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Ryan's Obsession

Gwen Riley is my former partner's widow and the object of my obsession. I've waited two long years for her heart to heal. Waited for a sign she was ready to allow another man into her life. I positioned myself to be the one she turned to and what did she do? Go out on a date with another man. Before tonight is over, my lovely lady will learn what I've always known—she belongs to me.
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Prologue
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Ryan

I sat in the corner of the crowded restaurant, gaze locked on the object of my obsession. She sat across the room, blithely unaware of my presence, her attention captured by her date. The man appeared attentive to her every word. Occasionally, his gaze would dip to the brown skin revealed by the neckline of her dress. When she leaned forward, as she was doing now, the swell of her breasts showed. It was tastefully done, but I still wanted to throat punch him.

Gwen Riley, my former partner’s widow, was beautiful. Some might consider her hips too wide or her stomach too round. They’d be fools. She had soul deep, laughing brown eyes that could see into the heart of a man. Her plump lips were quick to smile, and her laughter could make the birds sing. She was my bohemian gypsy.

For the last two years, I’d been insinuating myself deeper into her life. Since John’s death, I called several times a week, making sure she had everything she needed. Once a week, I stopped by to take care of the yard work or any odd jobs that needed doing around the house. I wrangled an invitation to dinner at least twice a month. In short, I’d become even more of a fixture in her home.

This whole time I’d been the perfect friend, waiting for some sign, some indication that Gwen was ready to move past her grief and live again. I’d worked hard to get past my guilt and grief to be the man she needed me to be. I wasn’t waiting any more. It was time to stake my claim.
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Chapter One

[image: ]


Gwen
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It felt good to be out of the house. To be out on a date and see appreciation and admiration in a man’s eyes again. Tonight, I wasn’t John’s widow or JT’s mom. I was an attractive woman worthy of desire. Too bad I couldn’t quell the voice in my head screaming, “He’s the wrong man!” long enough to enjoy it.

Troy Haddish was nice. Two months ago, he’d cashed in a groupon deal for three severely discounted massages at my yoga and massage studio. After his massage package ended, he’d joined a biweekly yoga session. Three weeks ago, Troy had invited me out for a post workout drink at the smoothie bar next door. I’d accepted. That invitation had led to more friendly conversation, and here we were tonight, on our first date.

Troy was a divorced father of two who worked as a bank manager. His looks were exotic, African-American mixed with what looked to be Indian. By Indian, I don’t mean Native American. His complexion leaned more toward olive than brown, his nose was a trifle large for his face, and his body was lean but muscular. I wouldn’t call him handsome. Neither would I deem him ugly. He was somewhere in between.

My husband, John, had been handsome. His mother was Cuban, and his father was African-American. My husband’s complexion had been a few shades lighter than mine and he had gray—I kid you not—eyes. He’d always appeared younger than his actual age, a trait that served him well during his tenure working undercover with the local police department. Being bilingual had also been a plus.

John had enjoyed his assignment with the police department’s gang unit. Despite growing up in suburbia and having a master’s degree in criminology, the man could play ’hood rat with the best of them. To him, it had all been a game. Ironically, it hadn’t been a gangbanger that had killed my husband. It was a disturbing the peace call to a house in suburbia that had caused his death.

He and his partner, Ryan, had unknowingly interrupted a homicide in progress. The homeowner had answered the door with the gun still in his hand. When he’d spotted my husband, he’d opened fire. John had died at the scene. Though wounded, Ryan had managed to return fire, put down my husband’s killer, and call for help.

Once again, I yanked my thoughts back from lanes they should never have traveled, not if I were truly ready to move forward. Pasting a smile on my face, I leaned forward in my seat and gave Troy my full attention.

Thirty minutes later, I set my napkin down on my plate and declined dessert. “This was nice, Troy. I really enjoyed myself. Thank you for inviting me.”

He smiled brilliantly, showing plenty of teeth. “I’m glad. Does this mean you’d be willing to go out with me again?”

Withholding a sigh, I rested my forearm on the recently cleared table and propped my chin on my hand. “Did I mention that I’m a widow, and that coming here with you was my first date since my husband died?”

“You did,” he confirmed with a nod. “He was a policeman who died in the line of duty, a little over two years ago. Tough act to follow.”

“Maybe. I don’t know.” I gave a little shrug. “I thought I was ready to date, but as interesting as I find you, it was a struggle to keep my mind on the here and now. I don’t know if going out again would be fair to you.”

Troy reached out and took my free hand in his. “While I can’t say I’m happy to hear that, it’s only to be expected, isn’t it? The first few dates I went on after my wife and I divorced, I spent most of the night comparing the women to my ex. It’s a natural progression. I’m willing to give it another try if you are.”

I smiled, letting my amusement show. “You’re saying you’re willing to be my romantic guinea pig?”

Displeasure flashed briefly in his narrowed eyes before Troy chuckled softly. “I don’t know if I’d call it that, but you have to start somewhere. Why not with me?”

Examining him closely, I exhaled softly. “In that case, yes I’d love to go out with you again. However, keep in mind, I’m not ready for a lover. So, if you’re holding on for sex, don’t. If dating is tougher than I thought, there’s no way I’m ready to get naked.” I felt it only fair to warn him.

Troy squeezed my hand. “How about we concentrate on being friends and let the rest work itself out?”

Unwilling to rush into anything, I gave the question a few seconds thought before responding. “I’d like that.”

“Consider it done. You ready?” He reached into his back pocket and pulled out his wallet

“Yes.” I grabbed my purse as he picked up the bill.

We walked to the cashier station where he paid for our meal before escorting me outside. I’d driven my own vehicle. After being married to a cop for over twelve years, I knew better than to give a strange man my address. I unlocked the car door and then paused in the open doorway for a final goodbye. “Thanks again. See you in class tomorrow?”

“Sure. If not, I’ll give you a call.” He stepped closer. “If I may?”

Realizing he was asking permission to kiss me, I gave a short nod and held still. With the car door between us, Troy cupped my face with both hands, leaned forward and pressed his lips to mine. I waited for something to happen
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