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      Cole Black stepped out of the shower, slung a towel around his hips, and limped to the vanity.

      How the fuck had he gotten himself into this?

      Deacon West, his best friend, was getting married today. Yeah, he was happy Deke and Alex had finally gotten it together—Alex Franco was the only woman the guy had ever wanted. He knew how that felt, knew what it was like to want one woman with everything you had—and to have her out of your reach. But Deke had found a way back into Alex’s heart. So yeah, he was fucking thrilled, for both of them.

      But best man at his wedding? Nuts-in-vise torture.

      Swiping the condensation from the mirror, he took a hard look at himself. He looked like shit. Full beard, rough as hell. He never would have gotten away with it if he’d still been one of New York City’s finest.

      He hadn’t seen his face clean-shaven in close to a year, not since the accident that ended his career.

      The accident that ended his partner’s life.

      Because of Cole’s carelessness, his lack of judgment, Adam’s wife no longer had a husband. His kid would grow up without a father. What he’d been left with was nothing; nothing he didn’t deserve.

      A shudder moved through him. Dammit. He slammed the brakes on that line of thought before it took him places he couldn’t go. Not today.

      The facial hair currently covered most of the damage he’d taken to his face, but he knew how bad the angry, jagged scar that ran from the corner of his eye, skimmed the edge of his mouth, and carried on down to his jaw looked.

      He just hoped there weren’t any small children at the wedding. The idea of a bunch of kids screaming in terror while they watched the scary, scarred guy limp down the aisle like Quasimodo after the ceremony made his gut roll.

      On auto pilot, he picked up a small pair of scissors and started trimming before he changed his mind. This, at least, he could do, especially after everything Deke had done for him. Not only had he stuck around when Cole sure as fuck hadn’t made it easy on him, he’d given him a job, made him manager of West Security.

      He owed him, would be indebted to him for the rest of his life.

      Foaming up, he started on the right, the undamaged side of his face. Smoothing the razor across his upper lip, his chin, until the skin was clean and smooth.

      He tilted his head to the side and sucked in an unsteady breath. Yeah, he recognized that guy. From this angle, he looked like the man he’d once been, before everything went to shit. That guy had been a respected cop, a guy who liked to go out, who had friends, who played sports. That guy had big plans.

      But he wasn’t that guy anymore, and his inside now matched the scarred exterior.

      It’s just a fucking beard. Come on, asshole, grow a pair and finish the job.

      He shook his head. No he wasn’t the same guy, but he could at least look halfway respectable for his friend’s wedding.

      A wedding where there would be no chance of avoiding Piper West.

      The woman he’d wanted for as long as he could remember. The woman he’d planned to move back to Miami for as soon as he’d gotten the promotion he’d been working toward. The woman he’d planned to make his.

      He’d wanted to build a life with her. Have a family. He’d thought he had time, was arrogant enough to think she’d be here waiting for him when he finally came back for her.

      When he was younger, he’d stayed away from Piper out of respect for his best friend, then because he’d wanted to be in a better financial position before he told Deacon how he felt about his sister.

      If he’d stopped waiting, moved back sooner…

      Jesus. He couldn’t think like that. What-ifs didn’t exist for him. The reality was staring back at him in the mirror.

      What would she think when she saw him? Would his scar disgust her?

      By the time he’d moved back to Miami, he’d grown the beard. She hadn’t seen him without it since before the accident. He’d made sure of it.

      Rinsing off the blade, he brought it up and took the first swipe on the damaged side.

      If she cringed away from him, if what he’d hidden all these months repulsed her, it could only be a good thing. She was already a million miles out of his reach.

      A few more couldn’t hurt.

      He stared at himself, at the jagged scar that defined who he was now. It had faded a little, no longer the angry red it had been. Starting at the corner of his eye, it carried on down to the edge of his mouth, puckering the skin, twisting his lips on one side when he said certain words, held his mouth a certain way when he smiled—not that he’d done much of that lately—then it dipped lower, finishing at his jaw.

      He barely recognized the man he saw in the mirror.

      Not anymore.

      A short time later, he was in a suit and driving a beautiful classic car covered with bright purple ribbons down Axle Alley…which added a whole new dimension of hell, not to mention unwanted attention. He already felt on display, and his stress increased as he neared Piper’s cottage. The very idea of transporting the three women had his heart slugging erratically against his rib cage.

      Jesus, he needed to pull it together or he was a damned panic attack waiting to happen. He hadn’t had one in months, and he wanted to keep it that way. He hated this, this feeling that he was losing control.

      He should have been honest, told Deke he couldn’t do it. But the guy already worried enough over his state of mind. The last thing he wanted to do was admit just how fucked-up he still was.

      You can do this. You have to do this.

      The road was quiet, which wasn’t a surprise since it was Saturday afternoon. Other than the cottage Piper and Rusty lived in, well, just Piper now since Rusty had recently shacked up with her new man, there was nothing but businesses on Axle Alley. Businesses that catered to anything with an engine and home to the girls’ classic car restoration business. After Deacon’s father died, Rusty, Piper, and their best friend Alex took over the business, and they were doing a fucking fantastic job.

      Being the only residential property on this stretch of road, the cottage wasn’t hard to miss. It also looked like something from a fairy tale with its lemon and mauve paint and quaint little veranda.

      Piper suited the place perfectly.

      Her pink Corvette was parked outside, curvy and sexy with a whole lot of cute. A description that also fit its owner. He pulled up behind it and shut off the engine.

      Gripping the wheel, he let his head drop back and closed his eyes. Breathe. He automatically started the breathing exercises his shrink taught him.

      In through your nose, out through your mouth.

      His pulse slowed, and the tremor in his hands eased. He could do this.

      Mind made up, he climbed out and limped up the path, taking the stairs to the front door. Resisting the urge to swipe his sweaty palms down the front of his trousers, he knocked.

      Footsteps sounded behind the door seconds before it swung open. Rusty stood there, smiling up at him, green eyes sparkling. Rusty was Deacon and Piper’s sister, the middle West, and the woman was currently taking him in from head to toe. Her eyes widened when they landed on his face, but she didn’t shrink back. Instead she whistled long and low. “Whoa, you look like some kind of bad-ass assassin in that suit. Nice.”

      Jesus.

      Heat climbed up his neck at Rusty’s continued scrutiny.

      “So,” she said, grinning at him and waggling her eyebrows. “Do you have a concealed weapon hidden under there? I bet it’s biiiig, right?”

      He choked out a laugh, surprised by the rough sound that broke free. He’d known Rusty since she was a little kid, and the familiar teasing helped shake off his nerves. “Big enough.”

      She shook her head and snorted. “That’s what they all say.” Turning, she yelled into the house. “Let’s go! James Bond is here to give us a lift.”

      The nerves he’d had somewhat under control fired back to life, but for a different reason. The prospect of seeing Piper, of getting a glimpse of her, had the usual effect, and he cursed himself for the fool he was. He heard the other two coming, chatting and laughing, before he saw them. Alex came first, stunning in her wedding dress—more traditional than he’d expected—and her hair, which she normally wore up off her face, was down in loose waves.

      “You look beautiful, Alex.” She also looked nervous as hell.

      She offered up a wobbly smile. “You scrub up pretty well yourself.” The sincere look she gave him made him want to shuffle his damn feet.

      “Hang on! I forgot my flowers,” Piper called from somewhere behind the bride.

      Shit, just the sound of her voice sent ripples of pleasure through his bloodstream. Alex stood in the doorway, so he couldn’t get a good look at the object of his obsession past all the poofy layers of wedding gown.

      Rusty fussed and arranged her friend’s dress, helping Alex step onto the porch, and then Cole took the bride-to-be’s arm, leading her down the steps since she could barely see her feet, and escorted her to the car. He went back to lock up—just in time to see Piper moving cautiously down the short hall toward him.

      He froze, breath seizing in his lungs. Couldn’t have moved if the fucking porch started giving way under his feet.

      Holy shit.

      Piper stopped a few feet away and ran her hands over the silky fabric of her dress, straightening it over her waist and hips. He sucked in an unsteady breath. The thing clung like a second skin, molded to her extremely curvaceous figure. Yeah, he was far from blind where Piper West was concerned. The woman had serious curves. The kind of curves that could bring a man to his knees. In fact, he’d studied the woman from head to toe so thoroughly, if there was an exam on Piper’s curves alone, he’d ace it.

      But he’d never seen her like this. He was used to seeing her in jeans and tanks, grease on her skin from a day in the garage, hair pulled off her lovely face. Shit, she looked hot enough in her work clothes, but this? The mouthwatering dress she had on hid nothing. Not. A. Fucking. Thing. And goddammit, it had his cock rising to attention, painfully so. It should be impossible with the anxiety still battering him, but then this was Piper, and if anyone had the ability to turn him inside out it was her.

      Jesus, she looked like one of those sexy fifties actresses, all round and soft with a tiny waist that was only emphasized further by the flair of her hips and spectacular tits.

      She grimaced, frowning in a way that was cute as hell, and tugged at the dress a few more times before she carried on in his direction. He tried to move his mouth, to offer up a compliment, to say something, but instead made a croaking sound.

      Her gaze shot up, colliding with his, only now realizing she had an audience. Her cheeks turned pink—then her eyes narrowed and she scowled at him. “Cole.” Then she continued on out the door.

      Piper was sweet to everyone she met, saw the good in people, liked everyone—but that list no longer included him. She scowled and bitched at him, because he’d done his damnedest to make sure she hated his guts. It was the only way he knew how to keep her at arm’s length. And it had worked. Phenomenally well.

      The object of his desire despised him.

      She was the only person who had never treated him any different after what happened. Not once had he seen pity in her stunning blue eyes. He’d seen compassion, yes, regret, but never pity. How would she look at him if she knew Adam had lost his life because of him?

      He couldn’t bear it if she felt sorry for him. That was the last thing he wanted, especially from her.

      He pulled the door shut and turned to follow her. Fucking hell, the rear view did nothing to help the painful throb of his cock. He was pretty sure she wasn’t wearing any underwear. The silky material hid nothing, and not one line marred the shimmery fabric hugging her heart-shaped ass. Those round hips swung provocatively as she made careful progress in a pair of mouthwateringly sexy heels down the uneven path toward the car. He groaned under his breath. Jesus Christ.

      The woman was killing him, slowly. Besides occasional morning wood, nothing had roused any kind of interest below the belt since he’d been injured. Except Piper.

      The one woman he couldn’t allow himself to have, and the only woman he wanted.

      He went back to focusing on his breathing, not only to calm his nerves but to cool his overheated blood. Piper, Alex, and Rusty stood by the car, chatting and laughing, waiting for him to drive them safely to the church, and that managed to do what his breathing exercises could not. A cold wash rushed through his veins, deflating his erection in an instant.

      He moved toward the three women, all smiles and misplaced trust.

      Opening the back door of the car, he waited while Alex climbed in. Piper moved forward in his peripheral, her intention obvious, getting in the back with her friend. Before he knew what he was doing, he sidestepped, effectively cutting her off, and motioned for Rusty to get in the back with Alex. He heard Piper huff out a breath behind him as Rusty slid in the back, but she didn’t comment as she stalked around to take the front seat.

      What he’d done was messed up and more than a little pathetic. But he hadn’t realized just how anxious he’d be driving with passengers, especially these passengers. And right then all he knew was that Piper’s presence distracted him from the fear, from the memories. Calmed him. Gave him something else to focus on, even if she was off limits.

      He wanted—no, he fucking needed—Piper by his side.

      Shit.
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      Piper gingerly climbed into the front seat, afraid the seams of her dress would explode any moment. Having Cole witness her humiliation would be just freaking perfect. Bad enough he’d seen her squished into the thing in the first place—every roll, lump, and dimple on display. Her ass and tits jiggled so much when she walked she totally had the two-puppies-fighting-under-a-blanket thing going on.

      The dressmaker had mucked up the last-minute alterations after the final fitting. But what could she do? It was too late now. And because of the cut and fabric, she’d been forced to forgo underwear, or have them outlined for the world to see. As it was, the tiny spaghetti straps were digging into her shoulders, straining to hold her double D’s.

      But today wasn’t about her and her discomfort. It was about Alex and her brother. About two people who loved each other like crazy, celebrating their love. And she wanted their day to be perfect.

      Cole opened the door and slid behind the wheel. He didn’t look at her. Didn’t say a damn thing, just started the engine. What the hell was his problem? She was sure he’d cut her off back there on purpose. She stared out the window, refusing to look at him, more from humiliation than anger at this point.

      She was so done throwing herself at him. Done hoping he’d wake up and finally see her as more. More than pathetic, desperate little Piper. More than his best friend’s kid sister.

      Wasn’t going to happen.

      She knew that now.

      Today was a special day, and she planned to enjoy herself. No way would she let the man sitting to her left get to her. He could scowl and grunt all he liked.

      They were still idling, parked in front of her cottage. Frowning, she glanced over at Cole. What was he waiting for? He sat there jaw tight, checking his mirrors—then he checked them again—and just when she thought he might take off, he glanced into the backseat at Alex and Rusty, then over at her and scowled. “Seat belt.”

      She actually jumped at his rough command. “Oh…right. Sorry.” His no-nonsense tone made her anxious—well, more than usual—and she fumbled for the belt. She tried to pull it down, but it locked up. Releasing it, she tried again, but the same thing happened. “Um…I’ll just…” She tried pulling it slowly this time. Nope, wasn’t happening. “It won’t…I can’t get it to work.” She yanked on it. “Oh, come on you piece of crap.”

      The two women in the back started laughing. “You tell it, Pipe,” Rusty called.

      The guy made her nervous to the extreme, and ever since the car wreck that ended his career, she found it hard to talk to him. He’d thrown up walls that were thirty feet thick, and there was no busting through. He was so different from the Cole she remembered. The old Cole used to laugh all the time, tell silly jokes. When they were teenagers he came by their house a lot, and every time, without fail, he would seek her out, like she was important to him, just to ask how she was.

      She missed that Cole.

      Cole was suddenly there, leaning in. He brushed her hands aside and pulled the belt slowly around her body. He smelled ridiculously good, and her pulse jumped as the back of his hand brushed her hip. With just the thin fabric between her and the heat of his fingers, it almost felt like he’d touched her skin to skin, sending a shock of sensation through her body. She glanced up, and his gaze locked with hers.

      It didn’t matter how many times she saw him, she would never get used to the haunted look behind those arctic blue eyes. They held so much weight now, none of the light or humor remained of the old Cole. There was not a trace of the boy she’d fallen for when she was just a teenager. Her gaze traveled lower, to firm, unsmiling lips. They may as well be zipped shut for all the talking the guy did nowadays.

      Still, the urge to lean in, to touch her mouth to his, to kiss that frown away, rushed forward so fast she sucked in a startled breath.

      His mouth parted slightly, and she quickly looked up before she did something stupid. “Thanks.”

      His nostrils flared, and he cleared his throat, mouth going hard again. “In the future, put on your damn seat belt.”

      “I do. I was…I just…” Her gaze dropped, drawn to the rapidly pounding pulse just below the smooth, tan skin of his throat. Was he nervous? She straightened in her seat. “I’ll be sure to do that.”

      A muscle in his jaw jumped before he straightened, then without another word they eased away from the curb.

      Rusty and Alex were deep in conversation in the back, and as much as she wanted to join in, she refrained. Cole seemed on edge, and she didn’t think he’d appreciate her yelling into the backseat while he concentrated on driving.

      Darting another look in his direction, she took in his smooth, clean-shaven profile. She could only see his right cheek, the undamaged side, but was struck by how handsome he looked. Even with his brows drawn and his lips compressed into a thin line, the man was gorgeous. Fiercely masculine. His square jaw and strong, straight nose made sure of that. But his eyes, they’d always been her weakness. Vibrant blue and thickly lashed. Whenever he held her gaze, she was sure she could see right inside him, see everything he tried to hide.

      She’d almost forgotten what he looked like without the beard. His skin was a shade lighter on his chin and cheeks, lighter than the tan skin of his throat and hands. She loved his hands, too. They were big, manly. A light dusting of dark hair on the backs, fingers long and thick. Right now those sexy hands, which she’d fantasized about having on her many times, were currently gripping the steering wheel like his life depended on it. And she suddenly realized just how uncomfortable he was behind the wheel.

      How could she have been so stupid? Of course he was uncomfortable.

      “Remember that time Dad caught you and Deke smoking behind the garage?” she blurted.

      He frowned harder, fingers flexing around the wheel. He didn’t take his eyes off the road. “Yes.”

      “You tried to tell him you found them lying around and were just burning them, not smoking them, so me, Rusty, and Alex wouldn’t be tempted to take up such a filthy habit.” She darted a glance in his direction.

      His lips twitched. “I thought it sounded plausible at the time.”

      She snorted. “You’re a terrible liar. Always have been.”

      His shoulders relaxed a little more. “Your dad saw right through us, made us clean out the workshop and haul old tires till it was dark.”

      That was the longest sentence he’d said to her in months. A shiver trickled across her scalp and down the back of her neck at the sound of his extremely rough, damaged voice. He’d suffered injury to his vocal cords in his accident, and she was still struggling to get used to it. “The pair of you totally deserved it.”

      Another lip twitch. “Yeah, we did.”

      God, seeing that, being the cause of it, felt like she’d won the lottery. Don’t go there, Piper. “Um…so how’s the new job?”

      “All right.”

      She continued to rattle on, about the garage, about the cars they’d been working on, the ones booked to come in. Although he still looked tense, he seemed to be listening and answered the occasional question. His grip hadn’t loosened on the steering wheel all that much, but his jaw no longer looked wired shut. Why had he agreed to drive them if it made him so uncomfortable?

      They finally arrived at the church, and as the car rolled to a stop Piper noticed Cole’s wide shoulders fully relax.

      Reid, Rusty’s boyfriend, was waiting for them outside and opened the back door to help Alex, then Rusty, from the car. Piper reached for the door handle to let herself out, but the warm, rough surface of Cole’s fingers sliding around her wrist, stopped her.

      She froze, tingles skating up her arm from his touch. She turned to him, and he stared over at her with those extremely clear blue eyes. Unable to hold his stare, she let her gaze travel to the scarred side of his face and sucked in a sharp breath. She hadn’t seen it clearly at the cottage, and seeing it now, up close, she felt a stab of pain for him, for what he’d been through.

      Cole released her wrist like she’d scalded him, and she wanted to slap herself. Idiot. But it was impossible not to feel the impact of that vicious, jagged scar running from his left eye all the way down to his strong jaw. How lucky he was to be alive. To be sitting beside her now.

      “I’m sorry,” she said.

      He flinched. “Don’t be. I know how I look.”

      “It’s not that. I didn’t mean...” She reached out and touched his arm. “It’s just…I can’t imagine how much you must have gone through.”

      He pulled his arm out from beneath hers and glanced out the window. “I know what you were doing…distracting me.” He cleared his throat. “Thank you.”

      Then he climbed out and limped to her side of the car to open her door.
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        * * *

      

      The ceremony was beautiful and went off without a hitch. Alex and Deacon had written their own vows, and since Alex was Alex, this meant lots of laughter and an equal amount of tears from the guests—and the bride and groom.

      She’d glanced over at Cole several times, and every time she’d found his penetrating gaze trained on her. She didn’t know what his problem was, why he kept looking at her, but it had taken all her concentration to stay in place and not shuffle around under his intense scrutiny. Then again, he was probably horrified by the smudged mascara running down her face from all the crying she’d been doing.

      If that wasn’t bad enough, the cherry on the top of her mortification was when one of the straps on her dress snapped at the back during the ceremony, the tension so tight, it flicked over her shoulder with force, whipping her nipple hard before dangling uselessly. The other one held, but she’d squeaked in surprised pain.

      She hadn’t looked at him after that.

      They’d done a quick fix, using a safety pin, for the photos, then made their way to the reception venue. Rusty had driven with Reid, and Piper had tagged along. After their moment in Cole’s car, she thought it best to keep her distance. The man drew her like a bear to honey. It would be so easy to get caught up, to let her feelings for him run away all over again. Which would be a huge mistake, because it didn’t matter how much she wanted him. He didn’t feel the same way.

      He’d made that clear time and again.

      Piper sat forward in her seat and lifted her glass of champagne, smiling as one of Deke’s friends toasted the happy couple, ending the speeches.

      “May I have the bride and groom on the floor for their first dance?” the MC said into his microphone.

      Everyone cheered as her brother took his new bride’s hand and led her to the dance floor for their first dance as husband and wife. Deke spun Alex around, making her laugh, then dipped her for a long, slow, intimate kiss. They were so wrapped up in each other Piper didn’t think they were aware of anyone else, let alone the cat calls and whistles filling the room.

      God, she wanted that. Would she ever find that one special person? Someone to spend the rest of her life with? With Rusty moving out to shack up with Reid, she’d been all on her own for the first time in her life. But as bad as it sounded, she was enjoying it. Her big brother and sister had made it their mission to look out for her over the years. Closely. Ever since their mother took off when they were kids. And they’d never stopped, even as she grew older. Her brother especially. When their father died, it just got worse. She understood Deke’s need to take care of them, but he didn’t seem to realize she’d grown up, that it was time to let go. Their overprotectiveness made her feel as though they thought she couldn’t be trusted to make a decision on her own. She was over it.

      Okay, yeah, she could admit she’d made a couple of bad choices where men were concerned, but that was only because she’d spent half her life trying to get over Cole freaking Black. Which was ridiculous, and more than a little pathetic, since he hadn’t ever seen her that way.

      Well, she was over him. Okay, almost over him. But the best way to get over someone was to find someone else, right? It was a well-known fact. It was also a theory she had every intention of testing. This was her time to get crazy, to have fun. And she planned to enjoy every minute of it.

      “May I have the rest of the bridal party on the dance floor?” the MC called.

      Rusty and the other groomsman hit the floor, which left just her and Cole sitting at the table. The guy had visibly paled, lips thinned, expression grim, back and shoulders so stiff he looked cut from stone.

      That excited to dance with me, huh?

      It looked like they were just going to sit at opposite ends of the table and pretend they weren’t the only ones in the bridal party not dancing. Neat-o. That wasn’t embarrassing at all.

      But then she felt rather than saw him turn to her, tingles dancing across her bare shoulders. She twisted in her seat to face him. Cole stared back, then stood suddenly and started toward her. In that moment his limp became more obvious, and she realized what his hesitation had been about. It had nothing to do with her. Why would it?

      He was worried about dancing in front of all these people. Sympathy churned inside her, but she kept her expression wiped clean. That was the last thing he wanted.

      When he reached her, he extended his hand. The urge to tell him not to worry, that they could sit this one out was on the tip of her tongue. But she somehow knew her refusal would batter his damaged pride more than struggling through the dance with him would. So she took his outstretched hand and smiled up at him.

      Despite their currently strained relationship, she’d do anything for Cole. He was a good man. A man who’d been through hell and back. He was also her brother’s best friend, someone she’d known most of her life. He needed her support, not her petty feelings of rejection—not when those feelings were hers alone. He hadn’t actually done anything. His biggest crime against her was not wanting her back.

      As they walked out the song ended, changing to one with a slightly faster tempo. Piper inwardly winced as the other guys started spinning their partners around the floor. She glanced up at Cole. Her tough ex-cop looked stricken, cheeks darkening.

      Shit.

      With her only thought to ease his embarrassment, she stepped in close and wrapped her arms around his neck, so her body was flush with his, like they were a couple and this was the most natural thing in the world. He stiffened, staring down at her, gaze searching hers for several painful seconds. She couldn’t read his expression, but for a split-second she thought he might actually push her away.

      But then he lifted his arms, sliding them around her waist, causing a delicious tingling sensation wherever he touched.

      They didn’t speak, just held each other and began to sway to the music.

      She tried to disconnect, tried not to think about how good it felt to be pressed up against him, but the heat of his palms penetrated the thin fabric of her gown, and whenever he moved his hand she could feel the roughness of his skin snagging on the delicate material. It sent a tremor across the surface of her skin, making her acutely aware of every move he made—the way his fingers flexed almost restlessly against her back, the way his chest expanded with every inhale, how for just a second it forced them even closer.

      The man felt amazing, hard all over, and the more she focused on the parts of their bodies that touched, the faster her pulse raced, and the hotter her skin became.

      His breathing had grown heavy, and then his arms tightened, pulling her closer. Without thinking, she rested her head against the hard planes of his chest and listened to the rhythmic beat of his heart picking up speed.

      Suddenly she was sixteen again, standing on the veranda of the cottage, tears streaming down her face after the school dance. Not one boy had asked her to dance, and one of the girls had pointed it out, telling her it was because she was fat. Cole had been leaving their house when she’d gotten home. He’d taken one look at her, pulled her into his arms…and started swaying. They’d stayed like that for a long time. Until long after she’d stopped crying.

      Finally he’d kissed the top of her head, told her she was beautiful, and left.

      As the music wound down, he loosened his hold, distancing himself slightly, and the memory vanished, pulling her back to the present.

      Puffs of his warm breath danced across her hair and cheek, and she had to fight not to burrow deeper, not to cling tighter. Not to make a total fool of herself.

      He stared down at her, and she stared back, locked in place and quietly freaking out. His heated look surprised the hell out of her. They stayed like that, in each other’s arms, so long she started to think he might actually kiss her.

      But then the next song began, and the remaining guests came out to join them on the dance floor.

      Cole cleared his throat and frowned. “Looks like I have to thank you again.”

      “For what? We were supposed to dance.” She shrugged with a carelessness she didn’t feel. “We danced.”

      His frown deepened, but he didn’t say anything, instead he placed a hand at her lower back and steered her to the table. Flustered, she

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Also by Sherilee Gray
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by Sherilee Gray


      		About the Author


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/bk-3---wrecked-ebook.jpg
5

EE GRAY

SHERIL

#





