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Never compete in a dance contest while going commando.

Former baseball player Chance Elliott learned that the hard way—a bachelor auction mishap made his butt an internet celebrity. Now he’s laying low, driving limos for his uncle, praying no one yells, “Hey, I follow your butt on TikTok!”

Enter Hayley Greer. Party planner. Commitment dodger. Desperate to escape her mom's matchmaking plans for an upcoming family wedding. 

Luckily she just found the perfect solution. A fake boyfriend.

Chance is game, since she'll be his fake girlfriend to keep star-struck bachelorettes away.

It’s a win-win. Temporary. Totally fake.

Except pretend kisses become real ones. Fake touches spark real heat. Real feelings get involved.

Chance—sweet, steady, and all-in—believes this arrangement could be the start of a forever kind of love.

Hayley wants forever too...in theory. In reality, she prefers relationships with an expiration date (thanks, Dad, for a lifetime of broken promises).

Can Chance convince her this fake relationship is the real thing? Or will Hayley run before her heart can finally take a chance?
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Chance Elliott straddled the barstool, tossing his hat and keys onto the polished wooden counter. He loosened his tie and unfastened the top button of his shirt with a sigh of relief.

A frosty beer appeared on a coaster before he could ask for it. Having a sports pub owner as a best friend did have its benefits. He raised the glass in salute before taking a sip.

"Love the outfit," Troy said with a smirk.

"You're just jealous you don't have a chauffeur."

"Neither do you," Troy snorted. "You drive everyone else around."

"A car full of happy women? Yeah, it's a real hardship."

Driving a limo was just his short-term plan. It gave him an opportunity to stay under the radar, with the added benefit of helping out the uncle who'd practically raised him.

There was only one problem.

"How's that staying anonymous thing working?" Troy asked. "I mean, since all those bachelorettes have already seen—"

"My bare ass all over the internet?" 

Chance nearly groaned at the reminder of his worst day ever. He'd been Bachelor #3 in the local charity auction, eager to raise money for the Little League team he loved coaching. 

Things were going really well. Until the unexpected dance-off, that is. 

His competitive streak was never far away, and he'd given it his all, busting out moves he was sure would boost the fund-raising. The crowd was going wild, clapping and cheering, egging him on.

And then he'd heard the distinctive sound of his pants ripping...

"Why did I go commando that day?" He rubbed a hand down his face. "Why?"

"Yeah, was it laundry day or something? I'm still amazed at how quickly you went viral. At least it was for a good cause."

"But now it's even harder to stay in the background. More than when I was playing ball. I really thought I could help Uncle Morty while he recovers and keep a low profile—"

"But your bare ass has made you famous. Actually, it's got even more fans than you do. Good thing you keep up with your workouts." Troy gave a theatrical shudder. "I'd have to disown you otherwise."

Chance glared. "You are enjoying this way too much."

"I sure the hell am," Troy said unrepentantly. "But it won't last forever. In a few days there'll be some cat video that'll make people forget how well they know you."

"It can't happen soon enough." He finished his beer and shook his head when Troy offered him another. "What do I owe you?"

"It's on the house." He grinned. "The advice was free, too. As usual."

They'd been friends since high school, when Chance had moved to this town and finally got to stay put. As the perennial new guy, baseball had been the easiest way to make friends. He and Troy had been good at the sport, both getting college scholarships, and Chance had been in the majors for several years. But they couldn't come close to their friend Matt, who was destined for the Hall of Fame.

"How's Matt pitching tonight?" Chance asked, glancing up at the nearest flat screen TV.

"A base hit broke up his no-hitter. But he's kept them scoreless through seven innings."

"Nice."

Troy wiped at a spot on the bar with a towel. "He's going to be home soon for a long stretch. Let's see if all of us can get together."

"Yeah, it's been a while. It's tough to mesh our schedules anymore."

Troy was usually busy with the bar, and Matt was in the midst of another stellar season. They'd both recently found the loves of their lives, leaving even less time to hang out with their notorious buddy.

Not that Chance begrudged them anything. He was truly happy for them. He just wasn't sure if it would ever happen for him. Most women he met were more interested in his recent past as a major league player, or his friendship with All-Star pitcher Matt Kearns.

Once his butt had become the internet's latest darling? It was like being the new kid all over again. Everyone staring at him like some kind of novelty, not interested in getting to know the real him.

He sighed and got a sympathetic look from Troy.

"When's your next gig?"

"Tomorrow night." Chance shifted on the barstool. "Another bachelorette party. Those have become the lifeblood of this limo biz. Thanks to me."

"Well, you know where to bring them. Bachelorette parties love it here at Calhoun's."

"I don't even have to suggest it. They always demand this be the first stop. I can't imagine the riot it would cause if we couldn't come here."

"No need to find out." Troy grinned, leaning on the bar. "And maybe you can stay anonymous if you just keep your butt in the front seat the entire evening."

Chance gave him an exasperated look. "Thanks for the tip."

"And if that doesn't work—"

"Yeah?"

"Stock up on some fancy boxer briefs. I'm thinking silk. The really nice stuff. Or you could go with something decorative, like ducks or—"

"Ducks? What the hell?"

Troy shrugged, trying to hold back a smile. "Just trying to help a buddy out."

"I appreciate that, but I'm pretty sure the bro code doesn't include offering me some of your underwear."

Troy burst out laughing. "No way I'd wear anything with ducks. Koalas maybe. Or sharks. But not ducks."

"Koalas." Chance shook his head. "You know what? I'm gonna need that beer after all."

***
[image: ]


"No, absolutely not. I am not wearing a penis on my head."

Hayley Greer stood next to the limo with her sister Lindy, waiting their turn to climb in and get started on the evening's festivities. She hadn't had much of a choice about coming tonight, but she could draw the line at this.

"Come on," her sister pleaded. "It's part of the fun. The bride-to-be's last hurrah as a single lady."

A chauffeur kept a silent vigil near the open door, ensuring each woman got inside without any problems. Several of them tossed flirtatious remarks and coy looks his way but he simply responded with a polite smile.

He definitely wasn't fazed by the headgear Lindy and the other bachelorettes had on. 

Where else could they wear a tiara adorned with—not jewels—but family jewels. Miniature penises were attached in a row, bobbing merrily every time its owner squealed her delight about tonight's excursion.

"No," Hayley said again. "I refuse to wear one of those dick head...bands." 

The chauffeur coughed into his fist, his lips twitching.

Lindy harrumphed, her hands on her hips, clearly ready to pull the older sister card.

But then calamity struck. 

A bachelorette hadn't ducked low enough getting in the limo and a penis got caught on the doorframe. The woman squeaked, realizing she was stuck.

Hayley opened her mouth to say "Remove the tiara!"—the simplest solution—but the bachelorette twisted to see how to extract herself. 

"Angie! Stahhpp!" another one of the women yelled. "You're going to castrate him!"

Hayley doubled over, wheezing. Lindy giggled uncontrollably next to her.

The chauffeur leapt forward like a superhero. He didn't even flinch as he worked to liberate the trapped member. A minute later, it swung free, unharmed and ready to party once more. Angie wiggled her fingers as thanks and slid inside the limo.

"Great save." Hayley dabbed at the corner of her eyes. "Thanks to you she has all her dicks in a row."

The chauffeur shot Hayley a grin. It was about all she could see of his face since he kept his hat pulled down low. Definitely a nice smile, though.

And not the polite one he'd bestowed on everyone else.

She climbed inside the limo and sat down, her sister plopping next to her. The door shut and then the maid of honor shoved a red plastic cup into their hands.

"We have a long night ahead of us, ladies!" she announced. "Dancing and getting wild and who knows what kind of sexy times await?" She looked at each woman with the same intensity of a coach trying to fire up a losing team at halftime. "It's important that you stay hydrated."

The bride-to-be whooped and did a little chair dance, holding her cup in the air like a hard-won trophy. It accidentally bumped into one of the bouncy attachments on her tiara. "No, no," she chided the penis, brushing it out of the way. "No drinks for you!"

Hayley whispered, "Carla looks like she's been hydrating for a few hours already."

"Probably pre-gamed before we got here," Lindy said with a laugh. "Maybe I should have. It's been a while since I've had a girls' night out. I'm really excited."

"I'll bet. When was the last one? Your bachelorette party?"

"You're one to talk." Lindy gave her some serious side eye. "I'm surprised Fun Hayley was let out of captivity tonight. How'd she manage to sneak past Work Hayley and Yoga-Pants-on-the-Couch Hayley?"

"Hey! Fun Hayley is with Work Hayley every single day. Planning and executing everyone's favorite parties." She took a slug from the large cup, tasting something fruity and refreshing that went down a little too easy. "That's why Yoga Pants Hayley wanted to stay home. This was a busy week."

She loved taking care of every intricate detail of an event, ensuring it was a show-stopping experience, one that people would remember all their lives with the happiest of sighs. 

Anniversary parties were the best. Along with the hardest. She loved helping devoted couples celebrate those milestones, but it was hard to believe she'd have any in her future.

After all, staying married wasn't something her family excelled at.

"Why is Carla having her bachelorette party so early? The wedding's not for another month."

"Who knows? I'm just glad you're here," Lindy said. "Mom was excited to buy both of us new dresses. I know it was a bribe but I wasn't about to say no."

"What do you mean?"

"She told me to report how many men checked you out." Lindy couldn't stop the laugh. "She said maybe one of them can be your plus one for the wedding."

Hayley dropped her head against the leather seat. "She is unbelievable. I only came tonight to get a break from her endless pestering about who I'm bringing. I thought I dodged it by telling her how challenging it is to narrow it down—"

"Oooh, good strategy. Makes it seem like there's an immense pool of potential men and how could you possibly decide."

"Right? I even said, 'I might have to hold auditions!' Huge mistake." She groaned at the memory. "Mom asked to be one of the judges!"

Lindy choked on the sip she'd been taking. "So what's your plan now? And don't say skip the wedding. Not unless you've got an escape route and fake identity ready to go."

"I'm not quite there yet." Hayley chuckled. "What I do know is once I find a date, Mom will start in with 'Let's go shopping for wedding dresses!' She conveniently forgets all the steps between first date and first dance."

"She just wants us to be happy. And since you're the only unmarried one left—"

"Except for Mom. And Dad. Wait. He might be married again. Is he? I can't keep track anymore."

Lindy just shook her head. "I can't either."

"Which means you're the record-holder for marital longevity in this family." She couldn't hide her admiration. "Four whole years already. You should write a manual. Not that it would do any good with our family unit."

"Let's find you a date first." Lindy nudged Hayley, and not too gently, almost spilling her drink. "Too bad you couldn't take the driver as your plus one. He's kinda hot."

"Shhh! Don't be so loud." He hadn't closed the privacy screen for some reason. Maybe to ensure he could react quickly if there were any more...emergencies. It didn't seem like he was paying them any attention, thankfully. "And don't be ridiculous."

"What? You don't think he's hot?" Lindy whispered.

"All I've seen is his smile so how can I even know if he's hot?" She kept her voice low so he couldn't overhear her. Just in case, she also kept to herself how he did fill out that uniform very nicely, which may be why the bachelorettes were so frisky around him. "But whether or not he's hot isn't the point." At Lindy's raised eyebrows, Hayley added, "I can't just walk up to a stranger and ask him to be my wedding date. That'll get me a court date and a restraining order."

"Hmm." Lindy held her cup to her lips, staring into the distance, as if she was plotting how to find a way around Hayley's objection.

Before she could, the bride sing-songed, "Who needs a refill?" She didn't even wait for a response, just started pouring something from a bottle into nearby cups, laughing as it spilled over the edges.

Fun Hayley said "why the hell not?" and held hers out for another dose. She wasn't driving. Plus sipping let her avoid discussing any more of Lindy's crazy ideas about her plus one. Especially if she was acting as Mom's proxy once they finally got to their destination. 

"Did the driver get lost?" Hayley tried to look around but it was too dark outside. "It seems like we've been driving forever. Not that I know where we're going."

"Calhoun's," Lindy answered.

Several women squealed like they'd discovered a winning lottery ticket tucked in their bra.

"It's just some kind of pub, isn't it?" she asked Lindy, confused by their reaction. She had to speak up to be heard over the other women.

"Yes, but it's owned by a pitcher—"

"Ahh, a bar owned by glassware. Now I understand the excitement."

Hayley heard a snort from the driver, and their eyes met briefly in the rearview mirror. He shook his head slightly, but she could see it was a good-humored reaction. She grinned but didn't have time to interact further because Angie started to rhapsodize about partying at Calhoun's.

"What if Matt Kearns shows up, and with his teammates, too?" Angie placed a hand on her chest. "I think my heart would stop if I tried to talk to one of them. What would I even say?"

Hayley pointed to Angie's headband. "You've got the perfect conversation starter right there." 

"Ohmygod! I didn't even think of that." Angie giggled, making the miniature penises dance in a manic yet mesmerizing fashion. "I know! I could tell them about the one that nearly got ripped off—"

Hayley laughed. "Better have a defibrillator handy if you do." 

It sounded like the driver might have choked. His eyes were definitely twinkling when he looked at her in the mirror. She was tempted to shoot him a wink. But Lindy nudged her again and Hayley had to hold her cup out to keep from getting doused.

Damn. That would have been the perfect excuse to skip the rest of the evening's partying. Clearly she'd already had too much to drink if she'd let that one get past her.

She had barely finished off her drink when the bride added another splash to Hayley's cup. Hydration was serious business here and an empty glass was an evil not to be tolerated. 

But how could the pitcher's pub stay profitable if all the women were trashed before they arrived?

She turned to ask Lindy that very question but Lindy was outside the limo, saying, "C'mon, Hayley. It's party time."

"We're here?" She blinked. Her sister not only got out without Hayley realizing it, but she'd become a bit fuzzy around the edges, too. 

She fought off a yawn. What if she could hire the driver to take her home? Nobody would notice, would they?

Lindy tugged at Hayley's arm. "I'd notice. And he has to wait for us here."

Hayley grumbled at confessing her secret plan out loud. "Okay, I'm coming. You don't have to wait to make sure I'm following you."

Lindy rolled her eyes, but then spun on her heel, eager to join the other excited females heading towards the entrance.

Hayley sat back against the seat once more. She didn't want to spoil Lindy's fun. She should just stay put and let her sister enjoy the rare night out. Maybe she could sit here and review some things for next week's events...

She heard a throat clearing and saw the chauffeur standing by the open door, his posture formal, waiting for her to exit.

"Any chance you have wifi in here?"

He flashed a quick grin before shaking his head. "Sorry."

"I knew it was too much to hope for."

She began to scoot forward, realizing too late how awkward it was to get out of a limo in a dress as short as hers was. She stretched her legs toward the door, tugging at her hem, but it only made things worse. 

Next time she'd pay more attention when Mom offered to buy her a new dress sight unseen. 

The chauffeur silently extended his hand and Hayley grabbed onto it. His grip was gentle, but he lifted her out of the limo with incredible ease.

She flew right into his chest. It was broad, and impressively toned. Incredibly firm. Why else would her breasts flatten as soon as she made contact? Her palms confirmed he was a wall of muscle but she dropped her hands before they decided to do a thorough survey of the terrain.

Once she started, it might be impossible to stop.

Hayley stepped back and smoothed her skirt into place, marveling at how energized she felt all of a sudden. Lindy was right. He was definitely hot. 

And maybe an instant antidote to fruity alcoholic beverages.

"Thanks," she said, adding a bright smile.

"No problem at all." He returned the smile and shut the door. "Have a great time."

"I will do my best." Hayley squared her shoulders and took a resolute step forward. She spun around and added a wink. "In fact, you might want to make sure the defibrillator is fully charged and ready to go."

He flashed that intriguing grin once more, and touched the bill of his hat in salute. 

Too bad he had to stay with the limo, and she had to go inside. 

She was pretty sure the most interesting party would be out here.
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Damn, if only he did have a defibrillator. 

She was definitely a heartstopper with that honey-colored hair and blue eyes filled with mischief. He'd always had a soft spot for sassy, and she had plenty. It had been a struggle to hide his amusement the entire drive here.

And those long legs while she was trying to get out of the car?

He'd told himself to ignore them, to keep his eyes staring off in the distance, and he would have if he'd thought she was deliberately trying to get his attention.

Plenty of bachelorettes had done that, and more. 

But she wasn't attempting to tease or seduce him. She didn't seem used to wearing the tight-fitting dress, which was a shame, because she was a knockout. In fact, she appeared reluctant to even be at the party, unlike the rest of the women.

He should probably try to puzzle that one out, but his mind strayed to how her breasts had felt cushioned against his chest...

He flicked the A/C on high, adjusting the vent so the cold air blew straight into his face.

The really surprising part? There had been no hint of recognition from her. He was so used to women staring, their eyes widening, followed by, "Hey! You're that guy..."

But not her. Hell, she didn't even know about Matt or the other baseball guys that liked to hang out at Calhoun's. Talk about refreshing.

He had to put her out of his thoughts though. She was technically a client, and thus off limits. At least for the rest of this evening. 

There wasn't anything saying he couldn't imagine what she was doing inside Calhoun's. Troy hadn't gone crazy and added karaoke, so he knew that wouldn't be an option. They were probably just doing shots and dancing to whatever music was piped in.

Chance imagined her dancing, slow and sultry, a sexy smile beckoning him. Or maybe a teasing wink like the one she'd given him right before turning around. 

He'd watched her the whole time. Just to make sure she got inside the pub safely.

Okay, he'd admit it. He couldn't tear his eyes away from her confident stride and the sexy sway of those curvy hips.

He lifted the brim of his hat and wiped his brow. The A/C wasn't doing enough to cool down his lustful thoughts. He pressed the button to let the window down, so he could get some fresh air.

He got a rap on the side of the head instead.

"Ohmygod, I am so sorry! I was trying to knock on the window to get your attention but then the window wasn't there—"

Chance rubbed the side of his head, turning to see his mystery woman's horrified face. "I'm fine. You didn't hurt me."

"Are you sure?" 

She leaned in and pressed her soft hand against his cheek, frowning as she checked him for an injury. He tried to concentrate on the soothing feel of her skin against his, but his brain went a little haywire at the curves displayed by her low-cut top. 

Way too close to his face.

Her perfume, something flowery yet seductive, made him want to angle even closer when he should be doing the exact opposite.

A functioning brain cell finally snagged his attention, announcing she was by herself. It wasn't time for him to take the entourage to their next stop yet.

"Is everything okay?" he asked with genuine concern.

"Yes, I'm good." She stumbled for a second, but grabbed the side of his head to catch her balance. She started to giggle and it was the cutest thing he had ever heard. "I should have passed on that last round of shots, though."

He needed to help her into the car before she could stumble again. Unfortunately she was holding on to him, and blocking his door. He took her hands and gently placed them on the edge of the open window. "Hang on to that for just a sec, all right?"

She started to nod but then closed her eyes as if the motion made her head spin. He had no choice but to try to get out the passenger door. Not a great option since he was a big guy, and there was the console to maneuver around. 

He heard a slight moan from her and knew he had to hurry. "Stay with me, okay?"

"I'm here."

He lifted one leg over the console and then kind of fell into the seat, but his left pant leg was caught on the gear shift.

Definitely not going as planned. 

He managed to extract himself before his pants ripped. He shuddered at the thought of that happening again, although this time the audience would be just one, not millions.

He opened the passenger door and two seconds later he was around the front of the car, grabbing her just as she started a slow slide toward the asphalt.

His wild escape had knocked his hat off. He hoped it was in the front seat somewhere because it helped him stay incognito. Too late for that now because she was studying his face. 

He braced for the recognition.

A delightful smile lifted her lips. "You're really handsome."

"Thank you."

A frown instantly replaced the smile. "Too handsome, actually."

Chance bit back a laugh. He kept his arm around her waist so he could hold her upright while opening the back door. "That's a bad thing?"

She tried to wave her hand in a nonchalant fashion but her motor skills were a bit impaired. He ducked just in time. He'd broken up melées on the field and come out with fewer injuries than she was inflicting.

Before she could explain why being too handsome was a detriment, he had settled her in the seat. He started to back away but she tugged on his sleeve.

"Sit here with me."

"I'm not really supposed to—"

"I won't tell anyone," she whispered. "I promise."

He hesitated. She wasn't acting like the other bachelorettes, pouting or trying to put a move on him. That would have been an instant no.

"Please?" 

What was the harm sitting here for a few minutes, making sure she was okay?

"Let me grab you some water first. I've got a couple bottles up front."

"It's important to stay hydrated," she said with a laugh, parroting the bachelorette from earlier.

He grinned as he snagged two bottled waters from the passenger seat, handing her one before sitting down across from her. It seemed the safest spot, less tempting, plus it gave him a chance to gaze at her. She managed to be cute and sexy, all at the same time.

"Where's everyone else?" he asked.

"Still inside." She cracked the bottle open and took a long sip. "But I wanted to get away from it for a little bit."

"You're not having fun?"

She frowned as she twisted the cap back on the bottle, giving a great deal of thought to the question. 

"I'm only here because my cousin Carla—she's the bride, by the way—she would have been upset if I missed this. And it would have caused a humongous family uproar. Unfortunately I'd already used up my really good excuses, so I didn't have any left."

"Not a fan of parties?"

"I love parties. A lot. This isn't even my first one of the week."

Why would a party girl want to get out of another party? "Now I have to hear some of the really good excuses."

She lifted her eyebrows playfully. "So you can use them when you want to call out sick sometime?"

He shrugged, smiling. "It depends how good they are."

"Unfortunately you can't use the best one." She lowered her voice as if divulging top secret information. "Horrible cramps."

"Very true."

"And that one requires planning, in case anyone realizes you're using it a little too often. Making you a medical marvel."

Chance nodded. "Since she's your cousin, you probably can't use the ole 'my grandfather died this week' either."

She laughed, a delightful throaty sound. "Exactly. People will notice if branches of the family tree go missing. Also, if you're picking an illness, you have to go with something that could be contagious—"

"Like ebola."

"No! Not like ebola, silly. You want to be let off the hook, not quarantined."

"See? This is why I need to hear these excuses. I would have gotten canned trying that one."

"We'll make sure that doesn't happen." She gave his knee a quick pat, nothing big deal, but his body seemed to like it more than it should. "What you need," she continued, "is something that will put you out of commission for a day or two. A stomach bug is always a reliable option. Or you can frown and say 'I thought that salmon was a little off'. Nobody will ask for specific details with those."

"That's an impressive line-up there
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