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I need someone to help me become a heartbreaker. And I've picked you.

Bettina Knox's dating life was a disaster. What she needed was some expert instruction on becoming the love-'em-and-leave-'em type. Luckily she found the perfect man for the job—a professional-grade flirter, adored by every woman he encountered. It was all fun and games, until she started falling for her way-too-sexy teacher.

So you want me to give you all my secrets for breaking hearts. Even though I'm not convinced I've ever broken any.

Troy Callahan thought he'd heard it all in his years of owning a popular sports pub. Then this sweet, sassy woman waltzed up insisting he was going to teach her how to break hearts. He'd been a wingman forever, so why not help her unleash her inner bad girl? There was just one problem: turning Bet into a heartbreaking assassin had somehow put his own heart at risk.
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Troy grinned as soon as he saw his best friend's name on the caller ID. "I know," he answered. "You two are running late. I'll just go in and meet you at the bar."

"Sorry, man, but Allie's really sick." Matt sounded worried. "She's throwing up actually."

"Wow. Is she, you know—" Troy mimed a baby bump even though Matt couldn't see it. "Already?"

"It's food poisoning," Matt replied quickly. "At least, that's what she told me."

Troy laughed. "Well, she does have a flair for bending the truth."

"Don't remind me. In any event, we have to cancel. Sorry for the short notice."

"No problem. I can stop by with some ginger ale and saltines."

"We're good. I just feel bad that we haven't had a chance to get together for a while."

"A long while," Troy said. "It's like I'm the wingman without a country or something."

Matt snorted. "Quit acting like we just broke up."

Now it was Troy's turn to snort. "Don’t flatter yourself. And if you'd given me Allie's phone number in the first place, like I'd asked—"

"You know I'm going to punch you the next time I see you, right?"

"Hah! And injure your all-star pitching arm? You know I'm not scared, right?"

Matt chuckled, and Troy joined in. All was right in their world. 

"Tell Allie I hope she feels better," Troy said. "She knows I love her."

"Yeah, she does. And she feels the same about you." The painful sound of retching in the background could not be ignored. "Well, I thought she did."

Troy cackled. "Go take care of her. I'll catch you both later."

"Thanks, man. Have a good night."

"I plan to."

Troy hung up, doing his best to ignore the envy spreading throughout his chest. He was single, ladies everywhere loved him, and he had no constraints on his time for the next several hours.

How could he possibly be envious of Matt spending the evening with his barfing girlfriend?

What he needed was a beer. And a good game on the TV. Maybe even a hot woman to take his mind off his non-existent troubles. Fortunately he was in the right spot for all of those things.

He swung open the door to Calhoun's, the sports pub he co-owned with Matt. Now all he had to do was convince himself this was a bachelor's dream night, not a sorry-ass Plan B.
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Bettina Knox picked up her purse, ready to leave the bar. Another date, with another seemingly great guy, but with the same predictable ending. There was never a second date once they found out she was a kindergarten teacher.

For Pete's sake, it wasn't like she had given birth to twenty kids. There wasn't a busload of boisterous five-year-olds outside, eager to join her for a restaurant "field trip".

She'd been so sure tonight would give her something fun to report at this year's What I Did on My Summer Vacation bash. Instead, she was heading home to an economy-size bag of chocolate-covered pretzels, the guest of honor at her very own pity party.

Bettina blew out an exasperated breath, reaching into her purse for her car keys, but a commotion at the entrance distracted her. She'd heard that celebrities, especially sports stars, showed up at Calhoun's. Maybe that was the reason for all the excitement now.

She didn't recognize the handsome guy with blond hair and a spectacular smile, but it seemed everyone else in the place did. He was instantly surrounded by several bosomy babes who squealed and threw their arms around his neck. He teased and flirted, kissing cheeks, making it seem there was no one more important in his life in that instant.

He was just as popular with the guys. He was shaking hands, slapping backs, acknowledging others with a quick lift of his chin. And when he moved on, heading toward the bar, everyone was beaming as if he'd insisted on picking up their tab for the night.

What she wouldn't give to learn how to work a room like that.

Actually, she'd be happy figuring out how to be the one who delivered the "I'll call you" lie at the end of a date. Or discovering when it was the right time to say, "It's not you, it's me".

Bettina headed for the exit. She was determined to figure this dating thing out. As soon as she got home, she'd write up a study plan, complete with topics needing further research, and detailed, measurable goals—

A burst of delighted laughter made her look across the room once more. She nearly slapped her palm against her forehead. How had she missed something so obvious?

She didn't need to study this. She had the living breathing solution right there in front of her.
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Troy straddled the bar stool, resting his forearms on the polished wood counter. "Hey, Billy. How's it going so far tonight?"

Billy plopped a coaster down, followed by a glass of beer. "A little slow, boss. Gina called out, and I suspect she's not coming back."

"Damn. She seemed good."

"Yeah, I thought so too. Hey, I thought Matt was coming with you tonight."

"He was, but Allie's sick. Food poisoning."

Billy laughed. "Matt isn't trying to cook again, is he?"

"He knows better."

Billy grinned and then hustled off to handle some business at the other end of the bar. Troy glanced up at the TV to his right, but it wasn't a game he was particularly interested in.

He spun around, planting his elbows on the bar behind him. The pub had large flat-screens in numerous spots, with a ton of different sporting events on offer, but nothing kept his interest. Normally he enjoyed discussing baseball stats with his customers, listening to their advice on what Matt needed to do to make it to the Series.

Tonight, though—he just wasn't himself.

"Have you ever broken anyone's heart?"

"What?"

Troy swiveled to his right, where the odd question had come from. An attractive woman with short platinum-blonde hair stood there, her green eyes studying him a little too intently. He was tempted to excuse himself, saying he had something important to do in his office, but he decided to stay put. 

And okay, she had a rocking body to go along with that gorgeous face. He might have indulged his softer side earlier by admitting he was feeling emotions, but he was still a guy.

And she made him really glad that he was.

"I'll bet you've broken lots of hearts," she said, a little more determined this time.

Troy laughed before taking a sip of his beer. "I don't usually let it get to that point."

"I knew it! You're the worst kind of heartbreaker. You give a girl hope you might stick around and then you're gone before she realizes it."

"You know, I've never looked at it that way."

Before he could try to defend his methods, or rationalize them, her lips tilted up in a crooked grin he found very appealing. 

"You're perfect," she said.

"Why, thank you. I do try my best."

She laughed and swatted his bicep, as though they were long-time buddies. "I mean you're exactly what I'm looking for."

Maybe this night wasn't a bust after all.

He leaned in a little closer. "What did you have in mind?"

"I need someone to help me become a heartbreaker. And I've picked you."
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Bettina could see from his expression he was doing an instant "how nuts is she?" analysis. Then he shot a quick glance to either side of him.

"Is there a specific heart you plan to crush?"

"No, nobody in particular. Not yet anyway." She smiled, hoping to reassure him before he scooted completely away. "I've decided it's time to get a new skill set."

"So why me?"

She hesitated. She'd overheard him talking with the bartender, and realized then who he was and why he was so popular. It had almost made her reconsider going through with this scheme. But she knew this handsome, devil-may-care guy—the kind she was always attracted to, unfortunately—was her best shot at becoming the love-'em-and-leave-'em type.

"You're the best," she stated matter-of-factly. "Everyone knows you're Matt Kearns's wingman."

She could swear there was a muttered curse before he gulped the rest of his beer.

"So you want me to give you all my secrets for breaking hearts. Even though I'm not convinced I've ever broken any."

"That's exactly what I want."

He nodded slowly, eyeing her the entire time. Bettina's heart pounded while she waited to see if he would go along with her request.

"Okay," he finally said. "What's in it for me?"
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Troy nearly laughed out loud at the stunned look on her face.

"I guess, well, I hadn't really. . ."

She was adorable while she floundered, trying to figure out what to say. He didn't really want anything in return. He had an hour or so to spare tonight. It would get his mind off feeling a bit lonely and left out—and they could enjoy a few laughs while she picked up some tips on how to handle herself in the big bad dating world.

"I'm kidding." Troy pulled out the stool next to him, motioning her to sit. "I'm actually intrigued that you woke up today and decided you want to learn how to break somebody's heart."

Her expression was almost apologetic. "I guess that makes me sound heartless, doesn't it?"

"Maybe there'll be an asshole in your life one day who deserves it."

"Hopefully not." She sat on the bar stool, scooting back, and then tugged her skirt down before it could reveal too much. "It just seemed like a good idea to learn the necessary skills and techniques. So I can dole it out instead of being on the receiving end all the time."

"Hmm." He tore his eyes away from her gorgeous legs before he lost the conversational thread completely. "You'll be a heartbreaking assassin."

"If you do your job right, yes."

The way her eyes glittered with mischief, he knew she'd caught him checking her out. Had the skirt move been a deliberate one? Probably not. Still, he had to give her credit for being extra creative with her pickup lines.

It could actually be a kick hanging out with her, discussing different strategies—even if he didn't really have any. Maybe they'd end up sharing a few kisses before this night was over, as part of the "training".

That gave him a very pleasant jolt below the belt.

"We should have some kind of graduation ceremony at the end of this," he teased.

Her eyes lit up. "Or a laminated card, like a driver's license."

"Yeah. To prove you're qualified to be out there with all the other heartbreakers."

She laughed appreciatively, and in that instant Troy understood exactly how Matt had fallen for Allie. There was something about a woman who could be playful and carefree, and who also stirred up thoughts of other carefree, playful activities. 

He held out his hand. "I'm Troy, by the way. Troy—"

"Calhoun?" She gave him her hand, and it was soft, and delicate, and he didn't want to let go.

"Uh, no. It's Callahan actually."

Her nose wrinkled in confusion. The word adorable sprang to his mind again. "But the bar is called Calhoun's."

"Yeah, it's always been called that, and Matt and I decided not to change it when we bought it. Even if it does confuse the hell out of everyone."

He rubbed his thumb across the back of her hand, enjoying the softness of her skin. He suddenly realized he'd been holding her hand
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