, with the rep from Curiously Kinky at-home romance parties doing sex toy demos and playing “guess that lube flavor,” but after a while, once the champagne and Jell-O shots had started to get passed around, all the women began to get annoying. They went from respectable women in their thirties and forties, mothers, wives and entrepreneurs, to squealing sorority divas. Or woo girls. 

No thanks. 

She needed to ditch the squealy, giggly bachelorette party ASAP. 

But the best-laid plans somehow had a way of changing—and not always for the worse. Now she didn’t want to be in her room alone. Not so alone, at least. 

This Scott guy was hot. Like really hot. Tall, dark and drop-dead sexy. That beard—yum. Thick, dark and short. Not to mention the soulful dark brown eyes, long lashes and a slightly crooked nose that somehow made him all the more handsome. Because it meant he wasn’t perfect. Eva was nowhere near perfect, so the last thing she needed was to be with a man who was. Not that this would be anything more than one night, but still, it was nice to know the man had flaws. Imperfections. That made him the perfect companion to chase away the post-divorce blues. To end her dry spell and give her vibrator a much-needed break. 

“Eva … ” he breathed out slowly, having taken a moment to simply stare at her, which only made her panties grow increasingly damp. “I would love to. But I don’t want to take advantage—”

“Oh, you wouldn’t be. If anybody’s going to be taking advantage of anybody tonight, it would be me taking advantage of you. I will be using you.”

His expressive eyes went wide. His brows flew up his forehead. “Is that so?”

She bit her lip and nodded. “It is. Give me fifteen minutes to go freshen up, and then meet me next door in room 301.” She bobbed her eyebrows. “There’s a liquor store across the street … maybe some wine?”

His eager, boyish grin and nod made her laugh. She liked this guy. He was sexy, funny and seemed kind. A breath of fresh air. And after the claustrophobia and suffocation she’d experienced in the last few years of her marriage, she was in desperate need of some fresh air. 

She’d also made herself a promise that she would stop forsaking herself for a man. Todd had all but destroyed her confidence and self-esteem, and it had taken a lot of therapy and support from her sister and parents to begin to rebuild that confidence. 

For the first time in her life, she was going to take. And what she wanted was to take Scott up to her hotel room and have her way with him. 

“You’re sure?” he asked, his honest eyes turning tender as he squeezed her arm, a small wrinkle of concern appearing between his brows. “I do want to spend more time with you, but I kind of thought we could just go grab pizza.”

Ohhh, pizza.

She liked the sound of that. 

“Twenty minutes. Go grab pizza too. Wine and pizza.”

The corners of his eyes crinkled. “I like you, Eva. You say exactly what you want. No guessing games. Okay, then. I’ll meet you upstairs, room 301, in twenty minutes, and I’ll bring pizza and wine.”

“Zinfandel,” she stated.

His smile turned devilish. “Zinfandel. Your wish is my command.” Her nipples peaked to painful points beneath her silk blouse. 

Before she could jump his bones right there in the club, she stood. “All right then.” She teetered slightly on the strappy heels she’d chosen to wear out. They killed her feet, but they made her ass look amazing. Sometimes you had to make sacrifices in the name of self-esteem—of which she was severely depleted these past few years. As a mom of two very busy boys, she wore flats or sneakers all day long. “I’m going to go take my leave of the bachelorette party. Do you need to say goodbye to your companions?”

He twisted his head around to glance toward the back of the bar, where a group of men was chanting “chug, chug, chug, chug.” He made a face of disgust. “Nope.”

Eva laughed. “Okay, then. Twenty minutes?”

“Twenty minutes.” He stood as well, leaned in and pecked her on the cheek. “Do I need to grab condoms?” he asked, his mouth next to her ear, the warm buzz of his words making a tingle sprint down through the center of her body, landing directly between her legs. 

Condoms. Right!

She wasn’t going to need those for her solo evening. But now that she wasn’t going to be solo anymore, perhaps she needed some precautions. 

Swallowing, still totally surprised with herself and the fact that she’d just propositioned a total stranger for sex, she nodded. “Uh, yeah. Probably a good idea.”

He kissed her cheek again. “Okay, then, pizza, zinfandel and condoms. See you in thirty.” Then he left the bar, his swagger carefree, almost lazy, and so damn cocky she found herself smiling, then laughing as she watched him walk away. Nerves, but not the bad kind, made the hair on her arms lift, and the butterflies of anticipation began to wildly beat their wings in her belly. 

Careful not to roll an ankle, she finished her short, stocky tumbler of tequila, then headed over to the bachelorette party with a new spring in her step. Eva was ready to get her groove back, and Scott was exactly what the doctor ordered to help her do that.








  
  
Chapter 2




The wind and sideways rain hammered the windows of her hotel suite as Eva washed her hands in the bathroom, staring at the woman in the mirror in front of her. She barely recognized herself.  

Gone were the dark bags beneath her eyes—and not just because she was great at applying her own makeup—and her cheeks had filled out again since she started eating full meals after the divorce had been finalized. Once she was finally granted her freedom. 

She’d withered away to barely one hundred pounds by the time she worked up the courage to file for separation.

God, that had been a terrifying moment in her life. Absolutely terrifying. 

She and Todd had been together for nearly ten years. They had two children together, an enormous home in a swanky part of town, were members of a country club. Their kids went to a charter school. From the outside looking in, their life was idyllic. 

But from the inside looking out, Eva felt like she was in prison.

Todd had been the main breadwinner in their family. Everything was in his name. He took care of the finances. And as things in their marriage began to turn south over the years, he made sure to throw all of that in her face time and time again. He also threatened to take the boys from her, claiming that she’d never see them again if she ever tried to leave him. 

Which was why it had taken her nearly three years to work up the courage to finally do it. She’d wasted away to practically a skeleton until that time, became a mouse, a recluse, ashamed of what their friends would say to her about how her appearance had changed. But she was too emotionally sick to eat. The way Todd belittled her, patronized her, bullied her, it made her ill. She had no appetite. Not when her guts were twisted in such tight knots of fear. Fear of his wrath, his emotional and psychological torment. She worried herself to near death. 

He never beat her, but the scars from his words, from his manipulation would most likely be everlasting. 

A little over a year ago, shortly before the kids’ spring break, which also encompassed the Easter long weekend, she packed up her and the kids while Todd was away for business and moved in with her sister, Celeste, and Celeste’s daughter, Sabrina. Then she filed a restraining order against her husband and also served him with separation papers. 

Todd had been livid. 

Restraining order be damned, when he received the separation papers he’d driven over to Celeste’s house and banged on the door, hollering and demanding Eva give him his children. Celeste and a few of the neighbors called the cops, and Todd had been escorted out of the neighborhood by three police cars. 

And that’s when things in Eva’s life really turned ugly. 

The year waiting for her divorce to be finalized had been pure torture. 

She only let the kids see their father because the court ordered her to, even though Kellen and Lucas begged not to go with him when he came to pick them up. They said he ignored him when he had them. But whenever she brought it up to Todd, he said that if he didn’t get his kids, he’d take them from her and she’d never see them again. She fretted herself to the point of needing hospitalization, she’d lost so much weight. The assurances of the court were a cold comfort when her kids were out of her care. 

That year had been absolute anguish. Besides threatening to take their children away from her, Todd dragged her through the mud until it was in her ears, eyes and up her nose. He used her weight loss against her, painting her as mentally unstable and a drunk. That the reason she didn’t eat was because she drank all her calories. But her lawyer, Richelle LaRue, had been outstanding and never let Todd get away with a damn thing. 

Eva now had full custody of Kellen and Luke, with the boys spending the majority of their time with her—not that Todd really had anything to do with them when he was around—and Todd paying not only alimony but child support as well. 

With her divorce settlement, she was able to buy a small, modest house in a nice part of town, one that had a fully finished basement where she planned to set up her hair and aesthetics studio. 

Before all the separation and divorce chaos, she’d worked two days a week at a salon near the boys’ school, mostly taking care of the updos for wealthy older women who came in once a week to get their hair done. 

But now, she planned to build herself a mini empire. The space in the basement was perfect. Lots of natural light, a sink, bathroom, plenty of space for not only a stylist’s chair, hair dryer and waxing table, but also the perfect place where she could set up her foot spa for pedicures. 

She planned to open Eva’s Hair and Esthetics within a couple of weeks of moving into the new house. But she needed to get a handle on advertising. Word-of-mouth was only so useful. She needed to get her business onto social media, flyers, bus benches, billboards. She needed it all. 

She blotted at her face with a piece of tissue and let out a shaky breath. “You can do this,” she whispered. “You can do this.”

A knock on the door made her jump nearly clear out of her skin.

You can’t do this. 

What had she been thinking? Inviting a total stranger up to her hotel room for sex.

She’d been with all of four men in her whole life. The guy who took her virginity the summer she turned seventeen; Gary, her boyfriend senior year of high school; Rick, her boyfriend after Gary moved to Boston for college; and then finally Todd. And she and Todd hadn’t had sex in almost five years. 

Now she planned to break that dry spell with who?

A seriously gorgeous man with a super sexy crooked nose and beard you want to rub all over your—

“Eva?”

Shit! Right. He was still standing on the other side of the hotel door. 

She was busy daydreaming her nightmare of the past, and Scott, one of the most handsome men she’d met in a very long time, was patiently waiting for her to welcome him inside. 

She blew out a breath, took one last look at herself in the vanity mirror and then went to open the door. 

And of course, he was leaning against the doorjamb all casual-like, somehow balancing a wine bottle, coat and pizza box, all while hooking his thumb in his belt loop, which meant that his black button-down shirt pulled tight across his chest, showing off well-defined muscles and a breadth that took her own breath away. 

She’d been aware of his height and size back at the bar, but there she’d been fueled by pheromones, tequila and confidence. Now, standing there in front of him, she felt like the mouse she’d fought so hard to no longer be. 

“Thought you might have fallen asleep,” he said lazily, hitting her with the full megawatt smile, enhanced by a single dimple on his left side, nice lips, that sexy, slightly crooked nose, and of course that beard. Oh lord, the beard. 

She swallowed and pushed the door open more, allowing him to enter. “No, not asleep, just, uh … ” She didn’t bother finishing that sentence because the scent of pizza made every thought in her brain disappear. 

“I wasn’t sure what to get,” he said, wandering into the hotel room and over to the table and chairs next to the window. “Whether you’re a traditionalist, like a margherita pizza girl, or you like to walk on the wild side, like smoked salmon, capers and cream cheese.”

Eva must have made a face because he started to laugh. “Not a fan of the wild side?”

She shook her head. “Not on my pizza. I’m all for some chicken and artichokes, but keep the cream cheese and fish on my bagel. Some things are not meant to be fusionized.” She wrinkled her nose. “Is that a word?”

He opened up the pizza box. “It is now. I grabbed us a half-and-half. Half margherita, half pepperoni with sausage, bacon and mushrooms.”

Her mouth began to water. “Now that’s my kind of pizza.”

“I grabbed a zinfandel with a twist-off lid, as I wasn’t sure you’d have a corkscrew,” he said, grabbing two mugs from next to the coffee maker and pouring them both a healthy splash of wine.

Eva hadn’t been aware of just how hungry she was until he’d walked into the hotel room and she’d been smacked upside the head with the scent of all things heavenly. Oregano. Garlic. Tomato sauce. Cheese. Basil. Pepperoni. Was there anything in the world that smelled better?

“Here you go.” He handed her the mug of wine, and that’s when she caught Scott’s scent. Masculine, powerful, fresh, and just a touch citrusy. 

Okay, well, maybe pizza was the second-best scent in the world, because the man in front of her smelled pretty damn delicious too. 

She took the mug and thanked him. 

He lifted his just a touch higher in the air. “To … ” His crooked nose wrinkled, and he glanced up into the corner of the room. “To … ”

She smiled. He was cute when he was confused. “To heroes not in capes. You saved me from … ” 

Peeing my pants. 

“A very embarrassing fate,” she finished, clinking her mug against his. 

“To heroes not in capes,” he repeated, taking a sip of his wine while eyeing her over the rim of his mug. The twinkle in the lighter brown flecks of his eyes spoke of mischief. Sure, Scott was a nice guy, but she could tell just by the way he smiled so confidently, held himself with such carefree ease and squinted just slightly when he stared at her, this man had a wicked side. And not necessarily the bad kind of wicked. 

“So, shall we start?” he asked, setting his mug down on the table. 

Well, that was blunt. 

No foreplay, no seduction, nothing. Just right to the point. In and out. Wham, bam, thank you, ma’am. 

She choked on the wine in her throat and began coughing, her eyes widening as the thought of dying in a hotel room with a sexy stranger began to edge its way to the forefront of her mind. “Excuse me?” she gasped.

Scott pounded on her back. “I asked if you wanted to start.”

She took another sip of her wine and glanced up at him, her eyes watering. “Um … I’ve never … this is, uh … ”

“I mean the pizza,” he said, his warm chuckle sweeping over her like a velvet throw. He shook his head. “I’m not a complete asshole. Remember that this was all your idea. I just wanted to go for pizza. If you want to sit on your bed and watch movies, drink wine and eat pizza all night, I am A-OK with that.” He grabbed a napkin from the side of the pizza box, then reached for a slice of pepperoni pizza, handing the napkin and pizza to her. “My mama raised a gentleman. No means no. You, beautiful Eva, hold all the power here.”

You, beautiful Eva, hold all the power.

Had she ever heard any sexier words uttered? 

Nope, she certainly hadn’t. 

She’d never held any kind of power ever either. 

And yet, Scott just handed it all to her on a silver platter. 

She swayed where she stood and reached out, gripping the back of the chair to stabilize herself. Was she already drunk on power? Did it happen that fast?

He stepped into her space and tilted her chin up with his knuckle. Her lips parted. “I really just want to get to know you, Eva. Any part of you.”


      [image: image-placeholder]Scott couldn’t say he’d ever had a woman literally throw herself at him. Sure, women had done so figuratively, but Eva actually launched herself into his arms, crushing her mouth against his and shoving her tongue down his throat. 

Whoa!

He could not get a read on this woman. One minute she was all smooth and seductive, oozing sexy confidence and inviting him back to her hotel suite, saying she’d be the one taking advantage. The next minute she was nervous and choking on her wine. Only to turn around and leap into his arms and kiss him. 

She confused the hell out of him but also intrigued him to no end.

He liked that. 

He liked her. 

Wrapping his arms around her back, he parted his lips and took control of their kiss, sweeping his tongue into her hot, wet mouth and tasting everything she had to offer. The sweet zinfandel tasted even better on her tongue. 

A small, feminine moan slid up her throat, and she pressed her tits against his chest, his leg wedged between hers to keep them vertical. 

Without breaking them apart, she set her mug down and somehow her pizza too and began to back up toward the bed, her hands free to roam across his chest, and began to unbutton his shirt. 

But something tickled at the back of his neck—a warning? Red flags? Alarm bells? He broke the kiss, much to the protestations from his other head. 

“Let’s eat first. Have some wine and maybe talk a bit,” he said gently, easing her down to the bed, then retreating to the table to grab her wine and pizza. “You’re sending off some real conflicting signals, and I just want to make sure you know what you want.”

Big, gorgeous green eyes looked up at him with total confusion, and her puffy lips opened to form the perfect little O. He had to stop himself from groaning at how utterly fuckable she looked at that moment. How he wanted to do nothing more than grab all that hair into a tight ponytail at the base of her head and ease that little O over his now throbbing erection. 

But his mama had raised a gentleman. He had a little sister, and even if he didn’t, he could see that Eva wasn’t entirely sure of what she’d proposed to him downstairs half hour ago. He needed to give her a bit more time to think things through. He also just wanted to get to know her better. Even though he had no problem with a one-night stand with no strings, no expectations and sometimes even no names, the tickle at the base of his skull told him Eva was not one of those women.

“A-are you having second thoughts?” she asked, accepting her wine and pizza. “D-did I do something wrong?” The slight shake in her voice made him want to scoop her up into his arms and hold her, take away whatever insecurities or pain she was clearly harboring. 

But instead, he kicked off his shoes, grabbed his own slice of pizza and his mug of wine, then sat down at the head of the bed, propping himself up on the pillow. “You did absolutely nothing wrong, beautiful Eva. I just want us to get to know each other a bit first. Have a drink. Have a meal. Have a conversation.”

The sexy line of her long throat lifted and dropped as she swallowed, still sitting on the edge of the bed, staring beneath the table. “Didn’t we already do that downstairs? The drink and the conversation?” She blinked slowly, then pivoted her head to look at him. “What is it you want from me?”

Scott was midway through a bite of pizza, but he dropped the slice to the napkin, put it aside and leapt up to his knees, taking her mug of wine from her and setting it on the nightstand. Then he took her hand in his. “Eva, I don’t want anything from you. Except to know that you’re not going to regret something tomorrow. I hardly know you, but what I do know I like. But I’ve also had enough one-night stands to know that the women aren’t usually as conflicted as you seem. I want to get to know you, that’s all.” He tugged on her hand. “Come sit. Eat, and let’s talk. My son is with his mother tonight, and tomorrow is Sunday, so I have no curfew.” He winked, hoping to settle some of her nerves. 

She seemed to relax a bit and nodded, ditching her own shoes and climbing onto the bed beside him with her pizza. He handed her the mug of wine, and she took a sip. 

Before reaching for his own wine, he grabbed the television remote and flicked the TV on, surfing until he found a rerun of The Office. Glancing over at her with raised eyebrows, he waited for the yay or nay. 

She nodded, offering him a small smile. 

He set the remote down and reached for his wine, taking a sip and then diving back into his pizza. “So, tell me what it is that makes Eva … ”

“Just Eva,” she said through chewing. 

He nodded, the corner of his mouth twitching. “Tell me what it is that makes just Eva tick.”








  
  
Chapter 3




Grateful for not only something in her stomach but the company as well, Eva was now far more relaxed than she had been an hour ago. Scott was sweet, kind, interesting, and absolutely hilarious. The man had her in stitches nearly the entire time they vegged on the bed gorging themselves on pizza and watching back-to-back episodes of  The Office. By the time she stood up with jelly legs from the wine, she had tears in her eyes, she’d been laughing so hard. 

Todd had never made her laugh like that. He’d made her shed tears a lot but never from laughter. 

It was refreshingly wonderful, and she didn’t want it to end. 

“What’s your ex like?” Scott asked as she climbed back onto the bed with a glass of water. She handed him one as well. 

“A total narcissist,” she said blandly. “A controlling, manipulative, emotional and psychological abuser. A pathological liar. A cheater.” She glanced at him as she sipped her wine. “Pick one. My therapist never met him, so she can’t actually diagnose him, but she said that based on everything I’ve told her about the man, she can almost say for certain that Todd is a psychopath.” The lights on the nightstands flickered. Too bad Todd wasn’t dead and that was just his ghost haunting her. Next birthday wish, perhaps?

His mouth flattened into a thin line. “I’m sorry. That had to have been really difficult. Tough to finally get out of, I’m sure.”

He didn’t know the half of it. All she did was nod. 

“And your ex?”

He exhaled and tucked his hands behind his head before he sank down into the pillows so he was lying down on the bed. “A narcissist too, not a psychopath though. Just selfish. But I think what bothered me about her the most, what ended our marriage, was just how damn inconsiderate she was. How disrespectful she was toward me. Treated me like her lapdog.” He shook his head. “I know I’m a nice guy. I know that, and when it came to Katrin, nice guys really did finish last. She made plans on nights I had plans and would just expect me to cancel mine, even though I’d have made my plans eons ago and put it in our shared calendar. I mean one time—and this was when we were still dating and she lived for six months down in San Francisco for an apprenticeship—I took time off from my own job, flew down there, expecting to spend the weekend with her like we’d planned, only to turn up on her doorstep and find out from her roommate that Katrin had taken off to Napa with some friends for the weekend.”

Eva’s bottom lip dropped open. “Are you kidding me?”

He shook his head. “I should have ended the relationship then and there, truthfully. And her excuse is always something super lame, like That’s just my truth, Scott. That’s just my psychology. I’m not a very organized person, but it doesn’t mean I’m a bad person. If you can’t accept me for who I am, then that’s your problem, not mine.”

“I’m sorry, but what the fuck? If you can’t accept her constant disrespect, then that’s your problem, not hers?” She blinked a bunch of times. “You picked a real winner there, Scottie.”

He made a noise of reluctant agreement in his throat. “Don’t I know it. I mean, she couldn’t send me a text the night before I flew all the way to San Francisco? Hell, an hour before I got on a fucking flight and been like hey babe, I would really like to do a girls’ weekend to Napa. Do you mind if we reschedule? Sorry for the last-minute change of plans. Or something like that. Like at least fake your fucking remorse.”

“But then you wouldn’t have your son,” she said quietly, feeling the exact same way about Todd and her own children. An enormous part of her wished she’d never given Todd her phone number that night at the Seahawks game after-party. Then the last ten years and the nightmare would never have happened. Her feelings of failure, of becoming invisible, a shell of who she once was, never would have happened. Who knows what she could have accomplished if she hadn’t met Todd? Maybe she’d have her own spa by now. Her own spa chain. A franchise. Eva’s Hair and Esthetics in every major city in Washington state.

An ache began to build in her chest at the thought of a life without having ever met Todd. How could she even imagine such a thing?

Because as much as Todd had hurt her, as much as he had destroyed who she was and who she had the potential to be, without him there would be no Kellen or Lucas. And the world without her children just didn’t make a lick of sense.

Everything happens for a reason. 

Her mother’s vague, sunshiny, unicorns-shitting-rainbows mantra came back to her. 

Yeah, maybe everything did happen for a reason, but not all reasons made sense. Not all reasons were good. 

But Kellen and Lucas are good. Kellan and Lucas are perfect. 

She squeezed her eyes shut as the regret from even wishing for a moment that she hadn’t met Todd consumed her. She would walk through hell for her children. She would kill for her children. She’d endure all the years of manipulation, abuse and bullying from Todd all over again if it meant she had her children. 

“You okay, there?” Scott’s deep voice drew her out of the thick quicksand she’d been sinking into, and she opened her eyes. 

“Yeah,” she said on an exhale that strained her chest. 

“You’re absolutely right, you know,” he said, eyeing her warily. “Without Katrin, I wouldn’t have my son. So as much as she hurt me, made me feel like an afterthought, I’m grateful to her for our son. A world without Freddie just wouldn’t make sense.”

Finally, someone who understood her struggle. Her mental anguish over wishing you’d never met someone but knowing that without them, you wouldn’t have the amazing things you did.

“Did you file for divorce or did your ex?” she asked, sinking down into the pillows and turning to face him, propping her head in her hand. She wanted to get off the topic of herself and focus on him. She was boring. Scott seemed far more interesting, far more worldly and experienced. 

“I did,” he replied. “I suggested counseling and tried telling her how disrespected I felt, but it all fell on deaf ears. We tried counseling for a while, but even the counselor said it wasn’t sinking in with Katrin. So in the end, I couldn’t do it anymore. I couldn’t be treated like a second-class citizen in my own marriage. When my opinion stopped mattering, that was the end of it.”

“And your son? How did he take it all?”

“Freddie?” Scott let out a deep breath and shut his eyes. “He was a trooper through all of it. We split when he was three, and he’s six now, so I don’t think he really remembers much.” He shook his head but didn’t open his eyes. “She’s still inconsiderate, selfish and disrespectful to me, my time and plans, but at least I’m no longer married to her and having to put up with it on a daily basis. I get my kid on set days of the week, and we sit down every two months and go over any changes. If she needs to make a last-minute change, I have the right to decline her—and just to prove a point, I have.”

Eva smiled. “Good.”

He opened his eyes. “What about your ex. Does he see your kids much?”

She snorted, then scoffed. “No. His children are a burden. An inconvenience. He used them as pawns in the divorce, but otherwise he has very little to do with them, which is fine by them, because they want nothing to do with him.”

“So you don’t get much free time then?”

She shook her head. “Nope. But my boys are good kids, and even though I certainly feel drained or tapped out some days, I wouldn’t trade them for the world.”

He rolled over on his side like she was and propped his head in his hand. “I wouldn’t trade Freddie for anything either.”

Sexy, kind and an attentive father. This guy certainly seemed like the whole damn package. 

But there had to be a catch. 

Todd had seemed like a great guy at first too. Then his manipulative monster came out of hiding after they said their vows—after it was too late. 

Did Scott have a monster lurking somewhere deep? Did all men?

“What is it you would like, Eva?” he asked, drawing her from her roaming appraisal of him, her eyes having drifted over his face, down the length of his body and ultimately lingering on the V of his dark-wash jeans just a fraction longer than was seemly. 

She blinked a couple of times, not understanding the question. “What do you mean?”

He lifted an eyebrow almost impatiently, as if her not understanding the question was taxing on him. “What is it you want, Eva? You invited me up to your hotel room saying that you’d be the one taking advantage, and I’d like for you to explain that to me. What kind of advantage had you planned on taking?”

Heat raced into her cheeks and wormed its way down her chest. Even if Scott hadn’t said a single word to her, the way he was looking at her, so earnestly, so seriously and focused, she would have probably swallowed her own tongue. But the fact that he actually asked her what she wanted, asked what her plan was, made it all the more exciting. 

“Hmm?” He reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “What is it that Eva wants? Is it still the same thing as down in the bar? Or have your intentions changed?”

She swallowed and dragged her bottom lip between her teeth. “I … I haven’t been with anybody in quite a while, and the last person I was with was—”

“Your manipulative jerk of a husband,” he said, finishing her sentence for her perfectly. 

With a sigh, she nodded. “Exactly.”

“And he was controlling,” he asked. 

“Very much so.”

“In all things?”

“Yes.”

“Including the bedroom.”

“Especially there.” Which ordinarily she had no problem with. She was actually quite submissive in bed, preferring to just go with the flow and ride it out. But Todd had taken things to a whole new level. His level of control had stopped being sexy years ago. After a while, sex was only when he wanted it, how he wanted it, and if she was lucky enough to have an orgasm, she should consider herself grateful. The man never really put any energy into her pleasure. It was very much a wham, bam, thank you, ma’am kind of thing. By the end, she loathed even the thought of him touching her and would lie and say she had a really heavy period or a migraine and then go sleep in the spare bedroom. 

Just as well. Turned out Todd was sleeping with his massage therapist anyway, so it’s not like he missed the sex. And after she snuck and stole his phone one time to see if her suspicions of his affair were true, she realized just how horrible a person Todd really was. 

Not only was he sleeping with his massage therapist, but he was also one of those horrid cyberbullies. You know, the keyboard warrior guys. The middle-aged white men who bully and haunt women, threatening to rape and kill them if they don’t appreciate the unsolicited dick pics. Yeah, Todd was that kind of guy. 

For the most part, Todd ignored her when they were in the house together, and when she started sleeping in the guest room every night, he stopped making a stink when he started sleeping with his massage therapist. Except for that one night …

“Earth to Eva,” Scott said with a chuckle, lightly running his hand over her arm. “You okay? Not too much wine?”

She shook her head to dislodge the thoughts of Todd and send them flying out of the room. She hoped they landed in the toilet where they belonged. “I’m okay,” she replied. “Just remembering how controlling he really was.” She shuddered. “Glad that chapter of my life is over.”

“You wanna burn the whole book? Start a whole new story? I can get my hands on some lighter fluid. I’m pretty sure we can figure out a way to get up to the roof of this place and torch some shit in a trash can.”

The idea of setting fire to every memory she had of Todd held appeal. “That doesn’t sound like a half-bad idea, actually.”

His smile got real again, and his eyes gleamed. “Back to my original question, though. What do you want, Eva?”

The way he said her name was intoxicating. Her name on his lips held promises of what he could and would do to her. The subtle scrape of his top teeth over his bottom lip as he enunciated the V in her name. It was erotic and sexy, and with that deep, masculine rumble, she felt a quake way down in her core each and every time he said it. 

“I want to be in control,” she whispered. “I don’t normally take control in bed, and generally I prefer not to. But my ex was very controlling … very selfish.”

“And you want a night all about you?”

She shook her head and pushed up to the sitting position, happy that she hadn’t had any more wine and had all of her wits. Boldly she shoved him to his back and swung her leg over his torso so that she was straddling him. “I want a night I will never forget,” she whispered. Her fingers went to task on the buttons of his shirt. “I want a night with a stranger where there is no manipulation, no head games or expectations, no pre-conceived ideas. Just … ” She leaned down and drew one of his exposed nipples in between her teeth, tugging until he hissed out in either pleasure or pain, she didn’t know—or care—which. “Two people enjoying each other. Give and take. I want you to show me what I’ve been missing these past few lonely, celibate years. And I want to remember what it’s like to be with a real man.”

With adrenaline and arousal now fueling her every move, she sprinkled gentle kisses across his hard, muscular chest over to his other nipple, scissoring her teeth across the tight bud. 

“Eva”—his hands in her hair stopped her effort—“you’re sure?”

With one hand still propping herself up, she moved the other one down between them to his now very noticeable, very hard, very impressive erection. She unsnapped his jeans, slid down the zipper and slipped her hand inside, taking him in her palm. “I’m very sure,” she whispered, stroking him as much as she could, given their awkward position. “I need this, Scott.” She lifted her head and pressed her lips to his, just enough to touch, not enough to kiss. “I need you.” 


      [image: image-placeholder]Fuck, she was something else. Sweet and sexy and so goddamn gorgeous, Scott lay there in awe of his luck as Eva continued to undress him, taking her time and making sure those nails of hers drove him to the very edge of insanity.

After unfastening each and every black button of his dress shirt, she took her sweet time kissing and swirling that slippery little tongue over his chest and abs, raking her nails along his ribcage and down his sides. When she reached the waist of his pants with her lips, her fingers walked their way up his torso, and she took each of his nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, twisting until he gasped from the pain. 

“Eva,” he growled in warning, resting his hand on her head. 

She released his nipples, then ran her nails back down to his waistband. He lifted his hips to help her remove his jeans. She did so quickly, chucking them to the floor and leaving him lying there with a tent pitched in his gray boxer shorts. He glanced down his body to where she hovered above him, her eyes hooded, her pink tongue sliding across her lips, licking her chops. 

A small, damp, heart-shaped patch of fabric over the head of his cock said he was leaking precum. Well, of course he was. He’d been hard for a long fucking time lying there next to Eva and those tits of hers. Listening to her speak with that sexy, throaty voice. Like she was on the business end of one of those 1-900 sex chat lines. Did they still have those?

He was old. 

But how could he not be hard, lying in a bed, staring at Eva? Talking to Eva, listening to Eva. The woman was what wet dreams were made of, and Jesus Christ, he was only human. He also hadn’t gotten laid since New Year’s Eve, so his other head was doing a whole hell of a lot of its own thinking these days. 

“Baby,” he said hoarsely, “you don’t have to.” He threaded his fingers into her hair, the silky red tendrils slipping through. Like magic strands of fire splayed across his stomach. 

She shook her head and relieved him of his boxers. He lifted his hips once again, and she slid them down and over his legs. “I’m not,” she said, tossing his boxers into the pile with his jeans. 

Huh.

She slipped off the bed, her eyes never leaving his as she began to unbutton her blouse, taking her sweet time, just like she had with him. 

“Touch yourself,” she demanded, her eyes flicking from his face down to his shaft. “I want to watch you. I want to see what you do when you’re alone.”

She didn’t have to ask him twice. 

Scott was not shy. Never had been, and even though he certainly didn’t go around touching himself in public, he also had zero qualms taking himself into his palm and showing her just how he liked to get down to business. 

He gripped his cock in his right hand and squeezed his fist up and around the head until it turned a dark purple, then he stroked back down to the base and up again. 

Heat flared in the yellow-green of her eyes, and her tongue once again darted out and slid across her lips. 

“You going to just take in the show, or do I get a show of my own?” he asked, tightening his grip around the head, a bead of precum emerging onto his crown. 

“That depends,” she whispered, letting her green blouse slip off her shoulders, revealing a cream-colored lace bra with absolutely zero padding. Her hard nipples pointed at him, called to him, demanded he take them in his mouth and ease their ache. 

“Depends on what?” he asked, still stroking himself. 

“Depends on what you plan to do with that.” She tilted her head, and her gaze lasered in on the now even bigger bead of precum on his crown. 

With his thumb, he wiped it off. “Your mouth or mine?”

She took the couple of steps toward the bed and leaned over, giving him the perfect few of the best fucking cleavage he’d ever seen. Fuckable cleavage. A valley built for a cock. “Mine,” she murmured. Then she showed him exactly how well she could suck. That tongue of hers swirled around the pad of his thumb like it was the head of his cock, and her eyes fluttered closed, a soft hum rumbling up from the depths of her throat. 

When she pulled away and her eyes opened, she smiled. “Yum.”

“Holy fuck,” he breathed. 

Her grin grew. She stood up and took a few steps away from him again. “Get back to work,” she said playfully, pointing to his paused hand. He hadn’t even realized he’d quit. He was just too caught up in her mouth around his thumb to concentrate on two things at once. After all, there wasn’t much blood heading to his brain at the moment. 

With his free hand, he saluted her. “Yes, ma’am.” Then he went back to work, showing her just how he liked to get the job done. Now, when he took himself in the shower, he’d be envisioning Eva sucking his thumb with her hot little mouth, her perfect tits right there just begging for his cum. 

Her fingers hooked into the belt loops at her waist, and she shimmied her tight black pants down over her shapely legs, revealing a matching thong to her bra. She was perfect. Curvy but fit. With hips he could hold on to, a slim waist, and thighs that he couldn’t wait to have squeezing the side of his head. The best fucking earmuffs he could ever imagine. 

“Wanna fuck your tits, baby,” he said, his hips jerking off the bed voluntarily. “You have the best fucking tits I’ve ever seen.”

Her smile was warm and bright. “The best fucking tits, or the best fuckable tits?”

He grinned. “Both.”

“Never had my tits fucked before.”

He groaned. “Oh, Eva … let me be your first.”

“But then …”

“Let’s fuck with a condom, and I’ll get you off as many times as we can. Then we’ll rip the condom off, and I’ll fuck your tits.”

“Won’t it be messy?”

Hell, yes, it would be. That was half the fun of it. 

“Then we’ll have a shower.”

She dragged her teeth over her lip but didn’t reply.

Was that a maybe?

“Let’s start here and see where the night goes.” She reached around behind her back and unclasped her bra, letting those luscious mounds tumble out, taunting him. Then she slipped out of her thong, revealing a perfectly waxed pussy with just a thin strip of hair over her mound. His ex had gotten waxed as well. She said she used to get the “two postage stamp” package. It looked like Eva went with a “three postage stamp” package, and she pulled it off flawlessly. He really didn’t care either way though. One postage stamp, two, three, none, or the whole damn envelope—who the fuck cared? What mattered was how she responded when he was inside her, when his tongue was on her clit and his fingers on her G-spot. He couldn’t give a damn how much hair she had between her thighs as long as he got to eventually use those thighs as earmuffs.

“You’re fucking perfection,” he murmured. 

“Fucking perfection or fuckable perfection?”

His chuckle was strained as his need to come began to inch forward. “Both.”

She swayed her hips toward him. “Before we do any tit-fucking or any kind of fucking, I’d like to see how skilled you are with that tongue of yours. I know you can talk. I know you can joke, but frankly, I’m a little tired of listening to you.”

He snorted. This confident side of her was sexy as fuck.

The sparkle in her eye and the tug at the corner of her mouth said she was joking, but joking or not, he loved how relaxed she finally was. How cool she was in her own skin, now that they knew each other a bit more and it wasn’t just a nameless fuck to scratch an itch. Even if they never saw each other again, he didn’t want Eva to regret tonight or feel ashamed of herself in any way. 

And the woman certainly had nothing to be ashamed about. 

He inched over into the center of the bed and watched as she climbed up and straddled his face, her cleft hovering just inches over his mouth. A drip landed on his lips, and he swept it off with his tongue. 

Just like he thought—sweet as could fucking be. 

“Show me how a real man eats pussy, Scott. Show me what I’ve been missing.” Then she lowered her slit down to his mouth, and he showed her exactly what she’d been missing—and then some.








  
  
Chapter 4




Holy. 

Fucking. 

God. 

Eva’s eyes threatened to roll into the back of her head for what felt like the millionth time as she gyrated her hips, swirling her slick, swollen cleft around Scott’s oh-so-talented, oh-so-diabolical tongue. The man was definitely showing her what she’d been missing those ten years with Todd, and then all those other years with all those other severely lacking boyfriends. 

The man beneath her was a master at seduction, a master at making a woman feel comfortable and relaxed, and a master at eating pussy like it was his favorite meal in the world—maybe it was?

She held on to the headboard and let her head fall forward between her arms, her breasts feeling extra heavy as the orgasm drew near.

 She’d never had more than one orgasm during sex—if she even got that. But something told her that with Scott working his magic, she’d be able to have multiples. Hell, she was willing to give it a shot at least. It wasn’t every day you met a man as handsome, charming and kind as the man she was currently trying to suffocate. At least he seemed kind. He didn’t pressure her into sex—unlike Todd, who …

She couldn’t think about that right now. If she thought about Todd, about that, she’d never find an orgasm. 

Scott was not Todd. 

One of his fingers dipped into her sopping cleft, and then he drew it up between her cheeks, caressing her tight hole but not breaching it. She puckered against his finger as his pressure grew a bit more intense. She’d never … but that wasn’t to say she hadn’t thought about it. But tonight was not that night. No matter how patient, how skilled, how incredible Scott was, she’d have to scratch that inquisitive itch another time with another man. 

Because Scott was just a one-time, one-night thing. 

Up and down, back and forth through her crease he drew his finger, never pushing for more, taking her pinched hole as a cue not to go any farther. 

She ground down on his tongue as he began doing harder, quicker flicks over her clit. She was close again. The thought of letting Scott take her in a place no man had ever gone was enough to get her back to that sweet point of pure bliss. 

She rotated her hips in a circular fashion and tilted her pelvis down so he could take more of her clit into his mouth. He did just that—the smart man. He sucked like his life depended on it, like a fucking Hoover, and she exploded. 

Eva’s whole body convulsed and spasmed as the orgasm shot up from between her legs, where Scott worked his nose to the clit-stone, and then spread down to her toes and up to the top of her head and out to each fingertip. Her nipples tingled, her chest heaved, and her thighs shook. She squeezed her eyes closed tight, allowing the sensations to consume her. Bright lights flashed behind her closed lids, and her fingers began to cramp. 

As the climax languidly began to dissipate, pulling itself back in toward her center like a flower closing up for the night, she opened her eyes and released her death grip on the headboard. 

A gentle tap on her thigh and a muffled sound from below reminded her that her pleasure was not from her own making—as it had been for years—but actually due to the overwhelming generosity and sexy seduction of the man whose wide brown eyes looked a touch panicky. 

He tapped her thigh a bit more frantically, and she lifted up more onto her knees. 

Scott inhaled, and his chest heaved. “Sorry. I couldn’t breathe.” He took another deep breath, then released it. “You just kept grinding down more and more. I knew you were close, so I didn’t want to stop you. But … ” His grin was devilishly handsome. “Not a bad way to die if that’s what it’d come to, though.”

She rolled her eyes and climbed off him, sitting up on her knees on the bed, nibbling on her lips as she watched him lick his and wipe his fingers over his face before he licked those too. Dewy beads of her arousal clung like diamonds to the wiry hair of his beard, glistening in the muted light of the nightstand lamp. 

He caught her watching him and grinned again. “Can’t waste a drop.”

Every cell in her body began to recharge. 

“Now, about those gorgeous tits of yours,” he said, his deep and low voice sending a sizzle through her veins as he flipped over to his belly and up onto all fours. “You still gonna let me fuck ’em?”

She’d let him do anything to her at this point. She was mush for brains and a slave to his passion. If he was half as good at everything else in bed as he was with his tongue between her legs, she would leave here tomorrow morning with a smile on her face and a spring in her step, no doubt about it. 

Eva was finally getting her groove back. 


      [image: image-placeholder]She hadn’t replied yet to his probe about fucking her tits. But the glimmer in those gorgeous green eyes of hers said she’d already thought it over, she was just embarrassed to admit she wanted to. 

He prowled across the bed on all fours toward her, starting at the foot of the bed and making his way north, never once taking his eyes off her. 

He loved how each inch he moved forward, her cheeks grew an even darker shade of red. Her throat bobbed a little harder, and her nostrils flared a little wider. Her tongue darted out and slid across her lips, lips he couldn’t wait to feel wrapped around his shaft as he stroked her hair, cupped her cheek and felt himself slide to the back of her throat and then out again. Felt her teeth scrape against his length as he knocked her tonsils and she swallowed everything he gave her.  

With a swipe of his hand, he grabbed her feet and tugged them out from beneath her, pulling her down the bed until she was flat on her back. She let out a squeal of surprise but didn’t struggle. Her sigh of contentment and her arms looping around his neck as he climbed up her body said she was anything but afraid. 

His iron-bar cock rested against her belly. “What do you say, sweet Eva?”

She dragged her teeth over her lip and nodded. “Yes, but first, fuck me … please.”

Anything for you, angel.

He grinned as he lowered his mouth to hers. “With pleasure.” He didn’t take her mouth but just continued to hover. “Taste yourself,” he ordered. “Taste your sweetness on my lips.” Her eyes gleamed with intrigue and perhaps even slight hesitation, but she did as she was told, slipping her tongue across his top, then his bottom lip. “Best damn thing I’ve tasted in a while,” he said before he finally crushed his lips to hers, took control of the kiss, and showed her once again just how talented he was with his tongue. She opened for him without reservation and lifted her hips so he was now notched—unsheathed—at her core. The wet, warm heat of her pussy against the head of his cock caused a deep, primitive growl to bubble up from the back of his throat uncontrollably. 

Reluctantly, he broke the kiss and shifted. “Precum, baby. We can’t be too careful.” He sat up on the bed and reached for his pants off the floor, retrieving the sleeve of condoms. He’d bought a box but ditched the box the moment he left the drugstore, preferring to just shove the packets straight into his pocket. 

Swallowing, she licked her lips and nodded. “Right, sorry. It just felt … feels so good.”

It most certainly fucking did, and he’d give his left nut to raw-dog it with this gorgeous creature, but not tonight. Maybe if he got her phone number, they could meet up again and see where things went. 

He ripped open the foil packet and rolled the condom on over his shaft, making sure it was secure at the base before he turned back to face her and crawled up the length of her body. “I am clean,” he said. “Got checked last month after … ” He let the rest hang in the air. The last thing he needed to do was regale her with his past conquests. Total mood killer. 

She nodded. “I’m clean too. But I’m not on any birth control right now, so … condoms are a must.” Her nails raked down his back, chasing a shiver. “But nothing feels as good as the real thing.”

He lunged forward and nipped her bottom lip. “You got that right.” Then he eased himself inside her, slowly, allowing her body to acclimatize to his girth. 

She squeezed her eyes shut and tilted her chin to the sky, her lips parting just enough for little puffs of warm air to hit his cheek. 

“Holy fuck, you’re tight,” he ground out, feeling her squeeze around him as she adjusted herself beneath his weight, her muscles relaxing with each inch.

“Yeah,” she breathed out.

“Like crazy fucking tight.”

Eva shoved her nipple into his face. “Suck it,” she panted. 

Yes, ma’am. He ducked his head and drew her tight bud into his mouth, laving at it, raking his teeth over it, tugging it until she sucked in air and squirmed beneath him. 

Normally, Scott took control in the bedroom. He preferred it. But Eva’s little demands and zest for control turned him on like crazy. 

“I want to be on top,” she whimpered, lifting her hips up to meet him, which allowed her to take him deeper. 

Fuck, he wanted that too. 

“Hell, yes,” he grunted, wrapping his arm under and around her back, intertwining their legs and then rocking them side to side across the bed so that she was now on top, but they never disconnected. “Sit up and let me watch those fuckable tits bounce,” he encouraged, reaching behind him to better prop the pillows behind his head. 

Grinning, she acquiesced to his request and perched atop his waist. He slid deeper into her tight, slick channel. She squeezed around him, and he had to chomp down hard on the inside of his cheek not to come. 

With her hands on his chest for stability, she began to bob up and down, taking him all the way to the base, then back out to the tip, giving a little hip swirl and a squeeze when there was nothing but his pulsing crown left inside her. Was she trying to kill him? Because he was definitely seeing a bright light and hearing some angels sing. 

He reached up and tugged on her nipples, pinching them both and twisting, which caused her green eyes to flare. Then her lids dropped back down to half-mast. A gush of warm liquid poured over his balls. 

“Touch yourself,” he ordered, throwing her own earlier demands back at her. “Let’s get you there together.”

Heat and need flickered in her eyes as she nodded, letting her hand drift down her torso and between her legs. 

“You’re so fucking wet, babe. Pouring that honey all over my balls.”

Her cheeks pinked up in a seriously sexy way just as two of her fingers began rubbing rough circles over her clit. 

“Nothing to be ashamed of, Eva. The wetter the woman, the better. Means I’m doing my job right.” He tugged again on her nipples, and her mouth opened, her chin tilted toward the ceiling, and she began to lift and drop her hips faster and harder. “That’s right, baby. So fucking beautiful. God, Eva, you’re the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.” 

“Oh God,” she whispered, her fingers working double-time now, her tits jiggling in his palms with each hard thud of her hips. “So fucking close.”

“Yeah, you are.” He reared up and latched onto one of her hard peaks, sucking until he felt her still, gasp, and then begin to shudder. His teeth scraped across her chest to the other breast as she continued to come, her pants and whimpers only seeming to grow rather than ebb. Her hand between them was still going berserk. 

Was this just one long orgasm, or was she having multiples and they were just rolling into each other?

He released one of her breasts and reached behind her, dipping his finger enough to gather some of her wetness, then he trailed that slippery finger up her crease, pausing over her tight rosette. It puckered beneath his touch, so he didn’t push, but the way her cries of delight increased told him she wasn’t hating where he was right now. 

Slowly, her body grew lax against his, and her breathing became less ragged. Her whimpers were more like kittenish mewls, and her skin held a mist of perspiration. 

“Wow!” she whispered, glancing down at him with glassy—almost mystified—eyes. 

He reclined back into the pillows. “Yeah?”

She nodded. “Yeah. That was like four back to back to back to back. I wasn’t sure they’d ever end.”

“We make a good team.”

Red now replaced the pink in her cheeks. “We do.”

“I think there’s a puddle beneath my ass,” he joked. “And my balls are soaked.”

Her mouth opened, but before she could say anything, he took that as an invitation and grabbed her by the nipples and pulled her down to him, once again taking her mouth like he owned it. Because tonight, he kind of did. 

After a few minutes of sucking on her tongue, he broke the kiss, cupping her cheek. “You can say no, and we can just finish this way if you’d prefer.”

Her round mounds pressed into his chest, and when he glanced down between them, the sight of her cleavage made his cock jerk inside her. 

Any part of her she allowed him, he’d take as a gift, but God how he hoped she’d let him fuck her tits. 

He’d always been a tit man. Would always be a tit man. And this woman had tits for days. Probably the best rack he’d ever seen, ever tasted, ever … everything. 

With the grace of a gazelle, she swung her leg over his waist until she was perched on her knees on the bed next to him, then she made to remove the condom. 

Fuck, yes!

He helped her relieve him of the latex cock sock, then reached for a tissue from the box on the nightstand. 

“I … I’ve never done this before,” she said, grabbing both breasts in her palms and mashing them together. “Do you lie down or do I lie down?”

He twisted his lips in thought for a moment. It’d been so long since he’d tit-fucked anybody, what was the best way to do it?  

He tapped his chin, then pulled at his still-damp beard. “Let’s have me stay like this, and you sort of hover over me from the side there, smoosh your tits together just like that and then slide my dick between them.”

“Lube?” she asked, getting into position.

He nodded. “You’ve got plenty.” Then he dipped his fingers behind her and drew out her wetness, slathering it over his raging hard cock and then some between her breasts. 

Licking her lips, she hunkered down and did as he’d described, sliding his dick between the ripe melons of perfection, her nipples once again diamond-hard, the areolas dark and dusky and beautifully puckered. He groaned before he could stop himself, and his hips lurched up off the bed. 

“Fuck, yeah.” He gritted his teeth, determined not to blow his load too soon. “Oh, God, baby, yeah, just like that.”

Up and down she worked her compressed breasts, taking his full length. Her tits were so big that at one point, his cock was completely hidden, only for the shiny crown to emerge out the top, and then the naked vixen dipped her head and fucking lapped up the precum from the tip. 

He was so fucking close. 

Her ass was up in the air now, her body hunched over his waist, her stomach muscles tight as she used both her hands to keep her breasts pressed together. He had the absolute perfect view of her plump, glistening pussy lips and tight, hairless rosette. 

With his fingers, he gathered her wetness and slipped back into her channel, fucking her with two fingers while pressing against her anus with his thumb. She churned and moaned as he felt her quiver around him. 

“Fuck, Eva, you have no idea how amazing this feels.”

Between the image of his dick sliding between her tits, his fingers disappearing into her cleft and her anus loosening and tightening with each press of his thumb, he was going to shoot his load like a fucking rocket any second.  

“A bit faster, baby,” he murmured, curling his fingers inside her pussy. She squeezed around him. 

She picked up speed, fucking him quicker with her tits, the soft, cushiony velvet of them surrounding his cock feeling amazing. He fucked her pussy harder and faster with his fingers, mimicking her speed. 

“Oh God, Scott … ” She moaned, her cadence faltering just a bit. 

“Gonna come, Eva,” he grunted, the need to shut his eyes and let the sensations take over at an all-out war with his desire to watch himself come all over her chest. 

“Me too,” she mewled. 

He pressed a bit harder against her asshole with his thumb and on her G-spot with his fingers, and the woman detonated around him, her body shaking from the release as she continued to fuck him with her tits. 

The squeezing of her walls around his fingers, the pouring of her sweet honey over his palm and the fact that when she came, she loosened enough for him to slip his thumb inside sent him over the edge. 

And just like a rocket, he blasted off all over Eva’s chest. His body stilled as the orgasm ripped through him from the center outward. Every thick, ropy spurt that landed across her bodacious mounds made him come just all the harder. She was on the way down from her own orgasm and hovered there in awe, her mouth open, eyes wide, watching as he covered her chest and neck in his hot, white seed. 

But she didn’t look the least bit disgusted. 

In fact, she looked the opposite. Intrigued. Turned on. Excited. 

Scott had never believed in love at first sight. That shit was garbage. But after the way Eva had just let him fuck her tits, and based on the way she was looking at him now, he was beginning to think that love at first tit-fuck was actually plausible. 








  
  
Chapter 5






Six weeks later …



The most obnoxious sound of vehicles beeping and backing up, men hollering and large truck doors slamming interrupted and then subsequently drowned out the pleasant chirp and warble of the robin just outside Scott’s bedroom window. 

What the fuck?

It was goddamn Sunday morning. Who the fuck was waking up the birds, let alone the neighbors?

Rubbing the sleep out of his eyes, he swung his legs over the side of the bed and shoved his feet into his black, thick-soled slippers. 

Yeah, men could wear slippers and still be manly. The hardwood and tile in his house hurt his back otherwise. He was old, but he was still manly. 

Scratching his balls and wrinkling his nose at his deflating half-chub, he wandered over to his bedroom window and opened the blinds. 

The new neighbor next door was finally moving in and appeared to be a hoarder, based on how much shit was being carted out of the massive moving truck. 

Big, burly men with hams for arms and pot roasts for legs stalked up and down the ramp, in and out of the truck, unloading box after box. It seemed to be endless. His boredom won out first, and he let the drapes slide closed again as he scratched his ass and headed for the shower. 

It’d been a particularly late poker night at his brother Liam’s last night, and Scott had enjoyed himself a fair few whiskeys. Now his frontal lobe was paying for it, reminding him that he was not in fact a twenty-something bar stud who could down a forty and not feel it the next day but instead was a thirty-nine-year-old man with gray in his hair, his beard, his pubes, with a bad back and a preference for going to bed at a reasonable hour. 

What was wrong with lights out at ten thirty? A perfectly respectable time to call it a night while getting a solid eight hours and waking up in time to enjoy the best part of the morning. 

He opened the sliding glass door to the shower and turned on the water, leaving his hand beneath the spray until it turned warm, then he stepped inside. 

He scrubbed his hand down his face and tilted his chin up so the water pelted him directly between the eyes. His head continued to throb. 

But, like it did nearly every fucking time he took a shower now, his cock rose to attention and demanded action. 

After that one night with Eva over six weeks ago, he hadn’t been able to stop thinking about her. Particularly when he was in the shower. After she’d let him come all over her chest, the two of them had enjoyed a long, sexy, mind-blowing shower of their own, where she showed him just how talented, how perfect her mouth was, and he in return gave her more orgasms than she could count. 

They’d fallen into bed laughing, both of them passing out, exhausted from all the endorphins and orgasms, only for Scott to wake up the next morning to an empty bed, an empty hotel room and not a phone number or note in sight. 

Thankfully, she also hadn’t robbed him. He still had his phone, wallet and keys. That was always the worry though, wasn’t it? You think you can read people, only to be blindsided by beauty and tit-fucking and then wind up naked, gagged and without your money or your clothes as you writhe and scream on the bed because you’re tied to the headboard. 

It never happened to him, but it did happen to a friend—and Scott had been the one to find him. That image of his college roommate Steve still haunted him, particularly whenever he saw his buddy eat a plum or cherry tomato. Shudder. 

But not Eva. She’d been perfect. And if it hadn’t been for the emptiness he felt in his balls the next morning, he would have started to think she was all a glorious dream. 

He’d gone so far as to ask the front desk for her phone number, email address or even a last name, but apparently, they had either been given explicit instructions not to give out her information or they were just assholes doing their jobs. Either way, he’d returned home with zilch. 

Well, not zilch. He had his memories. And they were what fueled his fantasies. Eva’s mouth, her tight pussy, her rocking tits, they were what he thought of, what he shut his eyes and envisioned as he gripped his fist around his cock and brought himself that small bit of relief. 

Up and down he rubbed until a bead of precum emerged on the tip, only to get washed away by the pummeling water. His fist sped up as he remembered the pillowy softness of her breasts and the way they hugged his cock just right. And that tight little slit of hers. Jesus, fuck. He’d never have guessed in a million years that she’d had kids, she was so damn tight. Like a born-again virgin or some shit. He felt it all. Every pulse, every single contraction of her orgasm rippled around his cock, around his fingers as she came, spilling her sweet nectar over his tongue. 

“Fuck,” he ground out, squeezing his cock at the head only to drag his fist back down to the base. He was so fucking close. Squeezing his eyes shut tighter, he brought back the memory of Eva on her knees in the shower, dipping her head to take one of his balls in her mouth, sucking on it, licking it. She hadn’t balked at a damn thing. She’d been eager and willing to explore and give just as much as he had. Then, rather than catching his cum, she’d pulled his cock out of her mouth and encouraged him to explode across her face—like a goddamn porno!

She’d lapped at the sensitive head of his cock as hot, ropy cum spurt from his crown and into her open mouth. She wore a big, beautiful smile on her face as she blinked through the water and stared up at him. 

Yeah, that fucking did it.

Just like he had that night, Scott came hard. Only this time, instead of watching his cum decorate Eva, he watched it land on the shower floor and disappear down the drain. Far less appealing, not at all hot, but he worked with what he had, and that was the memory of Eva and her beautiful face covered in his cum. 

Another five minutes, and he was scrubbed clean, turning off the shower and grabbing a dark gray towel from the rack. 

More racket from outside and next door drew his attention to the window in the bathroom, and he peered out. 

Well, hello!

That was not the ass of one of the moving men, no, it certainly was not. 

She was bent over with her cheeks in the air, round and full and perky, tucked up in a pair of dark green yoga pants, swiveling back and forth as if caught in the wind. 

Jesus, fuck. His cock twitched beneath the towel. 

Maybe he should take a wander over next door and go meet his new neighbor. Take her a plate of cookies or a casserole or something. 

Who the fuck was he kidding? He’d never made a casserole in his goddamn life. Burgers? Yes, he was a pro. Steak? Nobody barbecued a better one. Ribs? You bet your ass his could win a blue ribbon. Even his mac and cheese was Michelin-star-worthy. But casserole? Fuck no. 

A call from in the house caused the woman attached to the rocking ass to stand straight up. He couldn’t tell what color her hair was. She had a baseball cap on, and her hair appeared to be in two braids over her shoulders. The glare of the sun made it impossible to see anything but sexy shadows. But what he could tell was that she also had a fucking awesome figure. 

Curvy but fit, with a nice waist and hips he could really hold on to. 

Was she going to turn around?

Voices from inside the house grew louder, and his new neighbor headed inside, showing him just how well she moved in those yoga pants. 

Ah, fuck. Now he had another boner. 

He needed to figure out how to make a casserole and go over and introduce himself, otherwise, he was going to be stuck inside all afternoon with his fist, lube and a box of tissues staring out the window—and that was just creepy. 


      [image: image-placeholder]After another quick round of self-abuse---not staring out the window—followed by coffee and a breakfast smoothie to help combat the hangover, Scott was pulling on his own baseball cap and heading out the door to go and meet the new neighbor. Of course, it would be just his luck that Ms. Green Yoga Pants had a hunky mountain of muscle living with her who got to peel her out of those tight yoga pants every night. 

Either way, he needed to find out for himself. Maybe Mr. and Mrs. Green Yoga Pants had kids Freddie’s age, and they could all play together. Lord knew the neighborhood needed more young blood in it. He seemed to be surrounded by blue-hairs. Septuagenarians to the left of him, octogenarians to the right, there he was, stuck in the middle with a loud kid who liked to ride his bike up and down the sidewalk until bedtime. All while making the absolute noisiest fire-engine sound he could. 

But the new neighbor was moving into where Mr. Octogenarian had once lived. Only Mr. Octogenarian had finally given up the good fight and moved into an assisted living facility with his lady friend, Mrs. Sexagenarian. A big neighborhood scandal indeed. She was a whopping fourteen years younger than him, still had her original hips and was divorced, not widowed—or at least so said Edith the Septuagenarian on Scott’s left. 

Yeah, they needed some young blood in the neighborhood for sure. Not that Scott didn’t like his neighbors, because they were all lovely, kind older people; they were just big gossips. Whether he was out for a run, collecting the mail, raking leaves or taking Freddie out with his bike, he was stopped by a neighbor from somewhere down the road and given the full update on everyone in all the other houses. 

He could just imagine the talk down at the duck pond about this new neighbor moving in. Every blue-hair on the street would probably be by within the week to say hello and offer their own bit of suburbia intel. 

And if you start banging your neighbor, you’ll only become part of that gossip.

Motherfucker. He hadn’t thought of that. 

You’re also getting ahead of yourself. She’s probably married. 

Probably. 

He turned the corner around the eight-foot-high cedar hedge that separated his yard from the neighbor’s. The big moving truck took up one side of the driveway, while a white Toyota Sienna took up the other. 

Hmm. A minivan. 

The wheels of the soccer mom. 

He walked around the moving truck, past the dropped ramp and glanced inside. A bright red and blue wooden toy box with the initials K and L on the front of it surrounded by painted pictures of trains, boats and airplanes sat stacked beneath a bunch of cardboard boxes. 

The boxes were labeled. “Master bedroom.” “Kids’ room.” “Kitchen.”

Okay, so there were definitely kids moving in. 

That was a plus. 

How old?

Boys?

Girls?

It didn’t much matter. Freddie made friends with everyone. But it would be nice for his son to find children similar to his age to play with. Katrin lived in a condo now, and there were no kids there. By the time Freddie came to stay with Scott, he was champing at the bit to run around the backyard. 

Scott shoved his hands in his pockets and shuffled his feet in the driveaway covered in boxes and totes. The garage door was up, the inside full of boxes too. 

Had he had this much shit when he moved in? It didn’t feel like it. 

He glanced into the open hatch of the minivan, with beach buckets and shovels in a mesh bag, what appeared to be two boyish-looking children’s bikes (not that that meant anything) and …  a weird-shaped sink? Black with a bizarre dip on one side. 

Voices from the house and the open door had him spinning on his heel, the feeling of being caught ratcheting up his spine. Not that he was really doing anything wrong—besides being a bit nosy. 

Damn it, the neighborhood was wearing off on him. 

A woman with red hair up in a bun, black yoga pants and a pink tank top emerged from the house, her green eyes narrowing the moment she spotted him. 

This was not the woman from earlier—she was still hot though. And she looked a hell of a lot like Eva—or was he just obsessed now and thinking every woman looked like her?

Scott waved like an idiot. “Hi, I’m your new neighbor.” He stuck out his hand. “Welcome to the neighborhood. I just live next door.” Like an even bigger idiot, he hooked the thumb of his free hand over his shoulder, should she not know where next door was. 

Idiot.

Her look remained wary, but she took his hand. “Celeste. And this isn’t my house. I’m just helping my sister move.”

Oh, sister. Interesting. 

“Eves!” Celeste called into the house. “Come meet your new neighbor.” With a sly grin, she released Scott’s hand and continued on toward the big moving truck. 

“Huh?” The woman in the ball cap, white tank top and dark green yoga pants popped her head around the corner, her eyes bright, smile stunning, and breasts … holy fuck! It was her!

Scott’s cock jerked, his heart lurched, and he nearly tripped where he stood. 

Her recognition of him was nearly as instant, but she didn’t appear to be having the same kind of reaction. 

“Eva!” he blurted out, taking a couple of steps toward her. 

She tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear and glanced down at her black, slip-on tennis shoes. “Hi, Scott.” 

“You’re my new neighbor?”

She still hadn’t looked at him. She toed at a rock on the driveway. “Looks that way, huh?”

“You never thought you’d see me again.” This was all too bizarre. He had to find out why she’d left him the way she had. Why she’d snuck out of her own hotel room without even a goodbye, let alone her number. 

Then again, she had been rather clear about it just being one night. She hadn’t even given him her last name. She wanted to remain Just Eva. Had that been her plan all along? Sleep with him and then scram before the continental breakfast started?

“I … ” She lifted her gaze to his. “I just wanted one night for myself.”

Right. “And now … ”

She blinked and shook her head, a small, demure smile tugging at one corner of her lips. “And now you’re my neighbor, and the thought of popping over for a cup of sugar takes on an entirely new connotation.” That demure smile filled out and tilted the other corner of her lips. “It’s good to see you, Scott.”

He exhaled. Thank fuck. That could have gone in an entirely different direction, and he was so glad it didn’t. “It’s so good to see you, Eva.”

She eyed him beneath her ball cap. “You busy?”

For sex? Uh, no, he wasn’t busy. He had, however, just jerked off twice this morning to thoughts of her though. Once when he knew it was her, the second time to her ass when he didn’t know it was her. 

He gave a quick mental check to his dick, twitched it and thought about boobs. It moved. He was good to go. 

Phew. 

With a smile he knew made the ladies swoon, he stepped toward her and tucked his finger beneath her chin. “For you, never.”

She bit her lip and tilted her head up, gazing at him with a look that had filled his dreams and fantasies for the past six weeks. She reached out and wrapped a hand around his bicep, squeezing. He flexed, and her green eyes flared. “Do you wanna … ”

Fuck, he was practically salivating now. Panting like a dog staring at a ribeye left on the counter to rest. 

“Absolutely.”

She squeezed his bicep again. “Awesome, thank you. We can really use the extra set of hands. Boxes are labeled, but anything that isn’t labeled can just go in the garage.” Then she released his arm and skipped—yes, skipped—off toward the moving truck. 

Scott’s mouth dropped open, and he whipped around to gape at her. “You played me!”

She spun around but continued to walk backward, an enormous, gorgeous grin on her face. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.” Then she ducked into the moving truck, leaving Scott standing there in the driveway with a big, stupid smile on his face and a feeling he hadn’t felt in a very long time heating up in his heart.


      [image: image-placeholder]How the hell was it even possible?

He was hotter than when she’d met him six weeks ago. Sexier. More doablse than ever. And boy, oh boy, did she want to do him—again. 

And again, and again, and again.

Unable to put her finger on it—though she really wanted to—Eva stared at the sexy line of Scott’s beard-covered throat as he tipped back his mug of wine and took a long sip, a half-eaten slice of pizza in his other hand, poised in midair.

Pizza and wine in mugs—it seemed to be a recurring thing between them, if you could call doing something twice recurring. 

His bicep flexed as he lifted his arm to take a bite of his pizza, and she was forced to bear down hard and repress her sudden urge to moan.

Had he been beefing up at the gym over the last few weeks? Was that it? He seemed bigger. More toned and bulked. She’d certainly caught herself more than once gawking at his muscles as he unloaded boxes and furniture all afternoon. And then when he got to work assembling her sons’ beds and the cords in his forearms stood out, she nearly had an orgasm on the spot. 

Whatever it was, be it bigger muscles, a fuller beard, shinier hair or just the fact that she’d missed him these last six weeks, Scott was one fine-looking man. 

The movers were long gone, and Celeste had gone home to check on her fourteen-year-old daughter Sabrina, who’d been watching Lucas and Kellen all day. But Scott had stuck around. Apparently, he didn’t get his son until Monday evening, so he “had all the time in the world” to help Eva unpack and assemble furniture. 

They were sitting on her couch in the living room, surrounded by boxes, with all the lights on, the radio playing and a bottle of wine and box of pizza between them. She had no clue where her wineglasses were, so after opening a box marked kitchen and finding two Christmas mugs, she opened the bottle of wine she’d received from a client for doing their wedding makeup and poured them each a mug. 

“So,” Scott started, checking her out over the rim of his mug, “you going to tell me why you did a wham, bam, thank you, sir? Was it not good and you couldn’t bring yourself to face me in the morning?” A sexy smirk tugged at one corner of his mouth. 

Oh, he knew damn well that it had been good. Fuck, it’d been ten million times better than good. It’d been riveting. Earth-shattering, soul-claiming. Sex with Scott in that one night surpassed any and every other sexual experience she’d ever had. He had literally ruined her for any and all other men, and she’d spent the last six weeks kicking herself profusely for bailing on him without getting his number—or at the very least his last name. 

“Hmm, Just Eva. Was it not up to your expectations?”

She rolled her eyes. “I’m sorry, okay? I just … like I said, I just wanted one night for myself, and I thought that maybe it would be awkward in the morning.”

He pursed his lips in an attempt not to smirk. “Or it could have been an incredible morning. Wink, wink.” He smiled that sinfully sexy smile that had won her over, that had made her strip naked and let him come all over her chest—and face. 

“And it probably would have been. I’m sorry if I made you feel used. If I made you feel like a piece of meat.”

And she was sorry. Sorry that she’d tortured herself with the memories of his tongue, fingers and cock this past month and a half rather than have access to the real things. One of her kids usually ended up in her bed in the middle of the night, so she couldn’t even take matters into her own hands to satisfy the craving. She was dying here staring at the real deal, knowing all he was capable of. 

But he didn’t seem too put out and shrugged. “As long as you haven’t suddenly become a vegan, I don’t mind being treated like a piece of meat.” His dark brown gaze turned avid and his smile diabolical. “But I’m no flank steak. I’m a porterhouse, woman. Prime cut. Top choice. Straight from the plains of Texas.” Then he mooed low and long before snorting like a bull and stomping his foot on the hardwood. 

She tossed her head back and laughed. Damn, he was funny. And sweet, and a gentleman, and so freaking sexy. Her memory drifted back to his cock sliding in between her breasts—he was also a dirty, kinky bugger. But that only made her like him all the more. A multifaceted man with endless sides. 

So long as all those sides were likable (unlike Todd, a charmer one minute, a demon the next), she could really see herself falling for Scott. 

“Well,” she started, “I happen to make a mean beef stew with a flank steak. It’s all in how you treat your meat. Cook it slow and low. Until it’s so tender and juicy it melts in your mouth.”

That diabolical grin grew wider and even more sinister, which made the wine-drunk butterflies (because butterflies were notorious lightweights) take haphazard flight in her belly.

“There were a lot of innuendos piled in there,” he said, his voice deadpan. 

She stopped, thought about what she’d just said. Her brows lifted on her forehead. He was right. Slow and low. How you treat your meat. Melts in your mouth. Tender and juicy. She’d just served him a whole lot of dirty right there, when she’d really just been talking about making a stew. 

Speaking of, she needed to find her slow cooker. Kellen loved her beef stew. 

The song on the radio changed, and Scott’s brows danced on his forehead before he set his mug down on a cardboard box labeled living room crap, crammed the last bite of pizza into his mouth and stood up. “Come on, Just Eva, let’s dance.” He grabbed her hand and hauled her to her feet before she could protest, taking her to a more cleared-out area in front of the hearth and wrapping his arms around her, setting them off to a fun sway in time with the beat. 

Laughing, because what else could she do, she began to dance with him. “You’re nuts, you know that?” Her hands fell to his broad shoulders at the same time his leg wedged between hers. 

That panty-dropping smile of his was now just inches from her mouth. “Nuts, fun, a great dancer, I’ll take whatever compliment you’re willing to throw my way. I’m easy.” He scrunched up his face, bobbed his head and sang along with the chorus. “Besides, when the song literally tells you to dance in the living room, you have to listen.”

“You know this is the Jonas Brothers, right?”

“So?” He shrugged. “I’m secure enough in my masculinity to enjoy a good Jo-Bro song when it comes on the radio. I’d dance to ’N Sync too, if ‘Bye Bye Bye’ came on. My little sister loved them. Same with BSB. Say what you will, but their shit is catchy.”

“You have a sister?”

Hmm, what had Scott been like as a big brother? A bully? Overprotective? A best friend?

He pulled her closer at the same time he nodded. “I do have a sister. Bianca is two years younger than me, and my brother Liam is two years older. I’m the handsome, people-pleasing, well-adjusted, funniest middle child.”

That made her laugh. Scott made her laugh a lot. “Well, you seem awfully well-adjusted to me.”

“And handsome and funniest. You forgot those qualities.” His feigned expression of being offended dissolved as soon as she began to play with the hair at the nape of his neck. His eyes semi-closed, and his head lolled back. “Oh, baby, you know just how to make this bull moo.”

She snorted. “You’re ridiculous.”

The song over the radio ended, and then the DJ began to blather on about some liquidation sale at a furniture store in Auburn. Scott didn’t pull away from her though. Didn’t let go. If anything, he pulled her tighter against him, his playful gaze taking a serious turn. “I love your smile,” he whispered, his wine and pizza breath once again something she ordinarily wouldn’t have liked on another man, but something she had no qualms with when it was coming from Scott. 

They stopped moving altogether but remained connected, remained touching. She swallowed hard and lifted her gaze from his super-sexy beard to his super-sexy eyes. “Scott … ”

“I like you, Eva,” he murmured, pressing his lips to her temple. “I can be a piece of meat if that’s what you need. I can be good neighbor who loans you his leaf blower or a cup a sugar … or … ” His lips skimmed down her jaw. “I can be more.” 

She squeezed her eyes shut and tilted her head toward the ceiling, allowing his mouth greater access to her neck. His teeth raked across her throat to the sensitive hollow, where he swirled his tongue and then traced it across her exposed clavicle. 

It’d be so easy to just let him guide her back to the couch, tear his shorts and T-shirt off and have her way with him. Straddle his waist and sink down until he filled her. But she couldn’t …

Could she?

A groan she had zero control over bubbled up from deep inside her chest as his tongue wended its way back up the side of her neck to just below her ear. 

“Eva … ” 

“Scott … ” She gripped the ends of his hair and pulled until he lifted his head. The look of lust in his eyes was all she needed, was all that was required for her to crush her mouth to his, pry his lips apart and kiss him like he held all the solutions to the world’s problems. 

His hands wrapped firmer around her waist until their bodies were pressed together, his arousal tucked tight against her thigh. He returned her kisses with a fervor she felt right down to her toes, taking over the kiss, leading her lips, her tongue, molding her body just the right way so that everything felt a million times better. And all from just a simple kiss. 

Her hands fell from the nape of his neck to his chest, and she made to push him to the couch, have her way with him, feel even better than she already felt. This house was meant to be a new beginning in every way—why not christen it with a man who knew how to make her body hum?

But he didn’t budge like she thought he would and instead he broke the kiss, pulling away and running his fingers through his hair. “Thank you for the pizza and wine, Eva, but I should get home.” He headed toward the sliding glass door that led out onto the sundeck. “Welcome to the neighborhood.” Then, just like that, he was gone. Out into the brisk April night, his footsteps on the wooden stairs down to the backyard echoing through the house. 

And Eva just stood there, her eyes fixed to the closed door, mouth open, nipples hard, pussy throbbing. 

He just left?

How could he just … leave?

She glanced at the bottle of wine on the counter in the kitchen and headed for it, her brain a cloud of fuzzy confusion. Did Scott just turn her down? 

She unscrewed the wine bottle and tipped it up to her lips just as there was knock at the door, causing her to choke on the wine in her throat and cough most of it up onto her white tank top. 

Was it Todd?

She glanced around her box-filled kitchen for a weapon of some kind. Didn’t the man know she had a restraining order against him? He was supposed to stay a minimum of five hundred feet away from her at all times. Celeste handled the hand-offs of Kellen and Lucas so Eva didn’t have to even see her ex. 

But coming here, to her new house when she was all by herself, was totally his MO. 

Opening up a cardboard box, she found a big, heavy kitchen knife and made her way to the front door to peer through the peephole. 

It most definitely wasn’t Todd. 

Setting the knife down on the hutch she’d found at a flea market and had chalk-painted last week. “Did you forget something?” she asked, flinging open the door to reveal a sexy, smiling Scott. 

He nodded and looped his arm around her waist, hauling her against him. “Yeah, this.” He crushed his mouth to hers and kissed her even more wildly, more passionately than before, stealing the breath clean from her lungs and turning her legs to jelly. 

When they finally came up for air, she was lightheaded and more turned on than ever. 

“I’ll be whatever you want me to be, Eva, but just know that if I had my way, I’d be more. I’m going to give you time to think. One night with no names, no expectations is one thing, but we’re neighbors now. You need to really think about what it is you want.” He swiped his thumb over her bottom lip. “Let me know if you need anything. I’m right next door.” Then he kissed her again, once, closed-mouthed but no less fierce, only to release her—against her will—and head down the path to the driveaway, disappearing into the night and around the hedge that separated their houses. 

She was about to close the door when she heard a faint but very distinct moo from just beyond the hedge, followed by, “Goodnight, Just Eva.”

Laughing and smiling a smile that hurt her face, she shut the door and leaned back against it, her heart thundering, her pulse racing and her hope for the future seeming brighter than it had in a very long while. 








  
  
Chapter 6




Scott tossed on his sunglasses as he locked the door to his red Toyota Tacoma and headed toward his office building. Dynamic Creative Marketing and Advertising was located in downtown Seattle, not three blocks from Pike Place Market, with its fish-tossing mongers and kitschy shops. He could walk to all the best food trucks and restaurants for lunch, as well as his buddy Mason’s sports bar for an after-shift drink.  

He’d been at Dynamic Creative for two months now and, so far, had loved every single minute of it. Even though he applied for the vacant COO position and was more than qualified for it, the man in charge of hiring—Remy Barker—didn’t think Scott was right for that position and offered him the senior marketing consultant position instead.

Scott hadn’t been pleased at first, since Remy was a good fifteen or so years younger than him and had clearly earned his position through nepotism, but Scott took the job anyway. Dynamic Creative was the leading advertising and marketing firm in the city—possibly the state—and he wanted his foot in the door no matter what.

So even though he wasn’t one of the top dogs running things, he was still in charge of a shitload. On day one, he was assigned his own team and given a snazzy corner office with a view of the Ferris wheel on the water. Not too shabby, but he’d have preferred the fancy letters behind his name too and the salary to go along with it. 

He knew he had a bit of a strut when he entered the building, but so fucking what? He was happy. He had a sexy new neighbor, he’d rubbed one out that morning, and he was starting another great week at his awesome job. 

What better way to start a Monday than that?

Tapping his fingers on Sondra’s desk as he entered the office, he smiled at the grandmotherly receptionist and asked her about her weekend.

“It was great, hon, thanks. And yours?”

He couldn’t keep the cocky grin from his face if he tried. “It was awesome, thanks.”

“Your nine o’clock appointment is waiting for you in your office, Mr. Dixon,” Sondra went on. “I grabbed him a coffee.” She handed Scott his messages.

Right! Mr. Fletcher, the whale of a client that Remy wanted Scott to land. Finally, Mr. Fletcher had agreed to take Scott’s call, and the two had spoken on the phone for only a brief five minutes, but those five minutes seemed to be enough, and the man agreed to come in and have a proper meeting with Scott. Hear his pitch and find out just what Scott and his team could really do for Fletcher Holdings. 

And Fletcher Holdings held a lot. Nightclubs, strip clubs, lounges, vape shops, and a few casinos outside city limits. He seemed to have his hand in over a dozen pies, but the newest confection he’d gotten involved with was a distillery, and Dynamic Creative wanted a piece of that pie. They wanted to help Mr. Fletcher bring Fletcher Spirits to the masses. 

Sondra wished him luck and handed him his mug of coffee—just like she did every morning—and he headed toward his office, whistling. 

Yes, today was a day to whistle. 

He was about to land this VIP client with the pitch of a lifetime, and hopefully before the week was over, Eva would be coming over for a cup of sugar—or more. 

“Mr. Fletcher,” he started, stepping into his office, where a man in a dark suit with dark hair sat with his back to Scott. The man stood up and turned around. “I’m Scott Dixon. So nice to meet you. Thank you very much for coming in today.” He offered his hand.

“Please, call me Todd.” His smile encompassed his entire face, and his eyes became laser focused. He shook Scott’s hand, his grip firm, almost too firm, as if he were trying to establish some kind of dominance. It sent a frisson of unease racing to the base of Scott’s skull, but he chalked it up to the client simply trying to make sure Scott knew who was in charge. He braced himself for a bit of a pissing match. That always seemed to be the way when the whale was an alpha asshole who was used to bossing people around. 

Well, so was Scott, and soon Mr. Todd Fletcher would realize just who was running this show. And it wasn’t him. 

Todd’s smile was wily, almost too big to be real. “It was the least I could do after your quick phone pitch. I definitely want to hear more. Sounds like you and your team could make me a buttload of money.”

Scott chuckled as he released Todd’s hand and continued on into the office and around to his desk. “That’s the plan. Making you a buttload of money makes us a buttload of money, so we’re in for a win-win here.”

They both took their seats, smiling. Todd sipped his coffee and inclined his head toward the photo of Freddie that sat on the windowsill. “That your boy?”

Scott took a sip of his own coffee. “Sure is. Freddie. Hell of a kid.”

“Got two sons of my own, lights of my life.”

“Kids are great, aren’t they? Keep you feeling young. Until you wrestle with them, then the next morning as you struggle to get your ass out of bed and you feel twenty years older.”

Todd’s pale ice-blue eyes didn’t crinkle at the sides or sparkle, but he laughed. “So true.” He cleared his throat, his face turning serious, thick brows narrowing. “I’m a busy man, Scott, so let’s get down to brass tacks. What can you and your team do for Fletcher Holdings that no other marketing team can?”

Scott planted both hands on his chrome desk and grinned. “Well, Todd, I’m glad you asked.” Then he proceeded to wow the man with each and every one of his plans until Todd’s socks were so far knocked off, they were clear across the room. 


      [image: image-placeholder]“Ready to go, buddy?” Scott asked as he swung Freddie’s Ironman backpack over his shoulder and helped his son into his sweater. “Did you have a good day?”

Freddie nodded as he took Scott’s hand, and they headed out of the classroom where after-school care was held. He yawned wide, tilting his head back, which made his poker-straight strawberry-blond hair flop back. “Yeah, it was a good day, Dad, but I missed you.”

“I missed you too, pal.” They continued on out of the school and into the parking lot. “What did you and your mom get up to this weekend?”

Freddie’s mouth dipped into a small pout. “She was busy with work, so I spent a lot of time with Grandma and Grandpa.”

Irritation itched along Scott’s arms. Not that Scott begrudged his son spending time with his maternal grandparents, but what bothered him was how often Katrin used her parents as a babysitting service when she had Freddie. Whether she left for a work thing or to go out on a date, Freddie was with his grandparents a lot. And all Freddie said he ever did with his grandparents when they had him was watch the news while he helped his grandfather roll cigarettes. 

The first time Scott heard that, he’d nearly blown a gasket. He drove right over to the Davids’ house and asked if they were smoking in the same space as his son. Both Dennis and Barb smoked like chimneys, so the house smelled like cigarettes—that was one thing—however, if they smoked around his son, Scott would make sure they never fucking saw him again. 

Dennis and Barb swore up, down and sideways that they never smoked around Freddie, that Freddie just liked helping his grandfather roll his smokes. What else could he do besides put the fear of God into them and then make sure he and his son had an honest relationship and Freddie told him the truth about whether Dennis and Barb smoked around him? Oh, and bathe Freddie like he’d just wrestled a bunch of pigs after he came home smelling like an ashtray. 

As he helped Freddie climb into the back seat of his truck, he bent down and sniffed his son’s hair and clothes. 

Fuck, he stunk. He was going to have to not only scrub every square inch of his kid in the bath tonight but also wash all his clothes, including his backpack and coat. You’d think his ex-wife would think to do that before she sent Freddie to school on Monday, but noooo. Not Katrin. How dare she consider anybody else—including her child—and how he might smell all day? 

He made sure Freddie was all buckled in, double-checked the seat belt and then pecked his son on the forehead. “I really did miss you, bud. House feels so empty and quiet without you.”

Freddie grinned. “I missed you too, Dad. I’d rather just live with you all the days instead of spending some days with you and some days with Mom. We have more fun.”

This was always the narrative when he picked Freddie up on Mondays and then when he dropped Freddie off at school Monday morning the following week, before his week with his mother started. He often cried when Scott dropped him off, clinging to his leg. It damn near ripped Scott’s heart out each and every time. 

The lawyers had advised him and Katrin to do a week on/week off custody arrangement, said it was easier on children with fewer transitions. And they had been right. When they divorced three years ago, Freddie got into the routine pretty quickly, and Scott’s week with his son was awesome. Only now, since Freddie started kindergarten in September, he was showing signs of not wanting to be away from Scott for a full seven days, and his reluctance to go with his mother was becoming more vocal. 

Liam, his brother and lawyer, had advised him to keep the arrangement as it was for now, until Freddie was bit older and the transition of starting school wore off. Most likely, Freddie was simply having a tough time adjusting to school and after-school care, and his angst was coming out in a resistance to being with Katrin. At least that’s what Scott hoped was the case. He promised Liam he’d give Freddie a year to acclimatize to school, but if his kid was still resisting going to his mother’s by the following September, Scott was going to revisit the custody agreement and see about getting Freddie full-time. No way should his kid be miserable if he didn’t have to be. 

“What’s for dinner, Dad? I’m starving,” Freddie asked as Scott climbed in behind the steering wheel of his truck and turned on the engine. 

“How does homemade mac and cheese sound with cut-up veggies on the side?” Freddie wasn’t the most adventurous eater, but he also wasn’t as picky as some kids. Like Scott, the kid enjoyed comfort food—meatloaf and mashed potatoes, mac and cheese, tomato soup and grilled cheese, beef stew, spaghetti. All the things that filled you up and made your mouth happy. 

“Sounds good. With ranch dip for the veggies?” Freddie asked on another yawn. 

“You know it, pal.”

It was only a short drive from the school to Scott’s house, and they were there in no time. Freddie hit the button to roll down his window. “Hey, looks like we have new neighbors.”

Scott’s head swung from the road to Eva’s house, where sure enough, she and two little boys were hauling boxes from the back of her minivan to the front door. She looked like fucking perfection in brick-colored yoga pants, a dark gray hoodie and long red ponytail. Was there anything she didn’t look like dynamite in?

“We do,” he said, rolling his tongue back into his mouth. “I met the mom, and she seems very nice. Her sons are five and seven.”

“That’s older and younger than me,” Freddie said with excitement. “Can we go over and meet them? Can we?” He was bouncing up and down in his booster seat, his tangible fatigue from a moment ago seeming to have vanished. “Maybe they can come over for dinner?”

“I don’t know, buddy. They’re probably still busy moving in.” Scott turned in to his driveaway and parked the truck. Freddie was out of his seat belt and opening the door before Scott even made it out of his own door. 

“I’m going to say hi,” Freddie said, leaping to the pavement and booking it down the driveaway and around the hedge. Thankfully there was about a six-foot span of grass between the hedge and the sidewalk, and then there was a bike lane between the sidewalk and the actual road, so Scott wasn’t too worried about his kid getting hit by a car.

He was, however, worried about his kid just barging into somebody’s house and making himself at home. Freddie was a very friendly kid by nature and had no qualms inviting himself somewhere if it was where he wanted to be. 

“Freddie!” Scott called after his son, exhaling deep through his nose as he followed the path his son had taken down the driveaway and around the hedge. 

He heard his son’s chipper voice before he saw her face, a mask of amusement making her all the more beautiful. “Hi, I’m Freddie. A really old man used to live in this house before you. But don’t worry, he didn’t die in there. He just went to an old forks home.”

Eva snorted before she smiled. “Well, it’s so nice to meet you, Freddie. This is Kellen”—she rested her hand on the younger little boy’s shoulder—“and this is Lucas.”

All the boys waved at each other. 

Her green eyes flicked up to Scott’s, her grin as gorgeous as ever. “Good to know that nobody died in our house.”

Scott shoved his hands in his pockets and rocked back on his heels. “I’m surprised you hadn’t already been filled in about the previous owner from half the block. Are they leaving you alone?”

She scoffed. “Oh heck no. I had six women on my doorstep with cookies and gossip when I drove into the driveway after dropping the kids off at school. Then another three flitted in over the day as I was unpacking. I know everything about everyone now.”

He bet she did. The whole street was already probably talking about Scott hanging out at Eva’s last night. Old Ruthie across the street was a night owl and kept her drapes open twenty-four seven. She saw everything that happened around her and didn’t go to sleep until well past midnight. As she was watching television, she probably saw Scott sneak back to his place. 

Yeah, they were most likely the talk of the neighborhood now. 

“You guys want to come over for dinner?” Freddie asked, eyeing the soccer ball under Lucas’s arm. “We can play soccer in my backyard while my dad makes dinner. We’re having mac and cheese.” He glanced up at his dad but then back at the other little boys. “With three cheeses.” He held his fingers up to show three. “Not just one. But three. Cheddar, havarti and … ” He scrunched up his nose in thought. “Dad, what’s the other cheese?”

“Gouda, buddy.”

Freddie nodded. “Right, gouda. It’s gourmet.”

Eva and Scott both hid their smiles by glancing away.

“Can we, Mom?” Kellen asked first. “I loooove mac and cheese. And you said that we were just going to have tuna on toast for dinner because you spent the whole day unpacking and haven’t been shopping. Mac and cheese with three cheeses sounds way better.”

“Yeah, I wasn’t looking forward to tuna on toast,” Lucas added. “I’d eat it, but I wasn’t excited about it.”

Heat blossomed in her cheeks as she lovingly gazed down at her children. “Guys, I promise to get some groceries tomorrow. Today just got away from me, what with all the unexpected guests. But we can’t invite ourselves over for dinner … ”

“You’re not,” Freddie cut in. “I invited you.” He glanced back up at Scott. “Right, Dad? They can come. You always make so much anyway.”

Well, it was no cup of sugar, but it was something. With a grin he knew would make her flush even redder, he rested his hand on his son’s shoulder and fixed Eva with a smoldering look. “We’d love to have the new neighbors over for dinner. Welcome you to the neighborhood properly.”

And oh, fuck, did he ever get what he wanted. Her complexion pinked up so nicely, and her lashes fluttered as she fought to hide her smile. Her sexy throat bobbed on a swallow before she lifted her gaze to his. “Well, thank you. We’d love to join you for dinner.”

All three little boys cheered, disengaging themselves from their parents’ grasps. 

“Great!” Freddie cheered. “Come on. I’ll show you my backyard. We have a soccer net. I can be goalie first if you guys want to take shots on me.”

Kellen and Lucas nodded and took off after a running Freddie, down their driveway and around the hedge, the sound of their shoes slapping the concrete with each heavy step echoing from Scott’s yard. 

Then there they stood, in Eva’s driveway, staring at each other. 

“I’m, uh … I’m just going to finish putting these boxes inside, and then I’ll … ” She nibbled on her lip. 

“Come over for dinner?” he said, finishing her sentence for her. 

A lopsided smile curved her lips as she bent down to pick up a box that Kellen had left. “Yes. I’ll come over to your house for dinner.”

Fuck, he loved it when she got all flustered. “Great! Then I’ll head home and get going on dinner. Just let yourself in when you’ve finished over here.”

All she could do was nod, which only made him smile even wider. 

He turned to go but then spun back around. “Oh, and Eva, just because it’s meat-free Monday doesn’t mean we’ve gone vegan.” Then he mooed like he had last night and continued on up her driveway, wanting desperately to turn around and see her reaction but knowing that it probably made a better statement not to. 

Damn, he forgot how much he liked the chase. Liked the flirting and wooing. How much it turned him on to win a woman over with his charm and his wit. He’d been out of the game for so long, he forgot how much he enjoyed it. And the way Eva reacted to him made it all the better. So responsive, so beautiful, and he was only just getting started.








  
  
Chapter 7




Eva blinked half a dozen times and shook herself both physically and mentally as she stood in Scott’s kitchen and cut up cucumbers and bell peppers on his bamboo cutting board. It was surreal. Completely and utterly surreal.  

Six weeks ago, she’d been on her knees in the shower with Scott above her, his fist wrapped around her wet hair, his other hand cupping her cheek, and now, she was in his kitchen, cutting up vegetables for her sons and his son while he stood over the stove and stirred homemade three-cheese sauce into boiled penne. 

It was domestic and wonderful with a man she hardly knew but found deliriously sexy, and it was throwing her for a serious loop. 

She had no plans to start dating and certainly no plans to introduce any new man into the boys’ lives, and yet there she was having a date or whatever this was with a new man who had already met her kids. 

Even though nothing was going according to plan, she was really, really happy. And the view of Scott’s back, his butt and his arms as he stood over the stove wasn’t too bad either. 

Was it really going to be this easy with him? With their kids? The first guy she met—the first guy she slept with after her divorce from Todd—turned out to be Mr. Right. And then he wasn’t just Mr. Right, he was Mr. Right-Next-Door. And his kid got along with her kids—so far. Was it really that easy? Or was it a too good to be true kind of thing, and he had a sex-dungeon-style bunker hidden beneath the shed in his backyard. Was she dropping her guard down too much? Or just enough?

She liked Scott, and even though things were complicated and messy in her world now, she somehow got the feeling that he didn’t mind messy or complicated as long as he was considered and respected. And she felt the exact same way. Todd had never shown her the respect she deserved—not only as his wife, but as a woman, as a person. In the small amount of time she’d spent with Scott, he’d already shown her far more respect than Todd had in the ten years they were together. 

Continuing to slice the cucumber, she let out a long, exhausted sigh. 

Why did life have to be so damn confusing?

“Tired, Eva?” He swung her a glance over his shoulder, and the grin that accompanied the twinkle in his distractingly beauiful brown eyes made her insides liquefy and the knife on the cucumber slip and nearly take off her fingertip. 

“Don’t look at me like that,” she scolded.

He managed to appear surprised. “Like what?”

“Like you’ve seen me naked. Don’t let my kids catch you looking at me like that.”

If it were possible, his smile grew even sexier beneath that irresistible beard. “But I have seen you naked. In fact, I can see you naked whenever I want.”

Like his window looked into her window? 

Creepy.

He turned around from the stove to face her, still smiling. “All I have to do is close my eyes.” He shut his eyes. “I’m seeing you naked right now. In that position, you know the one, where your legs were thrown up over my shoulders and I was—”

“Hey!”

His eyes flashed open, the smile still devious, still enigmatic. Then he closed those baby browns again. “Oh, now you’re naked, on your knees in the shower, and I’m just about to—”

“Scott!” Heat flooded her cheeks, but the pain that it took her to keep her smile at bay caused an ache to pulse in her jaw. Her lips twisted at the same time her stomach did a somersault. 

He shrugged before turning back to the stove. “I’m just saying, I have a great memory and an even better imagination.”

The man was incorrigible.

And funny. 

And kind. 

Don’t forget sexy as hell and fan-fucking-tastic in bed. 

She sighed again, rolled her eyes and continued cutting up the vegetables. 

“So, when am I going to get to take you out on a proper date?” he asked, not bothering to turn back around. He stepped to the side and opening up a cupboard to grab some bowls. “I meant what I said before. If you want this to be casual and meaningless, I can do that. But something tells me you’re not really into that.” He tossed another look over his shoulder at her, pinning her with a heated gaze, and for some reason, the slight crook to his nose made him look dangerously handsome at the moment. “At least not for the long term,” he finished. “You want more.”

Gulp.

“And I would like to be more.” He began scooping the mac and cheese into the bowls. “I would like to be a lot more. Do a lot more—with you.” With two filled bowls, he turned around and made his way toward the kitchen table, but before he got there, he stopped just behind her. “Do you want more, Eva?” His warm breath against her neck had her fighting the urge to shiver. But she couldn’t shiver. A reaction like that would only feed into his game. She wanted to make him work for it. 

Whatever it was. 

“Hmm, Eva. Just Eva. Do you want more?”

Hell, yes, she wanted more. She wanted all of it. 

She gulped again. 

“I want more, Scott,” she whispered, not ready to turn around. 

She didn’t have to see him to know he was smiling. Warm lips landed on her neck, and she lost the battle with her urges and allowed her eyes to flutter shut. 

“We’ll start slow,” he murmured, peppering more kisses along the back of her shoulders to the other side of her neck. “First, tell me your last name, your favorite color, and one secret about yourself hardly anyone else knows. Then we’ll decide how much more we can handle.”

“Marchand,” she breathed. “Eva Danielle Marchand. I went back to my maiden name.”

“Eva Marchand. Very French.” His tongue danced just below her ear. “I like it.”

“Green. Like the trees and the grass and all the plants. It’s the color of Earth, of life, of all things new.”

“And the color of your amazing eyes.”

The warmth of him behind her had her entire body blushing. Need pooled in her belly, and a rush of wetness coated her panties. She was practically breathless, yet she hadn’t moved an inch. 

“When I was fourteen, I skipped school, caught the bus to Olympia and went to listen to Allison DeWitt speak at the library.” She hadn’t told a soul—besides Celeste—that she’d done that. Allison DeWitt was her all-time favorite author, and of course, she was speaking at a library on a school day and Eva’s parents had to work, so how could she go?

Well, she made it happen. She even got Allison’s autograph and, with her old Polaroid camera, a picture of her with the famous fantasy author. That picture still sat in her jewelry box—a reminder of when she had guts—when she went after what she wanted, no matter the cost. 

Todd had eviscerated those guts, had destroyed her tenacity and drive. 

But she was getting it all back. It wouldn’t come overnight, but since leaving him, since filing for the restraining order, since filing for divorce and moving out on her own with the kids, she felt a million times stronger. She would be that school-skipping, tenacious woman again one day. She just had to give herself time. 

“I love her books.” Scott’s voice was just a whisper against her heated skin. “Particularly the Sapphire Omen Series.”

She spun around.

Scott backed up and lifted his hands in the air, the bowls of mac and cheese still in his grasp. His mouth opened in surprise, and his brows shot up into his hairline. “Whoa, whoa! Did I say something wrong?”

She glanced to where his eyes kept darting. She still had the big chopping knife in her hand. 

Whoops!

Giggling awkwardly, she gently set it down on the counter, then faced him again. “Sorry. I was just so surprised to hear that someone else likes Allison DeWitt books.”

He dropped his hands, and his face relaxed. Then he went about setting the bowls down on the table, only to return to the stove and begin dishing up more. “Are you kidding me? I’m a huge fan. Have been since I was a teenager. I live for her books. I can’t believe you saw her speak. I tried to go see her last time she was in Seattle, but Katrin … ” He turned back around with two more steaming bowls. “Anyway, I tried to go see her, but apparently my wants aren’t a real thing.” His words were just as tight as his body language. 

“I love that you love her books,” Eva went on, piling all the chopped veggies onto a plate, then carrying them over to the table. “What’s your favorite of hers?”

“Would have to be Indigo Sacrifice in the Sapphire Omen Series. Yours?”

She grinned. “Same.”

“Well, then, we’ll have loads to talk about on our date, won’t we? Have you pre-ordered her new book?”

Biting her lip, she nodded. “I have.”

He set the bowls on the table, then returned once more to the oven. “You still haven’t answered my first question though.”

“Which was?”

He approached her with the final bowl of heaping mac and cheese. “When are you going to let me take you out on a proper date?”

Butterflies took flight in her belly from the way he was looking at her—heated, dangerous, demanding. All things that normally would have been huge triggers for her, but from Scott, not so much. If anything, she was intrigued rather than ready to flee. Enticed, not turned off. Aroused not repulsed. 

They were toe to toe now, the feel of his warm body invading her personal space enough to make her brain grow a little fuzzy. Reaching behind her, he placed the bowl on the table, but he didn’t pull his hand away. He let it rest on her hip, and he tugged her into his body until there wasn’t even room for air between them. 

“Our brains are wired for connection,” he said softly, bringing his other hand up next to her face and tucking a stray strand behind her ear. She closed her eyes at the welcome gentleness of his touch. “Our brains are wired for connection. As humans, we actively seek other humans. We seek intimacy and relationships. Partners.” His large, warm palm cupped her cheek, and he tilted his head down until they were nose to nose. “But trauma rewires our brains for protection. We become guarded and wary, always fearful of more pain, more heartache.” 

Her chest lifted and fell at an alarming rate, and her eyes flew open, but what stared back at her didn’t scare her an ounce. What gazed down at her, so close she was going cross-eyed, was an intense understanding. Patience and kindness. An ache formed inside her chest at the rush of emotions she felt for this man—a man she hardly knew. 

“I know that it can be tough for wounded people to have healthy, meaningful relationships, but I want you to know, Eva, I have no intention of hurting you. We can take this as fast or as slow as you need to. You’re setting the pace, not me.”

A stuttered breath rattled past her parted lips, hitting his mouth. He breathed her in. 

“How did you break your nose?” she whispered, needing to lighten the mood, take it down a couple of notches, slow things down. This was a pace she wasn’t ready for. She was feeling things she shouldn’t—not yet—and if she let her heart and libido drive the bus, she was going to end up in Scott’s bed before the week was out. 

No, she needed her brain to drive. Her brain knew the speed limit. Her brain knew when she should yield, accelerate or toss on the e-brake. 

“Football,” he murmured, not pulling away from her even an inch. “I was a running back in high school.”

“Looks like you broke it more than once.”

“Three times, actually. First time was in football. Other two times, my smart mouth got me into some trouble.”

“All in high school?”

He grinned. “I’ve grown up a lot since then.”

Yeah, he had. He was all man now. 

The sound of boys chatting outside drew near, and within a couple of seconds, a door opened. 

Scott pulled away from her but with obvious reluctance—she felt it too—and wandered back into the kitchen to begin pouring everyone water. 

Moments later, three rosy-cheeked little boys entered the kitchen, all of them smiling, with windswept hair and dirt and grass stains on their clothes. 

“I’m hungry,” Freddie said. “Is dinner ready yet?”

“It is,” Scott replied. “Can you three run and wash your hands, though, please?”

“I’ll show you where the bathroom is,” Freddie said, taking off at a run down the hallway. “We have a stool you can use, Kellen. You’re short, like me. Lucas, you might not need one, as you’re seven.” Then, like sweaty little monsters with grumbling bellies, they disappeared around the corner. 

Scott’s gaze flew up to hers.

She shuffled where she stood and dipped her head, the power of his light brown eyes stripping her bare, until all that was left of her was the insatiable need to leap up into his arms and crush his mouth with hers. 

“Let me know when you’re free,” he murmured, managing to carry all five drinking glasses over to the table at once. “I want to date you, Eva.”

I want to date you, Eva. 

 Prickles ran laps along her arms. Fuck, she loved the way he said her name. It shot fireworks through her and made goosebumps explode along her skin. The way he dragged his teeth over his bottom lip—was he doing it on purpose?

“Monday?” 

His eyes lit up. “Next week?”

She nodded. “Didn’t you know that Allison DeWitt is going to be in town for a signing?”

His bottom lip dropped open, and he shook his head. “How the fuck did I miss that?”

She lifted one shoulder. “I actually have an extra ticket to the event. I was going to see if Celeste wanted to go with me and Sabrina could babysit, but Celeste isn’t really into her books—” 

He grabbed the back of her head and captured her gasp with his lips. It was quick, it was chaste, but it was hot. “I’m going to fucking marry you, woman,” he breathed, releasing her just in time before the boys came barreling back into the room. 

She swallowed and blinked, watching him step away. 

I’m going to fucking marry you, woman.

“And, yes, I would love to go to the book signing with you,” he said, pulling out Freddie’s chair for him. “It’s a date,” he mouthed.  

It’s a date. 








  
  
Chapter 8




“You’re late,” Liam murmured before he lifted his single-malt scotch to his lips and took a sip. “I don’t like waiting.” 

Scott flipped his older brother the finger as he sat down between Adam and Atlas at the poker table, his cards facedown in front of him. “Sorry. Freddie couldn’t find Mr. Timothy Goat.”

“Who the fuck is Mr. Timothy Goat?” Aaron grunted, shifting in his seat. For once, the retired SEAL’s dog tags were out of his tight green T-shirt, rather than tucked beneath them. Made him appear ten times more intimidating. Not that the redheaded, tattooed beast of a man wasn’t already intimidating enough. 

“He’s Freddie’s stuffed animal—a big fluffy orange goat. He can’t sleep without him.”

“Where was he?” Liam asked, already seeming to have lost his irritation and now appearing genuinely curious. Liam loved Freddie, and Freddie loved his Uncle Liam. Scott knew the moment he told his brother the reason for his tardiness was kid-related that Liam would shrug it off. Just like Scott, Liam lived for his child. 

“Tangled up in his pajamas, from when he peeled them off this morning,” Scott said, rolling his eyes. 

His brother snorted, his dark brown eyes crinkling and laughing before his mouth split into a big grin. “Kids.”

“We gonna fuckin’ play or what?” Atlas grumbled, his blond head down, gray eyes serious. “Motherfuckers do nothing but gab.”

Liam rolled his eyes. “Yes, we’re going to play. Calm your fucking self. Nuts twisted or something? Jesus.” He shot his fellow law partner a glare before facing the rest of the table, rubbing his hands together. “Let’s play some poker.”

Atlas turned over the first community card. 

Scott scanned the table for tells. 

Adam shifted in his seat like he usually did when he had a crappy hand. 

Aaron scratched his nose, sniffed and then cracked his neck side to side three times, which meant his hand had potential. 

Mason, Scott’s good friend and single dad to baby Willow, yawned and squeezed his eyes shut. That usually meant he was packing pairs. The jackass. 

Mark cleared his throat, Emmett sipped his beer twice without setting the bottle down, and Zak’s dark red brows furrowed. They still needed more cards. His gaze shifted to his big brother. Liam was the wild card in the bunch. Even though Scott had known the man his entire life, shared a room with him for sixteen of those years and then saw his brother at least once a week for the past twenty-three years, Liam had an incredible poker face. 

Maybe that was why he was a kickass attorney with an impeccable track record. Nobody could read him—therefore nobody knew whether he was bluffing or not. An essential tool when trying to leverage for your clients. 

Liam swirled the scotch around in his glass, flicked his gaze to his cards, then the community card, then set his cards facedown on the table before he tossed two chips into the center. “I’m in.”

Around the table, all the men placed their bets. 

“Mom says you have new neighbors,” Liam said. “More blue hairs?”

On Saturday nights, both Liam and Scott dropped their sons off for a sleepover with their parents. Jordie and Freddie were close in age and very close friends, in addition to being cousins. Liam and Scott’s parents, Addie and Ralph Dixon, loved having the boys stay the night and usually spoiled them rotten. 

“New neighbors?” Mason asked. “You didn’t mention that last Friday when you were at the bar.” On the weeks he didn’t have Freddie, Scott spent Friday nights at Mason’s sports bar, keeping his friend company, drinking free beer and watching the hockey game on the high-end big screen above the bar. 

Scott lifted his shoulder. “Didn’t have the neighbors then. They just moved in on Monday.” 

“Blue hairs?” Liam asked again. He often made fun of Scott and the neighborhood he lived in, with its geriatric population and all the gossip. Particularly since Liam lived on Lake Washington and rubbed proverbial shoulders with the upper echelon of Seattle’s elite. 

Scott shook his head. “Nope. Mom and two young boys, five and seven.”

Eyes flared and brows rose around the table. 

“Single mom?” Emmett asked. He’d landed his own single mom earlier that year, falling for the wonderful and beautiful Zara at a New Year’s Eve party Scott had attended as well. 

He nodded. “Yeah. “

Emmett’s mouth formed an O, and he nodded. 

“She hot?” Zak asked. 

Fucking smokin’. 

He nodded again. “Yeah.”

Heads bobbed around their little trust circle, and the odd nice was murmured. 

“Going out on Monday,” he said with a mouth full of pretzels. “She scored tickets to the Allison DeWitt signing.”

Everyone but Liam gave him a confused lip curl or brow raise. 

“Well, now you have to marry this chick. If she’s into that weirdo fantasy fiction like you, you can’t fuck this up.”

“This coming from the born-again bachelor, anti-love cynic?” Mason asked, his expression just as surprised as the rest of them as he lasered his focus in on Liam. 

Liam lifted one shoulder. “I’m not saying their marriage will last. But Katrin thought those fantasy books were garbage—because they are—but if he can find someone who not only puts up with his geeky obsession but also takes part in it, well, then who am I to dismiss a temporary happily ever after?”

“You’re a dick,” Scott muttered to his older brother. 

Liam shrugged again. “Perhaps, but I’m also rarely wrong. Marry her and have a blissful, geeky five to seven years. Then I’ll represent you in the divorce and help you move out of that septuagenarian borough you and my nephew are living in.”

“You’re still a dick,” Scott bit back, making sure his glare was extra fierce. Liam seemed neither fazed nor apologetic. In fact, he seemed a bit bored. 

“Moving on,” Atlas grunted. “Let’s play some fucking poker. “

“Agreed.” Mark nodded. 

Adam fished his phone out of his back pocket, and his thumb began to fly across the screen. “But first, baby photos.” He held up the screen of his phone, where a three-week-old baby Brielle was snoozing peacefully in her bassinet while Adam’s daughter Mira and Mitch’s daughter Jayda stood beside it with enormous grins. 

“How are the girls handling having a new little sister slash cousin around?” Scott asked, grateful for the change of subject but also curious about how Mira, who spent half her time with Adam and Violet and the other half of her time with Mitch and Paige, was handling a new baby sister. Jayda was Brielle’s cousin, so there probably wasn’t as much jealousy involved—at least he assumed. 

“They’re handling it well,” Adam said through a yawn. “Mira loves her sister. Almost a little too much. We keep having to say ’gentle with the baby,’ otherwise we might have an Of Mice and Men situation on our hands.”

“So no jealousy?” Atlas asked, his long fingers drumming nervously on the table. 

Adam and Mitch shook their heads. “None so far,” they both said. 

Atlas hummed. 

“Aria struggling with having Cecily in the house?” Scott asked Atlas. 

One curt nod was all they got from the steely-eyed blond man. 

“Fuck, that’s hard,” Zak muttered. His brows furrowed for a moment before he leaned his broad frame over and dug his phone out of his back pocket. “During the divorce, we sent Aiden to an art therapist here in the city. She worked miracles with him. Got him to really open up, express his feelings through art—kid still does it. When he’s angry or hurt, he draws or paints, often spending hours in his room, forgetting to eat or sleep sometimes until his project is complete.”

“Jesus,” Aaron muttered. “That doesn’t seem healthy.”

“I thought so too at first, but once his project is done and he’s let those feelings out in the most constructive way that works for him, he’s back to his old self. I was skeptical of this woman at first, especially since I got a serious hippy-dippy vibe from her the first time I took Aiden, but she knows her shit and is fantastic with kids.”

Atlas’s phone next to his drinking glass vibrated. But he didn’t even blink to acknowledge it. 

Zak stowed his phone in his jeans once again. “There. I just texted you her information. Her name is Tessa Copland, and she—” He shook his head and smiled a smile of gratitude before running his big, meaty hand through his dark red hair. “She fucking saved my kid, is all I’m saying. You all saw how troubled Aiden was when everything with Loni went down. Tessa worked a goddamn miracle.”

“Your kid was nine,” Atlas said. “Aria is three.”

“Doesn’t matter. Tessa works with all ages. Just give her a call, or check out her website. It couldn’t hurt.”

Atlas grunted a response, which meant the conversation was over. 

Nobody could really blame the man for his constant grumpiness. He was fucking exhausted. A widower of nearly two years, he was now raising his daughter Aria alone and had recently taken in his cousin’s infant daughter, Cecily, after his cousin lost custody of her. Toss in the fact that Atlas was also a senior partner at Liam’s law firm and apparently close to becoming a name partner, the man was stretched paper-thin. If they were all bigger assholes, they’d start placing bets on when his tether would finally snap. 

But they weren’t assholes, they were brothers, friends, family, and they did whatever they could do to help Atlas, which often meant taking Aria for a few hours so the man could take a deep breath without having to answer fifty million why questions. Scott did not miss those days. 

When Freddie would ask why so many fucking times in a day, Scott felt like his head was going to explode. Only for the kid to ask the exact same fucking questions the next day. He got that it was appropriate age development and meant that his kid was eager to learn about the world and blah, blah, blah, but Jesus fucking Christ, “Why does a bird only have two legs but a zebra has four?” can only be asked so many times and be considered adorable only so many times before Scott was ready to rip himself bald or go insane. 

“Meet her at the bar Monday for a drink so I can scope her out,” Mason said with a sly grin, bringing the conversation back full circle to Scott’s love life. 

“I have a business meeting with a new client right before. He wants to meet for drinks, so maybe I’ll suggest Prime and then just have Eva meet me there.”

“Oooh, Eva,” Zak said, making a dorky cooing noise. “How sexy.”

Scott rolled his eyes, but the grin on his face began to hurt his jaw. Because as cheeseball as Zak was being, he wasn’t wrong. Every damn thing about Eva oozed sexy. Her voice, her smile, her curves, her eyes, her wicked sense of humor, not to mention that brain of hers. She hadn’t gone into much detail about her ex, but from the few things she’d said, Scott knew the woman had been through hell. And it took strength in spades to claw your way out of hell. 

Eva was strong as fuck. 

“Jesus fuck,” Liam groaned. “My baby brother is a goner. Look at those dopey puppy-love eyes. Even just the mention of Eva and he’s off in outer fucking space, mentally spanking the monkey to the soccer mom in her high-waisted mom jeans and messy bun.”

“They’re yoga pants and a baseball cap, thank you very much,” Scott snapped back. “But Eva would fucking rock high-waisted pants and a messy bun too.”

He grimaced inwardly when his words came back to him. Damn it, he really did sound lovesick and obsessed. Fuck. 

“Oh, bro.” Zak laughed, leaning around Atlas and smacking Scott on the back. He shook his head before taking a sip of his beer. “You are fucking gone!”

Chapter 9

Eva hadn’t been on a date in ages—possibly longer. So even though she and Scott had seen each other naked, done despicably wonderful and wicked things to each other’s bodies for hours, she toiled over what to wear on their date Monday night. 

Thankfully, her baby sister came to the rescue, as Celeste often did—more than Eva would like to admit—and the two ran out shopping Monday morning after they dropped off their children at school. 

What does one wear to drinks with a sinfully sexy man who she already had carnal knowledge of, but she still wanted to impress? Not to mention, have more carnal knowledge of, repeatedly, all over his house, her house and any flat surface they could find. She also wanted to remain casual and relaxed because after drinks, they were going to the Allison DeWitt book signing, and it just wouldn’t do to show up to the bookstore in four-inch heels and a slinky gown with a thigh-high slit. 

She needed to find a happy medium. 

A sexy, flirty, casual happy medium. 

Did such a thing exist?

Scott had texted her Sunday morning to let her know he had a work meeting right before their drinks but that he’d moved the meeting to the Prime Sports Bar and Grill, so she could just meet him there. Perfect! She loved that place and found it impossible to say no to one—but more often than not, several—of their blackberry mojitos. 

While she and Celeste were out shopping, the man who always seemed to be on her mind these days texted her with a GIF of a cartoon man impatiently gnawing back and forth on his nails. He followed it up with a message that read, Can’t wait for tonight. I’m chewing my fingernails down to the quick in anticipation.

Then another message popped up after. I’m excited for our date too. Winky face. 

She’d literally laughed out loud in the change room, tossing her head back until hot tears pricked the corners of her eyes. She messaged him back. You’re a funny guy, Scott. A really FUNNY guy. Just remember who has the tickets. 

She thought for sure he was going to message back some smartass remark, because let’s face it, the man was a total smartass. A hot, hilarious, sexy smartass, but a smartass no less. 

But he didn’t. 

Her face fell as she stared at her phone for a few moments, waiting for his reply.

You wait for no man—ever!

Her sister’s words rang in her mind. 

Celeste was a warrior. Having married her high school sweetheart, only to lose him five years ago, the woman remained a pillar of strength for all of them. And when Eva was going through the worst of it all with Todd, Celeste kept repeating one thing over and over to her. You wait for no man—ever! The good ones, the kind ones, the ones worth waiting for don’t make you wait. 

Then her sister’s eyes would become damp and she would grow quiet for a couple of moments, her gaze wistful, caught up in a beautiful past with a man who should have been part of her present and future. 

More times than she could count, Eva caught herself wishing it had been her husband who had fallen twelve stories onto exposed rebar and not Celeste’s. 

Sometimes the world was really fucking unfair. 

With a final glance at her phone, she pouted, shrugged, then stowed it back in her purse and resumed trying on clothes. He was at work, so he probably just got a phone call or was pulled into a meeting. That was all it was, right? She hadn’t pushed the envelope, had she?

Todd had zero sense of humor, so that message would have been interpreted as threatening and bitchy, and he would have told her just that. Along with a slew of other insults and put-downs until she felt no bigger than a cockroach trembling beneath her maniac of a husband’s fancy, freshly polished, imported Italian loafer. 

A nervous hollow began to grow in her stomach. Maybe the reason he wasn’t messaging her back was because he was offended. 

She pulled her phone back out and stared at it, as if the intense penetration of her eyes would will a message to pop up. 

She was not only pathetic now, she was delusional. 

Grumbling at how Todd had ruined her and any potential relationships with men she might have from here to eternity, she shoved her phone back into her purse, only for the sudden chirping ring of it to make her grab it again, fumbling to answer. 

“Hello?”

“Even if you didn’t have tickets to the book signing, I’d still be taking you out tonight. I can’t get you out of my head, Eva.” The deep rumble of his voice on the other end made her nipples grow diamond-hard. A gush of wetness soaked her panties. 

No man had ever spurred such an instantaneous physiological response from her the way Scott did. Shallow puffs of air fled her thinly parted lips.  

“And seeing you take the trash to the curb in those yoga pants today … ” He let out a whistle. “Damn, woman. You know the street is full of old-timers. Might give Harold across the way a jammer tucking your tush into those things and parading it around the neighborhood.” The thick rattle of his chuckle only made the heat in her belly liquefy and ooze into her extremities. 

“Scott.” It was all she could say, and it came out as more of a shaky breath. 

“You’re under my skin, Eva.”

And he was so deeply embedded under hers, she could hardly work, eat, sleep or breathe without his name or face commanding top billing in her mind. 

“I … ” He’d rendered her speechless. 

“I can’t wait for tonight. I can’t wait to see you.”

She slid her tongue across her bottom lip, her cheeks flushed and eyes bright as she caught her reflection in the changing-room mirror. “Me either.”

“Goodbye, Eva.”

She swallowed. “Goodbye, Scott.”

The butterflies in the melted goo that was her core fluttered their wings clean and began to flap around in a disorganized kaleidoscope. A man hadn’t made her feel like this in a very long time—perhaps ever. Scott seemed like the real deal. 

She only hoped he was the kind of deal that wasn’t too good to be true. 


      [image: image-placeholder]After six stores that resulted in nothing but devastation and a sudden horrendous dislike for the new color of the season—blush pink, which totally washed her out, making her look like a freshly dead corpse—Eva and Celeste wandered down the sidewalk in the heart of Seattle, coffee cups in hand, the sun shining mockingly bright and warm overhead. It was springtime, and that usually meant the clouds were thick and filled with rain, drenching every last inch of the Emerald City. But today was a one-off. 

You would think a one-off would also mean lucky and Eva would find the outfit of a lifetime that would not only knock Scott’s socks off, but the rest of his clothes as well. 

No such luck. The sun continued to mock her with its cheery glow and comforting warmth. She was not comforted. She had sweaty boobs and nothing to wear. 

Fuck the sun. 

As they were about ready to call it for the day and go find her car, Celeste’s hand on her arm and sudden death grip halted them where they walked, causing grunts and grumbles from the people behind them. “Hold up,” her sister said, hope in her tone. “Look!” She pointed with her coffee-cup hand to the mannequin that was being dressed in the window by a shopkeeper. 

Eva’s heart began to pound in her chest. It was perfect. 

Celeste released her arm and yanked open the shop door. “Strip that mannequin!” she ordered. 

Eva rolled her eyes as she followed her sister inside. Celeste always had a flair for the dramatic. 

So after allowing her sister and the shopgirl to play Barbie with her, Eva handed over her credit card and walked out of the store with a whole new outfit that she was sure was going to make Scott’s jaw drop (and maybe later that night, his pants too?). 

But even after she tugged on the dark gray tapered pants that hugged her in all the right places and made her ass look like a million bucks, she couldn’t hide the unease that trembled through her. The black belt cinched around the waist of her goldenrod silk sleeveless blouse never quelled the nerves either. Not even the Raspberry Rebel lip tint she slathered on in the hallway mirror helped with her confidence. 

She was completely ill-equipped to go on a first date. Even if she’d already slept with the man, this was still their first date. It’d been over a decade since she’d been on a first date, and even then, she couldn’t be sure she’d done very well. 

“You’ve already established that you’re sexually compatible and he has a kid who gets along with your kids,” Celeste said, holding a glass of wine in her hand and leaning her slender frame against the wall as she watched a shaky-handed Eva slip into a pair of leopard print peep-toe pumps—a purchase that Celeste had insisted she make that morning. “I don’t understand why you’re so nervous. You’ve gotten through all the tough stuff. The rest is now gravy.”

Gravy …

Well, gravy or not, she was a sweaty, hot and frazzled mess by the time she got her butt into the cab and headed back downtown to meet Scott. There was no backing out now. He’d texted her when she was just a few blocks away saying he was still in his work meeting but hoped it wasn’t going to run much longer. Then he’d followed that message up with a bunch of kissy-face emojis. 

Was all this nervousness for naught?

He really was a sweet guy. Maybe she just needed to take a few deep, grounding breaths before she went in. She paid the cab driver and stepped out in front of the bar. The big, carved wooden sign to the new Seattle hotspot hung over the heavy double oak doors: PRIME SPORTS BAR AND GRILL. Not only did it have close to a dozen televisions hung throughout, broadcasting various sports games, but it was a popular place for business lunches, ladies’ nights and everyone’s favorite—music bingo. 

The world of advertising didn’t interest her at all, but her curiosity was no less piqued when Scott mentioned this whale of a client he had not only landed but was in charge of keeping happy. Who could be so important that they needed to have their ass kissed by someone like Scott? He seemed like the kind of guy who should be getting his ass kissed, not doing the lip service. 

Scott’s Tacoma was parked out front in one of the few, coveted street parking spots, which prompted her to wonder if they were going to stick around Prime for drinks or head somewhere quieter and more intimate, perhaps with a dark corner where the only light came from candles or dimly lit sconces. 
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