
  
    [image: Tempting the Best Man]
  


  
    
      TEMPTING THE BEST MAN

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        KAYLEE MONROE

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © Kaylee Monroe, July 2022

      Cover Design by Y’all That Graphic

      All rights reserved.  No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission from the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

      

      This book is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, places and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously.  Any resemblance to actual events, locals, or persons living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TEMPTING THE BEST MAN

          

        

      

    

    
      Each novella in The Trouble with Weddings Series is full of sweet, insta-love romance, fun, steamy flings, and swoony heroes.  Love is definitely in the air!

      

      I didn’t mean to fall asleep against a gorgeous stranger during the plane ride to the destination wedding where I was the maid of honor. And I didn’t mean to drool on him, either, even if he did think it was cute.

      

      I thought I’d never see him again when we disembarked the plane and went our separate ways . . . until I was introduced to Ben, the best man, at the island resort who was single, available, and a complete Adonis.

      

      After a recent painful break-up, the last thing I was looking for was anything serious.  But a vacation fling with Ben was too tempting to resist . . . until our hot, sultry nights together started turning into more and I started to catch feelings.

      

      Then, I discovered the secret Ben was keeping from me, and it was a big one, a deal breaker for sure.  And one I wasn’t sure I could forgive.
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      “So, where are you heading?”

      I looked up from my Long Island iced tea, which I’d been staring into while my mind was a million miles away, and saw the bartender waiting patiently for my answer as he wiped out cocktail glasses with a clean white towel.

      There was only one other person in the airport pub, and it was a man in a business suit at the other end of the long bar, sipping on his whiskey and watching the baseball game highlights on the flat screen TV mounted on the wall.

      When I came in here, I was glad to see that it was so empty, convinced that it was in my best interest not to be social while I drowned my sorrows. But now that the bartender had started the conversation, I found that I wanted to talk to someone about what was going on with me. And who better to do that with than an impartial stranger?

      “Pompeo Island,” I said, lifting my drink and taking a long sip. “I’m going to a wedding.”

      “Isn’t that a good thing?” he asked, his brow furrowed.

      He must have picked up on my less than festive mood. I’d have to try to be cheerier when I reached my destination.

      “Sure. It’s great,” I said, trying to sound upbeat. “My best friend is getting married, and I’m thrilled for her.”

      That part was true. I adored Faith, and I was so delighted for her that I cried happy tears when she asked me to be maid of honor. The problem was that I didn’t expect to be dumped just three months before the wedding. Now, I had to spend five days at a destination wedding surrounded by romance and love and watching a blissfully elated couple that I was simultaneously happy for and jealous of.

      Hence, the drinking. I figured I should get an early start here at the airport since the festivities were going to begin as soon as the plane landed on the island. A little alcoholic buzz would do me some good.

      “If I’m honest,” I continued, “I’m not looking forward to being reminded of my hopelessly single status for the entire week.”

      I really didn’t want to talk about my ex, Aiden. It was bad enough that I was still thinking about him, when I should probably have been long over the breakup. But I was having a hard time letting it go, and I knew why.

      We were coworkers. Not only did I have to see him at the elementary school where we were both teachers every day, but he’d almost immediately started dating another coworker of ours. So, I constantly had to watch them fawn over each other, obviously ridiculously happy. I was sure that their behavior had nothing to do with hurting me, but that was what happened anyway.

      Now, school was out for the summer, and I just wanted to forget about love for a couple of months and give my bruised heart time to heal. But that wasn’t going to happen with the wedding going on.

      On that thought, I finished off my drink.

      “You know, sometimes it’s fun to be a single person at a wedding,” the bartender pointed out, taking my empty glass. “You can always meet somebody there. Maybe more than one somebody, if you catch my drift.” He grinned.

      I didn’t like the idea of a vacation hook up. It just wasn’t my thing, but before I could tell him that, a voice came over the speaker, announcing the boarding of my flight.

      “That’s me,” I said, standing from the bar stool.

      My head swam for a moment, the full effect of the two strong drinks I had hitting me at once. But I managed to grab my carry-on bag from the stool beside me and headed toward the gate. I just needed to get settled in my seat, and I’d be fine.

      I boarded the plane, passing first class and finding my assigned seat in economy. There were two seats next to each other in this row, and I was next to the window, which I preferred. I shoved my carry-on bag under the seat in front of me and buckled the seatbelt before turning to the window and lifting the cover, allowing bright sunlight to stream in.

      I pulled out my phone to text Faith, knowing that she’d want confirmation that I was on schedule. Planning a wedding was an overwhelming experience, and while she was nowhere near bridezilla status, she was dealing with a lot of stress while trying to pull off a destination wedding experience that would make everyone happy. Hopefully, it would all be worth it in the end when she was married to the love of her life at the end of a perfect week.

      I was reading her reply on my phone when I felt movement beside me. Someone took the other seat, and I lifted my eyes to look at him, only to freeze and openly gape. The man that settled into the seat right next to me might have been the most gorgeous guy I’d ever seen.

      His dark blonde hair was thick and a bit disheveled, and he had a sharp jawline. Full lips and a straight nose reminded me of a Greek statue’s chiseled features and when I looked into his deep brown eyes, my breath literally caught in my throat.

      Holy crap. This guy could stop traffic.

      “Hi,” he said, his voice deep and friendly. “I’m Ben.”

      He held out a hand and I noticed the way the sleeves of his T-shirt stretched over his bicep. The man was ripped. I took his warm hand, feeling calloused fingertips. An electric tingle travelled up my arm, and I suppressed a shiver.

      “Tatum,” I said, surprised that I could remember my name at all. “Tatum Graves.”

      “It’s nice to meet you, Tatum.”  He grinned, the full wattage smile making my stomach flutter with awareness. “You know, that name means ‘bringer of joy.’”

      I couldn’t help scoffing. If only this guy knew what a hot mess I was. “I wish that was true,” I mumbled.

      He released my hand, and I had a crazy feeling of regret. I wanted to keep the contact. Hell, I wanted to feel those rough hands caress all over my body.

      Yikes. Yep, I was officially losing my mind. One hot guy sat next to me, and I was already thinking about what it would be like to do the horizontal tango with him. It was probably the alcohol influencing my libido, but that wasn’t going to stop me from ordering a drink as soon as we were in the air. Horny or not, with this gorgeous man sitting beside me, I was feeling slightly less bummed about my single status than I had since I was dumped.

      The flight attendants made their announcements, and I leaned back in my seat, yawning from boredom. Ben was completely alert, I noticed. He gave the two women his full attention as they went over the emergency exits and a whole list of other rules and information that I hoped we wouldn’t really need to know.

      I didn’t get the chance to fly as often as I’d like since travelling was so expensive, and I didn’t always have the money on my teacher’s salary, but I had never been afraid of being in an airplane. I knew the statistics, and that it was much more dangerous to drive a car.

      But as the plane started taxiing along the runway, I realized that my seatmate didn’t feel the same way. Ben didn’t say a word, but as the plane picked up speed, the engines getting louder, his hands gripped the armrests so hard that his knuckles turned white. He kept his eyes on the back of the seat in front of him, and took slow, deep breaths. I could see the veins in his neck sticking out, but as curious as I was about his reaction, I didn’t say anything about any of it.

      In fact, I looked away, trying to give this stranger as much privacy as possible while sitting mere inches apart. I didn’t want to bruise the guy’s ego by staring at him while he struggled through take off. I turned my attention to the window, watching as the nearby trees at the edge of the airport’s property became a blur of green and brown while the plane picked up even more speed. Then, we were in the air, the ground falling away as I watched, my face practically pressed up against the glass.

      It was exhilarating. In a matter of minutes, we were up in the air with clouds on all sides. When I finally turned away from the window, I saw that Ben was starting to relax, loosening his grip on the armrests as tension eased out of his rigid body.

      “You okay?” I asked, hoping that it didn’t offend him that I was asking. I knew that some men could be sensitive about showing weakness, especially to women. But Ben just gave me a tight smile.

      “I just hate taking off and landing,” he said, rolling his shoulders. My eyes caught the way his taut muscles moved beneath his clothing, and I swallowed hard. “For some reason, I feel my stomach drop every time and sweat breaks out on my forehead. I guess my body just knows that it’s not natural to fight gravity like that.”

      I chuckled. “Well, you won’t have to deal with it again until we land in four hours.”

      The flight attendant was working her way down the aisle, and she reached us at that moment. “Can I get you guys a drink?” she asked, handing over small bags of pretzels.

      “I’ll take a gin and tonic,” I said, hoping to keep myself a little tipsy until I got to the island. I was still feeling the lingering effects of my drinks at the bar, but that nice, floaty feeling was going to wear off soon.

      She handed over two bottles—one gin and one tonic water—and a little plastic cup of ice. Pulling down the tray table on the back of the seat in front of me, I got to work pouring the entirety of my gin into the glass and topping it off with the tonic water while Ben ordered himself a can of soda. Using the straw to stir my drink, I gave it a sip. It was strong, which was exactly what I wanted.

      Ben took a book out of his carry-on, and I turned my attention back to the window. There wasn’t much to see, but my thoughts weren’t on the clouds anyway. I was thinking about my bleak future, wondering if I’d ever find a man that loved me, for me. Would I ever get married myself? Have kids? Or was I a hopeless case?

      My drink was gone before I knew it, and I realized that I’d officially crossed the threshold from tipsy to drunk. Resting my forehead against the cool glass of the window, I sighed. My eyelids were suddenly starting to feel heavy and I didn’t have the will to stay awake.

      Wrapping my arms around my midsection, I felt myself relax and eventually succumbed to the bliss of deep sleep.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Ben

      

      

      

      I couldn't concentrate on my book. It was a mystery novel that I’d been saving to read on this long flight since buying it a week ago. I should have been engrossed in a classic whodunit tale by now.

      The problem was the woman in the seat next to me. Well, problem was probably the wrong word. She was just a hell of a distraction.

      She fell asleep early in the flight, her face pressed up against the window. I didn’t realize she was out at first, but when the flight attendant came around for our trash, Tatum didn’t hand over her empty cup, so I did it for her.

      Then, she shifted her position, turning over until her head landed on my shoulder. I stiffened at first, not sure what to do. My eyes ran over her face, taking in her ivory skin and those long eyelashes that brushed her high cheekbones. She was beautiful. I noticed it the moment I sat down and got a look at those big hazel eyes and the long dark blonde waves that fell past her shoulders. She was wearing red lipstick that drew my gaze to her lips and caused my cock to jerk in my pants as my imagination went down a very dirty path.

      Now, as I stared at her, those lips parted and she started to speak. Her eyes were still closed, so I was pretty sure that she was still asleep.

      “...Aiden,” she mumbled.

      I frowned. She was travelling alone, so who was Aiden?

      “No, don’t…” she continued, frowning in her sleep.

      I looked down at her again and saw that her V-neck top had shifted and was leaving little to the imagination when it came to her cleavage. The swells of her breasts were visible, and I felt a hot blast of desire.

      “Why can’t I make love work?” she murmured, and I would have found her chattiness while sleeping funny if she didn’t sound so upset. There was pain in her voice. “What’s wrong with me?”

      Not a damn thing from my perspective. That would be my answer to her question. As far as I could tell, she was a total catch.

      Someone walked along the middle aisle, and I glanced up to see a middle-aged man staring at Tatum’s chest as he passed. A surge of annoyance flared through me. Suddenly, I didn’t like what was on display one bit.

      Careful not to jostle her too much, I grabbed my carry-on bag from the floor and pulled out my tablet first, then a sweatshirt that I stuffed in there this morning, just in case it was cold on the plane. I laid it over Tatum like a blanket, and she shifted in her sleep again, nuzzling further into me. I could feel her warm breath fan out over my neck.

      A half-smile lifted my lips as I connected my tablet to the in-flight Wi-Fi and checked my email. I had two new messages, and I opened the first one. It was a confirmation email about the venue for the bachelor party I was planning. As best man for my friend Michael’s wedding, it was my job to make sure that I showed him and the rest of the groomsmen a good time on the island. It was going to be a blast.

      The other email was from a woman named Amy, but I didn’t open it. The subject line said: We need to talk. I knew that whatever she wanted to say was just going to ruin my good mood, and that was the last thing I wanted.

      The fasten seatbelt sign turned on as I put the tablet away, and I reached over to put up the table tray in front of Tatum. The pilot came over the intercom system to announce that we were starting our descent, and I made sure to avoid looking out the window that Tatum had left open. I knew from experience that seeing the ground come closer so rapidly would just make my anxiety worse.

      I wasn’t sure why I told Tatum the truth about the effect that taking off and landing had on me. I’d never told anyone about it before. But she was so nice, with no judgement in her eyes, that I felt compelled to be honest with her.

      As the plane tilted downward, I couldn’t keep myself from tensing up. My stomach flipped, and I grabbed onto the armrest. All I could do was breathe deeply and wait for the nerves to pass once the wheels were firmly on the ground.

      Then, there was a gasp and Tatum suddenly jerked awake, looking around in confusion. I didn’t know if the plane’s change in trajectory woke her up, or if it was my own bunched up muscles making her uncomfortable, but it didn’t matter. It provided a distraction from the reaction I was having to the landing as her disorientation passed and she looked horrified.

      She wiped away a little drool from the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand, and looked down at my shirt, where she’d left a little wet spot on my shoulder. Her eyes widened, and I thought that she looked adorable as her cheeks reddened in embarrassment.

      “Oh my god, did I drool on you?” she asked, completely mortified. “I-I’m so sorry.”

      I chuckled. I couldn’t help it, but apparently that was the wrong reaction because she huffed indignantly.

      “It’s not funny and I don’t appreciate you laughing at me,” she said, her tone a bit miffed. “I just had a few drinks and it made me sleepy…”

      “Does alcohol make you talk in your sleep too, or does that happen all the time?”

      She paled, her eyes widening in dismay. “I... talked in my sleep? Oh no. What did I say?”

      “I’m afraid that’s going to stay my secret.” I winked at her.

      I wasn’t sure why I didn’t tell her what I heard. Maybe it was because she seemed so upset when she mumbled those words about her troubled love life. I instinctively knew that she’d be even more embarrassed if she knew that I’d been privy to something so personal.

      She frowned at me, but I just grinned. Then, the plane touched down and it occurred to me that it was the least anxious I’d ever felt during a plane’s descent.

      “Thanks for keeping my mind off the landing,” I said as she glanced down and realized she was covered up in a sweatshirt that was probably three sizes too big for her thin frame.

      “Is this yours?” she asked, pulling it off and straightening her shirt underneath so that less skin and cleavage was showing.

      “Yeah. I, uh...thought you might be cold.”

      That sounded better than admitting that I had been jealous of others seeing down her shirt. And I wasn’t sure that I could stop looking myself unless she was covered up. I’d just met this woman and I already had a disturbing lack of self-control when it came to her.

      “Oh, well, thanks,” she said softly, appreciatively. “Here you go.”

      She handed over the sweatshirt, and our fingers brushed. I felt the heavy weight of my cock in my pants at the simple contact.

      Then, it was time to disembark the plane. Tatum avoided eye contact with me, which I assumed was because she was still self-conscious about falling asleep on me and drooling. I didn’t try to keep the conversation going as we stood and made our way off the plane, sure that my amusement would just make her more upset.

      Still, as we walked out into the airport, I knew that I couldn’t let her leave without any idea of whether or not I would ever see her again.

      “Will you be on the island long?” I asked, as we approached the baggage claim area side-by-side. “Maybe I’ll see you around.”

      Tatum grabbed her suitcase off the revolving belt and gave me a small, almost regretful smile. “I’m afraid I’ll be too busy for that. But it was nice to meet you, Ben. Enjoy your vacation.”

      She turned and walked away while I waited for my own suitcase to drop from the chute. I watched her go, my eyes drawn to the swing of her hips, and wondered just what that meant.
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