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  Author's Note
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This is the same great story previously published in 2012. This second edition has been refreshed, bringing Liza and Kevin’s story into this decade. There were no changes made to the structure of the story. 
Tami Brothers
Visit my website at https://tamibrothers.com/
Sign up for my newsletter at  https://tamibrothers.com/contact/
Cover designed by Sky Holden






  
  Chapter One
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A shriek echoed through the building. Kevin Calhoun tensed; the hairs on the back of his neck stood straight up. 
Spinning around, he zeroed in on the brunette directly across the aisle from his company’s booth at the builder's home show. She teetered on the top step of a ladder, her knees bent. One hand clutched a paintbrush, while the other reached out for a non-existent wall. The six-foot ladder wobbled as her involuntary movement tipped it off balance. Before she could regain control, the legs of the ladder came off the ground. 
Crap! Keven knew this was not going to end well. The woman screamed a second time as gravity took over. He dropped the loaded handcart he’d been dragging and dashed beneath her, arms extended. The impact rattled his teeth. 
He took a moment to steady his stance before looking into the face of an angel. 
Liza Adams. He’d never forgotten her after the six months his company had spent building her house, or in the year since that fateful night when she’d played Louisville Slugger with her husband’s Corvette. 
His groin tightened, and he silently cursed his traitorous body. Just the feel of her skin excited him beyond anything his imagination had created over the past year. He would be taking cold showers again after this. 
He waited a heartbeat as Liza caught her breath, the shock of the fall still evident on her face. When she finally glanced up, his heart leapt at the smoldering look that flashed across her eyes before she lowered them. Damn! 
Knowing it was a mistake he’d pay for in more ways than with just a cold shower, he let the thrill of her attraction wash over him. “You okay?” His voice sounded hoarse, but her reply put a smile on his lips that he didn’t expect to leave anytime soon.
“Oh, yeah. I am now.” 
* * *
As soon as the words left her mouth, Liza wished she could take them back. 
Easy girl. His strong grip and muscled arms made every nerve in her body stand on edge. But that didn’t mean she had to broadcast her attraction. At forty she was way too old to have a school-girl crush. Embarrassed, she covered her eyes with her hand and mumbled, “What I meant was because you caught me. . .”
“I know what you meant.”
She could hear the humor in his voice. She peeked out between her fingers, just to make sure. “I didn’t sound too much like a bumbling idiot?”
“Well, I didn’t say that.” His southern drawl sent goose bumps dotting her skin. 
“Liza! What are you doing? Are you okay?” They both turned as Liza’s friend ran up the lengthy aisle. 
“I’m fine, Vivian. Just took a spill off the ladder.”
“What? Did you break anything?”
Liza couldn’t hold back the laugh. She wasn’t sure if Vivian was talking about her or the booth they were setting up for the Atlanta Spring Home Show. Viv had been in a snit all morning after being stuck for two hours in rush hour traffic. Then the booth hadn’t been in the right location, so she’d spent the next two hours arguing with the Home Show director. 
“No. I’m okay. Kevin-” Liza glanced up and blushed when she discovered he was staring intently at her. Swallowing the lump that had suddenly formed in the back of her throat, she forced her gaze back to Vivian. “Mr. Calhoun caught me.” 
“If you’re okay, then why’s he still holding you?”
Liza’s gaze swung back to his handsome face. She raised her eyebrows and tilted her head to the side. Why was he still holding her? Not that she was complaining. 
His grin widened as if he’d read her mind. “I wasn’t ready to put you down.”
Everything around her faded, leaving the two of them alone. “Really? And why is that?” 
“It’s not every day a man gets to rescue a damsel in distress. A beautiful damsel at that.”
Oh God! Did he really just say this to me? Cheesy, yes. But what girl didn’t like being called beautiful? Liza swallowed the lump forming in her throat for the second time and tried to think of something coherent to say. Anything. But her mind had screeched to a complete stop. She could only sink into those ice blue eyes. She needed to do something to keep from drowning, losing all reality. 
Damn the Atlanta Board of Tourism. If they hadn’t featured that provocative spread in the paper of Kevin Calhoun and his status as Sexist Bachelor in Atlanta last year... 
Of its own accord, her gaze dropped to his mouth. Her thoughts drifted to the way it might feel against her skin. Her tongue swept out to moisten her own lips. The muscles in his arms flexed in reaction. A thrill rushed through her as his grip tightened. Then his head lowered and her heart leapt. 
Her free hand now rested on his chest. The beating of his heart increased to match the thumping tempo of her own. In the middle of hundreds of exhibits and exhibitors setting up their booths, the two of them might as well be alone. Her head swam as if she’d consumed several shots of tequila. Okay, maybe the whole bottle. Mere inches separated them and Liza was helpless to stop him. She’d wanted this for so very long. 
“I’ll just go grab another box from the van. Don’t worry about me.” 
Too late. Vivian’s voice was like a bucket of ice water raining over them, breaking the spell. 
The idea of wringing her friend’s neck darted into Liza’s brain as Kevin slowly pulled back and lowered her feet to the floor. She wrestled with the urge to jump back into his arms. Instead, she stepped away. In an attempt to calm her spiraling hormones, she smoothed the front of her shirt.
Why? The rebellious part of her screamed about what could have been. Kevin Calhoun was her fantasy man. He had just held her in his arms. Lord have mercy. The camera inside her head captured frame after frame of pure hotness. A resigned sigh escaped and she cleared her throat in an attempt to cover it up. 
“Sorry about that.” Kevin said what she’d been about to say.
A devilishly handsome grin creased his face. A laugh that escaped her felt good, breaking through the awkward silence. “You don’t look all that sorry.”
“Guilty.” 
Lord have mercy. 
Her knees shook. What was wrong with her? Once upon a time she’d been a normal person. A secretary for her husband’s budding law firm. A calm, placid mother who was active in her son’s school and sports activities. A sane person admired by her friends. 
Just over a year ago Liza had discovered her husband of twenty years was having an affair, sliding his ‘bat’ into his young secretary. So Liza took her son’s baseball bat to Donald’s shiny red Corvette. And Kevin Calhoun had witnessed the entire embarrassing thing. Just the memory of that temporary trip into la-la land had her skin crawling with humiliation. 
“Hey, Kevin, when you finish over there, can you give me a hand with these?” A male voice called to them from across the aisle. 
Liza and Kevin glanced towards the other booth where Liza recognized Matthew Jackson. She lifted her hand in an embarrassed wave. Matt had been the contractor in charge of building her dream home and also privy to that night of insanity. 
Poor Matt. Since he’d been in charge of the project, Liza had assumed he made the mistake of having carpet instead of hard wood flooring laid in the living room. When the master bedroom walls ended up being a ‘baby girl pink’ instead of a creamy white, she’d blamed Matt. When the stone front fireplace she’d wanted ended up red brick, Matt’s fault, of course. 
Not until that fateful day of the final walk through did she realize she had misdirected her anger. Without the courtesy reminder call from the construction company, she never would have known about that last meeting. Donald had purposely forgotten to tell her. At that walk-through, she’d discovered why. All that time she’d given Matt so much grief, he’d only been doing his job. And it had been exactly what her cheating husband asked him to do. To satisfy another woman.
“Looks like I’m being put to work.” Kevin’s voice brought her gaze back to him. 
“It appears that way.” 
“You here all weekend?”
“Yeah.” The signature grin spread across Kevin’s face and into his eyes at her answer. She wanted to swoon. Her embarrassing actions a year ago were all but forgotten. 
“I’ll see you around.”
“Not if I see you first.” 
Kevin just laughed. “Is that a challenge?”
She could only shrug. 
“All right.” He winked at her before heading back across the aisle. 
She stared as he walked away. When he bent down to pick up one of the boxes on the handcart, her brain went into sensory overload. The way his butt filled out a pair of Levi’s should be illegal. When his shoulders strained against the blue polo shirt as he lifted the heavy box, her mouth watered. The guy was definitely every woman’s fantasy. 
Closing her eyes, she imprinted the image to memory. Too bad that was all he would ever be. She was simply one of thousands of women who would love to get to know Kevin Calhoun, the infamous Hottest Bachelor in Atlanta. The man the papers couldn’t get enough of.
He was getting married next month. 







  
  Chapter Two
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“All right.” Vivian was breathless as she rushed into the small booth. “Tell me everything.”
Liza tried to ignore her friend and continued to set up the table with the market listings. After all, if Vivian hadn’t interrupted them, she might actually have had that kiss she’d been dreaming about for so long. 
“Come on, Liza. The suspense is killing me.” 
Thank goodness the Events Center was large and noisy or her friend’s voice would have easily carried across the space separating the booths. Shushing Vivian, Liza checked to be sure there were no eavesdroppers. “There’s nothing to tell.”
“Yeah, right. I saw the look in your eyes. Tell me about the kiss. Was it hot?”
Liza tried to shrug nonchalantly. “I wouldn’t know. We were interrupted before the deed was done.” Damn it! 
With a groan, Vivian dropped the box she’d been carrying onto the table. “I knew I should’ve just walked away. Me and my big mouth.”
“No, Viv, you did exactly what you needed to do.” Liza grabbed the cutter and sliced the tape on the top of the box. “I do not want to be the one to break up a relationship.” She knew firsthand how much that sucked. 
“And why the hell not? He’s a hunk. I’d love that memory and more if I could get them. Besides, there’s no ring on his finger yet” 
Liza’s gaze slid for the hundredth time to the object of their conversation. She had too much on her plate right now, trying to figure out how to pay the rent on her apartment, socking everything extra she had into saving for her son’s college, and attempting to kick-start her career. That’s what she got from being married to a cheating lawyer who didn’t think he’d done anything wrong. Besides, she was way too busy for the distractions of a man, and Kevin Calhoun wasn’t just any man.
“I didn’t know you two were close.”
“We aren’t. Donald and I hired him to build our house last year. That’s all.”
“Really? Then what was the deal with the ladder?”
“Nothing. I was being stupid. The darn thing tipped when I was trying to reach the corner of the wall. Kevin caught me. End of story.” 
“Looked like a lot more than that when I walked up. You sure he didn’t push the ladder out from under you?”
Liza jerked around. “Vivian! That’s ridiculous. If it weren’t for him, you would be sitting beside my hospital bed right now.” Her friend’s smirk as she defended Kevin told her she’d been caught. There was no way she could hide her interest now. 
“Well. It looked to me like he wanted to do a lot more than end the conversation with a kiss. Just my humble opinion, of course.” 
“Even if he had more on his mind, and I’m not saying he did, I wouldn’t be interested.” Liar! Liza’s brain screamed the word and she had to force her gaze to stay away from his booth. 
“Girl, you’re either stupid or dead then.”
She paused with a handful of pamphlets. “What’s that supposed to mean?”
“You have the ‘Hottest Bachelor in Atlanta’ looking at you as if you were the cherry at the top of a hot fudge sundae and he was starving. Don’t tell me you aren’t interested.”
Liza shrugged. She was interested all right, but that didn’t mean she would do anything about it.
“The man is hot and rich. Come on, Liza. Wake up. He’s perfect for a fling.” 
Liza laughed out loud. “A fling? Do people really have flings?”
“You’d be surprised.” 
Liza just shook her head. “I’m not interested in a short fling or even a long one. This isn’t the right time.” 
“So what, you’re going to be a nun the rest of your life? You can’t tell me I misread the look in your eyes when you were in Kevin Calhoun’s arms. Trust me. The chemistry between the two of you is sizzling.”
Sizzling was an understatement. Liza’s body still burned from when she’d been in his arms. Just thinking about it now sent a shiver rippling over her skin. She wouldn’t forget it any time soon. Donald had never carried her anywhere, let alone caught her when she fell. His comments had mostly consisted of ways she could lose ten or fifteen pounds. 
What happened minutes ago was beyond surreal. But she needed to stay grounded in the real world. Continuing to obsess about Kevin Calhoun didn’t make sense. “No. I don’t plan to turn into a nun. But I’m not ready to jump into bed with a man about to get married.”
Vivian put her hands on her hips. “So don’t have a relationship. I repeat, have a fling. This thing going on between you and Kevin is the perfect opportunity. The man’s interested. Anyone who saw the two of you together could see that plain as day. Besides, you know as well as any of us how the papers can be. You think a man in love with his bride-to-be would be staring at you with that hungry look he’s giving you right now?” 
Liza turned to see Kevin sauntering across the walkway towards them. Oh no. She looked back to the retreating form of her friend. “Vivian.”
“Sorry, doll. I forgot something in the van. Be right back.”
Vivian practically flew through an opening in the false wall separating their booth from the one behind it. The rat! How could her best friend abandon her like that? When the click of Vivian’s boots grew faint, Liza slowly turned back to face the man she could sense behind her. “Hi.” 
“Where’d your friend disappear to?”
“She had to run to the van.” He nodded in understanding, which Liza hoped like hell he didn’t really. 
“I was wondering if you’d like to have dinner with me tonight.”
“Um.” She couldn’t stop the stammering. “I... I don’t really think...” She paused to catch her breath and regain her composure. With a deep sigh, she pasted on a sad smile. “I don’t think so.” 
He blinked a few times before nodding. “Okay.” He started to turn and walk away, then stopped. “Your turning me down doesn’t have anything to do with that wedding rumor, does it?” 
Liza lifted an eyebrow. “Rumor?”
“It does, doesn’t it?”
Liza shifted her weight from one canvas tennis shoe to another. “You know my history.” Oh, how she wished he didn’t. “I really can’t do that to someone else.”
A smile creased the corner of his right cheek. “You are a good person, Liza Adams.”
“Yeah, well...” Man she really hated that about herself. No way could she think about what her goodness was depriving her of.
“I’m not getting married. You know the newspapers and how the rumor mill feeds from it.”
“Why would they make something like this up?”
Kevin shrugged. “Matt’s getting married. I’m his best man. I came back for the wedding. Someone saw me getting fitted for my tux and ran with the story.”
Liza frowned. “Came back?”
He nodded. “I moved to the
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She thought her chance at forever had already passed. Then Atlanta's
most eligible bachelor showed up and refused to let her settle for
less.

A week. That was all she planned to give him.

After discovering her husband of twenty years was having an affair, Liza Adams has
spent the last year rebuilding her life from the ground up. Between a new career, a
teenage son about to leave for college, and the heartbreak of betrayal still lingering
beneath the surface, romance is the last thing on her mind.

Then Kevin Calhoun walks into her life.

Successful, charming, and recently named one of Atlanta's most eligible bachelors,
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Kevin is only in town for a few short weeks before returning to his new life in the
Bahamas. A no-strings-attached fling should be the perfect escape.

No expectations.

No commitments.

No broken hearts.

At least, that was the plan.

But one unforgettable weekend quickly becomes something neither of them
expected. As Kevin works to prove he's interested in more than a temporary affair,
Liza must decide if she's brave enough to trust her heart again.

Because sometimes the biggest risk isn't falling in love.

It's believing you deserve a second chance at happily ever after.
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