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      This story is dedicated to all the dashing men I fell in love with as a teenager while watching the original American Movie Classics late into the night. Paul Newman, Cary Grant, Jimmy Stewart and Spencer Tracy all helped to make babysitting my rotten cousins a little bit nicer.
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      Fine art fraudster Hugo has the perfect escape plan, and he needs to get on with it if he’s going to outrun the feds. Still, he can’t resist one final caper before he leaves. But things go sideways in a big way as soon as the wholesome Laney captures his heart.

      Laney’s having a perfect summer vacation with her best friend Stella. When a mysterious stranger charms his way into their girls’ outing, her Fourth of July is about to explode into something much hotter than she expected.

      Neither of them will ever forget their dynamite one-night stand. The question is, will they ever recover from what happens the next morning?
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      Hugo

      

      Did this drink just punch me in the brain or am I in the same hotel bar with Stella what’s-her-name?

      I can’t think of her last name but she’s the top-tier tech mogul who outbid me at an art auction. I remember clearly because, remarkably, she attended the auction for herself, without the use of a broker.

      The art in question, if I recall correctly, was a rare watercolor. The art deals I miss out on always stick in my craw.

      I check the time on my watch. Damn. I should really get going. I glance out at the ocean, visible from this open-air bar; the water is calm, practically calling me to heave-ho the hell out of here.

      The unsuspecting billionaire feasts on a leisurely, carb-heavy brunch across the table from a blonde bombshell companion whose back is to me. I cannot identify the other lady, but her flimsy sundress is doing nothing to hide her lethally curved backside. The two ladies laugh about something in the way that old friends with their own coded language tend to laugh about things that other people don’t understand.

      Nobody is ready to part with their millions quite like a relaxed billionaire on vacation.

      I can’t believe I’m doing this. This strong drink, the high noon heat, and some childhood sentimentality surrounding the July Fourth holiday must be affecting my judgment and making me want to linger.

      Don’t be stupid, Hugo. You’ve escaped the feds this long, and you’re almost scot-free. You don’t need just one more job.

      The boat is prepped and waiting for me at the resort marina just steps away. I am minutes from embarking on a new life in the South of France with a briefcase full of untraceable gold bars.

      It’s all planned out, man. Don’t be a fool.

      I sip my Pimm’s cup and mentally run through the art pieces I could sell her today. Yes, even on a holiday, I can get shit done. I could even have it delivered and installed in her house on the opposite coast before she arrives home from vacation. Names of several different sellers come to mind. This job will be effortless. People have no idea how easy it is for guys like me to read their taste preferences. True, I have that Hufnagel in my memory bank as a reference for this particular mark, but that’s just a jumping off point.

      Take Stella, for instance: mid-century classic, pastel colors. Looking at her practical, classic attire, I’d guess she likes nature scenes. Still lifes. She probably doesn’t go after Warhols like a lot of new money collectors, and probably wouldn’t know what to do with a Pollock. She might desire a Picasso if it deeply moved her on a personal level, but she’s not going to chase after it just because it’s a Picasso.

      Her companion, I can’t read from here. But if I had to judge her by her Target handbag and sandals, she’s not in the market for a million dollar work of original art. Chunky, mismatched jewelry on her wrists, and the glint of a toe ring at her feet tell me she’s a free spirit. Her long, french braids, and a fresh lotus tattoo on the back of her right shoulder scream “Namaste.” If I had to guess right now, I’d say her walls are covered with gigantic prints of mandalas and quotes about feminine empowerment. Nothing wrong with that. Pretty fucking hot, if you ask me. I may be an art professional, but I’m no snob.

      I zero in on what they’re drinking, then ask the bartender to send over two Bellinis, one of them a virgin.

      Am I really doing this? Yes, yes I am.
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      Laney

      
      The waiter approaches with a tray of drinks I don’t recall us ordering. When we question him, he nods toward the bar.

      “Compliments of the gentleman.”

      Really? I think, rolling my eyes. I don’t care if my best friend Stella is recognized by the elite, she deserves to eat her food in peace. And, who in his right mind hits on a clearly married, pregnant woman?

      I turn to look and lock eyes with someone who looks like they stepped off an on-location film set in the Riviera. Instantly, my body reacts. A deep down-and-dirty chemical reaction that makes me wish I wasn’t showing so much skin, because all of it is flushing pink at the moment. He brings to mind old Hollywood, but a little shaggier and a whole lot sexier.

      As a rule, I don’t have any interest in the obscenely rich types who often come sniffing around Stella. I watched this amazing woman build her tech business from the ground up, and she’s never lost her way. Her ego is the same as it always was. Yesterday, she didn’t understand why her husband Luke and I snickered about her using a Groupon for our tour of the Blackbeard Pirate Museum. “What?” she’d asked us, counting everyone’s heads like a teacher on a field trip. “There are six of us. Do you know how much that will be if we pay full price?”

      Luke fell for her before knowing anything about her vast, hard-earned wealth, having been a struggling actor trying to make ends meet as a housekeeper.

      As for me, I’m not much into guys in fancy suits. So when this rangy golden god has me gripping the table to steady myself, I know something has flipped a switch. Holy Moses and a burning bush.

      Wearing expensively casual linen and leaning against the bar like he owns it, he raises his amber drink in our direction. His relaxed half grin oozes charming bad boy. I find myself both attracted and repulsed. If I had to choose, I’d say the fact that he’s staring at me like a farmhand eyeing a side of bacon after a long day of work might tip the balance more toward “attracted.”

      I feel so awkward that I never know how to respond when guys send drinks over to the table.

      I follow Stella’s lead and take what’s offered. I raise my glass and politely nod and smile in a way that surely looks completely dorkalicious.

      Oh no, he’s coming to the table. I hiss, “Stella, do I have spinach in my teeth?” I show her my teeth and she laughs.

      “Sweetie, you didn’t order a salad, so no.”

      Lifting one hand to reveal an expensive, ruggedly beautiful watch set against his tanned wrist, he points his index finger at Stella and says in a thick French accent, “Sailboat by Benton. Christie’s, 2015.” The first words out

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

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/made-for-marriage.jpg
FROM THE AUTHOR OFMAID FOR THE BILLIONAIRE







OEBPS/images/abby-logomail-copy.jpg





