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        This is a test. A test of every decision Lisa Michaels has ever made.

        Lisa thought she’d gotten everything right:

        Beautiful condo, the right career, and an adequate sex life with her stockbroker fiancé. 

        But when the dickhead ditches her at the altar, 

        Lisa’s left questioning every choice she’s ever made. 

        What if her instincts have been steering her wrong all along? 

        Time to put that theory to the test.

        She’ll spend one month doing the exact opposite of what she’d normally do.

        A crazy-hot fling with a tattooed steelworker from the wrong side of the tracks is a start.

        But Dax Kensington is no ordinary bad boy.

        Soon he’s deliciously flipped Lisa’s life upside down.

        From secret hookups in a stuffy museum, to starlit s’mores paired with camping chaos,

        Dax shows Lisa a thrilling new world.

        And she’s showing him how to open his heart.

        For a guy who’s had a lifetime of bad breaks,

        falling in love is one test Dax might be set up to fail.

        One-click this standalone, hilarious, spicy opposites-attract romance with a bad boy millionaire and a jilted bride determined to flip the script on her life.
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      From a spicy marriage pact to a sexy to-do list, these steamy stories tick all the boxes in a task log teeming with laughter, love, and scorching desire. All three intertwined novels can be read as standalones.

      
        
        The List (Cassie and Simon)

        The Test (Lisa and Dax)

        The Last (Sara and Ian)

      

      

      Want to take the heat level up a few notches? You might also enjoy my Jilted Brides Honeymoon Series where would-be brides who missed their big day find sensuous satisfaction at an exclusive, luxury resort designed to quench their steamiest desires.
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          LISA

        

      

    

    
      “I’ll have the Barbadian Secret martini, but with Hendrick’s gin instead of the Aria, and I’d prefer the grapefruit-shishido shrub instead of the tarragon, please.”

      I smile at the cocktail waitress, who nods and jots something on her notepad. “No problem.”

      “I know I’m fussy,” I tell her in a half-conspiratorial, half-apologetic tone that wins more kindness from servers than my extra-generous tips. “But it’s always fabulous when you make it that way.”

      She gives me a friendly wink. “Coming right up.”

      “Oh, and if you have kaffir leaves,” I add, “I’d really prefer that over the lime zest garnish.”

      “Jesus, Lisa.” Across the table, my sister, Cassie, rolls her eyes. “Are you ordering a cocktail or buying a luxury car?”

      Our other sister, Missy, pats Cassie’s hand with a haughty expression I suspect mirrors the one I routinely throw at our younger sister. “There’s a real art to craft cocktails,” Missy informs her. “You can’t blame her for knowing exactly what she wants.”

      I smile at Missy for having my back, but also at Cassie for being—well, Cassie. My polar opposite in most ways, but I love her more than Proenza Schouler’s new spring line of dresses, and that’s saying something.

      I’m also determined to help the poor lamb plan her wedding. “So, Cassie,” I say as I pop one of the Driftwood Room’s famous Sizzling Forest Mushrooms into my mouth and chew. “Did you decide on the letterpress or the foil stamping for your save the date cards?”

      She looks at me as though I’ve just shoved cocktail straws up my nostrils and pretended to be a walrus. “I’m a soil scientist getting married,” she says. “Not a senator sending correspondence to foreign dignitaries.”

      Her expression softens almost imperceptibly, and she exchanges a look with Missy. I’d bet my favorite pair of Louboutins that our older sister just stepped on her foot under the table, and I know why.

      I sigh and address the elephant in the room. “I’m fine, you two. I don’t mind wedding chit-chat. Please. It’s been six months since Gary pulled the disappearing groom act. I’m better off without him, obviously.”

      “Obviously,” they chorus, Cassie sounding more convinced than Missy. There’s that look again.

      I ignore it and glance toward the bar, wondering what’s taking so long for the drinks. Blocking my view of the bartender is a hulking figure in a black T-shirt, with tattoos covering both arms. I can’t see his face, but his shoulders look like he spends his spare time bench-pressing SUVs. His ass is a work of art, too, like a chiseled piece of granite fitted with well-worn denim.

      “Is the limp-dicked fucker still in Arizona for that men’s retreat thing?”

      I snap my attention back to Cassie, momentarily confused. “What?”

      Seeing my confusion, Cassie glances toward the bar. When her gaze lands on Granite Ass, she gives a knowing smirk. “I was asking about Gary, but I like the look of anti- Gary much better.”

      Missy frowns and peers around Cassie. “Anti-Gary? Oh. Oh. Wow. That guy’s huge.”

      “Stop staring.” I swat at both of them as Granite Ass turns and catches me watching him. My breath snags in my throat, and it takes five full seconds for me to figure out how to look away. In that time, I’m hypnotized by the most stunning, icy-blue eyes I’ve ever seen in my life.

      “Here come the drinks,” I announce in a voice that doesn’t sound like mine at all. It’s high and quivery like one of those porno girls in the videos I used to catch Gary watching. “Bottoms up, girls.”

      I snatch a frosted martini glass off the tray hovering next to my head. The waitress starts to say something as I take a big gulp, then sputter.

      “Guh!” I gasp. “That’s not the Barbadian Secret martini.”

      The waitress stares at me like I’ve just belched in public.

      “I’m sorry, ma’am—that’s the order for the next table,” she says. “Yours will be here in just a second.”

      Heat creeps into my cheeks, and I’m not sure if it’s from embarrassment or from the extra-strong drink.

      Or the fact that everyone’s staring at me, Granite Ass included. I’m deliberately not looking, but I can feel those blue eyes drilling into the side of my head.

      Determined to salvage my dignity, I offer an apologetic wave to the befuddled-looking couple at the next table. “I’m so sorry,” I say. “Your next round is on me. My apologies.”

      Then I take a daintier sip of the drink, tasting it for real this time. My taste buds perk up, reveling in the icy contrast between brine and bitter. I sip again, and a fat olive stuffed with bleu cheese bumps my lip.

      “What on earth is this?” I ask. “It’s amazing.”

      “A dirty martini,” the waitress offers. “Extra dirty, actually.”

      I sip again, entranced by the unfamiliar mix of favors. It’s salty and sharp with tiny flecks of ice swirling in a gin mixture that smells like juniper berries. “It’s incredible.”

      Missy stares at me like I’ve just announced a fondness for Cheetos. “That’s basically the opposite of what you ordered.”

      Cassie smirks. “Maybe she ought to try opposites more often.”

      I take another sip, considering her words. How did I never realize there was this whole other realm of cocktail possibilities? Savory instead of sweet, salty instead of fruity.

      “Is this seriously the first time you’ve tried a dirty martini?” Cassie asks.

      I roll my eyes and sip my new drink again. “I’ve never had a dirty martini. I’m an interior designer, not a soil scientist like you.”

      It’s Missy’s turn to look perplexed. “I’m not a soil scientist, either, but even I’ve had a dirty martini.”

      I sigh and set my drink down, regarding my sisters with exaggerated patience. “I’ve had plenty of martinis, as you well know. Is it really so peculiar that I’ve never tried it dirty?”

      “That’s a shame.” A low male voice close to my ear makes me jump, and I turn to see Granite Ass has claimed the seat beside me. Those icy-blue eyes bore into mine, registering some strange combination of amusement and lust with an odd hint of aggression.

      What’s that about?

      “Sounds like that’s something you ought to remedy,” he murmurs.

      The timbre of his voice makes me shiver, and I’m not sure we’re still talking about drinks. I stare at him, at a complete loss for words. He’s even bigger up close, and I wonder how he managed to move from his barstool into my space without me noticing. He’s staring like he can see right through my dress, and the thought doesn’t trouble me as much as it ought to.

      I swallow and taste olive brine on the back of my tongue. Somewhere in my brain, my sister’s words echo in my head.

      Maybe she ought to try opposites more often.

      She’s right, dammit. I’m a thirty-one-year-old single woman whose ex-fiancé’s silk ties are still folded neatly in the dresser drawer where he left them. How the hell did I end up here?

      My whole life flickers before my eyes in a grainy, ten- second film. A life filled with wine clubs and yacht parties and impeccably tasteful drapes.

      Maybe every life choice I’ve made so far—drinks, dates, everything in between—has been the wrong one. Maybe my instincts are so far off-kilter that the only fix is to do the exact opposite of what my gut tells me to.

      These are crazy thoughts to be having in a Portland hipster bar on a random Tuesday evening. My gut roils with a potent brew of gin, adrenaline, and lust, so trusting it right now isn’t an option.

      But there’s one thing I do know.

      Granite Ass is making more than my taste buds tingle. “Well, then,” I tell him, pausing to lick my lips. “I don’t suppose you’d be the guy to teach me about learning to like it dirty?”
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          DAX

        

      

    

    
      Holy fucking shit.

      How did I even get here?

      One second I’m sitting across the bar from my snotty ex-girlfriend, Kaitlyn, thinking about how badly I’d like to rub her face in my recent career success and the fact that my life is pretty fucking awesome since she walked out.

      The next second I’m sidling up next to Kaitlyn and realizing holymotherofhell, this isn’t Kaitlyn at all.

      It’s another polished blonde with a dress that spells “money,” a calculating look that spells “trouble,” and a body that spells “sin.”

      That’s an awful lot of spelling for a guy who barely finished high school and never went to college. Not that it’s stopped me from busting ass to make something of myself. To go from a grubby kid scrounging for scrap metal in his daddy’s junkyard, to a minimum wage steelworker, to the guy who holds the patent on a double steel-walled beverage container that’s made me filthy fucking rich in the last year.

      Where was I?

      Right, the blonde. The one who’s looking at me like she wants to pour maple syrup on my abs and devour me like a stack of flapjacks. What the hell just happened?

      “Dax,” I manage to spit out. “Dax Kensington. And you are?”

      “Lisa Michaels.” She extends a manicured hand, and I’m not sure if I’m supposed to kiss it or shake it. I settle for the handshake, then notice my knuckles are grease-stained from working on my bike this morning. Fuck.

      Lisa notices, too, but instead of gasping with prissy horror and drawing her hand back, she meets my eyes again and gives me that calculating smile.

      “Dax,” she says. “What do you do for fun?”

      It’s not the question I expected from her. Not “what do you do for a living” or “do you prefer mutual funds or blue- chip stocks,” and it takes me a moment to answer.

      “Well, I’m really into competitive duck herding, but I also enjoy train-surfing and extreme ironing.”

      It’s a dickhead answer, not just because I’m being a jackass, but because I’m guessing the ironing thing isn’t too far off the mark of what Lisa Michaels really does for fun. Her outfit looks like she gets up to press it once an hour to eliminate unsightly wrinkles.

      She surprises me by tossing all that shiny gold hair and laughing. “Oh, you’re a real smart-ass, hmm? You seem like a man who needs to be taught manners.”

      Across the table, Lisa’s two companions exchange a worried glance. One of them clears her throat and gives me an apologetic look. “Our sister is, um…going through a rough time.”

      The other one nods at Lisa. “And she’s not really used to drinks that are quite so…stiff.”

      Is it my imagination, or did that chick just glance at my crotch? I don’t have time to ponder it because Lisa’s talking again, and damn if the woman doesn’t yank my attention like she’s got it on a choke chain.

      “My sisters are right,” she says as she picks up her martini and takes a ladylike sip. “But I suppose one could posit that there hasn’t been nearly enough stiff or dirty in my life thus far.”

      Did she really just say “posit” and “thus” in the same sentence as “stiff” and “dirty?” Who the hell is this chick? And why the fuck do I care?

      I tap the stem of her martini glass. “How many of those have you had?”

      She sets it down on the table, reaches under the table and grabs my knee. Her green eyes lock with mine, and it shocks me enough that I almost drop my beer.

      “Enough to take you home with me right now and do unspeakable things all night long.” She frowns, possibly replaying those words in her head and not liking the sound of them. “Wait, I didn’t mean to imply I’d have to be drunk in order to⁠—”

      “One,” her sister interjects, smiling a little as she shakes her head. “Lisa has only had the one drink.”

      “And no, she’s not crazy,” the other sister adds helpfully, tossing out the sort of fond smile you’d reserve for a nutty aunt who just gnawed the drumstick off the turkey at Thanksgiving dinner. “Present display notwithstanding.”

      Lisa shoots them a disdainful look, but there’s more warmth in it than actual anger. It’s clear these three are tight. I’m still a little mind-whacked from her hand on my knee and the words she just said a few seconds ago.

      Enough to take you home with me right now and do unspeakable things all night long.

      “I’m sorry, did you just proposition me?” I ask.

      Lisa nods, looking a little surprised by it herself. “Yes. Yes, I did. Is that a problem?”

      I think about it a second. “You’re not married?”

      “Of course not.” She gives me a haughty eyebrow lift.

      “Or drunk?”

      She scoffs. “Hardly.”

      I study her, trying to figure out the angle. “Is this some sort of grudge fuck?”

      She looks me right in the eye, an unexpected challenge in those green depths. “Would that be a problem for you?”

      I hesitate. Do I really want to start down this path? True, I have a weakness for polished blondes, but that hasn’t turned out great for me in the past.

      Then again, I did come over here intending to one-up my ex.

      Lisa’s hand slides a few inches up my thigh, and I find myself grunting an answer. “Nope. Grudge fucks are not a problem.”

      Her face breaks into a broad smile, and my chest tightens unexpectedly. Holy hell, she’s gorgeous when she does that. I grip my beer and remind myself to keep a tight grip on my sanity while I’m at it.

      “Well, Dax Kensington,” Lisa says, licking her lips. “Shall we get out of here?”
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      Does it count as false bravado if I really, really want to be the sort of brave, confident, sexy woman who’d bring a tattooed bad boy home for a one-night stand?

      This, and other thoughts, are whirling through my brain as I unlock the front door to my condo and usher Dax inside. “Pardon the mess,” I tell him, breathing in the pleasant scent of pomegranate and mission fig wafting from the Pottery Barn diffuser on the credenza. “I wasn’t expecting company.”

      Dax steps into my living room and turns a slow circle, a bit like a bull in a china shop. A really big, virile bull.

      I swallow hard as he turns back to face me. “This looks like something out of a home decorating magazine,” he says. “Where exactly is the mess?”

      I frown and hustle forward to straighten the coffee table book that’s at a 65-degree angle instead of a 45-degree angle. There’s also a teaspoon in the sink from my morning Earl Grey, and I rush over to load it in the dishwasher.

      It occurs to me this is not how most women kick off an episode of wild, no-strings sex.

      “Sorry,” I say, not sure if I’m apologizing for the teaspoon or the fact that I’m behaving like Martha Stewart on speed. “I’m, uh…a little new at this.”

      He studies me a moment, those icy-blue eyes assessing. Then he nods. “Look, we don’t have to do anything if that was all a show for your sisters.”

      “What?”

      He shrugs and offers a heartbreakingly kind look, which is sooo different from the smoldering gaze he should be giving a woman he wants to shag silly.

      God, I’m blowing this.

      “I get it,” he says as he leans back against the wall of my foyer, the sympathy in his eyes making me want to hide under the dining room table. “I promise you won’t hurt my feelings if that was just an act for Missy and Cassie. How about I give you a hickey for proof, and then I’ll be on my way. You’ll never have to see me again.”

      I’m touched that he’d offer something like that. Okay, maybe not the hickey. Still, it shows he’s concerned about me. That he’s giving me a chance to change my mind or back out. Or wait.

      Is he the one who wants to back out?

      Determined to take the bull—did I mention he’s quite a virile bull?—by the horns, I smooth my hands down the front of my Diane von Furstenberg pencil skirt and square my shoulders.

      “I can assure you, I totally want to screw.” I wince at my own words, feeling heat creep into my cheeks. “People don’t say that, do they?”

      Dax shakes his head, a bemused glint in his eye. There’s a sexiness in his smile that wasn’t there five seconds ago, and my pulse ticks up a notch. “People don’t generally say that,” he confirms. “Doesn’t mean it wasn’t hot as hell, though.”

      I take a shaky breath and wonder what happened to my bravado. It seems to be evaporating now that I’m here in my home revealing how very uncool I am. “Um, look—could we maybe sit and…uh, talk first, or something?”

      He laughs and pushes himself off the wall. He moves closer to me, close enough to brush the tips of my fingers with his knuckles. He takes my right hand in his, then the left, making goose bumps prickle all the way up my arms.

      “For the record,” he says, “it’s not my MO to pounce on a woman the second I walk through the door. Not unless she asks me to.”

      The fact that he phrased it that way sends a funny shudder of relief through me. I’m not sure if it’s because I like knowing one of us has some experience here, or that I appreciate the acknowledgment that I’m calling the shots. That I have the right to say no at any time.

      But “no” is the last thing on my mind as he strokes my knuckles with the pad of one oversized thumb. It’s gentle and warm, and I’m not even sure he knows he’s doing it. The gesture is almost as soothing as the earthy, sagebrush scent of his cologne or aftershave or deodorant or whatever the hell it is. Maybe it’s just Dax. In any case, my shoulders start to unclench.

      “I’m sorry, where are my manners?” I clear my throat and take a half-step toward the kitchen. “Let me just pour us some wine⁠—”

      “Nope,” he says, tightening his hold on my hands. He looks deep into my eyes, and I suppress a shiver. “That’s my one rule,” he says. “If you need a buzz to go through with this, I’m not the guy for the job.”

      I nod, thrilled by his take-charge approach. Gary was never like that. Dax is right, of course. If I’m going to do this, I should be fully aware of what I’m choosing. Fully committed to this act of debauchery.

      Do wanton women use words like debauchery?

      Or wanton?

      “How about Perrier?” I offer, determined to be a good hostess. “I also have Evian or La Croix if you prefer.”

      Dax frowns. “Can I just get some water?”

      I start to point out that those were all different types of water, but maybe he knows this. Maybe he wants to see if I’m the sort of spontaneous girl who can be wild and crazy and drink straight-up tap water.

      Oh my God, shut up.

      I swallow hard and try my best to appear cool and composed.

      “Lisa?”

      “Yeah?”

      “Is there a reason you’re gripping my hand like you’re trying to squeeze juice out of a grapefruit?”

      I look down to see he’s right. I’m like a freaking anaconda. I drop his hand like it’s on fire. “I’m sorry, I’m just a little nervous.”

      He smiles and takes my hand back, then reaches for the other. Now we’re standing here in the middle of my living room holding hands like two four-year-olds playing ring-around-the-rosie.

      This is so not how I imagined my first no-strings hookup.

      “Close your eyes.” His voice is low and soothing, and I obey without hesitation. I don’t even ask why.

      “Very good.” Something about his gentle baritone makes my heart slow from a gallop to a canter.

      “Breathe in through your nose,” he says softly. “Inhale for a count of one…two…three…four…five…six.” His voice is steady, unhurried, and his hands feel warm around mine.

      I do exactly what he says. I swear I’d jump off my roof right now as long as he ordered me to do it in this velvet-edged, milk-chocolaty voice.

      “Now exhale for a count of eight…seven…six…five… four…three…two…one,” he murmurs. “That’s it. Good girl.”

      He’s breathing with me, I can tell. My eyes are still closed, but he’s so close I can sense the rise and fall of his chest. Is this foreplay? I have no idea. Gary’s idea of foreplay was muting the ten o’clock news and patting the mattress beside him.

      Don’t think I didn’t notice how he’d peer at the stock market crawl over my shoulder.

      “You’re breathing fast again,” Dax says, jarring me back to the moment. “Focus on breathing in slowly through your nose for six breaths. Then out for eight. Always more breaths going out than in.”

      “How do you know this?” I ask. My eyes are still closed, but I feel his hands tense in mine.

      “Practiced a lot of self-soothing as a kid.” There’s a gruffness to his voice that wasn’t there a few minutes ago, and I start to open my eyes.

      But Dax gives my fingers a gentle squeeze and keeps counting. “In for one…two…three…four…five…six,” he murmurs.

      How many minutes pass? Maybe only a few seconds. I could stand here forever, holding hands with this man, breathing in and out and feeling my own heartbeat slow.

      Finally, I open my eyes and look at him. His blue eyes are watchful, curious.

      “Answer me this,” I say. “Is this the lamest entrée to casual sex you’ve ever had in your life?”

      He grins and lets go of my hands.

      “Grab the water,” he says. “I’ll meet you on the sofa.” Then he turns and walks through the living room, leaving me to wonder what the hell just happened.
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      Lisa returns to the living room with two lemon-sliced glasses of ice water on a sterling silver tray, and as I watch her hips sway, I replay her last question in my mind.

      Is this the lamest entrée to casual sex you’ve ever had in your life?

      “For the record, you’re not lame,” I tell her as she sits down beside me and hands me a glass of water. “You’re actually pretty cute.”

      “Cute,” she repeats, spitting out the word like a piece of gristle. “I’m not trying to be cute. I’m aiming for sexy, wild, and sophisticated.”

      I grin and take a sip of water. “And you’re nailing two out of three.”

      She doesn’t ask which one she’s missing. I’m guessing she knows, but I’m also guessing there’s something she doesn’t.

      It wouldn’t take much to bring out Lisa Michaels’s wild side.

      I can see it in her eyes. There’s a lust-fueled super-heroine behind that pearl choker and silk blouse. The thought of uncovering her sends my dick throbbing.

      But first things first.

      “So, your sister said you’re going through a tough time,” I begin. “And you mentioned a grudge fuck,” I add. “Tell me more.”

      She stares at me for a moment, then folds her hands primly on her lap. “Gary and I dated for four years, got engaged at the three-year mark, and had planned a perfect June wedding.”
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