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      Are you ready to be just a little naughty?

      

      These sassy, sexy women aren’t bad girls . . . but they’re tired of playing nice. And when the right man comes along, they’re ready to bend the rules, even if the guy in question might be just the slightest bit off-limits. 

      

      A tiny bit taboo.

      

      When she runs into her sister’s ex-husband, Beth knows she should forget the crush she used to have on him and walk the other way. But his shocking confession and heated touch make her a tiny bit tempted . . .
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      “Beth?”

      I turn at the sound of my name, a bright professional smile pasted on my face. These kinds of cocktail parties are my least favorite pastime, but they’re also command performances in my business. Whenever our firm completes a design job, we throw one of these shindigs in the new space, giving them an opportunity to show off their updated space and giving us the chance to network with potential new clients.

      We pick up a shit ton of customers at the cocktail parties, so I know I have to play nice and act as though being here is the highlight of my life. When I hear my name, I’m well-trained to turn on the schmooze factor.

      But this time, when I see who it is calling me, I freeze. I haven’t seen that face in over four years. I haven’t forgotten it, though. Not one feature.

      “Ty.” I acknowledge him, but I don’t step closer. I don’t reach out to offer him my hand. Touching him does not feel like a good idea, and besides, I’m paralyzed just now.

      “I can’t believe it’s you.” Apparently, Ty doesn’t have the same reservations I do, because he moves into my personal space. Only he doesn’t extend his hand for a friendly shake. He wraps his arm around me, pulling me against his hard, muscular body.

      Instantly, I’m transported back in time, and every nerve inside me is on high alert. My nipples harden, and I wonder if he can feel them through my thin silk dress. Going braless seemed like a daring decision earlier when I got dressed, although I have a sweater draped over my arm, just in case I have to talk to someone important without worrying about embarrassing myself.

      Ty’s hand on my back hovers just above the danger zone. The tips of his fingers rest at the top of my ass, and I shiver in spite of myself.

      “Oh, it’s me.” Before I can let this go too far, I disengage and move back a little. “The bigger question is what’re you doing here?”

      He laughs. “This is my building. My company. I’m an associate with Perlon and Kitters.”

      “I didn’t know.” I cross my arms over my chest, hoping to hide my traitorous nipples. “I thought you were still working in New York.”

      “Nope.” He shakes his head. “Perlon made me an offer a couple of years back, and it was so good, I couldn’t refuse it. Plus, I wanted to get back to Philly. I like being home.”

      “Well . . . congratulations, I guess.” I know I need to get away from him. Ty looks fucking amazing. Back when I’d known him before, I always thought he was hot, but the years since then have been more than kind. He used to have an athlete’s build, thanks to his years of playing college football. Now, it looks like he’s taken that up another notch. His chest is somehow wider. His arms within the tight sleeves of his cream-colored cotton dress shirt are huge, muscles rolling every time he moves them. Ty’s abs are flat; I can’t see them, of course, since he’s wearing a suit, but I felt them against me a few seconds ago. I wonder absently if his ass is still as bodacious as it used to be.

      “Thanks.” Ty never was one for false modesty, and it seems that hasn’t changed. “So want to tell me why you’re here? Don’t tell me you’re one of our clients. If you’re in need of legal help, I’m happy to give you some personal, hands-on attention.”

      “Thanks, but I don’t need a lawyer. I’m at the party because I was part of the design team for your new digs here.” I wave my hand, indicating the lobby. “I’m actually surprised I didn’t see you before now.”

      “I’m not.” He leans a little closer to me, and I can smell his shaving cream, his shampoo . . . something else so inherently Ty that I’m suddenly nineteen again, standing on the balcony of my family’s beach house, miserable and confused because of the forbidden attraction I’m feeling toward the man standing way too close to me.

      But now he’s speaking again, and I force my attention back to the present. “You wouldn’t have seen me, because just before the remodel began, I started trying a case across the river in Jersey. I’ve been temporarily using an office at our branch over there. Between the upheaval here from your company’s work and the commute to and from the courthouse in Sussex County, it just made more sense.”

      “Oh.” I nod. “I see. That explains it.” I glance over Ty’s shoulder. “Uh, it’s been nice to see you again, but I really need to go mingle before my boss gives me the evil eye.”

      “Beth.” Ty grabs my hand as I try to dart around him. “Wait a minute. We haven’t seen each other in, what? Four years? I want to catch up.”

      “Oh, yeah?” I stop and wheel around to face him. “What do you want to know, Ty? Would you like an update on my sister? You remember her, don’t you? Your ex-wife?”

      If I thought that was going to rattle Ty, I’m disappointed. He only grins at me.

      “No, I wasn’t looking for the news on Lisa. Trust me, I don’t have any desire to know what’s going on in her life. I did my time there.” He grins at me, taking some of the nasty out of his words.

      “Hey.” I pop my hands onto my hips. “Lisa is my sister. That’s just . . . rude.”

      “Beth, don’t bullshit me.” Ty reaches over and tucks a lock of hair behind my ear. “We both know that there wasn’t any love lost between you and Lisa. The two of you barely tolerated each other. She never had a nice word to say about you, believe me.”

      That stings, even though I know he’s right. Lisa’s seven years older than me, and I’m pretty sure she never forgave me for being born and depriving her of being an only child. It’s not just me, either; she’s a bitch to everyone except a few of her closest girlfriends. And the truth is, from what I saw, she treated Ty like shit all during their eighteen-month marriage.

      But still, she’s my sister. Family. Flesh and blood. That means I’m honor-bound to defend her. I’m also honor-bound not to lust after that sister’s former husband. Wanting Ty would be breaking the woman code.

      But god oh god, I do want him. My lady parts are remembering the fantasies we used to have about Ty’s hands, his mouth, his—

      “Beth, I’m sorry.” Ty runs his fingers through his dark hair, leaving it standing on end. It should look ridiculous, but damn him, he’s only sexier now, if that’s even possible. “That wasn’t nice of me to say. Lisa is your sister, as you said, and how do I know that you two aren’t best friends now? Maybe she’s changed.”

      “She hasn’t,” I blurt out. “She’s still an entitled, self-centered bitch.”

      Ty’s full lips curl into a breathtaking smile that makes my heart thud almost painfully. “Ha. I knew it. I’m sorry to say this, because like I said, I know she’s part of your family, but it took me a long time to recover from being married to your sister.” He pauses, and his eyes go soft and unfocused, staring over my shoulder at nothing in particular. “The truth is that I wasn’t a very good husband, either. Neither of us had any business getting married when we did. I was immature.”

      He sounds so self-aware and healthy about the whole thing that I’m impressed. “I always thought you treated her better than she deserved.” I shift my weight a little. The heels I’m wearing are killing my feet. “In case you’re interested at all, Lisa moved to Arizona. She’s living with a guy she met there. I only see her at Christmas, if then, and it’s a huge relief.”

      “Ah.” Ty nods. “Happy to hear it.”

      A server passes us, and Ty snags two flutes of champagne from the tray he carries. He hands one to me.

      “I think the two of us deserve a toast. To . . . surviving Lisa.” Before I can respond, he clinks his glass with mine, and we both sip the golden bubbles.

      I’m trying to figure out how I can gracefully excuse myself. It’s not that I want to get away from Ty—actually, it’s the opposite. The longer I stand here with him, the harder it will be for me to walk away. His very nearness is dangerous to my mental well-being. He’s making me think of things that can only lead to frustration.

      I already can tell that Mr. Bumble, my bright yellow vibrator, is going to get quite a workout tonight.

      “Beth.” Ty lowers his voice and stares into my eyes. “I should just walk away right now, but before I do, I have to ask . . . do you ever think about that day at the beach house?”

      My cheeks go hot, and I’m having a hard time catching my breath. Blood pounds in my ears. This is the last thing I wanted him to ask.

      “What day?” Playing dumb seems to be my best bet, the safest way to go.

      He rolls his eyes at me. “Come on, Beth. Don’t play coy. You remember exactly what I’m talking about. I can tell by the way your face pinkened the minute I said the words beach house. And I bet if I pressed my palm just there above your tit, I’d feel your heart about to jump out of your chest.”

      My eyelids flutter with the effort to look anywhere but at him. I want him to stop talking, but he goes on.

      “But sure, if you need me to jog your memory, I’d be happy to do it.” He
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