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      She’s wary of love. He’s been burned. But when a matchmaker connects these two jaded New Yorkers, sparks fly and chemistry crackles from the first date. Can this kind of insta-connection be the real thing? Or is it too good to be true?  Find out in this delicious novella from #1 NYT bestselling author Lauren Blakely!
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      Do I want to try it?

      My brother asked me that very question when he invited me to check out a prototype for his new home automation system.

      This is no Alexa. This is no Google Home. His home automation system supposedly answers your most annoying emails, makes you an omelet, and even folds your laundry.

      Well, in my dream life it does.

      Geek that I am, naturally I said “hell to the yes” when he invited me to take a test run. So here I am, race-walking across the blond hardwood floor of the lobby of his swank Gramercy Park building and pushing the button to his penthouse apartment.

      When I reach the top floor, I practically vault down the hall to his place.

      Can you say eager?

      I bang on his door. He takes more than ten seconds to answer, so I decide to act thoroughly annoyed when he finally does.

      “Come on, come on, come on.” I’m bouncing on my toes, making grabby hands.

      He rolls his eyes from behind his black glasses. “Overeager much?”

      He holds the door open for me. I sweep in, my eyes like lasers scanning for the little white device. “You can’t dangle something as cool as the ultimate home automation in front of me and expect me not to jump all over it and want to play with it. I only strapped a jetpack on and flew down to touch it.”

      He laughs, escorting me to the living room. He knows that, just like him, I love all sorts of electronics, gadgets, gizmos, and toys, and have ever since we were kids, fighting over all sorts of various game consoles. Since I’m the oldest, with two twin brothers, I usually beat them.

      And I beat them up.

      Someone had to put the little evil geniuses in their place. Lately, it’s hard to put Dylan in his place since he’s been traveling for business. But when he returns, I fully intend to kick his butt in our softball league.

      “True, true,” Flynn says thoughtfully. “What was I thinking? You and Dylan are both geeks like me.”

      I hold up a fist for knocking. “Dude, we are so nerdy. Also, FYI: nerds rule.”

      He scoffs authoritatively. “You know it. Nerd or bust.”

      I spy the device on the coffee table. My eyes widen and I hold out my hands, like I’m caught in a tractor beam. “Take me to your leader.”

      “Kate is all yours,” he says, using the name of the automation device.

      I park myself in the leather couch and fire off questions.

      “Kate, tell me a dog joke.”

      “Kate, make me a sandwich.”

      “Kate, what’s the weather like in Bora Bora?”

      She answers each one with panache.

      What’s more amazing than a talking dog? A spelling bee.

      Okay, you’re a sandwich.

      And . . .

      Perfect, you should go there.

      I glance at Flynn, who’s rightfully proud of his new tech. “Kate knows the answers to everything. I’m booking a flight now.”

      Flynn nods his agreement. “Bora Bora is always a good idea. If anyone thinks otherwise, you should excise him or her from your life.”

      I tap my temple. “The Bora Bora litmus test. I’m filing that away.” I return my focus to the white disc. “Kate, make me a playlist of top pop songs.”

      As she preps some Ariana Grande and Katy Perry, Flynn groans and drops his head into his hand.

      “No, please, no pop songs.”

      “I like pop.”

      “You need to try indie rock, I’ve told you.”

      I roll my eyes and launch into my best rendition of his favorite tunes. “Oh, my life is so sad, I flew with an eagle, and now I have a noose around my toes.”

      He cracks up and gives me the strangest look. “What on earth is that, Olivia?”

      I answer like it’s obvious. “That’s what indie sounds like. A sad lament.”

      “Oh, well then, let me tell you what pop sounds like.” Flynn adopts an intensely happy look, snapping his fingers, then sings a send-up of my music. “Oh, I want you. Yes I do. Yes, yes, yes, I do. Do do do do do do do do do.”

      I laugh. “See, that’s so fun to listen to! You should totally write that song.”

      “So we agree to disagree on music.”

      “But not the Bora Bora litmus test.”

      “Never the Bora Bora litmus test.”

      I spend the next hour playing with the device, and pronounce it is the coolest one I’ve ever seen. “But we have one more test for Kate.”

      “What is it?”

      I hold my arms out wide, like I’m ready to make a pronouncement. “This will be the toughest test of all. Can she handle what I’m going to throw at her?”

      Flynn gestures grandly. “Go for it.”

      I clear my throat, adopting a most serious tone. “Kate, find me a hot, smart, and kind guy. Must love animals. Be willing to try quirky new dates in New York City. Ideally, likes odd and interesting art installations. And be able to sustain a conversation about something other than himself.”

      Flynn’s eyes bulge. “She’s not a miracle worker,” he says protectively. He’s protective of the device.

      Kate speaks back in her calming robotic voice, but I’ve rattled her. “I’m sorry, that does not compute. Can you please try again?”

      I crack up.

      “You can’t really expect her to do the impossible,” Flynn says.

      “I know, tell me about it.”

      He leans forward, hands on his knees. “So is dating getting you down?”

      I sigh. “A little bit. It’s kind of awful out there. Have you tried it lately?”

      He shudders. “No, I’m practically on a sabbatical since Annie.”

      I shudder too, remembering Flynn’s ex. She turned out to be completely using him, trying to sink her claws into his fortune. Not for nothing, but it’s really hard for a tech multimillionaire to find somebody who likes him for him. My brother is rich as sin, and normally I don’t feel bad for him, but on this count—never knowing if someone loves you for you or your money—my heart is heavy.

      It’s a poor little rich boy dilemma, as he calls it. Yet it’s wholly real.

      “But what about you? What’s the latest from the minefield of dating?”

      “Last night I went out with a handsome surgeon, who was all around pretty funny and smart. But it turns out he’s into jazz music,” I say, crinkling my nose. “He spent half the time telling me he loves to go to jazz clubs and to listen to jazz at home. I had to be honest—jazz is never going to be part of my life, so we’re clearly not compatible. We’d never see each other.”

      Flynn gives me a look, takes a deep breath. “Olivia. But are you doing it again?”

      “Doing what?” I ask, indignant. “Being direct and honest on dates about what works and doesn't work?”

      “Are you sabotaging every date you go on?”

      I sit up straight. “I do not do that.”

      He points at me. “Yes, you do.”

      “I don’t care for jazz.”

      “I’m sure you could have found a work-around for his love of jazz. Instead, you sabotage. You’ve done that ever since Ron.”

      I huff. “Do you blame me? Ron was the ultimate douchenozzle. And he hid it well.”

      “‘Douchenozzle’ is a bit tame for that specimen. More like ‘king of all the assholes ever.’ It’s not often you find a man who’s not only a cheater but a serial cheater. He had affairs like it was an advent calendar.”

      A twinge of embarrassment stings my chest. “And that makes me the stupidest woman ever for missing the signs?”

      Flynn moves next to me, squeezing my shoulder. “No. You liked the guy, and he was the Artful Dodger. It was hard to spot his deception at first. But ever since then, when you’ve met a guy here or there who seems somewhat decent, you always find something wrong with him. A smart and funny surgeon? But he likes jazz, so that’s a dealbreaker? And then you tell him?”

      “But I don’t like jazz one bit,” I say in a small voice.

      “Look, I don’t like jazz either. But I don’t think it needs to be a line in the sand.” He arches a brow. “Be honest with me. Are you constantly looking for what’s wrong with a man so you won’t get hurt again?”

      I sigh, wishing it wasn’t so obvious, but then Flynn knows me as well as anyone. “I was totally hoodwinked by Ron. I didn’t see it coming, and I should have. What if it happens again?” I ask, my deepest worry coloring my tone.

      “Anything can happen, but now you try to find something wrong with someone before you even start. You’re never going to open yourself to what you want if you do that.”

      I cross my arms, exhale heavily. “Fine, maybe I do that, but look, I haven’t met anybody that ticks all the boxes on my checklist. Or even three quarters. Hell, I’d settle for half. I don’t even know if my dream guy exists.”

      He stares out the window, like he’s considering a math problem. Since my brother solves math problems in his sleep, he snaps his fingers. “My buddy Patrick. His sister is a matchmaker. Why don’t you try Evie? Let her know what you’re looking for. Maybe she can find someone for you.”

      I’ve tried online dating. I’ve been set up by friends. I’ve been open to meeting men at the gym, at bookstores, even at the farmers market. But I’ve had no luck finding a jazz hater, animal lover, quirky-art fan, who’s hot as hell and likes me.

      “Admittedly, I’m kind of picky. Do you think I’m better off being single?”

      “Olivia, you want to be happy. You want to find someone. Just call Evie. Her job is to find matches for picky people.”

      That sounds exactly like me.

      And because I’m not boneheaded, I do call her. I meet with her the next day at a coffee shop.

      She’s everything you want in a matchmaker. She has a keen eye for people; she’s perky, wildly outgoing, fantastically upbeat; and she knows everyone.

      “Are my requirements just too crazy?” I ask after I’ve told her what I’m looking for.

      Evie gives me a reassuring look and pats my hand. “No. You don’t have requirements that are too hard to meet. What’s too hard is to find a man like that online. But that’s why you came to me.” Her smile is radiant and full of confidence. “I have a few men in mind. Just give me a couple of days, and I promise I will do everything I can to find you the man of your dreams.”

      It sounds impossible to me.
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      “Hey there, little Cletus. You’re doing great, and you look swell,” I tell the teacup chihuahua with the burnished brown coat. He whimpers as I stroke a hand down his soft back. Cletus is resting in a cage after the five-month-old had a very important surgery today. “Don’t worry,” I whisper. “You won’t miss them.”

      My vet tech snickers behind me. “Bet he will.”

      I roll my eyes at David as I turn around. “I see you’re suffering from neutering sympathy. Shall I get him a pair of neuticles to make you feel better?”

      “That would help me a lot, come to think of it.”

      “You do know he doesn't miss them?”

      David grabs his crotch. “I’d miss mine.”

      “Then it’s a good thing I’m not neutering you, isn’t it?”

      At twenty-three, David is still young, and his age might be why he still feels that associative pain that men often experience when a dog is neutered. At age thirty-four, and after thousands of spays and neuters, I’m well beyond that. I don’t get emotional over removing that particular part of a dog’s anatomy. And I don’t get weirded out.

      It’s all in a day’s work.

      David gives me a salute. “Yes, boss. Also, Cletus’s foster mom is here.”

      “Great. I’ll go chat with Evie.” She’s a regular foster for one of the city’s nearby rescues, bringing in little dogs for their nip and tucks as they’re getting ready to be adopted.

      Gently, I scoop up the pup and carry the coneheaded boy to the lobby of my practice on the Upper East Side.

      Evie waves brightly at me. “And how is the sweet little boy?”

      “He did great.”

      Evie laughs. “Now, I always thought it was kind of funny to say that an animal did great during a surgery. Because, really, isn’t it you who did great during a surgery?” She taps my shoulder affectionately.

      She has a point.

      And I concede to it, blowing on my fingernails for effect. “When you’ve got it, you’ve got it. No one snips dog balls better than this guy.”

      “Put that on your business card, Herb.”

      “It’ll be my new tagline.” I shift gears. “All right, you know the drill. Give him plenty of rest, make sure he takes it easy. He might not want to eat right away. And whatever you do, keep that lampshade on him.”

      Evie drops her face into the dog’s tiny cone and gives him a kiss. “I won’t let you get out of your cone, I promise, Coney Boy.”

      “Give me a call if anything comes up, okay? Day or night. Doesn’t matter.”

      “That sounds perfect.” But before she turns to leave, she gives me a look. It’s a look that says she has something on her mind. “Dr. Smith, I’ve been meaning to ask you something.”

      “I can see the wheels turning in your head.”

      She smiles, acknowledging that I’m right. “Have you started dating again? It’s been more than a year or so since Sandy left.”

      “Yes, I’ve dated,” I say, a little defensively. “I just haven’t met the right person.”

      “It’s hard to meet the right person. I hear you on that front.” Her tone is sympathetic.

      “I thought I had met the right person.”

      The thing is Sandy was a fantastic woman, and I can’t fault her for leaving. She was offered a fantastic job in Beijing. She accepted and boarded a flight two weeks later without any fanfare or discussions about us continuing.

      We’d been together for a year. We’d started making plans. And then her plan was to move halfway around the world, so that’s what she did, ending us in one clean slice.

      “But you can’t let it get you down,” Evie adds. “You are a prize.”

      I straighten my shoulders and flash an over-the-top smile. “Thank you. I always thought I’d look really nice paraded around onstage, perhaps given away at the end of a blue ribbon ceremony.”

      “We’ll enter you in a dating contest.” She sighs thoughtfully, her eyes narrowing a bit as she taps her chin with her free hand. “But I have other ideas for you.”

      “Fess up. Are you trying to enlist me into your stable again?”

      She swats my arm affectionately. “Of course. I’ve only been trying to get you in my stable for ages. You know that. Smart, single, sweet as anything, clever, hot vet who does free spay and neuter clinics for the city’s rescues? You are going to be in demand.”

      Since she’s a premiere matchmaker, Evie’s broached the subject before. I’ve been reluctant though. Maybe I’ve been nursing my wounds since my ex took off with barely a goodbye kiss. Or maybe a part of me figures if I can put myself through vet school, open a successful practice, and make it in Manhattan, I ought to be able to find a woman without a little assistance. “Honestly, I figured I’d meet someone the old-fashioned way, like how I met Sandy. We bumped into each other at a coffee shop. She nearly spilled her hot chocolate on me.”

      “Ah, the old rom-com meet-cute.”

      “Well, yeah. I suppose it was. So I assumed I’d meet someone new in a similar fashion.”

      “And how’s that working out for you?”

      I scratch my jaw, considering her question. “Badly.”

      “You don’t say?”

      “Do I detect a note of mockery?”

      “No. I simply agree that it’s as hard as differential calculus to hope to meet someone in person in a random, swoony, just-like-the-movies way.”

      “I’ve been on dates. Mostly setups from friends.”

      “And?”

      I wince, shaking my head. “Dreadful. I’d rather bathe in molasses than go out with another oh, Tonya knows so-and-so and so-and-so knows so-and-so. And what it truly amounts to is this—your one single friend was pressured by his girlfriend or fiancée to set up her one single friend, and it doesn't matter if you have anything in common.”

      She nods sympathetically as she strokes Cletus’s head. “That is indeed the problem with friends setting up friends simply by virtue of their relationship status. I, however, have a long list of lovely single ladies, and I only connect people I think—no, I’m sure—will go together like gin and tonic.”

      “I do like a good gin and tonic.”

      She smiles impishly. “I know. All my clients are vetted and interested in the real deal. And I know you’re interested in that too.”

      “How do you know?” I’m curious why she says that, but truth be told, she nailed it on the head.

      “That’s what you wanted with Sandy. You’re not somebody who goes out and plays the field, Herb.”

      She’s right on that count. “That’s true.”

      She stares at me, determination etched in her blue eyes. “So, what’s it going to be, Mister Meow?”

      I groan. “No. That nickname is unacceptable.”

      “I promise I won’t call you that again if you’ll let me match you.”

      “So it’s coercion now, eh?” The woman is relentless with her cheer and optimism.

      “Call it coercion, or call it kismet. Whatever you call it, I have the perfect woman for you.”

      I raise a skeptical brow. “What if she’s boring?”

      She shakes her head. “Not a chance.”

      I toss out another concern. “What if she’s shallow?”

      “She’s bright and thoughtful.”

      And one more hurdle. “What if she, I dunno, smells?”

      Evie leans in closer and taps my nose with her finger. “She smells pretty, you silly man.”

      Then the dealbreaker. “What if she doesn’t like dogs?”

      “Give me some credit. As if I’d set you up with someone who doesn’t like dogs. The woman I have in mind is lovely. She’s been looking to adopt just the right three-legged dog.”

      And my heart melts a little bit. Wait, wait. I can’t. I can’t fall for her that quickly, I don’t even know her. “I suppose one date can’t hurt. But I don’t want to do dinner.”

      “Dinner is off the table.”

      “I don’t want to do a wine tasting.”

      “Just say no to the vino.”

      “I don’t want to do a beer tasting, and I don’t want to do something that’s like super hipster-y, like a mayonnaise tasting or pickle tasting.”

      “Got it. You probably don’t want to do a carrot tasting either, then. Do you?”

      “Do people really have carrot tastings?”

      “Have you been to Brooklyn? They have everything these days.”

      “True that.”

      “You want to do something totally unconventional. Something that will let you know if you have chemistry.”

      That’s the thing. I’ve done the whole typical three dates thing a handful of times ever since Sandy left, and I don’t want to get on that merry-go-round again. “I just want to get on the merry-go-round once for one date, and I’ll know after one date.”

      “Then it needs to be one spectacular date. Do you still like bizarre, oddball, quirky modern art?”

      “Damn, you have a good memory.”

      “I have a memory for matches. Would you like to meet a smart, sarcastic, tech-savvy art lover who likes to discover all the interesting things about New York and who loves puzzles?”

      My ears perk up. “I love puzzles.”
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      “How do I look?” I ask my brother, since he stopped by to pick up a book. Perfect opportunity to nab his opinion.

      His green eyes light up with laughter and, admittedly, a whole ton of mockery. “How do you look?” he echoes as he tucks Why We Sleep under his arm.

      I bristle. “I need a guy’s opinion.”

      “And you asked me?” He points to his chest.

      “I’m pretty sure you’re a guy. Is there something you want to tell me? Did you swap your parts?”

      “No, but my point is, I’m your brother. It basically disqualifies me from ever commenting on your appearance.”

      I huff. “Can you just tell me if I look good?”

      “No, I actually can’t tell you. I couldn’t function any longer as a man in any way if I tell my sister she looks good. Fine, empirically, yes. You look good. But you also look stupid because you’re my sister, and I have to think that.”

      “You legitimately cannot think your sister looks nice in something? I’m thirty, you’re twenty-seven. We’re not children anymore.”

      “Doesn’t matter. Certain things can never change. You look fine. Sisters always look fine. I can’t give you any other opinion than that.”

      I stare daggers at him. “Flynn, it’s a good thing I like you. And you know what? I like myself too, so I am going to assume that I chose wisely in the fashion department.”

      He flashes a smile as he claps my shoulder. “There you go. That’s the confident sis I know and love. You did choose wisely. Now go out and have a great time. I’m so psyched that you used Evie. I have a good feeling about this. Don’t sabotage it.”

      “Who, me?” I ask ever so innocently. “I would never do that.”

      His expression goes stern. “I mean it, Liv.”

      I hold up my free hand in oath. “I promise. I installed an anti-sabotage shield on myself tonight. And I am going into this with eyes wide open.”

      “Be good,” he says as he heads for the door. I say goodbye, then give myself a final once-over in the mirror.

      Jeans look good, boots look sexy, cute top that slips off one shoulder is pretty, with a hint of something more. My brown hair sports a little wave as it curls over my shoulders.

      “You are a thumbs-up,” I tell my reflection.

      I head downtown to Tribeca to meet Herb, the hot vet.
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      I arrive right on time, expecting him to be late. Most people usually are. But when I see a tall, trim, toned, handsome, as in the most handsome in the entire universe, man standing in front of a light installation at the Helen Williams Gallery, my breath catches.

      There’s no way that’s him.

      That guy in the dark jeans and a blue button-down shirt that hugs his muscles has to be somebody else. I bet he was flown in, shipped in from some foreign country that grows good-looking men in meadows. He was paid to stand around and simply radiate handsome. He has to be a model. There’s no way that’s actually Herb, the hot vet, standing under a fuchsia-pink light, exactly where Evie said to look for him.

      Herb is probably in the restroom and this stepped-out-of-a-magazine-ad man is holding his spot.

      But then Mr. Too Handsome for Words catches my gaze. His lips quirk up in a lopsided smile that puts all the other lopsided smiles in the entire universe to shame. Because that is the crooked smile that defines why crooked smiles are absolutely delicious. Already my stomach is flipping, and I haven’t even talked to him.

      “What do you think? Is pink my color?” he asks from a few feet away, glancing up at the light.

      God, I hope it’s him. I walk closer. “I see you as more of a magenta.”

      He gives me a thoughtful look. “That’s too bad. I was actually hoping perhaps I would be a periwinkle.”

      I laugh. “Do you know what periwinkle looks like?”

      “No, isn’t it a shade of, let me guess, blue?” He extends a hand. “I’m Herb Smith.”

      Praise the Lord. “I’m Olivia Parker.”

      Herb Smith is the most handsome man I’ve ever met, with his dark hair, square jaw, and blue eyes the sapphire color of perfect Bora Bora ocean. The man is to die for, and I don’t believe in playing games. If I’m going to be up-front with the duds, I’ll be direct with the un-duds.

      “I didn’t think the man standing under the light was actually going to be you,” I admit, going for full truth.

      “Why’s that?”

      I gulp, and then I bite off a big chunk of honesty, since what’s the point in anything else? “You look like you were imported from the land of hot men.”

      He blinks. His eyes widen and sparkle, and then he says, “Wow. I didn't know that country existed.”

      “It’s right between Goodlookingvia and Stunninglandenero. Just north of Beautifulcountria.”

      “I’d like to see your map of the world.”

      “I have it at home. But was that too forward? Calling you good-looking and objectifying you from the start? Want me to rewind and go again?”

      “Hold on a second. You just complimented me for being too handsome, and you think that was too forward?”

      “In case you think I’m only evaluating you based on your appearance,” I say, since I had the impression from Evie that her services are more of the soul mate variety and less of the hop-on-the-hottie style.

      He runs a hand lightly down my arm. “Judge me some more. I should be so lucky.”

      He drops his arm and I smile, the kind that stretches across my whole face. “In fact,” he adds, “I hope you have a long list of traits you’re going to be evaluating me on, like a checklist?”

      I wave a hand dismissively. “I have that list on my smartphone. I’ll fill it out tonight. After we see how this goes.”

      “How long is that list?”

      I stare up at the ceiling, pretending I’m deep in thought. “I’d say it’s about five or six pages.”

      “You’re a woman after my own heart.”

      “Do you have a long checklist?”

      “I do, and it’s incredibly long.” He takes a beat, his baby blues strolling up and down my body. “Lots of things are incredibly long.”

      “Who’s forward now?” I ask, acting all aghast, but I’m not aghast at all. I like long things.

      “What can I say? It seemed apropos. By the way, I’m not imported. I was actually locally grown.”

      “Ah, so you’re a farm-to-date man?”

      “Yes, I was homegrown within a fifty-mile radius. Raised in Westchester. So you’re really able to tick a ton of boxes tonight. Presuming farm-to-date is on that long checklist.”

      “I’m adding it now and checking it off,” I say, and inside I am punching the sky.

      This is the best date ever.

      As the pink glow from the neon light installation flickers behind him, I decide to opt for more honesty since it seems to be working so far—and way better than sabotage, it turns out. “I probably shouldn't say this, but dating can seriously suck, and in the first ten minutes, you’re more fun than anyone I’ve gone out with in a long time, and on top of that, you’re an insanely handsome guy.” I park my hands on my hips, narrowing my eyes. “What’s wrong with you?”

      He heaves a sigh. “Fine. I’ll admit it. I’m terrible at following IKEA directions for putting furniture together. I know, you just follow the steps. But it’s hard, and I am bad at it. Can you live with that?”

      I frown, scrub a hand across my chin. “If I have to.”

      He steps closer, his eyes taking a tour again. “Also, you beat me to it. You’re beautiful. But honestly, even if you were average looking, that would be fine too, because looks aren’t the most important thing, and these first few minutes are my favorite too. In a long time.”

      Holy shit. He’s a breath of rarified air. I’m smiling, he’s grinning, his eyes are sparkling, and my insides are shimmy shimmy bang banging. “I agree. Looks aren’t all that.”

      “So we’re good, then? If you bore me, I’m gonna be out of here in like a half hour.”

      “That long? I’d have thought sooner. But I’m glad that the challenge is on, and it goes both ways. You better keep up with me, Herb Smith.”

      “Oh, I intend to. I absolutely intend to keep up with you.”

      We wander around the gallery, checking out the bizarre installations made of neon lights, and as we go, my skin warms, my heart squeezes, and my hope skyrockets. I like this guy, I like his ease of conversation. I like the way he snaps, crackles, and pops when he talks.

      I bet there’s something wrong with him though.

      Except I can’t go looking.

      I need to maintain the anti-self-sabotage shield.

      We stop in front of a bright yellow pair of neon lights that look like a balloon animal at certain angles. “Also, can we get one thing out of the way real quick?” he asks.

      I slice a hand in the air. “There’s not going to be any sex tonight.”

      Laughter seems to burst from him. “That’s not what I was going to say, but it’s good to know your ground rules. Just so we’re clear, are all types of sex off the table?”

      Twin spots of pink form on my cheeks. “Probably.”

      He steps closer, and I can smell him—his aftershave is woodsy and intoxicating. “What about kissing, can we kiss? Let’s say that I meet some of the marks on your checklist, do you want to have a kiss at the end?” he asks, and I’m nearly drunk on him already.

      I want a kiss right the hell now. “That seems reasonable,” I say a little breathy. Then my mind trips back to his comment. “What did you want to get out of the way, then?”

      He takes a deep breath. “Yes, Herb is my real name.”

      “I didn’t think it was a fake name.”

      “Who would pick that as a fake name, unless you were trying to scare somebody off?”

      “Your name doesn’t scare me,” I say, because I’m 100 percent unperturbed by his old-school name.

      “Are you sure?”

      I point to the light sculpture on the white wall. “I’m still standing here under this weird, bizarre, twisty-turny collage of rainbow neon lights. I’m sure.”

      He glances up at the art installation in question. “Isn’t that the coolest thing?”

      “It’s so weird, it’s like the perfect weird piece of art. I want to hang that in my apartment and have people come over and say, ‘What is that?’ And I’ll reply with ‘my innermost thoughts,’” I say, all haughty.

      “You’re devilish,” he says in admiration.

      “Perhaps I am.”

      I stare at him, amazed that it’s already going this well. “By the way, why did you mention your name?”

      His tone is softer, more direct. “I guess because I’m surprised you didn’t. Most dates bring up my name, since it’s unusual. They want to know if it’s a nickname, if it’s real, if it’s a family name that my mom had to give me. Or a mistake.”

      “A mistake? Why would someone think it’s a mistake?”

      He shoots me a steely glare. “Herb? Let’s cut to the chase. It ain’t Chase. It isn’t Hunter or Bennett or Foxface, or whatever cool names dudes have these days.”

      A smile crosses my lips, warming me from the inside out. “I don’t give a foxface if your name is cool or uncool. But is there a story behind it?”

      He chuckles in a self-deprecating way that’s thoroughly endearing. “Herb was my granddad’s name. It was supposed to be my middle name. But he passed away a few days before I was born, and well, my sentimental parents made it my first name.”

      “Aww. That’s touching. A very sweet story.”

      “I’m stuck with it, but he was a great man, so it’s all good. And I have the world’s simplest last name, so go figure.”

      “I like both of your names. The juxtaposition of the old-fashioned next to the familiar is a refreshing combo. It makes you even more unique, like this date.”

      “Normally on dates I count the seconds until it’s going to be over.”

      “Ouch. The seconds, really? Is it usually that bad that you have to count the actual seconds?”

      He nods vigorously. “It’s usually that bad.”

      “What’s the shortest date you’ve ever been on?” I query as we stroll through another hall of the art gallery.

      “I would say about twelve minutes and fifty-two seconds. We had nothing to say to each other, and it was evident when she wanted to talk about how to do her nails, then she showed me an Instagram video of how to do nails, and there was like sponges and glue, and it was Instagram. Have I mentioned it was Instagram?”

      “I’m going to go out on a limb and admit it. I do not get the fascination with every single life hack for every single thing, for every type of makeup or every type of possible decoration you could put on your body or face, but it seems like everyone in a certain age range wants to do everything they’ve learned from Instagram.”

      He smiles. “Is it too early to say this is the best date I’ve been on in a long time?”

      My grin matches his. “I don’t think it’s too early at all, but I think we really should reserve judgment until we finish the main attraction.”

      “Are you ready for it?”

      “I’m so ready.”

      We finish the appetizer portion of our date and head over to devour the main course.
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      As we walk to the warehouse, we talk.

      “Ever been to an escape room before?” We turn down a lively block in Tribeca.

      She wiggles her eyebrows. “That sounds like a come-on.”

      “Maybe it is.” I dive into an exaggerated seductive voice. “Want to come see my . . . escape room, baby?”

      She purses her lips then drags a hand down her chest. “Oooh, yes. Show it to me now.”

      I growl, keeping up the routine, loving how easily I’m clicking with this woman. “Level with me. Are you an escape room virgin?”

      She drops a demure expression on her face. “I am indeed.”

      “Me too,” I say, returning to my normal voice. “But Evie thinks it’s perfect for us since I love puzzles and you presumably do too.”

      “Crazy for them,” she says, emphasizing the words with passion. “My job is kind of like a puzzle. Being an ethical hacker. You have to get into everything backwards.” Then she talks more about some of the work she does, and it’s fascinating. She practices hacking into security for banks, then giving them advice on where they have holes. “And it’s sort of similar to what you do,” she says. “Which is a puzzle too.”

      Instantly I know what she means.

      “Since my patients can’t talk?”

      She smiles and nods. “Yes, that does make it quite a puzzle. It’s like you need a whole other language.”

      We chat more as we weave through the moonlit streets in lower Manhattan, and as we do, I take a moment to admire her. I was being honest when I said if she wasn’t pretty, it wouldn’t matter.

      And I meant it. To me, this kind of chemistry—instant and electric—matters so much more.

      But I still find it kind of hard to believe she’s as gorgeous as she is, and as interesting as she is. Clearly, something has to go wrong, like it did with Sandy.

      I tense momentarily, picturing my ex.

      Seeing her face.

      Feeling the gut punch of her news that she was leaving on a jet plane.

      But I don’t want Sandy to infect this night.

      I hoist those thoughts right out of my mind.

      We stop at a light, and I put a hand on Olivia’s arm then run my palm down her skin. “I hope I’m not being too forward by touching your arm.”

      She gazes at me. “You can definitely touch my arm. In fact, I hope I’m not being too forward by saying it gave me the shivers.”

      “Good shivers?” I ask as a cab screams by.

      “Definitely the good kind.”

      “I can work with good shivers.”

      The light changes and we cross. “Good shivers are another item on the checklist,” she says.

      I mime checking it off.

      She flashes a smile that ignites me, and I wonder why I took so long to say yes to Evie. But then the last time I felt this way was Sandy and—

      Nope. Not going to do it. Not going to let her ruin the best night in ages.

      No. Years.

      Just focus on tonight.

      When we arrive at the warehouse, the gamemaster opens the door and lets us inside, his tone that of a clandestine fellow from decades ago. “Hello, my secret agents. Welcome to the 1940s. We have your escape room ready for you.”

      The gamemaster ushers us down to a basement room, tells us our fellow agents were wrongly taken into police custody, and if we can find the clues and crack the case, we can set them free.

      The clock is ticking.

      I turn to Olivia. “Do you agree it would be completely embarrassing if we don’t find our way out of here? After we both talked about our skill with puzzles?”

      “Failure is not an option,” she says, her tone intense.

      Quickly and methodically, we survey the room. There are wigs, trench coats, mustaches, and maps of the world that look like they belong in an old-time professor’s office. A framed portrait hangs behind a large oak desk with a green lamp.

      The portrait features a stern-looking man. “His left eye is wonky,” I say, pointing to the picture and the way the eye seems askew.

      She peers more closely. “It sure is.”

      She spins around, counting quietly. “And there are nine mirrors in this room.”

      I catalog the reflective surfaces—mirrors hanging on walls, one standing on a desk, another next to a globe.

      “Mirrors and a wonky eye,” I say, tapping my skull.

      We spend the next thirty minutes with a laser focus, gathering clues, solving riddles, and cracking codes. We’re nearly there. I can feel it. We stand at the desk, poring over one of the last clues, tossing ideas back and forth.

      “This is so cool,” she says. “If we’re good at this, can we make it a thing?”

      I laugh, loving that she’s already decided we’re having another date. “We can definitely make it a thing. We’ll tackle all the escape rooms in New York City. How many do you think there are?”

      “Thousands,” she says softly, tilting her face toward me.

      I hold her gaze, not wanting to look anywhere else but into her sparkling blue eyes.

      “Olivia,” I say, stepping closer to her, a rush of warmth skating over my skin, “are you telling me one hour into this date that you’re having such a good time you want to go on a second date?” I don’t know why I’m being so forward, yet I know exactly why I’m being so forward. Because she’s fascinating. She’s interesting. I’ve never felt this kind of instant, quick, sharp, spicy, tangible connection with somebody. Rather than run away from it, I don’t want to let it go.

      A lock of her hair is out of place, so I brush it off her shoulder. Her breath seems to hitch. “Yes. I do want to go on another date.”

      Somewhere in the back of my mind, I’m vaguely aware of a ticking clock. But I want this more. I run the back of my fingers across her cheek. “Is kissing on your checklist?”

      She gasps softly. “I would say kissing you is on my checklist, but you have to be a really good kisser to stay on my checklist.”

      I move my hand to her face, sliding my thumb along her jawline. “It’s on mine too.”

      “Let’s check it off.” Her eyes flutter shut.

      I lean closer to her and brush my lips over hers. I feel a whisper of breath that seems to ghost across her lips, and then the slightest gasp.

      She trembles. I’m not even holding her or touching her, I’m just kissing her lightly, softly. And she’s shuddering.

      It’s beautiful and too good to be true.

      But it’s all true, and it’s happening.

      I want to know what else makes her feel this way.

      I want to be the one to make her feel this way.

      The intensity of those twin thoughts shocks me, maybe even scares me a bit, given my past experience.

      But everything feels so right about tonight.

      And I know that we could easily spend the whole night in here kissing, but I also suspect she’ll be ticked if we don’t get out of here before the clock.

      I separate.

      She blinks. “Wow, now my head is foggy. I don’t know if I can concentrate.”

      “I don’t know if I can either. But you know what I like more than kissing you?”

      “I can’t believe there’s anything you like more than kissing me,” she pouts.

      I loop a hand around her hip, my thumb stroking against her. “I like getting to know you.”

      She practically purrs. “Herb, let’s get the hell out of here, go to a diner, and get to know each other more.”

      We work, solving the final clue when we position all the mirrors in the room so that they’re shining into the portrait’s eye. As soon as they do, his eye works like a laser, then opens the door to the escape room.

      We laugh and tumble out of the warehouse. The gamemaster tells us that was one of the fastest times that two people have actually executed an escape.

      “Guess we had something we wanted outside of the room,” I say, glancing at Olivia, who smiles back at me. We want to keep getting to know each other.

      I thank the man and turn down the street, reaching for her hand.

      She links her fingers through mine.

      And am I ever glad I’m moving beyond the past.

      Maybe this is insta-like. Heck, maybe it’s insta-falling. But screw it. I’m feeling it everywhere.

      We wind up at a nearby diner ordering burgers, French fries, and iced tea, and talking. We both agree Madison Square Park is our favorite park in the city, declaring the bench near the MetLife Building a great spot for kissing, then I tell her I like rock, and while she prefers pop, we agree we can coexist on the music front, since everything else is in sync. We chat until we close the place down.

      At the end, it feels like we’ve been on three dates.

      “Does this kind of feel like we’ve already hit the trifecta of three great dates?” I ask.

      “It kind of does.”

      “And each one has been better than the last.”

      “They’re all so good . . . it’s almost as if it’s too good to be true,” she says, her tone light and breezy.

      I stop, tug on her hand, and pull her flush against me. “But it’s real.” My voice is serious.

      “It is?” Her tone is pocked with nerves. She looks unsure.

      I nod, then cup her cheek and kiss her lips once more, savoring her taste, learning the flavor of her kiss, taking mental snapshots of how she feels in my arms.

      Like she’s giving herself to me.

      And it’s entirely what I want.

      One freaking date, and I’m sold.

      “It’s not too good to be true,” I say as we break apart, and I walk her home. But along the way, something seems to shift in her.

      Her stance is stiffer. Her eyes are cooler. Her tone reads distant.

      When we reach her place, I squeeze her hand. “You okay?”

      “I’m great, but I’m so tired, and I need to go. Bye.”

      She spins around, heads up her steps, and darts inside without a parting glance.

      I stand on the street wondering what the hell went wrong.
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      Misery is my companion.

      It trips me up on the racquetball court the next morning.

      With an unladylike grunt, I lunge for the ball, and I smack it wildly. It screams across the court, missing the mark by miles.

      Flynn thrusts his arms in victory.

      I’m not annoyed he won. I’m simply annoyed. With myself. My thoughts are only on Herb Smith, and how badly I botched last night.

      “Rematch?” Flynn asks, eagerness in his eyes.

      I don't have the energy to attempt to even the score with my brother. “Nah.”

      He sets down his racket on the bench. “Clearly something is horribly wrong. Confession time.” He pats the wood. “Tell me how you messed up last night.”

      I can’t pretend I didn’t. Misery slithers down my spine. “We were having the world’s most perfect date,” I say, forlorn.

      “Yeah, yeah, skip over the sex part.”

      “We didn’t have sex.”

      “Okay, you didn’t have sex, so how could it have been the world’s most perfect date?”

      I swat him with my towel. “Things do not have to have sex to be awesome.”

      “But sex does help to make things awesome.”

      “You know how you didn’t want to talk about how I look good in clothes? I don’t want to talk about sex with you.”

      “Okay, fine, so you’re having an awesome date.” He makes a rolling gesture for me to keep going.

      “We hit it off, Flynn. We had insane chemistry. We talked about everything, including how much we liked each other already. That’s what freaked me out. We liked each other from the beginning.”

      His brow knits. “So you’re worried it’s insta-love?”

      “But I don’t believe in insta-love.”

      “Except you felt insta-love for him?” he points out gently.

      My stomach flips with the sweetest memories of Herb’s kisses, his words, his easy way with me. “I did. That’s the thing. I felt insta everything for him.” I toss up my hands and look to my brother. “Clearly, there’s no way that can work. It’s impossible, so I took off at the end.”

      “That’s real mature,” he deadpans.

      “I couldn’t fathom that it was all real . . . And then, what if I’d invited him up?”

      “Let’s play this game,” Flynn says, thoughtful and logical. “What would have happened? What were you so scared of? Having real feelings for someone you truly like?”

      A movie reel plays before my eyes. “I would have had hot, dirty sex with him, and I would have said, ‘Let’s get married and make babies,’ and he’d have said yes, and it would be too good to be true.”

      “Wait. I thought we weren’t supposed to talk about sex. You just said you had hot and dirty sex.”

      “In my dreams. Yes, it was going to be the hottest sex of my life because I’m that attracted to him. He kissed me in the middle of an escape room, and it was incredible. My toes are still tingling from it.”

      “Why are you standing here with me, then?”

      “I don’t know. That’s a good question.” I swallow hard, my throat burning.

      He sighs, shaking his head. “Olivia, you’re doing it again.”

      I sigh. I don’t fight the truth this time. “I know. I’m sabotaging it. Because I’m afraid.”

      “And you like this guy. So, woman up and un-sabotage it.”
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      The morning brings no more answers.

      Only a gigantic question mark when I check my phone and find zero messages from her.

      Then again, I didn’t text her either.

      I don’t need to have her reject me again. Doing it to my face last night was all I needed, thank you very much.

      Still, the clinical part of me wants to understand what went down.

      As the sun rises, I dribble a basketball on the court in Central Park then send it soaring into the net.

      “And then she just left,” I tell my buddy Malone, a fellow vet.

      “Admittedly, that’s not an ideal ending to a date.” That’s Malone for you. Straight up and to the point. He grabs the ball and whooshes it toward the net.

      I snag it on the rebound. “It was literally the definition of a perfect date. Then she said, ‘I’m so tired, and I need to go.’ Boom. She was gone.”

      “Ah, now I get it. Sounds like she didn’t want to see your sorry ass naked.”

      I roll my eyes. “My ass is spectacular, clothed or naked.”

      He shudders, like he’s watching a horror flick. “Don’t tell me anything more about your ass.”

      “I’m just saying, it’s a gold-standard ass. She was checking it out.”

      He covers his ears. “Stop. Make it stop.”

      I shoot the ball, watching it arc into the net. “Anyway, that’s that. She made it clear. There’s nothing more that’s going to happen. I’ll just move on.”

      He grabs the ball, stops, and stares at me. “Wait. That’s your takeaway?”

      “Well, what should it be?”

      “You like this woman, you had a great date, she turned sleepy at the end, and your conclusion is you should just walk away?”

      “You said sleepy time isn’t the ideal ending to a date.”

      He taps his chest. “I did, and it’s not, because sexy time is the ideal ending to a date. But just because you didn’t get there doesn’t mean you stop shooting the basketball.”

      “I should throw a basketball to get to the sexy times?” I’m thoroughly perplexed.

      “No. But here’s the thing. You like her, you had chemistry, and you had one weird moment. Dating is weird. It’s like when you put a sweater on a cat and they don’t know how to walk.”

      I furrow my brow. “Pretty sure Olivia knows how to walk.”

      Malone hums. “But you might need to help her take off the sweater.”

      “Man, your analogy game needs work. Are you saying I need to undress her?”

      “No. Well, not yet. But soon. What I am saying is you need to try again.”

      I crack up, clapping him on the back. “Wow. I didn’t get that at all from the cat sweater analogy.”

      “Just try with her. Give it your best shot. Let her know what you want. The worst that’ll happen is you’re back out there on the dating circuit, putting sweaters on cats.”

      Maybe, just maybe, he’s right. Maybe I should try to decipher what happened, because that really was the perfect date. And I don’t want to give up this time.
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      Later that day, I track down my matchmaker. We have lunch, and I tell her what happened.

      “I really messed up.”

      Evie pats my hand. “No, sweetie, you didn’t mess up, you got nervous. People get nervous. That’s what happens. The question is—where do you go now?”

      “I want to see him again. I think he’s the one.”

      She beams. “I believe that too. But you’re going to have to make it clear you’re not a runner. That you’re a stayer. Because I’m pretty sure he wants you to stay.”

      “Does he?” Tingles sweep through my body.

      “The two of you are meant to be.”

      I quirk an eyebrow. “Do you believe in that? That people are meant to be together?”

      “I do. Now you need to do what you should have done last night.”

      And I don’t wait. I whip out my phone at lunch, dial his clinic, and ask to speak to Dr. Smith.

      Evie beams the whole time, the proud matchmaker.

      “He’s with a patient right now. May I take a message?” The man on the other end of the phone asks.

      With a smile, and a belly full of nerves, I give him a message. “Can you please tell Dr. Smith that it’s Olivia and I would like to know if he would want to work on my checklist at Madison Square Park tonight?”

      “I’ll give him the message.”

      Evie claps.

      I set down my phone, catching a glimpse of a message icon in the status bar. With butterflies fluttering, I click it open. It arrived fifteen minutes ago.

      

      Herb: Hey, Olivia, so I’m not really sure what went wrong last night, but I’d like to try again with you. If you’re up for it, maybe we can meet at Madison Square Park after work.

      

      He must have sent it before I even called him. Oh God, I think I’m falling in love. My fingers speed through the fastest reply in the world.

      

      Olivia: YES!!!!!! I’m there!
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      We arrive at the same time.

      He walks toward me. I walk toward him. I stop in front of the bench, nerves and hope clogging my throat.

      “I’m sorry I freaked out last night.”

      He sits and I sit next to him. “Are you a runner? Because once I have you as mine, I’m not going to want you to run away.”

      I take a deep breath. “I had a bad relationship. He cheated on me with a ton of other people, and sometimes I sabotage dates when it seems like it might work. I especially do when it’s too good to be true.”

      He smiles and runs his thumb over my jawline. “So you think I’m too good to be true?”

      “You said it yourself last night. Everything seemed that way.”

      “And that scared you?”

      “It did. But that’s no excuse.” I reach for his hand. When he threads his fingers through mine, I swear all is right in the world. “Maybe it’s too soon. Maybe it’s too much. But I want to know what we can be.”

      He sighs, but it sounds like it’s full of happy relief. “Look, I was hurt too. I was in love with this woman, and she took off around the world. I keep waiting for someone to pull the rug out from under me again.”

      My heart aches for him. “I don’t want to pull the rug out from under you.”

      He sweeps his thumb over my jaw. “And I don’t want to hurt you. All I want is to make you feel good.”

      And my heart—it soars to the sky. “That’s the past. This is the present.” I smile, and the way he smiles back at me, all crooked and sexy, sends heat through my body.

      “There’s only one way to find out if this thing is too good to be true,” he says, his voice low, husky. His hand slinks around my neck, into my hair, sending shivers down my spine.

      “To do this thing.”

      “Let’s do this thing.” He dips his face to my neck then kisses me there. “You know what escape room I’d like to go to right now?”

      “Which one?” I’m trembling with desire.

      “There’s one in my apartment.”

      I moan. “If you take me there, I’m not going to want to escape.”

      “That’s the plan.”

      I plant a kiss on his lips, and it’s better than last night. It’s wonderful and magical, and I feel it everywhere. Everything else fades away but the absolute magic of this man and me. Maybe I’m crazy, but I swear I can taste forever in his kiss.

      I make a choice.

      To break my habits and make brand new ones.

      Starting with the hot, dirty sex I’d hoped for.
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      When we make it to her apartment, my sweet guy side takes the back seat. Once the door closes I whisper filthy things in her ear.

      Want to strip off all your clothes.

      Spread you out on the bed.

      Eat you, taste you, have you.

      “Who knew that you had such a dirty mouth?” Olivia says, trailing her fingers over my chest. “You’re quite naughty.” She grabs my shirt, tugging it over my head as we stumble to my bed.

      I wiggle a playful brow. “Guess you bring out all the naughty in me.”

      She laughs as she drags her nails along my abs. “Grooves. You have traceable grooves. Yes, definitely too good.”

      “Tell me if this is too good to be true.” I yank off her top, unclasp her  bra, and dip my head to her fantastic breasts, murmuring as I lick a circle around one nipple. “I’d like to lick, and kiss, and fuck you all night long, Olivia. Take you hard, take you slow, take you every way.”

      She shivers. ‘“Are you for real? Is this happening?”

      “Only one way to find out.” I lavish attention on her breasts. “Does this feel real?”

      “Yes.”

      “And does this sound like I’m really saying it? Your skin tastes delicious. I could spend the night worshipping your body.”

      She murmurs her yes. Then adds, “I’d like that very much.”

      But she’s an equal opportunity worshipper, it turns out.  Even when I have her squirming and panting, she doesn’t let her own pleasure deter her. She sits up, pressing a hand to my chest. “Let me taste you. Let me show you how much I want you too.”

      Who am I to argue? “Show me,” I tell her, then wrap her hair in a fist, and tug her down.

      She takes me in her mouth, and she’s spectacular with her tongue.

      I let her know, urging her on with words.

      Just like that.

      Your mouth feels so damn good.

      So. Fucking. Good.

      But it’s too good. So I stop, pull her up, bring her close, and whisper, “Let me fuck you now, sweetheart.”

      She trembles when I say that word — sweetheart.

      Once I’m inside her, it’s electric and intense, it’s wild and frenzied, it’s slow and tender. It’s the best it’s ever been.

      But it’s not too good to be true. It’s better.

      She seems to agree, telling me when we’re done, “We’ll have to do it again so I know for sure it’s real.”

      “Fine by me.”

      And so we do.
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      The next morning I take her out for pancakes.

      With her fork in hand, she dives in with gusto. “I love pancakes.”

      “Some people do.”

      “Hey! Don’t rain on my pancake parade.” She eyes my plate of eggs. “Why didn’t you order pancakes?”

      I sigh heavily and level with her. “I don’t like them.”

      Her blue eyes pop. “What? How is that possible?”

      “Just don’t. I’m an eggs and hash browns kind of guy.”

      She shakes her head vehemently. “I refuse to believe anyone can dislike pancakes.”

      I tap my chest. “This guy does.”

      She huffs, takes another bite of her pancakes, then smiles. “Herb.” She sets down her fork and gives me a strange smile.

      “What? Is this a deal-breaker? A new act of sabotage?”

      She stands, moves around the table, and sits down next to me, then kisses my cheek. “You told me you hate pancakes, and I still like you. This must be the real thing.”

      I laugh, cup her cheek, and bring her close for another kiss.

      “And amazingly, I can tolerate the taste of pancakes on your lips.”

      She tap-dances her fingers down my shirt. “I’ll get you to like them eventually.”

      “We’ll see about that.”

      I walk her home, and outside her apartment she gives me the best redo ever—kissing the hell out of me and making me wish I could take the rest of the day off.

      Instead, I peel myself away, send her a text, and ask if I can see her that night.

      Seconds later, she replies with a yes.

      It’s possible I send her a few more texts that day. It’s possible some are sweet. It’s possible some are dirty too. She seems to like all those sides of me, and hell, I like all of hers.

      Or really, love is the better word.
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      Olivia

      

      I spend the night. And the next night, and the next one, and the next one.

      For several wonderful blissful months that culminate in a ring, a promise, and a shared home.

      Right now, I’m heading to meet Evie to thank her for setting me up with the man who has become my fiancé. When I see her at the coffee shop, Flynn is with her. “If we could only convince Flynn to let me work on him,” Evie says, crossing her fingers.

      He shakes his head. “Nope. I’m too focused on work.”

      I shoot him a you’re so ridiculous look, then turn to Evie. “Someday he’ll realize there is a meant-to-be for him, since I found mine. And we’re going to Bora Bora for our honeymoon.”

      Flynn’s green eyes light up. “He passed the Bora Bora litmus test.”

      “And someday you’ll find someone who passes yours,” I say.

      My brother might be reluctant, he might have his own reasons for keeping up his guard, but I believe that deep down, there’s a woman who’s going to be his perfect match.

      I found mine.

      I thought he was too good to be true.

      Then I realized that some things simply are, and those are the ones you don’t let slip away.

      

      
        
        THE END

      

      

      Intrigued by Flynn? He has his own story to tell in COME AS YOU ARE, the smash hit romance that’ll have you swooning, out now!

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      You’ll also love my new sexy, single dad romance — THE WHAT IF GUY! It’s available everywhere!
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      A sexy standalone romance with a single dad you'll fall hard for!

      It should be an easy rule to follow – don’t bang your boss…

      But I didn’t know who he was when I met him.

      And the first time I saw him, our connection sounded like the stuff of romantic legends — that whole “their eyes locked across a crowded room” moment that turned into more.

      I didn’t believe it. . . . until it happened to me.

      Fine, the charming, clever, sexy-as-sin guy in the tailored suit was only trying to buy the same Snoopy lunchbox (as a gift!), but still, our eyes totally locked, and my lady parts definitely tingled as we vied for the prize.

      Naturally, I did what any badass business woman would do. Negotiated for the lunchbox, then found my what-if guy online and made plans to see him the next night.

      One night only — that was the deal we made.

      But one fantastic night had us both changing our minds in the morning. And making plans for another.

      Until I walked into the office to learn he just bought my company.

      And here’s the biggest rule of romantic legends — no matter what, don’t bang your boss.

      Especially if you’re already falling for him.

      THE WHAT IF GUY is a sexy standalone you can escape into!

      

      Here’s a sneak peek!

      Prologue

      Logan

      

      Some things in life are hard, some are damn hard, and some might as well be impossible.

      Snagging a dream job?

      Tough, but I finagled it.

      Raising a kid solo?

      Anything but easy, but I must be doing something right, because mine is awesome.

      But try meeting a woman when you’re in your thirties, a single dad with zero free time.

      Wait. Make that a woman you like, who’s fun to talk to, and who’s not going to stab you in the back, or the spleen, or right in the heart with a jagged knife.

      Now that’s a Herculean task.

      I’m not sure it’s possible to find someone like that no matter who you are. You might call me jaded, but I prefer to think I’ve learned from my mistakes.

      I live in the present, sure, but I don’t forget what life has taught me.

      I’m careful. I’m cautious. And when it comes to my romantic life, I am as skeptical as a fact-checker, looking for hoaxes, lies, and emotional scams like it’s my job.

      And that’s worked well for me.

      Right up to the day I pop into a store to grab a gift for the most important person in my world. I know what I’m after. I should be in and out in a minute.

      Instead, I lock eyes with the sexiest brunette I’ve ever seen.

      And her hand is on the same Snoopy lunch box I want.

      Game on.

      Game fucking on.

      I thought I knew what “tough” was. But I forgot that it’s when you assume you have life all figured out that it decides to make an ass out of you.

      And I have a feeling I’m about to get schooled.

      

      
        
        THE WHAT IF GUY is a sexy standalone you can escape into!
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