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            Just One Unforgettable Night

          

          Flatiron Five Tattoo #3

        

      

    

    
      Lexi is haunted by her past...

      One hot summer night, Lexi takes a chance and surrenders to temptation. She’s been interested in mysterious Gabe for a long time and isn’t surprised to discover he understands pleasure well enough to have invented it. But secrets come to light in the morning: Gabe and Lexi have met before—he remembers what she has tried to forget. He doesn’t know about the baby she gave up and she didn’t know about the wife he took to honor his brother’s memory.

      

      Gabe wants Lexi in his future...

      Fourteen years ago, Gabe found the woman of his dreams and spent a perfect night with her—only to wake up alone. Meeting Lexi again, as the sister of his new partner, was bittersweet, since she didn’t remember him. Gabe knows that he and Lexi belong together, just as he's aware that he has to help her heal from a secret wound before they can have a future. Caught between his principles and his love for Lexi, can Gabe find a solution that ends happily for them all?
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            Flatiron Five Tattoo

          

        

      

    

    
      Flatiron Five Fitness has a new tattoo shop—run by the enigmatic and legendary tattoo artist Chynna. When the moon is full, Chynna creates one tattoo to set two hearts afire and gives it away, with the goal of making romantic dreams come true. Who will be next?

      
        
        1. Just One Snowbound Night

        (Olivia and Spencer)

      

        

      
        2. Just One Vacation Night

        (Reyna and Kade)

      

        

      
        3. Just One Unforgettable Night

        (Lexi and Gabe)

      

        

      
        4. Just One Christmas Night

        (Chynna and Trevor)

      

      

      The entire series is now available in a boxed set, in both ebook and trade paperback.

      
        
        The Flatiron Five Tattoo Boxed Set
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        Manhattan—May 29

      

      

      Lexi blew into the tattoo shop at Flatiron Five Fitness as if propelled by the energy of the full moon. Chynna glanced up in surprise at her arrival. She recognized Reyna’s friend, but was surprised that the younger woman was in New York on a Tuesday, instead of in Honey Hill, Maine. Lexi looked flustered but purposeful, so Chynna knew there was a reason for her visit.

      “Can you give me one?” she asked by way of greeting. “I’ll pay.”

      “One what?” Chynna asked, even though she knew exactly what Lexi wanted. She indicated a chair and Lexi perched on the lip of it, shoving her loose hair behind her ear.

      It was late afternoon, and Chynna’s assistants had both taken a break before their evening shift. It was a Tuesday, but it would be busy even so. There was something about summer nights that brought people out, sent them searching for sex, and lured them to get tattoos. Chynna enjoyed seeing how beautiful they all were and liked the sound of their laughter, although sometimes their youth made her feel old.

      “A tattoo,” Lexi said, flicking an intent look at Chynna. “Like the one you gave Olivia in March. You must have given one to Reyna at some other time, because I’ve seen it, and it works!”

      “It works,” Chynna echoed, taking a seat herself. She was struck again by how pretty Lexi was, with her long dark wavy hair and her blue-grey eyes. They looked almost silvery, and with those long lashes, were expressive and exotic. At the same time, she seemed to be unaware of her beauty, or at least she didn’t cater to it. Maybe she took it for granted. Maybe it didn’t matter to her. Either way, she could have used a good haircut with a bit of style to show off her features. Her clothes were plain and practical, as if she didn’t give much thought to them, although she could have worn a burlap sack and still turned heads. Chynna wondered who had taught Lexi that her looks were unimportant. “You sound surprised,” she said.

      “Well, I am.”

      “Because the tattoo appears to work or because your friends found a lasting love?”

      Lexi flushed. “The second, actually.”

      Chynna smiled that the younger woman was more predisposed to believe in magic. Why? “You don’t believe that love is forever?”

      Lexi winced. “I’ve believed for a long time that love didn’t last, and that marriage was an illusion.” She met Chynna’s gaze. “But I’m wondering if I’m wrong.”

      Tristan, Chynna’s pet raven, flew across the shop and landed on the back of the chair Lexi had chosen. It was an armchair, upholstered in a fabric with a black and silver filigree pattern, which had a broad back. Chynna thought at first that he was just moving to his favorite perch, but he leaned forward, watching Lexi’s silver rings avidly. She wore two on each hand and moved her hands when she talked. Tristan was mesmerized.

      She hoped he just studied them. He’d been collecting shiny things lately, something he always did close to the solstices. She kept an eye on him so she could intervene if necessary. “There isn’t any magic in the world strong enough to eliminate your convictions,” she said.

      Lexi smiled a little. “Let me start again. Olivia won that tattoo in March and even though she didn’t believe in its moon magic, she and my brother have a thing going now, just like she always wanted.”

      “Just like?” Chynna arched a brow and Lexi laughed.

      “Well, actually, it’s what he always wanted. She wanted one night with him, but Spencer can be pretty persuasive. She came back from England and they’re living together in Maine.” Lexi’s smile broadened with affection and Chynna liked that she wanted her friends and family to be happy. “It’s so good to see them like this.”

      Chynna smiled, too. “Good.” Not many people could appreciate the happiness of others if they weren’t happy themselves.

      Lexi leaned forward. “And Reyna is kind of living with Kade.”

      “Kind of?”

      “Well, they still have their own places in Portland, but they’re usually together at one or the other.” Lexi bit her lip. “Reyna’s going to sell the house in Honey Hill. I don’t blame her, given what happened, but she’s done so much work on it. It’ll be like surrendering a part of herself.”

      “Maybe it’s a part she needs to lose.”

      Lexi thought about that, then nodded slowly. “You might be right.” She thought about that for a minute longer. “And, of course, she’s going to sell the little industrial space she has in Portland and buy a bigger place with better retail frontage.”

      “Consolidating in Portland,” Chynna said.

      Lexi gave Chynna an intent look. “But that little garage.”

      Chynna heard the yearning in her visitor’s voice. “You like it?”

      “It would make the most awesome studio.”

      “Could you buy it?”

      “There wouldn’t be much point.”

      Chynna was interested that the younger woman closed the door firmly against that idea. “Are you an artist?”

      Lexi shook her head. “Not anymore.”

      Chynna lifted a brow.

      “I thought I might be one day, but not anymore.” The other woman waved a hand, dismissing the discussion that Chynna thought was more important than Lexi realized. “But that’s not why I’m here. I know Olivia and Reyna both have those tattoos from you, and they don’t even believe in moon magic, but the tattoos worked. I believe in moon magic. Could I pay you for one?”

      “You don’t want to be single because your friends aren’t single anymore?”

      “No.” Lexi shook her head. “No, that sounds shallow and simple. It’s more complicated than that.” She thought for a minute, staring into space, then met Chynna’s gaze again. “It’s like I’ve been aware of a lack in my life for a long time, but I couldn’t name it. Now I see them so happy and I realize I want something like that.” She winced. “But I’ve never sought it. I’ve been afraid to.” She took a deep breath and met Chynna’s gaze. “Maybe I could lose some of that fear and find a love that will change everything.”

      “A tattoo won’t remove your fears on its own.”

      “But I’ve been alone so long that I don’t know where to start. I don’t know how to have a long-term relationship with a man. I’ve been working from the assumption that nothing is forever, but I know I need to shake things up a bit.” She smiled again, entreating Chynna. “I could use a little magic on my side.”

      “Magic doesn’t work the way people think it does,” Chynna said. “Magic enhances action. It feeds opportunity and fosters ideas. It takes note of impressions and feelings, but it doesn’t fix anything all by itself.” She snapped her fingers. “It’s not instant. You have to help the magic.” She didn’t add that Lexi was doing that already, just by coming to the shop and asking for the tattoo. She wanted to see how the other woman reacted to her warning.

      Instead of being deterred, Lexi nodded agreement. “I understand.” She smiled. “I feel like I just need a little push.”

      Tristan, who had been watching the exchange with his usual avidity, croaked and bobbed his head. Chynna found it interesting that he was so attuned to Lexi.

      It wasn’t just her rings, then.

      Chynna sensed that her guest was remarkable and unaware of her own strengths.

      She rose to her feet and got the tarot deck that Tristan liked best. He fluttered his wings but didn’t leave his perch, a sure sign of enthusiasm. His dark eyes shone. “Let’s ask Tristan,” she said and Lexi looked momentarily confused.

      “Oh, I forgot. He picked Olivia.”

      “He has a good sense of who needs a moon tattoo.” She fanned out the cards and Tristan leaned forward to consider them. He didn’t leave the chair for a closer look, though.

      How interesting.

      Chynna crossed the room and fanned out the deck, keeping the cards face down. Tristan considered the cards, scanning back and forth, as if indecisive. It seemed that Lexi held her breath as she watched the bird. Finally, he seized a card and tugged it toward himself. Before Chynna could take the card, Tristan tugged out another. He croaked and sat back, eyes gleaming with what might have been satisfaction.

      “Two cards?” Lexi asked.

      “A complicated question, apparently.” Chynna removed the first card and turned it over. It was the Queen of Wands, a card of bounty and earthy abundance, but it was reversed. “Have you had problems getting pregnant in the past?” she asked, realizing a bit late that her question was undiplomatic. She’d been thinking only that it might be a contributing factor to Lexi being on her own.

      Lexi blushed deeply and dropped her gaze. “Hardly,” she muttered.

      Chynna watched her, fingering the card. “You have children?” she asked gently, because that also could be a variable in dating and mating.

      Lexi shook her head, then squared her shoulders. She met Chynna’s gaze steadily. “I gave her up.”

      Chynna turned the card in her hands, uncertain what to say. She sensed that this was important, but turned the other card over before saying more. It was Judgment and to her relief, it wasn’t reversed.

      Chynna frowned and sat down. She offered the cards to Tristan again but he declined to choose another.

      “What does it mean?” Lexi asked.

      “That the past will erupt into your present,” she said quietly. “Do you know where your child is?”

      Lexi shook her head. “Not exactly, but that’s because I didn’t want to stalk her. It was a private adoption, so I have the contract.” She shrugged. “I could look up her parents easily enough and get their current address. I could even contact them.” She looked wary then, a little spooked, as if she might run just because Chynna had asked the question.

      She’d ask more, even so. “Could she find you?”

      Lexi caught her breath. “Her parents could, I guess. I don’t see why they’d want to.” She smiled a little and the expression was sad enough to twist Chynna’s heart. “They don’t exactly need me for anything anymore.”

      “Does the contract forbid you to search for her?”

      “No. They were really nice people. Probably still are.” Lexi’s gaze was filled with resolve then. “I chose them and I know I chose well.”

      She was protective of her child. Chynna admired that. “So you could contact her.”

      Lexi was impatient with the suggestion. “It wouldn’t be right or fair. She’s becoming a teenager, and that’s confusing enough. If I wanted to know, I’d contact the parents and ask them.” Her smile was tight, challenging, and her tone hard. “But I don’t.”

      Another closed door. Chynna was intrigued. “What about the father?”

      “I don’t know who he was. It’s been a long time, Chynna.” Once again, Lexi was dismissive of something Chynna suspected was key. “It’s not important anymore.”

      “I think otherwise.”

      Lexi pursed her lips, considering this when Chynna thought she might not have done so. “You think that choice is holding me back.”

      “I wonder.” It certainly could be the reason that Lexi was skeptical about long-term relationships.

      “That’s fair. I’ve wondered, too. Wouldn’t it be wonderful if we could revisit the past and change some of our choices?” Lexi looked so dejected for an instant that Chynna’s decision was made.

      “You know that magic needs action to amplify,” she said as she rose to get her favorite tattoo gun. “And I think we agree that this incident in your past is interfering with your dreams of a future.” She loaded the ink, then glanced over her shoulder. “I also think you’re right. I think a little help is what you need to move beyond this, to heal and to fall in love.” She turned to face Lexi. “You’ll have to make a move yourself to create change.”

      Lexi swallowed. “But I can’t interfere. It wouldn’t be fair...”

      “The parents you chose for her probably love this girl very, very much.” She watched the first tear slip from Lexi’s eyes. The other woman blinked furiously and averted her gaze. Oh, this was a deep wound. “And love has a way of making people want to fill the world with more of it. If you choose to contact them, they might be very kind.”

      Lexi just shook her head.

      Chynna realized she’d said enough for the moment. She softened her voice. “Let me see the tattoos you have.”

      “I have this one,” Lexi said, her voice husky, and pushed off her sneaker. On the outside of her right foot, there was a tattoo of two elephants holding trunks. It was just a line drawing, really, and more like a cartoon than was Chynna’s taste. One elephant was much smaller than the other and the entire tattoo was tiny.

      A secret.

      Chynna recognized a commemorative tattoo when she saw one. “It’s perfect,” she said, and Lexi was clearly surprised.

      “But that’s about my daughter.”

      “And you need to resolve that relationship to move forward,” Chynna said. Tristan nodded approval. She had Lexi lie down on the padded table and angle her right leg over her left. She cleaned the tattoo and added a little red heart above the two tangled trunks. “How old would she be?” Chynna asked, hoping to ease Lexi’s agitation.

      “She was thirteen in April.”

      “Not a baby, then. A young woman.”

      Lexi didn’t reply. Her body language was tense. The heart only took a couple of moments, and Chynna smiled as she cleaned the result. “I’ll bet that hardly hurt at all.”

      Lexi studied the result with concern. “How soon will it start to work?”

      “How soon will you start to aid the magic?”

      The younger woman bit her lip. “I think I have to move away from Honey Hill and start fresh somewhere new.”

      “No one can outrun their fears.”

      “I know.” Lexi winced. “It’s more about a fresh perspective and a change to shake things up.” She took a deep breath. “Maybe I’ll leave the lodge at the end of the season. I wouldn’t want them to be without staff when they need it.”

      Chynna knew she looked puzzled.

      “Wolfe Lodge. My brother is the chef and I wait tables there. It’s in Maine and only busy in the summer.”

      “You choose to wait tables instead of be an artist?” Chynna couldn’t stop herself from asking the question. Lexi clearly wasn’t flighty or irresponsible.

      Lexi drummed her fingers on the table, and Chynna had the sense that she was humming with conflict. “It’s a living. Not a particularly good one, but I like the challenge of getting it right, and I like having a fresh chance every shift.”

      Before Chynna could comment on that, Tristan flew across the shop and rummaged in his stash of shiny things. Chynna had put a little box on the front desk, one that was heavy enough that he could perch on the side of it when he reviewed his collection. He chose something quickly and returned to Lexi, dropping it on her stomach, then returning to his perch on the chair to watch.

      She lifted the little chain of silver leaves and blinked in surprise. It was a piece of costume jewelry that Tristan had found on the street several weeks before. Chynna had cleaned it before putting it into his collection but he’d ignored it ever since. Lexi had paled. “How does he know this?”

      “What does he know?”

      Lexi exhaled. “I lost a pair of earrings once that had leaves, kind of like this.” She grimaced. “Along with a lot more.”

      “Then maybe you’re going to recover some things now,” Chynna suggested. “Tristan knows all about finding lost treasures.”

      Lexi looked overwhelmed. “But I can’t find that guy again. I’m not sure I want to. And I’m not sure it’s a good idea to seek out my daughter. I don’t want to confuse her. She might not even know that she was adopted...

      “You know that he began a three-card reading,” Chynna said, interrupting this list of obstacles, none of which were as important as Lexi believed.

      “But he didn’t pick a third card.”

      “He declined, because the future isn’t clear yet. That means it all depends upon you.”

      “I don’t want to go back. I want to go forward.”

      Chynna smiled.

      Lexi studied the bird, who returned her gaze, his head tilted to one side. Then she nodded, purposeful again. “But I have to make the first move. I get it. Thank you.” She pulled on her shoes, clearly ready to bolt. “How much do I owe you?”

      “You can’t pay me for a full moon tattoo. It has to be given away.” Chynna touched Lexi’s shoulder with her fingertips. “But please let me know what happens.”

      The younger woman smiled, and once again Chynna caught her breath at her beauty. “I will,” she said, her eyes radiant. “Thank you.” She held out the necklace, the chain adorned with little leaves. “Is this a gift or a sign?” she asked Tristan, who flew to her shoulder to reclaim his prize. Lexi laughed as he returned it to his little hoard and shifted everything around in the box. “Thank you, Tristan. Can I come back for the third card of the reading?”

      “Of course, but the future might be completely clear to you by then.”

      Lexi smiled and gave Chynna an impulsive hug. “Thank you,” she said, then reached out to stroke Tristan’s back with a gentle fingertip. He let her do it, though he generally shied away from other people.

      Chynna knew that Lexi’s heart was wounded but that it was true.

      “I have to catch my train,” Lexi said and hugged Chynna again. “Thank you!”

      Impulsive. Giving. Passionate.

      Chynna sensed that the world was missing a great deal when Lexi didn’t create.

      But then Lexi was gone, racing through the lobby of Flatiron Five Fitness, apparently oblivious to all the men who turned to stare after her.

      “She lost herself, didn’t she, Tristan?” Chynna asked and the bird croaked agreement, then bobbed his head. “I hope we’ve helped her find the path again.”
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        Honey Hill—July 4

      

      

      Lexi leaned against the rail of the patio, looking at the moon and its reflection on the lake. It had been a long shift, and in a way, it was hard to believe it was over. She was tired, but in a good way. The lodge had been really busy, but the crowd had been in a celebratory mood.

      It had been one of those rare nights when it was fun to work hard. The guests had been in good moods, the food had been great, and the kitchen had completely killed it. The staff had been working together long enough that they were a well-oiled machine, anticipating each other, supporting each other, getting it done with style. The fireworks over the lake had been the perfect finish.

      Would she really leave Honey Hill at the end of the season? Lexi felt like she should, but she had no plan of where to go. She didn’t know what she was looking for, just that she hadn’t found it in Honey Hill. There were so many options but not a one of them filled her heart with the conviction that it was the right choice.

      She was waiting for inspiration.

      She hoped it turned up soon.

      It was quiet at the lodge now, the few guests having retired for the night or gone to the bar for one last drink. The people from Honey Hill who’d come for dinner or the fireworks had gone home, and she should probably do the same.

      The problem was that it was her anniversary. The anniversary. It was the one night of the year that she ached over the past. Lexi didn’t really want to be alone.

      She didn’t have anyone to be with either.

      This was the problem with a big, fat secret.

      Standing on the patio with the faint sound of other people behind her was the best compromise she could think of.

      She kept thinking about Chynna’s advice to help the magic, and it seemed that whenever she did, that little heart tattoo hummed. She knew she needed to move away from Honey Hill and spread her wings.

      Find herself.

      She thought of Tristan flying across Chynna’s shop.

      She thought of his treasure box filled with shiny trinkets and smiled again. She needed one of those.

      Lexi felt Gabe’s presence beside her before she saw him. Her brother’s business partner had an aura of warmth and good humor that she could identify with her eyes closed. That tingle of awareness was familiar, too, since she always had it in his presence.

      What a gorgeous man.

      But emphatically unavailable, although Lexi didn’t know why.

      Was he a monk in disguise?

      Was it her?

      She couldn’t believe he didn’t want a one-nighter, but she’d made her interest clear and he hadn’t followed up. Maybe she just wasn’t his type.

      She wondered who was.

      Gabe leaned on the railing beside her and sighed. “Good night?”

      Lexi nodded, awareness lighting to a slow burn. Gabe smelled so good. Clean. Masculine. She could have licked him from head to toe, gobbled him up and asked for more. She bit back a smile, pretty certain that her enthusiasm would startle him.

      Did he ever take anyone home? If he had, she’d never witnessed it.

      “Great,” she said with a quick sidelong smile. “Good crowd.”

      “Tips okay?”

      “Very generous.” She liked his concern. He was so protective of his employees. It was good to work for Gabe and she knew she’d miss him. She’d worked for a lot of jerks in her time, and there were probably more of them in her future.

      For the moment, she’d appreciate Gabe.

      And tease him a little. She could do with the sound of his laughter. They’d planned more than one practical joke together and that had been fun.

      “The fireworks were great tonight,” she said.

      “Beautiful,” he agreed.

      “Hard to believe that winter’s coming,” she continued, teasing him like she always did. She knew he hated the cold.

      “Not that soon,” he scoffed.

      Lexi laughed. “It’s the back end of the season and you know it. Soon, those icy winds will be blowing...”

      Gabe shivered elaborately. “Don’t remind me.”

      “And there will be snow,” she taunted.

      “You shouldn’t use four-letter words like that,” he chided, just the way he always did.

      Lexi laughed again and bumped shoulders with him. Instead of Gabe nudging her back, he held his ground and seemed to become taut. “Why do you stay here when you hate winter so much?” she demanded.

      “Maybe there are other temptations,” he murmured.

      His intimate tone surprised her and she glanced his way, expecting to find him staring across the lake, his features in profile. Instead, Gabe was watching her, his eyes darker than usual. More mysterious. More intent.

      Lexi shivered a little, deep down inside. Her mouth went dry. Every once in a while, she caught him looking at her like that, as if she was the focus of the entire universe. Her knees melted and that tingle of desire grew to a roar. She felt in those minutes as if he’d unwittingly left a door open, granting her a peek at his secret heart.

      That he wanted her.

      Then why didn’t he ever make a move?

      The new little heart in her tattoo hummed.

      She dropped her gaze to his lips deliberately, and he smiled slowly, as if in invitation.

      Maybe she should make the first move.

      Maybe his reaction would be different on this night.

      She eased closer, so that their arms bumped. It should have been companionable, but it made Lexi sizzle.

      She heard Gabe catch his breath and knew she’d made the right choice.

      She knew she wouldn’t be able to resist whatever he offered.

      Gabe always turned away, hiding his thoughts so well
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5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
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distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
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TERMINATION
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