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“Can you act like a successful event manager?” Ryan's hand touched 

her knee, his heat branding her through her thick legging material.  

“Yes.” Her tone was purposely matter-of-fact. Operations 

Manager at... his finger traced the inside of her knee... uh, Ops 

Manager at, oh, gosh, at MSA wasn’t a far cry from being an event 

manager. She was more than confident of pulling, er - now two fingers - 

of pulling that off. What? What were they talking about?  

“Can you act like a wealthy business woman, confident of 

moving in circles of the socially elite?” His voice was softer, deeper, and 

his hand slid up her thigh to her hip. He leaned closer, his gray eyes 

staring at her with an intensity that was...enthralling. 

She swallowed. He was... close.  What had he said? A wealthy woman? Well, Noah’s fiancée, 

Jessica, was disgustingly wealthy, uber-connected, yet surprisingly down-to-earth. She’d use her as a 

rough guide in this situation.  

“Yes,” she responded. This time her own voice lacked the confident volume of a moment 

ago. He was so... close. She eased back, trying to give them a little more space. There was that sexy-

earthy scent again. She couldn’t think when he was this close, damn it. He should know by now that 

she did stupid things when he was this close. She shifted. He followed, until her back pressed against 

the cool glass of the passenger’s side window, and only a fraction of an inch separated their bodies. 

Ryan ducked his head and inhaled. She tried not to shudder, not to give away how affected 

she was by his close proximity. She’d dreamed of a moment like this, of sharing space with him, 

sharing time. Ever since—well, ever since that Christmas party. Oh, jiminy, her knees were shaking. 

“Can you act like a woman wanting to improve her marriage to the man she loves?” 

This time his voice was a whisper in her ear, his warm breath stirring her hair. Her nipples 

peaked in her bra, and she tried to resist the urge of arching her back. Tried—and failed. Her breasts 

brushed his shirt, and she wasn’t sure if she shuddered, or if he did. 

“Uh...” 

He lifted his head, and his lips trailed across her cheek, until they rested against the corner 

of her mouth, like the softest touch of a kiss - enticing and frustrating at the same time. 

Her breath was coming in pants, creating a delicious friction of breasts against chest. So 

warm, everything was so warm. Hot.  



“Can you act like my wife?” Ryan whispered against her lips, then kissed her. 
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