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Chapter 1 
 

Ethan exited the office building he owned in the middle of Atlanta and took the elevator to 

the first floor. Normally, he used a driver, but tonight he was driving himself. He climbed into his 

luxury sedan and pulled out of the covered parking lot. The drive to The Rose Hotel was not far, 

and the moment he saw the twenty-story building rise up from the roadway like a beacon in the 

night, a sense of satisfaction filled his chest. 

The Rose Hotel had been his first major project and was named for his mother. He still 

remembered her teary-eyed smile during the grand opening, and occasional visits grounded him and 

reminded him of how far he’d come. 

“Good evening, Mr. Connor,” the valet said as Ethan stepped out of the vehicle. 

“Good evening, Tiffany.” He handed the young woman a few bills and strolled into the 

lobby with his silver briefcase in hand. One of the hosts took the case and went to the elevator, on 

their way to drop it off in his private suite where he’d be spending the night. 

When he built this place, he had the foresight to include several livable suites that could 

accommodate long-term residents willing to pay for the privilege. One of them remained empty, 

which he personally used. It was convenient if he didn’t want to drive all the way out to his property, 

but also because it allowed him to have the pleasure of female company overnight without them 

intruding into the more personal space of his home. 

Ethan went to the small bar and his usual pre-dinner drink. Narrow and long, the bar was 

tucked into the hotel just off the lobby, cloaked in darkness offset by glowing blue lights in the 

ceiling. Leather barstools lined the front of the black bar like militia—the soft leather of the armrests 

and back supports adding to the comfort of the seats. A local artist’s colorful prints filled the dark 

wood walls across from the bar and looked down on the tables where a few guests whispered 

together and enjoyed after-work drinks. 

“Good evening, Mr. Connor,” the male bartender said in a subdued tone, setting a glass of 

Cognac in front of Ethan as he settled onto one of the stools. Ethan nodded a greeting and took a 

sip. Excellent. 

Only minutes later, a flash of gold caught the corner of his right eye, and he twisted his head 

to see a stunning woman enter the bar. As she passed behind him, his eyes lifted to the mirrored 

wall so he could continue watching her progress. 



The gold dress she wore fastened over one shoulder and lay snug on her thick curves, the 

provocative attire broadcasting it was perfectly designed to be removed. The back dipped enticingly 

low above her generous backside, the soft-looking material ending at her knees and complimenting a 

pair of sexy heels whose straps crisscrossed up her calves. 

With two stools between them, she stepped up to the bar and turned toward Ethan with an 

arched eyebrow. That’s when he was hit with the full frontal view. Definitely no bra, and not even 

those pasty things women wore over their nipples, because hers prominently poked at the gold 

material. 

Her tawny-gold skin brightened the room, and so did the large gold earrings adorning her 

ears. She wore her hair piled on top of her head and red lipstick that highlighted a pair lips designed 

to be kissed often and thoroughly. 

“Can I help you?” she asked, voice filled with antagonism. 

Despite the confrontational tone, the sound of her voice was intriguing—low, with a husky 

undertone that hinted at sensuality. 

“Why so angry? Dressed like that, surely you know men are going to pay attention to you.” 

Her lips tightened. “I don’t care what men think. I dressed like this for a specific reason.” 

“And that reason is…” Ethan prompted, curious despite himself. He wasn’t in the habit of 

picking up women at his hotel, but this one definitely held his attention. 

“White wine spritzer,” she said to the bartender. 

“I’ll pay for your drink if you answer my question,” Ethan said. 

“I can pay for my own drinks.” She pulled a credit card from her wristlet and set it on the 

bar top. 

“I’ll take care of her drink,” Ethan said to the bartender, who nodded his understanding. 

She tilted her head at him and frowned. “Excuse me, but who the hell are you?” 

“Ethan Connor.” 

She sat on a barstool and crossed her legs. “Well, Mr. Connor, as I explained a few minutes 

ago, I don’t need you to buy my drink,” she said in a saccharine voice that conveyed anything but 

sweetness. 

“I understand, but I’d like to. Seems to me you might be having a bad night, and maybe 

having a stranger buy your drink could make the night a little bit better for you. Enjoy.” He lifted his 

glass in a silent toast and turned away. 



They were both silent for a while, and then the bartender brought over her wine spritzer, 

and she took a sip. Ethan was still very much aware of her, and though he was interested, he wasn’t 

going to push. There were plenty of women willing to do much more than have a conversation with 

him. Women wanted security, and money meant security. He’d learned that lesson a long time ago, 

in the bitterest of ways. Looks and personality couldn’t compete. The man with the money always 

got the girl. 

“I was stood up.” 

Ethan turned in her direction. “Excuse me?” he said, though he heard exactly what she said. 

She took a deep breath and let it out, staring into her glass. “You wanted to know why I was 

upset, so I’m letting you know why. I was stood up.” 

“He must be a damn fool.” 

That brought a smile to her lips, and she shot him a sidelong glance. “We were supposed to 

have drinks in the bar, chat for a bit, and then go to dinner, but he’s a no-show.” She shrugged. 

“I’m sorry to hear that.” 

“Are you married?” 

“No.” 

She turned further in his direction, so he had a good view of her lovely face again. “No? A 

man like you?” 

“What do you mean, a man like me?” 

She eyed him up and down. “Well, you dress well. Nice suit. Expensive watch. And you’re 

what… late twenties?” 

“Good guess. I’m twenty-nine.” Ethan twisted in her direction, letting his right arm rest on 

the bar top. 

“You should definitely be married, which means you’re like all these other men out here. 

You don’t want anything serious.” 

“You’re quick to judge.” 

“But I’m not wrong. Honestly, as a woman, I don’t know why we bother. No one wants to 

date anymore or sit down to a nice meal and have good conversation and get to know each other. 

Instead, I end up at a bar talking to a stranger because my date stood me up.” 

Ethan felt himself smiling. “I promise you, not all men are like that.” 

“You’re different, right?” she asked, but there was a teasing tone to her voice. 

“No. I’m exactly the kind of man you want to avoid.” 



Her eyebrows jerked up for a fraction of a second. “That’s quite an admission.” 

“I don’t play games. I prefer to be open and honest.” 

She lowered her gaze and tapped a painted nail on the stem of her glass. 

“The right man for you is out there, somewhere,” Ethan added. 

“I guess I’ll have to keep looking.” She drained her glass of wine and slipped off the stool. 

“Thank you for the drink. Have a good evening.” 

She headed toward the exit, and once again his gaze followed her progress behind him, and 

then he turned his head to watch her walk out the door at the end. 

The bartender let out a low whistle as he wiped down the bar. “I would never stand up a 

woman who looked like her.” 

Ethan silently agreed. 

  



Chapter 2 
 

Skye knew Ethan was watching—could feel his eyes as she moved across the floor. For his 

benefit, she added a little more swing to her hips as she placed one foot in front of the other and 

slipped through the glass doors. 

For some reason, she wanted this man’s attention. Well, in all honesty, she knew the reason. 

He was handsome. No, calling him handsome didn’t fit. He was way too… striking for such a tame 

word. He had mahogany-brown skin, a square jaw, and a voice that made her wonder what he would 

sound like if his voice was nothing but a hot whisper in her ear. 

Too bad he’d made it plain he wasn’t looking for anything serious. 

Skye entered the bathroom, where classic jazz oozed through the speakers and marble 

countertops gleamed under the recessed lights. She checked her makeup and refreshed her lipstick, 

her thoughts drawn again to the man at the bar. 

She laughed, shaking her head at how rude she’d been to him at first. That was all Joshua’s 

fault for putting her in a bad mood. 

“Well, Joshua,” she said to her reflection, “if you’re not interested in meeting me tonight, I 

guess I’ll be my own date and have dinner by myself.” She didn’t mind dining alone, and the food 

here was notoriously excellent. 

After a quick assessment of the back of her dress—yes, her butt looked amazing—she exited 

the bathroom and took the stairs to the second floor. She strolled to the hostess stand of The Petal 

Room, the hotel’s fine dining restaurant, and waited her turn while other guests were served. 

Finally, it was her turn. 

“Good evening. I’m here for dinner. You should have a reservation under Joshua James at 

eight o’clock. I’m a few minutes late.” 

The Petal Room was a popular spot for Atlanta residents who wanted fine dining and a quiet 

ambience. Having done her research, she knew the restaurant was typically packed on the weekends, 

and reservations were hard to come by. Joshua insisted he had made a reservation weeks before, so 

she was confident that though she’d be dining alone, there was a table waiting for her. 

Two young women and a man worked behind the large podium, which housed a computer 

screen displaying the dining room and the reservations for the night. 

“Did you say the reservation was for eight, ma’am?” A woman with the name tag Cheryl, 

asked. She was Asian, with long black hair falling past her armpits in a body wave. 



“Yes, and I’m late, but I was waiting downstairs for my date. Unfortunately, he didn’t show 

up, and I can’t reach him by phone. I’d still like to take advantage of the table, however.” 

Cheryl’s eyebrows drew together as she stared at the screen. “Could the reservation have 

been on another night?” she asked cautiously. 

Skye craned her neck forward, trying to see the screen but unable to. “No, absolutely not. 

We agreed on tonight. Unless he made a mistake and scheduled dinner for tomorrow night?” She 

hoped this fool hadn’t screwed up the dates. 

“Let me check.” 

Skye kept her gaze on the young woman, noting how her eyes scrolled down the options. 

Unease filtered into her belly the longer the search took. 

Seeing the frowning consternation on the hostess’s face, she asked, “Nothing?” Though she 

tried to remain optimistic. 

“I don’t see a reservation, but let me speak to the senior hostess and find out if she knows 

something I don’t.” 

“Wouldn’t it be on the screen? Could he have canceled the reservation?” Skye asked. This 

night couldn’t possibly get any worse. 

“I doubt that, ma’am. Even if he did, we would have it notated in the system. I don’t see 

where there was ever a reservation made in the name of Joshua James. Is it possible it could have 

been in another name?” 

“I can’t believe this. If he didn’t make the reservation…” Skye did her best to put a friendly 

smile on her face. “Check under my name. Skye Thorpe. I was really looking forward to eating here. 

That would at least made tonight not so terrible.” 

“Of course.” Cheryl nodded vigorously and continued her search. Finally, she looked at Skye 

and shook her head regretfully. “I’m so sorry, but I don’t see a reservation for James or Thorpe, and 

I tried spelling your name with an E and without an E.” 

“This must be a mistake. Maybe someone forgot to take the reservation. Are there any 

cancellations? Maybe I can take someone else’s table.” She grimaced at the desperation in her voice, 

but she simply wanted to salvage what was left of an already rotten night. 

“We had one cancellation tonight, but guests on the waiting list have already taken that table. 

If you like, you can sit at the bar and—” 



“I do not want to sit at the bar.” Skye fixed a tight smile on her face. “I had plans to eat in 

the dining room, and that’s where I want to eat. Is there a manager here? Maybe they can come up 

with a solution for me.” 

She shouldn’t be so worked up about a reservation, but she had looked forward to eating 

here for a while, and to be deprived of the one treat she’d allowed herself in weeks—due to no fault 

of her own—seemed unconscionable. 

“Problem?” 

The smooth, low voice came from behind her, and when Skye cast a glance over her right 

shoulder, she caught her breath. It was the man from downstairs—Ethan. Seated at the bar, she 

hadn’t experienced the full effect of his height—several inches above six feet. Rather nice, 

considering she felt like an Amazon in these five-inch heels. 

“Nothing for you to concern yourself about,” she said. Though, oddly, his presence added a 

sense of calm to her frayed nerves. He had a certain take-charge energy. 

“I’m sorry, Mr. Connor. Miss Thorpe says she had a reservation, but we can’t find it.” 

Cheryl appeared to be genuinely distressed. 

“I’m not trying to upset you,” Skye said, feeling guilty. “I just assumed that my date, Mr. 

James, had made the reservation, but now I’m not sure. Which means he never had any intention of 

coming tonight at all, and he just didn’t mention it to me.” She fiddled with her wristlet, utterly 

humiliated by the turn of events. “I had hoped to have a nice dinner, but I see that’s not in the 

cards.” 

“Maybe I can help,” Ethan said smoothly. “If you still want to have a nice dinner.” 

Skye shot him a benevolent smile. “Let me tell you a secret. Unless you have a reservation, 

you’re not getting a table here tonight. They’re completely booked. She already checked.” 

Amusement filled his dark eyes and tugged at the corners of his full, enticing lips. “I have a 

table.” 

“Your usual table is ready, Mr. Connor,” Cheryl said. 

Something about the hostess’s deference gave Skye pause. She looked between them, sensing 

this man must be very important. “What am I missing here?” 

He smiled. She didn’t think it was possible, but he looked even sexier when his expression 

softened. Her skin heated and the sudden tug of attraction pulled at her loins. Her gaze ran over him 

quickly, studying the savage beauty of his face and the glovelike fit of his suit. What does Mr. Ethan 

Connor look like under that suit? she wondered. She imagined him with the mouth-watering physique of 



a muscular chest, firm biceps, and long, powerful legs. Almost immediately, she took a deep breath 

to clear away the dirty thoughts that threatened to drag her mind into the gutter. 

“This is my hotel,” Ethan said. “I also have an ownership interest in the restaurant. As I 

mentioned, I have a table available, if you’d still like to have dinner and wouldn’t mind joining me 

instead of dining alone.” 

Skye felt her eyes expand. “This is your hotel and restaurant?” 

“That’s correct.” The smile tipped the corners of his mouth higher. 

Skye covered her lips with her hand. “Oh, my goodness. You never said a word.” 

“It didn’t come up. So, about dinner, would you care to join me?” 

He extended an elbow, and after an embarrassed laugh, Skye hooked her arm around his. 

“I would love to join you. Thank you,” she said, glad her voice wasn’t shaking the way her 

insides were. 

Just as she suspected, firm muscle pushed against her forearm beneath the expensive jacket, 

and her skin tingled from the excitement of their touching. 

The scent of his cologne invaded her nostrils—something sort of minty and fresh—and she 

had the overwhelming urge to lean into him. What the heck was wrong with her? 

They walked through the crowded dining room to a table way in the back, next to a window 

overlooking the street one story below. Typical weekend traffic caused cars to crawl while 

pedestrians hustled to their next destination. 

The hostess placed two menus in front of them and disappeared. Ethan didn’t look at his. 

He kept his eyes on her. 

Skye met his gaze. “I owe you an apology. In the bar…” 

He shook his head. “You don’t owe me an apology. I have no doubt men bother you all the 

time, trying to buy you drinks and do much more.” 

“Sometimes,” she murmured. 

“Your date sounds like quite the character.” 

“Joshua. Believe me, if I never see him again, it’ll be too soon.” 

He chuckled. Once again, his softened features caused a sensual pull in her loins. 

She smiled—genuinely smiled in relief. Her mood had improved, and she was ready to enjoy 

her meal. “So, what do you recommend?” 

“Everything is wonderful here.” 



She laughed, feeling light-hearted and flirtatious. “That’s a very biased opinion, yet I’m sure 

you have a favorite.” 

“I do. But before we get started, I have one question for you.” He leaned closer, eyes 

narrowing slightly. 

“What’s that?” 

His gaze dipped to her lips for only a fraction of a second, but in that brief moment, she 

experienced a series of warm sensations. Not only on her lips, but in the pit of her stomach too. She 

couldn’t remember the last time she’d been so enthralled by a man. So excited. So attracted. 

“What’s your name?” Ethan asked. 

Her heart rate accelerated, as if she were on the road to an exciting adventure. 

“Skye. Skye Thorpe.” 

  



Chapter 3 
 

With dinner choices completed and glasses of wine before them, Ethan relaxed in the chair 

and decided to learn more about Skye. “So tell me, what do you do when you’re not being stood up 

on a Friday night by an idiot named Joshua?” 

She let out the cutest laugh, a sparkle in her brown eyes as she watched him across the table. 

“Instead of being angry, I guess I should be concerned. He could have had an accident or be deathly 

ill.” 

“He better be for standing you up,” Ethan said. “But we both know neither happened, or 

there would have at least been a reservation at the front.” 

“True,” she said, nodding slowly. “Well, when I’m not being stood up, I’m working. I started 

a new job recently, at a community learning center in Decatur. I love it. It’s rewarding work. We 

offer after school care for kids, providing snacks and organizing tutors to help them with their 

homework. I look forward to going to work every day.”  

Her eyes lit up and color bloomed in her cheeks as she talked about her work with the 

children. 

“Not many people can say they enjoy their work to such a degree.” 

“I know I’m lucky, believe me. I plan to work there for as long as they’ll have me. So, how 

did you come to own The Rose Hotel?” 

Ethan chuckled. “Long story.” 

“We have time before our meals arrive.” Skye rested her chin on the heel of her hand and 

gave him her undivided attention.  

The warmth in her eyes drew him in, and because she seemed interested, he proceeded. “I’ll 

give you the abridged version. My father passed away when I was little, and my mother remarried 

when I was ten, to this Mexican guy I didn’t like at all.” 

“Uh, oh.” 

“Yeah, I was that kid. He had a funny accent—at least that’s what my kid brain thought—

and he wasn’t my dad. Anyway, my stepfather, Benicio, had the patience of Job and eventually, we 

developed a good relationship. When I graduated from high school, I wanted a car and was certain I 

was going to get one. Instead, he took me to an abandoned property. The yard was overgrown with 

weeds and the house looked like crap. It was a shell of a place—boarded up and more or less falling 

apart.” 



He could see his storytelling intrigued her. She hung on every word as he spoke. 

“He told me I could have the car, or I could have this place, and he’d help me fix it up. 

When I turned a profit, I could buy my own car.” 

“You chose the house,” Skye said, lifting her white wine. 

“Not at first. Remember, I was eighteen.” 

She paused with the glass almost to her lips and laughed. The sound was like a punch in the 

gut. It filled his ears with an almost musical quality, and for two seconds he forgot the rest of the 

story, having to shake off the haze before he continued. 

“Anyway, we went to the dealership, and he was about to plunk down twelve grand for a 

used car, whereas that rundown place he could get for ten grand. Much as I wanted a car, which I’d 

been dreaming about since I turned sixteen, something told me I should get the property. So, we left 

the dealership without the car.   

“Benicio gave me the deed to the property and a loan to fix it up. I had to do a lot of the 

work myself, hired friends to help me, and consulted my stepfather from time to time. By the end of 

the summer, I had a two-bedroom, one bath house rented out and earning income. Ever since then, 

I’ve been fascinated by real estate.” 

Skye’s eyebrows lifted higher. “Amazing.” 

“As for this hotel, a while back, I heard the owners were teetering on the edge of bankruptcy 

and bought the place at a discount. Renovated it and reopened under its new name—The Rose 

Hotel. Named after my mother. The rest is history.” 

“I want a hotel named after me,” Skye teased, with a sexy pout.  

Ethan smiled, imagining the many ways he could indulge in the pleasures of that mouth.  

“My mother deserved it. Things were rough after my father passed, and she worked hard for 

us.” 

“You said ‘us.’ How many siblings do you have?” 

Ethan shifted in the chair, relaxing as the conversation continued. “There were three of us 

before my mother married Benicio—me and two younger sisters. Benicio had three sons.” 

“Three and three, like the Brady Bunch.”  

He’d heard similar comments many times before. “Something like that. There are seven of 

us now. My mother and Benicio had a son. Do you have any siblings?” He sipped his wine.  

Her mood shifted right away, and her eyes saddened. “My parents passed away when I was 

seventeen. Car accident. I was their only child and very spoiled.” 



“I’m sorry,” Ethan said. 

He had a sudden need to return the smile to her face and put the sparkle back in her eyes.  

“Thank you,” she whispered.  

The moment passed, and their conversation continued. He learned she wasn’t a morning 

person and had an aversion to snakes and lizards. He shared he was an early morning person and 

had a severe shellfish allergy.  

He talked way more about himself than usual. After a bitter divorce, he’d become cynical 

about relationships. Putting monogamy on the back burner, he changed women often and didn’t 

allow a single one of them to get too close, never allowing them to venture deeper than the surface.  

But Skye was… different, somehow. She not only intrigued him, she drew him in. She was 

easy to talk to, and he didn’t mind opening up to her in a way he didn’t usually when he first met a 

woman.  

Their food arrived. A grilled pork chop with a curry ginger rub and apple slaw for her, and a 

ribeye, potatoes, and steamed vegetables for him. 

After a couple of bites, Skye nodded her head. “This is delicious. Juicy and very flavorful.” 

She cut off another piece of meat. 

“The chefs here are excellent. Matter of fact, save room for dessert. We have an extensive 

dessert menu.” 

She looked up with interest. “Tell me you have cheesecake. That’s my favorite dessert.”  

“You’ll love our cheesecake. It’s the best in the city.”  

“The best?” She quirked an eyebrow, a playful gleam in her eyes. “That’s quite a bold 

statement.” 

“It’s the truth,” Ethan said.  

“I’ll be the judge of that.”  

He didn’t say another word, knowing the pastry chef he’d hired away from the Ritz-Carlton 

created such delicious desserts, her reputation was part of the reason they remained booked solid on 

the weekends.  

After the meal, Ethan passed on dessert, opting for a cup of coffee only. Skye ordered a 

New York cheesecake with cherry topping. He watched her slice into the rich dessert and place a 

forkful in her mouth. Then he waited, right hand on the table, fingers curled into the handle of his 

cup.  



Her eyes crossed. “Oh. My. Goodness. Okay, this might be the best cheesecake I’ve ever 

eaten.” She took another bite and swallowed it with a groan of contentment. Nodding vigorously, 

she added, “Yes, definitely the best.”  

Ethan spread the fingers of his left hand, as if to say, I told you so. “I never lie.” 

She laughed a little. “Never?”  

“Let’s just say I avoid lying at all costs and hate being lied to,” he said, voice grim. The 

confession chilled the fuzzy warm feeling he’d savored during the meal.  

Skye tilted her head to the side, studying him. “Someone you cared about lied to you, and 

there were terrible consequences.” She made a statement, but Ethan heard the underlying need for 

confirmation.  

His jaw clenched. He would not be sharing ancient history with her. He signaled for the 

waitress to bring the check, and she hurried over and then left them alone again.  

Ethan stuffed bills into the leather portfolio, while Skye scraped the last of the cheesecake 

from her plate.  

“They make you pay even though you’re the boss?” She placed her fork on the plate and 

dabbed her mouth with the white cloth napkin.  

Her gaze met his uncertainly across the table, and he realized with a pang that he’d created 

tension between them by his refusal to address her comment.   

To get the night back on track, he offered a smile and lifted the black case to draw the 

attention of the server. “The meal is free, but the service is not. I still have to take care of my 

people.”  

“Thank you, Mr. Connor,” the waitress said, taking the portfolio. “Is there anything else I 

can get for you and your guest?” 

“That will be all. Thank you.”  

“I wish you both a good evening.” The young woman left them alone. 

Skye smiled at him. “Everything was delicious. The meal, the to-die-for cheesecake. Thank 

you very much. You turned around my horrible night, and this view makes it even nicer.” She turned 

her gaze to the street below.  

“There’s an even better view in my suite upstairs.”  

“Excuse me?” 

Crossing one leg over the other, Ethan maintained eye contact. “You heard me.”  



Silence blanketed the table, and anticipation knotted at the base of his spine as he waited for 

her to come up with a response.  

“Was that an invitation?” she asked, voice soft—but not hesitant. She was flirting with him.  

He sat forward, leaning closer. “Yes. Only if you’re interested in continuing our conversation 

in a quieter setting—and, of course, if you’d like to see that magnificent view.”  

“What makes you so sure I’ll join you?” She seemed genuinely curious to know what had 

prompted his invitation.  

“Unless I’ve grown terrible at reading signals, I’d say there is a mutual attraction here.” 

“A mutual attraction doesn’t mean I want to join you in your suite.”  

“No, it doesn’t. But you will,” Ethan said. 

Skye laughed and shook her head. Then, as if she’d come to a decision, she heaved out a 

breath and licked her lips. Ethan followed the movement of her pink tongue.  

“I’m not going to sleep with you,” she said.  

“Okay,” he replied, unperturbed by her statement.  

Now that she’d agreed to join him, he promised himself that before the night was over, his 

tongue would trace the same path her tongue had traveled over her lovely mouth. His teeth would 

tug on her lush lower lip. And his hands would explore her curves in detail.  

“Ready to see the view?” Ethan asked, pushing back his chair. 

“Yes, I’m ready.”  

They both stood and made their way to the exit. 

  



Chapter 4 
 

“Welcome,” Ethan said, opening the door to the suite.  

Skye stepped through the door ahead of him and into the posh room. Designed to look like 

an apartment, the room contained plush cream carpet, a dining area, comfortable-looking sofas 

arranged around a glass table, and across from them, two large windows presented the Atlanta 

nighttime skyline in all its glory.  

The buildings reached toward the sky in the darkness, all of them illuminated by squares of 

light on each floor.  

“Mind if I take off my shoes?” Skye asked over her shoulder. 

“Not at all. Make yourself at home. Get comfortable.”  

Ethan’s eyes swept her body down to her feet, and she felt his gaze like a touch on her bare 

back where the dress dipped to right above her bottom. She removed her heels and came close to 

sighing, wiggling her toes in the soft threads of the carpet.  

She strolled to the window. “You weren’t kidding. This is a marvelous view.” 

She turned away from the window and watched Ethan make his way to the small bar. 

Behind the glossy surface, three shelves were stocked with all types of liquor choices.  

“Can I fix you a drink?” he asked.  

“Water is fine. I’ve had enough to drink for the evening.” 

Besides, she needed to keep a clear head. She suspected she could easily lose her common 

sense with this man.  

Ethan poured them both a glass of water and handed one to her. 

“Thank you.” Skye sipped the chilled water. “Do you live here?” 

He shook his head. “I have a house outside the city. I sometimes spend the night here when 

I don’t want to go all the way home. It’s especially convenient if I work late and tell my driver he 

doesn’t have to pick me up. Then I just come here to sleep.” 

“You have a driver? Must be nice.” He must be extremely well off. Perhaps wealthier than 

she initially thought.  

He chuckled. “Yes, it is.”    

Skye’s gaze sauntered around the spacious room. She figured the door at the far end led to a 

bedroom, but what captured her attention was the black piano.  

“Explain that.” She pointed. “Don’t tell me you play.”  



“You sound surprised. What if I told you I do?” 

“You play the piano?”  

“It’s not for show, I can tell you that.” He leaned on one arm against the bar. “I started 

playing my freshman year of high school and took two years of piano before I stopped.”  

Her eyes widened. “No way.”  

If true, this was a side of him she hadn’t expected.  

Ethan shrugged. “Blame teenage hormones. The private school I attended offered classical 

piano classes as an elective. I signed up for the class because a girl I liked took piano, and I wanted 

to be near her.” 

Skye let out a short laugh and shook her head. “How many times have teenaged boys used 

similar tactics to be near a girl or impress her?” 

“Too many.” Ethan drained his glass and set it on the bar top. “I ended up enjoying the 

class.” 

“Did you get the girl?” Skye asked, a teasing lift to her eyebrow. 

“What do you think?”  

If he looked anything in high school like he did now, he didn’t need that class to win his 

crush. Ethan had great bone structure, making his symmetrical face sexy and appealing, and his 

dark-mahogany skin was smooth-looking and blemish-free.  

“I think you got the girl,” she answered.  

“I did,” he confirmed. “Our “relationship” didn’t last more than a school year, but after we 

broke up, I continued to take classes until I moved on to other electives.” 

“As an adult, you decided you wanted to continue playing?”  

“I don’t get to play much, but I have a piano here and at the house for when I’m in the 

mood. I practice because I don’t want to lose the skill.”  

Skye’s attention bounced between him and the piano. “You know you have to play for me, 

right?” 

“Why? You don’t believe I play? You need me to prove I’m telling the truth?” 

 “I’m a little doubtful,” she admitted with a grin. 

His face turned grim with mock gravity. “Prepare to be impressed.” 

“Oh boy, you’re serious now, aren’t you?” Skye stifled a laugh at the back of her hand. 

Smooth as you please, Ethan removed his jacket and tie, folding and placing them on the 

sofa. The little strip tease turned her on and gave a better view of his physique. She admired his lean 



hips and how his wide chest funneled into a vee from the waist up. She watched with bated breath 

as he rolled back the cuffs of his shirt and strolled over to the piano bench, exuding confidence. 

The man was just sexy, and she became aroused. If he could really play, she might come on 

the spot.   

Ethan sat on the bench and straightened his shoulders. He held up his hands and wiggled his 

fingers. Skye chuckled at his theatrics and then ambled over to the piano. She found Ethan 

fascinating.  

On the one hand, he was a wealthy investor giving off an unyielding, arrogant air. On the 

other hand, he was generous to staff, kind to her, and to her surprise, had a good sense of humor. 

He was a study in contrasts.  

Ethan lifted the keyboard cover and, after a brief moment, began to play. His fingers ran 

across the keys in a recognizable tune—Beethoven’s “Fur Elise.” Her mouth fell open.  

Using excellent form, Ethan played the entire song without flaw, performing like a 

professional. When he finished, he lifted his gaze to her.  

“Well…?” Nothing but cockiness in that single-word question.  

“Wow. I. Am. Impressed.” And turned on, she added in her head.  

Skye moved to the other side of the bench and sat beside Ethan.  

“Don’t tell me you play too…?” he said.  

She laughed. “My mom wrote jingles and composed music for plays. I grew up in a house 

filled with music, and though I don’t have any formal training, I learned to play because of her.”  

She flipped the sheet music to Mozart’s “Piano Sonata No. 11 in A Major, K 331: III. Alla 

Turca.” “Let’s see if you can follow my lead.”  

She started playing, fingers moving rapidly over the keys. Ethan jumped in, and after a brief 

stumble, they played together as if they’d been practicing for weeks.  

The bouncy tune and the overall excitement of playing rejuvenated Skye and made her feel 

alive. Laughing, she bumped shoulders with Ethan and grinned when he bumped hers back.  

When the song ended, she threw her hands up and fell against him, giggling. “That was fun! 

We make a great team.”  

Ethan’s warm hand rested on the back of her neck, and his intense dark gaze locked with 

hers. “Yes, we do.”  

Silence filled the room, and Skye’s pulse quickened.  

“I love your laugh,” Ethan said. 



His thumb moved back and forth across the top of her spine.  

When he leaned in, she had time to react. She could have pulled back. She could have turned 

her head and said no or lifted a hand against his chest to stop him. She did none of those things.  

Instead, she closed the gap between them and welcomed the kiss. When their mouths 

touched, her heart exploded in her chest, racing and beating fast. Ethan’s hand tightened on her 

nape and held her firm so he could push his tongue between her lips and deepen the kiss. Heat 

jettisoned between her thighs, her nipples hardening and fingers curling into a fist on the bench next 

to her thigh. Her nails dug into her palms as her chest heaved from the coming excitement. 

Ethan pulled her onto his lap with ease so she straddled him. Not once did he release her 

lips, masterfully taking her higher as their mouths moved hungrily over each other. She’d imagined 

what his mouth would feel like and taste like, but the reality was much better than the mediocrity 

conjured by her mind. Ethan’s kisses were blissfully good and his mouth the right balance of firm 

and soft.  

Her hands snaked up the back of his broad neck and into the short, coily hair on his head. 

He peeled the dress off her shoulder and, tipping her head back, she let feverish passion overtake 

her—a feeling she hadn’t experienced in a long time.  

One of his hands slid up her thigh, pushing her dress higher so he could cup her ass and 

drag her tighter against his groin. The impact of his hardness against her soft core made heat flood 

between her legs. Ethan squeezed her ass while his teeth nipped gently at her sensitive throat. Their 

breathing was harsh and inelegant in the room, a testament to the craving they both experienced and 

longed to assuage.   

Ethan buried his mouth in the curve of her neck, and her lips parted on a hoarse moan. 

Thighs on either side of his waist, Skye flattened her breasts into his hard chest to relieve the ache in 

her nipples.  

“How about we take this back to the bedroom?” His deep voice was nothing more than a 

husky whisper.  

Skye nodded her agreement. 

Cradling her bottom in his large hands, Ethan stood with her in his arms. She was 

lightheaded from desire, and her heart thudded with the speed of an out-of-control locomotive. But 

she was not so lightheaded that she didn’t know exactly what she was doing. She wanted Ethan and 

grasped the back of his head as she kissed the corners of his mouth and swiped his tongue with 

hers—all of these acts signaling the acuteness of her desire and that she was all in. 



Ethan marched them through the door she saw earlier. The room was dark, with the only 

light coming through the parted curtains from the buildings around the hotel.   

Ethan placed Skye on her feet beside the bed and then lifted the gold dress over her head. 

She stood before him in nothing but a black thong—bare-breasted and ready for him to make love 

to her. 

“You’re a beautiful woman, Skye.” He placed a soft kiss on top of each of her breasts. But 

then he lifted his gaze and looked into her eyes. “Do you remember what I said in the bar?” 

She nodded. “I haven’t forgotten. You told me you’re the kind of man I should avoid.”  

“That’s right.” He searched her eyes for the answer to his unspoken question. 

“You also told me you don’t play games. Neither do I, Ethan. I enjoyed my time with you 

tonight—the dinner, the conversation.” She hooked a finger in the waistband of his trousers and 

pulled him closer. They were mere inches apart now. “I don’t have any expectations, except to 

continue our good time.” 

She gave the answer he’d wanted to hear because heat sparked in his eyes, and his mouth 

covered hers in a fierce kiss. They fell onto the bed, their mouths sliding over other each in an 

amorous caress.  

Skye yanked his shirt from his waistband and smoothed her palms over the muscles in his 

back. She groaned her satisfaction as his fit body pressed her into the mattress.  

Ethan rained kisses over her breasts and sucked on her sensitive nipples. Writhing under the 

consuming heat of hunger, Skye caressed Ethan’s head as he slowly moved lower—licking the 

underside of her breasts and then kissing his way to her navel.   

She had no idea what would happen after tonight. Ethan had made no promises and, in fact, 

had issued a warning.  

But this was hot. It was passionate. It was exciting.  

She would enjoy herself tonight and let tomorrow worry about itself. 

 

The End 

 

* 
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