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      He’s a former Navy SEAL in financial straits.

      

      She’s a bar owner in need of a bouncer.

      

      Perfect, right? Hardly.

      

      When Jodi finds out her new bouncer is none other than Tucker, the man currently starring on a reality television show, she isn’t happy. She doesn’t want the publicity. Plus, she thinks he’s a fool. Who marries a stranger on television for money?

      

      Tucker isn’t happy either. He’s in over his head in a farce of a marriage, but he needs the money the network is paying him. It’s nobody’s business why he’s working a night job in a bar at the same time.

      

      Too bad the heat between them is incendiary. Hooking up is a huge mistake for them both, but some risks are worth it...
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      “You cannot actually be serious.”

      Tuck turned his head toward the woman standing several yards behind him, her hands on her hips, head cocked to one side, eyes narrowed. She would’ve looked seriously pissed if it weren’t for the fact that the corners of her mouth were lifted in a disbelieving smirk.

      She was definitely fierce though. Not the sort of woman who backed down from a challenge. Her dark eyes were a deep piercing brown that said “don’t fuck with me.” He doubted many people did. She was wearing tightly fitted jeans that hugged her body and showed every curve from the waist down.

      If she turned around, he had no doubt he would be graced with the view of a very fine ass. He couldn’t say for sure what her chest might look like, however, since she had on a loose-fitting, black T-shirt with a royal blue bar logo in the corner. Bridgman’s Bar to be exact. The one Tuck was currently standing in. The one where he was getting the lay of the land from his new boss, Bill Bridgman.

      “Jodi,” Bill hissed. “What the hell?” He threw his hands up in frustration.

      Jodi tipped her head back, giving Tuck a view of her long neck. Her hair, a mess of dark brown curls, was piled up in a messy clip on top of her head, but several locks popped free as she laughed sardonically toward the ceiling before lowering her gaze. She glanced at Bill first, rolling her eyes, before shifting her gaze toward Tuck. “Dad. Seriously. Please tell me this is not the new bouncer you hired.”

      Tuck flinched at the way she said “bouncer” as if it were a dirty word reserved for flunkies who happened to be graced with large bodies and strength. He was graced with an above average frame and he was physically in better shape than most humans, but he certainly was no high school dropout. He was a Navy SEAL for God’s sake. Or he had been.

      “Jodi,” Bill stated sharply, louder this time. “What’s gotten into you? I told you we were hiring a new security specialist. I even told you he would be here this afternoon to tour the bar. I’ve never seen you so inhospitable.” Bill was in his early sixties. He had a full head of white hair cut short and a clean shave.

      Jodi shot her father another annoyed look. “Yep. You told me you were hiring a bouncer. One we can barely afford, mind you. You did not, however, mention it would be Tucker Lawler. Do you have any idea who this is?”

      Well, fuck me, Tuck thought, stiffening. He’d been lying low for the last few weeks, applying for local jobs from inside his apartment slash prison cell—at least that’s what it felt like most days. He had not ventured out much, so until now, he couldn’t be sure if many people would recognize him. Apparently so. At this point, it would seem he was one for two. And it shouldn’t surprise him that Jodi recognized him while her father did not.

      In any case, he didn’t like the way she was dismissing him as if he were nothing more than dog shit on the bottom of her shoe. He half expected her to shake off her tennis shoe and shudder, backing up a pace. He wanted to tell her to mind her own business and fuck off, but he bit his tongue instead. He needed this job. If she blew it for him with her judgmental attitude, he was going to be seriously pissed.

      He gritted his teeth, trying to decide how he wanted to handle this situation.

      Before he could think how to explain his predicament to Bill, Jodi continued, her head still cocked toward her father. “Tucker here is on that ridiculous reality television show filmed at that beach house. You know the one, Dad. Cold Feet.”

      Bill shook his head. “Never heard of it.” He glanced toward Tuck, one half of his mouth lifted in a grin. “Is that true? You one of those Hollywood stars trying to get your big break?”

      Tuck shook his head. “No, Sir. Not even close. I⁠—”

      He didn’t get to finish that sentence because Jodi interrupted. “He married this crazy, whiny woman on the show, Dad. And now he’s raking in the money because social media is eating this up. They even extended the stupid show to continue following his train wreck of a marriage to the star of the show, Katia. I’m not sure which one of them is more deranged.” She shifted her gaze to Tuck, tipping her head down again and staring at him, challenging him to refute her explanation.

      He couldn’t, of course. For one thing, he was under contract with the network. For another thing, nothing Jodi had stated was inaccurate. Oh, wait, except the part about him raking in money. If he were, he wouldn’t be standing here today trying to get a job he desperately needed doing something he was far overqualified to do.

      Bill slapped his hand on his thigh and chuckled, apparently amused. “Well, I’ll be. We’ve got us a star working here.” He sobered slightly as his eyes drew closer. “Your show gonna affect your work here, son?”

      “No, sir.” Tuck was bewildered by the man’s apparent lack of concern where it came to Cold Feet. “Contrary to your daughter’s belief, I’m not making a significant amount of money to appear on the show, and I need this job.” He shot her a glare this time, daring her to continue arguing.

      Too bad she was so cute. Jodi Bridgman was the kind of woman who hid her beauty under baggy T-shirts and a sharp tongue. Even though she was probably breathtaking when she let her hair down and lost the chip on her shoulder, he doubted many people had ever seen that side of her.

      There were a few seconds of silence, during which Tuck feared Bill might change his mind and send Tuck out the door, and then Bill’s phone buzzed in his pocket and the older man extracted it, fumbling for a moment to swipe the screen. “I need to take this,” he apologized. As he stepped away, heading toward the door Jodi had presumably come from, he looked at his daughter. “Please continue showing Tucker around the bar. He starts tonight.”

      Great. Just great.

      Jodi sighed, her shoulders falling. “So which is it then?”

      “Which is what?” Tuck braced himself for whatever she was going to say next, knowing it was going to be good.

      “Either you’re certifiable for being on that show, or you’re making a shit ton of money doing it. It has to be one or the other. Neither explains what you’re doing here in my family’s bar looking for work. We’re barely holding our heads above water here, and you look expensive.” She grazed her eyes up and down his body. The only thing she did not do was cross her arms.

      What the fuck did she mean when she said he looked expensive? Tuck met her gaze. “Honestly, Ms. Bridgman, it’s none of your business how much money I make or why I want this job. If you really intend to judge me from what you’ve seen on television or read on social media, I can’t stop you. Or…you could set aside your preconceived notions and look at the facts.”

      She continued to stare at him. “And what would those facts be?”

      “I’m a Navy SEAL who served two tours. I was based near here in Coronado. One of my specialties was infiltrating behind the enemy lines to ensure who my target was before taking him out. You,” he pointed at her in particular, “have a serious problem that could cause you to lose this bar. You need to find out who’s dealing under the table here. I’m the man for the job. But if you’re so worried about what I do off the clock, I’ll leave now.”

      Several seconds ticked by before Jodi inhaled long and slow. “I don’t want to trade one problem for another. You can’t bring cameras in here. This is my family’s bar. I won’t have it become part of some ridiculous reality TV show.”

      Tuck decided it was his turn to narrow his eyes at her. “For someone who thinks Cold Feet is the dumbest show ever to air on television, you sure do know a lot about it. Were you watching the latest episode in the back before I got here, or do you enjoy the livestream from my apartment?” He snapped his fingers. “Oh, shit. That’s right. The livestreaming isn’t very interesting right now since I’m currently here.”

      Suddenly, Jodi’s entire demeanor changed. She grinned, and then she started laughing. When she finally managed to pull herself back together, she asked, “Are you at least going to explain to me why a chiseled, sexy hunk of man who recently left the SEALs with brains and wit is starring as the groom on a stupid reality show?”

      He jerked back a few inches. Shocked. It took him a moment to respond. The hard-nosed woman who’d entered this room with her fists raised to fight him was now soft and teasing and cute. The dimples on her cheeks made her seem almost human. Her eyes were dancing with humor.

      Another lock of curls fell across her cheek, and he watched as she tried futilely to tuck the hair behind her ear. Part of him was mesmerized by her transformation and wanted to reach out and brush those curls off her cheek himself. He wondered if her hair was as soft as it looked.

      Was this even the same woman? The one who called him deranged and certifiable? The one who now called him a “chiseled, sexy hunk of man”? Wait. With brains and wit?

      Tuck licked his suddenly very dry lips. “Sorry, ma’am. I can’t tell you anything about the show. I’m under contract. I’m not permitted to discuss it with anyone.” This was his standard memorized response for anyone he might meet on the street who begged him for information.

      Her smile grew and then she rolled her eyes. “Fine. Whatever. We desperately need to clean up this drug problem in the bar, and it would seem you’re more than qualified to do it. The faster we catch the dealer, the sooner we won’t need your services anymore. I’m not kidding when I say we can’t afford a bouncer. Dad likes to pretend everything is peachy around here, but I’m the one who keeps the books. We’re barely in the black.”

      Tuck nodded. “I’ll try to solve your problem as quickly as possible.”
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      Tuck had been assured he could go on with his life, get a job, do normal things. As long as he met the requirements of his contract with the production company, New Millennia Media, he was golden.

      Granted, the confines of his agreement were pretty tight. Most people in their right mind wouldn’t have signed on to do this show. Jodi wasn’t wrong about that. Tuck hadn’t hunted out this job at all. He’d never heard of Cold Feet until one of his good friends from BUD/S training had contacted him a few months ago and begged him to fill a hole in the show.

      Tuck had been dragging himself through life for several months when he got that call from Nick Nelson. His final tour with the SEALs had ended a few months prior, and he’d done nothing but mope around since then. Nick had known Tuck was depressed, bored, unemployed, and available. He had also known Tuck needed money.

      Tuck hadn’t hesitated, jumping on the opportunity, not giving a shit what the show was or what would be required of him.

      That was ten weeks and a lifetime ago. He’d been contracted to finish the last two weeks of Cold Feet as the projected groom when the previous actor was basically voted off the island, so to speak.

      Tuck was not an actor. He’d never once considered doing anything remotely like this. He was, however, in need of cash, and people would do lots of crazy things for money when pressed against a wall.

      His contract had stipulated that he would get five thousand dollars to finish out the two weeks of the show and a bonus twenty-five grand if he actually married the bride.

      Katia. Jesus. What a joke. He’d known from the moment he’d arrived that Katia was only in it for the money. She’d been far more desperate than Tuck to get married. She hadn’t even cared to whom. After the first groom, Carl, had been booted for bringing, of all things, date-rape drugs on the show, Katia had begged Tuck’s friend Nick to take his place. Nick was in a new relationship with Dani, the woman he’d been half in love with for over a decade, so he’d turned down the opportunity and called Tuck.

      That was how Tuck had gotten into the mess. Five grand had sounded like a windfall. After a few days when he’d realized Katia intended to play the game however necessary to get the other twenty-five grand, Tuck had decided what the hell. Thirty thousand would go a long way toward easing his financial burden.

      And then, at the last second, the stakes had gone up…

      “How much longer is this reality show going to go on?” Jodi asked, spinning around behind the bar.

      Yanked from his ruminations, Tuck lifted his gaze. “One more month.” When the show had ended, the producer had offered them a new contract. Another fifty grand to stay married for ninety days. They’d had to move into an apartment together that the network provided and allow cameras to run in the kitchen and living room twenty-four seven. This livestreaming was apparently so popular with the show’s followers that New Millennia Media had jumped on the opportunity.

      “Are you going to stay married to that woman?” Jodi asked, incredulous.

      Not a snowball’s chance in hell. He lifted his brows instead of voicing his thoughts. “I told you I can’t disclose details about the show. Not to anyone.”

      Jodi sighed, mumbling, “Who the hell would I tell?”

      Oh, just everyone on social media perhaps?

      As Jodi continued giving him the grand tour of her father’s bar, Tuck learned that Jodi was thirty years old, an only child, and her mother had died of breast cancer five years ago. She lived above the bar with her father, which might have made Tuck judge her if it weren’t for the fact that until recently, he too had basically lived with his mother. The entire time he’d been with the SEALs he had spent his leave at his childhood home. He’d never thought twice about it. His father had run off when he was two years old, so he didn’t remember a time when it hadn’t been just the two of them.

      He swallowed back his nostalgia as he thought about that house. He’d been forced to sell it as soon as he left the SEALs, and he’d been bumming space on a few friends’ couches until moving into the fake apartment setup with Katia.

      Jodi was speaking again, and he jerked his attention toward her. She was pointing out where all the exits were. An important detail considering someone was coming and going from the bar with a stash of drugs on them. He hoped to God he was only dealing with black-market diet pills. So far, that was all the police knew about. Coincidentally, he was all too aware of their effects since most of the bridesmaids on Cold Feet seemed to be taking the damn things too. Every one of them had mood swings no one could begin to keep up with. It took him all of two days to figure out why.

      He watched Jodi closely as she spoke. Now that she wasn’t mocking him or rolling her eyes at his perceived absurd life choices, she seemed far more friendly and almost normal.

      He couldn’t lie to himself. She was gorgeous. Her dimples made him smile every time she did. More and more of her curls had escaped the confines of whatever clip they were held back by. They fell in waves down her back and over her shoulders. Her ass was fantastic. Following her around was no chore.

      Suddenly, he realized she was no longer speaking, and he jerked his gaze up to meet hers, finding her arms crossed and a smirk on her face. “She’s cheating on you, you know.”

      He flinched. “Who’s cheating on me?”

      “Katia. Duh. Your wife?”

      “Oh.” He shrugged. “Don’t know. Don’t care.” That was more information than he should have divulged.

      Jodi leaned closer, getting in his face. “You don’t care?”

      He shook his head. “Not really. No.” Actually, it would be easier if she were cheating on him. If either of them was caught cheating during the ninety days, the other would walk away with a hundred thousand dollars, not sharing it with the adulterer. If Katia got caught, this entire farce would end all the sooner, and he could go on with his life, a hundred and thirty grand richer than three months ago.

      “She’s pretty,” Jodi pointed out, obviously far more interested in Tuck’s relationship with the woman than he was.

      He shrugged. “I suppose. If you like the cover-model type.”

      “Who doesn’t?”

      He lifted his brows. “That’s so shallow. I prefer a woman with goals and brains that extend beyond drinking with friends, taking whatever pills they can get their hands on to lose weight, and interests that extend past social media.”

      Katia spent nearly every waking hour on Instagram or whatever other platforms she used. She proudly called herself an influencer, which he didn’t even try to understand. To her, tweeting and posting all day was a job. And, he had to be honest, she made a living doing it. Who was he to judge?

      “She’s taking these damn pills too?” Jodi frowned.

      “Eh, I’m not sure she specifically does, but most of the cast on the show for sure took pills. Probably the same ones you’re having issues with here. Whatever the latest fad is among young girls who think they can swallow something and lose weight.”

      After spending two weeks on set with these women, he understood the tradeoff better. They were raging bitches. Whatever the benefits of the pills were, he couldn’t imagine anyone trading their personality for a sexy body. They were like zombies half the time, enraged zombies who went after each other like feral cats.

      Jodi scrunched up her face. “I can’t imagine being that shallow.”

      He couldn’t see it in Jodi either. For one thing, she had on more clothes than he’d seen on any of those women combined in the two weeks he was on set with them. All they cared about was ensuring they exposed as much skin as possible and got as much camera time as they could manage. Each and every bridesmaid and groomsman had one goal and one goal only—getting noticed by somebody in the business. Cold Feet wasn’t anyone’s big break, but it could be a stepping-stone into the industry.

      Jodi grew serious. “Do you really think you can figure out who’s dealing inside the bar?”

      Tuck nodded. “Yep. I’ll find them. I can’t promise someone else won’t come in right behind them and take their place, but whoever the current dealer is, he or she won’t last long under my watch.” He knew he was cocky, but shit, after as many years as he’d worked behind enemy lines for the SEALs, finding a drug dealer in a bar couldn’t be that difficult.

      Jodi rubbed her arms as if she had a chill. She was rightfully unnerved by what was happening in her bar. Unlike the flaky, beauty-obsessed woman Tuck was currently “married” to, Jodi had a business degree, common sense, and life plans that included keeping this bar afloat long after her father was gone.

      Bridgman’s Bar meant something to her. Her father had opened it before she was even born. Tuck could tell the thought of losing it was the source of constant stress. She was pissed that anyone would dare tarnish her reputation by using the place as a meeting point for transactions.

      It was official. If Tuck were single, not working for Jodi, and didn’t have a pile of financial problems, he would ask Jodi out in a heartbeat. Alas, none of those things were true, so he needed to keep things professional.

      Life sucked sometimes.

      Of course, it’s not as if he would ever have a shot with her anyway. She saw him as shallow and money hungry, and rightfully so. How many other women in life would recognize Tuck from the show and judge him without knowing him? Probably a lot.

      Great. Fun life ahead of him.
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      “You changed clothes.”

      Jodi lifted her gaze from behind the bar to find Tuck staring at her. She glanced down at the white tank top she’d put on a few minutes ago. “Yeesss. We’re about to open.”

      He lifted a brow. “That’s what you wear to work?” He didn’t look pleased. In fact, he was gritting his teeth.

      Now she was pissed. “What the hell is wrong with my shirt?” She knew perfectly well what was wrong with it, and frankly she agreed. It was too tight. Too revealing. Downright uncomfortable. And necessary.

      “See? Told you you looked like a floozy in that shirt.” This came from her father as he stepped from the back room. “Let Tuck catch the bad guys. Stop trying to lure them in yourself.”

      Tuck flattened his hands on the bar and leaned forward. “Wait. Please tell me you aren’t wearing revealing, sexy clothes to get the attention of a drug dealer.”

      She winced and then shrugged, not meeting his gaze. Why did he care? He was married to someone who wore less than she had on every time she went to the grocery store. Hell, Katia dressed like that for everyone in the world to see on camera. He shouldn’t judge.

      Tuck leaned in even farther.

      Her dad smirked. “Maybe you can talk some sense into her. I didn’t even know she owned these body-hugging wifebeaters. It’s like my own daughter has lost her mind lately. She wears a T-shirt with the bar logo on it for her entire life, and now this.” He groaned and then stepped back into the storeroom behind the bar.

      “Jodi…” Tuck drawled. “It’s a bad idea to mess with drug dealers. Let me find the perp. You don’t need to get involved.”

      Determined to hold her ground, she glared at him. “You haven’t even started yet. I have no proof you can spot the asshole any easier than I can. At least this way, I stand a chance of being offered whatever he’s selling.”

      Tuck’s face grew red, which was saying something considering how tan he was. He ran a hand over the top of his thick brown hair in exasperation, blinking those penetrating green eyes at her when she glanced. The muscles on his forearms were bulging, more so than usual. Tattoos extending out from under his sleeves. He was also shaking his head.

      “Don’t be sexist. There’s nothing wrong with my outfit. Everything is covered. It’s all legal.” She was exaggerating a bit. After all, she had on a hot pink bra and the tight tank top her father insisted was a wifebeater barely covered the bra. It was also see-through.

      Still, if she were currently at the beach like the women he’d been living with on the set of Cold Feet, she would have on far less than this. Her bikini covered less skin than this bra.

      She’d never once seen him judge the women around him on set the way he was eyeing Jodi right now, so it was difficult to know what to make of his reaction.

      “I’m not sexist, Jodi,” he gritted out. “I’m concerned about you is all.”

      “You’ve never been concerned about Katia when she dressed in three small triangles of material every day for two weeks,” she challenged.

      His voice rose. “That’s because I don’t care what Katia wears.” He threw up his hands and then winced and looked away, running a hand over his hair again.

      She grinned in spite of herself, finding it interesting that he cared more about her attire on the first day they’d met than his wife of two months. Come to think of it, Jodi didn’t believe she’d ever seen Tuck act like he even saw the women on that show. He certainly didn’t judge their clothing, at least not in front of the cameras.

      Before Jodi could come up with the perfect retort to taunt Tuck with his implication that he cared about her, he turned and walked away, murmuring. “Damn pigheaded woman. Thinks she’s Rambo or something.”

      Jodi smiled at his back as she admired his fine ass. Tight. Muscular. Firm. Jesus.

      No matter what her father and Tuck said, she was going to dress in revealing clothing until they caught the dealer. Yes, it drew unsolicited attention that made Jodi recognize how shallow many men could be, but she also suspected it would be effective and pay off one of these days. Besides, based on people’s reaction to her new bar attire, she thought her revealing shirts might actually bring in more customers. If business didn’t pick up soon, it wouldn’t matter if they caught the drug dealer.

      When her father returned and headed toward the front door to unlock it, Tuck followed him and then leaned his ass against the stool her father had placed there for that very purpose. Tuck glanced at Jodi with narrowed eyes.

      Jodi tried not to read anything into it. It wasn’t as though Tuck was hitting on her. Of course not. Nor could he possibly care about her any more than as Bill Bridgman’s daughter.

      Still, she had doubts about the story she kept telling herself. Tuck was definitely keeping an eye on her.
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THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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