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      Tessa Hartley has a great job, a great condo and a great life. What she needs is a great boyfriend—someone who will help repair her image after the last loser she took home, to be her plus-one at her sister’s wedding. Also, said sister is marrying Tessa’s ex. Yep. Without time to date, she follows a friend’s advice to use an escort service. Why not rent a hot man for a long weekend?

      Maverick James wants to prove to his twin brother isn’t up for the task of stepping up to rule his family’s company. When he learns his brother is moonlighting as an escort, he figures he’s got the best opportunity to expose him. But a curvy redhead makes him think twice about his plan. She expects him to accompany her to Hawaii for a weekend—fine with him. But when she explains sleeping together isn’t part of the deal, he’s eager to show her just how talented he really is.
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      “I can’t believe you’re suggesting I hire an escort as my plus-one to Julie’s wedding,” Tessa Hartley said, turning away from the sleek computer monitor to face her assistant Megan.

      “Why not?” Megan tossed her lustrous blonde hair to the side. “The wedding is in one week and you don’t have a date. You have the money, why not use it?”

      Tessa slowly swiveled her chair, her heart racing. One week and her younger sister Julie would marry Harry Chamberlain, Tessa’s ex-boyfriend. Well, they dated for several months before she made the mistake of introducing him to Julie—who charmed his pants off, literally.

      And now, a year later, she’d have to face her sister and her ex for the first time. Worst of all, in Hawaii. Could life get any worse? She’d have no support system or friends to bitch to nearby. Of course not.

      Everyone would be fawning over Julie. Questions about Tessa’s love life would ensue. She’d turned thirty and made junior partner at the immigration law firm. She spoke fluent Spanish, bought herself a condo that was small but located in a lavish Austin neighborhood. Why was she still single?

      And her twenty-five-year-old sister was getting married.

      “The last guy I took home wasn’t particularly helpful,” she said, remembering the man she took to meet her parents six months ago in Houston. She’d dated him for a few weeks and thought there was no harm in introducing him to her parents. Well, she also didn’t know he had an alcohol problem which became the main subject of the dinner party after he confessed to a bunch of strangers he’d gotten not one, but two DWIs in the past. No wonder he Ubered everywhere.

      Megan sat on the desk. “Yes, but now you can take control. You don’t have to sweat because you’re dating a guy who may or may not be a loser. You hire an escort and can make him whatever you want him to be.”

      “Hmmm… What about later? When they ask me what happened to him down the line?”

      “Later won’t matter. You can make an excuse. But at least at the wedding you don’t have to be the poor single sister after Julie snatched your guy,” Megan said, waving her hands. Behind her, the nice, scenic view of downtown Austin on a Friday morning.

      Tessa drew in a breath. She didn’t care that she didn’t have a boyfriend—she’d had a few, and whether they made for short or long relationships, they all disappointed her at the end. They always complained about how much she worked, and as she grew professionally, they grew to resent her for her success.

      Maybe she’d taken after her mother and had high expectations for people. But she’d have a better time if she didn’t have to explain her singledom to every family member who flew to Hawaii.

      She glanced at the virtual spread of men and reached for the mouse. “Hmmm….”

      Megan leaned down to see closer, squealing. “Do an advanced search,” Megan suggested. “What do you want?”

      “A man who looks like Brad Pitt, minus the drop-dead gorgeous ex and six children.” She wanted to have kids of her own one day, but six stepchildren was a lot to handle. “Someone who has Colin Firth’s old-world charm, Jason Mamoa’s sex appeal, and Warren Buffet’s checking account,” she added with amusement.

      Megan chuckled. “I’d settle for a guy with a job and a big dick, but hey, priorities.”

      “I’m not seeing anyone’s dick, though, right? I mean, I can’t sleep with a complete stranger,” she said, mildly worried. She’d hate to feel like she really paid a man to have sex with her—pretending was one thing, but she couldn’t face that truth in the bedroom. Sleeping with a sex worker was out of question.

      Megan kept throwing her some choices, and she denied every one of them, until…

      “Stop,” she said on page fifteen.

      On the top of the page, the profile picture of a man with hypnotic blue eyes got her attention. She quickly squared her shoulders, her female parts taking a note of that profile. Damn. A tall glass of water, as her mother would say—or perhaps in this case vodka, or a double shot of whiskey.

      She reached for the mouse, feeling her throat tight and dry. Megan said something, which she ignored. She clicked on the profile. Wow. He had two full body pictures, one in a suit that was like an erotic image for most women—a five-piece gray suit, with a nice tie and shoes that looked that had just been polished. The other picture…

      “Fuck me,” Megan said.

      Shirtless, he was like a personal trainer. Broad shoulders and delicious muscles carved on a nicely tanned skin, narrowing down into the swim trunks. His arms were thick, muscly, and virile as every inch of him. Her gaze slid up to his face, and those eyes captured her once more. A straight nose and white teeth completed the package. Great smile. He could sell toothpaste.

      “He’s on premium,” she said, alerted to the small, flashing widget next to his profile picture. “Probably costs more than the others.”

      “Can you blame him?” Megan fanned herself. “I might save for that kind of entertainment once you’re done with him. Who needs a 401k?”

      Tessa touched the computer screen, excitement shooting up her arm. “Hey. Stay away from my wedding date,” she said. “And go grab my wallet. I’m about to book Mr.ModernFantasy.”
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      Maverick James scratched his head. He’d used his convenient identical twin looks to ask the janitor to open the door of Dylan’s apartment. He’d meant to wake him up for a serious conversation… he’d driven all the way from Houston to Austin in the morning with the intent of figuring out what his brother had been doing with his life—and possibly convince him to decline their parent’s crazy suggestion to have them both run their company after they retired. On the following Tuesday, his parents had summoned them both and their lawyers for a meeting.

      Dirt on Dylan had to be worthy of showing his parents they couldn’t entrust the power of their oil company empire to him. Maverick had interned as a convenience shop worker at sixteen, and now, at thirty-four, had climbed all the way to the CFO of the company. He attended meetings, visited oil platforms, flew around Texas to check on projects and meet with vendors and investors. He’d done all the homework, and a couple of nights ago, when his parents told him they’d like to step back completely from the company and give their stocks to both Maverick and Dylan, Maverick had been upset.

      What had Dylan done all his life? Used his looks and family wealth to get ahead.

      Dylan knew nothing about the company and would run it to the ground if he had access.

      Dylan was a glorified bum.

      “Dylan,” Maverick called, opening the door. He strode into the lofty apartment, decorated with several accent pieces from exotic locations Dylan had visited on his parents’ dime. His footfalls echoed through the space, and he walked up to his brother’s room, calling his name once more.

      He knocked the door a couple of times, just in case Dylan had company.

      After a few seconds, he twisted the door handle and opened it.

      Besides rumpled sheets, there was no evidence of his brother in the bedroom. Pieces of clothes were scattered all over the room, but the en-suite bathroom was empty. Hmmm. Seven a.m. and his brother wasn’t home. Maybe he slept at a girlfriend’s place.

      He rummaged through the drawers. A part of him hoped to find something that would clue him in on why Dylan had been so elusive during their last conversations. Usually when he became evasive, he was up to something. Like when he’d acted distant and married a stripper in Vegas. Or when he’d avoided his family and never told them he illegally bought a tiger cub and took it to their family ranch.

      Another part of him hoped he wouldn’t find coke or any other illicit drug.

      Maverick sighed. He’d been born three seconds earlier, yet sometimes felt like the weight of the world sat on his shoulders as he had to babysit Dylan.

      Half an hour later, nothing in the room screamed trouble. Sure, the generous stash of condoms and sex toys was concerning, but who was Maverick to judge? He was no saint himself and enjoyed fucking like the next person. Well, maybe a little bit more than the next person.

      Maverick eyed the computer. Of course. How had he not thought of it before?

      He flicked it on, and the wallpaper of an old gangster movie popped up.

      No password required. Typical Dylan.

      A twinge of guilt stabbed at Maverick, but he brushed it aside, sitting on the chair in front of the desk. Sneaking was for the greater good. What if his brother outdid himself this time? What if—

      “Well, well.”

      In Dylan’s inbox, several emails from ModernMenforRent appeared. He clicked on one of them, which took him to another window.

      In a few minutes, he read the email and got the gist of the story. Some woman in Austin had paid his brother to be her date at a wedding event this weekend. She’d meet him in the Houston airport, where they’d fly to Hawaii together. What the fuck?

      My brother, a sex worker? Maverick pondered. Dylan had always enjoyed sex, and now at least he got paid for it, but… this would be horrific for business. His parents would be livid, but also, if news got out, this could drag the company’s name through the mud. He’s already fucking the company and he isn’t even working there yet.

      Maverick glanced at his watch. The flight to Hawaii would depart that afternoon, and she was meant to meet Dylan in a couple hours at the airport. Damn it. He slammed the desk.

      The sound of a door opening caught his attention. He dished out his phone, snapped a couple of shots of the computer screen and dashed to the entrance.

      His twin entered his apartment, his hair—a tad longer than Maverick’s—disheveled, and holding a can of Red Bull. “Mav? What are you doing here, man?”

      “I came to have a chat with you.”

      Dylan tossed the can of Red Bull in his bin of recyclables, then opened the fridge and grabbed a bottle of water. “These chats usually require alcohol, but unfortunately, I’m tapped out.”

      “Good. You’ll need sobriety.” He pulled a chair from the breakfast nook and sat. “An escort? What the hell were you thinking?”

      Dylan scratched his head. “Ah. That’s why you’re here, for the come-to-Jesus meeting. What happened, did one of your friends find me on the site?” He lifted an eyebrow. “A girlfriend, perhaps?”

      “No.” The fact Dylan found this situation amusing only aggravated him more. But if he told him he’d gone through his things, he’d lose the upper hand. Sucking air, he drummed his fingers on the table. “How I found out doesn’t matter now. What were you thinking?”

      “You always said I should work for my money. What’s so bad about capitalizing on my talent?”

      “I told you to use your fucking degree,” Maverick said. Images of party boy Dylan at college flashed in his mind. He’d done his own share of partying, but his bro always took it to the next level. Like he had something to prove. Maverick ran his fingers down his face, the weight of the conversation already seizing his shoulders. “Do you have any idea what could happen if anyone connects the dots? The company that our parents worked so hard for will face yet another scandal from you. With them considering retirement, this will have a different outcome than the last one. We’ll lose credibility. Stocks will go down.” Who would believe their company was doing well if one of the heirs had resorted to escorting to make money?

      A flicker of awareness crossed Dylan’s face, and his eyes darkened. He shook his head to himself, then his gaze collided with Maverick’s. “This was just fun. I didn’t mean to—”

      Maverick stood, and held up a hand. Best to take control while he was ahead. “I know. There’s still time to fix this. Take your profile offline.”

      “But I have clients scheduled and—”

      “Cancel them.”

      “You don’t understand. I accepted to go on a trip with a new client. She’ll be waiting for me at the airport and I can message her through the site, but I don’t have her cell phone.”

      A twinge of guilt pinched him, but Maverick brushed it aside. If he wanted to get rid of his brother’s lurking once and for all, a small lie was an okay price to pay. “Tell you what. I’ll deal with her. Give me her flight information, and I’ll personally make sure that this ends on a good note. I can’t have whoever this woman is pissed at you, then wanting revenge for you canceling on a short notice.”

      “You would do that?”

      Maverick patted his brother’s back. “Of course. I’ll do it for you, but this is the last time I’m helping you out. In exchange, I need you to promise me to skip that meeting Mom and Dad are having on Tuesday.”

      Dylan ran his finger into his hair, pondering. “Why would I?”

      Because not having you there will make my life easier. “It’s another pointless meeting for you, about how you should be more involved and stuff. Another come-to-Jesus meeting. If you go, you’ll show up late anyway and mess up my day. I’m just being practical and will tell them myself you have other things to do. What do you say?”
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      In front of gate D32, Tessa paced the floor. The first-class ticket granted her access to the VIP lounge, but she’d already sat and received a quick massage through the escort app that did nothing to calm her ardor. Within a few minutes, the man would be here—the stranger who would share a romantic suite with her for the next four nights. What if he had bad breath?

      What if he catfished me? Megan had encouraged her to meet this guy upfront, but she’d refused. Why make this whole thing more complicated? Why add emotions to a weekend-long, transactional, fake relationship? She didn’t need to know his favorite color or Netflix show. All she needed was for him to show up now.

      She reached for her hair, pulling down her ponytail. Damn it, she’d called her mom and asked her to communicate to the wedding planner that she’d bring a date. If this guy ghosted her after the hefty fee she’d deposited, she was screwed—financially and otherwise. Then, she’d really be the loser of the family, with an unreliable man who didn’t even bother to show up.

      Her heart skipped a beat. She put her hair in a ponytail again. She’d sent him a headshot from her work file—he’d recognize her more easily this way. She smoothed her hand over the smart, black dress she wore. She could have picked jeans and a shirt, but this knee-length dress made her look like she could head to a meeting or go to a cocktail party. Exactly the type of message she wanted to send to the hot stranger.

      Successful and reachable, but not too approachable.

      She scratched the back of her head. Maybe her hair down would match the dress better. It’d certainly make her cheeks a bit slimmer.

      “Tessa Hartley?” The sound of the deep, undeniably masculine baritone raised the hairs on the back of her neck. By the time she turned to see him, all of her body shifted into a state of maximum awareness.

      Lord have mercy. She glanced at the ridiculously hot man towering over her. Everything about him was extra sized, from the broad shoulders and wide chest down to the narrowing waist and the muscular legs his pants hinted at. The gray-colored shirt and jeans didn’t do a good job hiding the fine male specimen he represented. “That’s me?” she said, more of a question than a statement. Was she really doing this, hiring this Adonis and lying to her family about him?

      “Nice to meet you.”

      She shook her head and stretched out her hand. Right. Get it together. “Same, DJ.”

      He took her hand in his, a flicker of amusement crossing his face. Maybe shaking hands was a tad formal for the type of agreement they’d made. She held his strong hands for a beat longer than necessary. Warmth sifted through his palm and bolted through her, and suddenly she wondered if the air conditioning system stopped working. “Let’s grab a drink,” he said, pointing his head in the direction of a wine bar not too far away. He took his hand from hers and gestured for her to walk in front of him.

      Each step she took increased her heart rate a notch. She tried to sway in that way girls did in the movies, moving her hips, then she mentally slapped herself. What the hell? She was paying this man for his time, and she didn’t need to seduce him. In fact, this whole trip would be great if no feelings were involved. Her pussy had no say in it. None.

      He pulled a chair out by the counter for her, and she slid on. “Red or white?”

      “Red,” she said.

      He talked to the bartender with that easy confidence, and she observed him, finding it hard to yank her gaze away. Damn. Forget about being a client, she should be an investor and buy stock from whatever services this guy offered. He had to be making bank with his looks and hefty price tag.

      Some women get to see him naked. The thought sent ripples of excitement through her and, in the process, hardened her nipples. When he handed her a glass, she straightened her shoulders, willing the dirty images away. “Thanks,” she whispered.

      “You’re welcome. I’m glad I caught you before the flight,” he said. “I have to tell you something.”

      She stared into his eyes, and the area between her legs hummed. Remember what’s at stake. “You know, I have to tell you something too.” She reached for her wine and took a generous sip. “I appreciate you doing this with me. As I mentioned when I hired your services, the nature of my need is not intimate. I really just want to have someone with me when I go to my sister’s wedding.”

      He opened his mouth and hesitated for a moment, like he was about to say something and changed his mind. Then, he took a sip of his wine and nodded. Maybe he’d already forgotten the email she sent him. Shit, he probably had so many clients it was a task to remember their names. “Right,” he said.

      “So, if you’re thinking you need to use your suave lines on me, don’t bother. I mean, of course I appreciate how insanely hot you look, but all I need is a reliable boyfriend who won’t cheat on me with anyone during this trip.”

      He touched his heart, sighing with relief. “I’m glad. I’m running out of suave lines.”

      She chuckled. “Good.”

      He flashed her a genuine smile, and the gleam in his eyes made him more… jovial. How old was he? Thirty-four, according to his profile. “Now, who would be crazy to cheat on a gem like you?”

      “You said you ran out of suave lines. You lied.”

      “I have. I am just speaking the truth.”

      “Well, you may as well know, the guy my sister is marrying used to be my boyfriend.”

      “I see.”

      “Cliché, I know.” She rolled her eyes. “Anyway, you said you had something to tell me. What is it?”

      A dark emotion touched his gaze. “Yes. Call me Maverick. I used DJ as a moniker, but since we’re about to travel, you may as well know my real name.”
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      Maverick pretended to watch a movie on his personal entertainment system. The flight had taken off over an hour ago, and he’d been doing a good job of pretending so far. But the thoughts lurked in his head. What the fuck was he doing?

      When he’d told Dylan that he would solve the problem for him, he’d been afraid his brother would either ditch the woman waiting for him in an immature manner, or say something that could jeopardize the company’s good name that Maverick fought so hard to build.

      His plan had been to meet the woman, tell her there had been a mistake and apologize in person, and hell, maybe even offer financial compensation for her silence if needed. But when he’d seen her from a distance, pacing in front of the gate, his heart clenched. She’d been nervous and anticipating the meeting. Something inside him shifted—an odd emotion he still couldn’t pinpoint.

      To buy time, he’d invited her for a drink. But before he had a chance to speak, she’d overwhelmed him with her compelling reason as to why she’d paid a small fortune to have a man pretend be her boyfriend for four days.

      What asshole had the right to disappoint her? It wasn’t like she had time to find yet another fake boyfriend with less than an hour before her flight. He’d seen the apprehension in her beautiful hazel eyes. Damn it, she needed this. She needed the upper hand, and his gut twisted as telling her the truth all of a sudden became impossible.

      He’d weather this. Four days.

      He’d help her out for four days then come home.

      Now, as he regarded her, sitting next to him and watching a series on her personal TV, he pondered. Why did she need to hire a boyfriend? From what he’d seen, she had a spectacular figure, curvy in the right places, and a smile that seemed to reach deep into your soul and high-five it.

      His body stirred, and he rubbed his forehead. This good woman didn’t deserve to fool around with a workaholic like him. He’d never committed to relationships longer than a few weeks because his girlfriends usually got fed up. Besides, he lived in Houston, and she in Austin. Long distance relationships never worked anyway.

      Dinner was served, then lights were turned down. Through the ordeal, she didn’t say a word to him, too focused on whatever series she binged on.

      He drummed his fingers on his knee after the flight attendant asked him one more time if he need anything. “No, thanks.”

      Most people had reclined their chairs into nearly horizontal bed-like mode, and some of them had drifted to sleep. She left, and his gaze strayed to Tessa again. Soon, she would sleep, and he’d have to pretend to sleep. For some reason, the events of that day had worked him up. The level of upset he’d reached with his brother, then the ride to the airport, and again, the woman next to him. Something about her made him restless and unable to relax.

      Maybe because she said she doesn’t want to sleep with me.

      Could that be it? Was he that much of an egocentric bastard?

      “What are you watching?” she asked him, taking off her headset.

      He looked at his screen and blinked at the mafia movie he’d picked, hoping he’d remember the name. “Nothing interesting. How about you?”

      “Some reality TV shows. They get my mind off of things.”

      “What else should I know about you? In case, you know, we’re surrounded by family and I’m put on the spot?”

      She chuckled, nudging his elbow. “Relax, it’s not like we’re applying for a green card.”

      “Never hurts to ask,” he said. “So far, all I know is you’re a lovely redhead who’s a lawyer and favors salmon to steak.”

      “Oh, trust me, I prefer steak, I just want to make sure I still fit in the dress I bought for the wedding.”

      Clothes. He’d have to buy them. Shit. “I’m sure you’ll look stunning whatever you wear.”

      A shade of pink covered her cheeks, and his fingers tingled to touch them. “My mom is going to love you.”

      “I’ll use that to my advantage.”

      She leaned closer, watching him intently. “What about you, Maverick? What’s your story?”

      He cleared his throat. “Oh, you know, workaholic man who doesn’t have time for relationships ends up selling his free time and body for illicit reasons.”

      Her eyebrows drew together. “Workaholic? So the website isn’t your fulltime job?”

      “No.” He swallowed. Shit. He hadn’t thought of what his fake occupation should be. Clearing his throat, he tried to come up with the one closest to reality. Maybe this way I won’t feel as bad for lying to her. “I work with oil and gas… in gas stations.”

      “Oh. Like in the convenience store?”

      He rubbed his forehead. “More like a manager.”

      “Oh, nice. It’s hard to believe you still find time to, hmm, moonlight—”

      “I’m good at time management. And I only use that website on my time off.” Like when I try to expose my little brother. Dylan believed he was now back in Houston, and not on his way to Hawaii.

      She patted his forearm, but the playful touch shot thrills of anticipation up his arm. “No wonder you don’t have time for a girlfriend.”

      He leaned in, deciding to take control of that conversation. The less he answered, the better. “What’s your excuse? Why are you not having a guy take you on this trip?” A real boyfriend, he added inwardly.

      She shrugged. “Like I said, my ex cheated on me with my sister. Then I dated this other guy, who was a train wreck when I introduced him to my parents. So, I decided to stay off the dating train for a while.”

      He ran his finger along her cheek. “As a member of the opposite sex, I apologize we haven’t sent our best your way.”

      She smiled. “Man, you are a good manager. Already trying to right the wrongs.”

      “What can I say? It’s in my nature.” He traced her jaw, feeling her shudder under his touch. Long lashes swept over her eyes, and she lifted her chin with a sigh, like she battled giving him more access versus moving away. “And one thing is for sure—we managers always try to make things better.”

      He dipped his head and lowered his lips to hers. He cupped the back of her neck, and the second his lips touched hers, a surge of sexual awareness shot through him, overpowering any other emotion. She granted him access, and he slipped in his tongue, exploring her mouth. She put her hand on his chest, and rested it there. This woman…

      He shifted on his seat, his cock throbbing in his pants. Sitting became uncomfortable.

      He wanted to savor the kiss and tease her with languid strokes, but passion ignited in him, raising his internal temperature. He pulled her against him and intensified the kiss, in a desperate search to explore every inch of her. His tongue led hers in an erotic dance, while he nibbled on her lower lip and slid his hand to her back.

      Encouraged, he ventured lower and squeezed her plump ass cheek. With his other hand, he hiked up her dress and cupped her underwear. Cotton.

      She hadn’t dressed in the intention of seducing him or showing him her lingerie. Warmth sifted through the fabric, and when he slid a finger inside, he felt her smooth pussy, with a thin strip of hair in the middle. “Maverick. What are you doing?” she whispered against his lips.

      “Just touching you, baby. Does it feel good?”

      “Yes, but—”

      “Then don’t worry. Just relax, okay?” He pulled the blanket over her and glanced around them to ensure no one could see them. The two flight attendants were nowhere to be seen, and the few occupants either remained sleeping or with their BOSE headsets watched a movie. Not a soul paid attention to them, which was exactly what he wanted.
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      Just relax… his words echoed in her ears, seducing her like an old-fashioned love song. Relaxing proved impossible as her body contracted, her shoulders stiffened, her legs restless and her thighs burned.

      She’d never been kissed like that—as if the world was about to end. Every part of her felt more womanly, more ready, more alive. He slipped one more finger into her underwear, and she clenched her legs together, wanting to trap his hand between her legs forever. A jolt went up her spine, and when he covered her lips with his again, she was the one dictating the pace of the kiss.

      She leaned into him, wishing she could just roll on top of him, but knowing that meant people would see them. She’d like not to make the news before she made it to Hawaii, not to mention lose her job. But an ardor spread through her body, and she found herself amping up the rhythm of the kiss, shoving more fuel into the fire instead of bringing it to a steady flame. She needed this, needed him more than she’d ever needed any man in her life.

      He played with her folds, his fingers feeling her wetness and exploring her, stretching her. Good God, no wonder he was paid so much money for this—he was so good at it.

      He is paid for this.

      He didn’t really want her for her—she had paid for his premium time, but made it clear that didn’t mean sex. What if he slapped her with a bill afterward that she couldn’t afford? Worse, how would she feel actually paying to have sex and hear sweet nothings from a man who did the same thing to dozens of other women?

      The thoughts dropped a bucket of icy water into her bloodstream. She withdrew from him, pushing him away, and rearranged herself on the seat.

      “What’s wrong?” he asked.

      “I… I can’t do this. I’m sorry.” She chewed on her lower lip, avoiding looking at him.

      “It’s okay,” he said, in the kind of smooth voice people used to pacify crying babies. “It’s okay.”

      She nodded and turned her body toward the window, pulling her blanket with her. None of it was okay—she had now to deal with the latent attraction to this man, knowing deep down she couldn’t stomach sleeping with him if that meant writing him a check after.
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      She brushed her teeth, then carried her case back to her seat. Thankfully, she could go around his long legs without waking him. She’d only slept for a few hours, but now as the flight approached an end, she had to pull herself together. Her mother had told her someone would pick them up at the airport.

      Could be anyone. Her sister, her mom, or a distant cousin she hadn’t seen in eight years. She’d insisted on taking a cab to the hotel, but her mom was big on welcoming parties and people carrying signs. If there were any weird vibes between her and this man she’d hired, whoever picked them up would feel it right away.

      So I need to make sure all is well. He hadn’t tried to touch her or speak with her after she’d pretended to fall asleep last night, and she appreciated that. When she returned to her seat, the chatty flight attendant was serving him breakfast.

      She went around her and sat, and the flight attendant took her order and left.

      “Good morning,” he said.

      “Morning. Did you sleep okay?”

      “Yeah. You?”

      “I forgot to mention something. Most likely, someone from my family will pick us up at the airport. I just didn’t want it to be weird between us.”

      He regarded her, his gaze sliding down from her eyes to her mouth. “Why? Because we kissed?”

      She touched her lips. “Yes. It won’t happen again.”

      “Why not? Haven’t you heard of method acting?”

      She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. Best to talk about it now and get it out of the way. “It’ll be easier for all involved if we keep our hands to ourselves. Besides, hmmm, I don’t know how to put it, but I don’t want you to feel like you have to seduce me or act like you want me just to upsell your services or maybe get a good recommendation.”

      He tilted his head to the side, then shifted his position on his seat, leaning deliciously closer to her and into her special bubble. “You think I kissed you because I was trying to get you to sleep with me for money?”

      “Isn’t that your M.O? I mean, when I paid on the site, I didn’t add any, ummm, intimate time, so I figured it’s like when you buy a car and the salesman wants to add all these extras.”

      “I’m not trying to upsell my dick to you, Tessa,” he said and she sighed. Maybe she read the situation wrong. “Unless, of course, you want it for free.”

      For free. There was never such a thing as a free lunch—she learned that early on in her career, with colleagues taking her out whenever they needed favors. Heck, even when she went out for dates, guys expected her to put out after the third or fourth dinner. Life simply didn’t offer you a hot-ass man who charged for sex but wanted to fuck you for free. “Why? Why would you want to sleep with me?”

      “You’re attractive. We’ll be together for a few days—nothing much to it.”

      “Really?” She crossed her fingers. “Because I don’t believe you. Tell me the truth.”

      “Your ass,” he said in a low growly voice. “Ever since I saw you walk in front of me, I couldn’t stop thinking about your curvy hips and your lush ass. How it’d feel on my hand, and all the wicked things I could do with it.”

      An ardor traveled through her from top to bottom, so fast that she felt lightheaded. She drew in a breath to buy time, but all she managed to do was inhale his manly scent to add to her internal temperature. Did he say what I think he said? The image of that large man taking her from behind unraveled in her mind. “For real?”

      His gaze flitted to hers. “For real.”

      She chewed on her lower lip. What to say? On one hand, she wouldn’t mind tumbling in bed with him—especially for free. On another, she’d carefully built a wall around her heart. Was it worth chipping it off because of him? Realization dawned on her. He wanted her body, not her heart. She couldn’t fall in love when the only goal was a fling, could she? I’m not that naïve… I think. “I’ll consider it.”

      A smile curled his lips. “The lawyer in you… I like that.”

      Guess I can’t go against my nature.
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      “I’m sorry your luggage didn’t show up,” she said, rolling her suitcase.

      “You know, I’ll go take care of it,” he said, pointing at the missing luggage kiosk. “Why don’t you go ahead out of the luggage claim area and meet whoever came to pick us up? Could be your mom and I’d hate for her to wait.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “Yeah. Leave your luggage here, I’ll be glad to take it for you.”

      “Thanks. Don’t you lose it—the dress I’m wearing for the wedding is there. I’ll wait for you outside.”

      He waved and took her luggage with him. When he made it close to the kiosk, he fished out his cell phone and within a few minutes, called the concierge of a luxury department store and bought the essentials for his stay: a casual suit for the beach wedding, underwear, some pants and shirts, swim trunks just in case, and a couple of different kind of shoes. He ordered some toiletries on top of it and instructed they be delivered to the hotel without tags and folded inside a carryon. With the generous tip he gave, the concierge asked no questions and promised within a couple hours it would be delivered.

      He played with the phone in his hand, long after he’d ended the call. Maybe he shouldn’t have done this—lying to her about his identity and carrying on that lie. Worst of all, he kissed her and made it personal. Crossed the line.

      Would Dylan have crossed the line?

      The thought of his brother in his place, kissing Tessa, made his gut clench. Almost infuriated him more than most of the screwups his brother had through the years. No.

      This was his trip with Tessa. Sure, he lied about the technicalities, but his wanting her in his bed was nothing but true. Why couldn’t they share a good time together?

      Resolute not to dwell on it, he marched through the doors and found her talking with a woman in her sixties, with salt and pepper hair and kind eyes. “Hi,” he said, approaching.

      “Oh, Mom, this is Maverick. Maverick, meet my mom, Esther Hartley.”

      He stretched out his hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Hartley.”

      She gave him a layered look and a smile broadened on her face. “Same here. Thank you for coming all this way to my daughter’s wedding.”

      If you only knew. “Thanks for having me.”

      For the next hour, he small talked her mother while she drove them to an exclusive hotel. He’d visited Honolulu a few times in the past, but kept his mouth shut about it in case they asked him too many questions. In fact, during the drive to the hotel, he used the tactic of asking Esther questions about her and her stay on the island to dispel the attention from him.

      She didn’t seem to mind and explained they’d been looking forward to this marriage for months.

      “I miss weddings,” she said, sighing.

      Even though Tessa sat in the front and he in the back of the rental car, he didn’t miss her rolling her eyes at her mother’s comment and shifting uncomfortably on the seat. He scratched his chin, wondering if this really bothered Tessa. Hmmm. It had, of course, which had been why she hired a pretend boyfriend to face her family at the wedding.

      But had she been practical about avoiding getting harassed by them, or did she want to get married?

      He shook his head, brushing the thought aside. He himself would only consider a committed relationship after he’d made it CEO of the company he worked so hard for. He’d emailed his assistant who had been impressed by his taking time off, but shit, a weekend wouldn’t hurt him.

      When they checked in, he swiped his credit card for incidental charges, since the suite had been prepaid. He wasn’t used to a woman paying for the hotel room on vacations, but this was a different situation. Also, he didn’t miss the surprise in Tessa’s eyes when he pulled out his card and handed it to the front desk clerk. Later, he’d come up with some excuse—guess being in charge was in his DNA.

      Her mother said goodbye, and they got to their suite.

      “When did they say your suitcase would arrive?” she asked when he closed the door behind them.

      “Soon,” he said, glancing around the spacious room with a king size bed overlooking the ocean.

      She stayed in the small area leading to the room.

      “I’m going to shower, if that’s okay,” he said.

      Giving her space to get used to the situation would be better. So he disappeared into the marbled bathroom, using the toiletries given by the hotel, and showered with the water as cool as possible.

      Didn’t matter. The image of her invaded his mind, and it became hard to lose his stubborn erection. He should masturbate to take the edge off, but somehow it felt wrong with her not so far away.

      Besides, the heat in his body hinted he needed the real thing. She said she’d consider, didn’t she? A strand of anticipation surged through him, adding to his torture. He turned off the water and grabbed the towel on the rack, drying himself then wrapping it around his waist.

      Clothes aren’t here yet. Shit, he’d forgotten about that when he jumped in the shower. He left the bathroom to find her on the edge of the bed, playing with her cell phone. Her gaze lifted to him, and she took in his near nakedness.

      Her cheeks flushed, and he could only imagine the thoughts in her head.

      Male pride prickled his skin.

      “I… I’m going to shower too,” she said, and when she walked past him, he could almost feel her sexual energy swirling around her and drawing him near. Tense, he popped his knuckles. While she showered, he lay on the bed and closed his eyes.

      He ran his fingers down his face, chastising himself for not ever learning good relaxation techniques. He tried to take deep breaths and loosen his muscles, but the sound of the shower being turned on put a damper on his efforts. Images of water gliding down her body as she lathered body wash on her breasts, the curve of her stomach then down the flare of her hips. His cock throbbed against the towel, his balls tingly and heavy. Fuck.

      He curled his fingers into fists at his sides. How would he sleep under the same roof as Tessa and not touch her? Perhaps she’d said she’d consider it merely as a way to buy time. Frustration thickened his throat.

      When the sound of the shower came to a halt, his heart skipped a beat. Tingles of awareness moved up and down his body like fierce arrows carrying fire on the tip. His senses amplified, and even with closed eyes he heard the door being open and felt the cloud of steam spiraling around her.

      She must be going to the luggage rack where she’d put her luggage. She’d grab some clothes and disappear into the bathroom again, leaving him aroused, hard and miserable.

      He sighed, willing himself not to move. If only he pretended he was sleeping, then this would be over fast.

      “Maverick.” She said his name with the seductive determination of a mermaid luring men to their death.

      He opened his eyes, and found her with her towel wrapped around her, hands perched at her waist. An inviting smile spread across her face. “Are you just going to look?”
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      Tessa stared deep into his eyes to keep her gaze from sliding down to the unmistakable hard-on. When she’d gone to the shower, she had been bothered and hot. But all the cool water in the world didn’t take the searing need away. Instead, it’d only stoked the fire.

      She wanted him.

      He wanted her.

      Why not?

      If one thing was for certain, the man was well-versed in sex. She wouldn’t have a bad time. In addition, if she got rid of the tension brewing between them, she’d be in a much better mood to deal with her family.

      He stood from the bed so quickly, his towel slipped from him, falling on the carpet.

      Lord have mercy. She glanced at his cock, wishing she’d been cooler about it, but shit—

      Like the rest of him, it was perfect, massive, and inviting. She licked her lips, imagining that delicious dick inside of her. Her pussy clenched, her cream coating her folds. She smoothed her towel, like she was wearing an expensive gown.

      He could walk up to her and end this torture, but he stared at her, the muscle in his jaw jumping. Damn it, he wanted her to do the work. This way she couldn’t blame it on him later. Well, she’d provoked him, hadn’t she? Time to face the music and dance, or in this case, fuck.

      The thought brought a smile to her lips. She bridged the gap between them, ripples of excitement coursing through her. By the time she was within a breath of him, they merged under the powerful wave of desire washing over her.

      “This must go,” he said, his fingers hovering over her towel. Even through the thick material, the warmth of his body sifted through.

      She peeled off her towel. As it traveled down her body until it pooled at her feet, her flesh prickled. Naked, they looked at each other. She almost faced the other way—the intensity in his dark green eyes added to her already scorching arousal.

      At last, he pulled her to him and lowered his lips to hers, catching them in a passionate, mind-blowing kiss. She touched his shoulders, studied the tattoos swirling down his arms. Maybe he’d posted an old picture on the site, because she didn’t remember them. She slid her hands to his chest, wanting to touch every part of him. He felt hard, muscly, and amazing under her palm. His cock poked her belly, the large, hard rod causing her blood to boil in her veins. This was… she’d never been so excited to sleep with someone before.

      She wrapped her arms around his head, and without breaking the kiss, he took her to the bed behind him. She fell on him, and would have chuckled if her mouth wasn’t so connected to his. His tongue explored her like an archeologist did a new land—relentlessly, passionately, and most of
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