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      Sam Matthews slapped the racket on the ball one last time, kicking it to Michael’s side of the court. Michael, his friend of over twenty years, dashed to the ball, stretching his racket, but falling short by a hair. A rush of adrenaline ran through Sam’s blood. He’d won—against a worthy opponent.

      “Well done, man,” Mike said, shaking his hand.

      Sam nodded as they left the court together. Not long after, they both sat at the restaurant of the exclusive country club in Tulip, California.

      The waitress, an attractive woman in her thirties, got their orders and sashayed out of sight.

      Sam glanced at Michael. “You know, maybe it’s time to date again,” he said. His friend had separated from his wife of thirty years nearly one year prior, and still hadn’t gone back to the dating scene.

      “I don’t know. It feels weird to go back out there. I have baggage, she’ll have baggage.”

      “Maybe date someone younger,” Sam suggested. He himself enjoyed taking out women a decade younger, though he was an equal opportunity dater. Younger, his age or older—as long as they understood he wasn’t looking for anything serious. He’d lived a wonderful life as a bachelor and had zero desire to change it. In fact, he hated most changes.

      “That’s just a different set of problems, my friend.”

      “I don’t mean to date and marry, man. You need to take your dick for a ride. Go out and have fun.”

      Michael sighed. “Maybe one day.”

      One day? Sam fished out his phone. Michael had gotten married early, and had children, a mistake Sam had never made. And now, after Stelle had called it quits, poor Michael had been like a wanderer without a home. Sam knew the next woman who gave him attention would probably be his next wife. That is, if the poor woman put up with his internal medicine doctor’s crazy schedule.

      Why couldn’t his friend just chill and enjoy life for once?

      Sam stopped in his tracks.

      He needed to show Michael how to enjoy life.

      He swiped through his cell phone apps until he hit Sugar Pie, the app for a daddy agency. Sam had used them a few times in the past. Members could flip through the pages and choose someone to take on a date. How the date ended depended on the woman, but usually it led to another date until the sugar baby took whatever she wanted from the sugar daddy—money, shopping sprees, jewelry.

      Sam hadn’t continued using the service. After all, he didn’t need an app to meet women. But he never deleted it from his phone. And how convenient it was… he would pick a beautiful woman and schedule for drinks tonight. He’d also invite Michael for drinks. Then, he’d introduce both of them and leave.

      Whatever happened afterward would be entirely up to fate.
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      Ella smoothed her hand over her dress again.

      She’d arrived five minutes before schedule. Her roommate, Sylvia, had become a sugar baby for an agency. Earlier today, she’d showed Ella a picture of a man who had posted he needed a date. Whenever that happened, his profile and picture became available and whoever wanted to could reply. Well, the reason Sylvia had shown her the picture was because said man had looked familiar—like the same guy in a group a picture that Ella kept on her nightstand.

      Sam Matthews, AKA her father’s best friend. The man she’d dreamed about for years.

      Of course he’d never looked at her with an ounce of disrespect. He’d always been cordial and nice, and kept his distance from her. She never had the guts to make a move either. What would a super fit, hot man in his forties with enough money to burn see in a woman like her, twenty-two and still attending community college?

      Nothing.

      She’d seen him date women left and right as she’d grown up. Every time, she plotted their murder, even though she slapped on a smile whenever she met them.

      She reached for her drink and took a sip for liquid courage. Now? Now she’d finally make a move. She’d tried to go out with boys her age, but she never made it past second base because Sam’s face would always emerge in her mind and ruin her night. Now, still a virgin, she needed to quench her thirst for sex once and for all.

      She didn’t need commitment or marriage from him—she knew he was interested in neither. But he had to take her and fulfill her fantasies. After all, wasn’t that why he’d accepted Sylvia’s reply? Since he wants a younger woman anyway, why not me?

      She’d never again have this kind of opportunity fall on her lap.

      Ella rubbed her hands together, her palms clammy. She shook her arms, and took a deep breath. Of course this had all played smoothly in her head. Playing the femme fatale in person was a different story.

      She’d chosen the black cocktail dress for a reason. It enhanced her best assets—her DD breasts and her curvy hips, and it smoothed out the small rolls in her stomach that no amount of cardio seemed to get rid of. Her gaze darted to the entrance of the bar as she carefully studied every man that walked through the door.

      Wishing any one of them would evoke in her the raw response that Sam did without even trying. Hell, without even knowing.

      She took another sip of her drink.

      When she spotted him entering the space, her stomach sank. Dressed in jeans, a white shirt and a gray, vintage style jacket over it, Sam looked good enough to eat. Her nipples perked up, and her sex hummed. Taller than most men in sight, he walked with confidence. His skin had a natural tanned glow, probably from all the running he did shirtless. She’d seen him without a shirt a couple of times, during family vacation. Broad shoulders arrowed down to a gorgeous chest, and washboard abs she’d love to lick over and over again.

      She shuffled on her stool and looked away from him. He’d been looking around the bar area, probably searching for Sylvia—a taller, blonder version of her.

      He’d ordered a statuesque blonde and would have to make do with a curvy brunette. Tough luck.

      When she allowed her gaze to dart at him again, he had sat on the opposite side of the counter, and had just ordered a drink.

      She finished hers and put it on the counter. All or nothing.

      Squaring her shoulders, she walked up to him and sat on the empty stool next to him. “Waiting for someone?” she asked.

      He faced her, and it took him a second before he said, “Ella. Hi. What are you doing here?”

      Maybe he meant because the bar was high end and had an older crowd. He probably imagined she’d go to sports bars with her friends or hang out at coffee shops. “I’m here for a date.” With you, she added inwardly.

      “Oh nice,” he said. “Can I get you anything to drink in the meantime?”

      “Some red wine would be great,” she said, naming the one she’d been having before his arrival. He made a hand gesture to the bartender and quickly ordered for her.

      Her heart beat like it wanted to drill its way out of her chest. She cleared her throat to see if that’d help her focus, but it only brought the racing pulse to the base of her throat. He looked at her with those sexy cobalt eyes, and she held the stare. A few lines only accentuated his charm. This man was like a libido super charging weapon. No woman would be able to resist him.

      “So, what have you been up to, kiddo?”

      Kiddo? Really? Annoyance teased her nerves, but she tilted her head to the side. She’d show him who was a kiddo all right. “Oh, you know, working at a coffee shop, going to school. Nothing terribly exciting. How about you?”

      “Working a lot. By the way, you don’t know a Melissa Henderson, do you? You both go to the same college.”

      She squinted her eyes, trying to place the name. The image of an ultra-reserved chick about her age came to her mind. She usually sat at front and didn’t really talk to anyone. “Yes, I take a psychology class with her. Why?”

      “Interesting. I’ve been trying to convince her father to sell me the building I lease for one of my gyms for years, and he’s always declined. And now he’s selling it to this tech company and I have to move. I wanted to talk to him, but it’s hard to get past his wall of lawyers these days.”

      “I see,” she said.

      “Cool. Maybe ask her where her father hangs out if you have a chance. I’d love to bump into him and have a chat with him.”

      Sure, I’ll ask a semi stranger about her reclusive father. Ella bit the inside of her cheek, keeping her snark for herself. Having Sam need her wasn’t the worst thing… and perhaps she could poke around and see what she could find out. “I’ll do my best.”

      He winked at her. “Thanks. So is your date late?”

      She squared her shoulders. “No.”

      “You got here early?”

      She flashed him a smile. “I got here just in time.”

      He looked at his drink. “Ok. Not sure I follow.”

      She erased the distance between them, and whispered, “You’re my date.”
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      Sam frowned. Her date? Maybe the guy stood her up, and Ella meant he’d keep her company. But soon, the sugar baby from the site would show up, and not long after that, Ella’s dad. He had to send Ella away as quick as possible so Michael would feel comfortable with his date. “Did your guy stand you up?” he asked, an edge of impatience creeping into his voice.

      “No.” She leaned closer, and a glint sparked in her hazel eyes. “He’s sitting in front of me. I’m SylCat from Sugar Pie.”

      SylCat? Shock squeezed Sam’s vocal cords until his throat became dry and tight. He glanced at the young woman in front of him. This was a joke. It had to be. But how would she know the sugar baby’s username? An uneasiness settled in his gut. “Come again?”

      “Well, she couldn’t make it and I came to replace her.”

      Replace? Thoughts jumped in his head like fireworks. How the hell could he introduce Michael’s daughter as his date? Wouldn’t happen. Realization dawned on him, pumping his blood. “So you knew you were going to meet me here?” he said out loud, the words making no sense to him. Why would Ella agree to come meet him as a potential sugar daddy? She didn’t know he’d introduce her to someone else. She came… for me?

      She shifted on her seat. “Yes. Are you disappointed?”

      “Why are you on that site, Ella? Do you need anything? Your father has enough money, and if you don’t want to ask him, I’ll be happy to—”

      Ella leaned closer, a bit too close for his comfort level. “I’m here as a replacement.”

      Replacement? A shiver ran down his spine.

      Ella chewed on her lip. He’d never noticed before how plump they were—he shook his head. Never noticed because she was his best friend’s daughter, and much too young for him.

      Besides, Michael didn’t deserve his best friend looking at his daughter in such way. Let alone putting his hands on her. All over her. Sam reached his collar, stretching it. “Ella, if this is a joke…”

      “It’s not. You expected Sylvia to hook up with you. My father aside, what’s so different about me?”

      A lump formed in his throat. He’d looked at Sylvia’s pictures, a statuesque blonde, and his gaze now traveled down Ella’s pretty face, studying her kissable lips and her graceful neck. When he looked down her breasts, he tried to swallow, but his tongue got stuck on the roof of his mouth. He’d never noticed before—not with so much attention—how full and large her breasts were. The dress cut emphasized them, and he doubted any man with red blood wouldn’t have noticed. He reached for his drink and took a generous amount until the liquid burned down his throat. Just like his
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