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By

Donna Cummings

Brody Sinclair just retired his bad boy ways.

Was it fun being a woman's walk-on-the-wild-side tour guide? Hell yeah. It was perfect for a man who never parked his bike in one spot for very long.

But now he's done being a trinket on guilty-pleasure charm bracelets.

Five minutes later he meets roadhouse owner Honeysuckle McNair.

She's his favorite kind of troublemaker. Smart and sassy. Unforgivably sexy with her long blonde hair, red cowboy boots, and a knowing wink.

Guess who needs a bad boy?

She says a fake date with him should finally convince her cheating ex they're never getting back together—not even to save the human race from extinction.

That fake date leads to Brody coaching a senior citizen karaoke team to compete against Honey's in a town-wide contest. Yeah, he didn't see that one coming, either.

There's no denying their incendiary attraction. In fact, it's creating impossibly real feelings that won't go away.

That's a problem, because as soon as the contest is over, he's taking off. This was always just a stop on the way to a new business venture hundreds of miles away.

But his heart is warning he'll always regret riding away from this woman. Now it's got him thinking: what if he's meant to finally put down roots, here? 

And what if he could be Honey's forever bad boy?
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He liked the vibe here.

Brody took another leisurely sip from the longneck then swiveled on his barstool to check the place out.

He hadn't planned to stop. In fact, he'd blasted right past, wanting to eat up some more road before the sun finally set. 

But who could resist a roadhouse called Gino O'Grady's? Not this guy. Not when his stomach was growling almost as loud as his bike. 

His gaze returned to the two waitresses standing behind the bar, just a few feet away. He'd seen the beauties when he arrived, both of them chatting with the patrons, cheerfully keeping everyone's drinks filled. The redhead had served him a beer with a flirtatious smile and left to take care of other customers.

Now the women were having a spirited discussion. He didn't mean to eavesdrop, but they weren't trying to keep their voices down either.

"Honey, I'm serious," the redhead said, her eyes widened. "I've never seen one that big before. It was a monster."

Brody tilted his head, the beer halfway to his mouth. They weren't talking about that? Were they? Nah. It was probably one of those monster trucks his brother loved. Or maybe a huge raccoon had gotten into the trash cans out back.

"I was really nervous," the redhead continued, "so I kept telling myself it would be fine. I mean, it's designed to handle a baby's head, right?"

The blonde snorted. "That's coming out, Stace. Not going in."

Brody nearly spewed his beer. He swallowed in time but it still went down wonky. He coughed a couple times, pounding his chest. The redhead laughed a little self-consciously and then scurried off without finishing her story.

Talk about a cliffhanger.

Blondie didn't blush or look embarrassed. Hell, no. She grinned and gave Brody a knowing wink that made him instantly hard.

Damn. 

Just when he'd finally given up his bad boy ways. 

He'd had a good long run. Enjoyed every minute of it, too, serving as a sort of tour guide for women eager to explore their naughty nature.

Once they had? They didn't need him anymore. He didn't mind. Not at first.

Then the wedding invites started showing up. 

That's when Brody realized he'd never be more than a fun souvenir of their walk on the wild side. Not as lasting as a tattoo. Nothing they ever regretted or tried to hide. 

But bad boys were always meant to be a guilty pleasure.

Just part of life's journey. Never the destination.

Blondie sauntered over to check on him. Despite renouncing his bad boy ways, Brody hadn't signed up to be a saint. He couldn't keep his eyes off her when he walked in the place. He didn't try now. 

She was a knockout. Long blonde hair fell to her waist in waves. Her big blue eyes and full lips were filled with mischief, like she found the world an amusing place and she was going to have fun with whatever happened.

He'd watched her dashing around the place in her short denim skirt, her tanned legs drawing his eyes upwards, all the way to the tight tank top and the bouncy curves there. Then back down over rounded hips to the red cowboy boots that gave her such a delicious swagger.

She was unforgivably hot. Sexy. Confident. She could very easily tempt a man away from his new life goals. Even the ones he hadn't had a chance to finalize just yet.

"Can I get you another?" she asked, nodding to his beer bottle.

Before he could answer, someone at a table yelled, "Honey, can we get a refill?" A guy in a plaid shirt dangled an empty pitcher by its handle.

"Sure thing, Sam. Stace will be right there." She motioned to the redhead to take care of the request and then turned back to Brody.

He grinned. "Everybody always call you honey?" She was like that fiery kind on chicken sandwiches nowadays, not the overly sweet stuff that went on oatmeal.

She laughed. "It's my name. Short for Honeysuckle."

"Brody." He held his hand out for her to shake. When she slid her soft palm against his, he felt several brain cells short circuit. Hopefully not the ones in charge of good decisions. "I always hoped I'd come across someone named Honeysuckle. How'd you get that name?"

"My mom loves flowers. Loves them. She's a horticulture professor. My dad is, too, which is probably why she got her way." She wrinkled her adorable nose. "I'm just grateful they weren't into insects."

Brody nodded. "I could see you as Ladybug."

She gave a theatrical groan as she dropped her head back onto her shoulders.

"Or Venus flytrap," he continued, enjoying the exchange. "Venus for short, of course. It's kind of a cross between a plant and a bug, so that really does have possibilities."

She stared at him, her lips twitching. "I am overflowing with gratitude now. Thanks to you reminding me all the alternatives I could have been saddled with."

"You're wel—" Brody snapped his fingers. "Grasshopper."

Honey lifted the soda gun from behind the bar, aiming it at him while her eyes never left his.

He laughed and held his hands up in surrender. "I'm guessing you won't be excited about praying mantis either."

"Not exactly the religious type." Her lips twisted up in the mischievous smile again, stirring up all kinds of sinful thoughts. It made Brody want to fall to his knees and worship everything about this woman.

Hell, he'd fallen half in love with her after that wink.

She opened a bottle and set it in front of him, a smooth motion that shouldn't have been sexy, but it spiked his arousal something fierce. He nodded his thanks and took a long drink to cool himself down. "So who's Gino O'Grady?"

Her smile held a tinge of sadness. "My grandpa was Gino. My grandma is the O'Grady. And the owner for now. I'll be keeping the name when I take over."

"Yeah? Getting close?"

"Hopefully soon. Grandma's been putting me through my paces, telling me it's to make sure I'm suited for the responsibility." Her exasperation made air quotes unnecessary. "We can't seem to agree on what exactly that term means."

"I've got my money on you," Brody said sincerely.

"I'll use it to buy your next beer." She laughed, a lilting sound that he could get addicted to if he didn't get his ass out of here. 

Which he would, as soon as he finished his beer. The next one.

Honey jumped all of a sudden, and then grabbed her phone from her back pocket. "Speak of the devil. Hey, Grandma. Of course I'm coming to your karaoke competition. Tomorrow night, right? I'll have Stace cover for me here." She listened and then her eyebrows drew down. "Since when do karaoke contests at your assisted living require a date?"

She rolled her eyes and Brody hid his smile with another sip of beer. Her eyes flicked to his and then away.

"Grandma, stop! It's bad enough you spring this date requirement on me—no, I'm not going with him. That is absolutely a hard no." This time her eyes stayed on Brody's. "Yeah, I've got someone in mind. You'll just have to wait until tomorrow to find out."

She huffed out a sigh as she hung up, then tucked the phone away. "Sorry about that. Looks like you get to be part of all my crazy conversations tonight."

Brody chuckled. "You including our bug one in there?"

That made her laugh. "It was the only normal one of the bunch."

"Who does Grandma want you to bring?"

"My ex. Chip."

"Honey, I know we just met—"

"Brody. You were part of the group chat about babies' heads and vajayjays. We're practically best friends now."

He ran a hand through his hair, fighting off another grin. "That's why I feel I should tell you—nobody, and I mean nobody, should have a boyfriend named Chip."

Her laughter bubbled over. "I agree that should have been a red flag. But he slipped through because his grandma Lillian and mine are best friends. Plus he has this whole clean-cut frat-boy thing going on, which helps disguise what a pompous jerk he actually is."

Brody couldn't begin to picture Honey with the guy she just described, but he was certain about one thing. "He's also a dumbass. Putting you in the ex category."

Honey leaned closer and he nearly got lost in those big blue eyes of hers, along with a hint of her perfume. Honeysuckle, of course. His new favorite scent.

"I put him in the ex category. Only he won't accept it, any more than Grandma or Lillian will." She drummed her fingers on the wooden bar. "Which is where you come in."

"Oh? How's that?"

Honey gave him a good looking-over, unconsciously licking her lips, which sent a mini shockwave through Brody's entire body. She seemed to approve of his too-long dark hair that dusted the top of his leather jacket. He hadn't retired it yet, not while he was riding the motorcycle. And getting a haircut was still on the To Do list. 

She made him really glad he hadn't made any changes yet.

"You've had some experience being a bad boy," she stated.

He couldn't deny that. "In the past. I recently retired."

She snorted. "With a gold watch? And a plaque thanking you for your years of devoted service?"

Damn. Every sassy word out of her mouth made her even more irresistible. How could a frat-boy named Chip think he could handle this woman? Brody wasn't sure that he'd leave unscathed after this encounter.

The smart move was to finish his beer and leave, before he convinced himself to come out of retirement—just like thieves in movies deciding to do one last score, wrecking everything they'd arranged for their rosy future.

But man, he was too weak to resist this firecracker of a woman. He'd never met anyone like Honey. He doubted he ever would again. His future plans weren't set in stone. Not yet. He could stick around Briardale Falls for another day or so.

"What do you need from me?"

Honey's face brightened instantly. "To be my date tomorrow, for Grandma's karaoke concert. Or competition. I'm not entirely clear on what it is. I just know this is the perfect opportunity."

"Is it a dress-up kind of thing?"

"Hell, no." Honey circled her hand in front of him. "We need this bad boy persona in place. To really sell it."

Of course. She needed a bad boy—the complete opposite of her ex—and he was the closest one around. Not that it would be a hardship to act like Honey's date. He'd thoroughly enjoy this spitfire for a few more hours and then head out of town as planned. 

Maybe he'd even have a chance to needle Chip for being such a jerk that Honey needed a fake date to finally get rid of him.

Unless...

"Is this meant to make Chip jealous? So the two of you can get back together?" Brody peeled at the label on the bottle. "Just trying to understand the scope of the assignment."

"Brody!" She looked almost horrified. "Do you really think I'd ignore my new best friend's advice? About having a boyfriend named Chip? No, I'm never getting back with him. Not even if the future of humanity depended on it. Uh uh. Absolutely not." She added one last emphatic shake of her head.

"Okay, that seems definitive. I mean, if you'd let the entire human race die out first..." Brody tilted his head. "When Grandma sees us she might think you're hopping on the back of my bike and leaving the roadhouse behind."

Her lips lifted into the most intriguing smile, making him even more aroused. Especially when he thought about having this sexy sassy woman on his bike as they roamed the countryside together.

"Grandma knows I'm not going anywhere. I love this place too much." She brushed her hair over her shoulders. "The problem is she and Lillian decided, years ago, that Chip and I should be together. Some dream of theirs to unite our families even though I want no part of it. So when they see you and me tomorrow..." Honey gleefully rubbed her hands like a cartoon villain. "This dynasty nonsense is about to die a very public death."

Brody finally understood why movie thieves couldn't resist one last score. It was hard going cold turkey. And they didn't have the beautifully tempting Honey standing in front of them, asking for help.

She raised her eyebrows. "So?"

"Count me in." He almost repeated it just to see that wicked gleam in her eyes again.

"Brody, I can't thank you enough. Beers are on the house for eternity."

He laughed at her infectious enthusiasm. "Since I won't be around that long to collect, how about one of those burgers everybody's devouring? My inner carnivore has been howling since I got here."

"Medium rare?"

"Yes, ma'am."

She grinned and dashed back to the kitchen. Brody enjoyed the hell out of Honey's curvy backside, doing his best to ignore the mayhem it caused behind his zipper.

Fortunately his phone buzzed with a text, just the distraction he needed. He grinned when he saw it was from his brother.

Jackson: You headed this way any time soon?

Brody: Eventually. What's up? You need a refresher course on how to woo the ladies there?

Jackson: Dick.

Brody: It would help if you had one. Add it to your list of class supplies.

Jackson: Not until I'm done wearing this one out. Hold on.

Brody took another sip of beer and waited, watching the three little dots before another text came in.

Jackson: I had to start a new text. I couldn't have dicks and Mom in the same 

Jackson: Shit.

Brody laughed. His brother, just a year older, was crazy fun and he was looking forward to seeing him again.

Brody: What's up with Mom? She okay?

Jackson: She's been throwing around the S word a lot lately. Lucas and I need your help. Sinclair brother solidarity.

Brody: Mom's talking about solidarity?

Jackson: No. "Settling down".

Brody: That's two words, you dumbass. LOL

Jackson: The important thing is, every time we talk to her she says, "You boys need to settle down".

Brody: She's always like this around her birthday. You know that.

Jackson: It feels more serious this time. We need something to distract her.

Brody: Like what? You getting married? I'll show up for the wedding, but I don't know why I have to be there before that.

Jackson: Me?! Married? Let's get you scheduled for brain surgery while there's still something for them to work with.

Brody laughed again. Jackson always kept things lively. Especially when it came to staying one step ahead of commitment.

Jackson: You and Lucas are still doing that motorcycle business, right?

Brody: Yeah. We're gonna look at a place when I get there.

Jackson: Just tell me it's going to be soon.

Brody: It'll be a couple of days. I kinda started something here.

Jackson: A new lovely wanting to be added to your Naughty List?

Brody: Nah. A friend needs some help with their grandma.

Jackson: Hmm. Don't take too long. Mom might decide to do something extreme. Like call a family meeting.

Brody groaned. He'd been gone so much with his job, they'd managed to avoid them, but now that he was done with that career...

Brody: Hold her off as long as possible. Just in case—

Jackson: Yeah?

Brody: Let me know which wedding registry you're using.

He tucked his phone away, ignoring the furious buzz from Jackson's last text.

He was more interested in Honey returning to him, her face beaming. "Your burger will be up in a few minutes. I wasn't sure if you preferred fries or onion rings so you're getting both." She set a paper placemat and napkin-wrapped silverware in front of him. "I told the cook it was for a VIP."

"You're spoiling me, Honey." Brody finished his beer, then scooted the bottle closer to her. "What time should I be back tomorrow?"

Honey started to answer but then narrowed her eyes playfully. "You know, bestie, I really should have asked you this before. You're not an axe murderer, are you? Riding from town to town. Cutting down all the females needing a fake date to get their ex to back off."

"Nice imagery. How about I give you my solemn vow that I am not an axe murderer—"

She pressed her lips together and shook her head slowly, her eyes twinkling the entire time. 

"Okay, let's try this." He stood and grabbed his phone from his jacket, pulling up a video call. When his buddy Grant appeared on the screen, Brody turned so his back was against the bar, holding the phone so Honey could watch over his shoulder. 

"Hey, Sutton. Need to ask a favor."

"No problem, Brody. I definitely owe you one."

In the next instant Grant's girlfriend appeared on the screen. "I thought I heard Brody's voice. How's that bad boy thing of yours working? Still reeling the women in?"

Honey gasped. "That's Piper Kenyon!" She turned her shocked face to Brody. "You know Piper Kenyon? I've seen every one of her movies at least twice."

Brody bit on his lip to keep from grinning. "Piper, can you tell my girl here I'm not an axe murderer?"

Grant snorted, alerting Brody that Piper was about to mess with him.

"Wellll," Piper said. "I've never seen him actually carrying an axe anywhere. His specialty is dealing with bombs." She winked at Honey. "And enticing pretty women like you onto his bad boy bike."

Honey gazed at Brody and he shrugged. "I'm done with that."

"Which one?" she asked.

"Both."

Her expression softened. "You're really coming out of bad-boy retirement, just to help me with Grandma?"

"Awww," Piper said. "That is so adorable."

Grant laughed. "Nothing this woman loves more than calling grown-ass men 'adorable'."

"Like you." Piper wrapped her arms around Grant, kissing him. She stopped long enough to say, "Bye, Brody. Have fun with your un-retirement."

Then the screen faded to black. He chuckled. Probably a good thing.

"I can't believe you know Piper Kenyon."

"Piper had a stalker and I helped Grant with some bomb threats she got. He was her bodyguard at the time." Brody laughed at the memory of his first meeting with Piper. "She's immune to bad boys."

"I don't know. Grant looked pretty bad-ass to me. Maybe she was just immune to your particular flavor of bad boy."

"Could be." It was Brody's turn to wink. "Now we've just got to hope your grandma isn't."

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2


[image: ]


"Ladybug, wrap your arms around me. And I mean tight."

Honey snorted. Like she was ever going to say no to that.

"You know." She scooted forward on the motorcycle seat. "It defeats the hell out of not having insect-loving parents when you call me Ladybug."

"I like it. Now give me a hug. And make it a good one." He shot her a grin. "Don't make me tell Grandma she has to find a new owner because you bounced when I took a corner."

She laughed just as the breeze lifted the flirty material of her short sundress. She caught it and smoothed it down before her prettiest panties could put on a show. 

"Brody, maybe we should take my truck. This outfit is great for karaoke contests. And destroying family dynasties. That's why I picked it." And okay, maybe a certain sexy bad boy was on her mind. "But it's not really the best for motorcycles."

His eyes skimmed over her half-bare thigh and then up to his leather jacket which he insisted she wear on the ride. He bit his lip, adding a low murmur of appreciation.

Definitely not a one-sided attraction here.

"I'm sure your truck is fine, but we're going full-throttle bad boy tonight, right? That means the bike." He revved the engine a few times, gazing at her over his shoulder. "We still doing this, Honey?"

That sexy-sweet voice should probably be outlawed. Especially since it was clear if she said "let's ditch this
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