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Dedication



To my family, my entire team, and my tribe.
This is for you.




Note to Readers


Dear Readers,
Thank you so much for picking up this book. This story was previously published by me in 2021 under the title Calming His Wildfire. After a lot of consideration, I have changed the title and cover to reflect more of what this story is about. I feel the book is now truly what it was always meant to be. If you read Calming His Wildfire, this story has not changed and is identical to the old version. It has been revamped with a new title, cover, and beautiful formatting on the pages. I hope you enjoy this new version along with the rest of the upcoming series. Thank you for your continued support. Happy reading!

XOXO,
Temperance Dawn 
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One


Lexi dug frantically. Her hands pried solid chunks of earth away, chipping the dark, black-red nail polish she loved to sport. 
Shit. 
She’d have to find time to work in an appointment at the nail salon before the weekend. There was no way in hell she would be seen at a wedding with anything less than perfectly manicured hands. 
A glint of metal shimmering from a thin chain caught her attention when she entered the decrepit cottage. A dilapidated structure overgrown with moss and lush greenery stood off to the side of a clearing. Vines hung low, shielding the building behind its intricate web. She’d spotted it while on a peaceful walk near the Spring River Inn and Winery she managed. It had never grabbed her attention before, but today was different.
Hidden by the forest, it sat eerily on its own. The only indication of its existence was a single grey stone situated a few yards from the path. She’d never seen it on any of her other walks. It seemed out of place amongst the forest.
 As she stepped closer, passing the lone rock to investigate, the foreboding image of the structure emerged from behind the shroud of dense branches covered in leaves. A large tree was rooted in the center, surrounded by half standing walls of the cottage. Its limbs extended in all directions through the top, the roof had crumbled to the ground over time. More smokey colored masonry scattered around the base of the old foundation, hiding the evidence of what lay beyond the thick bushes. 
Overtaken by her curiosity, she reached out a hand and pulled back the curtain of green ivy before stepping through the crumbling threshold. She ducked her head, careful of the low-lying branches from the tree growing out of it. The sight was both magnificent and daunting. From the outside, the structure looked to be a simple ruin, abandoned long ago. But once she had entered, it was clear a fire had once consumed the inside. The smell of burned wood lingered in the air. Charred, antique furniture was tossed around the floor. The sight was chilling, and Lexi wanted nothing more than to leave. 
The sun beamed through the small square window in one of the last fully standing walls. The evening glow snaked its way in through all of the crevices between the stones before sinking beneath the hills. Warm and golden, it was a far contrast to the cottage setting she was inside of now. 
Dim. 
Cold. 
Desolate.
The sun’s glow reflected off of the thin, gold chain. Lexi bent and wiped her hand across the soil. The movement released a pungent smell of leaves and dried earth. It wafted up, filling the space with a faint putrid smell, only adding to the unpleasant charred scent already present. 
As she brushed her hand back and forth, more of the chain was revealed, and soon she was compelled to dig through the compacted dirt. An undertaking a far cry from her prim, tidy nature. She threw chucks of dirt over her shoulder, frustrated that she’d been overtaken by the urgency—not knowing why, she only knew she needed to uncover what she’d found. As more of the chain was exposed, she pulled, hoping it would dislodge from the ground. But it was buried deep, had been for some time. 
All rational thought told her to stop. She shouldn’t be in a building where the walls were crumbling. But an unexplainable force held her attention. All of her determination focused on unearthing the buried chain. 
She stopped only when a distant sound reached her ears. A woman’s laugh echoed, followed by a shadow that darkened the small one room cottage. It moved quickly, and she jumped to her feet. Crunching sounds outside froze her breath. She hesitated to speak but needed to know who or what was lurking. 
“Hello?” Her voice cracked as she tried to mask the fear in it.
The footsteps grew louder, and Lexi backed up. Her legs hit something behind her, and she fell back, crashing to the dirt floor. She rolled and kicked the charred wooden chair with her foot. “Fuck!” she shouted and jumped back to her feet, brushing the dirt from her black skin-tight jeans. 
“Who’s out there? This is private property, and you’re trespassing!” 
It wasn’t a lie. The main house of the winery wasn’t far from the path, and the property was large. Surrounded by a creek fed by a swimming hole. Thirty acres total made up the winery and historic inn. The workers had all gone for the evening. She knew she was alone, except for whoever was stalking her outside of the haunting cottage.
Another crack of twigs startled her. Spinning, she searched for anything useful as a weapon to protect herself. But there was nothing in sight. She held her breath as a shadow stretched farther in front of the entrance. With nowhere to hide in the single-room cottage, she readied herself to charge at the intruder. Trying to remain silent, she hoped the element of surprise from a woman screaming bloody murder would be on her side.
Sweat broke out on her forehead, and the chill of the air sent shivers through her. She bit her bottom lip, stifling a noise that threatened to escape. The shadow inched closer, and a doe-eyed deer revealed herself. Its mouth moved from side to side as it chewed on roughage. 
Lexi blew out a breath before erupting in a hysterical bout of laughter. She’d seen that deer out in the field when she was walking. Her imagination got the best of her. The laugh she thought she’d heard was probably just another animal too. When she turned to leave, her eyes caught the disturbed ground where the chain still lay half-buried. 
Lexi sat back on the dirt floor. She dug and pulled. On the third try, meeting no resistance this time, the chain slipped easily from the ground. A large teardrop, reddish-orange stone was attached to it, revealing a striking necklace. White veins created stripes around it, and she stared in awe. The pull of it was overwhelming. How could a piece of jewelry captivate a person so strongly? It was like a magnet guiding her through a vortex. Not able to ignore its lure, she could only gaze into the center of the dark red stone against her will.
As she stared, swirls of smoke enveloped her, cloaking her from the outside world. She was no longer in her time but thrown back to a period she didn’t recognize. The cottage walls were put back together, and the furnishings were clean and righted. She panicked, confused by the vision. She closed her eyes, but whatever force had taken over wouldn’t allow her to escape. The only explanation was that she was dreaming. She needed to wake up, but her eyes were fixated on the necklace dangling in front of her, unable to avert her gaze. 
The reddish stone morphed into an empty void where images surfaced within it, revealing a fiery blaze that engulfed everything in its path. Lexi heard the crackle of burning wood and felt the searing heat. A scorching wind brushed through her hair. Fear rose to the surface. She fought with her body to run, but her feet remained planted. Her distressed breathing came in wheezing pants. The only strength she could muster was just enough for a mumbled, “Stop.”
Lexi fought to break her stare, to break the hold the stone had on her. Tears streamed down her cheeks from her burning eyes as the smoke grew thicker. Reaching deep down into the depths of her gut, she yelled again to be let free. 
The stench of firewood nauseated her as it seeped into her nose, covering her head to foot. As quick as it had appeared, it retreated, evaporating into nothingness. The pungent odor lingered, and she was sure it wasn’t a hallucination. 
Her legs shook when she stood. The necklace rattled as it dangled from her fingertips outstretched in front of her. She knew she should drop it, but deep down, a connection took hold, calling her to hold on to it. Her fist closed around the chain just as scratching came from behind her, sending a shiver of horror down her spine. Her head followed as her eyes tracked a path to one side of the room. She peeked over her shoulder, not wanting to look, but an overwhelming presence demanded her attention. Her breaths came in short pants, and her heart threatened to break through her ribs. Sweat continued to bead on her forehead, adding to the trembling already taking over. 
Across the small room, a broken, dirty mirror sat on the mantel. Lexi gasped at the splotchy reflection. Not of herself, but at the ghastly image of a woman in raggedy clothes standing next to her. Long, black, stringy hair covered most of her face. A white nightgown hung too loosely over her frail body. The woman’s head moved, revealing her pale complexion covered in dirt. When their gazes met, the eyes staring back at Lexi were anything but human. Large white globes revealed coal, vertical slits for pupils that were outlined in pale blue. 
Lexi screamed as she turned back to face the woman next to her, and gasped when she realized no one was there. But the undeniable presence of something sinister hung around. She stood alone, while the sound of wicked laughter reverberated off the surroundings.
Lexi burst from the confines of the ruin, running as fast as her legs would carry her. She ran past the swimming hole where a waterfall cascaded over a cliff above, stopping to catch her breath near the flowing water. The sun had set behind the hills now, and darkness was creeping in fast. The chill of the air bit her skin. 
Raising her hand, she was careful not to stare at the stone for too long. She wanted nothing more than to throw it into the water and forget about what had happened. But she knew she couldn’t. What she’d seen was real, even if most people wouldn’t believe her. She knew it was all real, down to the marrow of her bones. Even more alarming was the pulsing she felt emanating from the necklace. It wasn’t natural by any means, and she knew it meant something. It was dangerous. She’d be damned if she allowed it to hurt anyone walking by or swimming in the water. 
She clutched the necklace in her fist as she ran back to the winery’s inn, shutting and locking the front doors behind her. It was three flights of steep steps to her room on the top floor, and though she was short, she took them two at a time. The elevator at the end of the hall seemed too far away. The stairs were faster and closer to her room.
In her suite, she locked the door and cursed herself for telling Ella, the on-site chef and assistant manager, for taking the next few days off. The guest rooms were vacant until the weekend, when the place would be fully booked for her best friend Emily’s wedding. But until then, she’d be alone at night.
Across the room, her eyes gazed out at the trees. Something was out there. For the first time in a long time, she didn’t feel safe. She’d always been in control, level-headed, and quick to think on her feet. But what she’d seen in the forest had thrown her off kilter, and at a loss of what to do.
There was no way she’d call Emily or Liam and cause them any alarm just days before their wedding. Her heart raced as she stared out over the valley, and she yanked the French-style curtains closed, shutting out the outside to her view. 
At the dresser, the antique wood screeched when she pulled the top drawer open, tossing the necklace inside, and slamming it shut without looking at it further. Her fingers quaked as she pulled her phone from her pocket and thought of calling the only other person she knew could help. 
Her stomach clenched at the thought of talking to him. 
Seeing him. 
What to say to him?
It always did, and she always looked forward to seeing him whenever the group of friends were together. But she could never let Trey know how much she enjoyed his company. They were strictly friends, and her rules forbid any kind of physical relationship with anyone she thought could weaken her defenses. Trey had the power to break down those defenses. And she both craved and feared it. It was a torturous obsession she didn’t know how to break. Her desire to remain single proved harder to keep in check every time she was graced with his presence—became harder to hide her reactions from him as time went on. 
The last time she’d seen him, he held her eyes during a conversation at dinner with their friends. For a moment, there were just the two of them, in a crowded restaurant, filled to the brim with muffled laughter of inconspicuous people. Wild desire flowed through her veins, passing between them, and she caught the dilation of his pupils. It sent waves of heat through her. She had to break his stare and excuse herself to leave early, making up an excuse about a staff meeting the following day.
Now, she was stuck at a crossroads. Deal with what had happened in the woods on her own or call someone for help. She couldn’t call Emily, as she would tell Liam. And though she knew Luke, she didn’t know him as well. She was sure she could trust him to remain discrete but didn’t want to risk it. 
Pouring herself some wine, she paced again. Running her fingers through her hair as she clinked her rings against the glass. She switched on the TV, not caring what channel it was on. Trivial chatter escaped the thin speakers, breaking the silence of the room and distracting her with background noise. 
She grabbed her phone from the plush ivory comforter on the king size bed and typed with one hand as she walked back and forth, gripping the wine glass as if her life depended on it. Taking a long, drawn-out sip, she pressed send and sat on the end of the lofty four-post bed. 
It was done. She couldn’t go back now. The truth was, she didn’t want to take it back. No matter how hard she fought with herself, she knew it was Trey who she wanted to help her. Her mind reeled with questions but no answers, and she prayed Trey would be able to help her figure out what had happened. 
Taking another sip of wine, she wished she had harder liquor on hand to calm her nerves. But the bottle of Merlot would have to do. The Vintner who ran the tasting room down the road would scold her if he saw her carelessness for how she drank. But the traditional sipping and savoring of the luscious liquid would have to wait for another day.
Pouring another glass, Lexi walked to the small sofa in the sitting area and wrapped a Sherpa blanket around her body. She wondered if the guys were on an investigation. Emily had mentioned they’d have a couple of cases to finish up before the wedding. 
She breathed deeply, anticipating a phone call from him—for a response to the three words she’d typed. 
“I need you.” 
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Two


Laughter and chatter carried through the garden patio, where everyone gathered for the remainder of the evening. The dance floor was alive with guests while the band played off to the side. Lexi took in the surroundings and smiled. Elation filled the air. It was palpable. The wedding was beautiful, and Emily was stunning in her long white gown. The layers of fabric hung elegantly from the long-sleeve illusion bodice decorated intricately in a floral pattern. 
 String lights encircled the tree trunks. Weaved across their branches and glimmered through sheer ivory fabric that billowed loosely around them. It created the perfect golden glow, casting the party below in a beautiful warm ambiance. Flowers of ivory, blush-pink, and peach hues added to the soft decor. Delicate. Just like Emily.
The afternoon and early evening had been warm but was cooling drastically now that night had fallen. The darkness beyond the tree line sent shivers down her spine, and she avoided looking in the direction of the path that led to the cottage all evening. 
Lexi had never been afraid of the dark. Even when she was a little girl and was left alone to fend for herself and her baby sister, Tessa, the lack of daylight never scared her. Three days had passed since the night in the woods, and she slept with her lights on each night. An eerie feeling of being watched followed her now.
Trey had called her back a couple of hours after she’d sent the text message. He’d been on a flight, heading back to San Francisco after an investigation. By then, she’d lost the nerve to tell him what had happened and made up an excuse that she’d sent the text by accident. A “drunk text” were her words. It wasn’t a complete lie. She was drunk by the time he’d called back. He didn’t believe her, of course, and insisted he come check on her. His raspy sleep-deprived voice added to the heat running in her veins, only magnified by the wine coursing through her.  
She was sure his team had pulled an all-nighter and then stayed up all day to present evidence to their client. Hunting ghosts and helping people navigate hauntings in their homes was their specialty. Figuring out what the ghost wanted and if it was dangerous or not was their number one priority, and they were good at it. It was why she sent him the text message. If anyone could help her figure out what she had encountered in the woods a few nights ago, it was Trey and his team. It could also lead to her falling farther head over heels for him. She’d done an adequate job at hiding her true feelings so far. But the more she crossed his path, the more she wanted him.
It took everything in her to keep her head straight. There was nothing she wanted more at that moment than to have his sexy self walk into her room and make everything better. But she couldn’t bring herself to give up her own rule of not getting attached. It was safer to keep him at arm’s length. 
He’d taken to messaging her multiple times since that night. Begging her to fess up. She had to resort to threatening him, saying she’d have him removed from the property if he showed up before the wedding. Her stubbornness was rearing its ugly head. Normally, she embraced it. But she found herself fighting and at constant odds with what her heart screamed for, and of what her mind tried to convince her wasn’t needed. She was a strong, independent woman and didn’t need anyone to help her out of a bind. Besides, the last man she let get too close to her ended up being a nightmare. She’d never allow a man to take control of her again. 
Goosebumps pebbled on her skin, and she regretted leaving her sweater in her room. After rubbing her hands down her chilled arms, she picked her drink up off of the bar-high table and pulled in a long sip. The heat of the whiskey coated and warmed her throat while the sugar chased the burn away.
A familiar, muffled tone had her head turning to the side. The resounding echo of laughter carried across the air and penetrated her ear. Trey was across the patio enjoying a conversation with some of the other guests. His laughter stole her attention as his head was thrown back, and the sound escaped him. Vibrations of his voice shot straight toward her and woke her insides. Her knees went weak as her eyes scanned him. Even with his suit jacket on, his muscular arms were visible, bunching the fabric while he moved his arms in conversation. She drank the sight of him in as she sipped the cocktail, wondering if he tasted spicy and sweet, like the Old Fashioned swirling around the large ice cube in her glass. 
“Would you look at that eye candy?” 
The statement jolted her from her thoughts. Her heart fluttered. She was sure the thumping of her chest was visible. She laughed, hoping to mask the panting caused by being startled, and brought the glass to her lips once more before turning to her sister.
“Sis, when are you going to give in and admit you want him? And I don’t mean for a little one-night stand. It’s time you give the dating game another chance.” 
Tessa held out a sweater for her. “Thank you.” Lexi guided her arms through the fabric, enjoying the soft warmth it provided against her skin.
“You looked a little cold,” Tessa stated, moving closer to her.
Lexi took another sip of her drink. At the rate she was going, she’d need to order another one in the next few minutes. 
Her heart sank, and a momentary feeling of sadness crept up as she lost sight of Trey. She turned her back to the dance floor and faced her sister. The one who knew her better than anyone. Still, she denied the statement with conviction. “I don’t want him, Tess.” She was lying through her teeth. She did want him, and not for a quick fling. Which was usually all she allowed herself. Lexi swore off serious relationships after she broke up with Wyatt. A romance that turned cruel soon after it began.
She knew Trey wasn’t Wyatt. Knew his intense nature was protective, and that there wasn’t an ounce of violence in him, but she couldn’t allow herself to lower her defenses. Her walls were up, and she preferred to keep it that way. Though, Trey was making that rule of hers increasingly harder to stick to. And that scared the shit out of her. 
“I see how you look at him. And I see how he stares at you.” Tessa raised her eyebrows as she spoke. “When’s the last time you dated anyone?”
“You only just arrived. What exactly have you seen between me and Trey? And... I don’t date.” The last sentence was more to convince herself than her sister.
 “Exactly!” Tessa pointed at Lexi. Her head angled to emphasize the gesture. Her large, almond eyes matched her own. But where Lexi’s were blue, the color of her sister’s was far more striking. Emerald. Like the hills of Ireland that Lexi had seen in pictures. “It’s time you did. I’ve been here a couple of days. I saw you two at the rehearsal dinner. Trust me, the chemistry between the two of you is electric.” Tessa stepped closer. She lowered her voice as she gently said, “I’m not a little girl anymore. Don’t let our past hold you back from finding happiness. And…” Tessa paused, waiting for Lexi to meet her eyes once more. “He isn’t—”
Lexi held her hand out to stop her sister from finishing the sentence. She couldn’t stand the name that was hanging on the tip of Tessa’s tongue. “I know,” she said, softening her stare. “Please, don’t say his name.”
Tessa was right. She wasn’t a little girl anymore. She had grown into a beautiful, intelligent, and caring woman. And a fucked up ex-boyfriend shouldn’t keep her from finding her own happiness. But still, she held herself back. Fear of abandonment and broken promises kept her hiding behind the walls she’d constructed. She wasn’t denying Tessa’s statement. But she wasn’t yet ready to lower the bridge and invite Trey across the waters. She was, however, considering it. “When did you become so wise?”
“I had one good role model to look up to.” 
Lexi smiled and watched as her sister’s eyes grew. Her piercing jades were set off by the deep, brown tresses framing her face. Tessa was the spitting image of their mother, but her personality and morals were the polar opposite. That made her the most beautiful young woman Lexi had ever known. 
“Trey is walking over.” 
Lexi froze. “What?” She wasn’t ready to face him yet. Not after all of the memories from a few nights before had surfaced moments ago.
Lexi turned and found him striding toward her. His eyes locked on her—their hypnotic gaze held her steady as warmth rushed to the surface. Heat climbed from her chest, washing over her neck and up to her cheeks. She swore a flicker of fire burst in his eye as a mischievous grin formed across his lips. He walked as if no one else was around. Slow and deliberate, effortlessly gliding past the guests of the party. Fuck, the man was sexy. And if she hadn’t known any better, she would have thought he was strutting his fine ass down a runway. 
Lately, he seemed more intense. Holding her stare longer. Emphasizing his words and gazing deeply at her when he spoke. The last time the group of them had all had dinner, she rushed out early. He ran after her, holding her car door open. His hand took hers, and he held on, stopping her forward motion. She turned to face him and found herself hypnotized by his strong features.
“You haven’t responded to my texts.” 
He had been texting her periodically since they had met at Liam and Emily’s place. And he had messaged her more frequently over the last couple of months. They were always the same, asking her how her day was going. Short and sweet. It was all she could handle, and she enjoyed their short conversations. 
“I’ve been busy.” She lied. Again. Though, she was enjoying his attention, she was scared she’d let her guard down even more. She couldn’t chance losing her willpower and inviting him in. 
He stared at her. His thumb stroked her knuckles. “So, when are you going to invite me to the winery for a private tour of the vineyard?”
“Isn’t it custom for the man to ask the woman on a date? Not the other way around?” Her statement had him throwing his head back in uncontrollable laughter. God, she loved the way his chest moved, and shoulders shook when he laughed. The combination of his intense, caring and masculine nature would be her downfall. Little by little, the thick wall she had built was crumbling around her. And she wasn’t sure anymore if she wanted to pick up the pieces. 
“Maybe after the wedding,” she told him, and he kissed her cheek before easing his hold on her hand. 
She got into the car and avoided looking in the rearview mirror as she pulled out of the parking lot. But the delicious burn of his eyes on her remained as she navigated the car onto the road and drove away.
Trey didn’t break his stare until he reached the bar table she stood at. “Hey, Tessa,” he greeted as he gave her a slight lift of his chin. “You enjoying the party?” 
Lexi dropped her head, hoping he hadn’t caught sight of the heat radiating off her face. The rush of blood had her heart hammering. She was sure a halo of red was surrounding her. 
“I am,” Tessa answered, and Lexi glanced at her sister in a silent plea, begging her not to leave. “I’m going to let you two talk. Where did Luke run off to?”
Trey flashed a smile. “I think he’s checking out the dessert table.” 
“We’ll chat later, sis.” Tessa was off in the direction that Trey indicated before Lexi could utter a word. 
“Why is she wondering where Luke is?” She stared as her sister strutted off, momentarily forgetting that Trey was standing only inches from her.
A small, deep chuckle escaped him, sending shock waves through her. That was when the realization of how close he was, struck her. “Because those two have googly eyes for each other.”
“They do?” Bewilderment laced her question. Her little sister had her eye on Luke?
“Sweetheart, those two have been flirting with each other since yesterday when we all arrived for the rehearsal dinner.” Trey’s eyes bore down on her. That, and the casual use of the endearing term he used for her heated her skin to unimaginable levels. She swore she felt laser beams burning their way beneath the last layers of fortress that were left. “You haven’t noticed?”
Clearing her throat, Lexi answered, “No. I haven’t. I’ve been so busy making sure everything went perfectly for Emily and Liam, it all slipped by me.” She thought about what else she might have missed since she had been distracted by that night in the woods. When her mind wasn’t on the wedding, it drifted to the broken cottage, and the image of the lady in white came forth. Her head hung, refusing to look into Trey’s eyes. Afraid he’d see what was hiding in them. She’d learned over the months since moving to the Bay Area that he had a sixth sense for those kinds of things.
He reached for her hand, and the brush of his skin against hers caused her eyes to close. She willed her heart to calm. Then, the touch of his finger under her chin as he lifted her head stilled the breath in her lungs. Over the last six months, she never thought in a million years that he would be the one to shatter the glass that encased her in her own protective bubble. But with every passing second in his presence, the cracks deepened, spreading like spiderwebs across a fragile snow globe, giving in to the pressure on the outside. 
“Dance with me,” he whispered close to her ear, and she smelled his spicy cologne of cloves, pine, and oranges. She met his eyes and felt herself fall into them. What the hell was happening to her? Her feet took a step back, but her hand remained in his as she tried to pull away. The need for space was overwhelming, but she couldn’t bring herself to resist him fully. 
He gently tugged her to his chest. The warmth of his arm wrapped around her waist melted her inside. And as he led her to the dance floor, where he spun her around to face him, she did something she never had before. While his arms wrapped around her in a bear hug, she lay her head on his chest as they began to sway to the slow music echoing in the background.  
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Three


Trey was prepared for Lexi to pull away and run. To turn mouthy with a smart-ass reply and an excuse not to dance with him. He knew she hadn’t sent him that text message in a drunken state like she’d claimed. When he walked over to her moments ago, it was clear she was hiding something. His first clue was her lack of eye contact. Lexi never dropped her eyes at him. She always stared him down, challenging him to say what was on his mind. Always. 
But ever since he arrived yesterday with the rest of the wedding party, her beautiful, bright blue eyes avoided his. He also caught her staring off in the distance a few times, and he swore he saw her shudder each time before averting her gaze. 
Everything in him said she was hiding something. What it was, he had no clue. But he needed to find out. Her avoidance of him wasn’t her usual reservation about being near him. Though he understood it wasn’t to do with him. He knew she had purposely kept herself at a distance, deliberately stayed alone and out of relationships. He hadn’t questioned her on her stance. If he were honest with himself, he was terrified the answer would bring out the protective caveman in him, and he’d have the urge to hunt down whoever it was that hurt her.
Lexi brought out that hidden nature in him. A trait he didn’t know existed as strongly as it manifested. It took him by surprise and had grown exponentially over the months he’d gotten to know Lexi. He knew she was battling with her past, and he’d be patient and let her navigate that maze of emotions. He’d even help her find her way out of the labyrinth, if she allowed it.
What he didn’t know was why her eyes held a fear he’d never seen before. Anxiety emanated from her, and he wanted to know why. He knew all about the walls she had built around herself. What she didn’t know, was he was prepared to knock them all down. 
What he didn’t expect was the sudden change in her demeanor as they began to dance. Her head on his chest felt like heaven. Even in her four-inch stiletto heels, he still towered over her and bent slightly to wrap his arms around her petite frame. The soft scent of vanilla and pears drifted off of her. How could a woman so tough smell so sweet? 
The truth was he really didn’t give a shit what the answer was. Lexi laying her head on his chest gave him all the answers he needed. She was tough, but she was delicate all the same. He wasn’t only determined to win her trust, he was also set on figuring out what had her nerves shaken. 
“Why haven’t you taken my calls?” Trey whispered. He gently stroked her back with his thumb. She wore a sweater, but he knew her dress dipped down to her mid-back. He’d burned the image of her walking down the aisle ahead of Emily into his memory and kept his eye on Lexi throughout the evening. He knew every curve and memorized the way the dress swayed as she walked effortlessly in her heels. 
Lexi was, without a doubt, the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. His heart still skipped a beat when he saw her. And it was just as intense as the first day he’d seen her walk up the front steps of Liam’s home. 
She’d shown up to visit Emily, wanting to surprise her. Not only was that the day his paranormal investigation team got rid of the spirit haunting Emily, but it was also the day that Trey’s life changed forever.
Lexi unknowingly wedged herself into his heart. Claiming a spot and filling a void he hadn’t known even existed. Since that day, he’d kept his feelings for her under lock and key. Not even expressing his attraction for her to his best friends, his teammates. But after seeing her tonight, with the golden glow of the lights setting her flawless, ivory skin aglow, he could no longer contain his attraction. He’d seen her from across the patio. Her eyes silently burned their way through his skin, calling to him. He knew in that moment the time
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