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      Summer heats up in this third book in the No Weddings Series, where Cade Michaelson strives to balance his and Hannah Martin’s new relationship with the growing demands of his financial success.

      

      Waiting for Hannah has been the best and worst kind of torture. Now I can claim her as mine. We believe we’re done with the past and can move forward together.

      

      Hannah grows stronger than ever as she trusts in me—trusts in us. And when obstacles appear, she shows a surprising fierceness that rivals my own.

      

      However, all is not perfect in paradise. Things get chaotic while I try to juggle multiple businesses, an ex from hell, and a girlfriend I’d do anything to keep. And in the middle of the whirlwind, I recklessly think I can handle everything.

      

      But when all the madness is over, will I have everything I want—will I still have Hannah?
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          1 BLISS INTERRUPTED

        

      

    

    
      “Hannah…” I kissed her temple.

      Our bodies were wrapped together. What an incredible way to wake up.

      Her lips curved into a smile. “Cade…” She let out a low moan that turned into a purr right before she turned and snuggled her sexy ass back into me.

      I groaned. My cock stiffened further, aching. And it had nothing to do with morning wood. But even though I wanted to bury myself balls deep back into Hannah, I only pulled her closer, held her tighter—grateful she was in my arms.

      I’d been waiting five months for this moment. Five. For a guy like me, that’s a lifetime. A fucking monumental achievement. But it wasn’t just about the sex. We were great friends who’d wanted more, even with the risk. So we’d taken things slow. And I’d do it all over again. I sighed and tightened my arms again.

      She wriggled, loosening my hold. “I have to pee.”

      “No.” I pulled her back to me.

      “Yes.” She smacked my hip. “Pee. Coffee. Work.”

      I let out a low grunt. “Reality sucks. Bed all day better.” Sometime in the middle of our wild night, we’d stumbled out of the mosquito-netted tent in her backyard and made it into her house, knocked her mountain of throw pillows onto the floor, and tumbled into her bed.

      She turned in my arms and smiled at me. “Bed all day sounds perfect.” Her dark hair tumbled over her shoulders, the ends teasing her breasts. Bright light streamed through her windows, making her hazel eyes vivid green. Her gaze dropped to my mouth, and she bit her lower lip.

      Growling, I launched up and tugged that lower lip away from her into my own mouth. I kissed her hard at first, then long and slow, until her body relaxed into my hold again. “So it’s settled, then.”

      She smiled against my lips but pulled back. “No. I need to get into the bakery. Chloe and Daniel promised to open, but I have a business to run. So do you.” Chloe and Daniel were dedicated employees, but Hannah’s sense of responsibility was admirable. Her other point was dead on. I did have a business to run. And my commitment to everyone at Loading Zone, the bar I co-owned with my best friend Ben, was unshakable.

      I gave her a hard nod, finally releasing her. “You’re right. Reality doesn’t suck that much.”

      When she stood from the bed, the sheet drifted from her body. I swallowed hard, staring at her gorgeous backside.

      “Oh? Why’s that?” She turned, giving me a half smile.

      I let out a slow exhale. “Because you’re in it.”

      The corner of her mouth kicked up in a smirk. “Good answer.”

      A noise hummed. She leaned toward her nightstand, grabbed a lit up phone, and handed it to me. “Here. Your phone has been vibrating on and off all morning. Somebody wants you in an urgent way.” After another slow kiss, she left and walked around the bed toward the bathroom.

      Irritated that I hadn’t turned the damned thing off and the noise had bothered Hannah, I pressed the control button to light up the screen again. Several alerts were stacked in a list. A couple of them (two missed calls and a voicemail) were from my oldest sister, Kristen, all from the last few hours this morning. One call and voicemail came from Ben. The third call was from an unknown number. That caller had also left a voicemail.

      I pushed up, then sat on the edge of the bed as I listened to the voicemail from Kristen. Something about a messed up order with our family’s event-planning company, Invitation Only, but my brain was too hazy to follow all the details. Ben’s message was a reminder about Loading Zone’s quarterly meeting today. The third voicemail was from…a familiar, sultry voice.

      Warning bells fired adrenaline into my veins. I jolted awake, heart racing, recognition hitting my body first. My brain lagged a few seconds behind.

      “…shocked as hell to hear from me. I know we left on horrible terms. But I was hoping we could get together. Talk.”

      I blew out a hard breath.

      Madison.

      My ex. The one who’d dumped me when I proposed to her two years ago, admitting she cheated on me repeatedly when we’d been together.

      Pissed the fuck off, I shot up from the bed and threw the phone onto it. Of course, my ex would surface after so long, as if nothing had happened. During a date with Hannah.

      I caught Hannah staring at me from the entrance to her bathroom, her eyes wide. “What’s wrong?”

      With concentration, I relaxed my scowl. “Nothing.” So not nothing. But fuck if I was going to ruin this date for Hannah too.

      Her brows drew together, and she dropped her hands onto her hips. “Doesn’t look like nothing. You’re angry.”

      I took a deep breath, willing my out-of-control head to calm the fuck down. I shoved the disturbing voicemail out of my mind, doing my damnedest to compartmentalize that shit. My past didn’t matter. It didn’t belong in this room. Only the most important person did—Hannah.

      She stood there naked, hair rumpled with that sexy just-been-thoroughly-fucked look, skin flushed a beautiful pink. She was what I needed to focus on. “You’re all I need to calm down.” I crossed the room and gathered her in my arms.

      She pressed her hands on my chest, pushing back from my hold. “Who called?”

      Not giving up on it, then. I sighed. “A few people.”

      “Like?”

      “Ben. Reminding me of today’s meeting.”

      “And?”

      “Kristen. About some issue she’s dealing with.”

      “And that made you mad?”

      I released her and took a step back. “No.”

      She crossed her arms over her chest. “Why won’t you tell me? I thought we were past keeping things from each other.” Her eyes darkened.

      I blew out a breath. “We are. Damn, Hannah. I didn’t want to ruin this morning for you. Our first morning waking up together should be free of shit from our past.”

      Her brows raised. “Shit from your past called?”

      I gave her a brief nod. “Selfish Bitch, to be exact.” Never ceased to amaze me how fitting the nickname was that Hannah had given my ex. Or how damn good it felt to say it. A benefit from the cleansing bonfire therapy a few months ago after I’d dubbed hers Dumbfuck.

      Hannah gasped. “What did she say? What did she want?”

      I shrugged. “Not much. She wants to get together to talk.”

      A hurt expression crossed over her face. “And do you want to? Are you going to?”

      Her pained look killed me. “No. I don’t. And I’m not. Now do you see why I didn’t want to tell you? I’ve ruined our first real date.”

      She shook her head, the harsh lines in her forehead softening. “No, Cade. You didn’t ruin anything. But please, don’t keep things from me.” On a shaky inhale, she stepped into my arms again. “With the betrayal from my past, and with how you suffered from yours, we’re both damaged when it comes to trust.”

      I brushed her hair out of her face. “I’m sorry.” My gut instinct had me wanting to deal with Madison on my own, protecting Hannah. “I know we’re fucked up with those issues. I hesitated because last night and this morning was amazing. I was angry that she’d called. That I hadn’t turned my damned phone off. That my reaction upset you. Ruined our morning, at the very least.”

      She gave me a gentle smile. “No not ruined. Remember our first first date? The one I thought was a disaster? That I was convinced I’d ruined?”

      “You didn’t ruin it. And it wasn’t a disaster.” Had she been a little nervous? Yeah. And way too much in her head about her ex—nothing a little on-the-spot fantasizing and a few sessions of professional therapy hadn’t been able solve.

      “Semi-disaster,” she countered. “And you’re missing my point.”

      “That I’ve only semi-ruined it?”

      She slapped my chest. “No. What did you do to get me out of my head?”

      “Got you to think of a happy place.”

      “And what did I picture?”

      I grinned. “A field of cupcakes. With me naked. Covered in icing.”

      With slow steps, she walked backward. “Icing can be sticky. We’re sticky right now.”

      “From mind-blowing sex.” I stalked after her, matching her step-by-step. I definitely liked the direction she was headed.

      “So do you think maybe we can go to a happy place here in my bathroom? I’m sticky. You’re sticky. We both have to go into work clean, don’t we?” She bit her lip as she stepped into her shower and turned on the spray.

      I growled low, following her in. “I love your idea of therapy.”

      Hair slicked back, she stepped out from under the water and grabbed a shampoo bottle. “Good. Because therapy is about to get very hands on.”

      I stepped under the spray and did my best to block out the negative vibe from my ex. Hannah caught my gaze and held it. Doubt reflected back at me for a split second, like she’d read my mind, could see my struggle to get settled back into us. But then she tilted her head, gave me another sexy smile, and wrapped a soapy hand around the tip of my cock.

      I groaned, leaning into her hold as her hand slipped from tip to base. Her face tilted up as I closed my eyes. Soft lips pressed against mine.

      I gave myself over to her touch, her kiss. Relief washed through me. Her medicine, her kind of therapy, helped to fade the image of the earlier look of hurt in her eyes. I didn’t want her to worry. I needed her trust. Needed her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          2 CAUGHT OFF GUARD

        

      

    

    
      After a shower that rivaled all others, we stood in Hannah’s kitchen. She tapped her fingers on the chrome coffee maker as it dripped into the carafe. Drawn to her, unable to keep my hands to myself, I pulled her into my arms. She smiled, and I bent down, kissing the top of her head. “Damn, you smell good.”

      She gave out a soft laugh. “You smell like coconut mango too. Just…in a manly way.”

      I grunted. “Tropical is never manly. I need to bring over guy shampoo.”

      Over her head, I gazed out her windows. The sides of the white tent we’d left in her backyard rippled in the wind. “You okay with leaving that stuff out there for now?” Last night, my sisters pulled through for me in setting up the perfect date for us. Iced wine. Candles everywhere. A tent with a luxurious bed inside.

      Hannah turned in my arms, following my gaze. “What’s that bright color by the corner of the tent?”

      “Ahhh, yes.” I grabbed my coffee and pressed my hand to her back. “I’d forgotten. It was a surprise for you last night, but it was too dark to see.”

      Hannah rushed out her back door before I finished talking. I hurried after her.

      Once we were a few feet away, she jerked to a stop and spun around, eyes widening. “Snapdragons!”

      I grinned. On our first attempt at a date a couple of months ago, I’d brought her a single rose. She’d pulled off a petal, then revealed her other flower obsession: making snapdragons sing. Nothing in the world would’ve stopped me from trying to make that happen on our first real date.

      She knelt down in front of them, blinking. Her voice fell to a whisper. “You remembered how much I liked snapdragons.”

      “I did.”

      Unable to see what she was doing with her fingers, I squatted beside her. She gripped the back joint of the flower and pinched her finger and thumb together. The two halves opened like a jaw. When she released the pressure, they closed.

      She proceeded to pinch the flower open and shut to the rhythm of her exaggerated operatic voice. “La, la, la, la, la, laaa.”

      I burst out laughing. She looked up at me, pure joy in her eyes.

      My heart warmed at how easily she was her raw, true self with me. “Damn, I love you.”

      I blinked hard. What the fuck was with my spewing out words without thinking? I blamed the snapdragons.

      Yet I did love her. And no part of me wanted to take back the admission.

      She gave me a wide smile until her lips twisted into a smirk. Probably because if my expression matched what I felt, I looked shocked as hell at my revelation.

      But her gaze held mine. “I love you too.” A whispered confession.

      I grasped her hand, pulled her up, and held her tight. “You don’t have to say it just because I did.”

      “You seemed surprised you’d said it.” She placed a soft kiss along the side of my neck.

      “I was.” It’s what happened when love blindsided a guy enough for him to run at the mouth without considering the consequences.

      She pulled back to look at me, tilting her head with a tender smile. “I knew last night. Maybe I’d felt it for a while, but last night, I knew.”

      “We’ve come a long way in a couple of months after burning bad memories of our past, in this very backyard, to give us a chance at a future together. And now here we are.”

      Shit. Memories of my past. Of Madison. The only other woman who I’d ever loved was the person who’d shattered my heart. And that same ghost from my past showed up to haunt me the morning I told Hannah I loved her?

      The two were unrelated. Had to be.

      I focused back on the woman in my arms.

      Her smile was breathtaking, but her brows suddenly drew together. “You okay? You look like you’re deep in thought.”

      “Yeah. Sorry. Exorcising a ghost.”

      She took a deep breath. “Selfish Bitch?”

      I gave her a curt nod. “I guess I’m just rattled today. Her call threw me. And it’s not every day I tell someone I love them.”

      She stared at me for a beat, her expression turning hard. “You told her you loved her. But what you feel for me is different, right?”

      I gave her a fierce stare. “So different. Beyond compare. I…I’ve never felt this before.”

      The corners of her lips twitched, and her eyes narrowed for a split second. Then she poked a finger into my chest. “That’s right. You looove me.”

      I smiled down at her. “Yes, Maestro. I looove you.” And I did. That she saw me spiraling again and pulled me out with her quirky humor made my heart ache.

      Hannah was different. Madison might’ve gotten the best part of me back then, but Hannah made me feel like the best version of myself all the time.

      She tugged me back up to the house. “C’mon. I need to go make the cupcakes, and you’re going to be late to your meeting.” We climbed her back steps, and she turned around as she opened her back door. “What are you doing tonight? Will you come back later?”

      I dropped a serious look at her. “Nothing could keep me away.”

      She gave me a devastating smile, then tilted her head to the side. “I had the most wonderful time last night.”

      I topped off my coffee as I looked out toward the tent. “Camping à la Cade has a certain appeal, doesn’t it?”

      “Not sure I’d want to camp any other way.”

      “You ever been camping before?”

      She shook her head. “No. You?”

      “Yeah. Couple times in college. Group of friends. Keg. Loud music.”

      She nodded absently and gazed out the window toward the tent with a sad expression.

      “That’s it. We’re going camping.”

      “Really?” Her face lit up.

      I pulled her toward the front door. “Yeah, really. Talk to those two employees of yours and clear your schedule as soon as you can.”

      When we reached her car, she turned and kissed along my jaw until her lips found mine. I deepened the kiss, then groaned when my body decided in firm terms that it wanted to stay.
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        * * *

      

      A few minutes later, and after a dozen more kisses that would have convinced me to stay on any other day, I finally eased my motorcycle out of her driveway and headed straight to my bar.

      I walked through the back door and into Ben’s office. He glanced up from his desk, then put down his cell phone as he stood. “About time you got here. Was just calling you.”

      “Sorry, man. Got waylaid.” Or laid. Repeatedly.

      “Don’t sweat it. You’re here. Everyone is except your dad. He said to start without him.”

      My dad was a mostly silent partner with Loading Zone. We invited him to the quarterly meetings, which he attended, silent but interested.

      Ben paused as a look of understanding washed over his face. “That’s right. Last night was your date with Hannah. How’d it go?”

      With a deep breath, I gave a nod and a happy-as-fuck look that said it all. Because words never could.

      He grinned and clapped me on the shoulder. “Awesome, man. Hannah is gold.”

      “Yeah, she is.” Made a guy feel invincible with the love of a woman like Hannah. I stowed my keys, phone, and electronic tablet in his bottom drawer. “Cool if I steal your office after the meeting for an hour? I’m behind on emails for Invitation Only events.”

      He grabbed a stack of envelopes and a single sheet of paper from his desk before we left his office. “Sure. I’m gone as soon as we’re done.”

      We headed out to the main floor where everyone had gathered for our fourth quarterly meeting and the first annual report of our fledgling company. Loading Zone had twenty-three employees, from the bartenders to the waitresses, the security team to the barbacks. Even our DJ, Darren, was here. Every face popped up, full of anticipation, as Ben and I walked in from the back. I exhaled slowly, glad to be able to focus on business.

      I leaned back against the bar. “As you all know, we decided to do something different with Loading Zone. We undercut the competition and acquired the best staff by overcompensating you. How do you feel about that?”

      “I think I love you, man.” Mark, our floor manager and head of security had a dead-serious tone. No one laughed. They all nodded, expressions fierce.

      Ben stepped forward right as my dad walked in the front door. “When Cade first suggested sharing the profits with every employee, I have to admit, I thought it was a great idea to incentivize but wasn’t sure how it would work in reality. I’m happy to say, we’ve blown our one-year revenue projections through the roof.”

      The room exploded into whistles and shouts.

      “Most of you have been with us since the beginning. All of you have worked hard to make Loading Zone an amazing place. I hope you understand how much you all mean to us in being a part of our team. A family, really.”

      I nodded toward the envelopes Ben held. “We wanted to show our appreciation for all you’ve done. Each of you has an extra bonus in there, beyond your profit-sharing percentage.”

      Hushed whispers and gasps spread across the floor.

      “That’s not all. You know how important giving back to the community is to us. Your support at our occasional softball games has been incredible in helping us raise money for charity, but what we haven’t shared until now is that a percentage of every net dollar earned at Loading Zone is also donated.”

      I glanced at Ben. He nodded in support before I turned back to the group. “What do you say to our hosting a charity event for Loading Zone’s one-year anniversary at the end of the month?”

      Jillian, one of our lead waitresses, stood from the chair she’d been sitting in. “You mean donate our time for the night?”

      I tilted my head toward her. “Only if you want to.” Scanning their faces, I saw determination and pride in their expressions. “Each of you can decide. Loading Zone will be donating all the liquor and every penny of profits for the one night. We’d love for you to be a part of it, but only if you can swing it. We totally understand if you can’t.”

      One by one they all stood beside Jillian, forming a tightknit group.

      Mark spoke for them. “We’ve all made more money in the profits we share here than at any other job we’ve had. A lot of us have been trying to figure out a way to thank you. This is it.”

      Without hesitation, they all nodded.

      “We’re in.” Darren crossed his arms.

      Jillian took a step forward and gave a hard nod. “I’ll even donate all my tips that night too. I’ll work my ass off.”

      I smiled at her. “You always do. All of you do. Thank you for everything you’ve done for us, for being dedicated to Loading Zone as something more than just a job you punch in at.”

      From across the room, my dad swept his gaze over the animated group before it landed on me. He stared hard at me with immense pride. I gave him a slight nod. Were it not for him, I wouldn’t have had such a passion for business at a young age, when even the wildest ideas seemed possible.

      Ben waved his fistful of envelopes at our group. “Time for the fun part.”

      He handed me the stack. I called out the names, and as each person came forward, they shook my hand in appreciation. Then Ben read off the sheet of paper he’d brought, rattling off random information about costs and profit. Not that he needed to.

      This wasn’t a shareholders’ meeting. The employees didn’t own a slice of the company. We shared the profits with them as inducement to performance. And as Jillian had so eloquently phrased it, they worked their asses off in return. Because when each customer was happy, they showed it with their wallets, which fattened ours, and enabled us to give liberally to those in need.

      After everyone left, including my dad, who slipped out the front door before we handed out the last check, I made my way back to Ben’s office.

      In the calm silence, I fired off a group email to my three sisters and Hannah about the bar’s anniversary event, formally enlisting the help of Invitation Only. Since Kiki was the artistic one who’d actually been the drive behind Loading Zone’s industrial-grunge vibe, I asked her to create and send out the invitations. I outlined all the details we’d just discussed at the bar’s employee meeting and suggested to Hannah to use them as inspiration for the cake.

      After I sent it, I smiled, wondering what Hannah was doing. Probably icing a batch of cupcakes. I imagined her with colored flecks of frosting on her arms and that ruffled apron over her tiny T-shirt and short shorts. I took a deep breath, clearing my head. If I didn’t concentrate on something other than Hannah, I’d never get anything else done. I’d race over to her shop, kidnap her away from work, and we’d dive back into her bed. And then neither would she.

      I scanned through the several dozen emails in my inbox that had come in since Friday and began replying to them from the top down. A handful were late congratulations to me on my recent graduation from the Wharton MBA program. A couple were from Kristen related to early event bookings in the fall. And the alcohol distributor we used for both the bar and for scheduled Invitation Only events had sent us order confirmations.

      Then I reached an email that had been sent four hours ago from another key vendor regarding a high school graduation party scheduled for next week.

      “What the fuck?”

      Confused as hell, I read it through again. It talked about the forfeiting of our substantial deposit. I grabbed my phone. I sure as shit wasn’t about to email a reply on such an urgent matter.

      He picked up on the third ring. “John. I just read your email and have no idea what you’re talking about. We didn’t cancel.”

      A sigh on the other end. “I thought it was strange. You’ve never canceled before.”

      “Well, I know I didn’t call you. And I was the one that placed the order. What made you think we’d canceled?”

      “One of your sisters called first thing this morning.”

      I shook my head. No way in hell. Unless one of them had an aneurism, we didn’t operate on our own. Group decisions were made. Tasks were delegated and carried out. End of story.

      “Which sister?”

      “I’m not sure. Kristen I think.”

      I put him on speaker while I fired off a text to Kristen.

      
        
          
            
              
        URGENT! Did you cancel tent and furniture rental for next week?

      

      

      

      

      

      Focusing on damage control, I pinched the bridge of my nose and prayed things hadn’t gotten royally fucked up. “John, is the order still available?”

      Kristen’s text alerted through.

      
        
          
            
              
        No! That’s what my voicemail was about.

      

      

      

      

      

      John replied, “Yeah, I haven’t done anything yet.”

      I exhaled sharply, remembering Kristen’s indecipherable message. Now her anger threaded through it made sense—we Michaelsons had a touch of Irish fire flowing through our veins.

      “Good,” I replied to John. “Book it again. And don’t change a thing unless you hear directly from me. I don’t know what the fuck is going on, but that wasn’t us who called you.”

      “Okay, man. Great to hear.”

      Yeah. Because pissing off a vendor at the last minute didn’t lose only a huge deposit—it threatened our reputation with a reliable supplier.

      Kristen texted me again.

      
        
          
            
              
        We good?

      

      

      

      

      

      I took another deep breath, trying to calm the fuck down, and typed a reply.

      
        
          
            
              
        Yeah. Crisis averted.

      

      

      

      

      

      But had it been? I didn’t believe in coincidence, which is how other people might explain Madison popping into the picture on the same day we got anonymously fucked with. Growing up together, I’d witnessed rare moments of her manipulation. Never thought I’d be at the receiving end of it. But a stunt like this had her MO written all over it and was typically her weird way of getting attention.

      Initially, I hadn’t planned on responding to Madison. But now it was clear that avoiding her wasn’t the answer. Confronting her was.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          3 THE BENEFITS OF DISCLOSURE

        

      

    

    
      Dinner that night was at my place, like it was every Monday. After a long afternoon of straightening out emails and starting on Loading Zone’s second-year business plan, I walked through the front door.

      My mouth watered the moment I inhaled. “Oh my God. What is that?”

      Hannah texted an hour ago to say she was heading over to make dinner and wanted it to be a surprise instead of the usual, where I played kitchen assistant to her chef. I dropped the keys to my bike in the front entry bowl and followed the scent.

      When I stepped into the kitchen, she glanced up from the stove. A smile lit up her face. “How do you feel about bacon bison barbeque burgers?”

      I grinned, walking over to her before wrapping my arms around her. “Like I just fell in love with food without ever tasting it.”

      She leaned up and gave me a soft kiss. “Grab a plate. Mase was just about⁠—”

      “—to steal all the damned burgers for himself.” My roommate walked in as he interrupted her. “Jesus Christ, Hannah. Are you trying to ruin us for all other food?”

      He tried to press in as Hannah transferred the burgers from the grill top to a platter, but I palmed a hand on his bare chest and pushed back. I stared at the shorts barely hanging on his hips, scowling. “Put a shirt on, idiot. Show some respect.”

      His eyes narrowed, but he glanced at Hannah and nodded before disappearing down the hall.

      I dropped my face to her ear. “Sure you still want to come over to cook for these heathens?”

      The front door opened and slammed shut, the other heathen arriving. “Holy shit!”

      Hannah and I laughed at Ben’s shout. She nodded. “I love hanging with the guys. You included.”

      What a lucky fucker I was. I had a great girl who liked hanging with the guys. A girl who liked being one of the guys when the table talk turned…well, guy.

      I grabbed the burger platter and brought it to the table already set with four plates, napkins, and silverware. French fries were in four small bowls at the corner of each plate. I set the burgers next to another platter piled high with toasted buns.

      Ben barged into the kitchen, took one look at the table, and tackled Hannah into a bear hug. “I think I love you.”

      Her brows shot up. “Only think?”

      Mase returned with a faded T-shirt on. “He knows he loves you. But Cade’ll beat the shit out of him if he comes on too strong.”

      I shrugged as I opened the refrigerator. “True.” I slid beer bottles between the fingers of each hand and brought four of them to the table.

      Manners were lost as everyone sat and it became a free-for-all. We grabbed buns, forked burgers onto them, and loaded up with mustard, tomatoes, lettuce, and onions.

      Hannah nudged me with her elbow. “I can break away for camping Wednesday.”

      I grinned. “Nice. I’ll check with Kristen, but that should be doable. Ben, can you cover for me at the bar?”

      He gave a brief nod as he stuffed a handful of fries into his mouth.

      Mase whined. “Who’ll feed us?”

      I shot him a warning glare. “Fend for yourself. Oh, we’ll need to borrow your gear.”

      He gave a tired sigh. “Fine. Pizza it is. And no problem.”

      Conversation stalled the moment we bit into the burgers. I groaned. So did the guys. When I finally came up for air, I gave Hannah a hard look. “Best burger I’ve ever tasted.”

      She snorted. “You’re so easy. You told me your weakness: bacon.”

      Ben gave her a matter-of-fact nod as he took a pull from his beer. Then he set it down. “Everything’s better with bacon.”

      Mase raised his bottle high. “A-the-fuck-men.”

      Hannah fought a smile. “So now it’s a religious experience?”

      He dropped her a deadpan look. “It has been. I’ve been on my knees ever since you started cooking for us, thanking the kitchen gods. It’s like Cade and his contractor made this gourmet kitchen just for you.”

      “Build it, and she will come,” I mumbled.

      Hannah shot me a heated glance.

      Mase tossed a fry at her. “No. No sexy shit at the table. We have to eat here.”

      Ben shook his head. “Finish your food, then get the hell out of here. We’ll clean up.”

      They usually did. But as I looked at my half-eaten burger and hers, I’d suddenly lost my appetite for anything but her.

      Hannah and I scraped our chairs back at the same time, then I chased her down the hallway. The guys’ laughter was muted when I slammed my bedroom door shut.

      She spun around, her chest heaving. The tiny purple T-shirt clung to her breasts with every sharp inhale. Her cheeks were pinked, eyes glinted with amusement.

      But instead of jumping onto my bed like usual, she stood her ground between my desk and bed, waiting for me to make the first move. After our first time together last night, my bed suddenly had a greater purpose than our usual post-dinner studying.

      I took a deep breath. “Before we do anything, we need to talk first.”

      Her expression fell.

      “No, it’s good. Well, not exactly ‘good.’ But it’s me not keeping things from you. I have to tell you what happened today.”

      With that disclosure, she nodded and sat on the edge of the bed.

      I sat in my desk chair and updated her on the malicious phone call, the resulting cancellation email, and my suspicions. “I plan to call Madison back. Agree to meet with her.”

      Hannah’s expression remained steady, attentive. “How do you feel about that?”

      “Irritated. Pissed. Determined. But oddly, relieved to get it over with. If she wants to meet me—whether or not she had anything to do with canceling our order—I’ll see what she wants. I hate getting a tetanus shot too, but it’s a necessary evil.”

      She nodded but said nothing.

      Worried about the whole disclose-everything idea, I frowned. “How do you feel about it?”

      On a heavy sigh, she crossed her arms. “You meeting Madison? I don’t like it at all. You’ve been through hell with her. But I see why you feel you need to meet with her. Being informed is better than being left in the dark.” She shrugged one shoulder.

      Yeah, she didn’t need to connect the dots for me. I got off the chair and knelt in front of her. “Hey. Don’t worry about me. I’ll be careful, Maestro. She’s only a nuisance. But she won’t be for long.” I sure as fuck hoped. “Now, enough talk about what irritates both of us. Let’s shift the mood in here.”

      “Oh?” She tilted her head. “What mood are you going for?”

      I worked my way in between her knees, then pushed up, forcing her back on the bed. “Bad. My mood is getting very bad.”

      She collapsed back onto the center of the bed, her dark hair fanning around her head. “How bad?” On a deep inhale, she tugged her lower lip into her mouth with her teeth.

      I growled and dipped down, sucking her lip into my mouth. Then I slanted my head, kissing her hard. By the time I pulled away, she’d gone breathless. Her lips were red. Her eyes sparked with lust. “Hannah. I’m going to strip you naked and flip you into every position I’ve imagined while you innocently studied on my bed.”

      She sucked in a sharp breath. “Which positions?”

      I shook my head. “No. No itinerary.” Taking a deep breath, I pulled back and stood. I grabbed the front of my T-shirt and yanked it over my head. In the next few seconds, I popped open the buttons of my fly and shoved off my jeans.

      Hannah swept her gaze from my face, down my chest, to the erection jutting out toward her. “Beautiful,” she whispered.

      Primal. Blood thundered in my ears as I lunged forward.

      Her jaw dropped open as I stripped off her shorts and thong together. I crouched over her, reached behind her back, and unclasped her bra with the flick of a finger and thumb. Then I clutched her top and bra and ripped them over her head before tossing them across the room.

      Eyes wide, she swallowed hard and scooted, rotating into a missionary position, head toward the pillows. I gripped her hips, flipped her over, and tugged her down.

      She gasped, face on the comforter, arms spread wide. But her hands clutched the fabric. And when I spread my palm across her ass cheek with a light touch, she let out a soft moan.

      Oh yeah. The anticipation amped her up. “You like this, Maestro?”

      A quick nod of her head.

      “What about this?” I smacked her ass.

      She sucked in a sharp breath, but that was it—no answer.

      It wasn’t a no. So I slapped her skin again, this time the other cheek, harder.

      The response I got was a groan as she exhaled.

      I smiled, rubbing skin that pinked right before my eyes. “You trust me, don’t you?”

      “Yes, Cade. I trust you.”

      Stretching my body over hers, I pressed a gentle kiss to her shoulder blade. “Good. Then trust me to make you feel good.”

      For the first time in my bedroom, I didn’t need to reach for the condoms in my nightstand. We’d already established she was on birth control, and we’d both been safe (or in her case, infrequent) with our sexual encounters.

      I moved to the side and dragged my fingertips down her back before gently palming over her ass cheeks, one, then the other. The entire time, I gauged her reactions—when she took a deep breath, how long she exhaled. My fingers trailed lower, between her thighs, up into her cleft that had already become wet. Her responses grew hotter: gasps every time I surprised her with a touch to her clit, a fingertip pressing inside, lightly lifting; low moans on each exhale as I pressed and rubbed, finding out what she liked, how she needed it.

      I took my time. Pulled her to the brink. Balanced her there before shifting my touch. And as my teasing dragged on, her soft cries and moans grew louder.

      I stopped, resting my fingertip on her clit, another finger pausing its strokes inside of her. “Careful, Maestro. I’ll give you what you need, but unless you want the guys to have a ringside seat, you’ll need to keep it down.”

      She nodded and pulled the corner of a pillow toward her face. Then she squirmed her hips.

      “Ah, ah, ah. No grinding. I take you there.” Once she stilled, I began circling and stroking, slow, steady. With every muffled cry and moan, I brought her to the brink again, then kept her there. Teasing. Taunting.

      She dragged out a low moan into the pillow, then turned her head to the side and whispered, “Please, Cade. Please.”

      Her begging undid me. I slid my finger deeper and stroked her harder, faster.

      Her breath caught. Her muscles tensed. She pressed her head down into the pillow.

      The second I felt her first hard pulse, I moved between her legs, spreading her thighs wider with my knees. I pressed my tip to her entrance, slid further, over her clit, then pulled back and slowly plunged deep.

      She screamed into the pillow as her orgasm continued around me.

      Fully seated, pulsing heat wrapped around me, I sucked in a shaky breath. Then I pulled back and thrust forward, hard and slow, taking my time, extending her pleasure. Soon the ache grew too intense for me to hold back any longer. I leaned back and lifted up onto my knees, grabbing her hips as I pulled her ass up against me. She buried her face into the comforter, muffling her loud moans. Her arms extended straight forward and clutched the corners of the pillows.

      Gripping her hips, I pushed them forward and pulled them back, crashing her body into mine with every hard thrust. Then on a sharp inhale, I drove deep and paused, balls pressed against her. I dropped my mouth to her back, muffling the harsh growl that tore through my throat as I came hard inside her.

      In slow motion, I collapsed onto her, bracing my weight with my arms and legs, trying to catch my breath. I pressed a kiss to her shoulder again, then gathered her in my arms as I rolled us to the side, still connected. I shifted slightly inside her, and she moaned low.

      Our breaths were the only sounds left, slowing, deepening. My mind spun with the incredible experience it was to be with Hannah.

      She blew out a slow breath. “Wow.”

      I grinned, lips pressed into the crook of her neck, grateful she trusted me to take her there.
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