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Chapter One

 


Anna Montgomery shivered as she pulled the
sides of her navy wool peacoat together. Negative six degrees. Ha!
Even the birds were smart enough to head south during Michigan
winters. Bolting to the United Airlines check-in counter at the
Gerald R. Ford International Airport in Grand Rapids didn’t even
cause her to break a sweat.

As a born and bred Floridian, temperatures
under sixty degrees chilled her, but temperatures with negative
signs froze her to the core. She now understood the phrase—to the
bone—because the cold had reached hers.

Anna had been up before the crack of dawn.
Her anxiety had given her a fitful night of sleep in the hotel. She
never slept well while traveling for work, and this trip was no
different. A late dinner and weeknight drinks, a bed that wasn’t
hers—every noise disturbed her. Plus, a looming presentation that
morning woke her every hour to check the clock to verify she hadn’t
overslept with drowsy presses of the snooze button. Caffeine—and
lots of it—was the only thing keeping her from curling up on the
floor in exhaustion.

Her presentation to several insurance agents
and trade organizations had been the first for her. Why such an
event had to occur in Michigan in early February was beyond her
comprehension.

Despite the frigid weather and nearly
frostbitten fingers and toes, she’d return to Florida a success,
albeit in need of serious thawing.

With luck, she’d be out of Michigan before
another wave of a winter storm blew through as forecasted. The last
thing she wanted was to be snowed in.

From the limited parts she’d seen, the city
was lovely, but the negative temperatures and thick coating of
white on everything made her yearn for the warmth of the Florida
sunshine. Perhaps she could revisit in the summer.

She rushed to the check-in desk. Her
carry-on rumbled behind her. Her black and white Coach bag, the
only high fashion piece she owned, thumped against her side.

Boarding should be starting soon if it
hadn’t already. She stamped her feet to warm them. She needed to
get on that plane and watch out the window as they left the frigid
tundra of Michigan, bringing her one step closer to her home and
sixty plus degree temps.

Her heart plummeted when she reached the
check-in desk and read the board behind the agent: Flight number
five zero three six to her layover in Washington D.C.—DELAYED.

Ugh!

“Excuse me.” Anna approached the
counter.

A short woman just over five feet with jet
black curls cropped around her pale-skinned face glanced up from
the computer. The edges of her dark brown eyes crinkled with
frustration.

“How can I help you?” she snapped.

Anna skimmed the area. A few stragglers
stood around. Several people grumbled on their cell phones.

“I see the flight to Washington is delayed.
Is it weather related?” She tried to keep her voice soft to not
bother the woman any further, but the idea of getting stuck in the
airport to weather out a winter storm sent her heart rate to the
stratosphere. She needed sunshine. Blue skies. Warmth. Another day
under the dreary cold winter skies of Michigan, and she’d need an
anti-depressant. Seasonal affective disorder was a real thing.

“Not yet,” the woman said with little
optimism. “The plane is coming from Washington D.C. and just took
off due to a minor mechanical issue. It’s expected to land around
4:30 or so.”

“So there’s a chance of getting out of
here?” Her fingers grasped the edge of the countertop and her
knuckles turned white.

“Yes, there’s a chance.” The attendant’s
mouth twisted up on one side. The woman didn’t think anyone would
be leaving on this flight any more than she did.

Her shoulders slumped.

“If you give me your ID, I can check you in
so you’ll be ready when the plane arrives.”

Anna rifled through her purse and slipped
her driver’s license from her wallet. Sliding the ID across the
counter, she tapped her foot on the ground. The agent typed and
clicked through some screens on her computer.

“Will you be checking a bag?” The
attendant’s gaze bounced between Anna’s face and her ID.

“No. Just a carry-on.”

She smiled tightly at Anna. A few minutes
later, the agent pushed the printed boarding pass and Anna’s ID
across the counter. “Safe travels.”

Anna bit her lip. Safe travels. Ha!
How about just “travels”?

She needed to be more optimistic. The flight
wasn’t cancelled … yet.

Boarding ticket in hand, she’d head to the
security line and then her gate, where she’d wait and flip through
her Instagram feed until her plane arrived. Turning on her heels,
she bumped face first into a wall of solid muscle. A clean,
outdoorsy scent swathed her and immediately made her lightheaded.
She stared for a moment at a tan quilted vest jacket lying unzipped
over a hard chest, exposing planes of chiseled muscle under the
navy-blue long sleeve t-shirt that read Dog Tired Brewery in
white script. The picture of a dog lying on its side asleep with
its tongue hanging out completed the logo—one she recognized, as
they made her favorite seasonal stout.

She clutched his t-shirt, trying to keep her
balance. His hard abs flexed under her hands. Heat radiated from
him and warmed her frozen fingers, which had been numb for the last
several hours.

Lifting her head, her breath caught when her
gaze fell on an angular jaw, full lips, and beautiful green eyes.
He gripped her arms firmly above the elbows to keep her from
falling backward. His warmth seeped through the arms of her
peacoat.

“Shit! Are you all right?” His deep, rich
voice washed over her.

Heat rushed her cheeks and her body churned
with a warmth she’d been missing ever since stepping off the plane
in Michigan.

“Uh. Yeah! I… I’m fine.” Yikes. Her hands
were plastered against his ripped abdomen. She let them slide down.
It wasn’t just the impact of running into him that knocked her off
balance. He was the most beautiful creature she’d laid eyes on.

“Are you sure?” The intensity of his stare
almost melted her into a puddle at his feet. His eyes, irises
flecked with gold, narrowed. “You hit me pretty hard.”

“Yes. I’m so sorry. Sorry for running into
you.” She gained control over her wavering voice and unsteady
legs.

He released her arms and stepped back.

“I should have been watching where I was
going.”

His powerful gaze trailed down her without
shame and a warmth followed as if he caressed her bare skin. Her
cheeks had never been so on fire.

“No need to apologize.” He grinned. “I’d say
it’s my lucky day.” His eyes twinkled.

This stranger was flirting with her.

She cleared her throat. It’s not that men
didn’t flirt with her. They did. It was a hazard in her line of
business. Insurance was a man’s world, for the most part. She
shrugged off the flirtatious advances from the men she worked with.
Mixing business with pleasure was a no-no. But this guy … she’d mix
just about anything with him. If she were that kind of girl.

“If by lucky, you mean this flight is going
to leave on time, then you’re fresh out of luck.” She frowned. “The
plane is late coming in, and we’re already on a delay, which I fear
will be infinite.” She pointed toward the windows that revealed
grey clouds ready to burst with a trillion different
snowflakes.

“Blasted!” The deep baritone of his voice
sent her hormones into overdrive, but his choice of words made her
think of Mike Meyers in an Austin Powers movie, and she
couldn’t help but giggle. “What’s so funny?” Though he tried to
look offended by her laughter, the smirk on his lips told her he
was not.

“Nothing.” Bubbles of laughter still escaped
her.

“Well, it seems like something is funny
since you keep bursting out in fits of giggles, apparently at my
expense.” He ran a hand through his dirty blonde, spiky hair,
causing it to stand on end even more.

“Fit of giggles. I’m sorry.” She drew her
lips into a thin line to prevent her laughter, but she wasn’t
successful and a round of snickers erupted.

“Quit apologizing.” A breathtaking smile
appeared, showing off beautiful, straight teeth with a slight gap
between his two front teeth. “You must be Catholic or
something.”

“Recovering Catholic, actually.” She laughed
and gave up on tamping down her mirth. This guy made her smile. His
voice. His quick wit. His looks. Good God—his looks. If she were
going to be stuck in the airport for any length of time, she might
have hit the jackpot.

“Ah, I see. Makes perfect sense now.” He
extended his hand. “Name’s Rex.”

“Anna.” She slipped her small hand into his
big warm one. Calloused fingers closed around hers and squeezed
gently. Heat engulfed her, traveling through her arm and down her
spine, curling low in her belly. She inhaled sharply. Her reaction
to him caught her off guard. She’d shaken hands with several
individuals that day, yet none of them had ignited her like this.
Perhaps the pheromone thing was more than a scientific theory.

“So, I guess we’re stuck here for a bit.” He
still held her hand, caressing the back of it with his thumb.
Despite the strength and hardness of his hold, his touch was easy
and comfortable. She wondered what his hands would feel like
elsewhere on her body.

Her low belly tightened. Ack! It’s been way
too long since she’d had sex! So long she was fantasizing about
having it with a complete stranger.

“Seems so.”

“Would you like to grab a drink? I saw a
restaurant before the security area. What better way to spend a
delay at the airport than with a beer, good conversation, and a
beautiful woman.”

Heat blossomed on her cheeks from his
compliment. He was a charmer.

He tipped his chin in the direction he
intended them to go, his emerald gaze glued to hers waiting for her
answer. It appeared he was unwilling to let go of her hand until
she responded.

“Sure.” Butterflies fluttered in her belly.
Something about this guy—Rex—had her fidgeting. At thirty-one years
old, she was still single, much to the dismay of her mother, who
wanted to be young enough to enjoy her grandchildren. As if she
planned to get married and have children just to suit her mother.
Both of those things still sat firmly on her “maybe” list.

Working her way up the corporate ladder left
little time for dating and none of the men she worked with
interested her at all. It would be frowned upon anyway. But Rex! As
soon as she looked in his eyes, her head swarmed with delicious
thoughts. Why not indulge! She deserved it. And it was just a
beer.


Chapter Two

 


Damn! Rex Bancroft couldn’t believe his
luck. Chalking his successes up to luck cheapened all the effort he
put into his life. Everything he had, he’d worked hard for.
However, his current situation—standing next to this beauty—was a
little different.

With Dog Tired Brewery’s private jet delayed
in Los Angeles, he had no choice but to book a commercial flight
from Grand Rapids to Washington D.C. Thus, his arrival at the
check-in counter at just the right moment. He hadn’t flown on a
commercial airline in over a year—since they’d co-purchased the
private Gulfstream g450—and he hadn’t been looking forward to the
flight until his eyes landed on Anna.

He released her hand, slipped his to her
lower back and guided her around a corner and into the Grand Hall,
where the shops and restaurant were located. They had some time to
kill, and he couldn’t think of better way to spend it than sipping
a pint or two with this knockout. Reviewing his itinerary and
reports for the visit to D.C. could wait.

Something about her drew his attention. Long
chestnut waves fluttered down her back. Her navy coat obscured his
view of whether she was wearing a dress or skirt, but her black
stockings and black leather knee high boots gave him a peek of
toned yet curvy legs.

Never one to wait for fate to intervene,
he’d propped himself directly behind her so she wouldn’t miss him
when she turned around. As planned, she spun on her heels and
smacked into him. What he hadn’t accounted for was the way her
spicy vanilla scent hit him, making his mouth water.

His gaze pinned hers. Her honey-colored eyes
were so round and expressive she could likely see right into his
soul. Sun-kissed, her face and neck a healthy golden shade, seemed
out of place.

Her indulgent lips parted in surprise.
Looking at her full mouth sent naughty thoughts racing through his
head and his dick twitched.

He pressed his hand more firmly to her back.
Though he wasn’t known for picking up pretty ladies at airports,
there was always a first time.

Hell. No different than doing it at bars and
clubs in whatever city he happened to be in at the time. No ties.
No worries. Just good hot sex.

He breathed in the scent of his eye-candy
again. Yep. No way was he settling down. Not after what Layla had
done. No woman would have that sort of power over him again. One
heartbreak was enough. He’d spent the time after their breakup
seeking sexual release, giving zero fucks about exploring a
relationship with anyone. Ever. Again.

Yet, though he’d never admit it out loud,
especially around his friends, the single lifestyle was getting
old. Turning thirty-five had a way of making a statement.

Did he really want to throw away the idea of
someday finding companionship and settling down with a good woman
because some selfish twit slept with his now ex-friend? Right now,
he had a beautiful woman next to him. He planned to enjoy her
company for however long they were marooned in Michigan.

“What can I get you?” the bartender asked as
they moved to the bar. The blonde eyed him like he was a new dress
and she was about to try him on for size. She directed her question
to him as if Anna was not standing next to him.

Rex pulled out the only stool left at the
small bar and offered it to Anna.

Anna sat in front of him, let her coat slip
off her shoulders and down her arms before draping it over her
suitcase. Her skirt rode up high on her thighs. He traced her
movements and shuddered as she leaned to rest her purse on top of
the carry-on at her feet.

Was that a garter?

He swallowed hard and stared, transfixed on
the black lace at the top of her tights and the black clips holding
them up. Women didn’t wear garters very often. In fact, he’d never
been with a woman who used them for an everyday purpose. He
imagined undressing her until she stood in nothing but that damn
garter. His cock jerked in his jeans.

“Take the lady’s order first.” His voice
came out more gravelly than usual. He cleared his throat, trying to
disguise the desire consuming
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