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He’s the total package.


Except . . .

Eric Miller isn’t looking for a long term relationship. And he definitely isn’t thrilled when a friend signs him up for The Boyfriend Experience app behind his back. It’s not like he has a problem getting women on his own. But when he gets a notification that someone is in need of his . . . services, he’s intrigued enough to check out her profile and can’t resist the sexy, sassy little brunette who only wants him as a decoy for a family event.

Evie Bennett needs a boyfriend, stat. Someone who can accompany her to her family reunion so she doesn’t have to explain that she’s been recently dumped. Again. She’s perfectly happy being an independent woman, but what’s a girl to do when her new fake boyfriend starts to feel like the real deal?
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CHAPTER ONE


“Does anyone know a hot single guy they could set Evie up with for a weekend?”

Evie Bennett shot Jessica—her good friend and one of her business partners—a what-the-hell look, though she couldn’t say she was completely shocked by Jessica’s impulsive question to the women in their salon and spa since her friend had little to no filter. But seriously, Evie didn’t need their clients knowing her personal business.

“Why do you need a hot single guy, Evie?” the young, twenty-something girl sitting at Jessica’s nail table asked. Her name was Lacey and she was adorably ditzy and clueless. “Aren’t you already dating someone?”

Ahhh, the drawbacks of working in a small, open-concept salon, where no topic was off-limits, including Evie’s love life . . . or lack thereof, she thought with a grimace as she continued flat ironing her client’s hair.

“Was dating someone,” her other friend and business partner chimed in as she walked toward the reception area to greet her two o’clock facial. Scarlett was the spa portion of Beauty and Bliss Salon and Spa. “But he ended up being a shady, two-timing jerk.”

Asshole was a more apt term, in Evie’s opinion. After four months of dating Eric, she’d discovered that he’d been living a double life and she’d been his dirty little secret. And in a desperate attempt to appease his furious fiancée, he’d devastated Evie in the process with his insistence that she’d meant nothing to him. Even a month later, that embarrassing recollection and those words still stung like a fresh slap to the face.

As far as dating and relationships with men went, she couldn’t seem to get it right. Her judgment when it came to their sincerity and fidelity sucked and she was clearly too easily charmed. Seriously, how had she allowed Eric to fool her so completely when she should have been more cautious and aware of all his excuses, last-minute changes of plans, and the fact that he preferred that she call before just dropping by his place?

Now she knew why. It would have been too much of a risk of her finding him with his fiancée. Instead, she’d run into the two them, hand in hand and being very affectionate, at the movie theater. He’d told her he was going out with the guys for the night, and at the last minute, Evie had decided to join Scarlett and Jessica in seeing the latest blockbuster romantic comedy. Needless to say, seeing Eric with another woman had led to a confrontation that had put a damper on the evening and left her feeling used.

“Men can be such dogs,” Jessica said vehemently as she filed down her client’s nails.

“I agree,” the younger girl sitting across from Jessica said. “We should kidnap him and tar and feather his dick and balls.”

The idea made Evie laugh and lightened her mood. Yeah, she could definitely get on board with that.

“Not all men are dogs,” Peyton, the pretty, blonde-haired woman sitting in Evie’s chair getting her hair done, interrupted. “Trust me, there are some really great guys out there.”

Scarlett snorted in disbelief. “Finding a great guy these days is like trying to find a needle in a haystack. They are a rare breed.”

“True,” Peyton agreed with a smile. “And yes, sometimes you have to kiss a lot of trolls to find your prince, but it’s so worth it.”

Both Jessica and Scarlett stared at Peyton as if she was from another planet, and Evie quickly interjected, “Don’t mind Peyton. She just recently married her prince, so she’s a little biased about the whole dating scene and everyone getting their happily ever after.”

“Ahhh,” Jessica said, nodding in understanding. “That explains it.”

Peyton blushed, and Evie met her gaze in the mirror in front of them and smiled. She wasn’t best friends with Peyton, but as her client, they’d gotten to know one another fairly well. Evie had heard all about how Peyton and Leo Stone had ended up together. It was a cute story, and sort of similar to Evie’s current predicament of needing a guy for a family function. Peyton had managed to persuade her college crush to fill in as her fake boyfriend for a wedding, and their attraction from years ago had evolved into love.

At the moment, Evie’s heart and emotions were far too battered and bruised to even consider falling for another guy anytime soon.

“You know, I could set you up with my best friend’s older brother and you can see how that works out,” Jessica’s client offered enthusiastically. “He’s thirty-two, very good-looking, super successful, and single.”

“Good-looking and successful are definite pluses,” Scarlett said, adding her two cents as she led her appointment back toward the private spa room. “You might want to consider it, Evie.”

“What does he do for a living?” Jessica asked, voicing the question that Evie was wondering herself. Successful could mean anything from a lawyer to a drug dealer.

“He’s an ob-gyn.”

The salon went quiet, and Evie met Peyton’s wide-eyed stare in the mirror, both of them telegraphing the same thought . . . no fucking way.

“Oh my God. Are you kidding me?” Jessica stopped filing the girl’s nails to gape at Lacey in shock. “Nobody wants to date a guy who spends most of his day with his face and hands up in a woman’s business!”

Evie and Peyton struggled not to burst out laughing, and Evie failed as a small snort managed to escape past her lips, which in turn made Peyton snicker.

“I was just trying to be helpful,” Lacey said, her face scrunching up as she thought about the guy’s profession. “I think that’s why he’s had such a hard time finding, and keeping, a girlfriend. They’re all intimidated by the amount of pussy he’s seen. But ob-gyns need love, too.”

Evie groaned. She was so done with this conversation. “I appreciate everyone’s help, but I’ll be just fine. Really.”

But really, she wasn’t fine. Not when she was beginning to seriously question her taste in men. Eric wasn’t the first guy to string her along, only to blindside her with the realization that he’d never intended for her to be anything more than a convenient side piece for him to fuck when the mood struck. Not that she was opposed to having a friend-with-benefits kind of agreement, as long as she was clued in to the terms of the relationship beforehand and the guy she was sleeping with was single.

So, while Eric’s delivery might have been different than previous guys, the end result was the same. She was left feeling like crap about herself . . . and back to square one when it came to finding a decent man who wanted a committed relationship with her.

“So, you never answered that girl’s question,” Peyton said, her voice low to keep their conversation private. “Why do you need a single guy, Evie? Is it for that Fourth of July family reunion you mentioned you’re going to in a few weeks?”

“Kind of?” she replied, not sure how to explain her situation.

An understanding look passed through Peyton’s eyes. “Is your family pressuring you to settle down and you want to avoid the hassle?”

Done straightening Peyton’s long blonde hair, Evie finished off the style with a glossing spray that added a nice shine to her locks. “Actually, no. That’s not it at all.” Her reasons were more complicated and personal, and since Peyton had been through a similar scenario, she decided to confide in her.

“My parents are actually great. They’re supportive and have a very open-minded approach to relationships, and they’ve never made me feel as though they expect me to get married at any point in my life.” They were also a little eccentric and unconventional, which was a conversation for another day. “The truth is . . . I just don’t want to deal with those pitiful looks and comments when my relatives find out I’ve been dumped. Again.” That was the simple explanation to something that was far more complex.

“I might have a solution for you,” Peyton said, and she must have seen the skeptical look on Evie’s face, because she quickly held up a hand and added, “Hear me out. My brother-in-law, Dylan, is an app developer, and he recently created one called the Boyfriend Experience.”

“Okay . . .” Evie frowned. “Is it an escort service?”

“No, nothing sordid like that,” Peyton assured her with a small laugh. “It’s a legit app for women who want or need a guy for a special occasion or event. There is a fee for their services, but it’s not for a sexual exchange or a hookup. It’s actually kind of cool because you have the ability to choose the perfect man for you, based on what you need him for.”

Evie unsnapped the black hair-cutting cape secured around Peyton’s neck and shook it out. “Sounds way too good to be true, but I’ll admit I’m intrigued.” A temporary boyfriend would go a long way in making the reunion much more bearable, not to mention, it would help her having to face yet another ex-boyfriend who’d broken up with her and was now engaged to Evie’s cousin, Raquel. She wasn’t looking forward to that awkward meet and greet, either.

“All of the applicants are vetted through background checks,” Peyton went on, a tinge of excitement in her voice now that she’d piqued Evie’s interest. “The app hasn’t officially launched yet. It’s in the beta testing phase, but since Dylan is my husband’s brother, I’m sure I could persuade him to add you to the app now as long as you participate in the questionnaire you’ll receive once the date is complete. What do you think?”

Evie thought she was crazy for seriously considering the idea, but the notion of spending a long weekend with her relatives, and her cousin, who always made her feel lacking, outweighed the embarrassment of hiring a fake boyfriend so she didn’t have to deal with any drama.

As a bonus, she wouldn’t have to worry about any complicated or messy emotional attachments with a hired boyfriend. Once he’d fulfilled his end of the bargain, they could go their separate ways, because Evie definitely wasn’t in the market for anything serious, and especially not with a guy who was on an app that essentially made him a serial dater.

“Okay, I’ll give it a try,” Evie said, and hoped she didn’t come to regret her decision.
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By the time Evie arrived home after work, there was an email in her inbox from a Dylan Stone, owner of Stone Media, letting her know that Peyton had contacted him to ask that Evie be added to The Boyfriend Experience app. In his message, Dylan explained how the program worked since it was still in its beta stage. The men were required to provide a recent headshot and personal profiles that included their physical characteristics, personality traits, and what kind of role they were willing to take on as a boyfriend for hire.

He assured her that all the men went through a rigorous background check before being approved, and once she found someone she felt was a match for what she needed, she could ping them and discuss the details from there. All of the “boyfriends” adhered to the same flat-rate charge for an evening of their services, and any more time than that could be negotiated between both parties.

At the end of the email, Dylan provided a link to download the beta version of the Boyfriend Experience app so she could create an account.

Needing a bit of liquid fortitude before she went on the hunt for a temporary boyfriend, Evie poured herself a tall, generous glass of wine, and with her cell phone in hand, she curled up against the corner of the couch and tucked her legs beneath her. After a few long drinks of wine, she put her glass down on the end table and started setting up her account.

Surprisingly, she was only required to input her basic personal information, along with a profile picture. No physical characteristics or personality traits necessary. Since she was essentially the customer, shopping for the perfect guy based on her needs, there was no reason to list her attributes. She liked that the women had all the leverage since they were the ones doing the hiring.

After uploading a recent photo for a headshot, she glanced through the search terms listed on the app to define what kind of guy she was looking for. There was arm candy, the charmer, the guy next door, businessman, bad boy . . . The list was endless. She steered clear of the bad boy and clicked on the charmer.

Next, she selected the top three character traits that were most important to her. Confidence, because he needed to be convincing enough to pull off the whole fake-boyfriend charade. Kind and considerate, because if she wanted to introduce her family to an asshole, she would have taken the cheater home. She skipped over passionate and romantic because she wasn’t looking for a man to sweep her off her feet, and opted for a good sense of humor. He was going to need one to deal with her offbeat parents.

While she took another drink of wine, the app went to work finding matches based on her selections. Once that was done, she scrolled through the names and photos of the guys that appeared on her screen. She wasn’t looking for a love match, but the first few men did nothing to stir her interest. If she was going to spend a weekend with a stranger, she wanted to make sure she felt some kind of attraction so they at least looked convincing as a couple.

Then she found him. Eric Miller. The fact that he had the same first name as her ex would make it easy to keep his name straight so they weren’t outed. But honestly, it was his profile picture that appealed to her the most and not just because he was drop-dead gorgeous. His face, expression, and appearance summed up his personality. His dark brown hair was a little longer than what was the norm and appeared disheveled, so he clearly wasn’t an uptight metro-sexual kind of guy. His eyes were stunning—a deep vivid green rimmed in gold, but it was the glimmer of amusement in their depths that conveyed that he didn’t take life too seriously. And the slight, flirtatious curve to his lips was potent enough to charm the panties off of a nun.

So far, he checked off all the attributes she’d listed.

Intrigued, she clicked on the link that took her to his profile page and the bio he’d written about himself.

Looking for a temporary boyfriend for hire? Then I’m your guy. I’m friendly, outgoing, and depending on your needs, I can take on any role you require. I make an excellent wedding date and/or I can impress your boss at a business-related function with my wit and charm. I’m happy to make your ex jealous by focusing my full attention on you, until you’re blushing and he’s fuming. I can play the doting boyfriend and convince your family and friends that you’re in a solid, committed relationship, complete with public displays of affection if requested. No matter what type of boyfriend you hire me to play, I always aim to please!

By the time Evie finished reading the blurb, she was grinning—something she hadn’t done much of since her ugly breakup a month ago. The whole bio seemed very tongue-in-cheek, and there was something about this guy’s humor she found appealing and irresistible. It didn’t hurt that he was gorgeous and his eyes alone made her stomach flutter with awareness.

He had the potential to be exactly what she needed to make her family reunion more tolerable, and before she lost her nerve, she finished off the last of her wine and pressed the link to send him a notification that she was interested in hiring him.


CHAPTER TWO


Now that Eric’s best friend and business partner, Leo Stone, was in the midst of wedded bliss with his new wife, hanging out after work didn’t happen very often anymore. But once a month, Leo and his two other off-the-market brothers, Dylan and Aiden, made it a point to have beers and a burger at a local joint with Eric, just to keep their man card intact, Leo jokingly told him.

Whatever the reason, Eric was grateful because he enjoyed the male friendship and camaraderie, even if at times he felt like the odd man out, being single while listening to his friends talk about how great their significant others were, or Aiden being completely smitten by his adorable daughter.

But despite being the only single guy in their group, remaining a confirmed bachelor was a conscious choice Eric had made long ago. Not because he was against matrimony or a committed relationship. No, his reasons went much deeper than superficial playboy tendencies, though he had no doubt that’s what a lot of the women he dated pegged him as. It was easier to let them believe that than admit the truth and reveal deeper fears he’d never shared with any woman.

As they finished up their burgers, Eric’s cell phone let out a ping, indicating that one of his apps had pushed through a notification. He knew it wasn’t a text or call for the Prestige Car Service business he ran with Leo, but he picked up his phone and glanced at the message, just to make sure it wasn’t something important.

You have a notification from the Boyfriend Experience app.

Eric frowned, momentarily confused by the notification. He knew what the Boyfriend Experience app was since Dylan had created and designed the software and had been bugging the shit out of him to be a beta tester, but Eric had flatly refused to be one of his guinea pigs. He had no problem getting women on his own, and he had zero interest in pretending to be someone’s significant other for whatever the reason some random woman desired.

Eric knew, without a doubt, that at no time had he downloaded the app to his phone . . . which meant that Dylan was most likely the culprit.

Pushing his empty plate to the side, Eric glanced across the table to confront said culprit. “Hey, Dylan, I just got a notification from the Boyfriend Experience app. Since you’re the developer, care to tell me how the software ended up on my phone without my knowledge or permission?” Then a thought occurred to him and he narrowed his gaze. “Did you hack my phone?” Eric wouldn’t put it past the other guy, because he was certain Dylan was computer savvy enough to do exactly that.

Dylan popped a French fry into his mouth and smirked at Eric while his brothers, Aiden and Leo, looked on with interest. “No need to get your panties in a twist, Miller. I didn’t hack your phone. I’m good, but I’m not that good.”

Eric arched a brow. “Then how did your app, the one I didn’t want any part of, suddenly appear on my phone?”

“It wasn’t sudden,” Dylan clarified. “The program has been on your phone for a while now. I put it on there when you were my partner for trivia night. You conveniently left your phone on the table while you went to the restroom, and it was an opportunity I couldn’t pass up.”

Eric remembered that evening . . . mostly, how neurotic Dylan had been about one-upping his current fiancée, Serena, and her then date, mostly out of jealousy. Dylan had won the trivia game and bragging rights, but it had driven a deeper wedge between him and his best girl friend. Luckily, Dylan had realized just how much he loved Serena before he’d lost her for good.

“However,” Dylan went on, a devious gleam in his eyes. “I did just recently activate an account in your name, and since the app was already downloaded to your phone, that data automatically transferred to your profile, which now makes you eligible to receive requests.”

Leo chuckled and shook his head. “Wow, that was kind of ballsy, Dylan.”

Eric agreed and was pissed off. “What the hell would you do that for?”

The other man shrugged as he continued eating his fries. “Just a friendly payback for all the crap you gave me at trivia night. And I thought it would be fun to fuck with your head a little bit. So far, I’m enjoying myself immensely.”

“You’re such an asshole,” Eric said, though he wasn’t completely surprised that Dylan had hijacked his phone. He still hadn’t looked at the app. He was honestly afraid to see what awaited him.

“Oh, for crying out loud,” Dylan said dramatically. “Give me your phone. I’ll take care of it.”

Without thinking through the consequences, Eric unlocked the device and handed it to Dylan, with both of his brothers watching the whole scenario as they finished their beers. He thought Dylan intended to deactivate the app, but when he started typing on the phone’s keyboard, Eric’s suspicions were piqued.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

Dylan didn’t look up from his task. “I’m taking care of it, like I said I would.” His thumbs continued tapping on the screen, longer than Eric felt was necessary. When he was done, he looked up at Eric with a smartass grin.

“There, it’s done,” Dylan announced, much too cheerfully. “I accepted her request for you, and you’re meeting her tomorrow morning at 7:30 at the Espresso Cup to discuss the details of being her temporary boyfriend. Her name is Evie, and judging by her photo, she’s pretty easy on the eyes.”

Jesus Christ. Eric snatched his phone back. “You really are an asshole. How do I retract that message?”

“You can’t.” His friend sat back, clearly enjoying Eric’s annoyance, along with both of his brothers’ amusement as they quietly looked on. “It’s already sent.”

He swore beneath his breath. “I’m not doing this. I’m not going to be some woman’s fake boyfriend.”

Another ping sounded on his phone, and he reluctantly glanced down at the notification on his screen from the Boyfriend Experience app. Evie had already sent him a response.

I’ll be there. I’m looking forward to meeting you. See you in the morning. She followed that up with a smiley face.

Eric groaned in defeat. What did he say to that? Oh, sorry, I changed my mind seconds after setting up a time to meet? He wasn’t that much of a dick. He didn’t know this woman, and any other guy probably wouldn’t have hesitated to rescind the offer, but the thought of her feeling as though he’d personally rejected her, maybe based on her looks, wasn’t his style.

“I don’t see what it could hurt to meet her and hear her out,” Aiden piped in. “It could end up being an interesting date. It’s not like she’s asking you to put a ring on her finger and marry her.”

“This is so not my thing,” he muttered.

“It wasn’t my thing, either,” Leo reminded him with a laugh. “But I have to admit, being Peyton’s fake boyfriend was fun, and as a bonus, I got the girl.”

“You knew Peyton,” Eric pointed out. “You went to college with her and you at least had some kind of history to make the whole relationship thing look believable.”

A sly smile lifted the corner of Leo’s mouth. “I dare you to do this,” his friend challenged.

“I’m going to double down on that dare,” Aiden added, his tone filled with way too much amusement.

“Make it a triple,” Dylan said, clearly wanting in on the bet.

Eric shook his head. Nothing like being ganged up on. “You do realize that I get nothing out of this except being used for some woman’s amusement, right?”

Aiden grinned. “There are far worse ways of being taken advantage of by a member of the opposite sex.”

Eric rubbed his fingers across his forehead, knowing he’d pretty much lost the battle, not because of the three dares his friends had just issued but because it wasn’t in his nature to stand up any female.

He could do this. It was just one date. Like Aiden said, it wasn’t like he was going to marry the woman.

[image: * * *]

Eric arrived at the Espresso Cup the following Thursday morning, ten minutes earlier than his 7:30 a.m. appointment with Evie Bennett, and took a seat where he had a direct line of sight to the entrance while he waited for her.

Yes, he was now privy to her last name, because once he’d gotten home last night after dinner with the guys, he taken a better look at the Boyfriend Experience app, and Evie’s profile in particular, to see what information he could glean about her.

Not much, he’d quickly realized. Her last name . . . and that was about it, other than her photo. Considering she was doing the hiring, he supposed it wasn’t necessary that she write a bio . . . like the laughable one Dylan had posted for him. He was seriously surprised she’d contacted him after reading the ridiculous, over-the-top paragraph.

If the picture she’d posted was anything to go by, she was very pretty and gave off a girl-next-door kind of vibe. Sweet, unassuming, and the complete opposite of the sophisticated, ambitious, more worldly women he tended to date. Which he chose purposely, because they tended to not be looking for anything more than a good time in bed, and neither was he.

Despite all his objections the previous evening, he was now admittedly intrigued by Evie Bennett, along with the reason she needed to hire a fake boyfriend.

She walked through the doors at 7:29 a.m., and he liked that she was conscientious enough to be on time. Before she spotted him, he did a quick inventory of her appearance. Definitely pretty, with beautiful, shiny brown hair that fell over her shoulders in soft waves. And Jesus Christ, she had the kind of generous hourglass figure a man could lose himself in for hours. The breasts beneath her purple blouse were round and full, and a pair of black skinny jeans outlined her lush hips and accentuated a great pair of legs. He couldn’t wait for her to turn around so he could check out her ass.

Yeah, he definitely liked what he saw.

Shifting on her feet, she glanced around the coffee shop, which was fairly busy with people grabbing a cup of designer java before heading off to work for the day. She bit her bottom lip anxiously, and when he finally stood up, she looked in his direction. As soon as they locked gazes, recognition lit up her face.

He made his way toward her, watching her check him out this time . . . her light blue eyes taking in his facial features, then a quick sweep of his normal office attire—a short-sleeved, collared shirt and a casual pair of khaki pants.

He watched the rise and fall of her breasts as she inhaled and exhaled a deep breath, as if gathering her fortitude before he reached her. The smile she offered him was tentative, and he returned it with a genuine one of his own meant to put her at ease. When he finally stood in front of her, he held out his hand in greeting.

“Evie Bennett, I presume?” he asked.

“Yes.” She slipped her hand into his, her skin soft and warm to the touch, though her grip was impressively firm. “And you’re Eric Miller?”

“I am,” he replied with a nod of his head. “It’s nice to meet you.” And shockingly, he meant it.

A light sweep of pink colored her cheeks. “Same.”

He nodded toward the counter. “Let’s order something to drink before we discuss business. I could use a dose of caffeine. How about you?”

She laughed lightly, relaxing a bit more. “Definitely.”

They joined the short line in front of the register, and he glanced from the billboard listing all the fancy beverages to Evie. “What would you like?”

“I’ll just take a regular cup of coffee.”

“Come on, you can do better than that,” he teased. “You don’t strike me as being that boring.”

She raised a brow, a glimmer of amusement dancing in her eyes. “You’ve come to that conclusion in the two minutes since meeting me?”

“Am I wrong?” he challenged lightheartedly.

“No,” she admitted, a smile tugging at the corner of her very kissable mouth. “I just don’t treat myself to a fancy cup of coffee very often. Normally, I’m too rushed in the morning to indulge myself.”

They took another step forward in line. “Lucky for you, it’s my treat and I insist you indulge.”

She tipped her head, drawing his gaze to the soft tumble of hair falling over her shoulder and how the ends curled right at the upper swell of her breasts. “Shouldn’t I be paying for this, considering the circumstances?”

“Absolutely not,” he replied adamantly, forcibly keeping his gaze on her face instead of her chest. “What boyfriend worth his salt would let his girl pay?”

“I haven’t hired you yet,” she reminded him cheekily.

He grinned. He wasn’t expecting Evie Bennett to be so impudent, and surprise, surprise, he was definitely enjoying their banter, and her. “True. Which means I really need to step up my game and impress you.”

And honestly, when was the last time he’d wanted to make such an effort with the opposite sex? The answer to that eluded him, because truthfully, he couldn’t remember being so fascinated and attracted to a woman beyond her physical features. Yet there was no denying that Evie’s feisty disposition drew him in and made him want to learn more about her. Which he needed to do anyway if she was going to hire him. And make no mistake, they weren’t parting ways until he’d sealed the deal, because she was in the market for a temporary boyfriend, and now that he’d met her, like his campy bio had promised, he aimed to please.

“What can I get for the two of you?” the barista asked, pulling Eric’s thoughts and attention to the girl waiting for their order.

He glanced at Evie. “Don’t disappoint me,” he said humorously, referencing the boring cup of coffee she’d mentioned.

A cute, daring smile flitted across her mouth before she looked back at the barista. “I’ll take a white chocolate mocha with an extra shot of espresso and whipped cream.”

Damn. Was it crazy that he was totally turned on by the fact that she hadn’t ordered one of those ridiculous skinny, nonfat, sugar-free lattes that made a mockery of a designer coffee? This was not a girl who’d opt for a salad if she was offered a burger or pizza, and thank God for that. His attraction to her just increased tenfold.

“I’ll have an Americano,” he said, and handed the girl his credit card.

Once they gave the barista their names for the drinks, they found a small, round vacant table and sat across from each other. He took another sincere look at her pretty features, and combined with her witty, engaging personality he wondered why some guy hadn’t already taken her off the market.

Then again, who was he to judge, when he’d made being single and avoiding anything more committed than sex an artform for his entire adult life?

Still, he was curious enough to ask.
OEBPS/i/i1.png







OEBPS/cover.jpg
NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUT

““CARLY PHILLIPS
== AND'ERIKA WILDE





