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      Dear Reader,

      

      Thanks for grabbing your copy of the One Night series collection! Ever wanted to spend a single night with the bachelor of your dreams? The men of Broken Bend are going on the auction block for a great cause. Find out what happens when the winning bidders claim their prize. Each book features one of Mama Mae’s foster sons as the hero, is a complete story, and can be read as a standalone. (Though, since these are the perfect length to leave you completely satisfied, there’s no reason to stop with just one!)

      

      Make sure you don’t miss out on any of my new releases by signing up for my newsletter here (https://www.evelondonauthor.com/sign-up-for-my-newsletter/). You’ll get a free instalove story when you do!

      

      SWAK!

      

      Eve
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        Grant: One Night with a Billionaire

        The One Night Series

      

      

      When love is on the line, the heart plays without limits.

      

      Eliza

      

      I’ve spent the last twelve years with a hole in my heart thanks to Grant Davis. Then he shows up unexpectedly and his brother wrangles him onto the auction block to support my fundraiser. Bidding on the billionaire might be my only chance to find out what drove him away all those years ago. But will my heart be able to handle the truth?

      

      Grant

      

      I thought everything I needed was far, far away from Broken Bend, Texas. When my brother guilts me into making the trip home for my foster mom’s retirement, the truth knocks me over the head in the form of Eliza Robbins. She’s the one I left behind… the one I haven’t been able to stop thinking about for twelve long years. After one night, will I be able to walk away again?

      

      Ever wanted to spend a single night with the bachelor of your dreams? The men of Broken Bend are going on the auction block for a great cause. Find out what happens when the winning bidders claim their prize in the One Night Series. Each book is a complete story and can be read alone.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            GRANT

          

        

      

    

    
      I glanced at the number on my phone screen. Dammit. My brother, Owen, had been calling all day. It had to be about Mama Mae’s retirement party. I didn’t have time to make the trek to Texas now. Not with a deal I’ve been working on for six months about to pay off and another one lined up right behind it. But Owen wouldn’t give up.

      Mama Mae used to say she couldn’t tell which one of us was the most stubborn back when we were two lost pre-teen boys looking for somewhere to call home. If I had to bestow the title of most determined on one of my brothers, Owen would win, hands down. Which is why I interrupted my current conversation to take the call.

      “I’ve got another call coming in, I’ll have my assistant set up another time for us to continue the conversation.”

      After putting an end to the conference call, I clicked over to the other line to figure out what had Owen’s boxer briefs knotted into a wad.

      “What’s so fucking important?” I practically growled into the phone.

      “Shit, bro. Who put a burr up your butt this morning?” Owen’s southern drawl filtered through the phone, making me feel like I was right back in Broken Bend, Texas, instead of taking in a view of Central Park from the fortieth story of a building I owned in Manhattan.

      “What do you need?” I pressed my fingertips to my temple and prepared for the inevitable guilt trip. “I told you I can’t get away next week. Just tell me what you have planned for the retirement party and I’ll cover the expenses.”

      Owen clucked his tongue. “Not gonna work this time.”

      An uneasiness rolled through my gut. “What do you mean?”

      “I mean, you can’t just write a check and get yourself off the hook. Fly in Friday night and you can be back in that concrete jungle you call home by Sunday. Two days of your life, man. After all she’s done for us, you can give her two fucking days.”

      I groaned. He was right. As much as I didn’t want to take time away right now, I owed it to Mama Mae to show up at her retirement party. Owed her a hell of a lot more than that. We all did. If it hadn’t been for her unconditional tough love, I probably would have ended up in a state penitentiary instead of on New York’s list of top thirty entrepreneurs under thirty.

      “Fly that stupid tin can with wings down for the weekend,” Owen said. The sound of a cow’s low moo provided background noise.

      “You in the barn?” Phantom smells of hay and manure appeared out of nowhere to annoy my nose.

      “Calving season. I’ve been up for three weeks straight and sure could use an extra set of hands. Want to pitch in? For old time’s sake?”

      “Hell no.” I’d left my calving days way behind me, along with everything else in Broken Bend.

      “It’s like riding a bike, I swear. It’ll come right back to you as soon as you snap on the gloves…” Owen’s voice trailed off. I could picture him leaning up against a stall in the faded red barn at the back of Mama Mae’s property.

      “The only bikes I ride nowadays don’t go anywhere.” I chuckled, thinking of the fifty minutes I’d put in on my spin cycle this morning. Owen couldn’t understand how I could trade a view of the Texas plains for skyscrapers. But it went deeper than that. I had something to prove. To me. To Mama Mae. And especially to the asshole sperm donor who’d disowned me all those years ago.

      “What do you say, Grant?”

      “I’ll have to fly commercial.” I turned away from the window and glanced at the stack of folders on my desk. “One of my VPs took the corporate jet to the Caymans.”

      Owen let out a low whistle. “Sucks to be you, man. I’ll pick you up at the airport. Just text me the details.”

      I funneled a hand through my hair, already rearranging my schedule in my head. “Fine. I’ll figure something out.”

      “You always do, bro.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            ELIZA

          

        

      

    

    
      “Eliza, where do you want these?” My bestie Samantha held out a few sad-looking floral centerpieces.

      I glanced over, trying to figure out if the flowers were dead or just needed their stems trimmed and some fresh water. Either way, I could sympathize. After spending the last three months pulling together this charity auction, I felt the same—somewhere between dead on my feet and needing a complete overhaul.

      “See if you can bring them back to life. If they perk up, they can go on the bidder registration table.”

      Samantha nodded and headed to the kitchen area with the wilted arrangements. We had less than twenty-four hours before bachelors and bidders would fill the space. I’d taken over as Assistant Executive Director of the no-kill shelter a couple of years ago and tomorrow night was our first ever bachelor auction fundraiser.

      Pups for Progress had always held a special place in my heart. Besides rehabilitating dogs that no one wanted, we had a program that paired our pups with troubled youth. The dogs benefitted with a place to stay and food to fill their bellies. The kids who took part in the program learned how to build trust and, for some of them, received unconditional love from another living being for the first time in their life.

      With Mae retiring as Executive Director, this weekend would be the first event I’d planned by myself. It had to go off without a hitch. Failure wasn’t an option.

      Mae had stepped back and let me take the lead on the event, but had promised to support me however she could. Right now, her support ambled through the door in the form of her foster son, Owen. All six-foot-two of him in tight jeans and a t-shirt that clung to his pecs like it had been painted on.

      “Owen, what are you doing here?” I let the tablecloth I’d been trying to spread out fall from my fingers. Why couldn’t I have fallen for Owen all those years ago? He was one of Mae’s boys. She’d taken in dozens of teenagers over the years, but Owen was one of only a few who’d stuck around. Most of them couldn’t wait to get on with their lives, which meant getting the hell out of Broken Bend, Texas. I had personal experience with that.

      I’d fallen for one of Mae’s boys when I was young and naïve enough to think that love could heal all wounds. He couldn’t wait to get out of Broken Bend and leave everything behind—including me.

      “Mae sent me over. She crocheted some hats for the dogs going on the auction block tomorrow night.” He held out a plastic bag stuffed full of Mae’s handiwork.

      “Thanks. Will you be ready?” Though we weren’t actually auctioning off the pups, Mae thought it would be fun to have the bachelors take the stage with one of the dogs from the shelter. We were all hoping the combination of sad puppy dog eyes and hot single men would entice women to open their wallets wide and help us reach our goal.

      “Planning on it.” Owen tucked his thumbs through his belt loops.

      “Was there something else?” I asked. Owen wasn’t one to dawdle, especially at the end of calving season.

      He shuffled the toe of his boot on the wooden plank floor. “Grant’s coming home.”

      My heart shuddered to a stop. Grant? My Grant? I immediately chastised myself for feeling possessive and tried to shrug it off.

      “Eliza? Did you hear me?” Owen peered down at me like he was waiting for me to completely fall apart.

      “Yeah,”—I forced as much nonchalance into my tone as humanly possible—“He must be pretty desperate for company if he’ll come slumming all the way back here.”

      “I kind of guilted him into it.” Owen rolled those broad shoulders of his. “With Mama Mae retiring, the least he could do is show up and give her a hug.”

      The least he could do… Grant had surprised everyone by tearing out of Broken Bend before the ink even dried on his high school diploma. Everyone except me. Well, me and maybe Mama Mae.

      He’d always told me he was going to make it big someday. Knowing him as well as I did, I never doubted it. I just didn’t think his dreams would take him all the way to New York City. But Grant was possessed with something beyond an unstoppable drive. He was compelled by the need to prove himself, no matter how long it took or how many hearts he had to break along the way. I was just sorry mine had been the first.

      “So Grant’s finally coming home.” Even as I said the words out loud, I wasn’t sure I believed them. I’d heard rumors he’d planned on coming home countless times before, but something always came up at the last minute. This weekend would probably be the same. I sucked in a deep breath and told myself not to worry. Seeing was believing and until I saw Grant Davis cross the threshold of the high school gymnasium where we’d fallen in love all those years ago, I’d keep my memories in the tiny space where I’d locked them up… in the far recesses of my mind.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 3


          

          
            GRANT

          

        

      

    

    
      The Texas heat engulfed me when I stepped out of the air-conditioned terminal. New York City got muggy in the spring, but this kind of heat made me feel like I was being turned on a spit over an open flame. I shrugged out of my suit jacket and rolled up the sleeves on my dress shirt. It hadn’t worked out for me to fly in the night before, so we were heading straight to the party from the airport.

      I slid my shades over my eyes and scanned the vehicles in the arrivals area. Owen hadn’t told me what he’d be driving, and I hadn’t thought to ask. Knowing him, he’d be in an ancient truck that would be more comfortable in a junkyard than making the hour-long trip from the airport in Austin to Broken Bend.

      “Grant!” His voice rang out over the sound of idling engines.

      Though I hadn’t seen him in years, there was no mistaking the tall, lanky cowboy who stood waving to me from the other side of a classic Ford. I picked up my carry-on and met him by the truck bed.

      “Good to see you.” Owen pulled me into a tight hug.

      I stiffened. It had been a long time since I’d experienced an enthusiastic embrace. Before I could force my arms to hug back, he let me go.

      “Still as warm and snuggly as ever.” Owen laughed as he slung my bag into the bed of the truck.

      “It’s good to see you.” I climbed onto the passenger seat and pulled the door closed, wincing at the sound of metal scraping against metal. I’d offered to buy Owen a new truck a couple times over the years, but he always refused. I could appreciate him wanting to do things on his own—hell, that was one of many things we had in common—but what good was having millions at my disposal if I couldn’t do things for the people I cared about?

      Owen clambered in and turned down the country music blaring from the speakers. “Mama Mae’s going to be so happy to see you. I didn’t tell her you were coming, so it’s going to be a surprise.”

      “Hopefully a good one.” I snapped my seat belt into place as we barreled out of the airport.

      “Hell, yeah. The other guys came back, too. Be prepared for the waterworks. How long’s it been since we’ve all been together?”

      I had to think for a minute. Brody left for Army basic training shortly after I took off. Kane stuck around and tried out junior college before doing what we all knew he ought to and settling in to work on the motorcycles he was always tinkering with. The only other one to get the hell out of Texas was Devin, but even he moved back after finishing medical school. I didn’t keep track of some of Mama Mae’s other boys, but I was sure I’d hear about all of them before the end of the weekend.

      “High school graduation?” I guessed. I’d seen Owen since then. He came to New York to visit one Christmas and swore he’d never leave Texas again.

      “I think you’re right. Twelve years has been too damn long.” He shook his head.

      I agreed, though I’d never felt the desire to return, not even for my foster brothers. Even now, being back in Texas didn’t feel right. I tried to tell myself I was just worried about business, but it was a lie. She was in Texas. And even though it was the second largest state in the whole goddamn union, it didn’t feel big enough for the both of us.

      I didn’t want to come right out and ask, but I wanted to be prepared. So I tried to figure out a way to find out if Eliza was still in Broken Bend.

      Owen rambled on about calving season. Every word he said reminded me of my past. He started in about Mama Mae’s retirement, and I half-heartedly listened as we got closer and closer to the place where I spent so many years.

      “… then they named Eliza Executive Director, and I thought Mama Mae was going to have a heart attack from happiness.”

      “What did you say?”

      Owen tilted his head, his gaze darting back and forth from me to the road. “Eliza. She’s been working with the Pups for Progress as Assistant Director for the past few years. Now that Mama Mae’s retiring, she’s taking her spot.”

      A muscle ticked along my jaw. Of course, she was. At least now I knew where she’d be.

      Front and center at Mama Mae’s retirement party.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        ELIZA

      

      

      The high school gym couldn’t hold one more person. Not only had Mama Mae founded Pups for Progress, a non-profit that had changed the lives of so many, she’d also fostered dozens of boys over the years. Looked like most of the community and quite a few of her “boys” had returned to honor the woman who’d given so much of herself to others.

      In true Mama Mae fashion, she’d decided to combine her retirement party with a fundraiser for Pups For Progress. I had no idea how I’d ever be able to fill her shoes. She’d been instrumental in changing the lives of so many—kids and animals. I had my work cut out for me. At least my time as Executive Director would start off well.

      It had been Mae’s idea to hold the bachelor auction fundraiser, and she’d convinced several of her “boys” to go up on the auction block. As soon as we cut the cake, we’d start the bidding. Owen had corralled the guys to a far corner of the gym and was giving last-minute instructions on what to expect.

      I’d heard talk in town for the past couple of weeks about how excited some women were about having a chance to bid on their favorite Broken Bend bachelor, and I had high hopes we’d raise enough money to add onto the shelter.

      Mae thanked everyone for coming and spoke for a few minutes about how happy she was to leave the non-profit in such good hands. The flutter in my chest gave way to massive palpitations when I realized she meant me.

      That’s when I saw him.

      He wasn’t the tallest guy in the group. He didn’t have the broadest shoulders. He wasn’t wearing the biggest hat.

      But his eyes locked onto mine and for an indeterminable amount of time, he was the only thing I could see. My pulse pounded in my ears. My heart hammered in my chest. My breath bottomed out, and I struggled to maintain my balance.

      Grant Davis had come home.

      Mae handed me the mic in slow motion. Applause echoed through the gym while I tried to remember what was supposed to happen next. I stood there, my heart lodged in my throat, as memories swept over me, drowning me.

      “Eliza, sugar, do you want me to cut the cake now?” Mae asked.

      The cake. The party. The auction. All at once, my wits returned. “Yes, let’s cut the cake and I’ll introduce our emcee.”

      Mae cut the giant sheet cake into slices while I searched the crowd for Owen. He’d volunteered to run the auction part of the evening.

      I intentionally kept my gaze from straying to where Grant stood with some of the other guys. I knew exactly how long it had been since he’d graced Broken Bend with his presence. And though I’d tried over the dozen years since we’d last spoken, I hadn’t been able to forget exactly how it felt to be held in his arms, tucked against his chest, or held captive by the intensity of his gaze.

      While Owen welcomed everyone and explained how the bidding would work, I pressed my back against the wall and tried to fade into the background. I couldn’t exactly leave, not when I’d just taken over as Executive Director of the organization everyone was here to support. But a part of me wanted nothing more than to disappear. Though I’d had a dozen years to figure out what I’d say to him if and when I ever saw Grant again, somehow I still wasn’t ready to face him.

      As the first bachelor took the stage, another emotion surfaced: rage.

      How dare Grant show his face around here after the way he hauled ass out of town. I’d been hurt. No, that was going too easy on him. I’d been absolutely devastated. He hadn’t even said goodbye. It had taken me years to get over him, years to convince myself to leave the past in the past.

      And there he was… standing in the Broken Bend High School gym. The same gym where I’d watched him play hundreds of basketball games. The same gym where he’d whispered he loved me under a ceiling of fake stars the night of our junior prom.

      The walls seemed to close in on me. I needed space. Owen’s voice called out bids over the loudspeaker as I pushed through the door at the side of the gym. The sun hadn’t quite disappeared, but the temperature had cooled a few degrees. I gulped in a deep breath. Pressing my back against the rough brick, I clenched my jaw and ordered myself not to cry.
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      I couldn’t keep my gaze from straying back to the spot where Eliza stood. She’d changed over the years. Her hair had been tamed. The long golden-brown strands that used to fall like a curtain around our faces when we kissed had been chopped off and now barely reached her chin. She still had the most gorgeous smile I’d ever seen. I caught a glimpse of it before she noticed me. And the curves that had tempted me in high school had nothing on the way she filled out the dress she had on now.

      Even though I hadn’t seen her or talked to her in over a decade, my fingers itched to skim her soft skin. I’d never forgotten how it felt to run my hands over her hips or press kisses along the column of her neck. While I stood there, trying to force myself to look away, she pushed through the door and disappeared into the semi-darkness.

      Before I had a chance to think about it, my feet carried me after her. I exited the same door and stood there, trying to find her. The only place to go from the side of the gym was a small stand of trees. I caught a glimpse of white and headed that way. We used to sit on a bench someone had donated to the school and gaze up at the clouds. That had to be where she was going.

      The long grass let me catch up to her without giving me away. She sat on the bench, her face in her hands. For a split second, I considered turning back and leaving her alone. I didn’t want to cause her any more pain, though there were years of words unsaid between us.

      She looked up and even in the fading daylight, I could tell by the shimmer of tears on her cheeks that she’d been crying. I reached out, intending on brushing her tears away, but she shrank back against the bench.

      “Go away.” Her voice came out rough and raw.

      Feeling helpless, I let my hand drop. “Are you okay?”

      Her forehead creased. “Why would you care?”

      “Eliza, I⁠—”

      “Why are you even here? Why now?” The question hung in the air, suspended between us while I tried to come up with a response.

      “Owen asked,”—I jerked my thumb toward the gym—“with Mama Mae’s retirement and all, he wanted us to all be here for her.”

      She nodded, her lips tight. “Anything for Mama Mae.”

      I let out a breath. Over the years, I’d tried to figure out a way to make things right between us. But Eliza wasn’t one to forgive and forget. How could she when I’d done something so unforgivable? “I think we need to talk.”

      “You want to talk now?” Anger flashed in the green eyes I used to stare into for hours at a time.

      “I owe you an explanation. I’m in town until tomorrow afternoon. Maybe after the auction we can grab a cup of coffee?”

      A bitter laugh escaped her lips. “You want to meet for coffee? That sounds great. Why don’t you have your people try to pencil me in sometime between catching up with the mother you haven’t bothered to visit in forever and hanging out with the brothers you barely know any more?”

      Stung, I tried to swallow the ache rising in my chest. “I’m sorry, Eliza.”

      She got up and smoothed a palm over her skirt. “You know what? Save it. Back then I would have given anything to hear from you. But now,”—she shrugged, her bare shoulders tempting me to reach out and see if her skin was as smooth as I remembered—“now I just wish you’d go.”

      Feeling like I’d been turned inside out at the look on her beautiful face, I let her go. If anyone deserved to feel her rage, it was me.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        ELIZA

      

      

      I stumbled toward the gym, cursing myself for wearing the strappy heeled sandals instead of something more practical. Why did he have to look so good? I’d never been able to resist the way he looked at me with those dark brown eyes. They were like pools of molten chocolate, and I wanted to drown in them. The man had always oozed sex appeal, even in high school.

      Standing in front of him, the full force of his gaze raking over me, my skin had tingled, my cheeks had flushed, and my fingers ached to reach out and pull him against me. After the way he’d bailed on me, how could he still have that kind of effect?

      Loud applause filtered out of the gym, and I opened the door as Owen announced the winning bidder for his brother, Brody. The next bachelor took the stage, his fingers wrapped around the leash of one of my favorite pups. One of Mama Mae’s crochet projects sat lopsided on the head of the sheepdog lab mix. At least we’d raise some much-needed money tonight, even if I had to endure sharing space with Grant.

      While I sat there watching bachelor after bachelor take the stage, I tried to bat away a barrage of “what ifs.” For so many years I’d wanted answers. Why had Grant left without saying goodbye? Why hadn’t he ever reached out? Why had he stayed away for so long?

      The more I thought about it, the more I realized I did want the answers only he could provide. Enough that when Owen introduced the next bachelor as Grant, I wrung my hands together, wondering if this would be my only chance to ever get the truth.

      Grant slowly took the stage with Rufus, a giant Mastiff-St. Bernard mix. He was uncomfortable. I could tell by the way his fingers fidgeted with the leash. The bidding started at fifty bucks by Mae herself. She probably figured she wouldn’t get a chance to catch up with him if she didn’t pay for his time while he was in town.

      As much as I wanted answers, I wouldn’t outbid Mae. But then Owen rambled on, talking about how Grant had access to a private plane and would be willing to take his date to Dallas for dinner or all the way to New Orleans to sip cocktails on Bourbon Street.

      Mae bowed out, and the bids stacked up with one woman after another raising her hand for a chance to bid on a night with Broken Bend’s prodigal son. I didn’t have funds to compete with the women who’d come all the way from Austin to take part in our fundraiser. Somehow that didn’t stop me from raising my hand.

      “Five thousand dollars.” That would clean out my savings account and most of my checking account, too. I’d eat ramen for the next month. Maybe even two or three.

      “Can I get six? Six thousand dollars for Grant Davis, one of Manhattan’s most eligible bachelors of the year?” Owen glanced to the two women who’d been duking it out over the past couple of minutes. They both shook their heads.

      He raised the gavel. “We’re at five thousand. Going once. Going twice.”

      Owen paused and swept his gaze around the gym. The last bachelor had gone for fifteen hundred bucks. What the hell was I thinking? Regret clawed its way up my throat, threatening to suffocate me. I was ready to wave my hand in the air, cancel my bid, and let the past stay where it should.

      The gavel fell, a thud I felt all the way from my head to my toes. “Sold for five grand to Ms. Robbins.”

      I closed my eyes, wishing I could blink it all away… Grant being back in Broken Bend… the irresponsible way I’d just spent my life savings…

      Then Owen’s voice made my eyes pop open again. “Congratulations, Eliza. He’s all yours.”
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