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Chapter One

 


“You know eventually he’s going to call the
cops on you. You do realize that, don’t you?” Jacob Stine jerked
back from where he’d practically plastered himself against the
storefront window of his bakery, a bottle of cleaning spray and
newspaper forgotten in his hands as he whirled around to confront
the voice.

Kyle Dwight, his business partner and best
friend, stared back at him, thick arms crossed over his wide chest
and a dark brow arched high. Jacob debated playing dumb for a
moment, but then he shrugged helplessly because he knew it would do
him no good. Kyle had been his best friend since elementary school,
and he knew Jacob like the back of his hand and had figured out how
to tell when he’s lying without even looking at him years ago.
Instead he adopted his most pitiful expression and shuffled closer
to Kyle so he can beat his forehead against the solid wall of his
friend’s chest.

“I know. I’m pathetic and a stalker and he
isn’t interested, so I need to stop. But I can’t.” Jacob
whined low in his throat but smiled softly to himself when one of
Kyle’s massive hands came up to ruffle his messy brown locks.

“I didn’t say any of that, but you do look
like a complete creeper when you’re drooling on the window because
he’s outside with his shirt off.”

“His shirt’s off?” Jacob whirled back around
towards the window, his expression eager, only to feel his face
fall when he noticed that the lot across the street was empty. Kyle
chuckled behind him and Jacob turned back, best overly disappointed
expression in place.

“That was cruel, Kyle. Cruel and unusual.
We’re not friends anymore.” Kyle swept him up into warm hug, and
Jacob just snuggled closer to his friend’s chest, glad that the
other man had never had a problem with indulging his own tactile
ways. Kyle had always found the way Jacob descended into immaturity
occasionally amusing. Their closeness had gotten them both
mercilessly teased in school, but a few fights had proved that
neither of them were pushovers, and after that they’d been left
pretty much alone.

“Am I … interrupting?” Jacob froze and then
felt his face go red with mortification as he slowly turned in the
circle of Kyle’s arms, disbelief and horror twisting in his
stomach. He could feel more than hear Kyle’s choked off laugh, but
he was too distracted to elbow him in the stomach like he normally
would because standing behind them was the subject of their
discussion.

Race Carroway.

The mechanic had moved to town and opened up
his shop across from Sweetest Taboo, their bakery, about six months
ago. Jacob had immediately been able to appreciate the way Race
filled out the jeans and tank top he wore to work in. At first
Jacob had felt nothing but shallow attraction to the stranger, but
then one day he’d seen the mechanic’s normally dour face split into
a wide grin as he laughed at someone on the other end of a phone
call and he’d been gone. After that he’d wanted to do nothing more
than make Race smile at him like that, to trace the dimples he’d
seen from a distance with his tongue. Sadly all he’d managed to do
was get himself stuck in the horribly embarrassing cycle of staring
longingly out the window at Race’s shop in the hopes of catching a
glimpse of him and hiding in the kitchen every time the man came
into the bakery, much to the amusement of both Kyle and his wife
Tara.

Race looked disgruntled, thick blond brows
drawn down in a heavy frown over bright blue eyes, and Jacob
couldn’t help but notice that there was a smudge of grease high up
on his temple as if he’d run his hand over his short cropped hair
earlier. Jacob had to bite back a whimper because Race obviously
hadn’t shaved and there was a thick layer of dark blond stubble
spread across his sharp cheekbones. Jacob desperately wanted to
find out what it felt like on his inner thighs at some point in the
not so distant future.

“Race! Good to see you, man.” Kyle untangled
himself from Jacob, an amused smirk on his handsome face as he
moved forward to clasp hands with Race.

“Kyle.” Race sounded almost hostile, and it
made Jacob frown because Race normally got along rather well with
Kyle. Hell, everyone normally got along with Kyle now. For all of
his size and intimidating looks he’d turned out to be surprisingly
endearing.

“Don’t worry, man, Jacob’s just being
clingy. What can we do you for?” Kyle was already moving towards
his customary place behind the counter, which left Jacob to fidget
silently underneath Race’s heavy stare.

“Just a sandwich to go. I’ve got a car
coming in at three o’clock so I don’t have long for lunch.” Race
didn’t take his eyes off of Jacob the entire time he spoke, and
Jacob felt himself begin to sweat.

“Want anything else? Jacob made a fresh
batch of those cookies you like.” Jacob suppressed a wince because
he and Kyle both knew he’d made those cookies only because
they’re Race’s favorite. Race was the reason the bakery had a tray
in the display window permanently dedicated to various pumpkin
flavored goods even during the summer when only a few other
customers bought them.

“That’d be good.” Race finally looked away
as he turned to head towards the counter to pay for his food. Jacob
took the opportunity to wipe his sweaty palms on the front of his
apron as he followed behind him and tried not to stare at his ass
without the safety of the high counter to hide behind. He glared at
Kyle and mimed punching him in the face, but Kyle just laughed
lowly and Jacob was forced to pretend he was casually stretching
out his arms when Race glanced back at him over his shoulder.

“Jacob.” Race was suddenly in his space, the
bag with his food held carefully in one large hand as he stared at
Jacob in that intense way he had.

“Y-yes?” He wanted to smack himself because
he was twenty-six, not sixteen, and he should be over stuttering
because of a pretty pair of eyes and a nice set of shoulders. But
he knew Race was a lot more than that. He had seen it over the
months they’d known each other, in the way Race was always kind and
polite to everyone even if he was normally quiet and seemed almost
solemn most of the time.

“I’ll see you later.” Race smiled at him,
just a small upturning of his lips but it was enough to make the
corners of his eyes crinkle and the deep dimples, which had been
the bane of Jacob’s existence for months, appear.

Luckily Race turned at that moment and
headed out the door, long legs eating up the distance as he strode
back towards his shop, so he didn’t see the way Jacob practically
melted across the top of the display counter.

Kyle, the bastard, just huffed out a laugh
and ruffled Jacob’s hair again.

“You’ve got it bad, Jay Jay, you’ve got it
real bad.”

“Tell me something I don’t know.” Jacob
huffed mournfully into the glass beneath his cheek.

 


 



Chapter Two

 


Jacob failed to contain his scream of
frustration as he carefully coaxed the large white van onto the
side of the road as a loud knocking noise from the engine warned
him that something was seriously wrong. His day had been a string
of one mishap after another, and he was simultaneously glad it was
over and pissed it had ended with the bakery van breaking down and
leaving him stranded on the side of the road. It was enough to make
him wish he’d paid more attention in auto shop in high school, but
cars had never held much of an interest to him.

Tired and ill-tempered, Jacob pressed his
forehead against the steering wheel and forced himself to breathe
and calm down. When he felt like he could speak without screaming
again he dug out his cell phone, thankful that with everything else
that had gone wrong he hadn’t forgotten it somewhere or dropped it
in a toilet. As it was he had just enough battery left to make a
short call, and normally it would be Kyle, who had actually paid
attention in class, but he didn’t want to interrupt his and Tara’s
monthly date night. Instead he thumbed through his contacts and his
finger hovered over a number for a second in hesitation before he
finally swallowed hard and put the call through.

“Carroway Auto Repair.” Race’s deep voice
came over the line, and Jacob let out a huff of relief.

“Hey Race, it’s Jacob, Jacob Stine … from
the bakery.”

“I know who you are, Jacob.” Race’s tone was
dry and even though he knew Race couldn’t see him Jacob rolled his
eyes, too frustrated to feel ridiculous or nervous the way he
normally did when confronted with Race in any way.

“Right. Well, I’m broke down on the side of
Highway 72, just past the water tower, and I’d appreciate a
tow.”

“Timothy has the truck for the night, and
he’s about three counties over.” Race sounded vaguely
apologetic.

“Race, please just … I need you to do
whatever you need to do to make sure that this night doesn’t end
with me walking fifteen miles back to my house or calling Kyle.”
Jacob heard a chair screech and what sounded like drawers being
opened and closed and then Race was obviously up and moving.

“I’ll be there in fifteen.” Race hung up
before Jacob could say anything else. Jacob did nothing for a
moment but stare at his phone in silence, and then he leaned his
head back against the seat and closed his eyes.

Jacob found himself bored after only a few
minutes, and his fingers started tapping out an irregular rhythm on
the steering wheel as he stared blankly at the dash and willed the
time to pass. A loud rap on his window made him jump, and he was
almost shocked to see Race staring in at him






































cover.jpg
Eve ghtl’b‘ shing
\\

ﬁ /

{ s

e ,%KER 2
(;ETS Hi





tmp_22ffbf05c20c3869e01773e18987a6ba_UrmyhR_html_m498bf818.jpg
Evermght Publishing
} v






tmp_22ffbf05c20c3869e01773e18987a6ba_UrmyhR_html_767cf5ac.jpg
=
)





