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      For my mom, who loves musicals as much as I do. This one’s for you!
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      Dee rapped softly on the classroom door as she entered the chemistry lab at Primrose High School. Garrett Smithfield, the resident chemistry teacher, looked up from the test he was grading, and gave her an acknowledging smile as he set his red pen down. “Dee, come on in and grab a seat,” he said, gesturing to a student table as he rose and rounded his desk to join her.

      Dee took a seat, offering the brother of her best friend, Savanah, a warm, kind smile. Having grown up an only child, Garrett had become like a brother to her over the years, and she appreciated their close relationship.

      Dee glanced around the classroom, taking in the beakers, flasks, and test tubes set up along the far wall and catching on a big poster near the front that said “Chemistry. It’s like magic but real”. Dee laughed, loving his weird science guy sense of humor. Her gaze returned to Garrett as she commented with a cheeky smirk, “Nice digs, nerd.”

      “My home away from home,” he replied with a grin, holding his arms out proudly as he turned the conversation back to her. “Now tell me, how was the interview with Doris?”

      Dee let her eyes fall downcast, running her hands over her pencil skirt to smooth it out, taking a moment to pick some lint clinging to the fabric, her face serious and stoic. Garrett’s mouth turned into a frown, a look of disappointment in his eyes as he waited in anticipation for her response. She slowly lifted her head and met his uncertain gaze, a twinkle flashing in their midnight depths and a smile curving her lips up into a smile.

      Garrett hesitantly returned her smile, as the realization that she, in true Dee fashion, was stalling for dramatic effect. “You got the job, didn’t you?” he asked.

      “Of course I did!” she exclaimed, jumping up from the chair with excitement. He rose with her, putting out his arms for a hug. She slipped her arms around him giving him an affectionate squeeze. “Thank you so much for the referral, Garrett! Becoming the drama teacher here at Primrose High is a dream come true.”

      “Anything for my sis from another miss,” he said with a laugh as he held her out at arm’s length. “When do you start?”

      “I start in January, right after Christmas break, and the best part is I get to decide on the Spring musical.” She replied, the joy and excitement bursting with her words.

      “Excellent! Seriously, Dee you’re going to love working here.”
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      Devine Jones loved the stage. Everything about it filled her with joy and happiness. The costumes, the lights, the audience, the applause. Every little detail that goes into a successful production, simply thrilling. There was nothing more satisfying than pouring your heart and soul into a role, taking a bow, and getting a standing ovation. She had always been drawn to the stage, acting in her blood. With her mother a stage actress until she had Dee and her father an accomplished actor as well, quite simply, it was part of her DNA.

      Having never known her father, she grew up an only child to a single mother. During her childhood, finances were always tight, and they never had the money to put her in acting camps or drama classes. That didn’t stop her, though. Having known from a very early age that she wanted to be in the spotlight, her mother brought her to auditions and by the time she was five years old, she had been cast in a national commercial. From there, her passion for acting and the stage became clear to her mother, so she encouraged her to take part in every opportunity she could to get up in front of people, whether it be in the community or school theatre. Dee had dozens of productions under her belt, so when she received a university scholarship, she decided on a major in education and a minor in theatre, with the dream of one day combining both into her dream job. Now here she was, the drama teacher, creative director extraordinaire of Primrose High School, and she couldn’t be happier. Three months into her position at Primrose High and it still felt like a dream to her. As a high school with a long legacy of exceptional dramas and musicals coming from their small-town stage, Mrs. Doris Newman spent over 30 years bringing out the talent of the best and the brightest of Primrose, and now Dee had the honor of filling her illustrious shoes.

      Dee glanced in her full-length mirror, straightening out her bright yellow blouse and black wide leg trousers, feeling every bit the cool young and sophisticated drama teacher. Tying her crochet braids off her face in a simple knot, she surveyed herself in the mirror as she slipped on a pair of gold hoop earrings. Taking one last look at her outfit, accessories and make-up, she smiled. You got this, girl; she reminded herself and confidently walked out of her bedroom, ready to tackle the day ahead.

      Today was the first day back after spring break and she was eager to get to the school to get ready for auditions later that morning. The spring musical season was upon them, and she was beyond excited to bring the Gene Kelly classic, Singin’ in the Rain to the Primrose stage in only two short months. She had her work cut out for her, but as ever, Dee was up for the challenge.

      Entering the main living area of her new condo, she looked around at the high-end finishes of her open concept kitchen, and around the spacious living room and dining area. She loved this corner condo, and from the first visit to the show unit last summer till this past week when she was able to move in, she couldn’t believe she finally had a space she could truly call her own. Plus, the location couldn’t be more perfect. On the west side of Primrose she was just down the street from her best friend Savanah and within walking distance from the school.

      Glancing out the floor to ceiling patio doors of her condo, the skies were clear, the grey rain clouds from the day before having dissipated, leaving room for only bright blue and wispy white clouds. It appeared to be a gorgeous, cool and crisp spring morning. A perfect day to walk to work. Making her way to the front entrance, she slipped on her good walking shoes and her favorite cropped leather jacket as she reached for her large boho bag and slipped it over her body. An umbrella hung on a hook in her closet, and she glanced at it debating if she should grab it. The debate was a short one, as the weather this time of year was unpredictable. Sliding it into her bag, she took one last look at herself in the front entrance mirror, appraised herself one last time and unlatched her door.

      Although it was the beginning of April, it was unseasonably warm for this time of year, making it as good a day as any to start her new walking routine. April in Manitoba tended to be wet and rainy and quite often there was still snow either on the ground or in the forecast. Although it had rained on and off over the weekend, she was confident her walk to the school would be a pleasant one.

      Locking her condo door, she strode towards the elevator, straightening her large boho bag across her body into a comfortable position. The elevator of the six-floor condo building came quickly, and she got on as she pulled out her ear buds and slipped them into her ears. The soundtrack of Singin’ in the Rain came through, making her smile, the plan for today filling her chest with warmth and anticipation. She loved this musical and couldn’t wait to bring it to life.

      Exiting the elevator, she passed the workout room, glancing in and thinking she needed to check it out soon as strode past the building office and mailbox wall. Exiting the building into the brisk spring morning, she stopped, breathing in deeply the smell of fresh dirt and rain. Humming to the soundtrack as she walked down the sidewalk, the sun was shining, the birds were chirping cheerfully as Gene Kelly, Debbie Reynolds and Donald O’Conner sang out “Good Morning” and she couldn’t help but think, what a good morning indeed.

      Reaching the juncture of her street and Main Street, she waited patiently at the corner to cross as a few vehicles passed and, seeing it was clear, she happily strode to the other side of the street. Large puddles lined the street, some large enough to overflow the curb but not reach the sidewalk. She lifted her trousers so she could skip over a puddle and make her way to the sidewalk on the other side. Just as she cleared the puddle, a large pickup truck turned from Main Street, splashing up the rainwater drenching her with the spray. She stood there on the edge of the road, hands up, a look of disbelief on her face as she took in her ruined pants and blouse soaked with cold, muddy water. The truck braked with a loud squeal on the other side of the intersection and the driver’s side door flew open.

      “Are you okay?” a rich deep voice called out as she stood there in shock at what had just happened.

      “No!” she snapped, her once cheerful mood suddenly teeming with frustration as she took in the disaster that was her outfit and pulled out her ear buds, angrily stuffing them into the pocket of her jacket.

      “Ma’am, I’m so sorry. I didn’t see you there and…” the voice was now closer to her.

      “You were going too fast!” she exclaimed with a huff as she glanced up into the face of the man attempting to apologize. Her glare was met with the most gorgeous ocean blue eyes and, much to her own internal protest, her frustration and anger softened towards the handsome man standing before her.

      “I was probably going too fast,” he replied, raising his hands, his brows furrowed as he took in her dirty wet clothes.

      “Probably?” she asked, a soft indignation in her tone as she took him in. The man in front of her was the epitome of tall, dark, rugged, and handsome. His hair was sexily messy and curled out at the ends haphazardly. He had a dark 5 o’clock shadow that covered his strong jawline and bewitching blue eyes. He wore a plaid work jacket, a Henley shirt that stretched over his long lean torso and faded boot cut jeans with steel toe boots. He looked like he was either a farmer or off to work hard labor on a job site.

      “You’re right, I was going too fast. Again, I’m so very sorry,” he said now at her side, meeting her gaze, a sincere look of apology on his impossibly handsome face. “Wait here, I probably have a towel in the back of the truck,” he said, turning from her and rushing over to his truck, opening a storage box in the bed. Pulling out a beach towel, he rushed back over and handed it to her.

      She accepted it graciously and tried to wipe down her soaked pants, groaning at the mud on her beautiful yellow blouse. “I need to go home and change.” She said, shaking her head in defeat and handing him back the soiled towel.

      “Are you close? I can give you a lift,” he offered, sincerity in his tone as his eyes locked on hers. “Honestly, that’s the least I can do after I completely ruined your clothes.”

      Dee prided herself on being street smart and taking rides from random strangers was not something she was in the habit of doing. However, seeing the kindness in the eyes of this handsome stranger, her intuition told her he was harmless. Besides, she had taken self-defense classes and knew at least 15 ways to maim or disable him if she needed to.

      She squinted, giving him one more scrutinizing look before she answered. “I’d appreciate that. I just live in the new condo complex at the end of the street.”

      “I live there too. I’m Jaxon Isley.” he said, putting out his hand to her in greeting.

      Dee slowly accepted his hand and met his gaze, his breathtaking blue eyes catching the morning light and making them twinkle as a sweet smile tugged at his lips. Dear Lord, those are some sexy lips. His smile deepened, causing his eyes to crease endearingly at the corners as he held onto her hand a beat longer than was necessary. A surge of warmth ran through her body at the feel of her hand in his and she had to remind herself that she was really upset by this situation she found herself in. Dee met his smiling eyes, and that was it. Any anger or frustration seemed to melt away by the warmth that radiated from his gaze. Dee shook her head, trying to get her bearings as she replied. “I’m Devine Jones.”

      “Well, Ms. Jones, shall we go?” he asked, gesturing over to his truck. She nodded, and he watched as she jumped over the puddle again and walked over to the passenger side. On the truck door, she noticed the Isley Construction decal, which was the company that she dealt with when she purchased her condo. Opening the door, she climbed in as he got into the cab next to her.

      “Isley Construction. Is that your company?” she asked, slipping on her seat belt, and giving him a surveying side eye as he did a U-turn and turned down her street, heading towards the condominiums.

       “Yes.” he replied, glancing over at her. “And where were you headed this morning?”

      “The high school. I’m the new drama teacher at Primrose High.” she replied, chin high and proud.

      “Ah! I heard Mrs. Newman retired.” he said with a look of nostalgia on his face. “I always enjoyed being part of her productions when I was in high school. You’re looking at none other than Curly in the 2009 Primrose production of “Oklahoma”.” he shared with a cheesy grin.

      Dee instantly liked his smile. Bright white, with one tooth off to the left that was a little crooked and made him look kind of boyish, even though she was sure he was well into his 30s. It was an endearing imperfection. She grinned back, feeling surprisingly relaxed around this man she just met. “Handsome young cowboy, I can see it,” she commented with a hint of flirtation in her voice.

      Noticing, his lips tugged up in a sweet smile as he turned into the parking lot and pulled up to the front door of the condo. Putting the vehicle into park, he turned to her. “I’ll wait here for you and make sure to get you to work. Take as much time as you need. I’m not in a rush to get anywhere.”

      “Because you’re the boss?” Dee asked cheekily. Jaxon smirked, and he nodded as she got out of the truck. Glancing over her shoulder, she flashed the handsome country boy a smile and slipped through the front door of the building, feeling his eyes on her as she went.
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        * * *

      

      Jaxon sat there, watching the beautiful Ms. Jones disappear into the building. Letting out a low whistle, he ran a hand over his scruffy chin. She is gorgeous. Her midnight-colored eyes, like nothing he had ever seen before. Those high enviable cheekbones, full plump lips and a smile that made her cheeks indent into the sexiest dimples. Damn. It had been a long time since he met a woman that intrigued him, and the ebony beauty that was just in his truck was beyond intriguing.

      At 37, Jaxon would describe his past love life as a story line out of a soap opera. As a high school baseball star, president of the student council his senior year, and declared the most popular guy at Primrose High in the yearbook, he was never lacking for dates and girls on his arm. Then, being drafted right out of high school to a Major League farm team, he found himself playing Minor League baseball in Buffalo, New York, where he met his now ex-wife, Leah. Leah was a blonde, blue-eyed beauty from New York City, whom he met at a nightclub on a night out with some teammates. Tall and svelte, Leah had a model’s body and was very glamorous. Nothing like the small-town girls he was used to. She immediately had her sights on Jaxon, and he was the envy of all his friends and teammates. Two years into their relationship, he proposed, and they married in a large, lavish wedding, with him vowing to give her everything her heart desired and more. Only a year into their marriage, things started to get rocky. Leah’s demands of him had become overwhelming as she spent money like he was in the big league, trying to maintain a lifestyle far beyond their means and racking up debt they couldn’t afford. After 4 years of marriage when he was yet again passed up by the Major Leagues, she told him she wanted a divorce as she was in love with one of his teammates who had been brought up the year prior to the majors and whom he later found out had been sleeping with his wife behind his back. Being thrown into a messy divorce, he emerged not only financially ruined but left with a battered and bruised ego and heart. He tried to move on after his divorce, but the game became a reminder of his shambled life, so he walked away from his baseball dreams, returned to Canada to be closer to family, and tried to pick up the shattered pieces of his life.

      After a few months of wallowing, Jaxon’s parents encouraged him to go back to school. He attended business school, successfully helped a friend flip houses, and started doing odd renovation jobs on the side. With his degree in hand and extensive experience under his belt, he decided to open his own construction company, opening an office in his hometown of Primrose. Building his clientele and taking all the profits he had saved up from his many projects as well as contributions from investors, he purchased land on the west side of town, to build the first condo building in Primrose. Proud of how he turned his financial situation around, he was now able to provide for himself and his employees. Jaxon had a good life and everything he could need or want. At least almost everything. Eight years after his divorce, his love life was in dire need of resuscitation. He hadn’t so much as dated since his divorce, and at this point, had concluded that he likely never would.

      Now, here he was, on his way to the office, when a chance encounter with a stunningly beautiful woman made him consider the possibilities. Jaxon never considered himself to have a type. However, it wasn’t lost on him just now that the lovely Ms. Jones wasn’t like any other woman that had piqued his interest. Strikingly beautiful, with flawless brunet skin, and a smile that could stop a man in his tracks, Jaxon found himself feeling just a little awestruck by her.

      The doors to the condo building opened, breaking him from his thoughts and Devine emerged, making his jaw slack at the sight of her. She had changed into a red pencil skirt that hugged her generous curves and a white blouse that crisscrossed modestly over her upper body to accentuate her narrow waist and abundant chest. Her same rocker style black leather jacket she had on before finished off her new outfit and she had added a bright red lipstick to her already beautiful face, making her full lips look luscious and kissable. She got into the cab, sliding in carefully, and offering him a devious smile. Realizing he was staring; Jaxon blinked and reciprocated her grin as he stuttered on his words. “You…ah… you clean up nice, Ms. Jones.”

      “Please call me Dee and thank you. I kind of liked what I was wearing, but some cowboy in his big old truck had other ideas.” She teased, playfully cocking her eyebrow at him.

      Jaxon ran his hand over the scruff on his chin, shook his head, then turned to face her and held up his hand. “I, Jaxon Isley, vow from this day forward to always look out for beautiful women crossing the street.”

      “Beautiful? Are you trying to charm me into forgiving you, Mr. Isley?” she asked, her midnight eyes twinkling with her question.

      A slow smile curled his lips at her inquisition, loving how she so confidently and flirtatiously bantered with him. “Yes, you heard me correctly. You are beautiful and yes, I was hoping for some absolution for my crime. Call me J. That’s what my friends call me.”

      Dee stared at him for a moment, her eyes fixed with his and ensnaring him with their hold. Then she graced him with that show stopping smile and let out a little raspy laugh. The throating sound running through his body like an electrical charge through a tuning fork, jolting him with awareness. I need to hear so much more of that sexy little laugh.

      “You and I are friends now?” she asked, pointing between them.

      “Sure.” he answered, very much enjoying the easy back and forth between them.

      Dee tapped her index finger on her chin, narrowing her eyes as she considered giving a friendship with him some thought, before she turned to face him, offering Jaxon a devilish grin and answered, “Okay, then J, aka Cowboy, we can be friends and I’ll forgive you on one condition.” She proposed, holding one finger up to him with a conspiring smile on her gorgeous face.

      “What’s that?” he asked, his eyes meeting hers with amused curiosity.

      Her eyes flashed at him playfully as her grin widened. “You’ll volunteer to build the sets for the Spring Musical Production at the high school.”

      Well played. Jaxon grinned, wanting so much more time with this intriguing woman as he replied, “Consider it done.”
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      The excitement in the drama room was palpable. The anxious eyes of all the students were on her, making Dee’s heart race with the mounting excitement as she held up the coveted cast list.

      “Now, before I post this on the bulletin board, I want to say I’m overwhelmed by the talent in this room.” She beamed, holding her hand to her heart. “Your auditions were all fantastic and you should be very proud of how you all got out of your comfort zones to not only sing but dance for your auditions.” The students all glanced around at each other, offering smiles, a collective murmur sounding in the large open classroom before she continued. “Now, if you didn’t get a main role, don’t be disheartened. We need background actors and students in the chorus to make these productions incredible. Every part, big or small, is important.” With that, Dee strode over to the bulletin board, pinned the cast list to it, turned and nodded to her students, ducking out of the way with a laugh as they stampeded towards the list. The sound of cheers and jeers echoed in the large room, most faces happy, some slightly disappointed, but all in all, a positive response to her casting. Giving them a few minutes to chatter amongst themselves, she took in the hum of excitement in the room and smiled at her students. Putting her hand up to quiet them down, she took control of the

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Also by Tanya Renee
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Also by Tanya Renee
      


      		
        More from Serenade Publishing
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Also by Tanya Renee


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  



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/prairie-rain.jpg





OEBPS/images/serenade-publishing-logo-black.jpg
%\Mﬂmfﬁ Puplishing





