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      Reyna knows happily-ever-after isn’t in her future...

      But after three years of solitude, Reyna is ready for a fling. She’s learned her lesson with bad boys and long-term expectations, so her neighbor’s visiting nephew is the perfect man to lead into temptation. But Kade has a gift for breaking her rules and ensuring Reyna doesn’t regret it, which means one night becomes two...

      

      Kade believes in putting the past where it belongs...

      Kade was always waiting for the right woman, and one night with Reyna convinces him that he’s found her. It’s more than great sex and good conversation: Reyna’s determination to shape her life inspires him to rebuild his own, and he knows they’ll be a great team. All he has to do is convince her to take a chance on him and forever. When Reyna’s past catches up to them both, will it destroy their new partnership before the future begins?
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      Flatiron Five Fitness has a new tattoo shop—run by the enigmatic and legendary tattoo artist Chynna. When the moon is full, Chynna creates one tattoo to set two hearts afire and gives it away, with the goal of making romantic dreams come true. Who will be next?

      
        
        1. Just One Snowbound Night

        (Olivia and Spencer)

      

        

      
        2. Just One Vacation Night

        (Reyna and Kade)

      

        

      
        3. Just One Unforgettable Night

        (Lexi and Gabe)

      

        

      
        4. Just One Christmas Night

        (Chynna and Trevor)

      

      

      The entire series is now available in a boxed set, in both ebook and trade paperback.

      
        
        The Flatiron Five Tattoo Boxed Set
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        Flatiron Five Tattoo, Manhattan—Sunday, April 29

      

      

      Reyna was lying on the padded table in Chynna’s tattoo shop, her eyes closed as she concentrated on the music. She could almost ignore the buzz of the tattoo gun on the back of her neck. She had a butterfly tattoo there, the insect’s body on her spine and the wings spread almost to her shoulders. It had been just a black outline for three years, but Chynna was finally adding color, at Reyna’s request.

      It was time.

      Reyna couldn’t believe she was back in Manhattan at all, never mind that she’d visited the city twice in a month. She fought her urge to run back to Maine immediately, knowing that the chances of her seeing anyone she knew were so slim as to be nonexistent.

      She was safe.

      But she’d be more convinced of it once she got back to Honey Hill.

      “What happened with your friend?” Chynna asked, pausing. Reyna knew from experience that the other woman was considering her work from different angles, making sure it was right before continuing.

      “Olivia?”

      “Was that her name? The one who was here for the official opening.” She paused and adjusted her position. “Kind of reserved, at least compared to the two of you.”

      Reyna smiled, knowing that she and Lexi were much more flamboyant than Olivia. “Olivia. She won the tattoo from you.”

      Chynna made a sound of agreement, then began to work again.

      “Don’t you know what happened?” Reyna teased. “With your tarot cards and the moon’s magic and all?”

      “It’s better when someone tells me the end of the story.”

      Reyna gave her the executive summary. “She took a chance and decided to seduce Spencer. Her plan was to get him out of her system, but they were snowed in before she could leave. We couldn’t pick her up on time and he figured it out. Maybe he knew all along. He tried to win her over. She still went to England once the plows got through, though.”

      “No one says the story is finished.”

      “Certainly not Spencer. Apparently, he’s pretty grumpy.”

      “Then maybe he’ll take advantage of the moon’s magic and change the ending.”

      “What was the last tarot card?”

      “Tristan hasn’t told me yet.”

      Reyna turned to look at Chynna, who had stopped the tattoo gun. “Do you really believe in that stuff?”

      Chynna was changing the color of ink, but Reyna sensed that it wasn’t an accident that her gaze was averted. The other woman spoke carefully. “I believe that a person can make anything happen if they have faith in themselves.”

      “That’s not exactly an answer.”

      “Haven’t you ever noticed how many people find love when they’re open to it?”

      “About as many as don’t find it when they’re looking for it.”

      Chynna made a non-committal sound beneath her breath. “I could argue that they’re looking too hard or searching for a prize, or social status, which isn’t the same as making yourself receptive to love.”

      Reyna closed her eyes again. “I wouldn’t know. I’ll just have to take your word for it.” Chynna worked for a few moments in silence and Reyna thought about the artist’s own love life—or what she knew of it. “You miss him, don’t you?” she asked, knowing the reference would be understood.

      “Every moment of every day,” Chynna said, her voice heartfelt.

      There was nothing Reyna could say to that. She couldn’t imagine loving anyone again, not since her colossal mistake, and she certainly couldn’t imagine missing anyone more than she missed her parents and grandmother. She’d felt as if a piece of herself had been stolen away when her dad had died, then again when her mom had died, and a third time when her grandmother had passed. With a true partner, as Chynna had had, the sense of loss would have to be a million times worse.

      Maybe it was better that she’d learned to be alone.

      Maybe scars sometimes defended you from future injury.

      “If anything I do helps someone to make that change in their perspective, the one that invites love into their life, I can only believe that to be a good thing,” Chynna mused, leaning closer to color a tiny area with precision. Reyna felt the other woman’s breath on her skin but didn’t shiver. “And if that person needs a visible reminder, like a little red tattoo heart, to believe that they’re lovable and that there’s a partner out there for them, I’m good with supplying it.”

      “And the bit about the moon?”

      “The moon always looks favorably on affairs of the heart, on intuition and feelings.”

      Tristan cawed from his perch at that, as if in agreement. Reyna glanced up to find the raven watching, as if he was supervising Chynna’s work, his bright eyes gleaming. “How old is he now?”

      “I don’t know.” Chynna paused to glance at the bird. “I’ve had him five years and he was an adult when I got him from the bird shelter.”

      Reyna remembered why Chynna had needed company then, and knew well enough to steer the conversation away from that phase of her life. “Where did he come from?”

      “They didn’t know. But he talked, which indicated that he’d been with people. He understood about cages and light switches and shoe laces—”

      “And opening latches on cupboards.”

      Chynna laughed. “That, too. But he didn’t seem to know what to do when they put him outside. I’m not sure if he’d survive out there. He might not have the skills to defend himself or find his own food.”

      Tristan cawed again, bobbing his head with enthusiasm.

      “I think he likes being with you.”

      Chynna smiled. “I like having him around. He’s good company. Turn a bit now and I’ll finish this right wing.”

      Reyna moved as instructed and sighed.

      “Did you really only come back to Manhattan to see me?” Chynna asked.

      “I wouldn’t let anyone else color your work. It wouldn’t be right.”

      Chynna seemed to consider that and Reyna braced herself for a more probing question. She was surprised when it didn’t come immediately.

      The last thing she’d done in Manhattan before fleeing the city had been to get this tattoo. The butterfly was a mark of her freedom, and maybe of her vulnerability.

      “Why are you coloring it in after all this time?”

      Reyna almost shrugged, then realized just in time that the move would be a bad idea when there was a tattoo gun against her back. “It looks too different from everything else.”

      “Maybe you’ve come full circle,” Chynna suggested softly.

      “In what way?”

      “It was the last tattoo I did for you. Such a big piece in a prominent place must have had meaning. Maybe making it bright indicates a change in perspective.”

      “It’s just the design,” Reyna insisted, something tightening in her gut.

      “I remember how insistent you were about it. It had to be exactly right.”

      “All my tattoos had to be exactly right,” Reyna said, feeling as if she sounded defensive. “This one was no different.” She took a steadying breath, knowing that she wasn’t ready to surrender the truth. “It should look less different from all the others so it blends in. That’s why it needs color.”

      Chynna shrugged. “Maybe you’re integrating the experience that prompted the tattoo into your perspective.”

      “Maybe it’s just ink,” Reyna countered.

      Chynna wiped her work, then stepped back. She tilted her head, admiring the result, and Reyna waited for the little smile of satisfaction.

      When it curved Chynna’s lips, Reyna smiled too.

      Relief flooded through her, because she’d be on her way out of the city soon.

      Chynna met her gaze. “You can run now,” she said, showing that uncanny understanding of Reyna’s thoughts. “Put on your armor and hide your heart safely away again.” She moved to clean her tools.

      “Are you suggesting that I’m afraid of something?” Reyna said as she sat up. Chynna brought a hand mirror and showed her the butterfly. Even a bit puffy, it was exquisitely beautiful with the added color and exactly what she’d wanted.

      “Everyone’s afraid of something,” Chynna said mildly. “Just because you aren’t running as hard doesn’t mean you’re invulnerable. Like your butterfly. It might not get caught by a predator, but it’s still a delicate creature that can come to harm.”

      Reyna shivered. “I don’t want to even think about that.”

      Chynna continued as if she hadn’t spoken. “But the butterfly doesn’t hide under the eaves or stay in its cocoon, trapped by its fragility. It heads out into the world in search of nectar.”

      “To survive.”

      “But if it’s lucky, it’ll do more than survive. It’ll help flowers and fruits to reproduce and even reproduce itself.”

      “I don’t think butterflies have as much fun with that as we do.”

      Chynna laughed. “Probably not.” She sobered. “But we need that contact, Reyna. Just because you claimed your freedom and flew out of danger doesn’t mean you should hide away.”

      Reyna lifted her hands, indicating herself. She was dressed in red and black, wearing her favorite rockabilly jeans and red boots, a tight white blouse and a red bandana in her hair. “I’m not exactly easy to overlook.”

      “That’s just the surface and you know it. How many people get to see the real you?”

      “As many as deserve it.”

      Chynna nodded. “And I’m thinking that’s a very low number right now. That it has been a low number for a few years.”

      “What difference does it make?” Reyna felt agitated by their discussion, but was interested as well. It wouldn’t be all bad to lose the last increment of her anxiety about the past.

      Chynna picked up another tattoo gun, one that Reyna knew was a particular favorite. “Will you indulge me with an experiment?”

      “What kind of experiment?”

      “The full moon is today, but the club at F5 isn’t open because it’s a Sunday.” Chynna met Reyna’s gaze and smiled as she held up the tattoo gun. “Let me give your butterfly a heart.”

      “You said it wasn’t magic.”

      “I didn’t say that. I said that a visible sign helps some people manifest change in their own lives. Maybe that is magic.”

      Reyna looked at the tattoo gun. She looked at Tristan, who was watching avidly. She didn’t believe Chynna, not really—the tattoo hadn’t worked for Olivia, after all—but she was tempted. If nothing else, she’d collect a tiny bit of ink that was special.

      She spun around on the table, presenting her back to Chynna before she could change her mind. “Okay. Let’s do it. And thank you.” Then she closed her eyes as the gun buzzed against her skin again.

      And despite her skepticism, Reyna made a wish.
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        Honey Hill, Maine—Tuesday, May 15

      

      

      The little heart on the butterfly tattoo burned.

      It felt like it was on fire, which was bizarre because the rest of the tattoo didn’t hurt at all. It had healed beautifully, all of it, but Reyna could feel that little heart.

      All the time.

      It almost pulsed.

      It wasn’t painful, just always present. A reminder. It made her think about her conversation with Chynna and mull on it more than she would have otherwise. It made her think about her wish not to be alone anymore, the one she never thought would come true.

      Even more odd, the heart had heated up a notch when she’d heard that Olivia had called Spencer from England and that he’d flown there the same day. The story in town was that they were coming back to Honey Hill together, as a couple.

      Had Chynna’s tattoo worked for Olivia?

      Even if it hadn’t, even if Reyna discarded the whole situation and its resolution as coincidence, there was still this insistent warmth on the back of her shoulders.

      It made her think about possibilities.

      It made her remember things she wanted to forget or at least never experience again. Once was enough for some events.

      But despite her painful memories, Reyna found herself yearning for the feel of a man’s hands on her skin. She didn’t miss being in a relationship, the expectations and the compromises, and all the drama. She missed sex, though. Slow, thorough sex. There really wasn’t a good substitute for a gorgeous man determined to please. Just the thought made her yearn a little more. She’d been as chaste as a nun for three years and this spring, the status quo wasn’t nearly good enough. She was impatient. Ready for a caress. More than ready to take a chance.

      If this was spring fever, Reyna knew how to get rid of it.

      One man.

      One night.

      Multiple mind-blowing orgasms.

      It sounded like a great plan and a simple formula, but there was one considerable snag. There were many things Reyna loved about living in the town of Honey Hill, but the very low number of eligible men wasn’t one of them. Initially, she’d felt safer with so few men her age in the vicinity, but as her confidence had returned, she’d begun to see the situation as less than ideal.

      If Reyna ignored the guys she didn’t think were attractive, the ones who were too old or too young, the ones she’d heard strange stories about, and the ones she knew weren’t interested in her, the list of candidates became very, very small.

      In fact, there was just one potential recipient of her affections.

      Kade Sullivan.

      Reyna knew she wasn’t the only one who had noticed the arrival of one very eligible, very hot male in Honey Hill. The nephew of the retired couple who lived across the street from Reyna, Kade was obviously close to his aunt and uncle. He’d come to stay, apparently to help them with some maintenance on their home. He was maybe a couple of years older than Reyna, trim and muscular. Reyna had appreciated the view of him on their roof when he’d checked the chimneys, his tall figure silhouetted against the sky. He walked the main street of Honey Hill at regular intervals, from one end of the block to the other, as he made his way to the general store for supplies. Reyna was at the window of her shop each and every time he passed by. She just couldn’t resist a look.

      How long was he staying?

      Where did he usually live?

      Speculation was rife, but Reyna wasn’t sure of the truth. The Sullivans were too busy enjoying his company to talk to their neighbors about him. Reyna knew only that he was gorgeous, apparently single, and that time was of the essence.

      Who knew how long he’d stay?

      He must be a contractor or a carpenter, helping out his aunt and uncle on his vacation or between jobs. Reyna liked him for that alone.

      Never mind the novelty of a nice guy.

      Kade was obviously a straight arrow. Level gaze, short hair, he was as far from Reyna’s typical choice of a bad boy with a reputation as could be. He’d been clean-shaven when he arrived, but now had about three days’ growth of beard. He must have been trimming it because it didn’t get longer—it didn’t make him look disreputable either. He was polite to old ladies, even nosy Mrs. Foster. He’d helped Mitch Gardener’s son launch his kite, over and over again, the previous Saturday. He seemed to have endless patience with his aunt and uncle’s home, another Victorian much like Reyna’s own. She knew how much trouble those old houses could be.

      Maybe instead taking a risk with a bad boy, it was time for Reyna to ask for what she wanted—instead of taking what a man offered.

      The butterfly seemed to hum in agreement.

      Reyna was going to lead Kade Sullivan astray, for just one night.

      She wouldn’t regret it, and she’d make sure he didn’t either.
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      Every time Kade stepped out the door of his aunt and uncle’s house, he felt as if he’d entered a Norman Rockwell painting.

      Actually, he had that sense inside their house, too. He could have been a time traveler, or the town itself could have been unmoored from its rightful place in a kinder, gentler past only to end up in a modern age at odds with its core beliefs.

      Maybe the juxtaposition was why he liked it so much.

      Maybe it was why he could think so clearly in Honey Hill.

      On this particular Tuesday morning, he volunteered to pick up the ordered can of paint at the general store, leaving his uncle to finish priming the elaborate wooden porch. Louise and Derek had lovingly restored the Victorian house and this iteration of the exterior paint would turn it into a “painted lady,” with five colors of paint. It was a lot of work but it already looked amazing and Kade found a certain satisfaction in helping.

      Honey Hill was anchored by a single intersection: on one corner was the old bank, a solid brick two-storey building, although it was no longer occupied by a financial institution. The bank’s presence had been reduced to an automatic teller machine on the outside wall. The building had become Wright’s Diner, open most of the time (except Sunday night) and seldom so busy that you couldn’t get a table.

      On the next corner, moving clockwise around the intersection, was the First Congregational Church. It was an imposing wooden structure, even older than the bank, with a tall tower pointing at the heavens in case anyone forgot who was in charge. Kade liked the sound of its bell on sleepy Sundays.

      On the next corner, diagonal from the bank, was the general store, which included the post office. The building had been there for over a hundred years. The general store had a little bit of just about everything, albeit more expensive than at the big chains, but already its inventory had saved Kade a long drive on a few occasions.

      The final corner should have held the town hall, but it had burned down some years before. Since the town had been officially absorbed by the larger municipality of Moose Lake, that lot remained empty except for the paved drive and parking lot.

      On the north side of the street west of the general store was a single block of shops and offices, most of which were located in converted homes. Some had a retail shop in the front and a private residence behind and above. One in particular drew Kade’s attention. It was called Cupcake Heaven, which didn’t interest him nearly as much as the gorgeous woman who owned it. He guessed that she’d converted the ground floor of the house to her shop and kitchen, and lived above it.

      Between it and the general store was a thrift shop. Aunt Louise said it had been opened by the mother of the current owner. She admired that Penny had taken the business upmarket with her vintage finds and that she also ran a thriving online business. On the other side of Cupcake Heaven was a used bookstore which was only open on Saturdays—except if the owner slept in, forgot, or didn’t feel like talking to anyone. Kade had only met Clem once or twice, and that man always had either a book in his hand or a fishing rod.

      The opposite side of the street was filled with houses of varying ages, including the one owned by his aunt and uncle. An accountant ran his office from one of them, and old Doc Maitland had his practice from the back of another. The Sullivans’ house was a glorious Victorian painted lady centered on a large lot that designated the western boundary of Honey Hill. Beyond that, the main road dwindled, first turning to dirt, then becoming a dead end.

      Honey Hill was peaceful and just the kind of place Kade needed to pull himself together.

      He needed to move past the incident. He thought he was making progress, but he was still hesitating at the shooting range. They said it would take time, and even though he got impatient with that, he knew the shrink was right.

      He had to be completely on his game before returning to the force, because he wasn’t going to put his partner at risk. It looked like he’d be doing a lot more painting on his uncle’s porch.

      On the upside, that would give him more opportunity to enjoy the sight of Reyna Tate.

      The owner of Cupcake Heaven had to be the most unlikely resident of Honey Hill.

      Maybe that was why she intrigued Kade.

      Maybe that was why he’d noticed her immediately.

      Even after two weeks in town, he couldn’t figure out what a woman like her was doing in Honey Hill. Everything about her said “city girl”—or maybe “urban tigress.” He had absolutely no doubt that she could defend herself, maybe with a gun but more likely with something like jujitsu or karate. A skill that required intellect and speed, as well as perceptiveness.

      He was aware that his assessment was mostly due to her tattoos. Every bit of her skin that he’d seen was covered with ink. He’d noticed them on the backs of her hands and on her legs beneath her stockings. Her stockings had seams up the back, as if they were stockings, and that tempted him to wonder about garter belts and other intriguing lingerie beneath her skirts.

      That took his mind straight to the gutter.

      It ensured that he thought about her at night, while he was working on the porch, and pretty much every other time of the day. His interest ensured that he walked on the same side of the street as her shop, and that he was hoping for a chance to talk to her one day. What was her voice like? Kade wanted to know.

      Her tattoos were obviously part of her personal style and statement, because she had lots of them. Kade glimpsed them on all of her exposed skin. He didn’t particularly like tattoos. He associated them with gangs and trouble, but knew that was a cop’s perspective. Reyna might be trouble of a different kind, a more personal flavor than criminals, and maybe that was why her tattoos intrigued him. Why did she have so many? What did they mean? Did they have to mean anything?

      She dressed with a retro verve that caught the eye, too. Her nails and lipstick always matched perfectly, but Kade was more interested in the shapely curve of her legs. He wasn’t the only man in Honey Hill who turned to look when Reyna walked by.

      He wondered if he was the only one who wanted to see her naked.

      Immediately.

      She was never disheveled. Her nails were never chipped. Her lipstick always looked as if it had just been applied. That made Kade wonder if her carefully managed look was a disguise. A mask.

      Or defensive armor.

      Against what? He shouldn’t have wanted to know as much as he did.

      Kade didn’t have to ask about Reyna, because it seemed everyone in Honey Hill was prepared to talk about her. His aunt Louise had plenty to say about Reyna. Kade just had to listen, which he’d done, without looking like he was doing it. He’d learned plenty.

      Reyna had come from a city, although which one was a matter of debate. Maybe New York, maybe Boston, maybe even Montreal. It depended who was telling the story. They were consistent in saying that she’d showed up two springs before and blown into town like a whirlwind. She’d bought the old Young place, which had been for sale for five years, ever since Helen Young finally died at a hundred and two years of age.

      The Victorian house had been a wreck and a shame it had been, too. Aunt Louise said that was because Helen had been too frugal to pay for a damn thing and after her children moved away, decades before, she’d run out of people to ask for favors. No one liked to do a job without at least a word of thanks. With Helen, it had apparently been even money that there’d be criticism. By the time she’d died, there’d been animals living in the attic and cellar, broken windows, filth like nobody’s business. No one had wanted to take that on, not until Reyna Tate had come to town. Reyna had walked through the house once, the story went, made an offer, and paid cash.

      She’d paid cash for the renovations, too, according to Aunt Louise, who seemed to have a complete inventory of what had been done even though she insisted she’d never seen inside. Reyna had updated the mechanicals, repaired the roof, waterproofed the cellar and installed a commercial kitchen. There was a lot of speculation as to where she’d gotten that much cash, more cash than anyone in Honey Hill could have pulled together at any point in their lives, and her still so young. The other townspeople tsked at this, their eyes filled with speculation.

      Reyna had worked hard, though. There was a grudging respect for the scrubbing and painting she’d done over those years, and an open admiration of how the house had been restored to
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