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Dear Reader,


I hope that you enjoy the re-release of Comfort of a Man. I fell in love with the characters and so have the fans—and voilà, the series continues to this day.


In the months to come, I hope you’ll look for the rest of the re-released books in the Hinton series—The Beautiful Ones, Feel the Fire and Love Takes Time. Stay tuned and visit me on my website, www.adriannebyrd.com, and sign up for the newsletter so that you can be informed of all my latest releases.


Until then, I wish you the best of love,


Adrianne Byrd







To Alice Finley:
 Thanks for always being
 the wind beneath my wings.


And to Channon Kennedy—
for being a beautiful set of wings.
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Chapter 1



Brooklyn Douglas sat mute in a crowded New York restaurant while a group of her closest friends discussed her life as though she weren’t there. This wasn’t the first time such a discussion had occurred—far from it; however, Brooklyn noticed they happened with more regularity than she liked.

“Okay, okay.” She leaped into the conversation. “Can we please change the subject?”

Toni turned her suspicious gaze toward Brooklyn. “When was the last time you even got laid?”

Brooklyn’s eyes bulged. “Excuse you?”

Toni rolled her eyes, undaunted by her friend’s reaction. “Just what I thought.”

Brooklyn’s other three girlfriends, Ashley, Maria, and Noel, snickered while dodging Brooklyn’s lethal gaze.


“What on earth does my getting laid have to do with anything?”

Maria’s thick accent sliced into the conversation. “If you don’t know, then you’re worse off than we thought.”

Another round of snickering ensued.

A smile bloomed on Brooklyn’s face. “Come on, girls. You know I don’t have time for a relationship. With my new career, dealing with Evan’s crap, and Jaleel’s growing pains—”

“Who said anything about a relationship?” Noel brushed back a wisp of her blond hair as her green eyes twinkled. “Haven’t you heard of baby steps?”

“A one-night stand?” Brooklyn concluded in shock. “Me? A one-night stand? You’ve lost your mind.”

Ashley leaned over and draped an arm around Brooklyn’s shoulders. “Where is your sense of adventure?”

“An adventure is a trip to Africa, not playing Russian roulette with sexually transmitted diseases.”

“No one said anything about unprotected sex,” Toni reasoned with a dismissive wave. “We’re just saying that you need to do something to relax.”

“I thought that was the purpose of our trip up here to New York. We came to take in a few Broadway plays and enjoy the city.”

“Look,” Maria said, smiling. “There’s relaxing and then there’s relaxing. And the kind that you need requires an extra appendage.” She wiggled her brows. “Are you catching my drift?”

“Unfortunately.”

Maria shook her head. “I don’t know why we’re bothering. You’ll never do it. You’re such a prude.”

“A prude?” Brooklyn’s hands flew to her hips. “That’s not true.”

Maria raised her hands in surrender. “I don’t mean to upset you, but you have to admit you’ve changed a lot since college.”

“Well, who hasn’t?” Brooklyn’s gaze shifted to each of them. “Noel drank her way through college. Toni was on a mission to sleep with each member on the football team. Ashley—”

“What about me?”

“You—” Brooklyn swiveled in her direction “—you were a walking, talking chimney stack. What was your peak, three packs of cigarettes a day?”

Ashley blanched contritely and slumped back in her chair.

“And you.” Brooklyn’s attention jerked back to Maria. “I don’t think you went on a single date the entire time we were there—including graduate school.”

Maria simply shrugged. “What can I say? I was a late bloomer.”

“You never bloomed. You didn’t get any action until you ran out and bought those silicone twins of yours in Los Angeles.”

The other women at the table squealed.


Maria cupped her breasts. “And they were worth every penny.”

The laughter escalated.

Brooklyn rocked back in her chair with her hand covering her mouth. It felt good to be out with her friends. In her opinion they didn’t get together enough. Life had a strange and powerful way of bringing different people together and then scattering them across the map.

Maria was a big shot at Paramount Pictures out in Los Angeles. Ashley worked at the American embassy in England. Noel resided in New York, working for a record label and being “the only white girl in rap” as her friends liked to tease her.

Brooklyn and Toni lived in Atlanta, a few miles apart; however, they rarely saw each other. But the women were never too far away in their hearts. As close as they were, one member was missing from the group: Macy Patterson.

Macy and Brooklyn were roommates in college. Both were business majors and came from startlingly similar backgrounds. They shared everything: clothes, money—you name it. Then, Macy took sharing too far the day Brooklyn came home early and found her husband in bed with Macy.

“What time is it?” Brooklyn asked, suddenly feeling as though they’d been in the restaurant too long.

Toni looked at her watch and then tossed the napkin from her lap onto the table. “It’s seven-thirty. We better get going if we’re going to make the eight o’clock show.”

The girls stood and donned their coats in preparation for the December wind outside. Each left money for their bill on the table. Nearing the front door, three of them made a sudden turn in the opposite direction.

“We’re just going to make a quick trip to the rest room,” Noel announced to Brooklyn and Toni. “We’ll be right back.”

Brooklyn nodded. “Let’s just stand over here and wait for them,” she said, indicating a small bench in the waiting area. She sat down and Toni tugged her arm. Brooklyn turned toward her.

Toni gave a slight nod over her shoulder. “Do you see what I see?” She nodded again.

Brooklyn’s gaze shifted to over her friend’s shoulder and to an incredible specimen: a six-foot-three brother with beautiful toffee-colored skin and a physique that caused an instant heat to generate in the core of Brooklyn’s body.

The man smiled at the hostess, displaying a stunning set of white teeth, while his shadowy goatee showcased a pair of perfectly arched full lips. His gaze slid toward Brooklyn, and her breath caught at the sight of his clear gray eyes. He smiled and nodded in her direction.

Unable to think of anything else, she mimicked his action before the hostess regained his attention and led him away.

“Ooh, girl,” Toni crooned in her ear. “Did you see the way he checked you out? Are you sure you don’t want to go do a panties check before we head over to the theater?”

Brooklyn cut her eyes over at her friend and swatted her on the arm. “Very funny.”

“Who’s trying to be funny? Hell, I may need to do one myself.”

Their three friends sauntered around the corner.

“Are you two ready?” Maria asked. Her gaze bounced from Toni to Brooklyn and like always her keen senses zeroed in. “What did we miss?”

“Nothing,” Brooklyn hurried to answer in a vain attempt to cut off any explanation from Toni.

Toni laughed as she stood. “You missed a good one, girl. Brooklyn had a seriously fine brother checking her out a few minutes ago.”

The other girls perked up as all eyes darted in Brooklyn’s direction and a barrage of questions flew her way.

“Did you get the digits?” Ashley asked.

“Did you give him your number?” Maria countered.

“How fine was he?”

Brooklyn held up her hand, which immediately silenced them. “No, no, and he was just all right. Can we go now?”

“Just all right?” Toni barked with laughter, and then shook her head. “Girl, you’re hopeless.”


The girls’ exuberant faces quickly turned sour as they bobbed their heads in agreement.

“Well, let’s get going. We’re already running late.”

Everyone headed toward the door.

Brooklyn brought up the rear, but as she neared the door, she felt as though she was being watched. She glanced over her shoulder and her gaze collided with those sparkling gray eyes from across the room.

The man’s lips curled into a smile as he lifted his wineglass and nodded toward her.

She smiled back a second before Noel clamped on to her wrist.

“Will you come on?” Noel said, and pulled her through the door.

 

Isaiah Washington forced his attention away from the door and the stunning woman who’d walked out of it. He had laughed at but never experienced love at first sight—until now. He shook his head to clear his thoughts. Okay, maybe love was overstating it a bit, but there had been something there—a spark, an attraction?

“Isaiah?” his companion inquired. “Are you listening to me?”

With an apologetic smile, Isaiah turned his attention to Yasmine. “Sorry. What were you saying?”

Yasmine shook her head as she lowered her menu. “I have to write this date down for the history books. Something other than work has grabbed your attention. I thought I’d never see the day.”


Uncomfortable for having been caught, Isaiah flashed Yasmine a tight smile. “Pouring it on a bit thick, don’t you think?”

“Hardly.” She crossed her arms and stared at him. “We’ve been working together for what—six or seven years?”

He shrugged. “Something like that.”

“And in that time, I’ve never seen you react to a woman like that—not even toward Cadence. I was beginning to think—”

“Don’t you dare.”

A wide smile crept across her delicate features. “What? A fine brother like you, a neat freak who loves the arts—I’m just saying it’s highly suspect.”

“Not funny. You just want someone to crawl into the closet with.”

“No closet needed here. I blew the door off that sucker a long time ago.” She eyed him. “Maybe I should wait here while you run after her.”

“Not necessary.”

“You need a woman.”

He smiled. “And you need to stay out of my business.”

“I tell you about my dates all the time.”

His features turned into a comical deadpan. “I know.”

She leaned over and swatted him on the arm. “Very funny. Be serious, will you? I worry about you. All work and no play make Isaiah a lonely man.”


Isaiah laughed. “I date, Yasmine. I just don’t have time for relationships.”

Yasmine shook her head. “You don’t wait for the right time for a relationship. You make time.”

The two friends held each other’s gaze for a long moment before Isaiah nodded. “I’ll make sure I keep that in mind.”

She nodded. “You do that.” She retrieved her menu. “Now tell me why you missed our meeting with Mr. Alba.”

Isaiah drew in a long breath and shook his head. “Let’s just say today was not my day. It started when I was subjected to a rather thorough and intimate body search at the Bergstrom Airport. Then I landed at the JFK Airport and was told the airline had no idea how my luggage was routed to London.”

Yasmine giggled. “My goodness.”

“It gets better. Since I flew in casual clothes I had to shop for something suitable for our meeting. Problem is it’s not easy finding something decent, ready to wear off the rack for a man my height. As soon as I could I rushed right over.”

Yasmine looked at her watch. “Not bad. You were only two hours late.”

“Was Mr. Alba upset?”

“Nah. I faked a call from you and told him you were late because your dog died.”

“I don’t own a dog.”

“Then you shouldn’t be too upset that it died.”


“Yasmine.”

“Come on, Isaiah. It worked. You know how crazy Alba is about animals. For a minute there I thought the man was tearing up.”

Isaiah stared at her.

“I got us on his schedule for tomorrow afternoon. Everything is fine. So, order up, dinner is on me.” She smiled.

He shook his head. “I don’t know what I’m going to do about you.”

“Hey.” She waved her finger. “I saved your butt today. So show a little more appreciation, Superman.”

He held up his hands in order to keep the peace and because she had a point. “I’m sorry. I apologize. Thank you, Yasmine, for saving my ungrateful butt. Can you ever forgive me?”

Her smile returned. “All right. Just remember we’re a team.”

“Got it.” He picked up the menu. “Dinner is still on you?”

“Well, actually, I’m filing it on our business expenses. So eat up and enjoy.”

Isaiah laughed and did just that.

 

He didn’t arrive for check-in at the Marriott Marquis until ten o’clock. By the time he fell into bed, he’d reached a new plateau of exhaustion. But insomnia, his old and familiar friend, then chose to pay him a visit.

His mind roamed over the day’s events and settled on the striking woman he’d seen in the restaurant. Was it her golden-hue complexion that made her stand out in a crowded room, or was it her intriguingly warm cocoa-colored eyes that had captured his attention?

Isaiah drew in a deep breath and moaned as he exhaled. No doubt the fascinating beauty made some man happy. But what about the way she’d looked at him? Was it a harmless flirtation or an open invitation? He shook his head. What difference did it make? Their ships had already sailed past one another.

Isaiah sat up in bed still clad in the suit he’d purchased earlier. Now what? He still had his laptop. Maybe he should tackle some work. Lord knew he had plenty to do. He shook his head. For once in his life he wasn’t in the mood for working.

He stretched and rotated his neck muscles. Hadn’t he read the hotel had a gym? Maybe what he needed was a good four-mile run on the treadmill. Of course, any type of exercise would only serve to get his blood and heart pumping, making it that much harder for him to get to sleep.

Maybe all he needed was a hot shower. He climbed out of bed and peeled off his clothes. By the time he stood beneath the stream of hot water, he had relaxed considerably. Fifteen minutes later, he’d returned to bed. However, sleep continued to elude him. Frustrated, Isaiah tore back the covers. He knew what he needed.

 

Brooklyn called her son, Jaleel, as soon as she made it back to her hotel room. Of course, her teenage son treated her as though the call was a nuisance, but she ignored his behavior.

“What did you do today?” she asked, trying to hide the dread in her voice. Whatever he and his father did, she was sure she wasn’t going to like it.

“Dad let me test-drive a couple of motorcycles down at the Harley Davidson dealership. It was really cool. Aunt Macy…I mean, Macy even took a few pictures of me riding them.”

Brooklyn closed her eyes and counted to ten before she responded. “You know how I feel about motorcycles, Jaleel.”

Her son sighed. “You don’t like anything I do with Dad.”

The retort stung mainly because it held a ring of truth. “You watch your mouth and put your father on the phone.”

“He’s not here right now,” Jaleel said, his voice still absent of warmth.

“What do you mean he’s not there? He’s supposed to be watching you. Where is he?”

“At the hospital. They paged him in over an hour ago. Don’t worry. I think at sixteen, I can tuck myself into bed.”

This time she only counted to five. “I didn’t mean to imply that you couldn’t.”

“Sure, Mom. Is there anything else?”

She didn’t bother counting at all this time. “You better start watching your tone or I swear to goodness I’m going to crawl through this phone.”

He didn’t answer.

Brooklyn shook her head. When was she going to learn that getting angry with Jaleel wasn’t going to get her anywhere? “Well, tell your father I’ll call him tomorrow.”

“Fine.”

“Jaleel?”

“Yeah, Mom?”

I love you. “I’ll talk to you tomorrow, too.”

“Okay.” He hung up.

Brooklyn held the phone.

Toni exited the bathroom wearing one of the hotel’s large terry-cloth robes. She stopped in her tracks when she looked at Brooklyn. “How did it go?”

“It went like it always does.” Brooklyn exhaled and hung up the phone. “I just don’t know what to do anymore. We keep rubbing each other the wrong way.”

Toni waved her off. “Don’t let it get to you. He’s a teenager.”

“He’s an angry teenager.”

“What teenager isn’t?”

Brooklyn smiled, but her heart remained heavy. “I just don’t get it. Evan cheated on me. He left our marriage and Jaleel treats me as though it’s my fault. Evan gets to enjoy Jaleel’s laughter while I get his anger. It’s just not fair.”


Toni moved over to Brooklyn’s bed and draped a supportive arm around her. “I know it doesn’t look like it right now, but I’m sure everything is going to work out.”

Brooklyn laid her head against Toni’s shoulder, tired of searching for the light at the end of the tunnel.

“Why don’t you get ready for bed? We have a full day of shopping and plays ahead of us tomorrow.”

“You know what?” Brooklyn said, drawing herself up and standing from the bed.

“What?” Toni eyed her suspiciously.

“I think I need a drink. I’m going to the Atrium Lounge.”

“You want me to come with you?”

“Nah. I think I need some time alone to think.”

“Come on, Brooklyn. This is supposed to be a fun trip. There’s plenty of time to think about our problems when we get back to Atlanta.”

“I’ll just have one drink.”

Toni jabbed her hands to her hips.

“Just one drink. I swear after that I’ll put all my problems behind me until we return home.”

Toni held her gaze. “You promise?”

“Scout’s honor.”

“You were never a Girl Scout.”

Brooklyn smiled. “A small technicality.”

Toni laughed and gave in. “Okay. Go ahead and have your one drink. And tomorrow not a peep out of you about Jaleel or Evan—or Macy.”

“Deal.” Brooklyn turned and snatched her purse off the bed and left the suite.








Chapter 2



The moment Brooklyn entered the Atrium Lounge, she felt out of place. It wasn’t that the music was too loud or that the place was overcrowded. It was simply that she couldn’t remember the last time she’d been to a bar. Could it have been as far back as college?

Maybe Maria was right. Maybe she’d turned into a prude. She frowned and removed the clip from her hair and shook it to tumble about her shoulders. Brooklyn D. Douglas was no prude.

“Good evening, miss. What can I get you?”

Brooklyn looked up at the bartender’s friendly face. “I’ll have an apple margarita.”

“Excellent choice. I happen to make a mean one.”

She flashed him a smile. “Don’t hurt me now.”


“If the lady will allow me, I’d like to put her drink on my tab,” a smooth baritone floated from behind her.

Brooklyn’s protest crested her tongue as she turned around, but the words vanished when her gaze met a familiar pair of gray eyes.

The man smiled. “Mind if I join you?”

The voice inside Brooklyn’s head finally spoke up and told her to close her mouth and stop staring. “Sure. If you’d like.”

He chuckled and slid onto the bar stool next to her. “Imagine my surprise when I saw you walk through the door. I never thought our paths would cross again.”

“Oh?” She played it cool.

“You do remember me from the Broadway Joe Steakhouse tonight, don’t you?”

How could she possibly forget? “Oh, yeah. I remember now.”

He eyed her with a lopsided grin.

“One apple margarita,” the bartender announced, placing her drink on top of the lounge’s logo napkin.

“Thank you.”

“No ring,” the man said from beside her. “That’s a good sign.”

She glanced at his hand. “You’re not wearing one either.” Her gaze lifted to his handsome features. “Or is it in your pocket?”

He laughed. The flash of his white smile made him more stunning.


“I promise you. I’m not married—never been married.”

“Well, I can’t say the same.”

“Oh?” He took a sip of his own drink. “A good experience, I hope.”

Brooklyn shrugged. What the hell? “It didn’t exactly leave a sweet taste in my mouth.”

His gaze lowered to her lips. “What a shame.”

A sweltering heat wave consumed her. “Why is that? Are you looking for a wife?”

“Not tonight.” His gaze leveled with hers.

Brooklyn reveled in a pleasure that traveled clear down to her toes. The man’s eyes cast her under a hypnotic spell—one she wasn’t too sure she wanted to break. “So, what brings you to New York?” she managed to ask. “Business or pleasure?”

He took another gulp of his drink. “Business, though I can make time for pleasure.”

She glanced down at her drink, convinced she was blushing like a silly schoolgirl. She was well out of practice when it came to the game of flirting. “How come I get the feeling you do this all the time?” she asked.

“Do what?”

“Pick up women at bars—or are you going to tell me that you don’t do this often and there’s just something about me that draws you to me?”

“Now who sounds experienced at this?”


Brooklyn laughed. “Far from it.” She sipped her drink, and then glowed with surprise.

The bartender appeared and beamed a wide smile at her. “I take it you like it?”

“This is great.”

“I told you,” he said with a wink and then waltzed off.

“So what about you?” Her mysterious companion brought her attention back to him—not that it had ever strayed too far.

She glanced at him. “What about me?”

“Are you here for business or pleasure?”

She thrust up her chin. “Pleasure.”

His brows rose. “Anything I can help you with?”

“You’re rather direct.”

“I meant whether I could escort you around the city, take you to a few plays. That sort of thing.”

“Sure you did.”

“Ow.” He laughed with his hand placed over his heart. “I think you just insulted me. Don’t I look the part of a gentleman?”

In truth, he did look the part. She shrugged and pretended her apology was forced. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to question your character. I’m sure you’re quite the gentleman. Just as I’m sure you don’t make it a habit to pick up strange women in bars.”

His laughter infected her. “What can I say? You’re just going to have to take my word. But I do think we need to back up a couple of steps and allow me to introduce myself.” He held out his hand. “My name is Isaiah Washington.”

“Brooklyn.”

His brows rose again. “No last name?”

“Just Brooklyn…for now.”

“Well, I’m pleased to meet you, Brooklyn. What an interesting name.”

“Not as interesting as my middle name.”

“Surely you’re not going to leave it at that.”

She laughed and shook her head. “Believe it or not, it’s Dodgers.”

His features turned cautious before his lips slanted. “You’re pulling my leg.”

“I wish I was, but I have a father who’s a huge baseball fan.”

“So he named you after a baseball team?”

Brooklyn shrugged. “What can I say? They thought it would be cute.”

“Boy, I bet kids teased you growing up.”

“Nah,” she said, laughing. “I told people that the D stood for Diane.”

“Any siblings?”

“Nope.” She thrust up her chin. “I’m an only child.”

“Uh-oh.” He clenched his teeth in mock horror. “I hate to do it, but I’m going to have to deduct one point for that one.”

“Why?” She blinked, but continued laughing.

Isaiah shook his head. “An only child is usually high maintenance.”


Brooklyn jabbed both hands to her hips. “What?”

His hands went up in surrender. “Sorry, but it’s true. An only child is used to being the center of attention and can even be a little selfish at times.”

Her mouth dropped open. “And exactly what do you base this malarkey on?”

“Experience.”

She folded her arms across her chest. “Experience?” she asked with disbelief and shock.

“Yep.” He took another gulp of his drink, and then slid his cool gray eyes in her direction. “I’m an only child, too.”

At another flash of his smile, Brooklyn’s annoyance evaporated. “You had me going there for a minute.” She waved a finger at him. “You’re very funny.”

“Ooh. I was aiming for charming.”

“You’re that, too.”

“In that case, let me buy you another drink.”

Brooklyn glanced down at her glass, surprised to see she’d finished it.

“Would the lady like to have another?” the smiling bartender asked.

Brooklyn’s promise to Toni echoed hauntingly in her ear, but she dismissed it. She’d come down to mope about her problems but instead had forgotten about them. Which was easy to do when you had someone as handsome as Isaiah Washington sitting next to you.

He placed his elbows onto the bar and leaned in her direction. “How about the lady trying something different?”

Her gaze bounced between the two men. “Nothing hard. I’m not a hard drinker.”

“I think the apple margarita gave that away,” Isaiah said with a laugh, and then ordered from the bartender. “Let’s see if she’ll like a Scooby Snack.”

“One Scooby Snack coming up.”

“What the heck is a Scooby Snack?”

“If I tell you it would spoil the surprise. Trust me. You’ll like it.”

Her gaze lingered on him for a moment longer. “All right. I’ll give it a try.”

“Good.”

Brooklyn took a long assessing look at Isaiah. “So how is it that you’ve been able to avoid the temptation of marriage?”

Isaiah gave her his full attention.

“First of all, I don’t know whether I would use the word temptation. Second, maybe in a way I am married.”

“Oh?” she asked, hoping she’d done a good job of masking her disappointment. “You have a girlfriend or a live-in love?”

“Sort of. I’m, in an odd sort of way, married to my work.”

Brooklyn nodded slowly. “I see. And what kind of work do you do?”

“Sales and marketing.”


“So you’re a regular suit man. I can see that.”

“Oh, can you?”

“Yep.” She bobbed her head. “Of course I saw you this evening, remember?”

“One Scooby Snack.” The bartender returned and placed her second drink in front of her. “Enjoy.”

“Now what is this?” she asked Isaiah.

“Come on. Where is your sense of adventure? Just taste it.”

Brooklyn frowned. It was the second time her “sense of adventure” had been questioned. She grabbed the drink and took a brave gulp, and then blinked in surprise. “This is good.”

“I told you you’d like it.”

“No one likes a braggart.” She smiled at his rumble of laughter.

“I’ll make sure I keep that in mind.” His gaze locked on her. “Do you mind if I ask you a question?”

“I haven’t so far,” she said.

“Why are you here?”

“Came to see a few plays with some girlfriends. We usually make this trip every year. New York is at its best during the holidays.”

Isaiah’s smile turned seductive. “That’s not what I meant.”

She frowned. “Then what did you mean?”

“Well.” He looked at his watch. “It’s 1:00 a.m. and I don’t see any of your friends with you.”

“Oh…that.” She rolled her eyes.


He nodded. “Oh…that,” he mimicked.

“Let’s just say that I needed some time to myself.”

“Did I mess up your plans?”

“No.” She took another sip of her drink. “You improved them.”

Isaiah’s lips twitched with a blooming smile. “Glad that I could help.”

Brooklyn suddenly became aware of the increasing amount of butterflies in the pit of her stomach. Their fluttering wings, combined with the warm rush of alcohol, gave her a delicious tingle. She drew in a deep breath and slowly licked her lips.

“Are you okay?” he asked, leaning toward her.

She drew in his scent and smiled. He wore no cologne or heavy aftershave—just the clean scent of soap. “You smell good.”

His brows rose high over his eyes. “You don’t smell bad yourself.”

She giggled. She actually giggled.

“I think you’ve had enough to drink,” he concluded with a soft chuckle.

Brooklyn bobbed her head, but continued to enjoy the wonderful wave of emotion flowing through her. “I was supposed to have only one drink,” she informed him. “I have a low tolerance level.”

“You’re drunk off one Scooby Snack? I didn’t think that was possible.”

“Don’t forget the margarita. Besides, I’m not drunk,” she clarified, holding up a finger. “I’m just a little buzzed.”

“Good.” He inched closer. “Because I would hate for this night to end so soon.”

She moved closer. “That would make two of us.”

His slow gaze was like a lover’s caress as it slid over her. “You’re a very beautiful woman.”

Every inch of Brooklyn’s body warmed beneath the intensity of his gaze. “Thank you.” She lifted her drink, grateful that it remained steady despite her nervousness.

“How long are you in town?” Isaiah asked.

“Just for the weekend,” she replied smoothly.

“That makes two of us. How about I take you to lunch or dinner tomorrow?”

She moaned and shook her head. “Sorry. I have plans.”

He smiled but disappointment flickered in his eyes. “Too bad.”

Her head started to clear when reality threatened to overtake her. Hadn’t she told the girls just that evening that she had no room for a relationship in her life?

Noel’s voice floated back to her. Haven’t you ever heard of baby steps?

Brooklyn controlled her shock at the direction her thoughts had turned, but Pandora’s box had been opened and damn if she would close it.

“So I guess all we have is tonight?” Isaiah asked as he lifted a glass to her.


Baby steps.

“I guess so,” she answered in a low whisper. Damn, he was good looking. When was the last time she’d been around someone who’d made her feel like a woman—a desirable woman?

She took a deep breath and lifted her glass to him. “Since tonight is all we have, why don’t we spend what’s left of it up in your suite?”








Chapter 3



Isaiah choked. “Come again?” he asked, swiveling his startled gaze to focus on Brooklyn.

Her chocolate-colored eyes danced as she leaned in close. “Take me to your suite.”

Fighting his caveman urges to sling her over his shoulder and rush back to his dwelling, Isaiah instead tossed back the rest of his drink and tried to remain cool.

“Is there a problem?” she inquired with raised brows, while a ghostlike smile hugged her lips.

He blinked at her boldness. This woman was full of surprises. “My suite?” he asked for clarification. This was not the time for misunderstandings.

She nodded and moved even closer. “Your suite.” Her full lips bloomed into another breathtaking smile.


His heart lurched and then its beat accelerated. No woman had a right to look like her. A man could lose his soul staring into those eyes…just as he was doing now.

“Are you sure?” he asked again. Slowly, her gaze traveled over him and he belatedly became aware he was holding his breath.

She winked. “I’m positive.”

“Then let’s get out of here.” Isaiah shot to his feet and jabbed his hands into his pockets. His fingers fumbled clumsily over his money clip before he was finally able to retrieve it. Depositing more than enough money to cover the tab, Isaiah caught a glimpse of the bartender’s thumbs-up.

“Thank you and enjoy your evening,” the bartender said, with a wink.

Isaiah had every intention to do just that.

Brooklyn stood up from her stool, laughing at his hurried motions. “You can slow down,” she said in a low, seductive whisper against his ear. “I’m not going anywhere.”

Isaiah hardened, but he was determined to behave like a gentleman. He gestured for her to take the lead.

“Thank you,” she said, her voice lowering another seductive decibel.

As she stepped in front of him, Isaiah’s gaze traveled down her back view. He drew in an impulsive breath. Lord, have mercy. The woman’s ample behind was enough to make a man hurt himself. He lifted his eyes heavenward and mouthed, “Thank you.”

When they reached the lounge’s doors, he quickly stepped from behind her and opened it.

She flashed him another smile and Isaiah’s arousal felt more like a steel rod pressed against his inner thigh. A soft romantic melody played throughout the hotel’s grand lobby. Isaiah thought of it as a prelude to things to come.

Despite the late hour, there were still a lot of people milling about, but Isaiah had no trouble keeping his attention focused on the woman in front of him. She walked with the smooth, graceful gait of a runway model, while her hips twitched and bounced with enough seduction to make his mouth water.

When they reached the elevator bay, Brooklyn turned and caught him in the act of gaping at her assets.

She smiled. “See anything you like?”

Was she kidding? “On you, I like everything I see.”

She eased closer, enchanting him further with her fragrance. “That makes two of us.”

This woman was something else. “Where did you say you were from?”

She cocked her head with a slight frown. “Why?”

“Because they don’t make women like you where I’m from.”

She laughed, infecting him with its melodious sound. “I’m a Georgia peach.” She placed a hand against his chest. “I hope you’re hungry.” Her gaze lowered to her hand and then traveled back up to his eyes. “Your heart is beating awfully fast.”

He smirked. “Yeah? I’ll give you one guess as to why.”

An elevator arrived and both of their faces exploded with smiles.

“After you,” he said.

“Bringing up the rear again?”

“Do you mind?”

She shook her head. “Not at all.”

“Then the evening is already off to a good start.”

Brooklyn laughed and turned to step onto the elevator.

Isaiah moved in behind her. He pushed the button for the forty-sixth floor and then turned toward her.

She gave him a come-hither look while her smile turned wicked as it slid into place.

Isaiah obeyed and backed her into a corner, fully aware that they could be seen in the glass compartment.

“Wait. Hold the elevator,” a woman’s voice boomed toward them a second before an arm bolted in between the closing doors.

Brooklyn and Isaiah sprang apart.

“Thank goodness we made it,” a smiling woman said as she struggled inside with her arms loaded with shopping bags. “You girls come on,” she called out into the hall.

Isaiah struggled to hide his annoyance.

There was a loud shuffling of feet and more rumbling of bags and then the small space was suddenly filled with six more women, all carrying bags by the armload.

“Are we all in here?” the director of the small group asked her companions.

The women bobbed their heads and released weary sighs.

“I’m on twenty-seven,” one woman said.

“I’m thirty.”

“Seventeen.”

Isaiah moaned. It was going to take forever for them to reach his floor. He stiffened at the feel of a hand placed against his lower back. He glanced over at Brooklyn and she shared a look with him that made him forget about the women in front of them.

He inched closer and slid his arm around Brooklyn’s waist. He smiled, loving the way she felt in his arms.

“Oh, look at them.”

Isaiah and Brooklyn’s attention jerked back to the other women in the elevator.

“Are you two newlyweds?” a perky blonde asked with a wistful expression.

Laughing, Isaiah opened his mouth to respond, but Brooklyn cut him off.

“Is it that obvious?” she asked, batting her lashes dramatically.

Isaiah’s eyes widened as his gaze riveted back to the woman in his arms.

Brooklyn’s hand roamed boldly down Isaiah’s backside. “We can’t seem to keep our hands off of each other.”

The women took in a collective gasp and smiled warmly at the couple.

“Well, you do make an attractive couple.”

“Thank you,” Brooklyn said, without missing a beat. “A lot of our friends say the same thing.” Her hand slipped down the waistband of Isaiah’s slacks.

It took everything he had not to react to her playful antics, plus he wasn’t at all sure he wasn’t blushing in front of the crowd of gushing busybodies while they all smiled at them.

The elevator slowed to a gentle stop and when the doors slid open, two women stepped out while the other women waved and said their good-nights.

Brooklyn’s hand traveled farther south.

Isaiah decided it was time to even the playing field. When the doors closed again and the women returned to their idle chatter, he slipped his hand beneath the back of her blouse and glided along the line of her spinal cord.

She stiffened and her playful smile grew wider.

He found the clasp of her bra and skillfully unhooked it.

Brooklyn’s smile vanished and astonishment dominated her features.

Chuckling, he leaned over and whispered, “Gotcha.” He kissed her earlobe.

“Oh, just look at them,” the one whom he’d overheard called Stephanie said. “I bet you two can’t wait to make it up to your room.”

The other women turned and smiled.

“How can you tell?” Isaiah said, grinning.

“Women can always spot an anxious man, honey,” Stephanie said with a wave of her hand. “Trust me.”

“Is that right?” He refused to hide his amusement.

The elevator stopped again and another woman stepped out and made sure that she gave the “newlyweds” an encouraging wink.

“Have fun, you two.”

Isaiah nodded while his hand teased against Brooklyn’s back. God, she has soft skin.

“Okay, you can stop,” Brooklyn hissed and removed her hand from his pants.

“What’s the matter?” he whispered back. “Can’t stand the heat?” His hands skimmed the side of her breast.

Brooklyn’s sharp inhalation only broadened his smile and caused his erection to throb.

Another woman exited the elevator and everyone went through the routine of well-wishes. Now, the occupants were Isaiah, Brooklyn and Stephanie.

Isaiah couldn’t be 100 percent sure, but he was certain the temperature escalated in the small compartment while he continued to exchange plastic smiles with the gawking woman. Wasn’t this supposed to be New York City…a place where everyone made it their business to mind their own business?

“I remember my honeymoon,” Stephanie finally said, her smile still hanging firmly in place. “We, too, chose New York. Mainly because, at that time, neither of us had ever been outside of Carson City.”

Isaiah bobbed his head as though entertained by her ministory.

The elevator slowed.

“Well, I guess this is it. You two enjoy the rest of your honeymoon.” The doors slid open and Stephanie departed, managing an enthusiastic wave despite her armload of bags.

Isaiah patiently waited for the doors to close and when they did, he pivoted toward Brooklyn just as she grabbed the front of his shirt and jerked him toward her.

The crashing of their lips was like an explosion of passion, hunger, and desire. Their bodies rocked back against the elevator’s glass wall.

Brooklyn couldn’t believe what she was doing or what she was going to do. But when she experienced a prickle of doubt, her raging hormones came riding to the rescue. She had no time for a relationship in her life, but a night of hot, passionate, no-strings-attached sex, she could definitely make time for. Baby steps.

Neither realized they’d made it to Isaiah’s floor, but a woman’s loud gasp did jar them back to reality.

Isaiah and Brooklyn jerked apart. Embarrassed, they made their apologies to a startled elderly couple. He grabbed Brooklyn’s hand and rushed out of the elevator.

Brooklyn couldn’t stop giggling. She should be ashamed of her behavior, acting more like those blushing teenage girls her son dated than a mature adult, but damn if she couldn’t help it. Meanwhile, a swarm of butterflies were attacking her from within. Could she really go through with this?

While the question echoed in her head, Isaiah stopped in front of a door and pivoted toward her—the moment of truth.

When he smiled, in his eyes held a hint of caution fringed with a dash of hope. “I think I should ask you again. Are you sure you want to go through with this?”

Speech failed her while parts of her were suddenly at war with one another.

Isaiah tucked a lock of hair behind her ear and then gently caressed her face. “I’ll understand if you want to change your mind.”

His touch was like magic and when her gaze met his, she was lured into their hypnotic spell. A slow smile curled her lips and with her hand she stopped his gentle stroking to tell him, “I’m sure.”
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