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      Chase Deveraux thinks food is love, and while he'd enjoy some fun games with a once in awhile friend with benefits, his business is the most important thing in his life. Between his pop-up restaurant, his catering gigs, and feeding all his friends, this Harley riding, trust fund bad boy has no time for love. And he certainly doesn't have time for a jerk like Jack Harlan.

      Jack Harlan is used to people doing things his way. His family helped found Secret Springs, and he's incredibly happy to be back in town and to see the place bloom again, but there's one new resident he could do without. Chase. Thing is, he knows he would turn Chase inside out given half a chance, and that secretly he's jealous that Chase seems to want to feed and nurture everyone in their circle but him.

      When they do come together, Chase and Jack create fireworks that light up Secret Springs like a bonfire. But Chase is not the settling down kind, and Jack wants his ranch to be the type of home he had when he was a kid living with his grandparents. Can the two of them come together and make a new kind of life, or will they fizzle out like a doused flame?
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      “One, two, three dozen trout puffs. Steak and caramelized onions manapés. Bacon-wrapped potato bites and upscale pizza rolls.” Chase counted off all the appetizers to Tommy, Leeya, and Elijah. They were students from the local high school vocational culinary program, and they were his assistants and wait staff tonight. “Leeya, you’re on traying up the dessert canapés.” They had carrot cake balls and mini pecan pies.

      It was a very manly menu for an event at Jack Harlan’s ranch. Thank god there was a cash bar so he could use his high school kids, because none of his servers who could carry champagne trays had been available.

      There were a few disadvantages to living in Secret Springs, chief of which was it was small. Waiters weren’t thick on the ground like they were in places like Denver or even Telluride.

      “On it, chef,” Leeya said, firing off a salute.

      He grinned. Yeah. The food looked great, it tasted amazing, and the kids were dressed in their western wear best. Even a dickhead alpha like Jack Harlan couldn’t bitch about the grub.

      It had been a monumental mistake to accept this job, but the money had been enough to finish paying off the new walk-in for the kitchen at Fuel, and that carrot had been too much to resist, even if it meant working with an ass for a few weeks. He and Jack had clashed from the moment they’d met. Not for any reason Chase could pin down. Jack was just…too alpha. Too demanding and commanding. Uncomfortably sexual.

      Not that he hadn’t had his share of amazing and varied and yummy sex.

      But this was the big night. The event was starting. Chase put on a smile. “Be right back, guys.” He needed to check in with the client and make sure it was time to serve food. He had the dip table ready to go with all the hot dips in Crock-Pots, so he just needed to put out the cold dips.

      Chase headed out, telling himself that he was not going to fuss or fight, that he was going to be the coolest, most laid-back man on earth, no matter what Jack said. He smoothed his chef’s coat and looked for the gigantic beautiful bastard.

      “Everything good to go?” Jack asked, appearing out of nowhere and making him jump. The man’s living room looked completely different than normal, seating and tables set up so no one ever had to just stand awkwardly. The art had been cleared out, just a few pieces on the walls lighted for effect. The bar was set up out on the patio, just outside the sliding doors, which were left open.

      “It is. I just need to put out the cold dips and verify when you want service to start.” See him. See him smile. They were both trying, damn it.

      “Guests will all be here in ten or so. A couple of the guys came alone and are on the patio, but the little tray of meat and cheese you put out by the bar is doing it for now.” Jack grimaced. “The biggie wows are on a party bus.”

      “Excellent, so you want service to start in twenty?” He was more than capable of handling that.

      “That’ll work, thanks. It smells great.” Jack gave him a real smile, which lit up his dark gray eyes.

      Chase blinked. “Thanks.” Look at them, getting along. Nice Jack was a dangerous thing. He was far too attractive.

      He headed back to the kitchen, putting the last of the dips out and starting the clock. “Countdown in fifteen, guys.”

      “Yes, chef!”

      “Good deal.” He checked the oven, where more pizza rolls were rising and browning beautifully, then looked in on the dessert trays.

      “Elijah, can you go out and make sure that cheese isn’t sweaty?”

      “You got it!”

      For the next hour, the entire world was running and then there was a little break as the ravening horde relaxed.

      Chase took a deep breath, smiling at his brigade. “Good job, guys. Take fifteen. I’ll check and see when the big man wants the dessert trays.” The guests were all corporate, but they seemed like decent guys, all from Colorado and Texas. Chase thought things had gone really well.

      Now he just had to hope Jack agreed.

      He slipped out of the kitchen, staying against the wall so he didn’t interrupt any business deals.

      “Chase. You want anything to drink?” Leo, the bartender who he knew was from a hotel in Ouray, waved him over to the bar when he was on the patio. “Thanks for those plates you sent out. Man, the steak crostini things were righteous. So were the mushrooms.”

      “Thanks. Do you have Sprite?”

      “I do.” Leo popped one open for him. “Good tips. I bet you guys get a nice stuffed envelope too.”

      He grinned. “Excellent. Have you seen Jack?”

      “Nursing a Coke over there.” Leo jerked his chin toward the little gazebo.

      “Got it. Thank you.” He made a beeline over there—not because he was curious why Jack was hiding, because he wasn’t, but because he needed to know about dessert.

      Chase cleared his throat, interrupting Jack’s whole cold can to his forehead routine.

      Jack sighed. “No rest for the wicked. What?”

      Snarly asshole. “Just checking on the timing of the desserts. I wasn’t sure if you were giving a sales pitch or something.”

      “No, this was all about individual conversations. I did that, which is why my head hurts. I say give it half an hour. Does that work?”

      “Yep. I’ll tell the bar to get the coffee on.” He would not feel bad for Mr. Big Business. Not even when the lines around Jack’s eyes and mouth looked like they hurt, they were so deep.

      He turned and left, stopping to chat with Leo, then disappearing into the kitchen. “Twenty-five minutes to desserts. Let’s start setting up plates!”

      Leeya pulled trays from the fridge to get the carrot cake back to room temp, and the boys started laying out plates for dessert and clearing the chip and dip off the trestles in the main room. Well-oiled.

      He’d get this done, get cleared up, and then wait for his check back here with an extra couple of carrots cake balls for company.

      “Are there any more of those pizza rolls?” A big guy with a belt buckle that had cost as much as Chase’s Harley popped his head in the back.

      “Let me check. There may be.” Chase kept his smile pasted on as he went to the few trays with the leftovers on them, for just this reason. “There are! There are three.”

      He brought the plates over, offering them to the guy.

      “Thanks.” The man gave him a very interested look. “You’re good at this, honey.”

      He tried hard not to bristle. “Thank you, sir. Have a good one.” Chase made it clear the kitchen was for staff, he hoped.

      “If you need a good, hard plugging, you know where to find me.” The guy left a card on the counter and left, all the teenagers staring at him.

      He rolled his eyes dramatically. “So classy, huh?”

      “Ew.” Leeya shook her head. “Why are people so gross sometimes?”

      “I don’t know, kiddo.” He took the card, tucking it in his jeans pocket. Sleazeball. “But don’t worry. Just be professional, right?”

      “Yes, chef!” Wow, they managed that in concert. Impressive.

      He grinned, shaking it off. He’d never see the guy again.

      And they had dessert to serve.
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        * * *

      

      Jack Harlan was ready for this goddamn night to end.

      The investors loved the ranch. Most of them were being very well behaved. Thank god they were leaving in an hour or so to get back on their party bus and head to Telluride for the night. His head was killing him, he was sick of smiling, and he was ready for bed.

      Lord help him. He’d gotten used to small-town living again in a hurry since he came back to Secret Springs.

      Surprisingly enough, the one thing that hadn’t caused him a single grr moment all night was Chase Deveraux and his catering crew. The food was amazing, and Chase had kept his mouth shut and done his job.

      The man was gorgeous, but usually annoyed the fuck out of him. There was just something about Chase that made his teeth itch, made him want to put that sweet ass over his knee.

      Which all too often led to an embarrassing hard-on in the few public situations where he couldn’t avoid Chase. However, Fuel Comfort Food had the best catering service Jack had ever seen, let alone that Secret Springs had ever known, and his potential investors were very pleased.

      “Jack!” One of his long-time real estate managers, Dustin Rangely, came to clap him on the back. “I think you’ll have all the investors you need after this.”

      “Yeah? I think I only need two or three more.” He let the irony of the fact that he had a house full of twelve guys carry over.

      Dustin gave him a wry smile. “A couple of them invited buddies. They’re all going fishing tomorrow.”

      “Not you?”

      “Nope. I have an Airbnb over by the springs. I’m going swimming.”

      “Oh, good plan. Seriously. It’s lovely over there.” He didn’t go often, but he enjoyed every second.

      “Yeah, I just need a day, you know?”

      “I bet. This has been a long project.” They were about to close on it, though, and he and Dustin both were damn proud. A green hotel and nature park were about to be born.

      “It has, but it’s been a good one.” Dustin nodded. “Let’s start getting these⁠—”

      “You touch one of my servers like that again, and I will have your balls. Do you understand?” Chase’s voice snapped out like a whip, icy and filled with fury.

      Shit. Jack headed toward the sound, Dustin on his heels.

      Chase had one of the ask-along fishermen backed up against the buffet table, chest bumping him.

      “What the hell, man?”

      “This son of a bitch propositioned me and then he squeezed the testicles of an eighteen-year-old kid hard enough that I sent him home!” Chase growled deep in his chest. “He is a boy! You have zero right to violate him. I will call the cops.”

      “Jesus, Brian.” Dustin stared at the guy. “What were you thinking?”

      The guy sneered. “You’re gonna take his word for it? I didn’t touch the kid.”

      “You’re a sleaze,” Chase barked.

      “You fuck! You come to my house as a guest, and you assault someone?” The kids who had worked with Chase tonight were all amazing. Jack was going to kick the guy’s ass. He took a step forward, and Chase stepped aside, as the guy backpedaled.

      “He’s in fucking high school, Jack. He’s a senior in band with Tim’s dad.” Pure disgust dripped from Chase’s voice.

      “You sick fuck. Get out of my house.” Jack grabbed the guy’s shirt front.

      “Don’t you touch me!”

      “Why not? That’s your favorite gig, right? Touching people who don’t want you to?” He yanked the man along. “Get on the damn bus and stay there.”

      Chase watched the whole thing play out, then disappeared—back to the kitchen, he supposed.

      He headed that way to make sure everyone was fine. He didn’t let shit like that happen in his house. And to a damn kid.

      When he hit the kitchen, Chase was alone, stacking dishes.

      “Hey. Did you send the kids home?”

      “Yeah, they all drove out together.” Those shoulders were rigid.

      “I’m sorry.” What else could he say? No excuses. The man shouldn’t have been in his house.

      “You didn’t know. You’re an asshole, not a fucker.” Chase was shaking. Jack could just see it.

      “Did he come after you too? What did he say?” He was going to kill the dickhead.

      “Oh, he was just inappropriate. But he touched one of my kids.”

      Jack nodded, stepping closer. “Well, you tell me if⁠—”

      “Jack, can I bother you a minute?”

      He glanced at Dustin. “Be right back.” He followed Dustin out the door. “What’s up?”

      “The guys are all loaded up. Louis said he’d call to apologize in person. He invited the guy.”

      He sighed. Lou was a good guy. “You heading out too?”

      “Unless you need me to help clean up.”

      “I have a crew coming in tomorrow morning. I just need to help Chase.”

      “I’m sorry. That was a shit end to a great event.” Dustin shook his head. “Still, I think we’re good.”

      “I think so too. I’ll call everyone, thank them for coming.”

      Dustin handed him an envelope. “Tips for the kids and Chase. If that boy needs anything…”

      “I’ll handle it if he needs any help. Thanks.” Poor kid.

      That was totally inappropriate at best, and it was fucking assault at worse. Who the fuck did something like that? Chase had said he would talk to the parents, but damn.

      He shook hands with Dustin. “Call me tomorrow.”

      “Will do. Oh, hey, where should I do breakfast?”

      “Alicia’s. The bakery is also damn good.”

      “Got it. I’ll holler.” Dustin left, and Jack headed back to the kitchen, rolling up his sleeves. “What can I do?”

      “I’m just getting everything ready to load up. There’s a nice day’s worth of food left for you.”

      “Thanks. It was great stuff, Chase. Really.” That seemed important to mention. “I have tips from the guys, and a bonus from me before you go.” He grabbed the envelopes. “I was saying before we got interrupted, too, if that young man needs anything, you let me know.”

      “I will. That asshole—who fucking does that, man? He’s a teenager!” Chase’s temper flared right back up, and Jack didn’t blame him.

      “I don’t know him. Which means he shouldn’t have been at my house. I’ll be a helluva lot more strict with the guest list from now on.” He saw it all too often in big business. Guys thought a little money entitled them to whatever they wanted. “No one gets to do that. Or harass you. That’s my job.”

      Chase rolled his eyes and flipped him off. “He just offered to give me a good plugging.”

      “Yeah, well, that can also be my job,” Jack shot back, then blinked at himself.

      “Don’t make me kick your ass, Jack.”

      “You’re welcome to try.” He bared his teeth. God, he wanted to put his hands on Chase. But he wasn’t a sleaze like the jerk he’d kicked out.

      The electricity flared between them, sharp and absolutely undeniable.

      “Don’t push me. I’m not feeling at my most Zen.” Chase actually leaned toward him.

      “No? You got some frustrations to work out?” He stepped into Chase’s space.

      “I will tear you up, man.”

      God, the scent of need pouring off Chase was insane, but he wanted Chase to make the first move.

      “Well, come on. I’m right here.” He almost chest bumped. Almost.

      “Look, you bastard—” Chase stepped right into his personal space. “I don’t want to hurt you.”

      “No. No, but I want to blister your ass.”

      Chase’s hazel eyes went wide, his lips parting, and he looked like he wanted to scream or run or jump Jack right there. “You bastard.”

      Chase damn near tackled him, pushing him back against the island, lips smashing against his.

      Jack grabbed Chase’s ass, thinking for a fleeting moment how much he’d been wanting this. Then he didn’t think; he just let instinct take over as he pushed up into the contact, taking control of the kiss.

      Chase groaned, fighting him with that hungry tongue.

      He took Chase’s mouth by storm, loving the hard give and take, the way it stung. Christ, they were going to burn the house down.

      Chase’s cock was hard as nails, and he could smell Chase, the scent like a drug. Hot and musky and male, but with that omega edge that meant Chase was also getting wet and ready for him.

      Moaning, Jack pulled away an inch. “Tell me now if you want me to stop.”

      “Fuck you. Do you want me to stop?” Chase bit his bottom lip.

      “No. Not one bit.” He grabbed a handful of Chase’s shirt to drag him out of the kitchen. “Not among the leftovers.”

      “Worried about the carrot cake?”

      “Fuck, yeah. It’s delicious.” He hauled Chase to his bedroom. “And I’ve fantasized about you in here.”

      Chase searched his eyes. “You have?”

      “Yeah.” And that was enough talking. He didn’t want to wait anymore.

      He started stripping off Chase’s clothes, wanting to see all that ink their friend Lukas said was under there. Jack had never managed to get Chase out to use the pool, so he’d never had that view.

      The ink fascinated him—the black-and-gray images of angels and devils fighting a battle for domination on Chase’s torso and back.

      He traced the lines of an angel’s face, one that looked like Chase. Lukas really did love Chase a lot, to see him that way.

      “Did you expect food?” Chase…taunted more than teased.

      So Jack pinched one flat pinkish-brown nipple. Hard. “No. But these are stunning.”

      “Lukas. Of course. He’s brilliant.” Chase gasped again, as Jack pinched the other.

      “And you’re as beautiful as you are maddening.” He bent to lick at Chase’s skin.

      “Just touch me before I start thinking again, you asshole.”

      “Anything to stop that.” He shoved at Chase’s jeans, then got those and his boots off. Jack touched all the way up, hands sliding over Chase’s thighs and hips, then his belly. Chase’s cock was heavy and full, curving over his belly, the tip wet.

      Jack ran his finger across the slit. “Yum.”

      When Chase arched, pushing up toward his touch, that sight was absolutely breathtaking.

      “Turn around, honey.” He wanted to see the rest. “Are you wet for me? I want to see and feel it.”

      That dark blush was enough to make him spin Chase around, finding more angels there, ethereal and beautiful. He bent Chase forward, hands on those tight-as-hell ass cheeks to both hold Chase up and pry them apart so he could see Chase’s hole. He groaned at the sweet scent, and he pressed with both his thumbs, the wetness sucking him in.

      “Uhn!” Chase lurched forward, almost going down. “Damn.”

      “So fucking hot for me. God, honey. You need it bad.”

      Jack thought it was telling that Chase didn’t argue that fact. Not one word, just a long, low moan.

      He pulled back with one hand and slapped one ass cheek, maybe pushing his luck, but going mostly by instinct and remembering one comment he’d overheard at a big family-and-friends gathering. He’d never tell Chase, but he’d wondered ever since if it was true that the man liked spankings.

      Chase’s body clenched around his thumb, begging for more, and Jack found himself wanting to scream.

      So he did it again, just hard enough to sting. His handprint appeared on Chase’s skin, and that was stunning.

      “Fuck. Fuck, gonna kick your ass.”

      “Not until after I heat yours up, honey. You’re begging for it. So gorgeous.” Jack peppered a few more swats on the sweet little butt. “Pretty baby. You make my balls ache.”

      “Want.” Chase wiggled for him, doing the sexiest little dance ever.

      “Damn, you are a pretty little thing, aren’t you?”

      Chase growled. “Not little.”

      “Uh-huh.” And not an omega, either. Chase just begged for a firm hand, and Jack would keep his secret.

      “Shut up and do things, big guy.” Chase pushed back, daring him.

      So he tossed Chase down on the bed, climbing up behind him so he could spank that ass in earnest.

      Chase groaned, humping the sheets, the scent of sex like heaven. That ass turned pink, then started to get red, and that was when he put down a few more blows on Chase’s thighs, before he stopped.

      Chase kept moving for a few minutes, then stilled, face buried in the sheets.

      He stroked one hot cheek, feeling Chase’s muscles jump. “Gonna fuck you now, sweet baby. You ready for me?”

      “You want it?”

      Like he didn’t. He ached for Chase.

      “I want you.” He slid two fingers into Chase’s hole, knowing this one could take the burn.

      “Then take me and quit playing.”

      He grunted, but he wasn’t gonna argue. Jack pulled his fingers free, then frantically searched in his nightstand for a condom. He had them just in case. He slid one on, which was almost too much. Then he grabbed Chase’s hips to put him on his hands and knees. “I want that ass right where I can see it glow.”

      Chase groaned, hands fisted in the comforter as he nodded.

      “So fucking perfect.” That tight, hot ass. The amazing tattoos. And that hole was so wet for him, Chase just soaking. He knew it would feel like heaven, so Jack lined up and started pushing in.

      The slick heat wrapped around his cock, sucking at him, pulling him deep.

      “Fuck.” He stayed there, hips pressed to Chase’s ass. “Tell me you’re with me.” He wanted to hear Chase say it, needed to know they were in this together.

      “I’m right here. Right here. Don’t stop, please.” The soft pleading suited him to the bone.

      “No stopping,” Jack promised. No way. He had to keep going now, the pressure and heat surrounding him too much for his overheated brain. “Fuck, you’re blazing.”

      He leaned down and kissed the back of Chase’s neck, pushing the hair away so he could suck up a mark.

      “Mmmhnnhhh!” Chase let out this sound that told him don’t let go and do it again, and Jack grinned, slamming into Chase over and over.

      His entire focus was on Chase, on the way that the man under him wiggled and gasped, body milking his cock.

      Jack stroked and petted all the skin he could reach, even as he bit down again, letting Chase feel it. He was already addicted, already hooked by the balls.

      “More!” Chase slammed back on him, doing his damnedest to kneel up, giving them a crazy angle.

      “Pushy bottom!” he growled, slapping his hips into Chase’s burning ass.

      “I need you. How is that bad?”

      “Always making me nuts.” He could feel his knot start to swell, Chase inspiring him. A lot.

      “Yeah, yeah, yeah—just focus.” Chase moaned and clenched around him.

      “Trust me. I am focused. Can you feel me, baby? Feel my knot?” He put a hand on Chase’s belly to hold them together.

      “Fuck yes. Yes, I feel you everywhere.”

      “Gonna knot you so hard. Make you feel it for a week. I won’t be able to move.” He’d never felt so damn huge.

      Chase nodded, shoulders moving as he panted. “Please. Fuck, I’m aching for you.”

      He hit that ass with short sharp thrusts, grinding inside. So perfect. He swore he could see heaven. He’d never been anywhere so perfect.

      Pushing in again, Jack froze, his knot stuck tight. “Chase…”

      “Uhn…” Chase’s body started to work him, over and over again, like Chase was jacking him off.

      His eyes rolled back in his head, and he found Chase’s cock with his hand, pulling at it so Chase was right there with him. He loved the deep cries that tore from Chase, letting him know that he wasn’t alone in this. Not even a little bit.

      He jerked a little, trying to move, but in the end, he had to move Chase. Jack was frozen in place, his balls pulling up, ready to blast off. “Come for me, baby boy. I need to feel it. Make me shoot.”

      “Can you—just a little harder? Please?”

      It was the please that got him. No question.

      “Yes. Hell, yes.” He slammed his hips up as much as he could, yanking Chase back with a hand on one hip. With his other hand, he slapped Chase’s cock with his flat palm.

      Chase shot, entire body tight as he came, and that was all Jack needed to push him over the edge.

      His whole world narrowed to where he and Chase were joined, his vision graying out. He came so hard his ears rang, and not just with his shouting, though there was that too.

      He covered Chase, pressing him down into the mattress, and he loved that Chase was solid enough to take him.

      The spot he’d bitten was red and bruising, and he kissed it, making Chase shudder. Yeah. That was the ticket.

      He wrapped around Chase, turning them so he could hold Chase while they were joined.

      “Mmm.” Chase didn’t actually say anything, so neither did Jack.

      Instead, he put his face at the crook of Chase’s neck and let go of his control.

      At least this way they weren’t fighting.
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      Chase went through the motions of getting his prep done for his supper club tonight, which was supposed to be an epic comfort food fusion, but his mind wasn’t in the game.

      Instead, all he could think about was the night before. With Jack Harlan. In bed. With Jack Harlan. He had lost his motherfucking mind. That was the only answer.

      Because he hadn’t just gotten off. His ass was still freaking pink.

      Chase had been so careful—he wasn’t out as an omega. Not at all, and he’d just…let himself slip.

      Jack was a big alpha jerk, but he didn’t seem like a gossip, which was a plus. Still, he wasn’t sure he wanted any kind of explanations or entanglements. His best friend Lukas knew about him, and therefore Lukas’s hubby Tim would, but that was it.

      “Shit.” He cut himself while he was chopping celery, and he had to grab a towel. Now he would have to change out his knife and his board.

      When he looked up, ready to head to the sink, a man was standing by his back door. A man dressed in way older garb than what was fashionable. Chase damn near jumped a mile.

      “Joe!” His eyes went wide, his hand up over his heart. “I—Are you okay?” Are you trying to kill me? Are you as freaked as I am?

      Joe was a ghost, after all. Who knew what he felt or wanted?

      Joe gave him a tiny smile, then pointed to the sink.

      Right. Wash up. The last time Joe had been so…solid, that he knew of, the ghost had been saving Tim from a homicidal maniac.

      “I won’t die from it, but I am making a mess.” He went to clean up, wincing at the little sting. “My mind is all over the place. I know you understand.”

      Wait.

      Did he just say that out loud?

      When he looked, Joe was still there, head cocked to one side. Then Joe pointed to the door and walked away from it, toward him, disappearing when he was about two feet away.

      Chase shuddered. “What a mindfuck.”

      He jumped again when someone knocked. What the hell?

      His heart was slamming in his chest, and he ripped the door open, hoping Joe hadn’t been warning him. “What?”

      “Hey, Chase.” His friend Saul stood there, a pair of babies in a double stroller, his son Tony holding on to the handle. “Sorry. did I interrupt?”

      “No. No, I got… I nicked myself. Come on in.” Fuck him. He was a total dipshit. “There are cookies in the cookie jar, Tony.”

      “Cookies, Da?”

      “No more than two.” Saul let Tony go, and he scooted a stepstool up to the back counter.

      “You’re white as a sheet, Chase. Do you need to sit down?”

      “Nope.” Screw it. He might as well own up. “I had a visit from the resident Merchante building ghost.”

      “Joe? Oh wow.” Saul bounced on his toes. “You’ll have to call Hank.”

      “I should. He’d be so happy. How are my little ones?” He grinned at the twins, each of them so different. “Everyone doing well?”

      He wasn’t calling Hank. Not today. He might pop over and let the info drop, like a turd in a punch bowl.

      “We’re good. We met Jack for breakfast at the truck stop and then Mark had to come down for the groundbreaking on the new brewpub. Did you hear about that?”

      “I did.” He liked the idea. The place was going in on the other end of Main from him, and they were putting in brew tanks and more. They would open in about six months.

      “Cool. Well, anyway, Jack didn’t want to come into town, but he said he knew we’d be right here. I guess you forgot to get your check and the tips for the kids and all last night.”

      “Oh. Oh, right.” Didn’t want to come into town? Seriously? Well, good. Chase didn’t want to see him either, right? Of course right. He didn’t need anymore pity fucks or post-creeper fucks or whatever.

      It wasn’t like Chase had made Jack deal with the super uncomfortable, morning-breath walk of shame, had he?

      “Yeah. He said something about something waking him up in the wee hours. I guess it ran off, though.” Saul produced some envelopes from the diaper bag strapped to his rig. “So, what’s on the menu?”

      He looked at the mess he’d made of his veg. “It was supposed to be upscale pot pie.” He sighed. “I might just stay dark tonight. I only have one reservation, and it’s Tim’s folks. I can deliver them a candlelight supper in a basket. Then maybe I’ll run down to Telluride on my bike.”

      “Hmm.” Saul took the cookie Tony handed him. “Thanks, Angel. So you saw Joe, and now you’re running out of town for the night. What happened?”

      “Nothing.”

      “Chase… Don’t make me call Tim. You know he’d walk over.”

      “You wouldn’t dare!” He tried to have an angry face, but everyone knew that Lukas and Tim were dear to him. “Come sit and talk to me while I rechop the celery?”

      “Sure. Jack said the event went great.” Saul parked the little ones in a safe spot, got Tony at the little table that lived in the kitchen for him and then sat. “So, I know it wasn’t that.”

      “No, though one of the guests, one Jack didn’t know, did go after one of my kids.”

      Saul made a sour face. He’d been abused by an older man with power over him, so he hated it when someone pressed the advantage. Saul got it. “Did you kick his ass?”

      “I got in his face. Jack forcibly ejected him.” That had been damn hot too. “And he
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