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      Alexia Hall jogged through Central Park, exiting at Madison Avenue then running through the exclusive Carnegie Hill neighborhood. This early in the morning, especially after the icy rain from last night, a lot of the city was quiet. She loved Manhattan, and Carnegie Hill was one of her favorite spots she’d found on her early morning runs since moving to Queens last week. Carnegie Hill felt like what she envisioned New York would’ve been in the 1920s.

      She couldn’t afford to live in Manhattan but had found a studio apartment next to Queensboro Park just across the river. She considered herself lucky to be paying under two grand a month. Her parents weren’t as ecstatic about her opportunity to live in Queens and work in Manhattan for Hawk Enterprises; they wanted her to come back to Snow Valley, Montana. She’d promised to be there for Christmas. She worried this might be her mom’s last Christmas. A donor kidney wasn’t convenient or cheap to come by.

      She carefully placed her steps. The side of the road was icy. Her mind traveled from her family in Montana back to this exciting city. When the opportunity came to work temporarily for Hawk Enterprises, she had to jump on it. She would be filling in for a member of Hawk Enterprise’s marketing team, a lady who had been put on early bed rest for her pregnancy. It was all due to Lexi’s advisor at Cornell, who was always on the lookout for opportunities for her students. Her professors had even allowed her to finish up her thesis and turn it in early so she could capitalize on this opportunity.

      Lexi upped her pace as she raced down the street, and she held in an excited squeal. She was going to work in her field for a Fortune 500 company, make money to help her mom and dad out, and be near Callum Hawk—a.k.a. Most Eligible Bachelor in America. Well, okay, not directly with the enigma, but from what she understood, she’d sit in meetings with him and be able to glimpse his handsome face most workdays. It wasn’t simply that he was the most perfect man in existence; it was his brain and success that made her want to rub shoulders with him and learn from him. Who would’ve thought? A girl from Snow Valley, Montana, working for one of the most successful men in the world.

      She glanced left and right, then dodged across the wide city street. It was empty at five-thirty in the morning, and she was anxious to get to the Queensboro Bridge and back to her apartment. She loved running through Central Park in the early morning, but being outside this long on December third had chilled her clear through.

      Slipping on a patch of black ice, Lexi cried out, wind-milled her arms, and skidded over the asphalt. She prayed she wouldn’t fall. The low thrum of an engine rolled over her as a single headlight flashed across her vision. Lexi screamed, horrified to see a motorcycle flying right at her. She was still skidding on the ice, trying to stay upright. If she fell, the motorcycle would run her over without even seeing her until it was too late. She shuffled on the ice, trying desperately to get out of the way and hoping her waving arms might warn the driver.

      The cyclist must’ve seen her and clenched the brakes hard, because she heard a yell and saw the huge bike lift onto its front tire. Then the motorcycle hit the patch of ice, and Lexi launched herself out of the way as it skidded onto its side. Her feet slid out from under her and she hit the ice with her knees and hands. Pain spiked up her arms and thighs. She felt a rush of wind, and then—miraculously—the motorcycle skidded past her, metal screeching against ice and asphalt. The machine slid to a stop at the curb twenty feet away, minus its rider, who lay sprawled on the cold asphalt, not far from Lexi.

      “No, no, no!” Lexi cried out. She crawled across the patch of ice, praying the person wasn’t dead and praying no other vehicles came along and finished them both off.

      She reached the man, who was dressed in a navy-blue suit that even a girl from Montana could guess was worth thousands of dollars. The suit was tailored perfectly for his large frame. Thankfully he wore a helmet, and she couldn’t see any blood or bones poking out. Lexi shuddered. He was lying on his side, facing away from her.

      “Oh no! Please don’t be dead!” She glanced up at the heavens and called, “Please, Lord, don’t let him die.” There was no time for folding arms and decorum when a man’s life was hanging in the balance.

      The man in question groaned and rolled over onto his back.

      “Sir?” Lexi touched his shoulder with her gloved hand, breathing a sigh of relief. At least she wasn’t responsible for his death. “Sir, are you okay?”

      “Not dead yet,” he muttered. He undid his chin strap and pulled off his helmet.

      Lexi gasped. Staring up at her was a handsome face she’d recognize anywhere: deep brown eyes, dark hair, tanned skin, and short facial hair that only enhanced his good looks. One of the famous Hawk brothers. America’s Most Eligible Bachelor. The most handsome man in existence. Her new boss.

      “Callum Hawk,” she breathed out.

      He arched an eyebrow at her and pushed to a seated position, then stood. At least he didn’t move like he was broken. He tucked his helmet under his left arm and offered his right hand to her. “We should probably get out of the street in case any other crazies are awake this early.” He flashed her the trademark smile that had women across America needing blood pressure medication.

      Lexi took his gloved hand and let him pull her up. She was glad they were both wearing gloves, because the surge of energy that went through her simply being this close to him wasn’t smart to experience with anybody’s boss, let alone a new employer who didn’t even know who she was. She’d just made Callum Hawk crash his motorcycle. Jiminy Christmas, she was in trouble!

      He released her hand, wrapped his arm around her lower back, and guided her out of the street toward his motorcycle as if they were on a summer stroll through Central Park. Her heart raced out of control. Callum Hawk had his hand on her sweaty back and she’d wrecked his motorcycle. This was not good. She was going to get fired before she even set foot in his office. How would she help her family if she got fired?

      “Are you damaged?” Her words came out too breathy and too high-pitched, as her throat was closing off. The motorcycle accident was her fault, but when she died of heart failure from his tingly touch, it would be all on him. “Shouldn’t we call 911?”

      Callum glanced down at her, his dark eyes filled with concern. “Do you need medical attention?”

      “No.” She pushed the word out, shocked that his first worry was for her. “But I just made you crash your bike, skid across the asphalt, and most likely ruin that beautiful Armani suit.”

      He chuckled, stopping next to his tipped-over motorcycle. “It’s Brioni.”

      Lexi’s eyes widened and she swayed on her feet. Brioni suits were at least quadruple the price of Armani. “Did it get ripped?” she demanded.

      Callum grinned down at her. “I don’t care. I only care if you’re all right.” His voice deepened, and she was so smitten by him in this moment she could barely keep on her feet. Callum Hawk—the Callum Hawk—cared if she was all right? She almost squealed but held it in.

      “I … I.” Lexi tried to take inventory of her body. She’d have some definite bruises from falling on the ice, but she was still in one piece. “I’m fine. The bike didn’t hit me. Are you sure you’re okay?”

      He nodded, his gaze deepening into something serious and solid. “I’m glad you’re unharmed.”

      Lexi could only let out a breathy sigh. She felt like she was in the middle of a movie set. Next some bad guys would creep out of the building to their left and Callum would take them down with some superhuman punches and kicks. He was a thoughtful, beautiful billionaire; of course he’d be tough too. Not even a motorcycle crash could affect this guy.

      Callum finally pulled himself from studying her. “I guess we’d better see how Harvey fared.”

      “Harvey?”

      “That’s what my brother Bridger calls my bike—Harvey the Harley.”

      She couldn’t help but smile. She knew exactly who his extreme athlete brother Bridger was, not to mention his other brothers—Creed, the Navy SEAL who’d recently come back from the dead, and Emmett, the Titans football player. She was truly in the presence of her favorite Hawk brother, and he was so kind, she was ninety percent sure he wouldn’t fire her if he figured out who she was. Was it destiny that they met like this? Despite the terrifying crash, she thought the angels in heaven were rocking at their job this morning.

      Callum bent down and she knew he must have superhuman strength as he righted the heavy motorcycle with one manly heave. In a Brioni suit, no less. She noticed a rip in the leg of the suit and wished the ground would swallow her up whole. This perfect man, her boss, had wrecked to avoid killing her. Now she’d ripped his suit and … Her eyes wandered over the huge motorcycle, studying it in the glow of the streetlights to see if it was dinged or scraped. She couldn’t get out of her mind the sound of metal on asphalt as the bike slid.

      Callum put the kickstand down and slowly walked around the bike. His brows drew together in a frown, but when he focused back on Lexi, he gave her a quick smile. “Looks like no harm done. Harvey’s tough.”

      “He didn’t get … scarred?”

      “Chicks dig scars, right?” Callum grimaced. “Sorry, quoting Bridger again. I’m a little out of sorts.”

      “That’s understandable.” Shoot. The bike was scarred. Curse the black ice. Curse them meeting like this. This meeting wasn’t destiny, and the angels hadn’t orchestrated it. Callum was going to think she was nuts when he met her again at Hawk headquarters in a few hours. She’d pile on the makeup and pray he wouldn’t piece together who she was.

      “Can I give you a ride home?” he asked.

      Lexi shook her head. “Oh, um, no. I can run. I’m out on a run. Need to finish my miles.”

      His eyes got much too serious. “You’re smart. If I had a sister, I’d tell her to never let some strange guy take her home either.” Then his smile broke out, and she could hardly catch a breath. “Because then that strange guy would know where she lived, and he’d definitely come find her again and try to talk her into dinner.”

      Lexi clutched at her throat, shaken to the core by this interaction, by him. Callum Hawk. Was he for real? “Can … not … breathe,” she gasped out.

      Callum’s eyes darkened with concern and he moved in close. His spicy, warm cologne tickled her nostrils, and she was having difficulty breathing for many reasons now. “Should I call for help?” he asked.

      “No.” She shook her head and backed away. “I run home now,” she said, then wished she could disappear. She was hoping to be a professional, be taken seriously in the business world, and she was talking like a two-year-old while Callum Hawk stared at her with this mixture of desire, concern, and appreciation that made her hotter than a warm shower. Women across America would give up their eyelashes to have this man look at them like that.

      Callum crossed the distance she’d gained in two quick strides. He loomed over her, but she felt no fear, only attraction and embarrassment. This was her boss. Should she tell him that, or should she pray he wouldn’t recognize her when she walked into his high-dollar high-rise building at nine a.m.? She’d definitely look different with her hair and makeup done and wearing her best blouse, skirt, and boots. It was no Brioni or even Armani, but she’d look a lot nicer than the sweaty, disheveled mess she was right now.

      “I’d like to make sure you get home safe …” He gave her that irresistible grin. “Maybe get your name and number so I can take you to dinner, make it up to you for almost running you over.”

      Lexi stared at him. Make it up to her? She was the one who had been in the middle of the street in a patch of ice at five a.m. If not for his quick action, she’d be dead or in a hospital right now.

      “Please.” His voice got all deep and husky and he leaned even closer to her.

      Lexi swayed, overwhelmed by the effect of his voice, his lovely cologne, and his even lovelier face.

      Callum steadied her with a hand on her elbow. “You’re shaky and unsteady. I need to see you home safe.”

      He was right, but not for the reasons he thought. “You’re making me shaky,” she whispered.

      His brows drew together. “Why?”

      “You’re Callum Hawk.” She could at least admit that she knew that much.

      “How do you know me?” One eyebrow arched up as he smiled warmly at her. So. Stinking. Appetizing. She’d give up chocolate for life to have him keep looking at her like this.

      “I’m a red-blooded American woman; of course I know you. Honestly, how many times have you been the Most Eligible Bachelor in America?”

      “Too many.” He had the class to look embarrassed. “Can I give you a ride home?”

      She should say no, but this was the opportunity of a lifetime. She was going to lean against Callum Hawk’s back and wrap her hands around his abdomen? Yes, please, may I try it again? She nodded.

      He smiled. “And you’ll tell me your name?”

      Lexi shook her head. No way. If she didn’t want him to know who she was when she showed up at his offices on 5th Avenue later this morning, it was crucial he not know her name.

      Callum’s dark eyes swept over her. “Will you tell me soon?”

      Lexi had to hide a smile. Yes, he would find out her name soon. “Sure.”

      He gave her a triumphant grin. She had a feeling that Callum Hawk always got what he wanted. But surely such a high-profile, successful, powerful, and good-looking man would never ask out no-name Alexia Hall from Snow Valley, Montana. She’d seen pictures of him with actresses, models, impressive businesswomen, and social darlings.

      He pulled a helmet from the saddlebags on the back. Why did he have an extra one? Did he have a girlfriend? It was none of her business, but she really, really wanted to know.

      His sexy smolder made her knees feel like Play-Doh. He carefully put the helmet on her head and then buckled it under her chin. The skin on her neck sang at his touch. She berated herself for being so silly. He had gloves on, for the sake of Pete.

      He put his own helmet on and then straddled the bike, all big and manly. Lexi was certain she’d never seen a more attractive move. Her heart was working harder than when she ran a dozen miles.

      He balanced the bike with his feet and said, “Hop on.”

      Why had she agreed to this? Running home through slick, dark, possibly dangerous streets was definitely a smarter plan than getting this close to her new boss, especially when she probably stank from her run.

      Lexi edged closer. She tried to lift her leg over without touching him, but he’d been right when he’d guessed that she was unsteady. She teetered and would’ve toppled over, but he reached out and steadied her, holding on to her arm. Lexi’s hand went to his shoulder, and she shouldn’t have been shocked that it was muscular in all the right ways.

      She quickly swung her leg over and got positioned behind him on the impossibly small seat. When he hit the throttle, would she shoot right off the back?

      “Lean into me and hold on to my waist,” Callum said.

      With pleasure. She told herself it was for safety, but as she settled in against his back and wrapped her arms around his trim waist, the air whooshed out of her. Her heart raced uncontrollably, and she knew her reasons for holding on to him were much more primitive than safety.

      “Good girl,” he said, almost too quiet for her to hear.

      Lexi felt good, all right. Much too good, as she wished she didn’t have this helmet on and could lay her head against his shoulder properly. She commanded her brain to stop. This was her boss, for crying out loud, and she wasn’t going to make it through one day at Hawk Enterprises if she didn’t rein this attraction in.

      “Where do you live?” he asked.

      “Oh, take me to Queensboro Park.”

      “You live in the park?” She could hear the smile in his voice.

      “No, I’m not homeless.” Not yet, anyway. Would he fire her when he figured out who she was? He seemed like such a nice guy. He hadn’t even gotten upset when his ten-thousand-dollar suit got ripped or his who-knew-how-expensive Harley got scratched. “My apartment’s by the park.”

      “Got it.”

      He pushed a button, and the motorcycle roared to life. Callum slowly eased on the throttle. He puttered through the streets, still quiet this early in the morning, though there were signs of life: windows lit up here and there, and vehicles rolled by more frequently.

      He turned onto the Queensboro Bridge, and Lexi said, “Why are you driving so slow?”

      “The way you were shaking, I was afraid you were cold.”

      Man, he was thoughtful. It was chilly out, but between the warmth of his back and the fire racing through her, Lexi felt anything but cold. She was shaking because of the adrenaline rush of being close to him. “I thought maybe this was a slow bike.”

      Callum’s laughter rang out. “You want to go faster?”

      “Sure.” She’d been raised on horses, not motorcycles, but she loved to fly free and fast.

      “Hold on.”

      Lexi happily obeyed that advice.

      Callum turned the throttle, and the bike roared to life. He shifted gears quickly, and they flew over the bridge.

      “Yes!” she screamed out.

      Callum laughed, and Lexi savored the myriad of feelings: the wind rushing past them, the power of the huge bike underneath them, and the strength of the well-built man she was hanging on to.

      All too soon, they arrived at the park and Callum slowed. “Where to from here?” he asked.

      “Here is fine.”

      He stopped the bike on the side of the road, and she forced herself to loosen her grip on him and slide off. Callum put down the kickstand and swung his leg over, standing too close to her. She couldn’t think straight with him that close. He took his helmet off, and she was struck all over again by how fabulously handsome he was.

      Unlatching the helmet with fumbling fingers, she worked it off and handed it to him. He put it back in the saddlebag, then turned to face her. “Now will you tell me your name?” he asked.

      Lexi studied his dark eyes. She was tempted. How to tell him he’d know soon enough? “That’s not a good idea.”

      He tilted his head and studied her. “For you or for me?”

      “You,” she said. “Why do you ride a Harley in the wintertime?” She’d loved the ride, but it was cold in New York this time of year.

      He cocked an eyebrow at her. “Makes me feel alive.”

      She blinked up at him. “You don’t feel alive otherwise?”

      He shrugged. “Too busy to think about it most of the time.”

      She stepped back. “I’ll let you get back to your busyness.”

      Callum matched her step. “Please. Just your name. I’m afraid I’ll never see you again.”

      “Why would you want to?”

      “Why wouldn’t I want to?”

      “I made you wreck your beautiful motorcycle and rip up your expensive suit. Thank heavens I didn’t damage your perfect face or body, or the women of America might storm my apartment with pitchforks and torches.”

      Callum smiled. “See why I want to find you again?”

      Lexi drew in a breath. “I think you’ll see me again sooner than you think.”

      “What does that mean?”

      Lexi shook her head, spun, and headed for the sidewalk. She shouldn’t have done it, but she turned back to look and saw that he was watching her go. He cut a lovely picture under the streetlight next to that massive motorcycle. “Lexi!” she yelled at him, then lifted a hand in farewell.

      He lifted his hand also. Lexi forced herself to turn and run up the sidewalk, instead of rushing back and prolonging their time together. It had seemed magical, despite the near-death experience. Callum Hawk was more kind, handsome, and intriguing than she’d expected. Well, she’d known how handsome he was, but online photos and Instagram videos didn’t do him justice.

      Running the two blocks to her apartment through the cold morning air, she couldn’t stop smiling, even though her legs felt stiff from the cold. Then she remembered she’d have to face Callum Hawk at nine a.m. and pray he didn’t recognize her. Yet if he didn’t recognize her after what they’d shared this morning, she would definitely have to buy copious amounts of Ben & Jerry’s to cope.
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      Callum was always the first one to the office, but today he only beat his assistant by two hours instead of three. He’d answered email correspondence and was going for his second cup of coffee when Shirlene walked in at eight a.m.

      She arched an eyebrow at him. “What is going on with you?”

      “Excuse me?” He loved acting oblivious with Shirlene.

      “You’re … smiling.”

      Callum tried to hide his smile, but he couldn’t. That beautiful blonde woman this morning had shaken him up and given him far too much to reminisce on. The only thing that stole his smile was the thought that he’d never see her again. She’d claimed he’d see her sooner than he thought. Would she come for him? He prayed she would.

      Lexi. Her sparkling blue eyes and innocent smile were something he wouldn’t soon forget. She was angelic and innocent, and he’d never been this intrigued by a woman. His usual interactions with women were either work or dates set up by Isabel, his head of marketing. He didn’t let himself get invested in either.

      “Callum? Callum?” Shirlene folded her arms across her chest, glaring up at him from her five-foot-nothing perch. Lexi was tall, maybe only half a foot shorter than his six-three. He liked tall.

      “What is going on with you?” Shirlene demanded.

      “Nothing. You ready to go over today’s schedule?” He worked fourteen-to-sixteen-hour days and took too much on himself, and he’d never survive without Shirlene. Thankfully her seven-figure salary kept her on his team.

      “Who is she?”

      Callum shook his head and strode into his office. Shirlene jogged in her two-inch heels to keep up with him. Suddenly, she screamed. He whirled, spilling coffee on his hand. “What?”

      “Your pants!”

      Callum glanced down. He’d forgotten he’d ripped his pants. His leg hurt, but not enough to limp or anything. It had been more than worth it to have met Lexi. What a relief he hadn’t hit her.

      “Callum, you are a mess. Your pants are ripped. You’re … smiling. Do you want to take a day off? I think you need a vacation. Too much work and you’ve imploded.”

      With a chuckle, Callum patted her on the head. She was probably in her late thirties, almost ten years older than him, and she was a little mama with three boys of her own. Shirlene was a very dedicated employee and almost as much fun to tease as his own mom. “The only days you don’t get blessed to see my handsome face are Sundays or when I’m traveling.”

      “True.” She glared at him. “Something’s off with you. I’m worried.”

      Callum set his coffee on a side table just inside his office door. The sun had barely risen on this wintry morn, and his all-glass office filled with light. “Don’t worry.”

      “We have that meeting with the marketing department at nine. Do you need new suit pants before then?”

      “Oh, yes, please. Brioni down on Madison has my measurements. Well, you know that.” Shirlene was on top of everything, from his project managers to his marketing to which stylist he should use. “Will you call down and have them bring up some new pants?”

      “I’ll get them here before the meeting.” She rolled her eyes and turned away, but then she whirled back. “But sometime soon you’re telling me how you ripped Brioni pants and who put that smile on your face.”

      “I’m your boss, not the other way around,” he reminded her.

      Shirlene snorted and hurried to her desk.

      Callum picked up his coffee and sauntered to his own desk. Clicking on the marketing icon, he started reviewing the agenda for today’s meeting.

      His cell phone rang. Cambree. He didn’t like taking personal calls at work, but his family was important to him. He stood and slid to accept the call. “Good morning, Cambree.”

      “Hey, future brother-in-law. So Kiera and I flipped a coin, and I lost.”

      “You lost what?” He paced to the windows, looking over the view of 5th Avenue and a horde of New Yorkers bustling to work. He loved his city. It was a beautiful December morning, cold and crisp, and the sun hadn’t risen fully.

      “First of all, you’re going to be at Creed and Kiera’s wedding in Cancun on Christmas Eve, right?”

      “Of course I’m going to be at their wedding.” What did his family take him for? He’d acknowledge he was a workaholic, but he wouldn’t miss his own brother’s wedding.

      “Are you going to be there the entire two weeks?”

      “Well, that’s … hmm.”

      “Callum Hawk! Your brother was dead and he came back to life and now he’s reunited with the love of his life. We are going to celebrate as a family for two weeks, and you are not going to break your mama’s heart and miss this.”

      Callum would’ve laughed at her feistiness, but he didn’t like being pushed around. “Cambree, you aren’t even in the family yet. I don’t think you can boss me around until after you and Emmett get married.”

      Cambree laughed at that. “I can boss you whenever I like.” She lowered her voice. “We all love you, Cal, and we’re worried about you. You are going to work yourself to death.” Cambree, Kiera, his brothers, and his mom were the only ones who wasted the time to worry about him and called him Cal. He hated to admit that he liked it when they did. “Please. Promise me you’ll be there.”

      Callum pulled in a breath. He thought through all the work that needed to be done before he could leave town from December twentieth through after the New Year.

      “Cal …”

      Believing Creed was dead for three months had about devastated him and his family. Cambree was right that his mom and the entire family needed this time together to celebrate and be reassured that they had each other, no matter how precarious life was. “Okay.”

      “I want you to promise.” Cambree hadn’t been in the family for very long, but she knew his word was his bond.

      “I promise to be there the entire two weeks.”

      “Yes!” He could just imagine her dancing around. Cambree was perfect for Emmett. “Yeah, baby. I rock, I rock! I’ve got to call Kiera and tell her that I’m the bomb diggity.”

      Callum chuckled. Cambree’s language was interesting, to say the least. “I’ll see you in a few weeks,” he said.

      “No, wait.”

      “There’s more?” He was about done with this interruption from work, especially after losing an hour this morning. Actually, that hour had been more than worth it. He remembered Lexi’s smile.

      “Um … Kiera and I also have … a bet of sorts.”

      “A bet? About what?”

      “We both have the most perfect girls to set you up with. Beautiful, fun, accomplished⁠—”

      “No,” Callum interrupted. “I don’t do setups. You know this.” That wasn’t exactly true. He did setups for work and high-profile events to avoid the complications of romance. He didn’t do setups where the woman, or the people setting him up, had hopes of a relationship. He didn’t have time for a romantic relationship.

      “Cal, please.”

      “Cam, please.” He smiled but kept going. “You roped me into being in Cancun for two weeks so you can try to set me up? That’s low, sis.”

      “I promise you will love my friend. She’s adorable and gorgeous. She’s a swimsuit model.”

      Callum shook his head. The only girl he could picture right now was that blonde from this morning. Her fitted running apparel had revealed a beautiful shape, and her body pressed against him on the motorcycle had stirred something in him he hadn’t felt in a long time. He was too busy to date. Woman threw themselves at him constantly, but he knew it was just the money, fame, and the Hawk looks that drew them in. They didn’t know him. Didn’t care to know him. That had been reaffirmed time and time again by the women Isabel lined him up with for work and charity events.

      “Cal, are you listening? Kiera claims she has two cousins much more perfect for you, but I think I’m going to win and you’re going to fall in love and be so happy, just like me and Emmett and Creed and Kiera.” She gave a dreamy sigh.

      “No.” No to setups and no to falling in love. “You can’t set me up, Cambree.”

      “Why not?”

      “Because …” He scrambled. How to get out of this? Maybe he could find someone great to go on the vacation with him. But Cambree and Kiera were the most determined women he knew. Neither of them would back off on hooking him up with their cousins and friend, unless … “I’m engaged,” he blurted. He leaned against the window as the breath rushed out of him. What had he just said?

      “You are such a big fat liar.”

      “I’m not. I met someone and we … hit it off quick.” He grinned to himself, and then he made a vow. He’d go to Queensboro Park tonight and start knocking apartment doors near the park until he found her. Then he’d take her to dinner, and if the stars aligned he’d see if she was up for an all-expenses-paid trip to Cancun for Christmas.

      “You’re engaged?” Cambree’s voice dripped with disbelief.

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      “Don’t you ma’am me. Just because I live in the South now doesn’t mean you can ma’am me. You’re engaged?”

      “It’s not … official yet, but we’ve been dating and I’m going to ask her soon.”

      “Wow. I didn’t know you ever looked up from your computer. And you’re bringing this miraculous and mysterious woman to Cancun?”

      “Yes.”

      “And you promised me you’ll stay the entire two weeks.”

      Callum groaned inside, but if he could truly talk Lexi into going, maybe two weeks in Cancun wouldn’t be too bad. He could do most of his work from his phone and laptop, and Shirlene and his various department heads were more than capable of picking up any pieces. Still, the thought of being gone from work felt like a noose tightening around his neck.

      “Yes,” he muttered.

      “If you’re lying to me, I’ll make you babysit our firstborn and change diapers.”

      Callum laughed. “Such torture. I’m not lying to you.” How had he just lied to Cambree? She was without guile and he prided himself on his honesty, but he really, truly couldn’t handle being set up with random women as his fiery sisters-in-law competed to see which of their girls he would like.

      “Well, okay, then. Have you told your mom and dad? Do Creed or Bridger know?”

      “It’s pretty recent. I’ll call them tonight.” Now he had to find a girl to be his fake fiancée. Isabel could come up with a good fit—a beautiful girl who would act the part but leave him alone when they were away from his family. But he really wanted to find Lexi again. He’d actually be excited to play the farce with her.

      “What’s her name?” Cambree demanded.

      “Lexi.” It slipped out so easily. She hadn’t even wanted him to drive her home this morning. How was he going to talk her into going to Cancun as his fiancée? Money was the easiest answer, but he hated the thought of buying a date. Had he really sunk that low? The dates Isabel set him up with were beneficial for all parties involved. Every social climber loved getting photographed with a Hawk brother.

      “Cute. I’m going to like her, I can tell already.”

      “You like everybody, Cam, so it’s not much of a compliment if you like somebody.”

      “Ah, that was low, Mister. Besides you should be grateful I like everybody, or I wouldn’t like you. You intimidate the snot out of people.”

      “I’m intimidating?”

      “Yep. Terrifying. Okay, I’ll let you go. I know you have loads and loads of work.”

      “Always. Good to talk to you, Cam.”

      “You too, Cal.” She laughed. Cambree enjoyed life; that was for sure. It bugged him that she said he was intimidating, but that came with the territory of being a billionaire entrepreneur, right?

      Callum dropped his cell phone onto his desk and groaned. What had he just done? He’d lied to his future sister-in-law. Guaranteed she wouldn’t hold this news in and Emmett would call Bridger and Creed. Bridger would spill to his mom before the morning was over, if he wasn’t off surfing some dangerous wave in Australia or throwing himself out of a plane without a chute.

      A rap on his office door brought him from his misery. Shirlene bustled in, holding aloft a new pair of pants.

      “Thank you.”

      “It’s the job.” She held out the pants.

      He took them and went into his private bathroom, changed out of his ruined pants, and walked back out. Shirlene waited, holding out her hand. He handed over
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