
        
            
                
            
        

    
	This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to the supplier and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. To obtain permission to excerpt portions of the text, please contact the author at lisareneejones.com/contact

	 All characters in this book are fiction and figments of the author’s imagination. www.lisareneejones.com. 

	 

	 

	

	 

	 


Santa, Baby

	 

	 

	Lisa Renee Jones

	 


Be the first to know!

	The best way to be informed of all upcoming books, sales, giveaways, and to get a FREE EBOOK, be sure you’re signed up for my newsletter list!

	SIGN-UP HERE:  http://lisareneejones.com/newsletter-sign-up/ 

	 

	Another surefire way to be in the know is to follow me on BookBub:

	 FOLLOW ME HERE: http://bookbub.com/authors/lisa-renee-jones  

	 


About Santa, Baby

	When bookstore owner Caron Avery dresses up as Marilyn Monroe for a charity ball, she decides that for once in her life she'll let her inhibitions go. Before she knows it, Caron is living a night of fantasy with sexy millionaire Baxter Remington in hot pursuit.

	And what a night it is. Sizzling, red-hot and sensual, Baxter can't believe he's fallen under the adorable blonde's...er...brunette's spell. But with the scandal going on in his life, he knows he should let her go before she gets caught up in it, too. Then again - maybe one more night (or eight!) of mind-blowing passion will help them both forget!



	
Chapter One

	SHE WOKE FROM restless slumber, warm with awareness, sensing that she was not alone, sensing that he was there, that he had once again come to her. Anticipation thrummed through her limbs, and she pushed herself to a sitting position, leaning against the padded headboard behind her, eyes drawn to the balcony, to the billowing curtains dancing in the midnight air. Hungrily, her gaze lingered there, riveted to the shadows beyond the white lace fabric, her thighs pressed together against the heated desire burning a path up their length.

	Movement scattered the shadows, sent her heart racing. Her breath lodged in her throat as he stepped forward, his fair hair lifting with the wind and falling around broad, leather-clad shoulders. Crystal blue eyes touched hers, eyes so deeply colored, they reached across the small space and swept her into their scorching depths. In the distance, a drum played.

	No. She frowned. Not a drum. A knock. A knock on the door.

	Oh! Caron Avery snapped back to the present, her gaze shifting from the romance novel in her hand to her office door inside the Book Nook, her San Francisco bookstore. She’d used her savings and a loan from her grandmother to purchase the bookstore two years before. A daring move she still couldn’t believe she’d made.

	Another knock sounded at the door. “Just a minute!” she called, opening a desk drawer and shoving the book inside, next to the tropical cruise brochure she’d been fantasizing over for her upcoming thirtieth birthday. She slammed the drawer shut, telling herself she had nothing to hide. She was just doing research, learning about the product offerings of her store.

	After all, her recent decision to take her eccentric little store in a more distinctive direction and begin catering to women’s fiction, had paid off big-time. Sales had ramped up in a major way. She’d even managed to hire some staff. Well, one person. But that was better than being on her own. Soon, the whole upstairs of the store would be converted entirely to women’s interests, filled with books, candles and gifts—a special place for women to privately explore their hearts’ desires, from inspirational reads to sizzling red-hot page-turners. A successful decision, indeed.

	So much so, that she had almost paid her grandmother back every dime she’d borrowed. Even sooner as Christmas was only a few weeks away, and sales were booming. An amazingly wonderful feeling considering a plane crash had stolen her parents from her at age five. But her grandmother had always been there for her, no questions asked—quickly offering her the cash to chase her dream.

	Caron tucked a wisp of unruly brunette hair back into the confines of her neatly groomed bun and squeezed her thighs together, feeling the lingering fire of her fantasy taunting her. No doubt, her lack of a social life was catching up to her.

	“Come in!” she called, lacing her fingers together on the desk and returning to her prim and proper librarian persona. The one that was real, not fantasy. The one she wished she had the courage to discard, but feared she never would.

	The door swung open and her assistant manager, Kasey Washington, darted into the office, excitement lighting her youthful features, her cute little blond bob bouncing as she rushed toward the desk.

	“Oh, my gosh!” Kasey exclaimed. “I have big, big news.” She plopped down in the worn, cloth-covered chair Caron had bought at a secondhand store. “Big news!” Caron pursed her lips. To Kasey, a new flavor at Starbucks constituted big news. Kasey grinned and continued, “One of our new romance customers is upstairs looking around. I don’t know if you remember her? Ruth Parker.”

	Caron shook her head. “Doesn’t sound familiar.”

	“She said you helped her pick out a couple of books last week and she really liked you.”

	Okay. “That’s great to hear,” Caron said, and silently added, But hardly big, big news!

	“She works for the Cancer Society, and she’s on the committee that is sponsoring that big charity event going on a week from Friday, the old Hollywood-style Gala they’ve been advertising for weeks. Well—” her eyes lit “—one of the ladies in the runway show had an emergency and can’t make it. She needs someone to play Audrey Hepburn and she wants you!” She squealed. “How cool is that? You’re going to be on television.”

	Caron’s jaw dropped. “What?” She shook her head. “Oh, no. I’m not getting up in front of all those people dressed in a costume. And I am not going on television!”

	“You have to!” Kasey insisted. “It’s fun. It’s exciting. It’s a once in a lifetime opportunity. You said you wanted to do something out of the ordinary, to cut loose a little.”

	Caron didn’t do public speaking, let alone walk across a stage in front of a bunch of society people and on television. “By taking a cruise! Not going on television. No. This is not fun to me.”

	“The store will be in television commercials, in every brochure handed out and in publicity after the event. And for free. She isn’t even asking for a donation because the spot is paid for already. This is free publicity for the store and perfect to launch our new romance section and it’s the first Friday of December, right smack in the midst of holiday shopping. Talk about a last-minute chance to boost Christmas sales. It’s perfect! Go be Audrey for a night. Have fun.” She wiggled an eyebrow. “There will be lots of hot, rich men there. In fact, now that I think about it, you have to take me. We have to do this. You have to do it. For the store, Caron. Do it for the store. You know we need the exposure. It could mean lots of business.”

	Leaning back in her chair, Caron scowled at her assistant. Because Kasey was right. They needed the exposure. And exposure equaled business, which equaled paying her grandmother back the rest of the money she owed her. Suddenly, this wasn’t about stepping outside her comfort zone and doing something that felt awkward. This was about responsibility and what was right.

	“She’s here now?” Caron asked. “Waiting to talk with me?”

	“Right outside the door,” Kasey agreed. “Your ticket to adventure and great sales. I can feel it.”

	Caron rolled her chair back from her desk. “I can’t believe I am going to do this,” she murmured.

	Kasey hopped to her feet. “Yes! This is going to be so much fun. Just wait and see. You are going to have a blast. A night of pure fantasy. Did I mention you get a celebrity stylist and hours of being pampered before the show? You are going to be in heaven. You are going to be Audrey Hepburn for a night. To live a fantasy. I’m so excited for you, but jealous. Really jealous.”

	Right. Fantasy. Audrey Hepburn. Maybe that might be okay. If she could forget the crowds. Right. Forget. The. Crowds. Forget falling down on stage during her high school graduation. She’d never quite gotten over that, but she’d better get over it now. Audrey Hepburn wouldn’t fall down, after all. And they wanted her—Caron Avery—to be Audrey for a night.

	***

	FRIDAY NIGHT CAME far too quickly, especially in the midst of a busy work schedule that did nothing to abate her nerves. At five o’clock, Caron had been headed toward the Gala for professional primping done by experts, when she’d received the news—the toilet had overflowed in the bookstore. Immediately detouring, she’d rushed back to the store, unable to leave Kasey to such ugliness on her own. An argument with the plumber had ensued over his outrageous fees, and she’d fired him in favor of someone she could afford to pay. The result—toilet fixed but she was late for her appointment with makeup and hair. Almost two hours late. Terribly, horribly late. And since there was absolutely no parking to be found in the hotel parking garage, any relief she had found in finally arriving at the five-star downtown Hyatt was quickly fading. Could this get any more embarrassing?

	Caron’s little red Volkswagen sputtered on the third go-round in the parking lot, and one look at the gas gauge said, yes, it could get worse. Her car was on empty. She blew strands of dark hair from her eyes. This was not exactly the making of a Cinderella fantasy night.

	Desperate times required desperate measures. She lightly pedaled the accelerator, ever aware of her fuel gauge, and turned toward the front door of the hotel. Mini Christmas trees flickering with white lights lined the entryway, and she pulled up behind a line of cars waiting for the valet. Wow! Already people in fancy dresses and tuxes were speckled along the sidewalk and entryway. This was beyond late. This was downright cringe-worthy.

	Desperate times, she reminded herself. She shifted into Park and killed the engine. She slid out of the car despite being more than a little self-conscious about her pink sweatpants and butterfly-print T-shirt. Her face was bare of makeup, her hair piled on top of her head. A wilted flower amongst the glamorous roses in glittery dresses. Nevertheless, the fastest path to the entrance, and the parking of her car, was right there, in front of her. She slammed the car door shut and tried to think of the bright side. Instead, she thought how little time the stylist had to transform her into runway-ready. At least she didn’t have time for nerves. There was a light at the end of the long, twisting, black tunnel called this day.

	Spotting a doorman, she rushed forward, ignoring the horns honking as several cars pulled forward and her Volkswagen remained in place. She half ran to the uniformed attendant, hoping to reach him ahead of a lady in an elegant white formal suit. She hated to be rude, but she had to get into that hotel.

	Caron held out her keys, panting a bit breathlessly. “I’m in the show, and I’m very, very late.” A gorgeous brunette in a red satin gown walked by, and Caron cringed, her pink sweats feeling dingier by the minute. “Make that three verys. I have to get into costume and I can’t find a parking spot and—”

	“Miss. I have cars ahead of you. I can’t just move you ahead.”

	This was the part where she needed money that she didn’t have. The part where someone rich hands cash to the naysayer and makes them a yeah-sayer. Sometimes she really hated the way money made the world go round.

	She plunged onward in her argument. “Again,” she said. “I’m in the show. I’m one of the Hollywood starlets—Audrey Hepburn. They can’t start without me.” He gave her a quick inspection that said he’d believe that the day hell froze over. She frowned. “I’m aware I don’t look the role at the moment. I missed my appointment with hair and makeup. The toilet at my store…”

	He snatched her keys. “I’ll take care of it,” he said grudgingly.

	Apparently, the mention of a toilet was almost as good as cash. It sure scored her a parking spot. Whatever worked. Now if she could get a ticket to claim her car and disappear. And she almost wished she could just disappear. Unfortunately, it looked as if she’d need that cruise to get her fantasy escape. Tonight was turning into one big flop.

	On that note, she accepted the ticket from the valet and whirled toward the door and right into the hard, tuxedo-clad chest of a man. His hands came out to steady her—strong hands—warm hands that sent a shock wave of awareness through her body.

	She blinked up into the amber gaze of a handsome face framed with dark hair, a hint of gray sprinkled at the temples. Very George Clooney—Ocean’s Thirteen sexy with a strong, square jaw, and firm, nice lips. Oh, God. Don’t look at his lips. Back to those amber eyes. Eyes that inspected her pink butterfly shirt with a lifted eyebrow. She swallowed. She’d made it to the fantasy but managed to do it in pink sweats and tennis shoes.

	This was so her life, not Cinderella’s.

	***

	SHE HAD BLUE EYES. That was the first thought that came to his mind as he stared down at the heart-shaped face of the woman who’d unwittingly become his prey. Sky-blue, deep, almost navy with a hint of yellow. He’d guessed green from a distance, a contrast to her dark brown hair. But he liked the blue. He hadn’t been on the hunt in a long time; and on this night, certainly, he hadn’t expected to be. But there was no denying the demand within him for this woman—the primal hunger she’d taken from dormant to downright raging. The minute he’d seen the pink sweat suit in the midst of the clingy silk gowns, he’d stood at attention.

	“I am so sorry.” The woman apologized for running into him, her voice as adorable as her pointed chin and cute button nose. “I am sort of in a rush. The makeup people are going to kill me. I…sorry.”

	“I’m not,” he replied, reluctantly letting go of her petite shoulders when everything male inside him roared with demand. A demand to pull her close. No. He wasn’t sorry at all. In fact, he’d put himself in her path for a reason. To meet her. “I’m Baxter Remington. You are?”

	She swallowed hard. She had a slender neck, a neck meant for kissing. “Baxter Remington,” she repeated. “As in the Baxter Remington who owns Remington’s? With coffee bars all over the United States?”

	And Canada, but he didn’t say that. It still amazed him that his father’s little dream was launching into a global enterprise. “You know our coffee?”

	“Of course,” she said. “The shops are everywhere.” She crinkled her nose. “It’s a little pricey for me, though.” Her eyes flared, as if she realized she’d misspoken. She quickly added, “But worth it. I just can’t afford…I mean…” She obviously cringed. “I’m late. I need to go. Sorry again.” She started to leave.

	“Wait!” he called out before he could stop himself.

	“Sir?” The valet was standing beside Baxter, offering service for Baxter’s 911 Porsche sitting a few steps from the curb.

	Baxter held up an impatient hand and focused on the female turning back to him with surprise on her face, as if she hadn’t expected him to continue their conversation. Certainly, she hadn’t lured him to call after her as most of the women he knew would. Was that what intrigued him? Her unassuming nature? And yet she sent fire through his veins. She wasn’t his normal blonde, blue-eyed, big-breasted, thirty-second distraction, then back to work. She was brunette, and wore no makeup. There were no plastic bells and whistles, either, just pure, natural woman. Pretty, earthy, genuine.

	“How do I find you later?” he asked.

	Her lips parted in hesitation, and then a slow smile lit her features. “Look for Audrey Hepburn.” And then she turned and rushed away.

	Baxter stared after her; the thrum of carnal desire burned through his body. To think he’d almost skipped this event, since there was more than coffee brewing right now at Remington. He was hot in the midst of allegations about his VP’s supposed insider trading, which he hoped like hell weren’t true. A good reason to hide from the press. Seems little Miss Audrey Hepburn had given him a reason to come out and play.

	 


Chapter Two

	CARON WAS STILL REELING from her encounter with the ultrasexy Baxter Remington when she hit the backstage area of the show. All around her women were fretting in front of mirrors, while stylists attended to last-minute touch-ups to hair and makeup. The nervous energy in the room was so darn electric, it was contagious. It rushed over Caron and set alight the idea of embracing her persona as Audrey Hepburn for the night.

	Her mind raced as she searched for the lead stylist, Betsy, to announce her arrival. Illicit thoughts of living out a fantasy—with Baxter Remington in the starring male role, and she, the sophisticated starlet—took root. She almost laughed at that. She’d met the man in a sweat suit, with no makeup on—a guise that wasn’t uncommon on her days off. It was comfortable. And men like Baxter Remington did not do women like her. Not that she wanted to do him. Or him to do her, rather. She grimaced. Okay. Maybe she did. If she was going to live a fantasy, why not do a man as hot as Baxter? That highly sensual, quite entertaining idea lasted all of two seconds before being smashed nice and flat as she found Betsy.

	“I’m here,” she announced, and smiled nervously. “Just in time, right?”

	“We already replaced you.” Betsy delivered the message with all the brassy personality that her red hair and bodacious curves suggested. Did so while still managing to stick some bobby pins in the wig of what appeared to be a business owner representing Elizabeth Taylor.

	Disappointment washed over Caron, and she whispered, “Replaced me?”

	“What’d you expect me to do, sugar?” Betsy challenged. A hand went to her robust hip. “You’re hours late. Not one hour. Hours late. As in plural.” She raked fingers through a mess of wild red curls. “I had to turn one of the makeup girls into Audrey, and that wasn’t an easy task.” She grimaced. “Suzie barely fit her size-eight body into your size-four dress. I worked miracles, I tell you. Miracles.”

	“I really loved that dress,” Caron half whispered to herself.

	“You weren’t here,” Betsy countered.

	“I know,” Caron admitted, feeling the heat of embarrassment and disappointment rush to her cheeks. “I left a message. I had a plumbing problem.”

	“And I was in poo up to my neck,” Betsy spat. “This event is televised, and my job is to fill these dresses with starlet look-alikes before those cameras roll.” She motioned to all the craziness around her. “And do I look like I could check messages? I have a show to put on.”

	“And a problem to solve,” came a male voice.

	Caron, Betsy and Elizabeth Taylor all turned to find Reginald, Betsy’s assistant, holding a blond wig. Betsy grabbed Elizabeth Taylor’s shoulder, and Elizabeth yelped. Betsy quickly apologized, dropping her hand but not the grimace on her face.

	“Why are you holding Marilyn’s hair?” she asked, her face redder than Caron’s felt.

	Reginald was a tall, black, effeminate man, with better grooming than a lot of the women she knew. “Because,” he said, lips pursed, “Marilyn doesn’t like high heels and never wears them, thus, how she fell down the stairs and broke her ankle. She’s out. No show for her.”

	“Come again?” Betsy asked, blinking as if she didn’t believe what she’d heard.

	“She’s out, Betsy. We lost our star!” Reginald was losing his cool.

	Betsy turned slowly, and fixed her attention on Caron. “You’ll be Marilyn.”

	Caron’s eyes went wide. “Are you nuts? I don’t look anything like Marilyn.”

	“The dress will swallow her whole,” Reginald interjected.

	“Turn Suzie into Marilyn,” Caron suggested. “Let me have my Audrey dress back.”

	“Listen,” Betsy commanded, “I sewed her into that thing. She’s not coming out anytime soon. You’re Marilyn, honey. You owe me for being so late.” She waved at Reginald. “Get the dress, and let me work my miracles.”

	Caron looked down at her B-cup chest. “I don’t have the equipment.”

	“It’s time for you to learn the miracles of the pushup, gel bra. You’ll never again leave home without one.”

	Reginald reappeared with a figure-hugging white dress, and Caron’s mouth went dry. “Are we doing this?” he asked.

	“I need you, Caron,” Betsy said.

	It had taken her all week to embrace her walk down the runway as the demure, sophisticated Audrey Hepburn. She had all of thirty seconds to decide on a very different role—the sexy, sensational Marilyn Monroe. Did she dare? Caron inhaled, thinking of paying back her grandmother, of the exposure this event would deliver to her store and her future. And yes, the adventure she’d been craving came to mind, as well. Responsibility and adventure—an enticing combination. She made her decision. Yes—she dared.

	***

	FBI AGENT SARAH WALKER slid a hand over her silver satin-covered hip and sashayed into action, speaking low into her invisible mike. “I have Baxter Remington in view. Repeat, target in view.”

	Her assignment was simple, direct—get up close and personal with Baxter Remington. Find out what Baxter knew about his now-missing VP’s insider trading activities, and the missing man’s current location.

	Considering Baxter’s affinity for blondes with curves, she was the perfect agent for the job. Considering he was James Bond debonair, the assignment wasn’t totally unappealing. Not that she was anything but professional. That said, Baxter’s appeal did nothing to change how much she despised being used for her looks. She always paid the price later—less respect from a partner who had barely offered her any to start with. That really ticked her off.

	She was good at her job, top of her class at the academy, promoted long before many of her peers. And she wanted another promotion, far away from this place and her partner’s abuse. Baxter Remington was her ticket to that promotion. Snag him and his VP, and she’d snag opportunity and an exit from hell.

	Time for action—she stepped around a Christmas tree decorated with brilliant, albeit costume, diamonds and pearls, and intercepted a waiter. Perfectly timed, Sarah managed to reach for the champagne tray at the same moment Baxter did. Their hands collided and she laughed, low, sexy.

	“Sorry about that,” she said, casting him an interested look.

	He gave her a half smile. It lacked the returned interest she’d hoped for. “Ladies first,” he offered, motioning to the tray.

	She accepted a glass from the waiter and watched as Baxter did the same. Expectantly, she waited for the server to leave, waited for Baxter’s affinity for flirtation to kick in. Instead, she found him turning away, watching the stage.

	Fred, her partner and the agent in her earpiece, spoke. “Sarah, honey, you are going to have to do better than that.” Fred hated female agents. Or maybe he just hated her. She wanted to tell him what she thought of him, but professionally, this was not the time, or the place.

	Sarah blew a long lock of silvery blond hair out of her eyes. She’d sprayed it with just enough silver sparkle to bring attention to her dress and her ample cleavage. She’d really put herself out to look like Baxter’s ideal fantasy. Baxter had a thing for blondes; it was well-known. As a favorite of the local press, he was often photographed with a blonde flavor-of-the-month dangling from his arm.

	The announcer came to the stage. The runway show was starting. A reporter appeared in front of Baxter, drilling him over the accusations of his VP’s insider trading activities. Sneaky bastard had managed to snag an invitation to the party. He should be working for the Feds, she thought. Sarah flagged another waiter and told him to call security, quickly easing her way to Baxter’s side and bringing his conversation with the reporter within hearing range.

	“Mr. Remington,” the reporter said. “I find it hard to believe that your VP is your closest friend and yet you knew nothing of his actions.”

	“Frankly,” Baxter stated, “I don’t give a rat’s ass what you believe.”

	Sarah smoothly linked her arm to his. “Security is on its way, sugar,” she said, glaring at the reporter, who cursed and searched the crowd. Sure enough, a pair of security guards were rushing in their direction. The reporter darted away.

	She glanced up at Baxter, saw the heaviness of his stare, the disinterest. Damn. What did it take to get this man hot?

	“I’m Sarah,” she said, leaning into him so that her breast brushed his arm. She used her real name as often as possible. It was easier to avoid screwups that way. “I gather you’re Baxter Remington.”

	He stared down at her, no sign of emotion, an indecipherable mask on his handsome face. He disengaged his arm from hers. “Thanks for the save, Sarah. Now, if you’ll excuse me. I don’t want to miss the show.”

	The first model was taking the stage, and just like that, he walked away. She watched him weave through the crowd, edging closer to the stage.

	Sarah’s efforts at seduction had been fruitless.

	“I guess he doesn’t prefer all blondes, babe,” Fred said into the mike.

	“Jerk,” she hissed, working her way through the crowd toward an empty spot at the food table, where she could speak more freely.

	“Save the sweet talk for later, honey,” Fred said. “Right now, we need someone close to Baxter Remington. Since you can’t do it, we’d better hope one of the other ladies in that joint can. And when she does, we’ll snag her, and convince her to help us.”

	“I’m not your honey or your sweetie,” she replied. Unfortunately, she wasn’t Baxter’s, either.

	“Yeah, well—”

	She set her plate down and reached up and flipped off her mike, tired of Fred’s mouth. Turning to the room, Sarah took in the glitter and glam, and hoped like hell some lucky girl would score with Baxter, as Sarah had not. Because that lady’s score would be Sarah’s score, as well. They’d both get their man.

	And then Sarah could get rid of Fred.

	***

	AFTER THAT DISTASTEFUL encounter with the reporter, all that kept Baxter from leaving the charity event was the prospect of another glimpse of the mystery woman wearing the pink sweats. As for the blonde’s blatant flirtation, she might not be a reporter, though he wouldn’t rule it out. An opportunist of some type, regardless. Been there, done that, not interested.

	Impatient, staring at the stage, Baxter’s mind flickered to the questions the reporter had flung in his direction. He was sick and tired of the accusations directed at his personal character, tainting the reputation of a company he had worked into a solid success. A company that he’d committed to the mission of giving back to the community at every opportunity. Yet, now, thanks to a trusted employee, he was seeing that reputation, that foundation he’d fought so hard for, smashed into oblivion.

	“And as Audrey Hepburn, we have the lovely owner of the Book Nook, Caron Avery.”

	With that announcement, Baxter’s eyes riveted to the stage; all thoughts of the reporter, of the scandal haunting him, slid away. Caron Avery was the mystery woman, and she owned a bookstore. He found that charming for reasons he didn’t understand, any more than he understood the overwhelmingly complete way the woman had taken him by storm. When was the last time his gut had twisted with anticipation over seeing a woman? The fact that Caron Avery had excited such a response had become the reason he was still here.

	His heart raced as the brunette at the end of the runway appeared; his limbs heated. What would she look like transformed into a starlet? But then he was quite partial to that little pink sweat suit for reasons he couldn’t begin to understand. A smile lifted the corners of his mouth as he thought of the way it hugged her cute, firm backside with delicious precision. Okay, maybe he did know what he liked about it.

	A female appeared at the edge of the runway and began to sashay toward the crowd. Baxter inhaled, savoring the moment, anticipating the thrum of fire in his veins. The fire that never came. He frowned. This wasn’t the woman he’d met at the valet podium. He knew it with the same certainty that he knew those pink sweats had made him hot. The woman on the runway was taller than his mystery woman; she walked with heavier steps, her hips and breasts, fuller.

	Baxter cursed under his breath, disappointment curling in his gut. Disappointment that was no more explainable, no more logical, than the over-the-top interest that a chance meeting with a stranger had created in him.

	“Correction, ladies and gentlemen,” the announcer said. “Caron Avery will be with us later in the show. We’ve had some last-minute costume changes due to a missing model. In the role of Audrey Hepburn is Suzie Cantu, one of the staffers from the event. What a trouper she is. Whisked onto the runway with no warning!”

	The tension in Baxter’s shoulders slid away. A waiter appeared and offered him a glass of champagne, and he decided to indulge—that glass of bubbly wasn’t the only thing he planned to indulge in. There was a woman on his mind, a woman who had his attention, a woman he had to have. Instinctively, he knew she wasn’t a woman for casual bedroom encounters—the only thing his life allowed at the moment. She might want him, but he was certain she would hesitate to act. He would simply have to convince her of the value, the pleasure, of a night of sensual escape. She would be a challenge, a provocative chase he couldn’t wait to get underway.

	***

	“TIME TO HEAD TO THE STAGE, honey.” The brassy yell came from behind her as Betsy appeared in the mirror behind Caron and whistled. “I do declare, missy. You make a damn good Marilyn Monroe.”

	Did she? Caron wasn’t sure. The transformation had happened so quickly, her mind was spinning. She stared at herself in the mirror, amazed at what she saw, amazed at herself. The woman in the reflection wasn’t her—but yet, it was. She would never have thought that blond hair would suit her coloring, but with the right makeup and the ruby-red lipstick, she had to admit it appeared she could pull it off.

	Then there was her clingy sparkling gown that somehow seemed to create curves that weren’t
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