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      Jace Stone’s life has been spiraling out of control since he was shot in the line of duty five years before.

      When his former Captain suggests he tutor a second grade class on the softball field as a favor to his niece—their teacher—he thinks, why not? Life can’t get any worse. What he doesn’t expect is the niece to be a hot, little redhead with curls all the way to her round bottom. She quickly works her way into his dreams, teasing his senses and leaving him hot, hard, and craving a taste of her sexy red lips.

      Savannah Devereux is relieved when her Uncle Ned finds a softball coach to teach her class, but she never expected to be faced with a six-foot mountain of a man who looks like he just climbed out of bed. His heated glances cause her female parts to sit up and take notice, but it’s his sexy five o’clock shadow and sinful mouth that keep her tossing and turning at night.

      The more time they spend together, the more the heat ignites between them. But with his demons to battle and her engagement to someone else, someone is going to get burned.

      A man who’s been through hell and a teacher who belongs to another, come together on the softball field, but soon find their lessons extend beyond the field.
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      “Hmm.” My body hums with desire as Savannah slowly makes her way south. Her pebbled nipples drag across my chest and stomach as she moves lower.

      Settled between my thighs, her breath teases the tip of my fully engorged cock while the silken strands of her curly, red hair fall like a curtain around her beautiful face. The soft strands tickle my lower belly, groin and thighs with every movement she makes.

      Grabbing another pillow, I shove it behind my head to get a better view of her leaning over me. My dick surges with arousal when my eyes fix on her curvy ass sticking up in the air while she’s on her knees…and I feel the first lick of her tongue as she swirls it around the bulging head. Her moan of pleasure surrounds me as my fists tighten around the sheet I’ve been clutching since she decided to move lower.

      Her warm, wet mouth starts to slowly take me inside. My eyes close with the pleasure I’m fighting at being surrounded by her warmth…and then…a buzzing sound intrudes…it won’t fucking stop…

      My eyes snap open.

      What the fuck!

      I grab my cell from the side table and stop the alarm before dropping it to the bed.

      Looking around my bedroom, I realize I’m alone.

      Another fucking dream.

      If only the raging hard-on that I have going on was a dream. The throb is real. The pre-cum coating my stomach is real. Savannah being here with me was the dream.

      Resting back on the bed with my fists still clutching the sheet, I try to get my breathing under control and focus on everything but the dream so my dick deflates.

      It’s been so fucking long since I’ve had a woman that my body has started to conjure one up in my dreams, seeping out into wakefulness.

      Liar!

      I hate my conscience right now because it’s the truth. I am a liar.

      I’ve been obsessed with Savannah Devereux since the day we met. Her petite, curvy body had me taking a second look, while her young, innocent face captivated me. The sprinkling of freckles across the bridge of her nose and cheekbones draws my attention every time I see her and makes me want to hold her still while I taste every freckle. They remind me of cinnamon sugar shimmering on a plate. Her plump lips, with their natural pink tint are made for kissing, although I’ll admit I’ve imagined them on another part of my body more than once—this morning being one of those times. I’ve also lost count of how many times my hands have twitched to reach out to caress her curves.

      Hell!

      Thinking about Savannah isn’t helping the discomfort in my groin. No matter how many times I’ve been tempted to self-pleasure with Savannah in my thoughts, I haven’t. Nothing could ever compare to the woman herself.

      Which is why my last date—what was her name again…Robyn—didn’t go so well. She’d expected more when I dropped her back at her house, but what she’d gotten was a simple peck on the cheek.

      My infatuation has to stop. I’m thirty-six. I’m not eighteen with a body full of raging hormones. Well, maybe I do have the hormones, but fuck, anyone with twenty-twenty vision would have an obsession with Savannah.

      My brows pull into a tight line at the thought. She’s mine to obsess over, not some other bastard’s.

      But she is someone else’s.

      That thought doesn’t sit well with me. Since I discovered that she was engaged, I’ve tried to divert my thoughts, but I can’t after seeing who she’s engaged to. Her reaction to him sets off alarms in my head.

      He looks possessive where Savannah looks unhappy. She always seems relieved to be away from him whenever he’s dropped her off at the field.

      Whenever I mention him she changes the subject, so I eventually took the hint and now keep quiet about that part of her life. It’s like a ball of fire in the gut knowing she has a man in her life—a man who makes love to her—a man whose hands touch my woman.

      “Fuck,” I roar, swinging my legs over the side of the bed.

      I need to fucking stop. I’ve tried to over the past twelve months, but I find that I can’t and it’s only getting worse.

      At first, I tried to tell myself it was the lack of female company that had me obsessing over her. Being alone for over five years put these thoughts in my head, but in the end, I realized it’s a lot more.

      When she’s caught off guard, the heat in her eyes that she directs toward me causes a weakness in my legs. Once or twice I’ve even stumbled on my prosthesis when her eyes have been on me.

      Savannah makes me crave the things that I gave up on when I lost my lower leg in the line of duty. For years after my life as I’d known it ceased to exist. I was in a very dark place—one that I wouldn’t have wanted any woman to see, or my family for that matter. In the end, it was my brother, Ryder, who realized I needed a lot more help than what I was getting. Because of him, I stopped wanting to give up on life and started wanting to live again. It wasn’t long after that when my parents got on my ass about my shit. They were tired of watching me giving up, and with the help of them and my brother, we carved out the life I have today—a life I never expected to have after everything happened.

      It’s only since I started coaching softball for Savannah’s class that I’ve started to feel as though I’m healing. I have a feeling that some of that has to do with Savannah. Her smiles can bring me out of the gloom that comes across me unexpectedly. Her soft voice when she speaks to me, alone, is like a caress over my skin, which causes me to want so much more.

      I’ve been missing Savannah like crazy since the kids have been out of school for the summer. I want the kids to come back from their break so Savannah and I can start coaching a new class. Part of it is because I want to see her, but I also miss working with the kids.

      When the coaching first started and I met Savannah, I kept telling myself she wouldn’t be interested in me because I wasn’t whole. But that’s bullshit. I am whole, and I know what I want. I just need to work out a way to get her.

      The buzzing from my cell distracts me from thoughts of the woman who rarely leaves my mind.

      Palming the annoying thing, I read the text from my captain, Savannah’s uncle—Captain Ned Devereux, at the sheriff’s department. It’s because of him and our long friendship that I’m working for the department. I’ve known Ned for fifteen years, and started at his department fresh out of the academy. Once I’d gotten my life back on track, he’d fought to get me a job, which is why I’m now a part-time consultant for the department as well as an instructor over at the academy. It’s more paper shuffling and research than anything, but I still feel useful. I grimace at the text as I wonder why Ned wants me to see him at the department before I go to my own office at the academy.

      Quickly shooting him a message to let him know that I’ll be in shortly, I climb off the bed and start getting ready for the day as Savannah plays heavily on my mind.
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      Watching Richard pull out of the drive, my whole body sags in relief. The tension leaves as quickly as it overtook me, I feel drained…cold and unsure of myself…of us, I guess.

      He hasn’t changed, but I have.

      Richard appeared when I was at a low point in my life with the death of my father, fourteen-months after my mother passed away. I’d needed support, which I’d been getting from my Uncle Ned, but I’d needed more and that’s what I’d gotten from Richard. He would always be around, never more than a phone call away, and he was always ready to fill the hole that was growing larger with my grief. The sex hadn’t been mind blowing, and more times than I care to admit, had left me hanging and frustrated. He hadn’t cared as long as he got off. I didn’t care because, for a few minutes, I could forget that hole that was gnawing at me. He didn’t fill it, but I didn’t need it to be filled.

      And then, before I realized it, I was in a relationship with Richard. We’d gone from casual lovers to being a couple and I still didn’t fight it even though my heart wasn’t in it.

      Before the dust could settle, Richard had put a ring on my finger. He hadn’t asked and I accepted it without even saying ‘yes’. I found it was easier to just go along with him at the time. Now, I wish I hadn’t been so lost in my grief to allow him to take advantage of the situation because my answer would have been no.

      There is no love between us, at least on my part. Sometimes I wonder about his feelings for me. He’s possessive whenever we go anywhere together. He always keeps me close and throws everyone who dares to look in my direction a glare that means business.

      Since the ring was put on my finger, Richard hasn’t touched me sexually and, although I’m relieved he hasn’t tried, I’m surprised. His explanation when he first stopped inviting me to stay over was that he wanted to wait until we were married. I accepted this but as time has gone on, I’m not sure I believe him.

      If I need to talk, or if something around the house needs fixing, then he’s always here. The sad thing is that I don’t feel anything other than friendship toward him. It also begs the question about what I’m going to do. I can’t stay engaged to a man I don’t love—a man I don’t want to share my life with in that way—but I don’t want to hurt him either.

      With a heavy sigh, I pour another mug of coffee and sneak another warm cookie from the rack before I curl into my favorite chair in the living room.

      Later today, I’ll be visiting the children’s home and want to take them some homemade treats. I’ve been volunteering at the home for about two years to give me something to do with my spare time, especially in the summer. I love all the kids I work with but I have my favorite children, one of whom is a pixie of a child named Tammy, who is four. She’s a sweet little girl, and when she sees me, her eyes always light up, even though her face doesn’t show any emotion. She always has her thumb in her mouth while she clutches a bunny the officer who’d brought her in had given her. Tammy makes me want to wrap her up in my arms and take her home with me.

      Which brings my mind back to Jace. I say back because he’s always on my mind, which isn’t always convenient. I’ve been missing him since the softball lessons stopped while summer vacation is happening. Unfortunately, not a day has gone by where I haven’t wondered what he’s up to, or who he’s up to it with. My heart thuds in my chest when I imagine him with another woman because I want him to be with me.

      Sad, I know.

      His six-foot, muscular frame towers over me and it always causes ripples of desire to start in my belly when he greets me at the field. He makes me feel as though he needs a connection to me just like I do to him. When we are together, all it takes is his smile and then I’m transfixed and forget everything but him. He always has a trimmed scruff covering his lower face, which draws my attention to his red lips. He works out, making no secret of the fact, and his body drives me to distraction…even when he isn’t with me, as I think about the hard plains I can see through his shirt. He has a bulging upper body and I’ve spent plenty a night dreaming, imagining those thick arms wrapped around me. He has a mighty fine ass as well, which I know he’s caught me looking at a time or two…or three.

      In the beginning, I’d felt that he was self-conscious with me because of his prosthesis. He’d eventually settled after a few lessons, but sometimes a darkness seemed to hang over him and all I wanted to do was wrap him up in my arms, kiss his brow, and tell him everything would be okay. Of course I didn’t do that, but the urge to do so was strong.

      Although Uncle Ned had been the one to fix me up with Jace as the softball coach for my class, he refuses to tell me how Jace was injured. I know it was in the line of duty, but my uncle refuses to be more specific. He’s known Jace for a long time, which begs the question as to why we’ve never met before. Our age difference could have something to do with that, and the more I think about it, the more that reason seems plausible. I would have been around ten when their friendship started, so maybe we have met. Although, I’m sure I would have remembered that smile.

      Needing to catch a glimpse of Jace, I’m going to bake a cake and take it into my uncle’s office before I head over to the children’s home. It’s risky, considering that Richard starts his new job at the same station today as a deputy.

      With a bit of luck, Richard will be out on patrol when I arrive, so I’ll get to talk to my uncle alone and maybe discover Jace’s whereabouts.

      The more I think about Jace, the more I realize that’s what I’m going to do, no matter how it will look. I just need to see him, and maybe, ask Jace for coffee. I only hope the opportunity arises.
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      Climbing out of my truck at the sheriff’s station has me catching my breath. The heat of the morning is already past the temperature where I’d normally be stripped down to my cargo shorts and shirt, and I’m sweltering in my attire. Today was not a casual day and I’m in pants, button-down and tie. I can’t help wondering what I’m needed for.

      Reaching the door to the building, I sigh in relief when the air conditioning hits me. Trying to suppress the need to loosen my tie, I fail miserably and end up popping the top two buttons as the noose is shoved into my pocket.

      As I approach, Anita, the deputy working the front desk, looks up and smiles as though I’ve just made her day. Returning her smile, I remove my jacket and hear her sigh.

      Anita tells everyone she’s thirty-nine, when in truth, she’s fifty-five, although she doesn’t look her age.  She’s never missed a scheduled day of work that I can ever remember.

      “You’re looking mighty fine this morning, Jace Stone.” Anita crosses her arms under her ample chest and grins.

      “As do you.” I grin.

      Anita buzzes me in and I move around to her side and place a kiss to her cheek before getting quickly out of her way.

      She swats at me. “Now you behave yourself, young man.” Giving me a stern look, she adds, “You need to be flirting with a young lady instead of this older one.”

      Anita has tried to fix me up a time or two, which is one of the reasons why I went on the date with Robyn. Anita had set us up and I have to admit that I did like her…just not the way I should have. Robyn was attractive and had a great sense of humor, but sadly, she wasn’t Savannah. I find that I have no interest in anyone but the very woman herself.

      I wink at Anita and chuckle when she raises a startled brow. “I’d much rather be flirting with you.”

      I lean against the desk, knowing she will be affronted if I don’t stay for a few more minutes. But now that she’s really looking at me, I think it’s wiser to move on.

      “I’m safe so you flirt with me.” She frowns. “I worry about you, Jace. You’re a handsome, young man with a lot going for you. You need a nice, young woman to settle down with. A woman who can give you little Jaces, one who can give you sleepless nights—instead of the other reason you have sleepless nights.”

      As the blush creeps up my cheeks, it hits me that she isn’t referring to my X-rated dreams of Savannah, but the nightmares that started five years ago.

      Anita laughs. “Hmm, I wonder what kind of dreams you thought I meant?” She shakes her head with a grin splitting her face. “You go and see Ned.”

      Glad to escape for once, I grab my jacket and head for the stairs. The exercise of running up them to the fourth floor will get the blood flowing in a different direction than the thoughts of Savannah do.

      With one floor to go, I stop to gather my thoughts. The whole climb, I’ve been thinking of ways to see Savannah again. It’s been too damn long, and even if it’s only a glimpse, the need to see her is strong—a lot stronger than I realized before I made my way to see her uncle. I wonder what he’ll think if I ask for her number? Getting it from her is something I’d thought about during the lessons leading up to summer vacation, but I hadn’t quite worked up the courage. I wimped out, which I regret now that I’m itching to catch a glimpse of her.

      I need to stop letting her distract me.

      Yeah, good luck with that.

      Shoving through the door on the fourth floor, I try to shove Savannah out of my head as I see Ned heading to his office moments after he passes some paperwork to an officer. Ned is someone I’d trust with my life, in fact, I have trusted him with my life on several occasions before I lost detective status. I’ve been to his house too many times to count, but I’ve never once seen Savannah, or have I? Every now and again, a teasing memory surfaces of a child in a dress with her hair up in a band at a barbecue. Before the full memory can be brought to the surface, it’s gone. I know from Ned that Savannah is a lot younger than I am, which on occasion has made me wonder what I’m doing obsessing over someone so young. But an eleven years age difference isn’t a problem for me. She’s twenty-five, not under eighteen, so there isn’t a problem.

      Movement opposite Ned’s desk catches my attention, telling me he isn’t alone. As I walk closer, my heart sinks, and I can’t get my head to accept that the man who is engaged to Savannah is sitting in Ned’s office wearing the uniform of a sheriff’s deputy.

      He isn’t someone I’ve ever seen here before. The few times I have seen him, he’s been at the field, on the occasions that he’s dropped off or picked up Savannah. I had no idea he was a deputy. For that matter, I’d never given thought to what he did. It just angered me that he had Savannah when she’s meant to belong to me.

      Get a fucking grip, Jace. She doesn’t belong to you, no matter how much you wish that she did.

      Ned catches my eye through the glass partition separating his office from the bustle of the detective’s room. Waving me inside, Ned stands and opens the door.

      We shake hands in greeting, and I kind of miss the hug that usually accompanies the hand greeting. He’s familiar and a friend, and even though I’d rather not have the other guy in the room with us, I’m happy to see Ned.

      “It’s been too long, Jace,” Ned comments, sitting behind his desk.

      “A couple of weeks.” I smile, and take the remaining chair opposite his desk.

      He chuckles. “You have me there.” He clears his throat. “Let me introduce you two.”

      “We’ve seen each other before,” leaves my mouth before I can smother the urge.

      Ned looks between us, and frowns. “I didn’t know you’d both met.”

      “He’s dropped Savannah at the field few times, although we’ve never been officially introduced,” I reply before turning to him, “Jace Stone.” I hold my hand out and await his response.

      I don’t have too long to wait, although I get the feeling he’d rather not respond to me at all.

      Something to think about.

      “Richard Tate, Savannah’s fiancé.”

      Ignoring him, I turn back to Ned, wondering why he has us both in his office, all the while keeping an eye on Richard from the corner of my eye.

      It’s clear that Richard thinks I’m a threat to his relationship, which tells me he isn’t sure of his woman. If he were, he wouldn’t feel threatened by me, and why he does when we’ve never actually met before is anyone’s guess.

      Ned clears his throat as he shuffles some papers on his desk—a clear indication that he’s nervous. He glances between the two of us as the tension builds in the room. “Um, okay. You girls need to get along because I want you both to arrange a charity softball game benefitting the local children’s home, Golden Circle.” He pauses before continuing, “The two teams will be one from here and one from the academy.” He looks directly at me. “Jace, you’re on the academy’s team, so I can’t see any problems with you getting them together.”

      “That shouldn’t be a problem. I really like this idea. So we charge per ticket and all money goes to the home, right?”

      “Yes, we have the grounds,” Ned replies, before waving between Richard and me. “Richard is a transfer and he’s organized a few fundraisers before, which is where you,” he points at Richard, “come in. You both need to double check dates, make sure there’s enough time for the event to be organized, confirm the date with Joe, who looks after the field, and then away you can run with it.” Ned relaxes back in his chair and places his unwavering gaze on the two of us. “Also, Clint has offered to come in with the food stands and donate all the profit for the day to Golden Circle.” He eyes us both suspiciously. “Is there going to be a problem, or are you both going to be able to pull this off?”

      I certainly don’t have any problems with this and it’s for a worthy cause as well. It’s something I can get sucked into so I’m distracted from the gorgeous redhead that is under my skin. I nod and say, “I don’t have a problem and would be happy to support the children’s home.”

      Ned shifts in his seat and I realize that some of the tension around his eyes is starting to relax. He turns his gaze toward Richard, who has remained quiet.

      Richard nods. “Do you intend to play?” he directs at me in an abrupt manner.

      I’m surprised by his question, and for once, I’m silenced as my brain tries to spin into gear.

      Luckily, Ned doesn’t have the same problem. “Of course Jace is going to be playing. I’ve already said he’s on the academy’s team.”

      I knew there was a reason why I loved that man!

      Finding my voice, I ask, “Do you have a problem with me playing?”

      Richard’s eyes flash toward my prosthesis before he backtracks right before my eyes. “No…no, sorry. I didn’t mean it to come out like it did.” He carelessly throws his arms around. “I’ve played softball before and wouldn’t mind being on the team. I was just curious about you.”

      What a load of shit!

      “I’m going to be playing,” I say firmly.

      At my tone, Ned stands and glances between us. He doesn’t look too happy with Richard and I wonder if he will say anything more about the guy’s obvious attitude. “Well that’s sorted. Richard, I won’t keep you any longer as I’m sure you have something better to do right now.” He dismisses Richard without a second glance, before turning to me, “Jace, can you stay for a minute?”

      “I can.”

      Richard stands, a scowl marring his face as he stomps out of the room, closing the door with a firm click. It’s clear that he wasn’t happy about the abrupt dismissal by Ned.

      Ned relaxes completely as he sits back down in his chair. “I shouldn’t say this, but please watch your back around him. There’s something I can’t put my finger on. I’ve tried to like him because he was there for Savannah when she lost her father, but now, I don’t think he makes her happy…” He sighs and his eyes fill with worry before they brighten again. “The only time she seems to smile is when I ask her about the softball lessons.” He smiles and raises a brow in my direction.

      My heart thuds in my chest knowing I make her smile.

      Not you, the softball…

      “I trust you with my niece… I don’t trust him.” Ned sags back into his chair as though he has the world on his shoulders. “Go talk to your friends at the academy.”

      He’s given me a lot to think about, although it’s not as though I’m not going to be thinking about Savannah when she takes up all my spare time and then some.

      “I will.” I move toward his door.

      “Jace?”

      Turning back, I realize he’s up to something with the grin on his face. “I’m having a barbecue in two weeks for Savannah’s birthday. I hope you can attend.”

      Try keeping me away.

      “I’ll be there.”

      “Thought you might,” he chuckles.

      Have I not hidden my attraction to his niece as well as I thought I had?

      He knows and doesn’t seem bothered, even though she’s engaged to someone else, and why doesn’t he think she’s happy? That comment has me worried. I shouldn’t be, but I am.

      Needing to clear my head, I head down to the ground floor. I have enough to think about and I’d rather do it away from the station, where I won’t have any questioning eyes.
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      The heat and the shoddy air-conditioning in my car are going to have the buttercream melting on the two cakes that I’ve made for my uncle and his colleagues. I’m hoping he’ll be in a sugar-induced coma and not pay much attention to me when I ask for Jace’s number. That’s the plan at least.

      Uncle is partial to red velvet, and I don’t know anyone who can resist chocolate cake, so having spent all morning baking, I’m happy that they’ve turned out so well.

      Now all I need is the air conditioning to kick in again. It seems to be on for two minutes, then off for five. Definitely need to take it into the garage tomorrow to get it checked because I’ve no clue. There’s no use asking my uncle about it either. He likes to think that he knows what he’s doing under the hood of a car when in actual fact he’s just as clueless as me. I’m not even going to ask Richard. I’ve started to feel relieved when he leaves and I dread him inviting me to stay at his place. Having him fix my car would just mean that he was around even more.

      I haven’t spent the night with him at his place since we’ve gotten engaged, but I’m kind of expecting him to ask me soon. I don’t know what I’m going to do when he does because I don’t want that. I guess the sooner I tell him, the better. I just don’t think he’s going to accept my decision lying down.

      Chewing my bottom lip with worry, I sigh in pleasure as the air conditioning kicks in just as I’m pulling into a parking lot at the sheriff’s station.

      It’s a new building, or rather a newish one, as it’s about three years old now. The six floors hold a different division on each. Outside, it’s like any other building, but inside it has state-of-the-art equipment from the computer to the workstations to the lab equipment. Very modern looking.

      I smile when I remember my uncle being so disgruntled when he first moved into the new building. My uncle likes his routine and, at the time, he preferred all the old machines, which really had needed replacing.

      Chuckling to myself, I climb from the hot piece of junk I call a car and start to sweat the minute I’m standing outside. The fact that my long hair is loose isn’t helping, so leaning back into the car, I grab a clip from the dash. Stepping away, I gather my hair up and immediately start to feel cooler with the slight breeze caressing my neck.

      As I turn to look around, my eyes land on the man I have an obsession with, and I find it difficult to look elsewhere.

      Jace’s gaze is fixated on my face, before it slides over my body with a slow caress.

      With a tingling of desire in the pit of my stomach, my feet freeze to the ground and all I can do is watch as Jace moves closer, until he’s standing directly in front of me. In the silence, we let our eyes do the talking.

      This is the first time he’s let me see how much he really longs for me, and my heart is hammering in my ears with a mixture of desire and excitement as his gaze stays intently on me.

      Focused on Jace, my arms drop to my sides, letting my hair tumble down my back in waves. Jace steps closer and, reaching out with his hands, catches some of my red locks between his fingers.

      “So soft,” he whispers, stepping closer until there are only inches separating us.

      The warmth of his body seeps through my clothing, causing pinpricks of pleasure to roll through me. It isn’t until he dips his head and inhales my scent that my knees threaten to give way with the lust running through me.

      I’m so glad that I’m wearing a multi-colored chiffon tunic over my cami because my nipples are hard buds, begging for his touch. The throbbing in my shorts is so bad that I’d be surprised if he doesn’t smell my arousal.

      Jace turns his face toward me, and I gasp when our noses rub together, albeit briefly. The desire thrums through me and my body aches for his touch.

      “Jace,” I whisper, my voice husky with need.

      “Savannah,” he counters, his eyes moving over my face with desire.

      I nervously lick my lips, and hear a groan at the back of Jace’s throat. His fingers tighten in my hair as his eyes close tightly and he inhales deeply before his eyes snap open again—as though he needs to get himself under control.

      It feels like any minute now he’s going to pounce on me in the parking lot. Not that I’d complain, but my life’s too complicated at the moment with a fiancé—even if I don’t want him to be. To be honest, I’m not even sure Richard wants to be with me either.

      As if Jace realizes my mind has drifted, he clears his throat and, with reluctance, slowly takes a step back. Goose bumps follow the caress of his hands on my arms as he withdraws his hold.

      I long to wrap my arms around his waist to pull him back to me. His loss of body heat is like a chasm between us.

      Watching him now that my body doesn’t feel like it’s been completely overtaken, I see the control he’s using to steady himself. His arousal isn’t as easy to hide as mine and it looks hard and uncomfortable behind his zipper.

      He catches where my eyes are focused and chuckles. “I guess I can’t hide what you do to me.” He blushes.

      The admission is one that takes my breath away and taking pity on him, I admit, “I’m just as aroused as you.”

      His eyes flare with heat before he forces himself to take another step back. “God, Savannah. What you do to me!”

      I need to pull myself together instead of standing here like an idiot flirting with Jace. I’m not sure what overtook us, but it was potent.

      Suddenly remembering the cakes in the car, I clear my throat and turn my back to him. “Can you help me with these?” I scramble into the car so I can reach the cakes on the other side. Kneeling on the seat, I grab the red velvet cake and turn to pass it to Jace. His eyes are firmly fixed on my legs and bottom, which is sticking up as I’m reaching onto the floor of the passenger side. I should have gone around to get them.

      “Jace?”

      His eyes meet mine, and after he blinks a few times, he takes the cake from my hands. I collect the chocolate cake and my purse as I back out of the car.

      I grin when I catch Jace sniffing at the baked goods. He returns my grin. “You made these?”

      “I did.” The butterflies in my stomach are going crazy and the sexy guy in front of me is the cause.

      “Where you taking them?”

      “To my uncle.” I snicker, and wait for him to announce that he’ll carry them inside for me.

      “Let’s go.” Jace removes the other from my hands and indicates for me to go before him.

      “You like cake?” I ask, while holding the door into the building open for him.

      “Who doesn’t?” He grins—the panty dropping one.

      Sigh.

      Anita buzzes us in, and I can’t help but notice the knowing glance she gives us as we pass her.

      “Um, you want to call the elevator?” Jace raises a brow with his lips twitching.

      I blush and quickly step forward to press the call button. I seriously need to get my act together before reaching my uncle’s office. I seem to be a blundering idiot today.

      Seeing the elevator is on its way down, I turn to Jace and ask, “Weren’t you on your way out?” I frown.

      Jace stays quiet.

      He was, and I’ve delayed him. “If you pass the cakes to me, I’ll make it upstairs on my own without dropping them.”

      The elevator arrives and Jace dodges by me and my reaching hand as he steps inside.

      I, of course, follow. I have a feeling that I’d follow him anywhere.

      “I’m not,” he looks between the cakes, “letting these babies out of my sight until I’ve sampled some of each.”

      “Is that right?” I lean against the wall, but get the feeling he’d prefer to sample something else.

      As the doors close, I feel my chest tighten. The elevator is slow, and the longer I’m trapped inside with Jace, the more I want to fidget. Not just the fact that I hate elevators because of the enclosed feeling, but because the heat from Jace is all-consuming. I’m not even sure he knows what he’s doing to me. At least I have a distraction from one of my biggest fears.

      Meeting his gaze, I can’t quite keep the panic from entering my eyes.

      Jace straightens and takes a step closer when the doors whoosh open.

      I jump out and try to place a smile on my lips but with the look Jace is giving me, something tells me I’ve failed.

      “Savannah, what a lovely surprise,” Uncle Ned calls from the hallway moments before he pulls me into his arms in one of his bear hugs. Putting me away from him, he looks me over. “You look pretty…now tell me what brought you down here today?”

      At this moment, Jace steps out of the elevator brandishing the cakes just as the doors start to close.

      My uncle’s face lights up as he swipes the red velvet out of Jace’s hands.

      “Hey, now,” Jace protests.

      “She’s my niece, so I get to choose first.”

      I laugh at the two of them not wanting to share.

      “Besides,” my uncle pointedly stares at Jace, “I thought you’d left.”

      Jace grins. “I did, until I spotted homemade cake in the parking lot.” Jace winks at me, and my heart thuds in my chest.

      “Hmm, I suppose I can offer you a slice…but only one.” My uncle turns and disappears into his office with the baked treat.

      “We better follow,” I suggest, “or there won’t be any left.”

      “Wait.” Jace ignores the laughter in my voice as he grabs hold of my arm. His voice and expression turning serious, “Are you all right?”

      I stare up into his eyes and I want to say something. I want to tell him how I’m unsure about everything…how I’m unhappy about being engaged. The words hover on my lips and just as I’m about to say them, I hear Richard’s demanding voice snarl, “What’s going on?”

      Jumping away from Jace as he lets my arm drop, we turn at the same time to face Richard.

      Until now, I’d forgotten that there was a chance I’d run into him and, by the sound of it, he doesn’t seem too happy. It’s his first day working out of this location, so I guess I need to get used to seeing him here.

      My longing to catch a glimpse of Jace was what brought me here, and everything else has flown right out of my head.

      “I was just checking that she’s okay. She looks pale,” Jace offers, his jaw tight as he looks between the two of us, refusing to budge.

      He’s obviously picking up the vibes from me that are saying I don’t want to be alone with my fiancé.

      Richard has a temper and I’m relieved that I’ve only ever seen it once. It had shaken me up. He hadn’t put his hands on me in anger, but he’d roared around my house until he’d left to cool down. I’d spent hours shaking, terrified that he would come back and hit me.

      “Richard, we have to go.” Stefan dashes around the corner, and comes to a stop when he notices me. Smiling, he says, “Hi, Savannah.” He reaches out and kisses me on the cheek—this is something he’s done for years. His gaze then flitters to Jace, he nods, “Jace,” in greeting before he turns back to me. “It’s been a while, Savannah. How’re you doing?”

      I smile fondly.

      I’m a best friend to his sister, Rachel, who now lives in New York, but Stefan adopted me as his sister a long time ago.

      “I’m fine, thanks Stefan.” I ignore the anger emanating from Richard, and ask Stefan, “How are Mandy and the kids?”

      “Just great.” Stefan looks back at Richard, who is still glaring at me. Stefan’s eyes narrow in confusion before he says, “We need to go…now.”

      “All right.” Richard closes the distance between us as I fight the urge to step away from him. He leans in, his lips hovering just above my cheek. I can smell the stale coffee he drank today before he finally plants a kiss to my cheek. He pulls away, his eyes filled with some strange emotion that I can’t place as he says, “I’ll see you tonight, okay?” I nod automatically before he dashes off after Stefan, leaving me cold.

      “C’mon,” Jace takes my arm but his warmth does nothing to drive away the cold as he adds, “let’s go and get some cake before your uncle really does eat it all.”
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      I seriously need to stop with the daydreaming. Every now and again, an odd word will drift to me from the conversation that Ryder and Dahlia are having with our parents. But my attention is on a small, curvy, redhead when it should really be on the bundle in my arms.

      Faith Louise is sleeping so peacefully that I feel like I want to nap with her…with Savannah curled around us.

      Sighing heavily, I tune into the conversation around me, just as Ryder growls, “Jace?”

      “What?” I snap. “Sorry.”

      “Are you okay?” Dahlia asks, reaching out and rubbing my arm.

      Smiling, I admit, “I’m fine, just distracted with work.”

      Ignoring the stares from my family, I look down at Faith, who is still sleeping peacefully in my arms. She’s a gorgeous baby, even though I might be biased, but she is.

      Only a few weeks old, Faith is the cutest bundle I’ve ever seen, and she’s so peaceful…at least whenever I visit with her. Dahlia tells me that she sleeps from her feeding at ten-thirty at night right through until six in the morning. So I’m going to presume the bags under Dahlia’s eyes have more to do with Ryder wanting his wife than Faith waking for a feeding.

      “Well, we have our babysitter lined up, babe,” Ryder comments.

      I look toward my brother and smile. “I’m all yours, all you have to do is ask. You should know that by now.”

      “I do. I’ll give you a call when we sort something out. I want to take my wife to dinner.” He kisses Dahlia on the lips, and I feel a longing in my chest—to have what he has.

      Until I let Savannah get under my skin, I’d given up on a family of my own. Now, I can’t stop thinking about what it would be like to have with Savannah what my brother has with Dahlia—a family.

      She’s younger than me, which begs the question of whether or not she’d want the same things. Something tells me that she would. She comes across as someone who likes to spend time at home rather than going out drinking or partying every weekend. I guess I got that idea because of the baking, which she obviously enjoys doing.

      “Jace, I wish you’d pay attention,” my mom’s words break into my thoughts.

      “Sorry, what?”

      Ryder starts to laugh. “He’s preoccupied with a curvy redhead.”

      “I like red hair,” Dad comments, which earns him a glare from Mom.

      “So do I.” I sigh, and admit, “She baked a couple of cakes today and took them into her uncle at the department. Damn good as well.”

      “What’d she bake?” Ryder rubs his stomach.

      “You can’t be serious? You’ve just eaten,” Dahlia laughs.

      “There’s always room for cake!” He shakes his head at Dahlia, but grins at me. “I’m still waiting…chocolate?”

      I roll my eyes, and put him out of his misery. “A red velvet cake and a chocolate one. The red velvet was delicious.” I lick my lips, and start laughing at the longing on his face.

      Dahlia pats him on his stomach. “I’ll bake you one tomorrow, now stop with the grumbling. Everyone will think you’re starving.”

      We laugh as Dad says, “He’s always starving…boy almost ate us out of a home when he was a teen.”

      “I’ll go and start the coffee,” Mom offers as the laughter dies down, “and bring in the huge chocolate cake I baked this morning.”

      “I’ll help.” Ryder jumps up and follows Mom out of the room.

      I’m not usually into baked goods, but I could be if Savannah is the one baking them for me—in little clothing so that her delicious curves are on display for me—a nice fantasy.

      Seeing her today in denim shorts and a soft-colored tunic had done things to me. I’d been so lost when I’d spotted Savannah pulling into the parking lot that I’d stopped in my tracks to follow her car. She always looks so fresh, and seeing her dressed so casually made me want to wrap her up in my arms. I wanted to keep her forever and it had been easy to follow her onto the elevator. It had been easy to come up with excuses to touch her.

      I’d soon been brought down a peg or two when Richard had appeared. My attraction to Savannah was probably all over my face…hell, even all over my body, which was full of tension.

      The scent of Savannah had teased my nostrils, which is why I’d bent closer so I could inhale more of her. I don’t know what the fuck had come over me with that move, but just being so close had given me an erection. One that she’d noticed. But she’d been aroused as well. I’d so wanted to stroke between her thighs to feel how wet she was for me.

      Feeling a weight on my shoulder, I turn and return Dahlia’s grin as she snuggles against me.

      “You really are distracted with her, huh?” Dahlia places her hand on top of her sleeping daughter.

      “She’s really cute,” I grin at Dahlia’s snicker and I know that she’s not talking about Faith. “She’s cute, gorgeous, and so damn sexy that it kills me knowing she’s engaged to someone else.”

      I stay silent and wait for Dahlia to comment. I’ve always been able to talk to her, from the first moment we met when Ryder brought her home to meet us all before he screwed up.

      “From what Ryder has told me, she likes you, which doesn’t make sense if she’s already in a relationship that’s leading toward a wedding… Do you think

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/badboyrockers_logo-3.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-05-savingjace_ecover.jpg
NY TIMES AND USA TODAYBES'I%ELLING AUTHOR

LEXI BUCHANAN





OEBPS/images/badboyrockers_logo.jpg






