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      One kiss turns Mr. Wrong into Mr. Right.

      My brother’s best friend is a conceited jerk. When did he turn into that yummy specimen? My brain knows he’s all wrong for me, but my heart is ignoring the responsible organ. I’ve been hoping this pull between will disappear if I ignore it. Big surprise. It’s not. Instead, the air between us nearly catches fire anytime we’re in the same room. Everything comes to head when he kisses me.

      When did my best friend’s little sister become a curvy goddess? Before I’m able to control myself, my lips take off without consulting my brain and lay the kisses of all kisses on her. Now, I know there’s no fighting this chemistry between us.

      I don’t care what odds are stacked between us. I’m going to prove to her that even Mr. Wrong can turn into Mr. Right with sufficient motivation.

      If you like over-the-top, insta-love romance with a lot of humor and a tiny bit of drama, this short romance is the perfect story for you.
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      “What in the hell were you thinking?” Silence greets my roar. In my mind, I picture my best friend-slash-business partner running his hand through his messy, dark blond hair in frustration on the other end of the line.

      “It seemed like a good idea at the time.” After meeting and falling for a barely legal, party-loving airhead, my reserved, nerdy partner has started acting like a dumbass. Ignoring the fact that he’s a thirty-seven-year-old businessman, Chad decided to buy a ridiculously expensive skateboard and take his younger girlfriend to the local skate park. His impulsive stunt landed him in the hospital with a broken femur at the worst time possible. Our nightclub business is expanding across the country, and he’s in charge of the project.

      We met in college and, somehow, the quiet thinker and outgoing party boy banded together to create an unstoppable force. After our first club in New York became an overnight success, we quickly expanded our reach. Over the past fifteen years, we’ve opened twelve more bars and four restaurants in cities along the East Coast. Several months ago, we decided to try our luck out west. We chose Chad’s hometown, the bustling city of Las Vegas, for our first location.

      Since we hired efficient managers to run the other clubs and restaurants, I was able to assume most of the East Coast responsibilities while he oversees the expansion. The whole situation became more complicated when he met the floozy. To keep her happy, he decided to share his time between the two cities. Chad has been spending weekdays in Las Vegas and flying home to New York every weekend. This back and forth has added extra duties to my already overflowing plate, but I’ve been keeping up by working twelve-hour days and hiring two assistants.

      “How long are you going to be out of commission?” I ask him and pray. Dread and anger shoot through me as he explains everything. He will need surgery to insert metal rods into his shattered bone, then therapy to help recover. My dumbass partner is looking at several months before he’s able to live normally again. I rub the back of my neck as the gravity of the situation hits me. Fuck. Now, I’ll have to find a way to manage my work here while taking on the build and start-up of our new club, Nocturnal. The mother of all headaches begins to pound through my skull as I attempt to think of solutions.

      “We have two choices,” I tell him. “Either we put Nocturnal on hold.” This option would cost us millions and might even torpedo the project since we’ve spent an outrageous amount of money to advertise our new club. Things move quickly in Las Vegas, and any delay will allow someone else to steal our idea. “Or I’ll take over the expansion and you’ll have to work from home on my projects.” Fuck. I hate the dry, desert environment. After Chad agrees our only option is switching jobs, he promises to have his assistant send me all the information on Nocturnal.
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      Over the next two weeks, Chad has his surgery while I work my ass off. Thankfully, his mother flies into town to take care of the big baby since the floozy isn’t much help. After arranging for assistants to take over until my partner has recovered enough to work from home, I read through all of Chad’s reports and bring myself up to speed on Nocturnal. From the beginning of the project, we’ve had weekly video conferences to keep me updated on the progress, but now I need to know every tiny detail if I’m going to ensure the club opens on time.

      I book a hotel and pack at the last minute. Since Chad’s family still lives in Las Vegas, he’s been staying in his little sister’s guest bedroom. I don’t think his parents would appreciate Alice extending the hospitality to an unmarried man she’s only met a few times years ago. Once I’m caught up on the project, I plan to look for a rental.

      It’s two o’clock in the morning when I finally drag my tired, grumpy ass into my hotel room. Exhaustion weighs me down, and I barely glance around the room before dropping my suitcases at the foot of the bed and stripping. After a short, hot shower, I pull back the silky covers and slide into bed. The next thing I know, sunlight is peeking through the drapes I forgot to close last night. Groaning, I drag my ass out of bed and stumble into the bathroom. The long days and short nights I’ve endured since Chad’s accident are affecting me, but I don’t have time to rest.

      It’s seven more days before I have time to breathe. I’m finally up to date on the project, and we’re beginning to make progress again. I’ve been working fourteen hours a day trying to catch up, and I’m exhausted. Late Saturday evening, fatigue overwhelms me and I realize I need some rest. After deciding to take the next day off, I inform the contractors of my decision and head back to the hotel.

      The next day, I sleep late and then decide to explore the city. During our last semester of college, I spent spring break with Chad’s family, and they showed me around Las Vegas. The city has changed drastically over the years, and I want to see it for myself. Spending the day touring Las Vegas alone isn’t much fun. I end up heading back to my hotel early and catching up on emails.
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      Eating in restaurants and living out of my suitcase gets tiresome quickly. Two weeks later, I hit my limit. I’ve had enough and decide to move into a more permanent, temporary residence. I hit a brick wall as I attempt to find a short-term lease. Most landlords require a year-long commitment, and this project only has four to six months left. Since Chad’s family owns several rental properties and apartment complexes, I email him to acquire contact information for the company. My phone rings and a local number flashes across the screen ten minutes after I send my message. I nearly do an extremely unmanly happy dance when Arthur Berg, Chad’s father, offers me a month-to-month lease on one of their exclusive properties close to Nocturnal.

      Once my living situation is taken care of, the long-term business trip becomes much more palatable. I spend the next week knee-deep in design choices and fabric samples. While I’m the money man, Chad is the creative force in our company. Each decision takes twice as long since I consult with my partner before committing. By Friday, I’m tired, cranky, and overwhelmed with this design bullshit. The “professional” Chad chose to complete the interior is useless. Her ideas are cheap and tacky, and I don’t have the ability to correct them. I hate this helpless feeling and I’m drowning. Since failure isn’t an option, I need to come up with an alternative. When I lose my temper and hang up on Chad, he realizes how frustrated I’ve become and decides to arrange for one of his father’s designers to assist me. He promises to send me the details once everything is settled.

      After firing the useless interior designer, I spend a busy weekend catching up on my own work. Exhaustion overwhelms me, and I forget all about Chad. Monday morning, I step out of the shower to the doorbell ringing. Since I don’t know anyone in town, I figure it’s either a problem or a mistake.  Just what I need after a long, sleepless night. Throwing on a robe, I stomp to the door, ready to give the early, uninvited visitor a piece of my mind.
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      Why do these things only happen to me? When my father called me last night to ask for a huge favor, I was in the middle of staging an apartment and needed to rush him off the phone. In my haste, I agreed to help him without getting details.

      This morning, I checked my email and discovered my dad had arranged for me to work with my big brother’s best friend and business partner. Ugh. Why me? Why him?

      Several years ago, Chad brought his roommate, Dominic Mariani, to stay with us for spring break. The older man completely ignored my attempts to attract his attention, crushing my preteen heart in the process. As I matured, I realized there was no way a twenty-two-year-old man would give a twelve-year-old schoolgirl a second look, and I recovered from the slight. My silly infatuation died, and I forced him to the back of my mind. The only reminders of Dominic were from my brother. Listening to Chad describe his cutthroat, arrogant partner over the years cemented my negative opinion of Dominic. I would be perfectly happy if I never laid eyes on the big jerk again.

      Now, I don’t have any way to escape. To my horror, my father and brother have arranged for me to assist Dominic for the next few months. Months, not days. I almost hyperventilate as I wait in line for my white chocolate mocha. Hopefully, the caffeine will help me see this situation in a
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