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Chapter One

––––––––

Zachary Cooper whistled the chorus from “I Can’t Get No Satisfaction” as he strolled into the office of Coopers’ Companions. The sun shone brightly on this beautiful spring morning. He had his youth, his health, an incredible family, plenty of money in the bank, and a job he loved.

Life simply didn’t get any better.

“Mornin’, bro,” he said to his younger brother after entering the office.

“Hey, Zach.” Brent glanced at his watch. “You’re here early.”

“Lots to do today. Plus Michelle has something she needs me to sign. I wanted to get that done before I head out to pick up more supplies.”

“Still buying materials for your house?”

“Yeah,” Zach said with a grin, “and loving every minute of it.”

“I’ll let you be Stanley Homeowner. I like my apartment. If the plumbing needs fixed, I just call the landlord.”

“You have no sense of adventure, little brother.”

The telephone’s ring put an end to their conversation. Brent lifted the receiver. “Coopers’ Companions, this is Brent... Yes, Ms. Talmage, how may I help you?... We have several escorts available Saturday evening. I’m sure you and I can find one to please you.” He opened a file folder on the immaculate desk and withdrew a sheet of paper. “I have a few questions to ask you, Ms. Talmage. We want to find the perfect escort for your mother.”

Leaving Brent to complete his conversation, Zach wandered across the room and gazed out the window. The house that he and his brother had remodeled for their business sat in an affluent area of Fort Worth, complete with oak, willow, and pecan trees. The trees shaded the house as well as made it eye-pleasing.

Fluffy, white blossoms bloomed on the large tree directly outside the office. Zach didn’t know the name of the tree, but his sister would. Michelle knew the name of every tree, every flower, she’d ever seen. He would swear she could make silk flowers grow. She kept the outside of Coopers’ Companions landscaped with a wide assortment of flowers, shrubs, and trees. They hired a service to mow the lawn, but Michelle insisted only she could touch the flowers.

She kept the inside of Coopers’ Companions as neat and organized as the outside. He and Brent had gladly handed over all the bookwork to Michelle. As CFO of the company, she kept the business humming along efficiently and productively.

Plus, they made a shitload of money.

“That sounds great, Ms. Talmage,” Zach heard Brent say after he tuned back in to his brother’s conversation. “You can be assured your mother will be very pleased with her escort... Thank you for calling.”

Zach turned to face his brother when Brent ended the conversation. “New client?”

“Yeah. One for you.”

Sitting on the wide windowsill, Zach crossed his arms over his chest. “Oh?”

“Breanna Talmage asked specifically for you. She said a friend of hers hired you a couple of months ago and was very impressed with your...attention. I take that to mean you fucked her brains out.”

He frowned at Brent’s choice of words. Sometimes his younger brother’s lack of respect for women grated on Zach. “Not every date ends with sex. You know that from personal experience. Sometimes a woman simply needs an escort, not a stud.”

“I know from personal experience that most of them do end with sex because that’s what the woman wants. No matter the reason for hiring an escort, these women fantasize about a young man fawning over them.” He tapped the piece of paper on his desk with one long forefinger. “This one is right up your alley, big brother.”

“Who is it?”

Brent turned the paper so he could read it easier. “Her name is Jade Talmage.”

Jade. Zach liked that name. It made him think of a sparkling jewel.

“Her daughter is hiring you to escort her mother to some fancy-shmancy shindig at North Texas Highland Hospital.” Looking at his brother, Brent bobbed his eyebrows. “Breanna said her mom is a fox.”

“All daughters think their mothers are foxes.”

“Maybe, but she convinced me her mother really is hot stuff. Thirty-nine years old, chin-length auburn hair, full lips, big green eyes, great legs, voluptuous body.” He shivered playfully. “Damn, I’m getting a hard-on.” Brent leaned back in his plush leather chair and hooked his hands behind his head. “But since you like the older broads, and since the daughter asked for you, this one is yours.”

Zach frowned again. Brent believed the best place for a woman was on her back with her legs spread. Why, Zach didn’t know. Their father had died several years ago, but he’d always respected women, especially their mother.

Zach thought of women as so much more than a piece of ass. Rising from the windowsill, he walked to one of the large leather chairs before Brent’s desk and sat. “An older woman is not a ‘broad,’ Brent. All women are beautiful in their own way. They deserve respect and consideration.”

“Which is what you give them, and that’s why Coopers’ Companions is so successful. You’re a natural at this, Zach. Tall, good-looking, charming, great sense of humor. The ladies start to salivate as soon as they see you.” He grinned. “The fact that you have a big dick doesn’t hurt either.” Brent leaned forward and picked up the form. “Breanna said her parents divorced almost two years ago. Jade’s gone out a few times, but hasn’t been involved with anyone since she and her husband split. She should be really horny by the night of your date.”

Zach studied his brother. Although only eighteen months younger, Brent had a long way to go before he grew up. Zach knew several twenty-eight-year-old guys who were much more mature than his younger brother. “Do you ever see the inside of a woman, Brent?”

“As long as she’s gorgeous and a good lay, I don’t give a shit what she’s like inside. Neither do you. You like sex as much as I do. That’s why we started this business.”

“I never said I don’t like sex. I love sex. But I also happen to know there’s more to a woman than her sex organs.” He held out his hand for the form. “When?”

“Saturday night,” Brent said, placing the form in Zach’s palm. “The daughter’s home and cell numbers are on there, too, if you have any questions.”

A quick glance at the piece of paper showed him where Breanna’s mother lived. He knew the classy, quiet neighborhood in Fort Worth well. “No problem. Jade Talmage and I will get along just fine.”

* * * * *

Jade frowned as her daughter held up a silky green thong. “You aren’t serious about me wearing that thing.”

Breanna’s eyes twinkled with a devilish light. “C’mon, Mom, be adventurous. You can’t have panty lines in that gorgeous emerald gown.”

Jade had bought the emerald gown two weeks ago on her and Breanna’s last shopping trip. Now, she had second thoughts about it. She didn’t know if the hospital’s Board of Directors would approve of her wearing a dress so revealing. “I’m not sure about that gown, Bre. It’s so...low.”

“It’s a party, Mom. You’re supposed to have fun at a party. Besides, you have incredible cleavage. Show it off to all those stuffy doctors and board members.”

“I’ll be forty in two weeks. I’m a little old to be showing off my cleavage.”

“You’re a long way from old, Mom. Besides, a beautiful woman is never too old to show off anything, and you’re a babe.”

Jade laughed while her daughter grinned. “A babe?”

“Babe, fox, hot stuff. However you say it, you’re it.”

Jade wrapped her arm around Breanna’s shoulders and gave her a quick hug. “I must be doing something right if my twenty-one-year-old daughter thinks I’m hot stuff, even when I need to lose twenty-five pounds.”

“Where?” Breanna’s gaze slid over Jade from head to toe and back. “You’re perfect, Mom. I wish I had some of your curves.” She looked down at her small breasts. “I got your eyes, your nose, your mouth, and Dad’s boobs.”

Jade’s heart swelled with pride when she looked at her stunning daughter. Tall and slim with dark-brown hair and olive skin like her father, she turned men’s heads wherever she went. “Bre, as slender as you are, you wouldn’t be able to stand up straight if you had my breasts.”

“That’s probably true, but I’d like the chance to find out.” Breanna waggled the thong by the elastic straps. The shiny fabric shimmered in the lights. “Speaking of chances, at least try this on, and the matching bra. They’re almost the same color as your gown.”

Jade wrinkled her nose as she studied the tiny thong. “Those things have to be uncomfortable. Don’t they ride up your... You know.”

“The word is ass, Mom. It’s okay if you say it.”

“Hey, I’m old-fashioned. Get used to it.”

Breanna chuckled. “I wouldn’t have you any other way. But for your information, thongs aren’t uncomfortable. I love ’em.” She bobbed her eyebrows. “And your date will love them, too.”

Jade bristled at her daughter’s implication. “Breanna Renee, you get that notion out of your head. I let you talk me into having a strange man escort me to the gala tomorrow night—and I still haven’t figured out why I let you talk me into it—but that’s all it is. It isn’t a date. Besides, I don’t think what he does is even legal.”

“There’s nothing illegal about being an escort.”

“And you think all he does is escort women? There’s no sex involved?”

“I didn’t say that. There’s probably sex involved with some women.”

“Well, not with this woman. I have no intention of having sex with a man who’s paid to pleasure women.”

“Maybe you should.”

Jade’s mouth dropped open. She couldn’t believe what her daughter had just said. “What?” she squeaked.

“Dad left you two years ago and ran off with Melody. You get asked out all the time, but I’ll bet you haven’t had half a dozen dates in that time.”

“For your information, I’ve had several dates in the last two years.”

“I doubt if any of those included sex.” She tilted her head. “Did they?”

“Breanna!”

“Well, have you had sex or not?”

“No, I haven’t,” Jade huffed. “There, are you satisfied?” Groaning, she covered her eyes with one hand. “I can’t believe I’m having this conversation with my daughter.”

“You’ve always said I can talk to you about anything.” Breanna pulled Jade’s hand away from her face. “I’m not a virgin. You know that because I told you about my first time.”

“Yes, and I wasn’t exactly thrilled with that confession.”

Breanna shrugged one shoulder. “I can’t apologize for liking sex. I like it a lot. I inherited that desire from someone.”

Her ex-husband was a louse for leaving her for a woman fifteen years his junior, but he’d been a wonderful lover. Sex had always been pleasurable for Jade, and she missed it greatly. That didn’t mean she’d fall into bed with a man who’d had sex with dozens of other women.

“Two years of celibacy is long enough,” Breanna said. “Go for it. Do something totally out of character and jump his bones. With all his experience, he’s probably incredible in bed.”

“He’s probably mechanical in bed, making the same moves he believes women love but really loathe.” Jade shook her head firmly. “No. He’ll be my escort, nothing else. And that’s the end of this discussion.” She pulled her purse strap higher on her shoulder. “I need shoes and Macy’s is having a sale. Let’s go.”

“What about the underwear?”

“I’ll...think about it.”

“Which means you’ll chicken out.”

Jade frowned. “You know, you’re not too old to spank for being rude to your mother.”

“I’m not being rude, Mom, I just want you to have a good time.” She took one of Jade’s hands and squeezed it. “I want you to be happy. You deserve that.”

The love and concern in Breanna’s eyes brought a lump to Jade’s throat. Her ex-husband had been a cheating louse, but he’d given her a wonderful daughter. Jade returned Breanna’s squeeze. “I appreciate that, and if I meet the right man, I won’t have any trouble jumping his bones, okay? But this stud for hire isn’t the right man.”

Chapter Two

––––––––

“Where are you, Mom?” Breanna called out.

“I’m in the bedroom.”

Jade looked up from the pile of towels she folded to watch her daughter walk into the room. She couldn’t help but notice the large sack her daughter carried from Breanna’s favorite bookstore.

“Didn’t you buy two books yesterday when we went shopping?”

“I don’t have a date tonight, so I need something to do.”

“I told you it isn’t a date, it’s part of my job.”

Breanna sat on the side of the bed, facing Jade. “Pfftt. Details. You’re still going out with a hunky man.”

“You don’t know for sure he’s hunky.”

“Trust me, Mom. If he works for Coopers’ Companions, he’s hunky.”

Jade arched one eyebrow. “And how do you know that for sure?”

“I told you about Roxanne’s date with one of the escorts. She said he was charming and gracious to her, and totally hot.”

“I like the charming and gracious part. The totally hot part makes me nervous.”

“Why? Are you afraid you won’t be able to resist him?”

Jade wiggled her mouth back and forth. “Hardly.”

“Don’t be logical, Mom. If he’s a stud—and I have no doubt he will be—then go for it. Jump his bones and have a good time.”

“I thought we finished this conversation yesterday.”

“Is that a polite way to tell me to change the subject?”

“I knew I’d raised a smart girl.”

“I never get to have any fun.” Playfully pouting, Breanna opened her bag. “While you’re with the hunk, I’ll read these erotic romances.”

Pushing aside the unfolded towels, Jade crawled to the middle of the bed and sat facing her daughter. “Some I don’t have?”

“Three brand new ones. I’ll let you borrow them after I’m through. You can buy the next ones.” A wicked sparkle lit her eyes. “I did get something for you, though.”

Jade wasn’t sure if she liked that look in her daughter’s eyes. “Should I be afraid?”

“Nah. It’s good, I promise.”

Reaching into the open bag, Breanna pulled out a smaller, dark-maroon sack. Jade recognized the logo on the sack immediately as one from the lingerie shop where she and Breanna had looked at the bra and thong yesterday. “You didn’t.”

“I did. I knew you wouldn’t buy that gorgeous underwear, so I did it for you.”

“Bre—”

“Don’t ‘Bre’ me, Mom.” She passed the sack to her mother. “Try them on. I want to see how sexy you are in them.”

“I take back what I said about raising a smart girl. I raised a brat instead.”

Breanna grinned. “You’re so lucky.” She waved a hand toward her mother. “No stalling. I want to be sure they fit.”

Jade opened the sack and removed the emerald bra and thong. They felt as light as air in her hands. Her heart beat a bit faster at the thought of wearing something so sexy. She liked pretty lingerie, but never wore anything as skimpy as these.

“Mom? Aren’t you going to try them on?”

Sighing heavily, Jade let the underwear drop to her lap. “I can’t wear these, Bre.”

“Why not?”

“Because I’m not...” She gestured toward the silky lingerie. “I’m not the type of woman who wears this kind of...stuff.”

“Again I ask, why not? And don’t give me that bullshit about you being forty in two weeks.”

“I will be forty in two weeks.”

“So does that mean you stop being a woman, or feeling desire? You love reading erotic romances. Don’t they affect you? Don’t the love scenes turn you on?”

“Well, yes, sometimes—”

“Don’t you fantasize about making love with a man, having him touch you?”

Warmth crept into Jade’s face. Breanna would probably be mortified to know how many times her mother fantasized about being intimate with a man, and all the different ways of being intimate. Jade cleared her throat. “Breanna, I think we’re getting a bit too personal.”

“Why?” Breanna moved closer and laid her hand over Jade’s. “The sharing of anything works both ways. I’m not simply being a daughter who loves her mother when I tell you how special and lovely you are. You’re surrounded by men because of your job. There’s no reason why you can’t find a man who will adore you. Why won’t you give anyone a chance?”

Jade pushed her hair behind her right ear. “When your husband leaves you for a younger woman, it doesn’t exactly boost your self-esteem.”

Breanna remained silent for several seconds before softly saying, “No, I guess it doesn’t. But that was two years ago, Mom. Let it go.”

“I’ve tried, Bre. I really have tried to let it go.” Lowering her gaze to the lingerie in her lap, Jade fingered the silky material. “I thought we had a good marriage. I thought I’d made your father happy, in every way. That included the bedroom.”

Breanna squeezed Jade’s hand, but didn’t speak.

“We had a good sex life. Let me rephrase that—I had a good sex life. Apparently, your father didn’t.”

“It wasn’t just sex, Mom. I think it was more of an ego thing for Dad. He’s very dominant. I don’t mean in a sexual way. At least, I don’t think you two had that kind of relationship, and I certainly don’t want you to tell me. That would be way too much information. But you aren’t a fawner and Melody was. He needed someone to hang on his every word and jump at his slightest command.”

Jade looked back at her daughter. “You’re using past tense phrases, Bre.”

“I know. Dad and Melody broke up three weeks ago.”

Perhaps the news should’ve been more of a shock to Jade, but it wasn’t. She’d never believed Carl and Melody would last forever. The fact that they never married proved that. “I didn’t know.”

Breanna shrugged. “I didn’t think it would make any difference to you. It’s not as if you and Dad will ever get back together.” Her eyes widened and a look of panic filled them. “You won’t, will you?”

Jade couldn’t help laughing at her daughter’s stricken expression. “I thought all children wanted their divorced parents to get back together.”

“Not me. I’ve watched you grow into your own person since you and Dad split. He’s too domineering for you, Mom. You need an equal, someone who will love you for the person you are, not the person he wants you to be. You need a guy who will appreciate you and love you so much, he’d never consider even looking at another woman, much less take her to bed.”

“Men like that don’t exist in my age bracket.”

“Who says he has to be in your age bracket? How about someone younger than you, someone handsome with a great body and a huge cock who’ll make you come three times a night?”

Jade’s mouth dropped open at her daughter’s language. “Breanna!”

She grinned. “Nice fantasy, isn’t it?”

Jade returned her daughter’s grin. “It certainly is.”

The giggle Breanna released made her sound much younger than twenty-one. “Well, I don’t want a guy younger than I am, but the rest of it would work.” She pointed to the lingerie in her mother’s lap. “And speaking of a younger man, you have a date in a few hours. Try on your new undies.”

“You’re determined for me to wear these, aren’t you?”

“Absolutely. So up! Try them on.”

Arguing would be useless, Jade knew that. She could humor her daughter by trying on the underwear. That didn’t mean she had to wear it tonight.

“And don’t think you can get away with trying them on now and not wearing them tonight. I’ll be back to check on you later.”

“I hate it when you read my mind.” With a sigh of defeat, Jade rose from the bed. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

“It’s a day for firsts. Believe me, it was a first for me to buy a bra with an E cup.”

Modesty had never been a problem for Jade with her daughter. She had taught Breanna that the human body was beautiful, not something “dirty,” no matter the shape or size. She peeled off her T-shirt, jeans, and underwear, and let them fall to the floor.

“God, Mom, you have a better body than some of my girlfriends. You don’t have one tiny bit of cellulite anywhere. I think I hate you.” Breanna stretched out on the bed and rested on one elbow. “I don’t know why you think you need to lose twenty-five pounds.”

“My scale makes me think that.”

“You should throw away that stupid scale and simply use your mirror. It isn’t the number on a scale that’s important, Mom—it’s what you do with it.”

Jade slipped on the bra first. It didn’t have any padding, but the style pushed her breasts together and upward, creating a deep cleavage. She eyed the thong as if it would morph into a rattlesnake at any moment before taking a breath and stepping into it. After arranging the elastic so it fit comfortably at her hips, she faced her daughter.

“Well?”

Breanna grinned. “You’re a total babe. Go look at yourself in the mirror.”

Jade crossed the floor and stopped in front of the three-way mirror. She turned left, then right, examining her body from every angle. A frown formed on her lips. This wasn’t her. She liked nice lingerie, yes, but not a bra that made her breasts look even larger, and definitely not a thong that barely covered her pubic hair.

“Don’t look at you, Mom. Look at the woman in the mirror. See how sexy she is.”

Jade met her daughter’s gaze in the glass before shifting her attention back to her own image. She turned from side to side again so she could see her entire body. The woman in the mirror looked...voluptuous, sexy, confident of her appeal to men.

Totally different from the chubby divorcée she usually saw in the mirror.

“If that was a friend of yours, would you think she looked good? Be honest, Mom.”

Honestly, yes, she looked good. A tiny smile played across Jade’s lips. She looked damned good.

Breanna grinned. “You’ll have that escort drooling all over you.”

“He’s paid to drool over me.” She met Breanna’s gaze in the mirror again. “By the way, how much did you pay him?”

“That’s none of your business.”

The fact that Breanna didn’t answer had to mean she paid far more than she should have. “That much? Breanna, the trust fund from your grandfather wasn’t meant to be blown on foolish things.”

“I’m not blowing my trust fund, Mom, I promise. You don’t worry about the cost. The only thing you have to worry about tonight is having a good time.”

“And making sure everything runs smoothly.”

“It will. You’re incredible at your job and everything always runs exactly the way it’s supposed to.”

Jade smiled. “Thanks, honey. You’re good for my ego.” She turned and walked back to the bed. “I have an idea.”

“What?”

“I’ll get dressed and we’ll go out for an early lunch. I’ll buy.”

“You bet you will. I’m tapped out after paying for your hired stud.”

Chapter Three

––––––––

Breanna sighed heavily when Jade tried again to pull up the bodice of her gown. “Mom, stop that. You’re going to tear it.”

“Are you sure this isn’t too low?”

“No, it isn’t too low.” Breanna pushed away Jade’s hands and tugged the bodice back down to where it should be. “You have beautiful breasts. Don’t be afraid to show them off. I’d show mine off every opportunity I got if they were as big as yours.”

“Are you sure my nipples are covered?”

“Yes, Mom, they’re covered.” She grinned. “Barely.”

Ignoring her mother’s glare, Breanna straightened the sweetheart neckline, then took a step back to look at Jade. She looked absolutely stunning. The long-sleeved, emerald gown had definitely been the right choice. It made her mother’s eyes appear an even deeper green, her hair a richer shade of auburn. While not tight, the silky material clung to Jade’s curves, emphasizing her breasts and hips.

That sexy escort wouldn’t be able to breathe when he saw Jade. And that’s exactly what Breanna wanted. She wanted her mother to have a good time tonight, both at the gala and later in the bedroom.

“You realize I never wear anything like this,” Jade said. “My gowns are more—”

“Boring,” Breanna quickly supplied.

“Sedate. I represent the hospital, Bre. I have to look professional.”

“You look professional every day at work. This is a party. You’re allowed to let loose and be sexy.”

“I doubt if the board would approve of my having a good time if it means my nipples pop out of my bodice.”

Breanna swallowed her smile. Her mother had a quick wit and a terrific sense of humor. Any man would enjoy being with her because of her sparkling personality. Although with Jade’s looks and body, Breanna doubted if he would pass up the opportunity to be with her physically, too.

Including the escort. Especially the escort. Breanna had made sure of that.

Jade laid one hand over her stomach. “I swear there are five thousand butterflies in here.”

“I’ll get you a glass of tea.”

“Thanks, honey.”

Breanna left Jade in the bedroom while she walked to the kitchen. She thought back to earlier today and her conversation with Zachary Cooper. Wanting to be sure he knew exactly what she expected of him, she’d called Coopers’ Companions this morning and asked for Zach to call her cell. She’d been in the bookstore when he’d returned her call.

––––––––

“Ms. Talmage, this is Zachary Cooper. How can I help you?”

Breanna shivered hearing that deep, sexy voice. Oh, yes, he would be perfect for her mother. “Thank you for calling me, Mr. Cooper.”

“Zach, please.”

“And I’m Breanna.” She stepped to a corner of the store for more privacy. “I wanted to make sure you understand about tonight.”

“I’m escorting your mother to the gala celebrating the one-hundredth anniversary of
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