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            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            Aurora

          

        

      

    

    
      Dammit, I’m going to be late.

      The harder I press down on the gas pedal, the louder the rattle under the hood sounds. I’m two miles from Caribou Creek. I can ignore it for two miles.

      I give the dashboard a little pat. “Tomorrow,” I promise. “I’ll take you to the shop tomorrow.” Todd Crowley, closest thing I have to a grandpa, owes me a favor, anyway. Poor Bess hasn’t been the same since she got towed last month.

      Stupid Garrett.

      I bite down on my bottom lip, glancing at the dashboard clock every three seconds. Willing those digital numbers not to change. I promised Grandma Rose I’d be on time for my shift at the diner. I swore it up, down, and sideways so she’d let me take off the first half of the day. I want to prove I’m reliable. The kind of person who can run the diner. But I had to make that quick trip into Anchorage to meet with my advisor.

      Grandma Rose thinks I went shopping with a girlfriend who was only in town for one morning, which probably doesn’t help my case. But the truth needs to remain a secret for now. Until I have something to show for it.

      “C’mon, Bess. We’re gonna make it!” The speedometer needle bounces like a spring’s broken somewhere inside. Something it does whenever I hit seventy-two miles per hour and beyond. I have no idea how fast I’m actually going now. Only that there’s an open road and the first hints of Caribou Creek around the bend.

      I let out a sigh of relief.

      Too soon.

      The whine of a siren cuts through the otherwise peaceful drive just before I spot the flashing red and blue lights in my rearview mirror. “Are you kidding me?” I groan, gripping the steering wheel so fiercely I might rip it right off. I slow and pull onto the shoulder, just past the city limits sign. Another couple hundred yards and I’d be able to see the diner down the street.

      So close.

      I’m only a couple minutes behind schedule. It’s okay. I will my rapid pulse to slow, but it doesn’t listen.

      New plan.

      I pull down the visor mirror to check my makeup, finger comb my unruly hair, and adjust my sweater to show a hint of cleavage. Not enough to get accused of bribing a cop, but a peek to hopefully help my case. I affix my sweet, innocent smile, adding pink tinted cherry lip gloss for good measure. If there’s one thing I excel at, it’s playing the role of the clueless Gray sister. It’s gotten me out of more trouble than I can count.

      I shake the stress out of my shoulders, just starting to feel confident that I can sweet talk my way out of a ticket. I’ll only be five minutes late. Maybe six. But then I catch the reflection of the cop striding up to my car.

      Fuck.

      Police Chief Garrett Bradley.

      My arch nemesis if ever I had one.

      He hates me.

      Can’t entirely blame the man since I’ve spilled beverages in his lap not less than four times—one of those times I tried to clean it up and accidentally felt him up. I’m still haunted by how big he is. Good grief, I’ve had more lusty dreams about what he could do with that weapon of mass destruction than I would ever admit to anyone. Not that any of my fantasies will ever come true. There wasn’t an inch of the grumpy police chief’s six foot two that appreciated my awkward is that a gun in your pocket or you just happy to see me joke.

      We’re unspoken sworn enemies.

      I shouldn’t still be thinking about that cock all these weeks later. Even if it’s been an embarrassingly long time since I’ve gotten any action between the sheets.

      A knock on my window startles me. I let out a squeak and throw my hands to my chest. Thanks to my visor mirror, I catch how red my cheeks, neck, and exposed chest are. I would be cursed with a blush that covers my entire upper body.

      I roll down the window, hoping Garrett’s in a rare good mood.

      Or maybe he’ll threaten to tow Bess again.

      “I should’ve known it was you.” Garrett Bradley braces both hands on his hips, his head shaking. I don’t have to see behind the mirrored sunglasses to know what emotion lingers in those stormy eyes. My money is on annoyance. “Speeding, Gray? In my town? I thought you knew better.”

      “I’m late⁠—”

      “Now you’re going to be even later.” The indifference in his voice irritates me to my core. I want to scream at him. But I also want to jump out the window and climb him like a tree. Being around him is so fucking confusing. Which is why I make a point to avoid him at all costs. The sooner I can squirm my way out of this ticket situation, the sooner I can get the hell away from him.

      “I’ll slow down from now on. Pinky promise?” I offer my pinky through the open window. The jerk just stares at it.

      “License and registration.”

      “Is that really necessary? You know who I am. You towed Bess once before. You know I didn’t steal her.”

      “License and registration, Gray.”

      “But—”

      “You’re the one making this take longer.”

      “Fine.” I grab my purse, spilling half the contents onto the passenger side floor in the process. Including my billfold. I reach across the center console, my fingertips brushing the faux pink leather. “Almost got it.” The seatbelt yanks me back into my seat with force. “What the hell, Bess?” I hiss at the car.

      “You okay in there?” The smug cop leans down, peering into my car. He actually has the audacity to smirk.

      I unclip my seatbelt and dive for the billfold, in too big a hurry to care that I basically pop my ass in Garrett’s face. His fault for propping himself in my open window. After what turns into an embarrassing wrestling match with the discarded items on the floor, I finally hand over the requested items.

      Garrett doesn’t say a word as he turns on his heel and heads back to his car.

      “Seriously?” I grumble through gritted teeth. I consider texting Grandma Rose, but it’ll be late tonight before she even discovers my message. She’s only learned how to text since she returned from her world cruise, and she’s still not used to checking a cell phone she rarely remembers to bring to the diner. I consider calling her, but I don’t want to risk her overhearing Garrett in the background. I’m only seven minutes late.

      Might as well be seven hours.

      I’m never going to prove I’m responsible enough to take over the diner if this bad luck keeps up. No one takes me seriously as it is. Simple, clueless Aurora. She means well. But she can’t be trusted to do anything right. At least that’s how my two older sisters see me. A vision they’re not shy about sharing with the entire town of Caribou Creek.

      “Aurora Gray?”

      “Do you have to be so stuffy and formal?”

      Garrett’s tight lips don’t bend into the slightest hint of a smile. He lifts his sunglasses, placing them on top of his head. Those stormy eyes are void of emotion. Unreadable. His grim expression creates a solid knot in my stomach. “I’m placing you under arrest.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            Garrett

          

        

      

    

    
      It’s been an unusual day.

      My baby sister Jade showed up on my doorstep with nothing more than a battered barely-holding-itself-together suitcase. The Crowley brothers—crotchety old grumps notorious for reporting each other for the slightest infraction out of sheer mutual spite—were spotted at the diner sharing a booth and laughing over coffee. And I’ve responded to half a dozen frantic calls from tourists after Etta Carver fired a shotgun round into the air to scare away a grizzly.

      But nothing is more unexpected about my day than having to put Aurora Gray in handcuffs.

      “Are these really necessary?” she hisses through her reluctant cooperation as I tighten the cuffs around her wrists, forcing myself to ignore the silky texture of her skin as my thumb slides across her wrist. I focus instead on leaving enough slack so the metal rings won’t leave marks.

      “Did you miss the part about having the right to remain silent?”

      “Sure, I was going a little fast. But Bess doesn’t even reach speeds that could get a person arrested.”

      “Bess?”

      Aurora shakes her head as I lead her to my patrol car and open the back door. She aims a fiery glare at me over her shoulder. “You’ve towed her, but you can’t even remember her name?”

      “In the car, Gray.”

      “Can you at least grab my purse so it doesn’t get stolen?”

      “Sure.”

      Once I’ve put her in the cage and shut the door, I return to her car and collect her things. Grabbing and stuffing the half spilled contents back into her purse, I try not to linger or dwell on the memory of her upturned face as I shut the patrol car door. She was devastated, and my instincts tell me it’s about more than being arrested.

      Not your problem, Bradley. I shift focus, trying to switch gears to my logical side. What to do with her car? I’ll have one of the officers drive the car to Rose’s house once I get Aurora booked. Okay. Good. What else?

      Reaching deep into the passenger side floor well, I grab the last few items, lingering a few seconds longer than is polite on the tube of cherry lip gloss.

      She greeted me with shiny pink lips that begged to be tasted.

      Was she trying to get out of a ticket? Absolutely. Did that render her tactic a failure? Not entirely. If it weren’t for the bench warrant, she’d be headed down the road with a verbal warning.

      It’s been nearly three months since Aurora Gray descended on Caribou Creek like a fucking hurricane. She’s been a massive pain in my ass since the first day she spilled coffee in my lap at the diner and tried to clean it up.

      My cock still gets hard remembering that accidental touch.

      Every time Aurora and I run into each other, disaster seems to follow. I’m lucky as hell that I don’t have third degree burns. The worst part is that I can’t seem to stay away. I’m drawn to her like a magnet, unable to resist the pull. To say I have a soft spot for the woman is the understatement of the decade.

      “Find anything while you were digging through my purse?” Aurora accuses when I return to the patrol car.

      “Just your tampons, Gray.”

      “Oh, well, if that’s all.” Her flippant tone leaves my curiosity burning. I wasn’t snooping through her things, but now I wish I’d taken a peek at the contents that didn’t spill out of her purse. The light pink purse mocks me, setting my overactive imagination loose. Did she have a toy in there?

      My cock twitches.

      Down boy.

      But the image of Aurora pleasuring herself has already started playing. I bet she’s fucking hot as hell getting herself off.

      Aurora leans forward, her forehead pressed against the plexiglass. A wave of lavender rushes through the tiny holes, tempting me to pull the car over so I can get in the back with her. Get your head on straight. Not the time. “What exactly am I being arrested for?”

      “You have a bench warrant.”

      “A what?”

      “It means you were supposed to appear in court and you didn’t show.”

      “Court?” The genuine confusion in her tone hits me square in the chest. Aurora’s the first to admit she’s a bit
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