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      One mistake could derail his promising future.

      

      Wild nights are a thing of Dr. Sawyer Culver’s past—and a rare thing, at that. So why, when he’s on the verge of finally doing his family proud, does he make his most impulsive mistake yet with Mariah?

      

      Salsa dancer Mariah Jackson lives to the beat of her own drum. A self-professed flirt, she’s never been one to set her sights on any specific man. Until Sawyer bursts into her life…and her bedroom. Now it’s up to her to convince him to embrace the life he really wants.
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      Dr. Sawyer Culver woke up lacking three things Sunday morning: any solid recollection of the past ten hours, every last shred of his dignity, and his boxer briefs.

      This realization came to him before he could even open his eyes.

      He lay there without stirring — afraid to move, truth be told. His head throbbed with a sharp, ice-pick pain at the temples and base of his skull. His mouth was so dry his teeth stuck to his lips, and his tongue felt like a dirty sock wedged inside of it. Every inch of his body ached as if he’d run a marathon yesterday.

      As soon as he could summon the courage, he cracked one eye open in hopes of figuring out where he was, groaning against the bright beam of sunlight that nailed him directly from a skylight above. An unfamiliar low-slung white shelving unit loomed a couple feet away from him, away from the bed he, naked as the day he’d been born, was apparently lying on. The top shelf was cluttered with so much random crap it made his head hurt more — a sloppy stack of library books, various pieces of clothing (some of them distractingly lacy), a white teddy bear wearing ballet slippers and holding a pink heart that said my girl...

      A woman’s bedroom.

      He closed his eye to the scene and waited for relief. None came, of course.

      Sawyer racked his pounding, dehydrated brain for a glimmer of anything concerning last night and an explanation for why he could suddenly relate to what a dying fish that’d washed up onshore must feel like.

      His little sister’s wedding had been yesterday afternoon. Rachel had swept Cale, her firefighter groom, away on a surprise honeymoon midafternoon. Sawyer had been fine at that point. Maybe a little buzzed off the wine and champagne that had flowed freely, but he’d been fully cognizant of the goofy grins stuck on the bride’s and groom’s faces. Matter of fact, it was that palpable happiness he’d enthusiastically drunk his first shot to with a fair number of San Amaro Island’s bravest.

      Those fucking firefighters could drink.

      Tequila. The good stuff. None of that cheap crap that made a man grimace as it went down. Smooooth. Too damn smooth.

      He lay there unmoving, slowly cataloguing snippets from the evening in an attempt to piece it all together. To figure out the last thing he could remember.

      Mariah.

      Mariah Jackson, the groom’s sexy, salsa-dancing sister. Her face came to mind at the same time he felt movement beside him.

      Ah, shit.

      Chancing a turn of his head and a look to his left, he confirmed. Mariah. Curled up on the other side of the suddenly small double bed, sound asleep. A lock of her ginger hair was strewn across the mattress just inches from Sawyer’s face. Damn redheads...he’d always had a serious thing for them. Stifling a groan, he turned his head and his naked body away, hoping when he looked back he’d find himself alone. That he and Mariah hadn’t really … whatever they’d done.

      What had they done? Why couldn’t he remember jack shit? Had someone spiked one of his many drinks?

      But he could acknowledge the truth. No one had needed to screw with him or his drink. He’d done this to himself.

      He had a vague memory of the wedding party and guests relocating from Rachel and Cale’s bayside home, where the ceremony and reception had taken place, to Ruiz’s Restaurante, best known for its fish tacos, with its ass-kicking margaritas a close second. He didn’t think there was a dance floor at the restaurant, but he had a strong suspicion Mariah had tried to teach him the tango. Another flash came to him of walking Mariah to her place in the dark. Talking in her kitchen, her sitting across from him on the counter, her long dancer’s legs tantalizing him. Even with his eyes closed now, he remembered her legs.

      But as for her bedroom, his memory registered exactly nothing.

      He turned his head back to the left, to Mariah, who hadn’t miraculously vanished into thin air. Nor had she woken up.

      He’d met her a few years ago, when his other sister, Noelle, had been dating Cale. Mariah had been young then, too young, in her early twenties, and he’d been too in the midst of establishing his career in surgery to give any serious consideration to ever thinking of her as more than Cale’s little sister.

      It’d been almost three years since Noelle’s death, and for the longest time, Rachel, Noelle’s twin, had fought any feelings she had for her twin’s fiancé out of respect...and what she’d eventually admitted was guilt. Thank God she’d gotten over all of that, and now, as of yesterday, this woman beside him was his sister’s sister-in-law.

      Weren’t they just a twisted, mixed-up couple of families?

      Baaad decision, dude, he told himself.

      Mariah had really caught his attention, not for the first time, two nights ago at the wedding rehearsal, when he’d taken his place as Cale’s best man. Mariah had been the maid of honor.

      Welcome to my cliché romance novel.

      Against his better judgment, Sawyer found himself studying her profile, the delicate features. Her narrow face matched her willowy body. Russet-colored brows arched in a gentle point above closed eyes. Big, animated, green eyes, he remembered. Her nose was thin and unremarkable, which allowed a man’s attention to veer to her lips. The top one was thin and formed an alluring bow over the fuller bottom one. Intriguing lips he had no recollection of kissing.

      Surely he’d remember kissing lips like Mariah’s. Wouldn’t he?

      Dammit!

      He was thirty-six years old. An intelligent, well-respected surgeon who was up for a new job at a larger hospital on the mainland. He’d interviewed for the medical director of surgery position just last week. His wild days — and he had had a few doozies before and during med school — were long over. It was unacceptable to wake up like this. Without a clue about what he’d done in the past ten to twelve hours. He had responsibilities that didn’t allow him to be off his game because of a hangover, for one, or sidetracked by a one-night stand, for another.

      Responsibilities and a golf date.

      Shit, shit, shit.

      A golf date with, among others, Dr. Ramon Tennyson, one of the key decision makers for the medical director job. Not to mention, a good friend of his mother. His dear, well-meaning mother, who had introduced Sawyer to Dr. Tennyson and had informed him of the job opening in the first place. What would she think if he blew it today?

      He wasn’t going to blow it today even if it killed him. Which, gauging the pain in his head, it might.

      Panicked, he raised his wrist so he could see his watch. It was 6:57 a.m. He’d be in no damn condition to hit the golf course in an hour if he didn’t get the hell up, take an ice-cold shower, and down enough coffee to chase away any lingering tequila from his blood. He ran his hand over his face, trying to wipe away the haziness.

      Mariah rolled toward him, making a sexy, sleepy sound, and he held his breath. The corners of her tempting lips curved upward, but she didn’t open her eyes. The sheet was twisted around her waist. She wore a shiny dark red Forty-Niners jersey, and the mesh material ignited Sawyer’s imagination. He could sort of make out her breasts beneath the fabric. Full breasts with rosy nipples that he wished like hell he remembered. His pulse picked up and throbbed in his now alert cock.

      He eased himself out of bed as gently as possible. He looked down to verify that Mariah slumbered on, and he couldn’t help noticing the blankets had shifted when he’d gotten up, revealing a dainty, translucent pair of skimpy panties with pink flowers on them … with Mariah’s slender body inside of them.

      Swallowing hard, he ignored his headache and glanced around for his underwear and a bathroom. He spotted his tuxedo pants strewn on the floor and picked them up. No boxer briefs.

      The first door he tried was a closet, but the next one was indeed the facilities, and lo and behold, there were his wrinkled, white tuxedo shirt and the plain white tee he’d worn underneath.

      Still no underwear.

      The mirror reflected a sorry-ass sight — his normally sloppy hair veering toward horror-movie awful, his chin and cheeks darkened with the stubbled growth of the last twenty-four hours. His brown eyes were drawn and bloodshot with dark shadows below. He ought to grab a shower — an ice-cold one for multiple reasons — before he faced up to Mariah, but it felt like an imposition on this woman he barely knew.

      Barely knew.

      The sick feeling in his gut intensified, and it had nothing to do with alcohol.

      He wasn’t the type of guy who did one-night stands anymore. Had never been particularly big on them, though his past wasn’t perfect. But now… He shook his head. He was old enough to know better, about both the alcohol and the woman.

      He owed her an apology. Evidently she’d been on board with whatever had happened between them, but that didn’t mean he was okay with it. With his decisions.

      Sawyer had always been capable of going with the flow even when faced with the unexpected. It was that inherent ability that had him deciding screw the underwear and pulling on his pants commando. The T-shirt was next. He wadded the tux shirt into a tight ball in his fist.

      After settling for splashing some cold water on his face with one hand — and stifling a few choice swear words at the shock of it — he dried off, straightened, and opened the bathroom door to face up to the alluring redhead in the bed. He’d wake her up and say he was sorry for acting like a hormone-crazed college kid, keeping his distance the whole time, and then smile and get the hell out. Except…

      Damn it all.
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