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      A billionaire businessman. A heartbroken, unemployed chemist. A marriage agreement that can benefit them both.

      

      Billionaire businessman Sloane Davidson needs a wife—fast. And although Halayna Tanaka is ten years younger than him, and an enticing temptation he managed to resist years ago, she's perfect for the role. But she thinks he's some gold-plated scumbag and wants nothing to do with him.

      

      After a devastating string of bad luck, Halayna is struggling to stay afloat in a world that keeps knocking her down. So when Sloane, her best friend’s brother, offers a marriage of convenience as a solution to both their problems, she’s tempted. The thing is she can't stand him. He may be the sexiest man on the planet, but he’s also arrogant, infuriating, and overbearing. She shouldn’t want him. Shouldn’t even give him the time of day. Yet, her body ignites with desire whenever he’s around.

      

      Is selling out to a billionaire worth it? Especially if he tempts her beyond her control. Or is this marriage of convenience the path to the love she always dreamed of?
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      The driver of the luxury sedan opened the back door, inviting Halayna to step out into the muggy June air. She cradled her sprained wrist against her body and readjusted her overstuffed backpack, weighed down with her most prized possessions.

      Everything happened so fast. One minute she was in the emergency room at a New York hospital, depressed by the idea of going back to her lonely apartment where she was facing eviction. The next minute, she was boarding a flight, booked by her bestie, to Atlanta. Now, here Halayna was about to start a new chapter in her life.

      Her pulse amped, and a bead of sweat trickled down her spine as she stood in front of the gorgeous mansion. Suddenly, she was second-guessing her decision to leave New York in search of a new beginning.

      Deep in her heart, she was more than ready for a change. Yet, there was a part of her, the part that had endured a long string of bad luck, one thing after another, that shifted her anxiety into overdrive.

      Maybe this was a bad idea. Maybe she wasn’t as ready as she had hoped to start her life over.

      Now that she was thirty, she wasn’t as impulsive, but this move said otherwise. She shouldn’t have gone along with this crazy idea, especially now without thinking it all the way through. Had she set herself up for more failure?

      “It’s too late to back out now,” Bristol said from beside her. It was as if her best friend could read her mind. “The driver just left, and I refuse to run down that ridiculously long, cobblestone driveway to chase after him.”

      Halayna glanced around them, surprised to see her meager possessions at her feet and the black car long gone.

      How long had she been standing there, staring at the house where she’d be living for at least a few months? But could she even call it a house? The white brick and limestone structure, with more windows than she could count and bronze-colored double doors that led inside the eight-bedroom, twelve-bathroom home, was like something straight out of Architectural Digest magazine. Add that to the huge, manicured yard, massive water fountain, and more garage stalls than she’d ever seen, and you had the home of billionaire business tycoon, Sloane Davidson. Her mortal enemy.

      Halayna sighed and ran her fingers through her long, dark, wavy hair that hung down her back. “I have a feeling this is going to rank number one as the worst decision I’ve ever made,” she mumbled, and Bristol chuckled.

      “Seriously? You think this is worse than you streaking naked across campus, on a dare, during our sophomore year of college? Or the time you thought it a good idea to eat a dozen inferno hot wings, in fifteen minutes, all in the name of besting the jerk we met at that one bar?

      “Or do you think the decision to move to Atlanta, and start your life over, is worse than when you agreed to marry Owen and put up with his trifling ass while he kept pushing back your wedding date for over two years? Really? Two years, Halayna, he had you thinking you guys were getting married. I’d say it ranks number one, and that douchebag is the catalyst for why you’re in this position now.”

      Halayna flinched at her friend’s tone. Hearing her recite the best of Halayna’s bad decisions had her lowering her eyes to the walkway. She wished she could disagree with Bristol and tell her she hadn’t been that bad over the years, but she couldn’t. Instead, she bit down on her lower lip to keep from bursting into tears or, worse, running away and trying to find a black hole to leap into.

      Considering she was college educated and relatively smart, her life didn’t reflect it. Not. At. All. Seemed like, lately, it had been one bad decision after another, and there were times when she wondered if she would ever bounce back. If only she could have a do-over and step into the life she had always dreamed of living. The one where she had her own perfume company, was married with two kids, and living in her dream home.

      But life didn’t work that way.

      Bristol set the bags down that she’d been holding. “I’m sorry,” she hurried to say, wrapping her arms around Halayna and holding her tight. “That was so insensitive, and I blame starvation for my diarrhea of the mouth. We haven’t eaten since last night, and even then, it was only a small salad, and I’m famished. Still, that’s no excuse for speaking without thinking.”

      Halayna tried to hug her friend back, but her heavy backpack started sliding off her shoulder.

      “Here, give me that.” Bristol took the bag from her. “You shouldn’t be carrying anything that weighs this much anyway. Otherwise, your wrist is never going to heal.”

      Halayna glanced at the black brace on her wrist, trying to ignore the flashbacks of the other night. Yet, they crashed through her mind the same way that car had crashed into her bicycle. She’d been in Manhattan doing a delivery run for a restaurant she worked part-time at. Then a car turned a corner practically on two wheels and struck the back tire of her bike.

      A shiver ran through her body at the memory of flying through the air and landing in a pile of black plastic bags. Thankfully, a business had put its day’s trash at the curb, and the garbage collectors hadn’t done a pickup yet. Otherwise, her injuries would’ve been a lot worse than a sprained wrist. Every bone in her body had been jarred, and she had felt shattered inside and out.

      That accident had been her breaking point, and Bristol happened to call while Halayna had been laid up in a hospital emergency room.

      The front doors of the house opened with a flourish, snapping Halayna back to the present. A tall man with ridiculously wide shoulders, wearing a black button-down shirt and pants, stood in the doorway.

      “Ms. Bristol, it’s good to see you,” he said as he moved toward them.

      “Hershel! You’re here!” Bristol screeched, dropped everything she’d been holding, and took off in a run toward the man. She fell into his open arms, and they hugged one another as if they hadn’t seen each other in years.

      “What are you doing here? I thought you had the summer off,” Bristol said as they both walked to where Halayna stood. “I was expecting Lily to be around, and only until we got settled in,” she said of her brother’s housekeeper.

      Hershel waved her off. “I heard you were coming, and I knew I had to be here,” he said with a slight Southern accent.

      He towered over Halayna’s five-foot-seven height, and now that he was closer, he appeared younger than she originally thought. His dark hair was cut neatly with a little graying around the temples. With his blemish-free, clean-shaven face and beautiful dark skin, he might’ve been in his late forties, but it was hard to tell his age. Then again, it was often hard to tell the age of Black people period. That’s how it was for her. Her mixed-race of Black and Japanese often had people telling her how she looked ten years younger than she was.

      “Lanie, this is Hershel. He manages this property, but he’s more like family to me and Sloane,” she said of her brother. “Hershel, this is my best friend, Halayna Tanaka.”

      “Ahh, Ms. Halayna. It’s a pleasure to finally meet you. Ms. Bristol has spoken highly of you through the years. Often referring to you as her sister.” He extended his hand to her, and his warm smile was on full display. “Welcome. I hope you’ll enjoy your stay here.”

      Halayna managed a smile, though anxiousness swirled inside her. She thought she and Bristol would be the only ones in the house. While her friend grew up with household staff, Halayna hadn’t, and she wasn’t sure how to act around them.

      “Thank you, but please call me Halayna or Lanie,” she said.

      He nodded and gathered their bags. “As you wish.”

      As Halayna grabbed what she could with her good hand, her mind whirled. The initial plan had been to stay in Sloane’s home for the summer while she saved up enough money to find her own place. But what if this ended up being another bad decision to go along with her long list of previous bad decisions?

      Then there was the matter of Sloane. According to Bristol, he wasn’t expected back in Georgia until the fall. He was currently out of the country, and when he returned to the States, he’d spend the summer in California.

      Halayna was counting on that because Sloane Davidson was the last person she wanted to see.
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        * * *

      

      As the SUV pulled up to his private jet, Sloane could already feel the tension easing from his body. He and part of his security team, as well as his business partner, who happened to be his best friend, Reece Campbell, were leaving Japan after being there for almost a week.

      The meetings had gone well, but he was ready for a little downtime, which he hoped to get once they arrived in the UK.

      “Welcome aboard, Mr. Davidson,” the pilot, who was standing at the bottom of the stairs, said as they shook hands.

      “Thanks, Edward.”

      Sloane jogged up the stairs, leaving the others trailing behind him. After being greeted by the flight attendant, he headed to his favorite seat and released a long sigh when the butter-soft leather wrapped around him like a cozy blanket. Tension eased from his shoulders like air seeping from a balloon as he settled in for the long trip.

      “Here you go, sir.” The flight attendant handed him a baccarat tumbler, with two fingers of his favorite bourbon, before returning to the galley.

      Sloane didn’t have a lot of must-haves, but with it being early evening, the staff knew to bring him the drink first thing. He took a slow sip of the dark liquid, the flavor bursting on his tongue, and then he laid his head back and closed his eyes.

      There’d been a time when he loved traveling, even for business, but right now he wouldn’t mind going home and settling in for a few months. Hell, he didn’t even care which house he ended up at since he had several homes around the world. He just needed some downtime.

      Thinking about home, he wondered if his sister had made it to Atlanta. She had told him she was spending the summer there and asked if he’d mind if she stayed at his place. As a professor at a university in Tennessee, Bristol occasionally used one of his homes while she traveled during the summer.

      “Okay, so you’ll have three days off before your next meeting,” Reece said as he shoved his phone into the front pocket of his dress pants. “Don’t say I never gave you anything.”

      At 6’1, he and Reece were the same height, but while he and his friend had a runner’s build, Sloane was a little broader in the chest and shoulders.

      “Reece, I asked for a week. I’m tired, man, and a few days aren’t enough.”

      Though Sloane’s initial wealth had come from a trust fund that his grandfather, who had come from old money, left him, Sloane had reached billionaire status by working his ass off. He owned public and private companies in numerous enterprises—everything from manufacturing to retail—which kept him busy.

      “I knew I should’ve asked Lindsay to clear my schedule for the next seven days,” he said of his extremely efficient personal assistant.

      “Not even you are cruel enough to call her while she’s on her honeymoon,” Reece said as he buckled into the seat across the aisle. “And the next time she takes two weeks off, I suggest you get a temporary assistant. I’ve been doing my work and her job, and I’m getting tired of your prickly ass.”

      Sloane couldn’t hide the smile that tugged the corners of his lips upward. He’d been giving his friend a hard time from the moment Lindsay’s vacation started, and he wasn’t sorry. Reece might’ve been his best friend and the world’s greatest business partner, but he was a pain in the ass on most days.

      They had grown up together, closer than brothers, and as adults, their bond was unbreakable. Always the prankster, his friend might be full of shenanigans, but he didn’t play when it came to business. When he wasn’t pulling pranks, he was setting up meeting after meeting, determined for them to make the next big deal.

      If anyone looked up workaholic online, Reece’s picture would show up. They both had enough money to live comfortably for ten lifetimes. Yet, Reece insisted on them landing the next deal, then the next one, and so on.

      Normally, Sloane went along with his ideas because, like Reece, he loved the challenge almost as much as he enjoyed increasing his wealth. But lately he wondered if this was all his life would ever be—traveling, securing deals, and making an obscene amount of money.

      He wanted more. He just wasn’t positive on what more would look like.

      “Since we’re taking some days off, we should go out tomorrow night and have some fun,” Reece said. “I can line us up a couple of honeys, and…”

      Sloane tuned his friend out as something else popped into his head. They had just left from having dinner with Ichiro Watanebe, a Japanese businessman who was even more successful than Sloane and Reece. They had spent much of the day in meetings and touring the site for a potential factory. It wasn’t a done deal that they’d be going into the venture together, but it would be a dream collaboration if they did. An opportunity of a lifetime.

      “Reece,” Sloane interrupted his friend’s monologue. “Why does Watanebe’s assistant think I’m married? He said something about understanding why I was in a hurry to get home to my wife.”

      At forty years old, Sloane once considered marriage and having a family, but it probably would never happen since he had trust issues thanks to his ex-girlfriend. Not only had she been using him for his money, but she had partnered with one of Sloane’s business associates in order to take half of everything he owned.

      Reece chuckled. “Months ago, when they first reached out to us, I might’ve let it slip you had secretly gotten married last year. You know how family oriented Watanebe is. You’ll have a better chance of landing this deal with him if you’re married.” Reece shrugged. “So, I started planting the seed.”

      Seconds ticked by as Sloane stared at his friend. He should be pissed, but it was actually a brilliant idea. Negotiations hadn’t started yet since Watanebe was still in the planning stages, but he was considering several people to work with, Sloane being one.

      Still, who was going to believe he was married?

      Sloane thought about the interview and photo shoot he’d done months ago for a national magazine, which had dubbed him as one of the world’s sexiest men. Once again, it had been something he’d let Reece talk him into doing. In hindsight, he feared that, once the feature hit the newsstands, his privacy would be a thing of the past. That’s what happened years ago after a different article hinted at him being a most eligible bachelor.

      “Surely, Watanebe’s assistant doesn’t believe I’m married,” Sloane finally said as he took another sip of his drink. “And if they do, where do they think this wife of mine is hiding? Haven’t they been curious as to why they haven’t seen her in tabloids or on social media?”

      Before he could respond, the flight attendant returned with Reece’s beer as well as a shot of tequila and a bowl of trail mix. How the guy could eat anything else after the meal they’d just consumed was a mystery to Sloane.

      “They…” Sloane started but stopped when the pilot’s voice came through the speakers. He informed them of the flight time, the weather in London, and he let them know they’d be taking off shortly.

      “Getting back to your question,” Reece said. “It’s a good thing you’re great at keeping your professional and personal life separate. It also helps you haven’t taken a date to a function or gala in over a year. I just played off that, saying your wife doesn’t like public attention.”

      “And they believe that?”

      Reece shrugged again. “Apparently, but I’m sure, at some point, your wife is going to need to make an appearance. Maybe around the time the magazine article is scheduled to be released. So, you need to get on that.” Then he snapped his fingers. “Shit, that might not work. The media knows you wouldn’t have said you were still a bachelor during that interview if you had a wife hidden away.”

      Sloane glared at his friend. Since they were kids, Reece had jammed him up more times than he could count. But this little stunt could affect his reputation.

      “Okay, change of plans,” his friend said, his tone upbeat as if he just figured out how to solve world hunger. “You need to get married either right before that article drops or right after. From there, we can control the narrative. If questioned, I can easily say there’d been a language breakdown with Watanebe’s assistant.”

      “Dammit, Reece! I get why you set this wife nonsense in motion, but how the hell am I—”

      “Dude! Just find a wife. You’re rich, intelligent, and some would even consider you good-looking. Besides, you’re Sloane Motherfucking Davidson. How hard can it be to find a wife?”
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      Halayna sipped her lemonade as she lay stretched out on a lounger near the Olympic-size pool. Some of the tension she’d been carrying around for months had finally started falling away. She had only been in Atlanta a few days, but the move was proving to be exactly what she needed. Especially today—the second anniversary of her father’s death.

      She set the pool-friendly cup on the small table next to her and stared at the clear blue sky. If her parents were looking down on her, she hoped they weren’t too disappointed in how her life had turned out.

      The last two years had been one heartbreak after another, and it had started with the death of her papa, her dad. He’d been working late, and on his way home from work, a truck had sideswiped him, forcing his car into a light pole. He had died on the spot.

      Halayna didn’t think she’d ever recover from the loss because now both her parents were gone. Growing up with her Japanese father after her mother, a first responder who was killed on September 11, 2001, had been difficult for both of them. Halayna had only been five, and her dad had to learn to be a single parent after losing the love of his life.

      The only thing that gave her a little peace since losing her father was knowing he and her mother were reunited in heaven. Still, she missed him terribly, especially over the last eight months.

      “Stay in the present,” she murmured under her breath, reminding herself not to dwell on a past she couldn’t change.

      Reaching over to the small table, she grabbed a few grapes from the bowl. Bristol had been on her about eating more, and for Halayna, it felt like a chore? Some people stress ate, not her. Usually, her appetite fled the moment stress crept in, and now she was struggling to get it back.

      If her dad could see her, he’d be concerned. Not just with her weight loss, but everything going on with her. She normally maintained a positive attitude, and whenever life knocked her down, she’d get back up. But this time, it had been impossible to stay optimistic. Especially since she didn’t have her father to talk to, and these days, it had been as if a dark cloud was following her around. She couldn’t seem to shake the bad luck that had come with it. Which was partly how she’d ended up in Atlanta.

      After her ex-fiancé, Owen, had not only broken off their engagement days before the wedding via text, but he had lost her inheritance. As a hedge fund manager, she had trusted him to invest a large portion of her money. At first, she was making an incredible return on the funds. She thought that was still the case until a few months ago, after the wedding was canceled. He had left her with the wedding debt, as well as a negative investment balance.

      Devastated and betrayed weren’t strong enough words to describe what she had felt, and the worst part? Owen had disappeared off the face of the earth. She couldn’t find him. She would hire a P.I. if she could afford it, but months after he disappeared, the company she worked for got bought out, and she lost her job.

      Halayna shook her head. How was this her life? How had she gone from living a comfortable, fulfilling existence to barely having enough money to buy groceries?

      Losing that job had been the final nail in her proverbial coffin. She no longer had the desire to care about anything, and instead of building her career, she had settled for part-time gigs. She hadn’t been mentally ready to commit to long-term employment but needed something to help keep the lights on at her apartment until she got herself together. But then, she was hit by a car, and that brought her to her knees, literally.

      The memory had her shivering, and her gaze dropped to the brace on her left wrist. Though the last few months had felt hopeless, the accident might’ve been a blessing in disguise. Had she not been on the verge of giving up, she might not have let Bristol talk her into moving to Atlanta.

      If Halayna was honest with herself, she could admit her friend had saved her life. She wasn’t sure what she would’ve done if she had left the hospital and gone back to her lonely apartment.

      “Okay, enough.” She had to stop this. No more looking back. Only forward.

      She stood, set her sun hat on the seat, and removed the red sarong from around her waist, leaving her in a one-piece swimsuit. Though it was a little big on her now, it fit better than the other one she had brought with her. This one also made her feel pretty. The low-cut neckline, the strategically placed cutouts, and the high-cut legs helped show off her best assets.

      As she strolled barefoot to the pool, she thought about the resumes she had sent out that morning. The plan was to find a job, then an apartment, and then she’d work her ass off until she saved up some money. She was determined to start her dream business—a perfume company—and finally start using her chemistry degree again.

      She dipped her toe into the water and dragged her feet back and forth, glad the water wasn’t as cold as she had feared.

      “Who the hell are…”

      Halayna startled at the deep baritone and jerked around, and she gasped when her gaze landed on Sloane.

      No.

      He wasn’t supposed to be there. He was supposed to be on the other side of the world, or in California, or something. Not in Georgia. Not at the house.

      Unease clawed through her as he stared at her with those sexy, whisky-colored eyes. Looking at her as if seeing her for the first time.

      Was she looking at him the same way? Like she couldn’t believe he was standing there? Because that’s exactly what she was feeling. It had been almost two years since she’d last seen him, shortly before she and Owen got engaged. That seemed like a lifetime ago, and yet, Sloane was as fine as she remembered.

      The man had always been handsome, but even more so now with a light scruff on his cheeks and chin, and his deep brown skin gleaming under the sunlight.

      And that body… Good Lord. The way his light-blue polo shirt stretched across his wide chest and molded over solid muscle made him drool-worthy, and…

      “Halayna?” Her name came out of his mouth in a whisper, like he was still surprised to see her standing in front of him.

      Suddenly self-conscious, with the way his eyebrows dipped into a frown after his gaze swept up and down her body, she tugged on the shoulder straps of her swimsuit. Why did she care what he thought of her? He was nobody.

      At least that’s what she told herself, but deep down, his opinion of her mattered. Which only pissed her off. It started the first time she met him—her freshman year of college. When he helped Bristol move into their dorm room, Halayna had come face-to-face with the most alluring man she’d ever seen in her life.

      They’d had contact off and on over the years since then, but she mostly tried to keep her distance from the intimidating man.

      Sloane took a step forward, jarring Halayna out of her thoughts, and she took a step back.

      “Stop!” he yelled.

      But the command came a second too late. Halayna started falling backwards. Her heart leaped into her throat as her arms windmilled like propellers on a crop duster seconds before she crashed into the water.

      Omigodomigod.

      The initial shock of falling into the pool had her flailing her limbs until she righted herself. Then she kicked and swam toward the surface, but before she could get her head above water, a large body practically landed on top of her.

      Panicked, she moved her legs and arms, trying to swim away, but Sloane had a firm grasp around her waist. He might’ve thought he was helping her, but the stupid jerk was weighing her down.

      When she finally reached the surface, she coughed and sputtered out water while swatting at Sloane. “Let go of me!” she screamed until he released her, and she grabbed the edge of the pool.

      “Are you okay?” he panted next to her.

      Before she could respond, the door to the house flew open, and Bristol and Hershel ran toward the pool.

      “What’s going on out here?”

      “Halayna!”

      They said at the same time, their voices piercing the air.

      Before Halayna realized what was happening, Hershel had gripped her beneath her armpits, and Sloane’s beefy arms were wrapped around her legs. She was lifted out of the water as if she weighed nothing. The moment her feet touched the pool deck, Bristol came at her.

      “Oh my God! Are you okay?” she asked, wrapping a huge towel around Halayna and holding her tightly.

      Halayna coughed a couple of times and shivered while nodding. As she pushed her long, dark hair back and out of her eyes, she swung around and glared at Sloane. He was dripping wet while wiping his large hand down his face.

      “What the hell is wrong with you? What were you thinking landing on top of me? You could’ve killed me!”

      “I was thinking I didn’t know if you could swim!” he snapped back, his angry eyes boring into her. “You shouldn’t have been that close to the edge of the pool while you were gawking at me.”

      “Gawking? Gawking at you?” she snapped. “You wish!”

      “I guess it’s safe to say you’re both okay,” Hershel said, drying his hands on another towel.

      “Why are you even here?” Bristol asked her brother, her arm tight around Halayna as if she was afraid she’d collapse. “And when did you get here?”

      “I’m fine. Thanks for caring,” Sloane said, glaring at his sister as he accepted the towel Hershel offered him.

      “Of course I care,” Bristol snarled. “I’m just shocked to see you. I thought you were in the UK.”

      He dried his face and wrapped the towel around his shoulders. “Change of plans, and since I knew you were in town, I came home. And you…” he pointed at Halayna, “I almost didn’t recognize you. What happened to your arm, and why the hell are you so skinny?”

      Halayna gasped, then shook out of her friend’s hold. “Ugh! You’re still…you’re still…” she growled at Sloane, struggling to find the words to best describe him as he stood there soaked and looking like a wet dream. “You’re still an asshole!”

      She snatched her sun hat and sarong from the lounger, shoved her feet into her flip-flops and stormed away. Sloane Davidson might be fine as hell, but he was still a clueless jerk.

      I gotta get out of here. No way was she staying in that house if his gorgeous ass was back in town. His mansion might be huge, but the entire state of Georgia wasn’t big enough for the both of them.
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      The moment the words left his mouth, Sloane knew he had messed up. Still, what he’d said was true. Halayna barely resembled the woman he had known as his sister’s best friend. Seeing her looking so frail and thin definitely caught him off guard.

      His gaze bounced from Hershel, then to Bristol, who sent him a murderous glare.

      Yeah, he was an idiot.

      “None of that came out right,” he rushed to say. “I was shocked, alright? You never mentioned Halayna was here with you. When I came out to check on the pool’s temperature, I—I was… well, shocked to find someone I didn’t know!”

      Shocked was an understatement. Halayna always had a destabilizing effect on him. It started the first time he’d met her when he had dropped Bristol off at college. Though he had wanted Bristol to have her own dorm room, his sister insisted on having a roommate, and that roommate turned out to be Halayna.

      Back then, though he’d been attracted to Halayna, he had never considered making a play. Not only because of the huge ten-year age difference, he’d also been obsessed with building his empire.

      Halayna had been nice to look at, and she’d been a sweetheart, but that was it. That was all he had allowed himself to think of her.

      But then over the years, as he watched her turn into a smoking hot beauty, his attraction to her multiplied. Not just because she was stunning, but also because the woman was wicked smart and self-confident. Still, he kept his distance, honoring the taboo of not dating his sister’s best friend.

      Seeing Halayna again, and in his home in a skimpy one-piece swimsuit, shook him. And if he had to admit it, not in a bad way. Her long, glorious ebony hair draped over her left shoulder. He had always dreamed of running his fingers through the silky strands, wondering if they were as soft as they looked.

      And those beautiful deep-chocolate eyes… Eyes that tilted downward at the corners, dark as midnight as they’d stared at him. The woman stirred a longing so potent inside Sloane that he had been struck speechless.

      It wasn’t until her name finally fell from his mouth in a whisper that he snapped out of his daze. Well, that and the fact that she’d been too close to the pool’s edge.

      Bristol huffed a breath and ran a hand through her shoulder-length curly hair, disappointment lingering in her eyes.

      “For a brilliant man, you sure say the stupidest things around Lanie. I get you were surprised to see her, but it never fails, Sloane. And you wonder why she hates you. You’d better hope she isn’t leaving.”

      “Wait!” he said when Bristol turned to walk away. “What happened to her? Why is she here?”

      “She’s been through a lot. And when I happened to call her a few days ago, I found out she was in the hospital.”

      His pulse amped as Bristol recounted the accident and some of the setbacks Halayna had experienced over the past few months. His protective side wanted to rush in, encircle her in his arms, and fix all her problems. But things never worked like that with Halayna. In all the years he’d known her, she’d been ridiculously independent, and for her to accept any help from Bristol meant things were probably more dire than they appeared.

      “What can I do to help?” he asked.

      “Letting her live here a while is all you need to do. If I can talk her into staying, will you keep your distance? At least for a few days, until she’s feeling more comfortable. She’s leery of men, and she still hasn’t forgiven you regarding Owen.”

      “Even though I was right about that son of a…” He let the words trail off as he tried reining in his anger.

      In his line of work, and amassing the amount of wealth he had built, Sloane had learned how to read people. He knew Owen was a creep the moment he’d met him. Shifty eyes, toothy smile, and the nauseating bullshit he spewed. Everything about the guy screamed crook.

      “I knew he was shady, and I had to say something.”

      Of course, Halayna hadn’t listened. Instead, she blamed Sloane for butting in, then later agreed to marry the bastard.

      Before

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image-1600x2560-print.jpg






