
	Stealing was never meant to be this much fun.

	 

	 

	Life is going just the way Sienna Faulkner planned. Christmas is right around the corner, and she’s almost ready to open her new florist’s shop in Summerton, Australia, the town she and her friends have moved to. The move was just what she needed to get back on her feet after a nasty breakup.

	Only there’s one large hiccup in her plans. Wade Thomas.

	Summerton’s sexy mayor keeps asking her out on dates, but Sienna’s not ready to step off the deep end into another relationship yet, or so she thinks.

	Frustrated with Sienna’s continued refusals, Wade takes matters into his own hands and resorts to stealing what he wants.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Sienna bit her lip. Oh, what a view. She ducked back behind the rear door of her little florist’s shop and stifled a giggle.

	It wouldn’t have mattered. Wade Thomas, Summerton’s mayor, wouldn’t have heard her over the summer afternoon downpour anyway.

	She snuck a glance round the door and dropped the empty cardboard boxes she was carrying so she could cover her mouth and smother the laugh that bubbled up.

	Mayor Thomas had his spectacular backside sticking up in the air while he fished around in the skip bin in the car park behind the building she and her friends had bought.

	What the hell was he doing? There was nothing in there but bits of construction waste and debris they had removed from the heritage-listed property.

	Sienna shook her head. He was one of the strangest men she had ever met, and at the same time, like so many others. She let out a slow breath and scooped up the boxes she’d dropped.

	It didn’t matter. He was the mayor, and she wasn’t going to stop him stealing crap from their bin.

	By the time she’d opened the door, Mayor Thomas was on his feet again, but still standing in the pouring rain in front of the skip bin.

	Sienna tilted her head to the side and frowned. Was he shoving whatever it was he’d pinched into his very expensive suit coat?

	She shrugged and turned away. Well, that was his problem. Sienna walked down the porch past the back of Ally and Troy’s new coffee shop to the green and yellow recycling bin and threw the cardboard boxes inside.

	The plastic lid of the bin closed with a thud, and Sienna wiped her hands on her new peach apron before turning to walk back to her shop.

	Her steps faltered. Mayor Thomas stood right outside her back door, looking far sexier than any man in a drenched suit should look.

	Water ran down the side of his face and into his carefully trimmed beard from the lock of steel-shot dark hair he’d shoved out of the way. He stood with his hands clasped in front of him over his buttoned-up jacket—no doubt holding whatever it was he’d nicked so he didn’t drop it.

	Intense hazel eyes watched her as she walked self-consciously towards him. He made her feel things she didn’t want to, but not in a skeevy, take-her-clothes-off-with-his-eyes kind of way. More in a shiver-down-her-spine-and-fan-herself sort of way.

	She’d fallen for a set of eyes once, and she’d told herself things would be different here in Summerton. It was time she wanted more than anything.

	“Mayor Thomas, what can I help you with today?” Sienna asked and stopped a few feet away from him.

	A deep frown drew a line between the mayor’s gracefully arched eyebrows.

	“I told you to call me Wade, Ms. Faulkner,” he said, a hint of annoyance in his voice and his hands tensing over his suit jacket.

	Even with the sharper tone to his voice, the deep rumble still sent a spasm through parts of Sienna she tried hard to ignore whenever the mayor was around.

	After their first meeting, she’d vowed to not call him by his Christian name. It was too personal, too intimate.

	She looked at the ground, anywhere but at his intense eyes. He was creating quite the puddle on the back porch.

	Water pooled around his now ruined leather shoes and ran in a rivulet across the concrete to the gravel car park, much like her determination to keep resisting him trickled away the more time she spent with him.

	Sienna huffed out a breath and took a quick look at him to find him stroking his jacket absently with his thumb. “You did, Mr. Mayor, but we don’t know each other very well, and I was taught it was polite to address people I don’t know by their title and surname,” she said, her attention caught by his thumb moving back and forth.

	He chuckled, dragging her gaze back up to his face, and flashed a devastating grin like he always did each time she called him Mr. Mayor. “That’s exactly why I’m—”

	A high-pitched whine cut him off, and Sienna watched bemused as the area of his expensive suit jacket under his hands wiggled and sneezed.

	She stared at his hands and jacket, her eyebrows creeping up as the now noticeable lump continued to wiggle and squirm while the mayor patted it carefully.

	“—Asking you to go out to dinner with me,” the mayor continued as if nothing had happened. “It would give you the chance to get to know me better, then there would be no reason for you to continue to call me...” A small black nose poked over the top of the last button of the mayor’s jacket, but he kept on without missing a beat. “Mayor Thomas or Mr. Mayor.”

	Sienna bit back a smirk and shifted her gaze from the mayor’s determined face to his hands and the little head and blinking black eyes that had followed the wet nose out from under his jacket.

	“Mayor Thomas, what did you take from our bin?” Sienna asked, trying her hardest to keep the amusement out of her voice.

	“What?” he asked, confusion sliding across his handsome features. He looked down, and a low, sexy chuckle rumbled out of him, but his voice held no humour. “Poor mite, some... unconscionable person dumped it in the bin. I heard it crying when I opened the door of my car.”

	Unconscionable wasn’t the word she would use for the sort of person who would put a puppy in a bin, and from the mayor’s tone, it wasn’t what he’d wanted to use, either. She peered at his car sitting in the drenching rain and shook her head. It was lucky he’d arrived at the time he had, or he would never have heard this tiny bit of fluff crying over the noise of the rain.

	“Well, I’m glad you heard the poor baby,” Sienna said, “but, I’m sorry, I’m going to have to turn down your offer of dinner.”

	Sienna turned, giving the whining puppy one last glance, then opened the back door of her shop and slipped inside.

	“Sienna—”

	She closed the door, the soft click cutting off the mayor’s voice, and flicked the lock. Sienna rubbed at her eyes and blew out a breath.

	He couldn’t force her to go on a date with him, and she knew deep down inside—like she knew the first time her ex had gotten drunk—that being with Wade Thomas would be bad for her health—and her heart.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	The next afternoon, Sienna pulled the back door of her shop closed and sighed. If only every day could be like today. The last order of vases and flower pots had arrived. Now all she needed was her first shipment of flowers.

	She inserted the key and locked the door. The dim gloom of early evening made the Christmas lights they’d hung from the back veranda of the building give off only a soft glow. She still hadn’t decided how she felt about the mayor leaving so fast after she’d shut the door in his face. Every time she said no, he graciously accepted her refusal and walked away. It seemed nothing could burst his ever-present bubble of happiness.

	After the mess with her ex, all she wanted was time to settle into her new life. Time to find the person she was supposed to be, the person she could have become if she hadn’t been in the destructive relationship she’d had with him.

	Sienna shook her head and slid the key from the lock, then turned towards the back entrance to Ally and Troy’s coffee shop. If she was lucky, they might have leftovers she could filch for dinner.

	She started down the back porch away from the faint buzzing of Cole’s tattoo machine coming from the open back door of his shop.

	The back door of Ally’s stood open, the light spilling out onto the concrete porch, and the tantalising scent of whatever they were cooking for the next day wafted out.

	Her belly rumbled, and Sienna picked up her pace, rushing past the narrow staircase that led up to the second floor and the three apartments they’d renovated to live in.

	Before she could reach the door, a hand clamped down over her mouth and another wrapped around her chest right under her breasts.

	A squeal lodged in her throat, and the person ripped her off her feet and spun her around towards the opposite end of the building.

	Sienna struggled, and the arm around her ribs tightened and pressed her back against a hard chest. She strained to draw a breath around a lump hindering her windpipe.

	“Relax, Sienna. I’m not going to hurt you,” a low masculine voice rumbled.

	Sienna’s heart lurched. She was carried around the end of the building, her mind in a whirl. Was it Wa—Mayor Thomas who’d grabbed her?

	No, that was impossible. But it had sounded so much like him, just... different.

	A beat-up old ute sat in the driveway leading to the back of their building, its paint peeling in spots, showing the rust.

	Sienna struggled harder. The mayor would definitely not drive a car like that. Not the man who walked around in suits that looked like they cost more than her entire wardrobe put together, and who was always groomed as if he’d just stepped out of the barber with his hair carefully

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
cover.jpeg
Lee-Ann Wallace

(S fe[/wr the
histras Q%W






