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Chapter One

The library was a
safe place for Ace Harding. He was in heaven, waiting in line for a
signature from his favorite author, Milo Kuntz. It was unusual that
he had time to do something for himself, so he was giddy. He tried
to drink it all in. The smell of the books, the feeling of worn
pages beneath his fingers, the thrill of reading a passage that
stirred the brain. He loved it. It was his daughter, Felicia’s,
favorite place, too. Right now she was entranced by Harry
Potter—and really, who wasn’t? He was
just impressed that an eight-year-old was able to grasp the
storyline. Or maybe it was normal she could follow along. He
guessed it was just another thing he didn’t know about kids. But he
loved her. God, how he loved her.

Now that his mind
was on Felicia, he checked his cell phone, seeing if there were any
SOS messages from his daughter. Right now she was with his ex-wife,
Stacey, and her boyfriend on one of the weekends Stacey wanted to
have her. The courts hadn’t ruled in her favor; Felicia only went
with her because Stacey promised her a toy if she stayed the whole
time. But Stacey had ditched her for a mai tai before, and he sure
as hell wouldn’t have been surprised if she did it again.
Thankfully, when he checked his phone, there were no fires to put
out, so he relaxed as people took their turns with the author.

Milo Kuntz was the
author of the gory mystery series, Hoot and the Hare. He’d
devoured the last two books, and when he’d heard the author was
local, he’d gotten so excited he’d almost had a stroke. Picturing
an old guy or at least someone who looked like he’d spent his life
at poetry readings drinking lattes and avoiding eye contact, he was
stunned when the person in front of him moved enough that he could
see the guy.

Milo was gorgeous,
so gorgeous even he noticed.

His shoulders were
broad and his button-up shirt clung to his muscles. He had dark
brown hair that curled over his forehead and ears. His eyes were
green, but not just any green, a green tantalizing enough it made
pine trees jealous. He had long, thin fingers and a wide, easygoing
smile that reached his eyes.

The person in front
of him moved to the side, allowing Ace to take his turn, but he was
too busy staring at Milo to realize the PR person or agent or
whoever was waving him forward. It was only when Milo realized Ace
was holding up the line too and waved that he figured out he was
being a dipshit.

Holding the book, he
stumbled forward. “Um, sorry.”

Heat trailed up his
neck, and even though he’d been excited, he was now so intimidated
by the other man’s good looks that he wanted to escape. But Milo
didn’t sign his book. He just flipped it to the first page and ran
his finger over the well-worn paper.

“What’s your name?
What did you like about the book?” Milo asked, regarding him with
another electrifying smile.

While Milo was
glowing, Ace felt as though someone had sucked out his brain with
a

straw. At that
moment he would have had trouble remembering his own name and how
to undo his fly to take a piss, let alone what he liked about a
book. Obviously questioning his intelligence too, Milo’s grin
lessened by several molars.

“Ace. The
characters,” he spat out, feeling like someone was trying to pull
his stomach out of his nose. “And the characters.”

Milo nodded, then
finally signed it. His signature was large and loopy, and Ace
wondered whether that was his real signature or whether it was
something he’d been forced to learn by the publisher. He guessed
he’d never know. Now that his book had been signed, he stepped to
the side and felt his phone buzz in his pocket. The only people who
texted him were his daughter and Stacey.

Sure enough, the
text was from his daughter.

Felicia: Mom is
mean

His blood ran cold
enough to form glaciers. What has Stacey done now? She had once
told Felicia that her art “needed refinement.” She’d grounded her
from water for four hours for writing on the mirror with lipstick.
If need be, he’d drive straight to her to make sure she was safe.
Sometimes he wondered what he’d ever seen in Stacey to begin with.
Sixteen-year-old stupidity, he guessed. Thinking with his dick and
not his brain.

Ace: Do you need
me to come get you?

Felicia:
No

“I’m sorry, James, I
can’t.” Footsteps drew closer. “I can’t go over notes with you
guys. I, um…” There was a moment’s silence, then someone slung an
arm around his waist. “I have a date, right, Ace?”

Ace was so shocked
he almost dropped his well-worn phone on the wood floor.
“What?”

He turned his head
to see what asshole had grabbed him like they were fuck buddies,
and he coughed in shock when he saw Milo’s gorgeous face. And just
like they’d planned this the whole time, Milo flashed him another
winning smile brilliant enough to light up New York for a week. He
was embarrassed to admit that, yes, more heat crawled up his
neck.

“I made plans with
him already.” Pulling him closer, Milo’s hip brushed against his.
“Weren’t you always saying I need to be more involved with
fans?”

Rolling his eyes,
the man called James looked at Ace. “Did he really make plans with
you?”

As he swallowed
nervously, it was like everyone on the planet was staring at him.
He was well aware that James’s stare could melt the skin off his
skull. The fans milled around, whispering about how lucky he was to
have been chosen. Then there was Milo, staring at him with such an
earnest smile, green eyes glowing. He smelled so fucking good, like
the ocean and some fancy cologne that a postman like him couldn’t
afford. Now he hated lying, but he felt like he was on the brink of
something, the brink of something important.

So he lied. “Um,
yeah, we’re going to get drinks.”

James shot him a
knowing, disappointed look, likely already knowing that Milo was
more full of shit than a pit toilet. But Milo was glowing and
squeezed his arm, grinning from ear to ear as if Ace had just
bronzed his dick.

“See, James? Just
put my extra books in the back of your car.” Already Milo was
pulling him toward the door, even though people were still milling
around, wanting to talk about his novel. “I’ll see you later. Maybe
next week.” He opened the door for Ace, and Ace stared at it,
wondering how he’d been caught up in the hurricane called Milo
Kuntz.

Once they were
outside the library, several of the fans trailed behind them, and
James came out too, arms crossed. All it took was one quick glance
for him to know that James was checking to see if they left in the
same car. And he wasn’t sure he could handle more of Milo’s
handsomeness.

As if they’d been
friends or dating forever, Milo slipped his hand under his arm,
walking with hips brushing again. “Where do you want to get that
drink?”

“Are you serious?”
He felt as though Milo was sweeping him along. “It’s eleven o’clock
in the morning.”

“Oh, brunch!” Milo
once again pulled him along, and if it had been anyone else, he
would have told them to go fuck themselves. But Milo, with his
expressive green eyes, sexy brown hair, and easy smile, was
charming in his own way. And yeah, the fact that he was his
favorite author helped a lot, too. “Do you want mimosas?”

“Mimosas?” He
glanced at his pocket, wondering when was the last time he’d done
something like go out for mimosas. He couldn’t think of a single
time. And he’d never get the chance to hang out with his favorite
author again. He wasn’t foolish enough to think this would be a
regular thing with Milo. Ace was just an easy way out of work. “I
guess that’s okay.”

“You can come with
me.” Milo was pulling him along, motioning toward the left of the
parking lot.

They were coming
close to a Jaguar, and Ace whistled. He’d never been in a car so
expensive. But then he saw Milo was dragging him straight by that
car to another vehicle—a bright red
motorcycle that looked brand new. He slowed. The whole
mimosas-with-an-author-he-didn’t-personally-know had been weird for
him, and he wasn’t sure he could handle a motorcycle.

“Ugh, why don’t we
take my car?” Ace said, pointing toward his ten-year-old Subaru.
Not a Jaguar, but he’d been driving it since high school and it
still worked great.

“What, you don’t
like motorcycles?” Milo grabbed the one helmet and pushed it on
Ace’s head as if he’d said yes.

What was with this
guy? He was a little crazy.

“You can use my
helmet. I don’t need it.”

“I just have never
ridden a motorcycle before.” He was trying not to be a pussy about
it, but he had to protect himself for Felicia. Otherwise, Stacey
would drive her to self-hatred and maybe narcissism. No, not his
baby girl. “It’s dangerous, isn’t it?”

“We’re only going a
short distance to the beach.” Milo swung his leg over and motioned
for him to climb on behind him. “Besides, you’ve never lived before
you’ve had a powerful beast between your legs.” Ace thought he’d
imagined it, but he could swear Milo winked at him.

“We’re going to the
beach?” He hadn’t been to the beach since last year.

“Best place to get
mimosas is Tammy’s Tavern.” His eyes were shining as if it had been
his lifetime goal to take him to that place. “What do you say?”

Ace’s two inner
voices did battle. One wanted him to do what was safe, go home and
turn on an old western. But the problem was that his life was so …
well … boring. His other side that had been missing out on all his
college year shit was intrigued by Milo. He was charming and funny
and … and … what?

Sexy, a small
voice inside him whispered.

His stomach was
filled with bullfrogs. Did he, a man, just think another man was
sexy? He stared at Milo, thinking that he was good looking.
Maybe it didn’t mean anything. He thought Ryan Renolds was sexy
too, but he wasn’t gay because of that.

He hadn’t realized
how long he’d been just standing there like an idiot until Milo
raised an eyebrow at him. “You hopping on, or what?”

Even with half his
brain screaming, he leapt onto the back of Milo’s motorcycle as
Milo told him where to put his feet. “Now wrap your arms around me
cause we are going to go.”

So Ace did. He
wrapped his arms around Milo’s trim waist, trying to ignore the way
his palms started to sweat when he touched him. Ace leaned in a bit
closer, catching the smell of some expensive aftershave and the
cologne again. His cock reacted, plumping against his zipper. Damn,
he would be riding around with a half chub. He was glad when Milo
started his loud motorcycle because he couldn’t hear him
cursing.

****

As it turned out,
Tammy’s Tavern was indeed the best place to have mimosas. And also
a damn good place to have fried chicken and pancakes. He was
feeling a lot more relaxed now that he’d had a glass of champagne
and Milo was not close enough to feel his inappropriate erection.
He could only imagine showing up in one of Milo’s books as the
woodie guy.

“So, do you usually
do this?” Ace ran his index finger along the thin rim of his
glass.

Milo was leaning
back against the booth, legs spread wide as he held his champagne
glass loosely in his hand. “Do what?”

Ace tried to ignore
how hot it was to see him so at ease, so undone. It would be nice
to see him undone like that naked. The thought made him still with
his fork halfway up to his mouth. What the fucking hell was the
matter with him? “You know, kidnap strangers.”

“Oh, every once in a
while.” Milo’s grin disappeared for a few seconds before he drank
another gulp of champagne. “It’s hard meeting people.”

“You’re a New
York Times bestselling author.” On top of that, Milo was
gorgeous as hell. Even the waitress kept sneaking glances at him.
“Don’t tell me you can’t find friends.”

“Sometimes things
are more complicated than that.” Milo pushed away his half-eaten
plate of eggs benedict and then popped a piece of gum in his mouth.
Ace knew he’d be a bit trimmer if he did the same, but damn, this
food was phenomenal. “Besides, making and keeping friends are two
very different things.”

As Ace popped the
last piece of fried chicken paradise in his mouth, he noticed that
Milo’s jaw was clenching and unclenching. Milo was uncomfortable.
Suddenly, he felt like an asshole. Something was up, and he didn’t
know Milo well enough to pry. Unfortunately, though, he had as much
tact as a seal on acid, so he fell silent, unable to think of how
to reroute the conversation. As Stacey would say, “You’re about
as sensitive as a callous on a bear’s behind.”

It was Milo who once
again saved the day. “You know I’m an author, but what do you
do?”

“Nothing as
exciting.” When Stacey became pregnant, he knew it would be hard
for him to go to college, so he’d found the best job he could
without a degree. As far as he knew, though, Milo didn’t have a
degree either. “I’m a mailman.”

As if that was the
most exciting thing in the world, Milo brightened. “That’s really
cool. You deliver a bit of happiness every day.”

“Or misery if you
look at the bills.”

Milo stuck out his
bottom lip, and Ace tried so hard not to think about sucking it.
“You’re a bit of a pessimist, aren’t you?”

After swallowing the
last bit of champagne, he smirked at him. “And you’re way too
upbeat.”

A frown crossed
Milo’s face again. He stared at his lap, hair falling across his
forehead. “Sometimes.” But Milo brightened again in an instant, Mr.
Charm front and center. “You married?”

“Divorced.” And glad
to be. His year with Stacey should have earned him a purple
heart.

“Girlfriend?”

It could have been
Ace’s imagination, but he could swear Milo was digging for
information almost like a, well, date. He told himself he was a
royal dickhead for thinking it, but a strange, lazy warmth filled
him at the idea of this man being interested. It shouldn’t have. He
was straight. One hundred and twenty percent straight.

Unless he met Ryan
Reynolds.

“No, no girlfriend.”
He yawned and stretched, realizing this was the longest he’d gone
without checking his phone in years. “And I have a daughter. Her
name is Felicia.”

He wasn’t sure why,
but he half expected Milo’s enthusiasm to wane once he heard he had
a kid. Maybe it was because it meant he wasn’t up for anything too
wild. Then again, look at Stacey. She was a mom and was always out
partying, not that she ever took care of Felicia.

But instead of
having his enthusiasm crippled, Milo bounced in his seat. “Oh, how
old is she?”

“She’s eight.” Even
the thought of his little cherub made his heart swell with pride.
“She’s the smartest, sweetest little girl. You should see her art.
Just don’t ask her about horses. She will go on about them for
ages.”

Milo leaned in
closer, and once again Ace smelled his hypnotic scent. “You
obviously love her a lot.”

“Yeah.” His friends
were all tired of hearing about his daughter by now, so he didn’t
want to bore a mega author with it, too. “Sorry.”

Cocking his head,
Milo raised an eyebrow. “Why are you sorry? That’s fantastic.”

“I talk about her
too much.” Even though he had no idea why Milo’s approval meant so
much to him, he was desperate to have it. Maybe it was because he
looked up to Milo because of his novels.

“Don’t ever
apologize for talking about your daughter.” Much to his surprise,
Milo sounded stern. “I think it’s wonderful. My parents never paid
much attention to me. Sometimes I wonder if I would have turned out
differently if they’d cared like you.”

“What do you mean?”
It sounded like Milo had some major self-esteem issues, and he had
no idea why. “Again, you’re a New York Times bestselling
author. As far as I’ve read about you, you aren’t a crazy
partier.”

Then again, he’d
never heard about Milo dragging strangers out of book signings
either. Not that he’d had time to do much digging. Ace hadn’t even
realized Milo was young.

The pine trees in
Milo’s eyes caught fire. His crooked smile, the one that Ace had
seen at the signing, appeared. His heart skipped a beat at the
sight of it. It was because of the coffee this morning. Yeah, that
was the last time he had three cups.

“You read about me?”
Milo’s voice was sultry, and as Ace’s heart sped up, he decided
he’d never drink coffee again. That had to be the explanation why
his heart was going crazy.

“Well, you’re my
favorite author.” To his horror, heat traveled up his neck
again.

Both of them were
silent for a moment. Milo just smiled at him, his bright green eyes
never leaving his face. Ace’s cock jumped in his pants, and he
wished he had something stronger than a mimosa to help him deal
with his body’s shit. He also fidgeted, becoming self-conscious.
Before Stacey left him for the man she’d cheated on him with, she’d
called him a nerdy, bookish guy who had been a pity fuck. He was
painfully aware that he’d never had muscle tone, and thanks to
working full time and taking care of Felicia he’d never hit the
gym. He had wild, russet-brown hair that never laid flat, and on
days he didn’t roll out of bed late, he wore contacts, but most of
the time he wore glasses.

As the silence
stretched on, Ace fidgeted, but it was Milo who broke the silence.
He always seemed to be the one in control. “Do you want to go
surfing?”

“Surfing?” Ace
raised an eyebrow. “You drive a motorcycle. How do you figure
you’re going to get a surfboard here?”

“You can rent a
board next-door, and I’ll buy you a swimsuit.” Milo’s tongue
flitted to the corner of his mouth. “It will be fun.”

For a moment Ace
contemplated catching an Uber home, but he wasn’t eager for this to
end. He wasn’t sure why and was batshit scared to think about it
too much. Besides, Felicia was okay. At least, she hadn’t texted
him otherwise. And he’d never gone surfing before. It might be
fun.

So, he said, with
part of himself screaming, “Okay.”

****

Ace watched in awe
as Milo paddled out past the baby waves that Ace was standing in
and headed toward the bigger surf. Even though he was nervous and
apprehensive about getting up on the board, he was enjoying
himself. The cold brownish-green water licked his body, chilling
the parts of him that seeing a shirtless Milo made white-hot. The
sun was shining, and the laughter around him was contagious. Maybe
he should go out more often, especially with Felicia. Most of the
time they settled in their easy routine of school, then
occasionally on Monday, Wednesday, or Friday art class. While she
was in art, he usually went home and made dinner so it would be
ready when Felicia got home.

His thoughts of
Felicia and his routine screeched to a stop when he saw Milo catch
his first wave. A huge swell of water took the large board as Milo
paddled in the direction of the shore. With physical prowess that
Ace lacked, Milo pushed himself up on the longboard and took
control. He steered the board down the curl as the wave crashed
around him.

Ace tried to tell
himself he was staring because he’d never been so close to a surfer
before, but deep down, he knew differently. The real reason he was
staring was because the salty ocean water left a beautiful sheen on
Milo’s olive-toned skin. His red-and-blue swimsuit hung low on his
hips, and Ace could see a trail of dark hair leading below. His
green eyes matched the color of the surf around him, and his dark
hair hung in his face. Though Ace tried to hide it, he thought Milo
was pretty damn glorious. Glorious enough he wanted to rip the
swimsuit off of him.

How long have I
felt this way about other men? he thought. No, not other men.
Just one man—Milo. Everything about him
was sexy, from the way his hair hung in his face to the trim, toned
muscles of his stomach. He swallowed, glad the water was cold so he
wouldn’t have a hard problem.

After coming to a
stop at the shore, Milo walked the board out to him, his eyes
sparkling. “Are you ready for your turn?”

Swallowing, Ace
shrugged. “I don’t know if I’m cut out for it.”

“Don’t be silly
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