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      Can a fake romance that’s turning into something real survive the malicious actions of a jealous ex?

       

      Samantha Lane intends to resign from her father's accounting practice and move to another state to follow her dream of establishing a catering business. But she doesn't want to break her parents' hearts. When her cousin suggests telling them that a man is the reason behind her decision, she finds the perfect excuse to give her hopelessly romantic folks.

      Adam Craig doesn't mind playing the role of Sam's fake boyfriend. She's a friend in need and he's a helpful guy. Besides, he is desperate to show a clingy ex that they are truly over, and Sam acting as his girlfriend is the perfect solution.

      When their pretense becomes all too real, Adam’s jealous ex makes sure they don’t end up together. How can Sam trust Adam when she believes she has proof he’s not ready to move on? And how can Adam convince Sam of his feelings when she’s intent on moving away from him?
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      Samantha Lane was wet. Very wet. Even the ends of her long brown hair were sodden. Her umbrella was nowhere near big enough to protect her from the incessant rain.

      The good news was she was now first in line for a taxi. But she’d been standing there for over twenty minutes, and the last cab that had picked up the passenger before her had left ten minutes ago. Where were all the blasted taxis?

      If she wasn’t still on a high from a wonderful night, she’d be downright cranky by now. Fortunately, she was still feeling the buzz, which negated the dampening effects of the bad weather and the long wait to get home.

      The cooking master class presented by the Michelin-starred celebrity chef, who’d flown into Sydney just for the special event, had been fantastic. But it was the last two hours of mingling with the attendees that had held enormous value for her.

      Those who’d paid top dollar for the closed-door after-class drinks had been given the opportunity to meet and greet food industry experts who were normally out of reach to the general public. Professionals from fresh food suppliers to well-known Australian chefs were on hand.

      And paid top dollar, she had. She wouldn’t have missed it for the world. While part of her reason for coming to Sydney was to visit her cousin, Kris McCann, and their best friends, Jasmine Allen-Summers and Ari Mitchell, Samantha had made sure her trip coincided with this rare occasion.

      All in all, she had an excellent time. Except for one thing. She was sure she’d made an enemy tonight—in the form of an ultra-glamorous, sensational-looking woman whose name she didn’t get to know.

      Miss Glam-Who-Can’t-Cook—as she’d nicknamed her—had rubbed her off the wrong way with her haughty, unfriendly attitude and her ridiculous questions that anyone with the most limited understanding of food preparation would know. For heaven’s sake, people had shelled out good money to learn advanced cooking techniques, not waste their time hearing answers to basic questions like “How do you know if the oil’s hot enough?” Seriously!

      Samantha wasn’t usually the rock-the-boat type of person, but geez, Miss Glam-Who-Can’t-Cook got up her nose. It had been her bad luck that she had to sit next to the woman all through the class. When she’d quietly—and very politely—volunteered to teach Miss Glam-Who-Can’t-Cook the basics of cooking after the master class had finished, she’d gotten an evil glare and a bitchy flick of lustrous hair with perfectly manicured fingers. Samantha probably shouldn’t have offered, but the woman had been hogging the Q&A with her elementary-level questions.

      Samantha exhaled loudly. Thinking about Miss Glam-Who-Can’t-Cook while standing in the middle of a driving rain diminished her remaining enthusiasm. Thank God she wasn’t likely to bump into that woman again.

      She craned her neck, hoping that the vehicle drawing near was an empty cab. Unfortunately, it wasn’t even a taxi. Maybe she should text Kris back and tell her she needed to be picked up. She should have waited until she was inside a cab before sending her cousin a message that she’d catch one home instead.

      The approaching car slowed down to a stop directly in front of her and the driver wound down the passenger side window.

      “Sam?” a man called from within.

      Surprised, she bent down to look inside the vehicle. Her heart started beating wildly as a handsome face with chestnut hair and hazel eyes grinned at her. Goodness, it was Adam Craig.

      “Adam! What are you doing here?”

      “I’ve come to pick up a friend. I didn’t know you’d be here. Hop on in.”

      She eyed the interior of his expensive luxury car. “I’m drenched. I might ruin your leather seat.”

      “Don’t worry about it,” Adam said with a laugh, reaching over to open the front passenger door.

      With a grateful smile, Sam closed her umbrella and got in. She felt guilty about the amount of water dripping off her, but she let herself relax. She was comfortable with Adam. As he was one of the best friends and business partners of Trey Andrews, Kris’s fiancé, she’d known Adam long enough to know he was a wonderful, easy-going guy.

      “Are you okay?” Adam asked.

      “Yeah, thanks. I’m glad you saw me standing there. I was considering going back inside and asking Kris to pick me up. I didn’t anticipate the lack of taxis, but I suppose it’s understandable given this weather on a Saturday night.”

      “I should have known you’d be here. How come you didn’t mention it yesterday?” Adam said.

      “You obviously didn’t hear me tell the girls about it. You must have been too busy choosing the next song to sing,” she said jokingly.

      “We should have another karaoke session like that,” Adam said with a grin. “That was fun.”

      “It certainly was,” she agreed, remembering with fondness the little party organised by Kris and Trey at their place in celebration of her short visit from Melbourne.

      Adam was a bit like her when it came to karaoke—not bad at all, but not good enough to win any competition. As usual, Jasmine had been the best singer. Jasmine’s husband, Kane Summers, had stared at his wife like he’d wanted to ravish her as she sang a sexy song. Ari could carry a tune too. When her fiancé, Dylan Summers—Kane’s brother and Adam’s other best friend and business partner—had joined her for a duet, it had been touching. Cheesy, but touching. But Sam thought the best part of yesterday was when Trey had proposed to Kris after showing off his new dance skills.

      “So how was the cooking class?” Adam asked as he drove towards the covered area outside the entrance of the function centre.

      “It was great! Well worth it.”

      “Good,” Adam answered distractedly as he scanned the faces of people standing outside the venue. “There’s Sandy,” he murmured as he honked his horn briefly to attract his friend’s attention.

      Sam’s eyes widened in dismay as a strawberry blonde looked up from her phone and smiled at Adam’s approaching car.

      Oh, hell. She couldn’t believe it. Miss Glam-Who-Can’t-Cook was Sandy—Adam’s on-again, off-again girlfriend.

      She thought Adam and Sandy had broken up for good. Were they back together again? Why was Adam picking her up?

      Appearance-wise, it didn’t surprise Sam that the two were attracted to each other. Adam was a gorgeous hunk and Sandy was a stunning girl. But how could someone as nice as Adam have someone so bitchy and juvenile as that woman for a girlfriend?
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        * * *

      

      Adam shook his head surreptitiously as he watched Sandy trot to his car. He was certain Sandy would assume his acquiescence to picking her up as a sign that he still cared. She’d be wrong. But as much as he’d been tempted to ignore Sandy’s call for help, the chivalrous part of him couldn’t stand the thought of leaving a woman—any woman—stranded in this type of weather. The fact that Sandy was an ex who was still pushing for reconciliation hadn’t mattered when it came to doing what he thought was the right thing for anyone.

      Sometimes, especially when it came to obstinate girls, his considerate nature was a curse.

      Sandy was about to get in the front passenger side when she froze. She’d caught sight of Sam already sitting there. Obviously, this was unexpected.

      He pressed a button to wind down the window. “Sandy, get in the back,” he called out.

      It took long seconds before Sandy snapped out of her shock and did as she was told.

      “Hi,” Sam said as Sandy settled herself in the car.

      Sandy didn’t respond.

      Adam sighed. Sandy was the competitive type and typically couldn’t stand being overshadowed by another female.

      “Sandy, this is Sam,” he said, glancing at his rear-view mirror and catching Sandy’s big scowl. “Sam, this is Sandy,” he said to Sam who was staring at the road ahead.

      “Hi, Sandy. Good to meet you,” Sam said pleasantly. Turning to Adam, she said, “Sandy and I were sitting next to each other during the class, but we didn’t get to properly introduce ourselves.”

      “Oh, right. I hope you both had a great time,” he said conversationally.

      “Hello, Sam,” Sandy finally acknowledged from the back. “How come you’ve never mentioned Sam to me before, Adam? We were together for months and this is the first I’ve heard of her.”

      He suppressed the desire to roll his eyes. Sandy’s tone was amiable, but the barb was there. “I had my reasons,” he answered mysteriously.

      There was a time when he’d considered Sandy’s bitchy attitude as plain straightforwardness. He’d been quite infatuated with her. As a big plus, she was a bombshell. But when he’d finally come to his senses, he’d simply gotten more and more annoyed by Sandy’s behaviour. She could be ultra-charming, but she also loved taking advantage of his generosity to the point of being inconsiderate.

      He used to see Sandy as a sweet, albeit somewhat immature, twenty-five-year-old who simply wanted a good life—a lifestyle he was easily able to give her. Well, not anymore. Now, he just found her irritatingly shallow. Funny how his perspective had changed after the lust had worn off.

      “So, darling, you’re dropping Sam off first, right?” Sandy asked sweetly. “I thought we could have coffee at my place before you head back home.”

      Adam stopped a snort that wanted to come out. Sandy’s persistence in wanting to get back with him was commendable and flattering. But frankly, he was tired of it.

      A brilliant plan crystallised in his head. “No. I’m dropping you off first. I’ve already planned to hang around at Sam’s,” he said, glancing at Sam who looked surprised.

      “Are you? Why?” Sandy asked suspiciously.

      “Why? I want to,” he answered, hoping Sam wouldn’t clarify to Sandy that she was only on a short visit from Melbourne and that she was staying with Kris and Trey.

      Sandy was like a dog with a bone when it came to him. Telling her they were over—over and over again—didn’t seem to work. Until Sandy saw with her own eyes that he’d moved on, he doubted she’d let go.

      Fortuitously, just yesterday, he’d agreed to be Sam’s pretend boyfriend for the sake of her parents. Sam wanted to resign from her father’s accounting practice—which she was supposed to head when her dad retired in a few years—to follow her dream of going into the food industry. But Sam was afraid she’d break her parents’ hearts if she did that.

      Apparently, though, Sam’s folks had been keen for her to find a life partner. When Kris had jokingly suggested that Sam should give the excuse that she’d met a man in Sydney and that he was the reason why she wanted to quit the practice and leave Melbourne, Sam had grabbed at the idea.

      As a helpful guy happy to assist a friend in need, Adam was more than happy to pretend to be Sam’s boyfriend if her parents insisted on meeting one. But he could also take advantage of this charade, couldn’t he?

      He reached over and grabbed Sam’s hand, giving it a warning squeeze. “You’re not too tired, are you, sweetheart? I thought we could continue talking about the plan we started discussing yesterday—the one involving me meeting your folks.”

      Sandy’s gasp from the back was audible while he noticed Sam swallow a smile.

      “Of course not, honey,” Sam answered, playing along with him. “It’ll be great to finalise that plan.”

      He grinned at her and caught the twinkling in her beautiful brown eyes.

      “So when did you two start going out?” Sandy asked coldly.

      “A month ago,” Adam responded, making it up on the spot. “Although we’ve known each other for much longer than that. Sam is Kris’s cousin.”

      He hoped Sandy wouldn’t ask any more questions. The last time Sam had been in Sydney was three months ago.

      “But you and I went out on a date just two weeks ago,” Sandy said pointedly.

      “That wasn’t a date,” he contended. “We met so you could hand me a shirt I’d left at your place and, as friends, we had lunch. Sam knows about it. I told her.”

      “Yes,” Sam said, backing him up. “Adam explained everything to me. He promised not to do it again.”

      Adam almost laughed out loud at Sam’s comment. It was great.
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      “Looks like Kris and Trey are already asleep,” Sam whispered as she and Adam walked into the couple’s apartment.

      “Maybe. Just to be safe, let’s stay as far away from their bedroom as possible,” Adam joked. “Why don’t you change to dry clothes and I’ll make us coffee.”

      Sam was about to show Adam where the coffee machine was when she realised that he must be more familiar with Trey’s apartment than she was. She went to have a quick shower, and ten minutes later, she rejoined him.

      “I think I’ll have nightmares from those evil glares your ex threw at me,” she said dryly as she sat on a bar stool by the breakfast nook.

      Adam laughed as he placed a steaming mug in front of her. “Don’t worry. Sandy doesn’t have any voodoo doll—at least, not that I know of.”

      Sam chuckled. “She’s really keen on you, Adam. I’ve never seen sharper claws in a woman before. But then, I must admit, the men I’ve dated in the past didn’t have admirers as intense as Sandy.”

      “Intense is exactly the word to describe her,” Adam said with an eye-roll. “She just refuses to accept that we’re over. Thanks again for playing along. I’m hoping that if Sandy thinks I have a new girlfriend, she’ll finally move on.”

      “No problem. You’ll be doing the same for me anyway. Besides, even though I’m ashamed to admit it, there’s a childish part of me that wants to see her put in her place. For some reason, your ex just rubs me off the wrong way.” She relayed Sandy’s antics during the cooking class that had annoyed the hell out of her, and Sandy’s reaction to her offer for help on cooking basics.

      Adam was laughing heartily when Kris and Trey appeared, both in robes, looking surprised.

      “Hey, guys,” Adam said. “Did we wake you up?”

      “Sam didn’t,” Trey quipped.

      “Sorry. Was I too loud?”

      “We weren’t asleep yet,” Kris said. “We thought we heard a man’s voice and we wondered if Sam took a date home with her.”

      “It’s just me,” Adam said. “Sandy pleaded with me to pick her up from that big cooking event and I saw Sam waiting for a taxi, drenched to the bone.”

      “Sammy!” Kris gasped. “You should have called me! It never occurred to me you’d have a hard time catching a cab, but I should have known.”

      “Don’t worry about it,” Sam said dismissively. “I didn’t want to bother you guys. Anyway, I was lucky Adam saw me standing there. I wouldn’t have noticed him in the car if he just drove past.”

      “I can’t believe you’re still doing things for Sandy, bro,” Trey said disapprovingly.

      “Don’t worry,” Adam said. “Sam helped me make everything crystal clear to Sandy.”

      “How?” Kris asked curiously.

      “We pretended to be dating.”

      “Oh, how interesting,” Kris said with a pleased smile.

      Sam narrowed her eyes at her cousin. Kris seemed thrilled at this turn of events.

      Kris had been encouraging her to be more adventurous with her choice of men. Admittedly, her past boyfriends had been... well... boring.

      She’d always been the cautious type. Sometimes it frustrated her that she held back too much on life with her habit of analysing everything to death before she took action. That trait had served her well in certain circumstances, but at other times it had been a massive hindrance.

      If she looked at Kris and their best friends, Jasmine and Ari, their lives were richer and more fulfilling. The three had taken big, scary steps to go after what they loved. Whereas Sam was the one still stuck in a job that sucked the life out of her—something she couldn’t find the heart to admit to her parents. What was more, as Kris had pointed out to her a few times before, she was also the one who had not had a boyfriend who knew his way around a woman’s body.

      She was starting to think her cousin had a point. What was wrong with finding a man who could truly satisfy her in bed? She’d love to know what the fuss was all about. She was too embarrassed to say it out loud, but she was jealous that her cousin and friends had captured the hearts of seriously hot men who, by all accounts, were experts at pleasuring women.

      “So when do you plan to tell Uncle and Auntie about your plans, Sam?” Kris asked, snapping her out of her musing.

      “We only just came up with this scheme yesterday. I haven’t had a chance to think it through yet.”

      “Just don’t overthink it,” Kris warned.

      Sam smiled and nodded. Here she was again, wanting to over-evaluate things. “I’ll say something to Mum and Dad when I get back home.”

      “Promise?”

      “Promise.”

      “You heard her, guys,” Kris said to Adam and Trey. “She promised.”

      “We’ll hold you to that, Sam,” Trey said.

      “Adam,” Kris said, “since you’re Sam’s FBF, would you be available to travel to Melbourne if the need arises?”

      “FBF?” asked Adam.

      “Fake Boyfriend,” Kris said with a sly grin. “But in front of her parents, it would mean Fantastic Boyfriend. Or Fabulous Boyfriend. Or...”

      “Fantabulous Boyfriend,” Sam supplied.

      Adam chortled. “With that kind of label, how could I not want to show off?”

      “Is it really okay with you, Adam?” Sam asked. “Pretending in front of my parents that I don’t want to hurt isn’t the same as pretending in front of your ex that you want to get rid of.”

      “Of course it’s okay,” Adam said. “I can understand why you want to soften the blow for your folks, Sam. A few years back, when I said to my parents I was setting up a software development business with Trey and Dylan, they tried their hardest to discourage me. They needed me to have a regular job and help with the bills, you see. We weren’t well-off back then.”

      “I remember that,” Trey said. “A few times, Adam almost pulled out of our business because we were only making enough to feed ourselves with bread and cans of tuna. We had to plough back most of what we made into the business.”

      “Yeah,” Adam confirmed. “My mum, especially, didn’t handle the financial stress well and suffered a few panic attacks. Those were the hardest times. It made me feel so guilty about continuing on with the guys. But what kept me going was the strength of our vision and our belief that we would eventually come out on top. Fortunately, after two years of hard slog, our company made a decent enough profit the year after.”

      “Wow,” Sam murmured. “How does your mum feel about your business now?”

      Adam chuckled. “She’s fine now. She still tells me every so often she’s glad I stuck to my guns. But those first two years watching my parents’ distress and feeling guilty that I was being selfish were hard. So, if you want to lie to your parents to make the transition easier for them, I can’t blame you.”

      Sam’s eyes watered. She had been feeling guilty at the thought of lying to her mum and dad just so she could do what she loved instead of what she was expected to. Without a shadow of a doubt, they would be utterly disappointed—her dad, especially, who’d started the accounting practice three months before she was born. Her father had worked very hard to build the firm to where it was now. His dream was to keep it in the family and see Sam take over it in a few years.

      But the more Sam thought about it, the more she knew she had to resign. She wouldn’t be doing the company a favour by being its head when her heart was not in it.

      “Thank you, Adam,” she said quietly, walking over to him and giving him a hug of gratitude for his little pep talk.

      “No worries,” Adam responded, enveloping her in his strong arms.

      Hmm. He smelled good. She let go of him before she burrowed her face into that muscular chest of his.
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        * * *

      

      Sam had been gauging her parents’ mood all through dinner. Her father seemed preoccupied with something—probably with the current goings-on at work. That wasn’t unusual. Her dad had always found it hard to switch off.

      “Um, Mum, Dad, there’s something I’ve been wanting to discuss with you,” she started nervously.

      “Oh, really? We do, too, honey. Why don’t you start?” Helen said.

      Sam looked at her mother quizzically, then decided to just say what she had to say before she changed her mind. “I’m thinking of moving to Sydney.”

      Both her parents looked at her in shock, their jaws slackening.

      “You want to open up a branch of our firm there?” Ted asked tentatively.

      “No, Dad.”

      An uncomfortable silence followed her declaration.

      “You want to join Kris, don’t you?” Helen said, her eyes starting to mist.

      “That’s not the main reason, Mum,” Sam mumbled. Damn it. She’d hoped her mother wouldn’t cry. She might chicken out of the whole thing if she did.

      “Samantha, do you want to leave the practice?” her dad asked quietly, concern etched on his face.

      Sam felt a pinch in her heart. Oh, Dad. I love you. But I have to live my life.

      But just like before, she couldn’t find the voice to say it out loud. She wouldn’t be able to stand seeing the disappointment on her parents’ faces if she did.

      “I met a man,” she blurted out. Ah, hell. She’d been praying she wouldn’t have to lie, but she felt she had no choice. She wanted her parents to at least be okay with her decision, not be hurt by it.

      “You did?” Helen exclaimed in wonder, her expression turning to delight. “That’s great, Sam! Who is he?”

      Sam took a deep breath. “His name’s Adam Craig. He’s Kris’s fiancé’s best friend and business partner.”

      “This sounds serious, Samantha,” Ted said, his brows creasing. “You want to move to Sydney for this man? Can he take care of you? Why do you have to make the sacrifice? Why can’t he be the one to move here?”

      “Adam and his friends run a multi-million dollar business. Their company is many times larger than our firm. It makes more sense for me to move to Sydney. Besides, I want to start a food business there—catering,” she said bravely, finally able to tell her parents what she wanted to do. And she had to leave Melbourne to make that possible. She needed to be away from her parents’ emotional pull.

      “You want to make your hobby your career?”

      “Yes, Dad. You know I love cooking.”

      “That’s such hard work, Samantha. Why would you want to change careers now, when you’re doing so well in the accounting industry? You know you’ll be head of our firm in a few years.”

      “I really want to give it a try, Dad,” she said in a strong voice.

      Silence reigned for interminable seconds.

      “If that’s what you want to do, of course, we won’t stand in your way,” Ted said finally, his eyes moistening.

      Ah, shit. This was what Sam was afraid of. She’d hate it if her mum cried. But if her dad—a strong man who hardly showed weakness—shed tears, that would be more than she could handle.

      “What does your boyfriend think about all this?” Ted asked.

      “Adam thinks it’s a great idea for me to look into the catering business.”

      “No. I mean about you moving to Sydney.”

      “Oh. He thinks that’s a great idea too.”

      “So this is really serious?” Helen asked. “It sounds very sudden. You haven’t even mentioned this Adam to us before.”

      “I met him months ago when Kris and I visited Jasmine when she first moved to Sydney.”

      “But you haven’t spent much time with each other.”

      “You know how it is, Mum,” she said knowingly.

      Helen smiled. “Yes I do, don’t I? I did leave my parents in Cairns to be with your dad within a month of our meeting.”

      Ted nodded, a smile playing on his face. “Well, if love is your reason for leaving us and the practice, then I’m happy.”

      Yup. As much as Sam felt like scum for lying to her parents, she knew the topic of a potential life partner would ease their pain and worry about her news.

      “My relationship with Adam is still new, so don’t expect a wedding any time soon. Marriage is still off the radar for us,” she warned.

      “Of course, darling,” Helen said. “You have to make sure he’s the one before you fully commit to spending the rest of your lives together.”

      “And I’m not exactly leaving you guys. Sydney is only an hour and thirty-five-minute flight away. I’ll visit often, and of course, I expect you to visit me.”

      “Oh, we will, Samantha,” Ted said, taking her hand. “But don’t take too long in deciding to marry, okay? I want to walk you—my only child—down the aisle before I leave this earth. Grandkids before I pass will be good too.”

      “Oh, Dad,” Sam scoffed. “You’re only sixty-two and I’m only twenty-seven. There’s plenty of time for that.”

      “You never know, honey,” Ted said softly. “My doctor told me yesterday I should get tested.”

      Sam stilled. “For what?” she whispered, cold fear clutching her heart at her father’s tone.

      “Prostate cancer. But don’t worry, it’s only for precaution.”

      “Dad...” She choked in shock.

      “Don’t worry, Sammy. I’m sure it’s nothing. The doctor said it’s just to rule out that possibility.”

      “Look, I don’t have to move to Sydney,” she babbled. “I don’t have to leave. I’m happy to stay here. Yes, I’m not going anywhere.” Oh, if only her dad had told her his news before she’d broken hers.

      “Don’t be silly,” Ted chided. “I know you wouldn’t even have broached the subject if this wasn’t important to you. Besides, hearing you’ve finally found someone you love enough to not only give up your career but to also move interstate warms my heart. At least I know you have somebody you could potentially spend your life with. So don’t change your plans, Sam. Your mum and I have been waiting for you to fall in love, haven’t we, dear?”

      “Yes,” Helen said. “Your dad and I have been discussing your future lately. We know you’re financially set. It’s having a loving and supportive partner that we most want for you. It will ease our minds.”

      “But what about the practice? If Dad needs rest or surgery or something...”

      “No buts, Samantha,” Ted interrupted. “I don’t want to hear you change your mind because of me. As for the practice, we’ll advertise for a replacement for you straight away. Now that I know you don’t want to stay, I don’t want you there. I want you to be happy. Life is gruelling enough, and it’s too short. Going through it with the person you love is very important. That’s why your mother and I are happy to hear you’ve found someone special.”

      Sam’s eyes watered. This was totally unexpected. She suspected the possibility of a terminal disease had influenced her parents’ perspective.

      “But we need to meet your boyfriend,” Ted declared. “I want to make sure his intentions are in the right place when it comes to you.”

      “I’m already excited,” Helen said.

      “Me too,” Ted agreed with a bright smile on his face.

      Sam gulped, too overwhelmed to speak. There was no backing out from the plan now. If her dad did have cancer...

      She shook her head, not wanting to think about that possibility.

      “Please don’t worry,” Ted said softly. “When do you plan to move?”

      She shrugged. “There’s nothing concrete at this point.”

      “You know, Ted, it’s been a while since you’ve taken a break from work,” Helen said. “Maybe we should go on a holiday to Sydney. We could visit the girls and meet Sam’s boyfriend at the same time.”

      “Great idea,” Ted said. “How about you organise it, Sam? Just make it sooner rather than later. I need a relaxing holiday.”

      Sam suppressed a sigh. She crossed her fingers under the table and prayed that she and Adam would be able to keep up their pretense around her parents. They’d need to be a very convincing couple in front of them.

      What a shame that it was all a sham, though. Heck, she hadn’t admitted it to anyone, but she’d had a crush on Adam ever since that day they’d first met at Kane and Jasmine’s and they all had a dip in the pool. She hadn’t been able to help but admire Adam’s physique. As she got to know him better, her admiration for him went beyond looks.

      But Adam and Miss Glam-Who-Can’t-Cook were still an item then, so Sam had buried her feelings. She wondered if Adam was on the lookout for a new girlfriend now that he and Sandy were no longer together.

      She’d never been very good at showing men that she was interested in them. She preferred
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