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      “The most beautiful clothes that can dress a woman are the arms of the man she loves.”

      

      Yves Saint Laurent
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Outside an office building,

      West 26th Street, New York City

      A warm September evening.

      

      “I still can’t let you in,” said the security guard. He closed up Sophie’s passport and handed it back to her. “It doesn’t matter who you say you are, miss. If your name isn’t on my list, there’s nothing I can do about it. Sorry. Rules are rules.”

      Sophie gritted her teeth. She didn’t need an apology—she needed to get inside the building. She had to see her sister, Camille.

      I can’t believe this is happening.

      She was Sophie Royal. The mere mention of her name was usually more than enough to have any door opened to her. The only time she ever needed to show some sort of ID was when she was being VIP ushered through international customs, and even then, it was little more than a formality. A polite glance at her passport followed by a ‘welcome Ms. Royal, your driver is waiting for you’.

      But this was New York City; and the man on the door seemed determined to stick to the rules.

      If only I was able to call Camille and tell her, I’m here. I’m such an idiot.

      The battery in her cell phone had died on the flight over from Paris, and she hadn’t remembered to charge it on the drive into the city. She had no way to get in touch with anyone.

      I don’t even know Camille’s phone number. Sigh. First-world problems.

      She was about to ask the guard if he could radio someone upstairs, when a stranger appeared at her side. The guy was carrying a large sports bag, and had a leather satchel slung over his shoulder. Whoever he was, he was all business.

      And I’m clearly in his way.

      Sophie stepped back as the man moved quickly toward the door. She caught sight of the large black and white security pass which he flashed to the security guard. The words New York Fashion Week were printed in bold letters on the top.

      “Hi, I’m Liam Collins, the photographer for Camille Royal’s runway show. It’s in the Really Big Space upstairs,” said the stranger.

      The guard’s demeanor changed from chilly to warm in an instant. He even smiled. “Feel free to head on up, Mister Collins. Take the bank of elevators to your right once you get inside.”

      Sophie saw an opening. A chance that was going begging. If she could get this photographer guy to let Camille know that her sister was downstairs, she still might manage to make it into the building.

      “Um. Excuse me,” she said.

      The stranger turned to her.  “Yes?”

      She took in his brown eyes. The mop of gorgeously ruffled dark hair. But it was his disarming smile which sent a shiver of hot lust suddenly racing down her spine.

      Camille had been right. These American guys were dangerous. And if anyone should know it was her sister. She’d already fallen for one. And was now having his baby.

      Sophie pushed away the foolish thought of getting hot and heavy with a complete stranger, and focused back on the problem at hand. Getting upstairs to see Camille.

      “I couldn’t help but overhear you say that you’re going upstairs to Camille Royal’s fashion show.” She held out a hand. “I’m Sophie. I’ve just arrived from Paris, and I’m here to see Camille. She’s, my sister.”

      He shook her hand. “I’m Liam. I’m taking the photos for Camille’s runway launch. Nice to meet you, Sophie.”

      Producing her phone from out of her tote bag, Sophie showed Liam the blank screen. “Unfortunately my cell phone battery is dead. I can’t call anyone. I was wondering if you could possibly help me.”

      She glanced quickly in the direction of the security guard, then turned back to the photographer. “I wasn’t meant to be in New York tonight, so my name isn’t on the door. That man won’t let me upstairs.”

      The hot stranger’s alluring smile broke into a full on grin. “Let me call my brother Ryan and see if we can sort something out. He works for Camille as her personal assistant. Does all sorts of things for her.”

      Yes, Cami has told me some of the wicked things your brother can do.

      Ryan certainly did do a lot for her sister, including getting her pregnant. For a moment Sophie wondered just how much Ryan’s brother knew of the connection between Camille and her personal assistant.

      Maybe I should keep that to myself.

      It would be reckless of her to go spilling the tea about her sister’s love life. Especially to a guy she’d only just met.

      Which means I definitely won’t be saying anything about a small bundle of joy which is due to arrive in the new year.

      Liam pulled a cell phone out of his jeans pocket and made a quick call.

      “Hi, I’m downstairs right now. Were you expecting Camille’s sister Sophie to arrive this evening from Paris? She’s downstairs with me, but her name isn’t on the list.”

      He nodded, and hummed. “Are you able to get in touch with the security people and ask them to put her name on the door?” His brow furrowed and he hummed once more. “Ok, I’ll try something else.”

      After hanging up the phone, Liam turned to the guard. “Camille’s assistant says he will make a few calls and try to get Sophie’s name on your list. But it’s late and I have work to do, so how about we do this instead?”

      Slipping his satchel from his shoulders, Liam handed it to Sophie. She could have sworn he winked at her. “Hold it with both hands. Its heavy. As my personal assistant I expect you to be very careful with my camera and lenses.”

      Sophie turned and offered the guard an expectant smile.

      Please. Please.

      “Nicely played,” said the man, flipping his clipboard over. He hastily added Sophie’s name next to Liam’s then pointed to the entrance. “Have a good night, folks. If Ms. Royal is coming back in the morning, can you please make sure Camille’s assistant gets a security pass organized for her. There are a lot of runway shows on tomorrow, and it will be nuts down here. If she doesn’t have a pass by then, she won’t be getting anywhere near the front door.”

      “Good to know. Will do. Thanks,” replied Liam. He headed for the front door, with Sophie following closely on his heels.

      As soon as they were inside, she set the bag carefully on the foyer floor.  Liam hadn’t been wrong about the weight. The camera equipment was heavy. But she’d made it into the building, and that was what counted.

      Liam turning up when he did was a pure stroke of luck.

      Sophie raised her hand in the air. “From what I understand the correct phrase in American English is ‘Don’t leave me hanging’.”

      Her heart gave an unexpected little pitter patter of delight when a grinning Liam slapped his palm gently to hers. “Trust me, Sophie—I would never leave a girl like you hanging.”

      Oooh. Smooth talker.

      He went to pick up the satchel, but Sophie beat him to it. “You told the security guard that I was your assistant. Now we have to live out that lie for the rest of our entire lives.”

      She slung the heavy bag over her shoulder once more. “Urgh. Or at least until we get into the elevator.”

      A matter of minutes ago she’d been struggling with trying to get into the building. Now she’d met the handsome Liam, and was on the way to the elevator with him. She was going to see her sister. Sophie Royal’s night was finally on the up.
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      What is it with the Royal sisters? Camille is pretty, I’ll give her that, but Sophie is smokin’ hot.

      Liam was doing his best not to keep checking Sophie out, but in the confined space of the elevator it wasn’t easy. She was certainly easy on the eye. And whatever perfume she was wearing, it had him sneaking in a few deep breaths just to get another hit.

      He could see the family resemblance to Camille. But where Camille had blonde hair, Sophie was blessed with long brown locks which fell all the way to the middle of her back. As his gaze tracked lower, it settled on the silver padlock which dangled from the buckle on the belt of her wickedly short skirt.

      For a moment he let his gaze touch on her lightly tanned legs. He let out a shaky breath. It echoed in the deafening silence. Liam snapped his head up. Two light brown eyes met his own. They glittered with mischief.

      “Like what you see, Mister Collins?” she purred.

      The heat on his cheeks had Liam wishing the floor of the elevator would suddenly disappear. He’d gladly do a Hans Gruber off the Nakatomi Plaza and fall the thirty floors to his death. She’d caught him checking her out.

      “Sorry. I just hadn’t seen a lock on a belt like that before,” he stammered.

      Her laugh went right to the darkest corners of his soul. “So you’re going with that story, are you? All you were doing was innocently studying my Yves Saint Laurent padlock belt. And here I was, thinking you were giving me a thorough eye fucking. My mistake.”

      She was teasing him. Enjoying every second of watching him squirm. Well two could play at that game.

      Liam cleared his throat. “And you are meant to be my assistant. Or should I go back downstairs and tell the guy on the front door that I also made a mistake?”

      But that clever smile of hers had him enthralled. He’d known this woman for all of two minutes, and he was already a goner.

      Sophie moved closer, and Liam couldn’t tear his gaze away. “I don’t think you would do that Liam. Camille told me all about your photographic work. Your insta account looks amusant.”

      The way she said that last word in French, almost did him in. “Does it?”

      Her finger traced over the collar of his black polo shirt, before coming to rest at the base of his neck, right over the pulse. Liam’s heart was racing. She had to know what this was doing to him.

      “Yes, it’s fun. But what I don’t see is a lot of fashion photography on your profile. So I’m thinking that having someone who has worked in fashion all her life as your assistant, would be a good thing for you. I mean I could teach you a few things— if you like.”

      I bet you could teach me plenty of things.

      But this wasn’t Liam’s first rodeo. Over the past couple of years he’d learned a thing or two about flirting. About boundaries and when to cross them.

      He’d also learned that it never paid to mix business with pleasure. Or in this case not to get tangled up with the hot-as-fuck sister of his brother’s employer. As far as he was concerned, Sophie Royal was well and truly off limits.

      Life can be so cruel on a guy.

      To his bone deep relief the elevator came to a smooth halt, and the doors slid open. Liam took the camera bag from Sophie, then sheepishly followed her out into the exhibition space.

      The ride from the lobby to the thirtieth floor had taken all of a minute but in that time, he’d managed to check Sophie out. He’d also got caught doing it.

      And what had she done? She’d teased and laughed at him.

      And given me a half-boner in the process.

      He was already hot under the collar. Another minute alone with this woman and he’d be in deep trouble.
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      The Really Big Space. What a stupid name to give to an exhibition room.

      Paris had much more elegant titles. There was the Palais de Tokyo, the Louvre, and the Petit Palais. Sophie took in the bare concrete flooring and stark neon lighting overhead. There was nothing French chic or glamorous about this place. She doubted it had ever seen a crystal chandelier.

      I wonder if this is what one of those Costco stores looks like inside. Maybe they have some big packets of donuts hidden away somewhere in the back. I could kill a sweet pastry right now.

      Huge black and yellow posters of New York taxi cabs hung from the ceiling and were draped around the walls. The runway floor had been marked out like a street scape. The only thing missing was a set of traffic lights and a few hundred New York pedestrians. It was all so very strange.

      The authorities who oversaw both Paris Fashion Week, and Haute Couture Week, the Fédération de la Haute Couture et de la Mode would never allow anything as basic as this at one of their elegant events, that was for certain.

      But this is America, and New York City always sets its own rules.

      Out of the corner of her eye she caught sight of a familiar figure. Camille was headed her way. Sophie found herself instantly fighting back tears.

      I miss you.

      She gathered her scattered emotions as Camille drew close.

      “What’s with the giant taxi posters, mon amour?”

      Camille grinned at her. “Would you believe, Cinderella in the City? And our Prince Charming is a cab driver.”

      As Sophie scanned the space once more, the Cinderella theme began to make clearer sense. Her sister’s ready to wear collection was designed for the modern working woman. New York City was the epitome of the concrete and glass world which that sort of woman inhabited.

      “Wow, that actually sounds fun. Has it really sunk in yet, that you’re being featured in New York fashion week?”

      “Maybe it will tomorrow, when this place is full of people.” Her sister glanced behind Sophie, and her brows furrowed. “Is it just you here tonight? No Mama or Papa.”

      “Mama and Papa are resting up with Uncle Edward and Aunt Alice at their estate. I couldn’t think of anything worse than sitting and listening to the four of them reliving their glory days. So, I told them I was coming into the city to go clubbing. It was only after the Royal Resorts drivers dropped me off out front of the building, that I realized my phone’s battery was dead.”

      When Camille’s brows furrowed in confusion, Sophie was forced to confess.

      “While we were on the jet, I watched Emma 2020 for the hundredth time. I drained my cell.”

      A grinning Camille simply shook her head.

      Sophie turned and pointed at Liam. He was standing a few feet away, busy messing around with his camera. “And that cute guy let me follow him through the door and into the elevator.”

      “That’s Ryan’s brother, Liam. He’s handling the photography for the runway show,” explained Camille.

      “Yeah, I know. I’m beginning to see why you couldn’t keep your hands off your assistant. The Collins brothers are something else, aren’t they?” She leaned in close. “He was seriously checking me out in the elevator, and I have to admit, it wasn’t all one way traffic.”

      Sophie’s gaze took in Camille’s belly, and its tiny baby bump.

      These guys really ought to come with a warning sign.

      “I caught a peek of a tattoo on Liam’s chest when he took his satchel off his shoulder. And you know me, I’ve got a bit of a weak spot for guys with ink.”

      She wasn’t going to mention that she’d already had her hands on his skin, and that’s when she’d really spotted Liam’s tattoo for the first time.

      Camille laughed. “That could be dangerous. You might want to watch yourself. From what Ryan has told me, his brother has built up quite an impressive list of women who he’s had a one night stand with in the past couple of years.  Let me make formal introductions before you start undressing the poor man.”

      “Ok. But before we do that, do you have somewhere I could charge my phone? I hate being unable to use it,” said Sophie.

      “Yeah. Come with me,” replied Camille. She led Sophie over to a nearby work bench which was covered in cables and cell phones. Sophie grabbed the first spare charge cable that would fit her precious cell, and plugged it in.

      Her sister waved Liam over. He hurried across the floor to them. “Thanks for helping Sophie get into the building Liam. I really appreciate it. Formal introductions. This is my sister Sophie, she’s just arrived from Paris. Sophie, this is my assistant Ryan’s, older brother Liam.”

      Sophie caught the message hidden within Camille’s words. Liam wasn’t aware that Camille and Ryan were together. That they had taken their relationship well past the bounds of employer/employee.

      He’s going to be in for a bit of a surprise when they announce their news.

      Liam embraced Camille. “Good to see you again, Camille. It was pure luck that I arrived when I did. The security guy downstairs wasn’t going to let Sophie into the building. I’m just glad we got it sorted.” He nodded at Sophie. “Good to see you’ve managed to find somewhere to bring your cell phone back to life.”

      When he turned those brown eyes her way, a rush of heat raced down Sophie’s back. She couldn’t recall the last time that a man had had this sort of physical effect on her. Twice in a matter of minutes.

      Tread carefully Sophie. You don’t need to go doing anything stupid. Don’t embarrass Cami on the eve of her big fashion week launch.

      “It’s lovely to officially meet you, Sophie. Paris hey? You must be tired after the flight. Paris is one of my favorite cities.”

      Sophie arched a brow. “After I killed my cell phone, I pretty much slept the rest of the flight. And Paris is one of your favorite places? Really. I find its dirty, noisy, and full of far too many tourists most of the time. But it is home.”

      Paris might well have its shortcomings, but there was no place like it anywhere else in the world.

      Liam set down his camera bag. “I’m thinking that if the photo work from this runway show is well received, I’ll talk to my agent. See if they can look into getting me gigs at other fashion weeks around the world. I might just take you up on your offer to give me some fashion show tips, Sophie.”

      His words shifted her focus from his body to his body of work. Her father often used the same photographers for his runway shows, and lately she’d found their pictures lacking in flair. Her ex Patrice, who worked in La maison du Royal apparently had some deal with a couple of local fashion photographers which meant they kept coming back year after year.

      But if Papa could see someone else’s work, he might decide to change…

      She was convinced that a fresh perspective was what the House of Royal badly needed. The current clients on the list were all slowly ageing. The writing was on the wall. For the business to survive long term, they were going to have to attract the next generation of women who had haute couture money at their disposal.

      Those younger women were likely to be on social media. Having someone like Liam creating new and exciting images could be a fantastic move.

      I should take a look at what other work he’s done.

      “Our father will be launching his next collection during Spring/Summer Haute Couture week. That’s in late January. Do you have a professional portfolio I might be able to take a look at?” replied Sophie.

      “Of course.”

      He pulled an iPad out of his bag, and handed it to her. “I don’t have much in the way of fashion runway experience, but I have done quite a few magazine shoots. I’ve also worked with some of the bigger sporting publications, and that always involves capturing the perfect image at the right time.”

      Sophie tapped on the screen, and it opened to a website.

      Wow, Liam actually has his own photographic site. And it’s amazing.

      There was a tab titled Costa Rica. When Sophie clicked on it, the screen filled with images of lush green jungle and towering mountain peaks. She scrolled through the gallery, and the photos became ones of stunningly beautiful tropical flowers.

      But it was the photos which Liam had taken of people at a local produce market which really set her heart racing. He’d cleverly captured the color and movement of the scene. Sophie felt as if she was standing in front of one of the market stalls. She could almost smell the aroma of freshly picked bananas.

      “This looks incredible. I was expecting to see a few photos, but you have put together a brilliant portfolio,” she said. Sophie clicked on the tab titled TV, and the screen was suddenly filled with photos of gorgeous guys. And one lone woman.

      “What’s this?” she asked.

      Liam came to stand next to her. “Ah yes, some of my earlier work. Ryan was on a TV show called Bachelors on the Beach and I got to take lots of the behind the scenes shots of the cast.”

      Camille had told Sophie all about the series, and she’d watched a few old episodes online, but she wanted to hear Liam’s take on the shoot.

      “I owe a lot of my career to that show. Though I messed up a little while back when they approached me about a reboot.”

      “What did you do?”

      “I kinda put Ryan in a hard place. I didn’t mean to, but I did. That’s why I offered to do Camille’s fashion runway shoot for free. I want my brother to keep his job.”

      The fact that Liam was prepared to own his mistake was a big plus in her book. She knew plenty of guys who would have found a way not to accept the blame for what they’d done. Working with Liam could be a good thing.

      “I’d love you to speak to my father. The photographs we are currently getting from our runway shows are nowhere near as dynamic as yours. And don’t get me started on our so minimalist ‘it hurts’ official website,” she said, adding finger quotes for effect.

      François Royal had always claimed that when it came to the four thousand or so women in the world who could afford high fashion, he knew exactly who was who. He also knew which clients he valued the most. Rather than maintaining a complete email list, her father had an old fashioned rolodex with phone numbers in it.

      “Let me show you some of the work I recently did in Tahiti for one of the major sports channels. The world surfing championships were held in Teahupo’o, and that part of French Polynesia is pure magic,” said Liam.

      He flicked through a series of images and short videos. Liam’s gentle voice provided the background for Sophie’s journey into the rich blues of the ocean and the bright colors of the Tahitian landscape.

      It was only after she’d taken in the last of the stunning images that Sophie realized Camille had moved quietly away and was now on the other side of the room.

      She’d been so caught up listening to Liam’s dulcet tones, that she hadn’t noticed. This guy was sex on a stick, but also seriously talented. She was more than a little attracted to him. Maybe she should hold off on passing his details to her father.

      In a rare moment Sophie considered doing something that didn’t involve another act of self-sacrifice for the Royal family business. When Liam smiled at her, the decision was made. She’d keep him and this brief time in New York City all for herself.
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      Sophie was tired, but she’d reached that point where she’d moved beyond fatigue, and was now wide awake. Her phone was fully charged, and she was ready to go out and see the city. To tap into the beat of New York’s nightlife, and have some fun.

      The alternative to playing tourist was going back to her aunt and uncle’s estate in Armonk. She couldn’t think of anything worse than having to sit and make small talk with her older relatives. A task which would be made all that more difficult due to the fact that she was still keeping her sister’s pregnancy a secret from their parents.

      Camille and her baby daddy had said they were going to share their special news as soon as the runway show was over. Sophie intended to hold them to that promise.

      Tomorrow couldn’t come fast enough. Then the rest of the family would know that not only were Camille and Ryan a couple, but Camille was pregnant.

      Speaking of Cami and Ryan, where are they?

      Ryan was yet to make an appearance. And Camille had disappeared an hour ago to check on preparations for tomorrow’s show. Sophie knew better than most people that the work involved in the lead up to a runway show was never ending. But she was still itching to get out of the Really Big Space.

      When her sister and Ryan finally appeared together a short time later, Sophie’s thoughts turned to ones of concern. She hadn’t noticed it earlier, but her twin looked pale. There was no mistaking the exhaustion which lined Camille’s face.

      I can’t ask her to go out and eat at this hour. She needs to be home in bed.

      Turning to Liam, who’d been showing her some of his set-up photos on his camera, Sophie offered an expectant smile. “I don’t suppose you would be interested in going out and getting a bite to eat, would you? Or if not, could you suggest somewhere good that I could go.”

      She hoped he would take the less than subtle hint, and feel obliged to come with her.

      “Um.”

      “I can message my driver, and have him meet us downstairs,” she added.

      To her surprise, Liam looked decidedly uncomfortable with her request.

      “I’d love to, but I’m a bit short on cash this week. I’m still waiting on the money for the Tahiti gig to hit my bank account.”

      Liam wasn’t charging Camille for tomorrow’s photo shoot, and Sophie knew why.

      He’d been the one who’d told the producers of Bachelors on the Beach, that Ryan was working for Camille. When they’d discovered their former contestant had become the assistant for a fashion designer, who just happened to be an heiress, they’d set about stalking Camille and Ryan.

      I’ll just be glad when things between my sister and his brother stop being a secret. Liam looks so sad whenever he mentions them.

      Sophie flashed a black credit card at him. “Choose wherever you want to go. I’m more than happy to pay,” she said.

      Liam likely knew about her family’s background. So it shouldn’t come as a surprise to him, that money didn’t hold much meaning in her world.

      “That’s very generous of you, Sophie. And yes, I’d love to go out tonight,” said Liam.

      Camille made her way across the floor to where Sophie and Liam stood. She was rubbing her eyes and trying to hide a yawn. “Ryan tells me he has one last phone call to make. Then he and I are going to head back to the apartment. We need to finish up a few final pieces for tomorrow. I’d invite the two of you over but there is every chance I’m going to be asleep on the couch within the next hour. I’m so sorry.”

      “That’s not a problem. You should go home. Get some rest before the big day tomorrow. Liam and I are going to head out and get a bite to eat,” replied Sophie.

      Sophie glanced in Liam’s direction. “Are you finished here for this evening? I’m ready to leave if you want to get out of here.”

      When Liam met her gaze, she could have sworn there was a sparkle of something in his eyes. Like she’d just invited him to share more than a simple meal.

      Careful, don’t do anything stupid to mess this up for Cami.

      Then again, she was a long way from home. Thousands of kilometers away from Patrice, her overbearing ex. This might be the perfect chance to go and make mischief. To finally move on.

      I can’t remember the last time someone touched me. When I felt desired.

      “Yeah. I’m good to go. I’ve checked the lighting and where I need to be in the morning,” replied Liam. He bent and started packing things back into his bag. As he did, Sophie took the opportunity to slyly check out Liam’s nicely proportioned ass.

      She really ought be ashamed of ogling a guy while he worked, but she couldn’t help it. There seemed to be something stirring in the air tonight.

      A reckless spirit had caught her. And rather than be her usual cautious self, Sophie decided to let go. To see where the flow took her.

      Her British Royal cousins had the perfect expression, to describe the physical form of Mister Liam Collins. He was well-fit.

      Turning her head away, Sophie stifled a laugh.

      Well-fit indeed.
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      She was checking him out. Again. There was no mistaking what Sophie was doing. The appreciative grin on her lips had Liam suddenly wanting to adjust his jeans.

      He made a point of slowly righting himself. Shaking a leg out in the process to help relieve the pressure in his pants.

      Sophie wanted to go and find something to eat. But from the way she was looking him up and down, he wondered if food was all she planned to sink her teeth into tonight.

      She’s a hottie, no doubt about it.

      The dark-haired temptress was very tempting. But the thought of who she was, and the chance that a night of rolling in the sheets could well come back to bite him on the ass, had Liam thinking twice about making a move.

      But if I make things clear right from the get-go…

      Being completely honest was the only way to handle things. He would let Sophie know that the most, they could ever be, was a one-night stand. After that, he’d let her decide if this sizzling attraction between them went any further.

      After checking the last of his camera equipment, Liam figured now was the right time to ask. “Are you ready to see where the night takes us?”

      Sophie waved her sister a quick friendly farewell. “See you tomorrow, Camille. I hope you get some sleep.”

      The sultry look she offered Liam when she turned back, was something far beyond just friendly. His cock stirred in his jeans. If he’d taken a photo of Sophie in that moment, he’d have titled it Pure Lust.

      “This is my list of demands. I want good food. Then we are going to go to a sweaty nightclub that plays only 80’s and 90’s dance music. We will work our bodies for a minimum of two hours.” She looked him up and down for a moment, then added. “After that we’ll see how well you’re holding up, Mister Collins.”

      Sheesh. This one was meant to be the quieter of the two Royal sisters. He couldn’t begin to imagine what Ryan had to deal with while working as Camille’s assistant.

      But then again is he just her assistant?

      Liam had his suspicions about his brother and the billionaire heiress. But Ryan had never come out and said that he and Camille were an item. Who better to ask than her sister? Surely Sophie would know.

      “You can tell me to mind my own business, but are your sister and my brother? Um. Are they?”

      Sophie moved closer. “Fucking?”

      Liam nodded. He appreciated her refreshing bluntness.

      “Like sex starved rabbits,” she said, continuing toward the exit.

      Ok. That answers that question.

      Liam followed Sophie and her seductively swaying hips to the elevator. The way her short skirt flipped back and forth as she walked, had him mesmerized. Images of furry bunnies doing the deed kept dancing around in Liam’s head.

      She pressed the button for the lobby. As the doors of the car closed behind them, Sophie leaned back against the wall, and sighed. “Speaking of fucking. Can we agree that whatever happens tonight stays strictly between us. I don’t need any complications in my life right now.”

      Liam echoed her sigh. If there was one thing the past two years had taught him, it was to keep his relationships simple. He’d become the master of no-strings-attached hook-ups. One-night stands were his current specialty. Passion, pleasure, and then goodbye.

      No woman was going to get close enough to crush his heart like his former fiancée had done.

      “I promise, Sophie—whatever happens in New York, stays in New York.”
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      Sophie messaged the car service. By the time they hit the street, a sleek black Mercedes town car was already parked at the curbside. How the driver had managed to get a spot right out front of the building was anyone’s guess. Even at this late hour the traffic in New York City was still bumper to bumper.

      The suited driver held the passenger door open. Liam noted that his partner for the evening barely checked her stride as she stepped into the car. This was a woman used to having someone opening doors for her. Sophie lived a life of wealth and luxury.

      When Liam reached the car, the driver held out his hands. “Let me take those for you Mister Collins. I can have them safely stowed in the trunk until you need them again. I promise they will be returned to you in perfect condition.”

      He reluctantly handed over his precious equipment. “Thank you. Just be super careful with the camera bag.”

      When he travelled on assignment Liam rarely let his equipment out of his sight. But he’d promised to go eat with Sophie, so he couldn’t really lug all his gear with him.

      Free of his bags, Liam slipped into the back seat of the Mercedes. The cream colored, leather passenger seat was so incredibly soft. If he’d been a cat, he’d have purred. “Oh, this is nice.”

      Crossing her long legs, Sophie lay back in her own seat. “I do appreciate the extra room which comes with a large car.”

      Liam’s gaze remained fixed on her fit, shapely legs. He could imagine running his hands over her smooth as silk skin. He’d follow the delectable path all the way up until he reached the hem of Sophie’s pink and white paisley patterned skirt.

      That skirt.

      It barely covered the top of her thighs. She made no attempt to tug the hem of it down. When their gazes met the message was clear. He was welcome to look all he wanted.

      I am in so much trouble. Or so much luck.

      He wasn’t entirely sure which it was right now. Most women he’d encountered in his travels tended to be a little less forward than Sophie Royal. It usually took an evening of talking and sharing a couple of drinks before the inevitable ‘want to come back to my hotel’ conversation took place. This woman was well ahead of the game.

      Then again, she did come from a family of billionaires. The thought of being shy might not be something which ever crossed their minds. They simply snapped their fingers and got whatever they wanted. Everything was handed to them on a silver platter.

      He couldn’t begin to imagine living in such a world. A world where finding the money for next month’s rent was rendered a meaningless concept. Where black credit cards ruled.

      Liam pushed the thought away. Tonight was for having fun. For keeping things uncomplicated.

      The driver climbed into the car. He turned the engine on, then sat staring out at the passing evening traffic as the motor quietly idled. It took a minute for Liam to realize what was happening. The man was waiting for orders.

      “Do you like Korean food?” asked Sophie.

      He was completely in the thrall of her soft French accent. It was the vocal equivalent of melted truffle butter, being drizzled over a perfectly cooked steak. Liam couldn’t help but lick his lips. Hunger and lust vied for his attention.

      “Um, yes. But to be honest, I haven’t eaten much beyond Korean fried chicken,” he replied.

      She’s all French and sophisticated. While I sound like a hick.

      Sophie’s face lit with joy. She clapped her hands together. “Oh, fried chicken is my absolute favorite Korean food. I swear I could eat it until I passed out. The crunch. The spice. It’s beyond perfection.”

      Then she rolled her eyes, and sighed. “Patrice flatly refused to eat it. He once told me that loving fried chicken made me nothing more than a basic bitch.”

      Who the hell was Patrice, and where did he get off on calling Sophie a basic bitch? He’d only met her an hour or so ago, but already Liam was prepared to go and have words with this Patrice guy. Set him straight on the culinary magnificence that was Korean fried chicken.

      Tugging his phone out of his jeans pocket, Liam checked the time. It was almost nine. KX Chicken, the best Korean chicken place in the city would soon be closed. But The Seoul of Chicken Manhattan, his second favorite Korean food joint, would still be open for another hour.

      “If its Korean chicken you want, then let’s ask the driver to take us over to 6th Avenue. The Seoul of Chicken does an incredible chili cheese chicken. The place isn’t anything fancy, but the food is great.”

      Sophie, the billionaire heiress who was dressed to kill in her skirt and light linen blazer, grinned at him. Picking up her cell phone, she tapped away on it for a minute, then slipped it back into her tote. “I’ve dropped a pin on the address for our driver.”

      The car pulled out from the curb and into the late evening traffic. “I hope you’re extra hungry tonight, because I intend to sample every chicken dish they have on the menu.”
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      Six boneless chicken wings later, and Sophie was starting to regret having worn a skirt with a waistband. But she’d set the challenge, so she couldn’t back down. She was determined to sample everything on the menu.

      The genius who’d invented snow cheese boneless chicken deserved the Nobel Prize— for everything. Chicken and cheese was the perfect combination. Adding crisp chips took it to a near godlike level.

      Liam was right, the Seoul of Chicken restaurant wasn’t anything like the places she usually frequented. It was small, not much bigger than a hole in the wall. It had a mere handful of tables for diners to sit at, but what it lacked in elegance it more than made up for with its food offerings. If the steady procession of food delivery drivers coming in and out the front door was any indication, this place had quite a solid reputation.

      Across the bright blue laminate table from her, Liam had just polished off his ninth, or was that tenth, piece of chicken. When he glanced at the still untouched plate of spicy soy garlic boneless chicken he let out a whimper. Sophie broke into a fit of giggles. “Hey, you were the one who ordered those. So you have to eat them,” she chuckled.

      “Says the woman who claimed she wanted to try everything on the menu, but looks like she’s just about ready to cry ‘uncle’,” he replied.

      The gentle tease in his voice had Sophie’s thoughts moving to the other part of their agreement. Of seeing where things ended tonight. The chicken pieces weren’t the only hot and spicy things which sprang to mind.

      “I can’t eat another thing,” she pleaded, pushing her plate away.

      “Snap. I think we might want to look at getting a doggie bag,” replied Liam.

      “A what?”

      “A doggie bag. When you take your leftovers home from a restaurant.”

      She’d never heard of such a thing. Then again, she wasn’t normally in the habit of overordering in restaurants or cafes. This was a New York City Korean fried chicken, one-time only thing.

      Sophie frowned at the unfinished plates of food. “It does seem a terrible shame to waste it. Though I’m not sure if our driver would appreciate us bringing a bag of hot fried chicken into the back of his town car.”

      Liam nodded. “Yeah. It would be a crime, what with those nice cream leather seats.”

      Picking up one of the platters of uneaten chicken pieces, Liam rose from his chair. He quickly made his way over to the nearby counter.

      When he returned, Liam was carrying a large paper bag, and several bottles of water. He set the bag on the table. “Are you ready to go dance off some of this amazing food?” he asked.

      Sophie glanced at the takeout bag, but said nothing. Hopefully their driver would be alright with them bringing the food into the car. Liam seemed pretty keen to take it with them.

      I didn’t realize he was that short on money.

      “There is a dance club called Neo, not far from here. It plays mostly 90’s with some more recent stuff mixed in. It’s the best I could find without having to travel too far in the city,” she replied.

      Her American cousin Jordan, who used to be a regular frequenter of nightclubs, had personally recommended the place.

      Wiping the last of the chicken from her fingers with a moist towelette, Sophie rose from her chair. She followed Liam out into the street. But instead of making for their waiting car, and the driver who was standing on the sidewalk, Liam keep walking.

      “Where are you going?” she asked.

      Liam flashed a grin over his shoulder. “Back in a sec. Just need to do something.” He disappeared around the corner and into a nearby alley.

      Tempted as she was to follow him and find out what he was up to, Sophie’s security training stopped her. She stayed exactly where she was, in a well-lit area. Close to the protection of the Royal Resorts driver. Being a member of an international family of billionaires meant she never took her personal safety for granted.

      Liam reappeared a couple of minutes later. Pointing back toward the way he’d just come, he explained. “When I took our unfinished meals to the counter, I paid for some rice, coleslaw, and a couple of bottles of water. The server bagged it all up. I just gave it to some people who were sleeping rough in the alley over there.”

      Their food had gone to some homeless people. Whatever feelings she might have had about him wandering off leaving her standing on the sidewalk were instantly forgotten. Not only had Liam made sure that none of their food went to waste, he’d added in some extras to make a proper meal for those who were less fortunate.

      “That was very kind of you,” she said.

      Liam winced at the compliment. “Kind to them. But rude to you. I should have asked if you wanted to come with me. It didn’t cross my mind. I’m sorry.”

      Sophie mustered a forgiving smile. “That’s ok. You did a nice thing.” She wasn’t about to mention that she was used to being forgotten about. That in her family she was often just a footnote in everyone else’s life.

      Let’s not go with the self-pity Sophie. He doesn’t need to know you’re the family loser.

      This was one night where she was determined to just be her real self. To shrug off the expectations of others. To have some fun.

      She was with a great guy. He was hot, even hotter now that she’d seen he was a real person. Someone who cared about others. He’d done a wonderfully spontaneous thing for some complete strangers. Liam Collins was nice.

      Nice men are sexy as fuck.

      As they made their way over to the town car, Sophie started rethinking their plans for the rest of the evening. If they went to a nightclub, the music would be great for dancing. Not so great for talking. She wanted to get to know more about Liam.

      Taking a hold of his arm, Sophie said. “We could just skip the 90’s dance nightclub, and go somewhere else. I’m sure New Kids on the Block won’t mind.”

      They
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