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			Chapter One

			 

			He was staring at her again. Ever since her new neighbor had moved in a few weeks earlier, he’d been a bit too curious for Rachel Campbell’s peace of mind. Not nosy enough for her to say anything about it but enough that his surveillance annoyed her. He was a little splinter under her nail, an itch she couldn’t get to right between her shoulder blades. And if he didn’t stop staring soon, she was going to have to say something.

			Oh, he was covert about it. At least, she was sure he thought he was being covert. After all, he was a state trooper. Arrogance was practically part of the uniform from her experience. But it hadn’t taken her even a week to notice the pattern. Every time she came out on the front porch to work and he was home, he ended up outside, too.

			So far, they hadn’t spoken. They’d waved. Exchanged polite nods. But that was it.

			If he’d not been a cop, Rachel would have put together a welcome package and introduced herself as soon as he’d had a chance to unpack enough to sit down and breathe. His attractiveness aside, that would have been the neighborly thing to do. But he was a law-enforcement officer, a cop, so she didn’t. Rachel was only moderately ashamed of her bias.

			One of her best friends, Sawyer Evans, had retired from the state police last year. A cousin’s husband wore the uniform still, and another cousin was a sheriff’s deputy. So she knew there were good cops out there. Shoot, her own son Easton, who was nineteen and getting ready to start his second year of college, had every intention of joining the KSP as soon as he graduated.

			But her ex-husband had been a state trooper, and Ken “Bear” Boyd’s influence on her had been the strongest as far as leaving an impression. It had not, suffice it to say, been a good impression.

			Deciding to torment her voyeur a bit, she stretched her legs out slowly, flexing her ankles so that the muscles in her calves bunched and loosened. She might be forty-seven years old, but Rachel knew she still had damned fine legs. And since she had lived in her house comfortably now for close to twenty years, she felt like if she wanted to come out on the porch wearing cut-off jeans that barely covered the curve of her butt and a camisole-style tank top, she should be able to.

			After all, her other neighbors either worked or were well into retirement-age territory. She wouldn’t be exposing herself to anyone. At least she never had been before. Not until the new guy showed up. Besides, she wasn’t really wearing indecent clothing. Not by modern standards. Her parents wouldn’t be appalled to see her out in public in what she had on.

			She’d thought about asking Sawyer about him. Eventually she probably would. And when Easton came home from the summer vacation he was having with his dad, if she knew her son, he’d be over there in a heartbeat plaguing the guy with questions.

			Thinking about her only child made her smile. Easton reminded Rachel of an eager young pup. He was still clumsy with his curiosity. But he was also maturing so fast, turning from teenager into a full-grown man practically in front of her eyes, it almost hurt to look at him sometimes. The discipline of the hard schedule he’d set for himself during his first year of college had seen to growing that maturity. She couldn’t be more proud of him, and to this day, she still had difficulty believing he was hers, that she’d helped create such a good kid.

			None of that had anything to do with her new neighbor, however. Her neighbor who, she saw from the corner of her eye, was even now crossing the street.

			Shit, she thought. The leg stretching had done it. That spark of devilry hidden in her personality that reared its head from time to time usually got her in trouble when it did appear. Today, it seemed, was one of those times.

			“Hi,” he said, stopping at the gate in the picket fence around the front yard.

			Reluctantly and with a not-quite-silent sigh, Rachel took her reading glasses off, lifted her head, and looked at him. “Hi,” she said after a minute.

			He was a gorgeous hunk of a man, she had to admit, even if he was young enough to be her son. Black hair, sparkling blue eyes, an easy smile, and a body that… Yeah, those were her hands itching, that devil urging her to go play with the new boy-toy across the street. She ignored the itch.

			“You’re Sawyer’s friend Rachel, aren’t you? Sydney’s aunt?”

			That he knew who she was took her aback somewhat, but she tried to hide it. “I am.”

			He grinned self-consciously. “I’m Lee Harrison. Obviously, I used to work with Sawyer.” He gestured with his thumb over his shoulder at the police cruiser sitting in the driveway. “He told me I should come introduce myself. Actually got quite a kick out of who my new neighbor was when I saw him today.”

			“He would,” she said though she tried to take some of the sting out of the words with a smile. “Come on up.”

			He waved a hand. “I won’t bother you. I only wanted to introduce myself.”

			“Are you settling in well enough?” she asked, wanting to be polite but only just. “I know the house needed a lot of work. Mrs. Pullman wasn’t able to take care of it very well the last few years.”

			“I’m pleased with my progress. I got the carpet out, refinished the hardwood. That made a tremendous difference,” he said. “That, a coat of paint or three, and some elbow grease have gone a long way. It’s starting to feel like home.”

			She knew he’d worked on it for a couple of weeks before he’d moved in. “It’s a good house. It’s nice to see someone in it who can do what it needs.”

			He glanced over his shoulder at the house. “I’ll enjoy fixing it up. That’s kind of a hobby. This is my third house.”

			Rachel laughed. “Third house? How old are you?”

			Lee scowled at her, crossing his arms over his chest. “Thirty-five. Don’t tell me you’re one of those people who discriminates against a guy because of his age.” His wink tempered his words.

			“You do not look thirty-five.”

			“Yeah, well, I’d talk. Are you really Sawyer’s age?” He grimaced, his cheeks turning red even as she snorted with appalled amusement. “I’m sorry. That was rude. I’m always putting the wrong foot forward. I’ll go now that I’ve humiliated myself. Nice meeting you.”

			With a quick salute, he turned and headed back toward his house.

			Rachel, her mouth open with shock, waited for him to stop and come back. He didn’t. She scrambled to her feet and padded barefoot down the walk to the gate.

			“That’s it? You’re leaving?”

			He stopped on the other side of the street and turned to face her, his hands spread wide. “That was damaging enough, don’t you believe?”

			She didn’t quite know what to think. “Um. I’m not insulted if that’s what you’re afraid of.”

			“No?” He scratched his jaw. “Okay. Then I’d better not push it or you might be before I stop. See you around.”

			This time he didn’t stop. He went into the garage, and a few seconds later, the door started going down.

			Rachel was absolutely stumped. For someone who had watched her so avidly, that interaction had not gone the way she’d expected it to. Hands on her hips as she tried to puzzle the odd behavior out, she went back to the porch.

			“Maybe he’s lying, and now that he’s seen you up close and personal, he’s running the other way,” she muttered. That had to be it. There was a teeny part of her that was disappointed, she had to admit. But maybe now he’d only come outside when he needed to do something instead of every time she was out.

			“At least you won’t feel so self-conscious about the shorts and tank tops.”

			Rachel knew she didn’t look her age. Part of that, a big part, was her Campbell genes. Her body simply didn’t age the way so-called “normal” people’s bodies did. Sure, things weren’t as perky here or as firm there as they’d been when she was ten or fifteen years younger. But she could still pass for someone who was Lee’s age, she knew.

			Since she wasn’t looking for a man, she didn’t know why his reaction even mattered. As long as she was happy with her appearance, which she was, then what she looked like was no one else’s business as far as she was concerned. The disappointment that her too-hot-for-words neighbor had apparently not found her as attractive on closer inspection as she’d found him shouldn’t even be on her mind. By the time she gathered her papers and went inside, she’d convinced herself it wasn’t.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			 

			“Oh, God, you klutz.” Lee groaned as he closed down his garage, cursing his clumsy, awkward words as he went in the house and headed to the kitchen for something to drink. “You completely screwed that up. She thinks you’re addled and for good reason. You should expect men with straightjackets and butterfly nets any moment now.”

			For two weeks, he’d been trying to gather the nerve to cross the street and say hello. When he’d met with Sawyer this morning and found out exactly who his sexy neighbor was, he’d known his time for dithering was up.

			The first day he’d seen Rachel, he’d been so distracted by her appearance he’d almost dropped a concrete block on his foot. It wasn’t just the long legs, the soft arms, the shining curtain of dark-chocolate hair that swung around her shoulders, though those assets didn’t hurt. No, what did it for Lee was her glasses. Wire-framed reading glasses that she had a tendency to take off. The earpiece she nibbled on and traced her full bottom lip with. Glasses she folded and tucked into the strap of her tank top, anchoring them near the gloriously full curves outlined by said top.

			She was, as he’d told Sawyer, a sexy bookworm. And Lee had always had a thing for bookworms.

			So he’d finally gathered up the courage to introduce himself this afternoon. And she’d been even better up close.

			Her voice… he could write poems about her voice. They’d be bad poems, yes, but he could come up with a few sonnets if pressed to do so. Soft, husky, and nonetheless compellingly direct. And her eyes had stunned him almost as much as hearing her speak. Lee was used to seeing blue eyes as he had a pair of them himself. But Rachel’s eyes were dark, a sapphire blue that seemed to glow despite their deep hue. Ringed by a thick fringe of dark lashes that he could almost swear weren’t enhanced by cosmetics, they’d mesmerized him. Yes, that was the only excuse he could come up with to explain his clumsy words.

			“Well, you definitely made an impression, Leighton,” he chided himself as he pulled the ingredients for a sandwich out of the fridge. “One chance and you blew it.”

			His phone buzzed on the counter, alerting him to an incoming text message. When he looked at the sender’s name, he groaned. His sister Maggie had been dogging him for weeks now to ask his ex-fiancée out for dinner.

			“U coming to eat 2morrow at M/D?” she asked him now.

			The shorthand would make their father, an English teacher, cringe. Lee was affected similarly, even as he acknowledged his own tendency to shorten words. “Dunno. Who all will be there?” He didn’t trust her little matchmaking heart as far as he could throw her.

			The fact that it took her a couple of minutes to text him back made him highly suspicious. “Just us.”

			“Too ambiguous, sis.” He texted his other sister, Darla, who was not as fond of the idea of a reconciliation as Maggie. “Be honest—is Gretchen going to be there tomorrow?”

			His phone rang a minute later.

			“She is, but you didn’t hear that from me,” Darla told him quickly. “Understand?”

			“Yeah. Damn it.” Lee sighed. He loved his family, but goodnight, they drove him nuts from time to time. “I’m not playing this game. Any idea how to get them to back off?”

			“Find someone else?” she suggested. “Honestly, bub, I think you have the patience of a saint for putting up with it as long as you have. I’m sorry.”

			“Yeah, me, too. I wish they’d get it through their heads that we broke up for a reason. That reason hasn’t gone away.”

			“I know.”

			Lee didn’t want children. He never had. For as long as he remembered, the idea had been appalling. It wasn’t that he didn’t like kids; he did. He doted on his nieces and nephews. But the responsibility for someone else’s life to the degree parents had was not something he was interested in.

			Conversely, Gretchen had wanted kids. Desperately. She’d lied to him about that, and that lie had destroyed their relationship.

			“I’m not coming to dinner. I’ll call Mom and tell her. I’m not playing this game,” he reiterated somewhat despondently.

			“Good for you. I hope it does some good. Let me know if you need help. I don’t know what I can do, but I’ll try.”

			“Thanks.”

			He didn’t make the call immediately once he hung up, though. Instead, he thought back to the disaster that had erupted three years earlier when the truth had come to light.

			He and Gretchen had been at a party celebrating their engagement. It was a mad crush of people—his family, hers, friends, acquaintances, anyone her parents could think of to invite—and he’d needed to get some air. Stepping out onto a private deck at her folks’ house, he’d faded into the shadows and closed his eyes.

			“So are you really going through with it?” a woman, her voice familiar, had asked from the patio under the deck. “You’re seriously going off your birth control?”

			“I am. As soon as this pack is finished.”

			His eyes flew open as cold chills raced all over him. That was Gretchen’s voice.

			“You don’t think Lee will notice?” The other woman was, he realized, Gretchen’s best friend, Lois.

			“I ordered fake pills online. I’ll put them in the package for the real ones.”

			Rage, betrayal, nausea—Lee couldn’t move a muscle as emotions cascaded over him. His ears were ringing as though he’d fired his gun without wearing hearing protection, and there was a very real chance that if he didn’t get control over the nausea, he was going to throw up.

			To her credit, Lois seemed to be wary of the plan. “Gretch, don’t you think he deserves to be part of that decision? It’s his child we’re talking about. A child which I’m pretty damned sure I’ve heard him say a thousand times he doesn’t want to have.”

			He could imagine Gretchen giving a shrug of her shoulders, waving a hand. “All men say that. Once he sees a baby that looks like both of us, he’ll change his mind. He loves me.”

			That, he thought as his heart shattered, was the hell of it. He did love her. When he’d asked for her hand in marriage, he’d done so with every intention of her being the woman he spent the rest of his life with.

			Feeling numb down to his toes, Lee left the secluded spot and sought Gretchen out. She’d taken one look at him and known something was wrong. Later, his sister Darla had told him his face was so white and drawn as he’d gone through the crowd, she’d thought something had happened to their parents. He’d grabbed Gretchen’s arm and ushered her outside, where he’d been too furious to even speak. The words had choked up in his throat to the point that he could only stare at her, devastated.

			“Lee, sweetheart, what’s wrong? You’re scaring me.” She stared up at him, her green eyes glistening in the twilight as she touched his chest. “Did something happen?”

			“Not yet. But I hear it’s supposed to soon.” His voice was a harsh rasp as he told her what he’d overheard. “Is it true?”

			By the time he’d finished talking, her face was fairly colorless, as well, even though her chin had risen in defiance. “I want children, Lee. Your children.”

			Absently, he wondered if this crushing sensation building in his chest was what getting shot felt like. “You know I don’t want kids. That’s not negotiable for me.”

			There’d been a lot of angry words after that. He’d said things he shouldn’t have, and so had she. They hadn’t been quiet about exchanging those words, either. What had started as a celebration ended with an engagement broken irretrievably.

			Gretchen had left town a couple of weeks after that. Lee had gone straight to a clinic and gotten a vasectomy. There was no way in hell he was ever going to let that decision be made for him again, assuming he ever trusted another woman enough to consider building a future with her. He’d be honest with anyone he got involved with, but he wasn’t going to leave his reproductive rights in anyone else’s hands.

			Something else that was never going to happen, he thought as he pulled up his mother’s number, was a reconciliation between him and Gretchen. He’d never be able to trust her again, even if he was able to forgive her and move on. And he wanted to be able to trust the woman he ended up with. That peace of mind of knowing the person you were with had your back… he wasn’t willing to give up hope that he’d find that someday.

			As he waited for his mother to answer the phone, he considered the woman across the street. Rachel Campbell appealed to him. He didn’t know any more than the man in the moon whether they’d end up dating, friends, just neighbors, or cold-shouldered strangers. But what he did know was that he wanted to get to know her better. His gut, which he’d learned years earlier not to ignore, was telling him something was there. And Lee trusted his gut. He couldn’t be a cop and not listen to his instincts to some degree. And since his instincts coincided with what he wanted to do, that was all the better.

		

	
		
			Chapter Three

			 

			“I swear I think you’re trying to set me up with Lee,” Rachel told Sawyer during lunch a couple of weeks later. Sawyer had done nothing but sing the other man’s praises every chance he got after she’d confessed they’d met, and Rachel wasn’t stupid.

			He smirked at her from across the table. “I’m pleading the fifth.”

			“Sure you are. I know the truth, and you’d better stop plotting. Are you looking forward to the trip?”

			He was getting ready to head to Tennessee for the weekend to a law-enforcement and private-investigation conference. Sydney, Rachel’s niece and Sawyer’s assistant, was going with him.

			“For the most part.” He eyed her warily when she grinned. “What?”

			“Nothing.”

			In all the time she’d known him, Rachel’d never seen him turned so upside down by a woman as he was by her niece. For a man who was usually cool as a cucumber when it came to dating and romance, his awareness of Sydney was telling. There was a twenty-year age gap between him and Sydney, yes, and Rachel knew that bothered Sawyer. If they’d been closer in age, she felt he would already have made a move on Sydney.

			As it turned out, Rachel wasn’t the only one who thought there was something brewing between the pair. Just about everyone in the family felt the two might make a good match, and as a whole, they’d jumped on the bandwagon in an effort to throw them together. Sydney’s own father, Archer, had been the one who’d recommended she take the position as Sawyer’s assistant though he’d not been thinking of romance at the time.

			Subtle little nudges were coming from this angle and that, pushing Sawyer and Sydney closer together at every turn. As far as Rachel could tell, the two of them were completely oblivious to the fact that the Campbells were trying to pair them up. She hoped that the time in Tennessee away from everyone would accomplish what being cooped up together in an office hadn’t been able to thus far.

			“It’s a shame Lee isn’t going with us,” Sawyer said, scooping up some pasta salad onto his fork.

			“Court, you said?” She tried to pretend disinterest. His knowing smile told her she’d failed.

			“Yeah. How’s he working out as a neighbor?”

			She moved her shoulders as she took a sip of coffee. “He’s quiet, he’s taking care of the place. I can’t complain.”

			But she wanted to. She missed the covert attention, perverse as that made her. She was a big enough woman to admit that, if only to herself.

			“Easton’s been over there several times now,” she admitted. “Almost as soon as he came back from Bear’s, he struck up a friendship with Lee. I knew he would. I’m afraid he’s going to make a pest of himself.”

			Sawyer shook his head. “Lee enjoys people, and he’s also honest. He’d run Easton off if he bothered him.”

			They finished lunch, the conversation moving on to other topics. As curious as she was about Lee, she managed to keep her questions to herself. The last thing she wanted to do was reveal to Sawyer how interesting she’d found the man, even though she figured he had a good idea how curious she was already.

			That weekend, however, all thoughts of romance fled her mind. Word came that her nephew Eli, who was in the Army, had been gravely injured overseas. Waiting for word from Eli’s parents and siblings, who’d flown to Germany to be with him, was the most stressful time Rachel could remember in recent years. At first, they didn’t know if he was going to survive or not. Thankfully, by Saturday afternoon, it looked like he would. Although his injuries were serious, Rachel’s brother John—Eli’s father—assured them Eli seemed to be making a strong recovery.

			But the blow had been dealt. The whole family was turned upside down by the extent of his wounds—he’d had to have his left leg amputated just below the knee. That wasn’t his only injury, but it was the most severe. The family had discussed it Saturday when they’d met at the farmhouse where Rachel’s parents, Owen and Sarah, lived.

			All Rachel’s siblings, save John and his wife Zanny and their children, were there. Sydney’s parents, Emma and Archer, were there with their sons. Ben, his wife Ainsley, and their daughter Lily drove in from Lexington. Amelia, the baby in the family, came up from London, Kentucky with her husband Logan and their four kids. Sydney and Sawyer had even returned early from Tennessee. It was a houseful of rather subdued Campbells and kin, a somber gathering far removed from the noisy madhouse it usually turned into when the group gathered.

			“Eli’s always been so physical,” Rachel said. “I really worry about how he’ll handle being an amputee mentally and emotionally, even though they’ve come so far with prosthetics.”

			“It won’t be easy on him, that’s for sure,” Owen replied quietly. “I’m afraid this accident is only the beginning. It’ll be up to him as far as how he wants to recover from it.”

			The weight of that uncertainty was heavy on everyone’s shoulders the rest of the weekend, Rachel knew.

			Monday afternoon, she was at the mailbox when her phone rang.

			“He’s doing so well they’re sending him back to the States later this week, and if he keeps doing as well as he’s done so far, he’ll be released to rehab soon after that,” her father said, his voice choked with emotion. “He’s coming home, Rach.”

			“Oh, thank God!”

			“I’ve got to call everyone else. This is wonderful news. Love you, kid.”

			“You, too, Daddy.”

			Rachel couldn’t find words to describe the heartfelt relief that washed over her. It was overwhelming, and as soon as she got off the phone with her father, she burst into tears. She was standing on the street in front of her mailbox, phone and mail in one hand, head in the other as she leaned against the fence and cried.

			When someone pulled to a stop in front of her, she lifted her head briefly. No surprise—it was Lee. He hurried around the front of the car, concern etched on his face.

			“What is it? Your nephew?” He knew about Eli’s injuries as he’d been in Tennessee with Sawyer and Sydney when they’d received the call. He’d gotten out of court early Friday and had managed to attend some of the conference as originally scheduled.

			She nodded. “He’s okay. He’s coming home.” That was all she could manage before the tears overtook her again.

			Lee blew out a fast breath. “That’s wonderful. Very good news, right?”

			She nodded again. It was tremendous news. But she couldn’t stop crying.

			When he pulled her carefully against him, she didn’t protest. She needed a hug even if he was practically a stranger. He held her close, stroking her hair back off her face as she cried.

			“Everything’s all right, Rachel. Shhh.”

			She laughed through her tears. “I know it is.”

			“And that’s why you’re crying? Because everything’s okay and it’s safe to break down now?”

			“Yes.”

			He chuckled. “Makes perfect sense.”

			Rachel poked his side, causing him to jump and grunt, but neither of them let go of the other.

			After a few minutes, the storm had passed. To her surprise, he handed her a plain, white cotton handkerchief.

			“Thank you,” she said as she dried her cheeks.

			His smile was a little lopsided. “I learned to carry them a few years back. You never know when a damsel in distress is going to come along and need one. Okay now?”

			Rachel laughed, her face warm with embarrassment. “Fine. Your shirt, on the other hand…”

			Lee glanced down at the large wet spot on his KSP T-shirt. “I’m sweet, but not so much that I’ll melt if I get wet. No worries.”

			Easton pulled up in the driveway then, saving her from having to respond.

			“Mom?” He glanced from her to Lee, dark suspicion growing on his face as he approached and saw her tears. “What’s going on?”

			Rachel held her hand out to him. “Nothing, sweetie. Lee just stopped to lend me a handkerchief. Your grandpa called—Eli’s coming home later this week.”

			The scowl cleared, and Easton broke out into a wide smile. “Here? To Hazard?”

			“Not just yet. Probably to Washington. But he’ll be home soon.”

			“Sweet!” Easton laughed, picking her up off her feet. He squeezed her tight enough to make her squeak before putting her down. “We can go see him, right?”

			“Sure we can.”

			“Do you think Colin knows?”

			Colin was his cousin, her sister Amelia’s oldest son. He was only a few months older than Easton and even though they’d grown up an hour apart, Colin was one of his best friends.

			“Possibly. Daddy was calling everyone.”

			“I’d better text him, just in case. You busy this evening?” he asked Lee as he walked backward toward the gate.

			“Not too busy.”

			Easton’s smile was hopeful. “Mind if I come over?”

			Lee shook his head, chuckling. “Not at all.”

			“Great. Thanks!”

			Rachel sighed and pushed her hair back as they watched him dash inside. “I get tired just from watching him. I thought that would fade as he got older, but I think it’s worse now than when he was toddling around.”

			Lee laughed. “He’s a good kid. You’ve done an excellent job raising him.”

			“Thanks. Mostly, I feel like I just got lucky. He is a good kid. Don’t let him drive you nuts, however. He definitely has the Campbell curiosity—when he gets going, he can have a million questions about something.”

			“I noticed that, but I don’t mind. He asks good questions, and he’s fun to have around. I may not want kids, but I can enjoy other people’s.”

			She looked him over from head to toe, very quickly, very casually. “That surprises me, that you don’t want kids. You seem to be good with them if Easton’s any indication.”

			He crossed his arms and shrugged, leaning against his cruiser. “I like them well enough. I have nieces and nephews that I dote on. But I never wanted the responsibility. My parents haven’t accepted that yet. You’d think with six grandkids already, they’d be happy. But no.”

			Rachel grinned and took a spot beside him. “In my experience, there’s never such a thing as too many grandkids as far as grandparents are concerned. How many siblings do you have?”

			“Two older sisters. You?”

			“I’m number four of five. Three girls, two boys.”

			His eyebrows rose. “Five? Good lord. I thought three of us was crazy. Five had to be…”

			“Somewhat-organized chaos. And now that everyone has kids and spouses, it’s even more of a madhouse when we get together.” Though his pose was designed to look relaxed and casual, Rachel picked up some tension along his jaw and shoulders. “How long have you not wanted kids?”

			“As far back as I can remember. So my folks have had plenty time to get used to the idea. And it’s more my mom than my dad.” He laughed shortly and straightened. “That’s not the only thing she can’t get used to. But that’s a little family drama that isn’t worth going into. I’ll head home. You okay now?”

			She touched her cheeks with a rueful smile. “I am. Thanks for stopping. You didn’t have to.”

			“Of course I did. Shout across the street if you need anything.”

			Once he’d gone, she made her way up to the porch. Easton met her at the front door.

			“Col’s at work. I’m going to head up to the farm, visit with the Grands a bit,” he said. He hugged her close without being prompted.

			“What about Lee?”

			“I’ll catch him this evening.”

			“You’re a good kid, you know that?” she told him, patting his chest. “I’m proud of you. Proud to call you my son.”

			He grinned down at her. “Yeah? Even if I’m planning to carry a badge?”

			“Absolutely. And it’s partly because you’re planning to carry a badge. That’s not a light load, and you know that. There are good cops out there, Easton. You’ll be one. The world needs guys like you.”

			He flushed with pleasure. “I’ll try. There’s a good one across the street, I think. We should have him over sometime. He needs a good meal or two now and then. Call if you need me.”

			And he was gone, leaving Rachel to wonder if a bit of her sister Amelia’s Cupid abilities hadn’t made their way down to her son. His suggestion had been just a little too calculating.

			“You’re being paranoid, silly,” she told herself as she wandered into the living room. Stopping in front of the fireplace, she looked at the row of pictures lining the mantel.

			It was so hard to believe that the bouncing, chubby baby boy she’d taken such delight in being a mother to had grown into a strapping, six-foot-four man whose frame had the promise of filling out into muscle but hadn’t yet made the transition. He had some of her features and was lanky like the Campbells, but mostly he looked like his father with his blond hair and blue eyes, which wasn’t a bad thing. Bear was a very physically handsome man, even now. As long as Easton acted more like a Campbell instead of his father, she had no room to complain.

			She did wonder how in the world she’d handle his relationship with Lee if the two became friends. It might be awkward, managing the attraction she felt for the man and keeping that from her son. She couldn’t deny she was attracted to Lee, not after that hug. Even though she’d been upset, she’d still felt the energy their bodies created when they touched.

			On top of that, she’d have to have been dead not to notice how solid his muscles were, how warm his embrace had felt. And she’d be lying if she said she hadn’t noticed just how well they’d fit together physically. She was tall at five seven, but he was a couple inches over six feet, which put him at just the right height as far as she was concerned.

			Rachel sighed. “It’s been too long, girl. That’s all it is. That’s all it can be.”

			But even as the words left her mouth, she didn’t believe what she was saying. She wanted Lee. And if he hadn’t been a cop? She might be knocking on his door right now, offering to see where the attraction led.

		

	
		
			Chapter Four

			 

			Staying out of his front yard when Rachel was around was taking every bit of Lee’s self-control, but he was managing. Barely. Embarrassed by his awkwardness the first time they’d met, he’d not had too terribly difficult a time staying away from her. But after he came home and found her crying… Oh, the agony.

			They said a casual hello here, exchanged pleasantries there a few times during the next several days. But other than that, he pretty much stayed on his side of the street and she stayed on hers. That changed, however, one cloudy Thursday morning. Lee had the day off, and he’d been busy trying to get the grass cut before the rain that was threatening came in.

			When Rachel stepped out on the porch in a classy sapphire-blue dress that wrapped around her curves, he almost swallowed his tongue. The dress wasn’t blatantly sexual or anything like that—it was simply that the way she wore it appealed to Lee on a very basic level. There was a strong element of confident, sexy schoolmarm to the outfit, and it put him in mind of the way she wore her glasses. She lifted a hand to wave hello as she hurried to her car, and Lee waved back. But when she went to open the door, she bumped the files she was carrying against the car, knocking them to the ground to scatter in a gust of wind.

			Lee darted
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