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        It all starts with getting wet…

      

        

      
        Randi Lockwood is kicking butt. Her teaching career is going great, she's on track to finish her Master’s degree and she's fine with being single at thirty-five. And then BAM, suddenly there’s a single dad and a whole lotta unexpected feelings in her life. Seriously, why the hell does her heart get all gooey over the guy? And how does she cope with the fact he’s everything she didn’t know she wanted, with a whole lot of baggage thrown in? 

      

        

      
        Being a widower and raising two daughters at forty-two isn’t easy, but Aussie Brody Thorton is doing his best. His kids are the focus of his life, and that's the way it should be. Anyway, he has no time for romance. Even if everything about his daughter’s high school teacher makes his heart hammer. True love only ever happens once. Right? 

      

        

      
        What happens when love comes with other responsibilities? Because Brody’s memories of the past and Randi’s plans for the future might destroy any hope of happiness for them as a couple. And that’s only the start…

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Love and Other Responsibilities

        Copyright © 2020 by Lexxie Couper

        Published June 2020

        Editing by Heidi Shoham

      

      

      All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced nor used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for use of brief quotations in a book review.

      This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be resold or given away to other people. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return it and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

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

      
        
        The best way to stay in touch is to join Lexxie’s New Release List. Visit LexxieCouper.com to subscribe.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dedication

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        To the father of my daughters. My husband. My true-love story. My happily ever after. Thank you, Nigel. For being my everything.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Acknowledgments

          

        

      

    

    
      The Author (a very Aussie Australian) would like to thank the following awesome people for making certain her American characters sounded American, and that her American school system was accurately represented:

      

      Val Meglis, Sharon Bridwell, Fedora Chen, Tamara Yunker and Jenna Underwood.

      

      You are all amazing.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Damn, that’s a fine back. And fine shoulders. And arms.

      In fact, everything about the man standing in the line for the Tornado Whirl fell into the delicious-eye-candy basket. Of course, Randi had yet to see the front of the man, only the back, but she’d been drooling over the sublime view of his back ever since she’d caught up to him at the foot of the stairs on the final level of the waterslide. The beads of water on his smooth, bronzed skin glistening in the San Diego summer sun only emphasized the sexy view.

      All toned and sculpted and yummy.

      Good grief, what would all those muscles feel like?

      A hard jolt from behind knocked her off-balance.

      “Move, Aunt Randi.”

      Grabbing at the railing to steady herself, she fixed her nephew—fifteen and way too smart for his own good—with an exasperated grin. “Okay, Chuckles, I get you’re impatient, but can you lay off the body slams for a while. We’re almost at the top, and I can’t go any farther forward.”

      Charles, AKA Chuck, AKA Chuckles, smirked and flicked a pointed look at Mr. Back-Like-A-God. “I was just trying to help. Make you move forward, that is.”

      Randi cocked an eyebrow at her well-meaning but highly inappropriate nephew. “Keep that up, Chuck, and I’ll toss you over the side.” She leaned toward the steep mesh separating the top level of the waterslide’s walkway from the view of the ground a good sixty feet below. “And”—she gave him a smirk of her own—“I don’t think you’ll bounce.”

      Chuck rolled his eyes and shoved at her shoulder a little, enough to make her panic about her boob’s containment in the skimpy triangle of purple material calling itself a bikini top. Why the hell had she decided to wear it again? She was thirty-five, for Pete’s sake, not twenty-five. “C’mon, Aunty R. Get a move on.”

      Surreptitiously checking that her cleavage remained in the PG-13 category, Randi turned back to face the direction of the Tornado Whirl and got an eyeful of Mr. Back-Like-A-God’s incredible thighs and calves a few feet farther up the walkway.

      Oh wow.

      Mr. Incredible Back Shoulders Arms Hips Thighs and Calves turned slightly sideways at the mouth of the slide, one foot on its rim, one hand gripping the handle overhead.

      Holy crap, his full-body profile was just as exquisitely sexy as the rest of him.

      “It’s okay, Daddy.” A small child no more than six grinned up at him, her hand firmly clasped in his, her strawberry-blond hair a mass of wet ringlets streaming down her small back.

      Daddy? Well, there goes that fantasy. Infidelity was a no-go, even in her imagination.

      “Don’t be scared,” the little girl went on. “I’ll look after you.”

      He chuckled. Goddamn it, he even has a sexy laugh. “Doing my best, hon,” he answered.

      Randi groaned. Oh God, he has an Australian accent and a sexy voice. It was as if someone had tapped into her Chris Hemsworth fantasy just to torture her.

      Why the hell did I suggest Wet ‘N’ Wild Water Park for the day’s fun?

      This is what she got for putting her work as a teacher and her studies ahead of her social life. If she’d actually had sex in the last six months, she wouldn’t be lusting after a man way out of her league on a waterslide far too scary for her own adventure limits. She should have started dating again after things ended with Professor Jerk-wad instead of plunging into a master’s—

      “Hurry up, Randi.” Chuck nudged her in the back. “You’re next.”

      She stumbled forward and whacked her knee on the last step.

      “Shit,” she burst out.

      Shit? She slapped her hand over her mouth and looked up at the man perched at the entry of the slide not four feet away.

      His gaze connected with hers, an expression of disapproval falling over a face so goddamn gorgeous it was ridiculous. “C’mon, Sasha.” He placed his hand on his daughter’s shoulder and turned away, presenting Randi his delicious back again as he guided the kid into the opening of the slide. “Our turn.”

      The little girl—Sasha—gave Randi a mischievous grin before disappearing behind her father’s torso.

      “On the green light,” the slide’s attendant, a teenager who couldn’t be any older than Chuck, said to the man and his daughter, “you pull yourself forward. Make sure you hold her the whole way down, sir.”

      The Australian god nodded. “On the green light.” His shoulders bunched as he slid one arm more firmly around his daughter’s body, holding her against the protection of his. “Ready?”

      “Ready!” Sasha crowed with a jubilant laugh, a second before the red light above the slide’s mouth turned green.

      The muscles in the man’s back rippled with latent strength, and then he launched them both into the jet of water surging through the slide.

      A squeal of delight filled the air, as did a booming laugh, and then father and daughter were gone from sight.

      Rubbing at her throbbing knee, Randi climbed the last step and took her place at the mouth of the slide. Whoa, is that my pulse? Adrenaline. Had to be. She hadn’t been on a water slide since she was sixteen, after all.

      Yeah, right. More like Mr. Hot Dad.

      “On the green light, pull yourself forward.”

      She shot the attendant beside her a quick look. “Already? Are you sure?”

      The kid scratched at a cluster of pimples on his right cheek and frowned at the light currently flickering between red and green. “Er”—another scratch—“sure.”

      Randi met his frown and challenged it with one of her own. She was familiar with his ilk. The kind of teenager who put their brain in neutral when they shouldn’t. “I think it’s too soon. Does the light do that often? If I go now I’ll run into the—”

      “Go,” the kid pressed his hand to the small of her back and shoved.

      Three things happened at once, in perfect sync and vivid clarity: Randi’s damp fingers slipped from the support rail at the mouth of the slide, Chuck burst out laughing behind her, and the light stopped flickering between green and red to glow red. Bright, adamant red.

      Oh shit.

      Before she could do anything to halt the inevitable, the powerful jet of water slammed at her butt, gravity grabbed at her with equal enthusiasm, and she was plummeting down the wet blue tube.

      Heading straight for the hottest guy she’d ever seen and his young daughter.
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      Even as Brody Thorton laughed his way down the slide, hugging Sasha to his body as they twisted and banked up and down its wet sides, a part of his mind kept returning to the woman in the purple bikini.

      Hell, she was pretty. All that long, dark hair and ice-blue eyes, and those curves. Fair dinkum, something about her had—

      “Watch out!”

      The cry, frantic and terrorized at once, sounded behind him, a second before something slammed into him.

      Something warm and soft with legs. Legs that suddenly appeared on either side of his hips. Long, feminine legs.

      “Oh God,” the warm, soft thing with legs gushed behind him.

      Is that… Hell, is that…

      “I’m sorry, I’m sorry.”

      Yep, the warm soft thing pressed to his back was the woman in the skimpy bikini, her legs damn near wrapped around his hips, her hands clinging to his shoulders.

      And shit, her breasts were squashed against his back, and her wet skin slipped and slid against his, a friction way more evocative than his brain was prepared for.

      He hugged Sasha as she laughed with excitement at their abrupt acceleration. Twisting as much as he could to look over his shoulder, he saw the woman in the purple bikini clinging to him, eyes squeezed shut, a mortified look of dismay twisting her face.

      He opened his mouth to say something—who knows what. Hi, I’m Brody, maybe—but they hit one of the slide’s notorious hairpin curves, and any hope of doing anything but ride out the g-forces and splashes of water was destroyed.

      Sasha shrieked with joy again, no doubt on an adrenaline high. The woman let out a strangled “Eep,” her arms wrapping around his torso with desperate strength. Her breasts mashed to his back again, warm and soft and undeniably there, and her thighs pressed at his hips. Brody ground his teeth at the contact and fixed his stare on the rush of water and blur of blue tubing ahead of him.

      It’s that or—

      Another hairpin bend whipped the disturbing, unfinished thought from his mind.

      All three of them banked up the side of the slide, Sasha laughing the whole way, the woman in the purple bikini slipping against his back, her apologetic cries echoing through the tunnel. Cries that became giggling squeals as they continued their rapid, wet decent.

      Bloody hell, they’re infectious.

      Despite the situation, his unsettling response to the woman pressed against him, and the fact that all three of them were moving way too fast for his peace of mind, he found himself laughing as well.

      Laughing and giving himself over to the rush of it all.

      Their laughter filled the narrow tunnel. At every whiplash-fast bend, the woman’s thighs gripped him tighter. At every banking corner, her arms squeezed him closer to her. On every straight, she laughed out one apology after the other.

      And then, in an assault of sunlight and hot air, they were flying through the air, momentum impelling them from the end of the slide into a shallow pool. They hit the water in a tangle of arms and legs and skin sliding against skin.

      Damn, that was fun.

      His feet hit the bottom of the pool, and he stood, holding Sasha tightly to his torso and seeking out the woman in the purple bikini as he did so.

      Where is she? Where is—

      She erupted from the water beside him, a laughing, coughing mess of tangled hair, glistening skin, and jiggling boobs. “I’m sorry,” she spluttered, lurching sideways, face half covered by thick strands of wet hair. “I’m sorry. I told the kid up there it was too—”

      “Incoming!” a boy’s voice shouted, a heartbeat before a blur of color slammed into her, knocking her to her knees.

      “Can we do that again?” Sasha burst out, squirming in his arms as he watched the teenage boy, who’d just arced from the slide, lever himself off the woman in the purple bikini.

      “Daddy, let’s do that again.”

      “That was epic.” The teenager whooped, slicking his hands over his face as he grinned at the woman currently trying to regain her footing in the thigh-high water. “Let’s do it again.”

      “Yes! Again, again!” Sasha grabbed at Brody’s shoulders and shook him with as much strength as her six-year-old muscles would allow. “Let’s do it again. All of us. Me, you, and the lady, too!”

      The woman laughed, her balance still not altogether sound as she raised a hand to her wet-hair-covered face. “Oh, wow, I don’t think—”

      “All of us, Daddy,” Sasha cried, still shaking him. “Please?”

      The woman pressed her palm to her forehead and smoothed the hair from her face, lips curling into a happy smile.

      A beautiful smile.

      Damn it, there wasn’t a hope in hell he could agree to Sasha’s excited request. Not with the way he was reacting to the drenched woman grinning in front of him. Not with the way his mind noted her incredible breasts and lush curves and… Bloody hell, is that a belly ring?

      Yep. A bloody belly ring. He had a thing for belly rings.

      Belly rings and bikinis that barely concealed curves that spoke of a love of exercise and a love of food…

      His body reacted with interest, and he turned away.

      Shit. Think of something else. Think of something—

      “Brody, are you going to get out of the pool soon?”

      Shit. Again.

      Forcing a relaxed smile to his face, he directed his attention to the willowy woman in the blindingly white bikini watching him from the edge of the slide’s pool. “Sorry, Alicia. We just had an incident.”

      Alicia arched an eyebrow, her red-glossed lips pursing. “We?”

      Before he could stop himself, he turned back to the woman in the purple bikini.

      She grinned at him, her eyes dancing with fun. “We did, didn’t we?”

      Every molecule in Brody that ran on testosterone noticed how she looked. Noticed and wanted to catalog it.

      Stop it.

      Brody jerked his stare back to Alicia, now regarding him not only with pursed lips and arched eyebrow, but with folded arms and a jutted hip. “There was some confusion with the gap between riders on the slide,” he said, threading his fingers through Sasha’s. His daughter looked like she was about to make a beeline for the lush bundle of laughing sexiness in the purple bikini. Alicia would have a fit if Sasha did such a thing. “We got tangled up altogether mid-slide.”

      “Hmm.” The eyebrow arched higher as Alicia slid a steady stare to the woman standing near him in the pool. “Did you now?”

      “It was awesome!” Sasha burst out, swinging Brody’s hand in wild circles. “We’re going to do it again, Alicia. Now. Aren’t we, Daddy? Aren’t we, lady?”

      “Miranda.” The vision in skimpy purple laughed. “My name’s Miranda. But almost everyone but my mother calls me Randi.”

      Brody couldn’t stop himself shooting her a look. Randi. Talk about the perfect name.

      She grinned at him again. And yet, something about the way she fidgeted with her bikini top and ducked her head told him she was feeling…what? Unsettled.

      “Please, Daddy?” Sasha played tug-o-war with his hand some more, the beseeching tone in her voice equally as powerful as her tiny grip on his fingers. “All three of us.”

      “Yeah, Aunty R.” The teenage boy behind Randi gave Brody a wide smirk as he nudged Randi’s shoulder with his own. “All three of you.”

      “Brody?” Alicia’s cool voice sounded over the water, loaded with barbed opinion.

      He turned his stare to her, unable to miss the judgment in his sister-in-law’s gaze as it ran over him.

      His gut clenched. “Where’s Will?”

      Alicia shrugged. “Snapchatting, I think.”

      He ground his teeth. So much for a family day out. At least Sasha is having fun.

      And so am I. Even more now Randi—

      “Daddy!” Sasha laughed. “Let’s go.”

      “Go for it, Aunty R,” the teenager encouraged.

      Alicia cocked her eyebrow higher. At the rate of its ascension, the immaculately shaped feature would soon join the immaculately groomed hair on her head. “Really, Brody?”

      Fixing Alicia a level stare, Brody scooped up his giggling daughter, deposited her on his hip, and swung to the goddess in the purple bikini. “Game to go down with me again, Randi?”
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      Randi was pretty certain she’d missed something really important he’d said as they climbed the stairs to the top of the slide together.

      Must have.

      Somewhere between the, “G’day, I’m Brody,” in the landing pool and the halfway point of the climb to the beginning of the slide, Mr. Hot Dad must have mentioned who Alicia was. He didn’t seem like the kind of guy to go off with another woman in front of his partner/date/whatever Alicia was. Maybe he was divorced and this was a mutual-ground meet-up?

      God, please let him be divorced.

      A hot finger of guilt stabbed at her, and she gave herself a mental slap. Seriously, she needed to get a hold of herself.

      It was hard not to feel guilty about going down the slide again with a maybe-divorced man. It was harder still not to ignore his little girl, Sasha, who was too damn adorable for her own good. Randi was enjoying chatting and laughing with her way too much to stop and think about what she was doing.

      Surely that was the case. Surely that’s why she’d agreed to do the slide again even with Alicia studying her like a hawk.

      What a little cutie.

      Sasha, not Alicia. Even though she didn’t speak with an Australian accent like her father, there was no denying she was his daughter. They shared the same eyes, the same mischievous smile. The same predilection for the word “crikey.”

      “…to San Diego?”

      At Chuck’s loud question, Randi started paying attention to the conversation between her nephew and Mr. Too-Sexy-For-Words.

      Of course he’d joined them on the adventure. He was Chuck. He knew how to track down an awkward situation like a bloodhound. He’d stuck out his hand to Brody as they’d begun to climb the stairs again, said, “Hi, I’m Chuck, Randi’s nephew. I live with her. ’Cause she’d die without me,” and then proceeded to talk about the physics involved in water slides. And now it seemed he was grilling Brody. Damn.

      “About seven years ago,” Brody answered, a warm smile on his face as he looked down at Sasha holding his hand as they climbed another step. “To be closer to the maniac here’s grandparents.”

      “Are they from San Diego?” Charles gave Randi a surreptitious nudge to the back.

      Brody nodded, lifting his smile from his daughter. “They are. Although they’re currently two months into a year-long, round-the-world trip. Gray nomads we call their like back home in Australia. Oldies who travel. Who said seventy-year-olds don’t know how to live, eh?”

      Clearly, nothing like her own parents. Her mom and dad had ventured no farther than the universities they both lectured at for decades. When they’d retired, they’d both written book after book on the academic process, on raising gifted children, and just about any other subject that put a spotlight on their superior intellects and achievements.

      “That sounds wonderful,” she said, giving Sasha a grin. “And adventurous. Not typical grandparents, then?”

      “Not typical at all. But then, they never have been. Sasha’s grandmother still owns an art gallery in Old Town, and her pop is a children’s book author. I.R. Fenchurch. The author of the There’s a Dragon in My Soup series.”

      “Wow.” Charles nudged Randi on the back again, this time with nothing close to surreptitious force. “Did you hear that, Aunty R? You could go hang out with them both.”

      A rush of heat flooded Randi’s cheeks, and she pivoted to cast him a what-are-you-doing face.

      “Aunt Randi,” Charles went on, “is an art teacher.”

      “You know, I can talk for myself, Chuckles.”

      “So do it.”

      She opened her mouth and closed it.

      No part of, “I’m a thirty-five-year-old teacher embarking on an insane master’s degree in Creative Narrative Through the Visual Image and Written Word,” was sexy.

      He’s a dad. Which means there’s a mom. Which means he’s off-limits.

      Besides, she was still smarting over the failure of her relationship with Professor Jerk-wad. Finding him in bed with one of his students was a cliché she never thought she’d have to experience. But experience it she had, along with the humiliation of once again being the biggest failure in the Lockwood family, and her parents—God love them—pointing it out to her, followed by her brother’s condolences, and her sister’s placating sympathies. Yes, the last thing she should be doing was trying to make her life sound sexy to a married man with a family of his own.

      Guilt lashed at her.

      Good grief, I’m pathetic.

      Brody cleared his throat. Sasha looked at her, waiting…

      “So,” Charles said, “Aunt Randi is an art teacher and she’s doing a master’s in Creative Story Telling Through Pictures and Words.” He paused, his grin stretching wider. A conspirator’s grin through and through. “Or something like that.”

      Heat flooded her cheeks. “I don’t think he cares.”

      “No, no.” Brody held up a hand. “I do. If only Tinder was this informative.”

      Randi blinked. Tinder? Surely he couldn’t be on Tinder? Maybe she needed to un-delete the app on her phone.

      Really, Miranda? Really?

      Brody grinned. “Kidding. Sorry. I have a shocking sense of humor, apparently. Or at least, one that doesn’t translate that well over here.”

      “I love your sense of humor, Daddy.” Sasha beamed up at him.

      “That you do, kiddo.” He tapped her adorable nose. “Your sister, however…”

      Sister? Two little girls? Tinder, and daughters and…

      There’s still a mother somewhere in the picture. Even if they’re no longer together, do I really want to get involved with someone who has that kind of…of…baggage?

      “So, what’s your master’s in?”

      She drew a deep breath, her pulse rapid. Damn it, maybe she should just ask him outright where his ex was.

      “Creative Narrative Through Visual Image and Written Word.” She really needed to regroup. And find her brain. “Which of course, is going to land me an awesome promotion and a well-deserved raise at work that will totally erase my student loan within a month.” She rolled her eyes. “I wish.”

      Brody chuckled. “Ah yes, the joys of higher educations. Know that feeling. Both my wife and I had student loans coming out our…” He stopped. Flicked his daughter a quick look. “Coming out our noses.”

      Sasha giggled up at Randi. “Daddy almost said arse.” The Australian pronunciation of the word sounded weirdly perfect mixed in with her normal speech.

      “All right, all right, maniac.” Brody swung her hand in a gentle arc. “That’s enough of that.”

      “Arse, arse, arse,” Sasha sing-songed, devilish light dancing in her eyes.

      “Sasha,” Brody intoned, frown promising punishment.

      It was obviously all an act. The love radiating from Brody for his daughter could power the entire West Coast.

      Sasha grinned up at him. “Ass. Is that better?”

      He nodded. “Bloody oath, love.”

      Randi couldn’t help but laugh, even as she fought back a groan. God, was it possible to fall in love at first sight? Or in this case, at first water-slide-stair climb?

      Good grief. Fall in love with a hot married Aussie with two daughters only six months after being dumped? So I have become a cliché. And a masochist.

      “Where’s your wife now?” Chuck asked, flicking Randi a quick look. “She not a fan of water slides?”

      A still quiet fell over Brody. At his side, Sasha grew equally calm. “It’s just us now,” he said, giving his daughter a gentle tap under her chin with his fingers. “Me, Sasha, and Will, my elder. Bridget passed away two years ago.”

      Oh man.

      Ice sheared through Randi’s chest. God, and here she’d been wanting him to say he was divorced a few moments ago.

      “Ahh, crap, dude,” Chuck muttered behind her. Consternation turned the words to a strangled apology. “I’m sorry.”

      Brody raised his head, his smile warm. “No worries, mate. Honest. We’re all good.”

      Sasha gave Randi and Chuck a nod. “Mommy is with the angels. Probably telling them to make their beds.”

      Randi’s heart clenched. A lump the size of the Rock of Gibraltar filled her throat. She gave the little girl a wobbly smile. “And to wash their hands before eating?”

      Sasha answered with a cheeky smile, and yet there was no denying the pain behind the curled lips. “Yep.”

      “So who’s Alicia?” Chuck asked. Just like that. She was going to kill him later.

      “My sister-in-law,” Brody answered, his gaze holding Randi’s for a second before he let out a dry grunt of a laugh and shrugged at Chuck. “She’s all right. Bit uptight sometimes.”

      “Sister-in-law.” Chuck grinned at Randi. “Cool. Cool, cool.”

      Brody cleared his throat. “We’re almost at the top. We should figure out how we’re going to do this.”

      Dinner at Denny’s, followed by the latest Pixar movie at the closest AMC with a bucket of popcorn between us.

      The ridiculous notion flashed through Randi’s head in a rush of glorious Technicolor images and Hallmark-cheese, at once terrifying and way too wonderful and appealing for words.

      Holy crap, what the hell am I thinking? What kind of person am I?

      “Er…” she croaked, staring—no, gaping—up at Brody.

      “I know I know!” Sasha jumped up and down between them, damp strawberry-blond curls bouncing around her cherub face. “I’ll sit in front of Randi, Randi can sit in front of you, Daddy, and Chuck can sit behind you.”

      Chuck burst out laughing. “I think the limit is three to a group.” He winked at Randi and then gave Brody a grin. “Damn it.”

      Randi swallowed.

      “Poo bum,” Sasha protested before beaming up at Brody. “Just us three then. It can be like a huggy train.”

      A less-than-wholesome image of Brody’s legs hugging her hips replaced the image of euphoric domesticity in Randi’s head and, before she could stop herself, she dropped her gaze. Of course, it landed on his crotch.

      For God’s sake, Miranda, stop it. Be a grown-up.

      “And I’ll shoot down all by myself after, laughing my a—butt off.” Chuck smirked.

      Brody shuffled his feet. “Maybe Randi might not feel comfortable sitting between my…”

      He trailed off. Heat flooded Randi’s cheeks.

      Sasha frowned. “Sitting between your what, Daddy?”

      He cleared his throat and flicked Randi a glance.

      It was all she could do not to groan.

      Yeah, definitely too long since she’d had any kind of social or sexual life. Her body was getting out of hand.

      Sasha looked at both of them. “It’ll be little, big, bigger!” she declared, pride in her voice as she decided whatever he was going to say in his sexy Aussie accent wasn’t worth the wait. “Perfect!”

      An enigmatic expression filled Brody’s face. Did he want her sitting between his spread thighs?

      Goddamn it, a water slide was never meant to be this traumatic.

      “Maybe you should ask Randi if that’s okay, Sasha.”

      Wide, innocent blue eyes swung up to her. “Is that okay, Randi?”

      Chuck laughed behind her. “Of course it’s okay.”

      She wanted to elbow her nephew in the stomach. Instead, she found herself trapped by Brody’s stare.

      A complicated monologue was taking place in his eyes, one she wished like hell she could translate.

      Was he regretting going on the slide with her again? Was it even possible to replicate the unexpected joy of their first time going down together? Was he going to get in trouble with the woman—what was her name? Alicia? And just who was Alicia to him anyway? His sister-in-law? Is that what he’d said? Then what was with all the Tinder jokes?

      The knot in Randi’s belly twisted.

      “You don’t have—” she began.

      “Let’s do it.”

      Sasha let out a whooping yay, jumping up and down. Chuck whacked Randi on the back, his laugh altogether too knowing for a fifteen-year-old.

      Randi gave Brody a sheepish smile. “Looks like we have a plan.”

      Brody’s jaw bunched again. “Looks like we do.”

      “Next!”

      They both startled at the slide attendant’s cracked-voice shout.

      Sasha grabbed Randi’s hand, her grip stronger than expected, and with another jubilant cry of delight, yanked Randi forward. “Come on!”

      There was no time to argue. Or think about what was going on.

      One second Randi was staring up into the eyes of the sexiest guy she’d ever met, a man with two daughters and a heart-wrenching history, the next she was being towed with gusto up to the mouth of the slide.

      Randi couldn’t help but laugh. What the hell? One more moment of lunacy. What with the way Alicia was glaring at her earlier, she would no doubt take Brody away the second they were out of the water anyway.

      She squeezed Sasha’s hand. “Let’s do this.”

      Sasha yayed again, even as Randi prepared herself for what was to come. How on earth she was going to survive Brody wrapping his almost bare legs around her hips was beyond her.

      Oh. Boy.
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      Time—and the pimple-faced slide attendant—didn’t allow Brody to retreat or rethink what he was doing.

      Neither did Randi’s nephew, a boy who seemed to be quite adept at matchmaking machinations.

      With a smirk, Charles “Randi calls me Chuckles” slapped Brody on the shoulder and told him to hurry the hell up and get on the slide at the exact same moment the pimple-faced slide attendant did.

      In the space of four canon-shot heartbeats, Brody took in the grinning teenager and the growing queue behind him. He saw the upturned faces of his daughter and Randi, with their respective excited and apprehensive expressions, and then he was gripping the support bars on either side of the slide’s mouth and swinging his legs either side of Randi’s hips.

      Every blood cell in his veins charged south.

      He heard Sasha laugh with joy, heard Randi let out a gasp, and then the slide attendant’s palm slammed into the center of his back, and the world became a wet blur.

      They rocketed down the twisting tube in a laughing train of limbs and laughter.

      Every time they banked up the walls of the slide to take a bend, Brody’s thighs instinctually tightened on Randi’s hips, and his hands circled her waist.

      Every time that happened, every time his palms slid over her smooth, wet flesh, base male desire flooded his body.

      Hell. Hell. Think of something else. Think of—

      Nope. He was damn near wrapped around the wet, semi-naked body of a gorgeous woman with gorgeous curves and a gorgeous smile whose very laugh made his heart beat faster. How could he think of anything else?

      The faster they slid down the slide, the hotter and more flustered he became, and the more he tried to distance himself from Randi.

      Of course, it was physically impossible. He may have spent most of his time during high school physics trying to figure out how to get into Shellie Anderson’s pants—unsuccessfully, as it turned out—but he knew enough about gravity, velocity, and speed-to-weight ratio to know a 202-pound Australian male was incapable of going backward up a waterslide no matter how much he wished he could.

      It didn’t help that the g-forces on their bodies meant Randi kept leaning back into him.

      Shit, there went his hands again, slipping up her wet rib cage. His fingers came close to brushing the swell of her incredible breasts, and he forgot how to breathe.

      Bloody hell, I’m in trouble.

      When he should have been totally submerged in the fun of the slide, in the sheer joy of his daughter’s squeals, he was thinking about how amazing it would be to slowly peel Randi’s bikini—

      The slide vanished.

      Replaced by the sensation of soaring through nothingness for a split second, a nothingness filled with Sasha’s and Randi’s happy screams.

      And then, with his legs still wrapped around Randi’s hips and his hands still precariously close to her breasts, all three of them hit the water of the pool.

      A rush of cold enveloped him, arse first, then his balls, his cock, and the rest of him.

      Somewhere between breaking the surface and being completely submerged, his brain—ever helpful—registered his hands had slipped up over the swell of Randi’s breasts and skimmed their perfect round form as he plummeted into the water.

      Heat flooded his body, rivaling the cool water surrounding him and, with an awkwardness he’d not possessed since he was a teenage boy still growing into his lanky limbs and size-thirteen feet, he lurched upward and backward.

      As fast and as far from Randi and her amazing curves as the water would allow.

      Which wasn’t far or fast enough.

      In a mess of thrashing arms and legs, their bodies collided. His inner thighs slid against her hips, her thighs. Her elbow connected with the plane of his stomach just below his navel, and her shoulder rubbed up the length of his inner arm.

      The fingers of his right hand tangled in the floating curtain of her hair.

      Fuck a fucking duck.

      He burst up through the surface of the pool, towing Randi with him.

      Somewhere nearby, muffled by the water in his ears, Sasha’s delighted cries danced on the air.

      “Again, Daddy! Again!”

      Instinctually, he went to swipe away the drops of water dribbling into his eyes, and proceeded to yank Randi—by her hair—smack-bam into his chest.

      Wet lush, soft breasts mashed against him.

      Her belly followed, the tiny circle of her belly button ring a wicked friction against his lower abs that his brain had no right registering in the ludicrousness of the situation.

      But it did. Registered. Noted. Catalogued away for future sexual torment.

      Staggering back a step, Brody could only groan as his heel slipped on the pool’s bottom. Could only grab on to Randi tighter with his free hand as he began to tumble backward, his right hand still knotted in the wet strands of her hair.

      Shit. Her arse.

      Of course, it would be her arse he blindly grabbed. Her gorgeous, round arse that yielded to his reflexive grip in the exact way a woman’s arse should.

      Once again, his brain catalogued the sensation. Randi’s backside was that exquisite combination of toned muscle and padding that a man could spend a lifetime squeezing and grabbing and kneading.

      Ah, fuck no. He did not need an erection right now. He did not—

      He bit down, hard, on the inside of his mouth.

      Pain sheared through him. And still, all the blood in his veins surged south.

      What the fuck? What the—

      Gravity snatched at both of them. He fell back into the water, Randi flat against him, her bare stomach rubbing against a growing bulge no one could miss no matter how chaotic the situation.

      In the space of ten minutes, the stunning American he’d known for hardly any time at all had experienced his hands on her boobs and his semi on her belly.

      Way to make a first impression, dick—

      Water enveloped his head, poured into his nose.

      Underwater. They were both completely underwater.

      They were both—

      Warm lips found his.

      A bold tongue stroked at the slight opening of his mouth, and without thought or hesitation, Brody surrendered to the need surging through him and kissed her back.

      Even as he planted his feet on the pool’s floor, tightened his grip on her arse, and propelled them both upward with a powerful thrust of his legs.

      They broke the surface kissing, burst from the cool embrace of the water into the bright, humid afternoon fucking each other’s mouths with their tongues.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      “Daddy?”

      Sasha’s shocked gasp yanked Randi away from the most incredible kiss of her life.

      Guilt flooded through the desire turning her blood hot and her breath shallow.

      Holy crap, I kissed him.

      And Brody had kissed her back, and for wild seconds, nothing had mattered except his tongue sliding against hers. Nothing had existed except that kiss and his hard length rubbing against her stomach and his hard fingers squeezing her ass and his fist balled in her hair.

      Nothing. Not even the splash and wake of Chuck’s arrival in the pool.

      Nothing.

      Until Sasha’s cry.

      Spinning to face Brody’s daughter, Randi opened her mouth.

      And closed it again.

      What did she say?

      The little girl stared up at her, eyes wide, mouth a perfect O.

      Behind her, Chuck cleared his throat. “Whoa…” Awed disbelief cut through the impressed approval of her nephew’s exclamation.

      Randi gaped some more at Brody’s daughter. “Sasha…” The name was barely more than a croak. “I didn’t—”

      “Yay!” Strawberry-blond curls bounced around Sasha’s wet cherub cheeks as she leaped up and down in the water, a smile splitting her face. “You and Daddy kissed! Wait till I tell Will!”

      Before Randi could move—or process Sasha’s reaction—the little girl burst into laughing yays again.

      Randi blinked. Okay, was not expecting that.

      Shooting a look at the silent Australian standing but a few feet away, she swallowed. The memory of his erection rubbing at her stomach taunted her, and she had to stop from dropping her stare to his groin.

      Loud kissing noises filled the air, punctuated by delighted little-girl giggles and more kissing noises.

      Randi forced her attention on Brody’s face.

      Motionless, he watched his daughter with an array of expressions Randi couldn’t decipher flickering across his face.

      “Okay, okay, maniac.” He chuckled—finally—and moved his hands in the universally recognized parental gesture for time to settle down. “That’s enough.”

      Randi swallowed again. Her stomach knotted and churned and generally behaved like she was about to sit her SATs all over again.

      Oh God, I kissed him. And he kissed me back.

      Hard. Fast. And hungry. And it was so goddamn good she wanted to do it a—

      Snap out of it.

      “I’m sorry.” The apology burst from her with the same level of premeditation and contemplation as her earlier possession of Brody’s lips—zero. “I’m really sorry, I didn’t mean to—”

      “Daddy’s got a girlfriend,” Sasha sing-songed, splashing toward her father in the water, her smile now an open grin of pure mischief. “Daddy’s got a girlfriend.”

      “Whoa,” Chuck repeated behind Randi. This time, there was less disbelief and more admiration in her nephew’s voice. “Way to go, Aunty R.”

      “I really didn’t mean to kiss him,” Randi continued, determined to bring the situation back under control.

      Sasha froze in the water, tiny fists on her hips, an indignant frown knitting her eyebrows. “Didn’t you like kissing Daddy?”

      “It was the best kiss of my—”

      She slapped her palm to her mouth. Far too late, if Chuck’s delighted laugh told her anything.

      Incapable of any other action, Randi slid her gaze to Brody.

      Their stares met. Held.

      Randi’s stomach churned some more, this time, however, it had nothing to do with the guilt and disbelief of her actions, and everything to do with the raw desire she saw in Brody’s eyes.

      Desire she understood completely.

      If it weren’t for the fact that they stood in the middle of a public pool with dozens of people around them, not to mention Brody’s adorable, innocent daughter, she would throw herself at him this very second and mount him like a—

      “What the hell is going on?”

      Randi flinched. The woman from earlier once again stood at the side of the pool. The woman with the haughty glare, disdainful inspections, and disheartening lack of cellulite.

      That haughty glare was fixed firmly on Brody, who now—Randi noticed—was hitching Sasha up out of the water and onto his hip.

      “Did you see?” Sasha wriggled about, wrapping her tiny arms around Brody’s neck and swinging her legs back and forth next to his torso. “Daddy and Randi kissed.” To emphasize the observation, she made fresh kissing noises.
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