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        Look, I’m good in bed, but bad at dating.

        It’s a bit of a problem, but not a hard one to solve.

        There should only be one hard thing when it comes to dating.

        Well, two.

        So I hopped on a dating app and let my fingers do the talking. Who could say no to this profile?

        Smart, fit, hot nerd veterinarian who’s bad at dating seeks fantastic man. Must like dogs, the outdoors, talking, cooking, kissing.

        But here’s what got me a ton of swipes. PS. I like oatmeal raisin cookies.

        This is the story of how that tiny truth changed my dating life.
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      All this talk of dating apps tonight has got me thinking.

      That it’s time for doing.

      Yup. Time to get on the apps again. I’m not meeting anyone in the waiting room at my veterinarian practice.

      Or the exam room for that matter.

      Wait. Scratch that. I’m meeting a lot of people, but generally speaking here in Tahoe, they’re little old ladies with Maltese Poodles, middle-aged ladies with six-toed cats, married couples with kids and huskies, and the occasional smoking-hot snowboard instructor who doesn’t have his own pet but brings in his mom’s Papillon.

      Plenty of the latter are attractive. But I’m not interested in any of them, since making a move on a client while a thermometer is up their dog’s butt is not cool. Especially in a tiny, mountain town where I run a mobile vet business that relies on word of mouth.

      And no one gives good reviews to the sleazy vet.

      Ergo, I’m the non-sleazy vet who’s been dateless for too long.

      I’ve tried.

      I’ve absolutely tried.

      I’ve written dating profiles. But I haven’t met a single guy who I wanted to have a second date with.

      Maybe that can change with a little help.

      After an epic Friendsgiving here at my cousin’s Airbnb, I have a feeling there’s a secret weapon right here in this house.

      Once all the guests retreat to their rooms, I leave mine and return to the living room, phone in hand.

      There’s the secret weapon.

      TJ Hardman.

      Romance writer extraordinaire, and one of the guests from the dinner.

      TJ is still parked in front of the fire, his silver machine on his lap. But he’s not typing. He’s staring at the ceiling.

      “Working hard?” I ask.

      “Or hardly working,” he quips.

      “I hate to interrupt, but . . .” I begin, since I need his help.

      “No problem. I got nothing tonight.” He closes the laptop, then looks me up and down. “What’s on your mind?”

      I flop down on a chair across from him. I have no game, so I just blurt out, “I suck at dating.”

      He holds his arms out wide. “Welcome to the club.”

      I shoot TJ a dubious look. The man is tall, buff, and laid-back. He’s got that ease that big, muscly guys have. “Something tells me you don’t suck at dating.”

      TJ laughs. “Trust me, Tobey. I am incredibly single.”

      “Me too. And I don’t really get it,” I say, going for bluntness since, well, that’s pretty much my MO. “I don’t get a lot of bites on my profiles. I mean, I’m not ugly, am I? I know I’m not some Hollywood stud, but . . .”

      His dark eyes study me. “You’re a good-looking guy, Tobey. And I say that empirically. Plus, you’re in good shape.”

      I beam a little inside. Can’t help it. Compliments feel good. “Thanks. I’m on a first-name basis with all the equipment at the gym. And I have a good job. College-educated, plus vet school, and I graduated early, so I’m young. A young vet. Some might even call me a doctor,” I say drily.

      “Many will call you a doctor since . . . you are a doctor.”

      “Exactly. Doctor Dog. That’s my dating profile handle. Plus, as evidenced by my last remark, I think I’m funny enough,” I offer, with a hopeful shrug.

      TJ sighs deeply, takes a beat, then says, “I’d classify you as reasonably funny.”

      “I will take that. I will take that and put it on a plaque.”

      “Or keep it in your pocket. Whatever works.”

      I mime putting the compliment in my jeans pocket. Then I lean a little closer, drop my voice, and gesture to my goods. “And I’m decent in bed.”

      TJ laughs lightly. “Is that so? You sure about that?”

      I nod a few times. “No one’s ever left my bed unsatisfied. If you know what I mean.”

      “Yeah, I’m clear on that. Lots of finishing.”

      “I consider finishing a prerequisite of sex,” I say.

      “You’re doing the Lord’s work, Tobey.” TJ sets down his computer on the coffee table, the fire roaring beside him. “You’re on point between the sheets and you’ve got that shiny degree. You’re basically Doctor Good in Bed. So what’s the issue then? Got any idea?”

      I’ve studied the problem. Analyzed it. Applied my problem-solving skills. “I’ve concluded there must be an issue with my dating profile. That has to be it.”

      TJ wiggles his fingers, beckoning for my phone. “Show it to me. I’m guessing you want the king of scorching-hot sex scenes to write your profile, right?”

      “Yes. But I don’t just want to get laid though. I’d like to have a boyfriend. A boyfriend who also likes to get laid. A lot. But who likes to do other things too, like go snowboarding. Do some volunteer work, taking care of Mother Nature. Go on dog walks. Have more sex. Try new recipes from The New York Times recommended recipes section. Then maybe some blow jobs. Watch a killer documentary on how society is changing for the better for queer people. Mix in a hand job. Go to the gym. Have sex.”

      TJ taps his temple. “You want somebody who’ll kind of be everything and who likes to bang. Got it.”

      I hand him my phone, already open to the dating app. “So, what’s the issue?”

      TJ peers at the profile, then squints, tilts his head. “Seriously?”

      “Seriously what?”

      “It’s like a fucking thesis in here.”

      But isn’t that the point? I gesture to the phone in his hand. “I just thought someone would want to get to know me. Know what he’s getting into.”

      TJ clears his throat.

      Uh-oh.

      “Allow me,” he says.

      I groan. “This is going to be bad.”

      “You can’t fix a problem unless you can diagnose it, Doctor Dog.” He sits up straighter and reads from my screen. “I’m a vet, specializing in companion animals like cats and dogs. I like to listen to murder podcasts, nature podcasts, sports podcasts, adventure stories involving daring rescues anywhere on Earth often executed by Navy SEALs, gay memoirs, and badass documentaries. In my free time I like to play soccer, make twenty-five-minute meals, because who has time for more, and have lots of sex. I believe in taking care of the Earth, planting trees, making homes for animals, and sex. I believe in a lot of sex.” TJ stares at me. “Do you not see the problem?”

      I wince, as I exhale. “I think I do. I sound like a dirty pervert. It’s too sex-centric, right? I need to cut the sex mentions.”

      Cracking up, TJ drops his head in his hand, then looks up. “No. That’s not the issue.”

      “Then what’s the issue?”

      “I would never click on your profile,” he says matter-of-factly.

      I roll my eyes. “Well, you’re like six three and I’m five ten.”

      He blinks. “That’s not the issue.”

      “Then what is it? Don’t guys want to know what they’re getting into?”

      TJ shakes his head. “No. No. And more no. Tobey, you need a little mystery. This is like your LinkedIn bio, plus your interest in getting your dick wet. Tell me something that’s not on here.”

      Hmmm. That’s easy since I have lots of interests. Ah, got one. “I play pickleball.”

      TJ points at me, smiling. “Nice. That’s a start. Pickleball’s interesting. It’s quirky. We could potentially make a pun off it.” The writer stares at the fire, then snaps his gaze back to me. “Do you like pickles? How about a round of pickleball?” He shakes his head, answering himself. “No. It would work better if it were an eggplant you liked to play. Maybe a cucumber.”

      “I could learn how to play cucumber ball,” I offer, since I’m easygoing like that.

      “Let’s table the pickleball pun.” TJ cracks his knuckles. “Tell me something else.”

      “I can fix a flat tire on any vehicle. Also, I can make balloon animals.”

      TJ rubs his palms together. “We’re getting closer. One more thing.”

      I lean back in the couch, digging deep. I shrug and serve up the last data point I’ve got. “Okay, fine. I like oatmeal raisin cookies.”

      TJ’s eyes pop. “Are you serious? You like oatmeal raisin cookies?”

      “A good oatmeal raisin cookie is like heaven in your mouth.”

      “No, it’s not. It’s like sand and disappointment,” he counters.

      I shoot him a you’ve got to be kidding me look. “I don’t even know how you could say that. They are the most underrated, underappreciated baked good of all time.”

      “No, they’re a vehicle for shriveled-up grapes. They shouldn’t even exist.”

      I slap a hand on the arm of the chair. “You’re just wrong.”

      TJ sits back, relaxing, looking pleased with himself. “No. I’m right. That’s your motherfucking dating profile, Tobey.”

      My brow knits. “What are you talking about?”

      TJ spreads a hand across the air like he’s lighting up a marquee. “I like oatmeal raisin cookies.”

      Is he even making sense? “How is that a dating profile?”

      TJ counts off on his fingers. “One. It sparks debate. Two. Everyone has an opinion on it. Three. It leaves a little mystery. Good-looking, intelligent, well-rounded guy like you, intriguing profile like that? I’m telling you, it’s motherfucking gold.”

      But is it? “Are you sure?”

      “I am. And you need a new handle. Doctor Dog isn’t going to cut it.” TJ makes a face.

      “I like dogs. People like dogs!” I protest.

      “But you know what they like more?” He raises his eyebrows. “Sex. Something you told me already you’re very good at and you want the man in your life to enjoy it too.”

      He has a point. I do want to meet someone who wants to be flirty and get dirty with me.

      So when TJ tells me my new handle, I smile.

      What have I got to lose?
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      A few days later, I’m in the kitchen whipping up a garbanzo bean dish, listening to the insane details of the Templeton murder case when my phone lights up.

      A burst of excitement pings through me. “Again? How many times am I going to get swiped?” I ask myself.

      But I’m not upset. I’m loving every second of this. It’s like an embarrassment of riches.

      TJ was dead on. That man has some kind of golden touch.

      Problem is, I haven’t met anyone who can talk beyond raisins.

      But I’m game to find that special someone. I click open my notifications.

      And whoa.

      Hello, handsome.

      Check out those hazel eyes that see into my soul.

      And yes, please, to that just-the-right-amount-of-stubble.

      How about that carved jaw?

      And I will take a side order of that broad chest, thank you very much.

      But if that’s not a stock photo I will eat my shoes. In short, this guy is better than an oatmeal raisin cookie.

      He’s got to be too good to be true.

      It’s a catfisher. No way can anyone be that good-looking for real. Still, with a face like that, I click so hard on his message.

      
        
        Guy with the Pipes: But have you tried a cowboy cookie?

      

      

      I laugh. What the hell is that? Since I have access to Google, I don’t ask Pipe Guy that question. I search for it, since a man should always be prepared.

      And holy hell. That cookie looks delicious.

      
        
        Doctor Good in Bed: How did I not know about the existence of such baked goods perfection?

      

        

      
        Guy with the Pipes: I was wondering that myself. Cowboy cookies are the unsung treats of the baked goods world.

      

        

      
        Doctor Good in Bed: Evidently. Perhaps it’s just proof of the universal truth that everything’s a little better with coconut.

      

        

      
        Guy with the Pipes: Coconut does have one of my favorite things in it.

      

      

      I laugh. That’s more than reasonably funny. He’s punny.

      
        
        Doctor Good in Bed: Oh, you like . . . cocoa?

      

        

      
        Guy with the Pipes: Almost as much as I like . . .

      

        

      
        Doctor Good in Bed: Cookies, I take it? Almost as much as you like cookies?

      

        

      
        Guy with the Pipes: Exactly. You figured me out, Doc.

      

        

      
        Doctor Good in Bed: And I’m figuring out these cowboy cookies that have been missing from my life. Cowboy cookies have oatmeal, raisins, nuts, chocolate chips, and coconut. That’s like sex in cookie form.

      

        

      
        Guy with the Pipes: So basically the two greatest things ever?

      

        

      
        Doctor Good in Bed: Yes. Yes, they are. How do you know of this greatness? Are you a cowboy?

      

        

      
        Guy with the Pipes: No, but I’ve played one a few times. Along with a cop. A fireman. A billionaire. A fighter pilot. A rock star. And a sports hero.

      

        

      
        Doctor Good in Bed: Either you have a very active imagination, you’re super into role-playing, which is fine by me, or you’re a world-renowned actor.

      

        

      
        Guy with the Pipes: Role-play is a yes for me too. Also, my imagination is red-hot and radioactive. And I’m an audiobook narrator.

      

        

      
        Doctor Good in Bed: That’s awesome. Have you ever played a vet?

      

        

      
        Guy with the Pipes: As in a soldier? Yes.

      

        

      
        Doctor Good in Bed: No, as in the super-awesome badass kind that knows how to speak dog.

      

        

      
        Guy with the Pipes: You can speak dog? And you like oatmeal raisin cookies and look like that? Insert fire emoji.

      

        

      
        Doctor Good in Bed: Insert eggplant emoji. And yes, I do. I’m fluent in it.

      

        

      
        Guy with the Pipes: I’m fluent in knowing what I want. Do you want to take this to FaceTime?

      

        

      
        Doctor Good in Bed: I do. But I’ve got to know: how are you going to manage to look as good as your profile pic when that’s clearly a stock photo of a super-hot guy?

      

        

      
        Guy with the Pipes: You think that’s a stock photo?

      

        

      
        Doctor Good in Bed: I think there’s a damn good chance. No one is that good-looking in real life.

      

        

      
        Guy with the Pipes: Thank you, Doctor Good in Bed. But I’m me. And I hope you’re you.

      

      

      Oh yes, I am me, and this is nearly too good to be true. There is no way he can be this flirty, this fun, and look like Thor. We exchange numbers and seconds later, FaceTime is ringing.

      I pick up and holy smokes. Either this guy has the world’s best filter or he really is this good-looking, and I am a lucky motherfucker.

      I point to the screen. “There has to be something wrong with you. No one this good-looking should be on an app.”

      The guy smiles, gleaming white teeth, a kind grin. He’s walking down the street of Tahoe. Physically active, check. Quick-witted, check. Plays no games, check, check, check.

      “Thank you,” he says, and that voice. That smooth, sexy voice. It sends a spray of sparks along my skin. “Also, why don’t you take a look in the mirror and ask yourself that same question?”

      I laugh, dip my head, but say nothing.

      He stares quizzically at me. “You’re not used to compliments, are you?”

      I shake my head. “Not like that.”

      “You should get used to them. You’re funny and hot.” He takes a beat, flashes me a killer smile. “By the way, I’m Sam.”

      “I’m Tobey,” I say, and my chest is still warm from his compliment, plus my natural response is to just talk. So I keep going. “And my last name is Mallon. But people are always saying Doctor Melon or Doctor Malone. Which is no biggie, honestly. I mean, you can call me Doctor Melon. Or Tobey Melon. If you want.”

      Sam smiles, nice and easy. “How about I call you Tobey and I’ll pronounce your last name correctly, Tobey Mallon? Since pronunciations matter. I should know. I’m looking them up all the time for the books I read.”

      The name clicks. His name. “Wait. Are you Sam as in Samuel Park? The audiobook narrator Samuel Park?”

      That smile comes my way again, and it does things to my heart. Makes it jump a little bit. “You know my name?”

      “I listened to Happy Trail,” I say.

      Sam cracks up, then clears his throat, dips into a deeper, sexier voice. “My favorite time of day is when a guy is taking off his sweatshirt and his T-shirt goes up too, revealing the best path ever. In fact, I’ve made a study of these moments. I’m calling it The Complete Guide to Happy Trails.”

      I set the phone on the counter and slow clap, remembering those opening lines. “Well done.”

      Sam takes a bow, and yup, Sam is real. All tall, and lean, and strong cheekbones, and beautiful eyes, and damn. He’s so real he’s unreal.

      Especially since he’s incredibly easy to talk to.

      “So, Tobey, we haven’t discussed the best part of oatmeal raisin cookies,” Sam says.

      I take a leap of faith. “It’s the breakfast thing, isn’t it?”

      The man stops in his tracks. “Yes! Exactly! Because sometimes you’re just in the mood for something that tastes a little bit like cereal. Or trail mix. Maybe granola. And that’s the magic of the oatmeal raisin cookie.”

      “You get me. Evidently, you get me,” I say.

      He resumes his pace, lifts a brow, gives a sly smile. “I do. Because I have taste.”

      “Of course you do. You swiped on my profile,” I say, feeling good, feeling like possibilities are unfurling.

      Damn delicious ones.

      Sam wags a finger at me. “There you go. There’s that sexy confidence I knew you had, Doctor Good in Bed.”

      Speaking of confidence . . .

      I draw a deep breath and go for it like a badass Navy Seal. “On the subject of cookies, do you think we should just go out and get one?”

      “Are you asking me on a date for a cookie?” Sam asks in the flirtiest tone ever that makes me want to pump a fist and then flirt back all night long.

      “I am,” I say. Maybe my luck is changing. Maybe I was just mysterious enough.

      “I’m there,” he says.

      We talk for another hour as he walks through town, and I turn off the stove. Dinner can wait.

      This tastes so much better.
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      The next day, I’m a little nervous. But mostly, I’m excited. It almost seems like it’s too good to be true. What are the chances I’d put together a dating profile, meet a fun, sweet, clever, employed hottie, and discover he digs a lot of the same things I do?

      Slim to nil.

      Bet he’s an awful kisser.

      A spark of worry travels through me.

      Or worse.

      I don’t know what else he likes. I know so little about him. What if he’s a total douche? What if he hates animals? What if he doesn’t recycle? I love recycling. It’s one of my favorite hobbies. Ack! I don’t even know if he went to college. I mean, there’s nothing wrong with that, but how would I break it to my parents?

      Fuck . . .

      As soon as I walk into the bakery and find the hottest guy I’ve seen in a long time, I waste no time. I sit across from Sam with the hazel eyes that see into my soul and I pepper him with questions. “Do you recycle? Did you go to college? Do you like animals?”

      Sam laughs, sets a hand on mine. “Relax. It’s just a cookie date.”

      “So you’re not going to tell me?”

      He squeezes my hand, and his touch is warm and welcoming. “Tobey, I’m going to tell you everything. I have a degree in theater. I’m a working actor. I not only recycle, I upcycle, I thrift, and I try not to buy a lot of useless shit.”

      I wipe a hand across my brow. “Okay. That’s good. I can work with that.”

      “And what about you? Are you loyal? Do you like to go on adventures? Do you like to have fun?”

      I nod solemnly, speaking from the bottom of my heart. “All of the above.”

      “Then try the cowboy cookie. After all, it’s like sex in cookie form.”

      Sam slides the plate with two cookies on it to me. I take a bite of my first cowboy cookie, and it’s spectacular. So is the date and the conversation, as we talk as easily in person as we did online.

      We chat about Tahoe and work.

      About dogs and cats and books.

      I learn he’s narrated more than two hundred novels, as well as more than one hundred fifty non-fiction stories. He especially loves reading TJ’s books, as well as memoirs from comedians, and any essays that illuminate how the world is changing for the better.

      I tell him about pickleball and how much fun I’ve been having playing, then about Millie, the sweet old lady who brings in her Chihuahua mix every week for a nail trim, and about my favorite trail to snowboard.

      “And I just like to ride that trail like a badass.”

      “That’s a happy trail,” he says, in a deliberately sexy tone.

      “Well, I do like happy trails. I could write a complete guide to them.”

      His lips crook into a grin. “What do you know? So could I.”

      When the date ends we walk along the streets of Tahoe, stopping in front of a thrift store, when Samuel turns to me and says, “You forgot to ask me one important question about my likes and dislikes.”

      My brow furrows. “I did?”

      “Yes. So I’ll ask you.” Sam takes a breath, his eyes going darker. “Do you like sex?”

      Easiest question ever. “More than cowboy cookies. Plus, it burns calories. You?”

      “So much,” he says, reaching for my hand, threading his fingers through mine. “That’s why I want to wait.”

      That’s not what I’d expected from a guy on an app, so I want to make sure I heard him right. “You want to wait?”

      That slow, sexy smile curves his lips again. “Because I like you, Tobey. You’re fun. And smart. And you’re really kind of a complete and absolute dork, which is totally adorable. So, I would like to sleep with you. But maybe, say, Friday?”

      A tingle slides down my spine. “You’re asking me out on a second date? Two nights from now?”

      “I am,” Sam says.

      “Then I’m saying yes.” But there is that little matter of what might be wrong with this hunk of a man. I hold up one finger. “But how do you feel about kissing on the first date?”

      “Let me show you how I feel,” he says.

      Sam runs a thumb along my jaw, slides a hand into my hair, and brings his gorgeous face within inches of mine.

      He pauses, making me wait for it. And in those seconds, a burst of heat flares in my chest. The first hot inklings of desire. I can’t wait for Friday night. But I also want all of the fantastic now.

      I lean in, brush my lips to his, and kiss the man I’ve loved talking to. Sam tastes a little bit like coconut, a little bit like sugar, and a lot like the outdoors.

      Our lips sweep together for a few delicious seconds. But it doesn’t stay slow for long. Soon we’re exploring, tasting, having. He slides a hand around me, pressing fingertips gently but purposefully against my back. I read his cues and inch a little closer. Our bodies don’t quite grind…but they want to. And we kiss like we both like sex very, very much. And we’d like it with each other.
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      On Friday, we go for a hike, stopping along the trail to kiss, then to make out some more. It’s a miracle we don’t find a big redwood and test out the durability of our knees. But we finish five miles, then pile into my car. Before we go, he sets a hand on my face, turns me to him. “I can’t wait much longer.”

      “My house. Now.”

      Twenty minutes later, we pull into my driveway, then head into my home. The second the door closes, we slam into each other. We’re all hands and fury. Teeth and lips. Pressing and grinding. Then tearing off shirts. We kiss greedily, full of pent-up need. I rub my chest against him, then we grind our pelvises together. The friction is delicious, and I want more.

      “Me first,” I say, and Sam smiles then drops to his knees, but I stop him. “I meant I get to suck you first.”

      “Oh,” he says, his smile a little shy and dirty at the same time.

      I unzip his jeans, and he pushes down his boxer briefs. I groan at the sight of him. Hard, ready, and, most of all, excited.

      This is so much better than cookies. Than any treat. This is my favorite as I draw his length past my lips. I sigh happily as I taste him.

      He murmurs little noises of approval. Yes, so good, keep going.

      Like I’d stop. I give his dick sweet kisses. I lick the underside of his shaft. I press my face against his thighs. I inhale him, and then I return to the main attraction. That fantastic cock I want to take deep. I told the man I liked sex, and I did not lie. I like giving pleasure so much. When Sam wraps his hands around my head, and grunts, I dive deeper onto his dick, sucking him till his knees are shaking.

      He growls my name, then gives a guttural warning. Seconds later, I’m tasting his pleasure. The thrill of his orgasm turns me on even more.

      “Wow,” he says, like he’s lost in a haze as he stares down at me. I let his dick fall from my mouth. “You are just…”

      He doesn’t finish the thought. Instead, he joins me on the floor, kissing me like he’s ravenous. His kisses scorch my bones. My dick is thumping in my jeans. A strong hand cups my hard-on, and I groan with both relief and arousal, then I whimper when he breaks the kiss. But he stays close, his mouth inches from mine. “My turn now,” he says, then gently pushes my back to the floor, jerks off my jeans and briefs and settles between my thighs.

      And then Sam bestows the most luxurious blow job in the world. He’s decadent with his tongue, wicked with his mouth, and determined with his hands. I’m begging for release soon, but he takes his time, nuzzling my cock and licking my balls. And when he finally returns to my dick, I can’t hold back. I grip his head and come hard.

      He murmurs sweet nothings as he lets me fall from his mouth. Then he moves closer, flops next to me, and takes my hand in his. “I like you, Tobey.”

      I just smile, sated for now. “I like you too.”

      We spend the rest of the night together.

      We order in.

      And watch a documentary.

      And he spends the night.

      And asks me out again.

      I say yes, then send a thank-you note to the writer who told me to be mysterious. A little bit of mystery, a lot of honesty, and the red-hot truth about oatmeal raisin cookies, and this guy has a boyfriend who rocks his world.

      

      
        
        THE END

      

      

      
        
        Curious about Tobey’s friend TJ? He has an epic romance coming in the sexy, wildly emotional love story Hopelessly Bromantic. You can order Hopelessly Bromantic everywhere but grab it now before the price goes up on release day!
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        Don’t want to miss a single delicious MM romance? Be sure to sign up for my MM mailing list!

      

      

      

      
        
        More MM from Lauren Blakely!

      

        

      
        A GUY WALKS INTO MY BAR, a USA Today Bestseller!

      

        

      
        ONE TIME ONLY, a USA Today Bestseller!

      

        

      
        MEN OF SUMMER, a USA Today Bestselling trilogy!

      

      

      

      
        
        Here’s a sneak peek of TJ’s love story!

      

      

      

      TJ in Hopelessly Bromantic…

      “And if I’d told you what TJ stands for, you’d know exactly why some Americans prefer initials,” I say.

      His blue eyes sparkle with intrigue. “You have to tell me now, TJ.” My name sounds like a bedroom whisper on his lips.

      “You’ll never get that out of me,” I say, matching his breathless tone.

      He arches a brow. “Never? Never ever, you say?”

      I could dine on his charm. I could eat breakfast, lunch, and dinner on his wit. I never want to leave this store. We can play word badminton till after dark. I’ll stop only when the lights go down, and we can do all the other things—the things I’m already picturing with that lush, red mouth of his.

      “Never,” I repeat, then take a long, lingering moment. “Unless you have your ways.”

      He hums, a rumbly sound low in his throat. Then he taps his chin. “Perhaps I could guess. Thomas James?”

      I shake my head. “Not even close.”

      “Theodore John.” He makes a rolling gesture. “I could go all night.”

      “I hope so. And, perhaps, you should,” I say.

      Over drinks. Over sex. Over breakfast.

      But the shop bell tinkles.

      Jude groans as a customer strolls in. “I have to go wait on a customer.”

      And I have to make sure you and I go out tonight.

      But before I can say You’ll find me here by the Oscar Wildes, Jude adds, “Don’t go anywhere, Thiago Jonas.”

      “You’re not even warm,” I say as he walks past me, brushing his shoulder against mine.

      “But I bet you are,” he whispers.

      I try to stifle the hitch in my breath. But it’s hard with this man, and his mouth, and his face, and my good fortune.

      “Very,” I say, low, just for him.

      “Good,” he says, then strides to the front of the store and chitchats with a customer. The whole time he ushers her around, my neck is warm, my head is hazy, and I feel like this is happening to some other guy. Like this is just a figment of my jet-lagged brain.

      I flip open the book, turn it to one of my favorite scenes, and hear the lines in Jude’s voice.

      It’s never sounded better.

      A few minutes later, Jude returns, sliding up by my side to read over my shoulder, his breath near my ear. “I hope you have not been leading a double life, pretending to be wicked and being good all the time. That would be hypocrisy.” He stops before I melt, because yeah, that’s the best I’ve ever heard this play. “Do you like Oscar Wilde?”

      “Very much so,” I say, trying to stay cool. “You?”

      “A lot,” he says, and neither one of us is talking about the Irish poet.

      But I feel Wilde would approve of everything I’m about to do.

      “Go out with me tonight, Jude,” I say, as a tangle of heat rushes down my chest, curls into a knot in my belly.

      “I was hoping you’d ask. But . . .” He pauses, and my stomach plummets. This is when he’ll disappoint me. “I have to work till nine. Can you meet at nine-thirty?

      That’s it? That’s the but? I would meet him at three in the morning. At noon. Now.

      I keep all that eagerness to myself. “Yeah. Want to meet at a pub? Get a beer? That sounds so very English.”

      “And it also sounds so very good,” he says. “Where are you staying?”

      “Not far from here. My hotel’s near Piccadilly Circus.”

      “Meet me at The Magpie.”

      “I’ll be there.”

      He points to the book. “Is this the edition you came for? The one with the two men in top hats?”

      “It’s perfect.”

      “Did you really want the book?”

      I swallow roughly, meet his eyes, speak the whole truth. “I really want the book,” I say, and it’s not a lie. It also might have a double meaning.

      As he heads to the counter, I follow him. I feel like I’d follow him anywhere, and that’s a dangerous thought. But now’s not the time for analyzing.

      Now is a time for doing.

      Jude rings me up, slides the card reader across the counter, then takes out his phone. After I swipe my credit card, he says, “And I believe you were going to give me your number, TJ.”

      As I slide him the card reader, he gives me his phone. I keep my head down, so he can’t see the size of my smile as I tap in my digits then swivel the device back to him. Seconds later, he sends me a text.

      

      Jude: Mark my words. I’ll figure out what TJ stands for. I have my ways.

      

      TJ: Just try them on me.

      

      Then, since it’s always good to leave them wanting more, I take the Wilde and go. As I walk off, I can see the rest of my days and nights in London in a whole new way.

      You can order Hopelessly Bromantic everywhere!
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        MY ONE WEEK HUSBAND, a sexy standalone romance!

      

      

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contact

          

        

      

    

    
      I love hearing from readers! You can find me on Twitter at LaurenBlakely3, Instagram at LaurenBlakelyBooks, Facebook at LaurenBlakelyBooks, or online at LaurenBlakely.com. You can also email me at laurenblakelybooks@gmail.com
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