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      Winter’s Burn— As a single mom, Beth has always put her daughter first, but she can’t help feel that something is missing and sexy rockstar, Slade Black might be just the thing. But when Beth sets aside her responsibilities and takes a chance on him, the consequences might be more than either of them can handle.

       Midnight Springs—Bria is adamant that she will save her Grandmother from being swindled by an upscale resort. What she’s not expecting is to fall for the beauty of the mountains and rough around the edges, Jax, an up and coming chef with decisions of his own to make. Will one of them involve Bria?

       She’s Making A List—When Samantha's best friend announces that she's finally set a date for her own wedding...and it's only a week away—on Christmas Day, of course Samantha is excited. But she's also envious...just a little. Especially because the most romantic destination in the Rockies—Castle Mountain Lodge—is chosen as the venue.
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        She’s a single mom.

        He’s a rock star.

        The only thing they have in common—is each other.

        Will it be enough?
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      By the time Beth Martin navigated her secondhand SUV up the icy mountain road to the Springs resort, she was ready to turn around and head back down. It was way too cold of a day to be at work, even if work was a luxury resort built around natural hot springs. Maybe she could find a moment to sneak off and absorb some heat from their steam, she thought as she parked her car.

      Despite the urge to turn around and spend her day cuddled up under her quilt with a good book, nothing would keep Beth from work. Not only did she love her job as the staff physiotherapist at the resort, she was dammed lucky to have it and she knew it. She wouldn’t be doing anything to screw up that opportunity any time soon.

      She tugged the zipper of her parka up as far as it would go, made sure her knit cap was firmly in place and braced herself against the bitter wind and made her way as quickly to the staff entrance door as possible in her snowboots and thick coat. There were lots of advantages to living in the Rocky Mountains, but snowstorms in January weren’t one of them. It didn’t seem to matter how many winters she lived through in her hometown of Cedar Springs, she’d never get used to the storms that blew in over the mountains with what seemed like no warning at all.

      In a whirl of snow and ice, Beth pushed through the door and into the back hallway. As soon as the door was closed behind her, she allowed herself a moment of rest and leaned back against the wall. Winter had a funny way of making you feel like you’d lived an entire day by eight in the morning. Or maybe it wasn’t winter, but the battle she’d had with her daughter trying to get her out of the house. It’s not that Jules was a bad kid—far from it. But at twelve, she definitely had a strong sense of what she wanted, and if those wants didn’t coincide with Beth’s ideas, it was a recipe for disaster. Or at least a morning that resulted in Beth needing a stiff drink with her coffee.

      Beth pulled off her hood and shook her blond hair loose.

      “Pretty nasty out there, hey?” Carmen, her friend and the customer service manager of the Springs, came around the corner. At six months pregnant, she still looked svelte and Beth never would have known she was pregnant if it weren’t for the glow of happiness that surrounded the woman.

      Beth certainly hadn’t looked so radiant when she was expecting Jules. Of course, unlike Carmen, Beth had been barely eighteen, and totally alone. Not exactly the same situation.

      “It is.” Beth shook the snow from her coat. “And the roads are terrible. I’m lucky to be alive,” she joked.

      Carmen laughed and linked her arm into her friend’s. “Well, I’m glad you made it.” They started walking down the hall towards the staff room. “It’s a big day today. Our first celebrity guest is checking in.”

      Beth’s step faltered, and she hoped Carmen didn’t notice. She knew exactly who was checking in. To her irritation, she’d thought of little else since she’d heard the news a few months earlier. Slade Black. Beth forced a smile and tried her best to appear totally unaffected. “That’s right,” she said. “Sam was talking about that at the Grizzly Paw the other day.” She felt like an idiot stating the obvious. Carmen had been sitting right there when her best friend, Sam, told them all that the lead guitar player for the band Jacked Crackers would be returning to their small town. Of course Sam had mentioned that news two months earlier, as well. Apparently he’d promised the band to stay until after Christmas. Not that Beth was paying attention. “He’s that guitar player for the band Jacked Crackers, right?”

      Carmen stopped and stared at her. “You know who he is. Didn’t you meet him at the summer solstice festival?” Beth shrugged, feeling more and more like an idiot by the minute. “Maybe the cold is getting to your head.” Carmen laughed and tugged at Beth’s arm. “Let’s get you warmed up with some coffee.”

      She couldn’t agree more. It had to be the cold weather that was starting to affect her, because all she’d been able to think about for the past few days was the way Slade Black had looked at her when they’d met months earlier. There’d been more heat and promise of passion conveyed in that one brief moment than Beth had experienced in her entire life. Not that Slade would remember her. He probably looked at hundreds of women that way every day. And wasn’t that what was really bothering her? That she was just another girl? “Coffee would be good,” she muttered. She needed to shake Slade Black from her brain. She had no business lusting over a man. Particularly a rock star, with a reputation.

      The sooner she could force him from her mind, the better.
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      She could only get through a few sips of her coffee before the gossip and chatter about Slade Black in the staff room started to drive her crazy. The Springs had only been open for little more than six months, so of course the news of their first celebrity guest was a big deal, but if Beth had to hear one more person squeal about how hot the guitar player was, or listen to the latest gossip about who he’d hooked up with on tour, she thought she might scream.

      Besides, she had a full day ahead of her, so Beth mumbled a goodbye, grabbed her files and headed out towards the physiotherapy room. There might be a full-on winter storm raging outside, but her clients didn’t have to worry about the treacherous roads or blowing snow as they were all guests at the Springs.

      As she walked through the halls, Beth felt the same familiar sense of calm wash over her that she experienced every day. The entire resort had been designed with serenity and peace in mind, and the Harrison brothers, Trent and Dylan, had certainly accomplished their goal. Every detail had been considered, and she enjoyed just walking through the grand halls with walls made completely of glass: one showcasing the mountains just outside, the other highlighting the pools that made the Springs so special.

      Each pool was filled with naturally occurring spring water that burbled out of the ground at a hot and therapeutic temperature. The water had long been thought to have healing properties, which was what brought people from all over the world to soak in their waters. And it was Beth’s job to aid in that healing with as much physical therapy as her clients needed. For some, the water helped to rehab after surgeries, others were searching for cures to terminal illnesses, or more realistically, help making the transition. Then there were the guests who Beth never saw as a physical therapist. They were at the Springs for another type of healing.

      She couldn’t help wonder why Slade Black was checking in. Although something told her, it wasn’t physical. Sam and her boyfriend, Trent Harrison, hadn’t been very specific when they mentioned Slade would be visiting. But if it was physical, that meant it was only a matter of time before Slade, with his dark hair and even darker eyes, would be sitting on her table. She shook her head at the thought and refocused on the files in her hand as she walked into her therapy room.

      She had no time to indulge in any of her ridiculous fantasies, anyway. Her first client, Mona Sheridan, according to the chart in her hands, would be there any minute. Beth had just enough time to turn on the lights and open the blinds, before changing her mind and closing them again because staring at a wall of white snow was not relaxing, and there was a knock on the door.

      “Good morning.” Beth opened the door for a woman whom, despite the pain in her eyes, wore a big smile. “You must be Mona.” She extended her hand.

      “I am.” She shook Beth’s hand. “I hope I’m not too early. I’m always early for things. It drives my granddaughter crazy.” She followed Beth into the therapy room. “But I say, it’s better to be early than late. No one needs to be waiting around for my ancient old butt to get moving and show up. Am I right?”

      Beth laughed. “You’re right and you’re hardly ancient, and no, you’re not too early. Just on time, I think.” She gestured to the treatment bed, and noticing that Mona moved a little slow, moved a stool into position to help her up. “Let’s talk about why you’re here and how I can help you.”

      Mona took her time climbing up onto the bed and getting settled, but Beth didn’t rush her. She also didn’t move to help her, not because she was being insensitive, but because it was important to evaluate how mobile Mona was and what her limitations were. Her chart had mentioned increasing pain and decreased range of motion in the joints, but little else.

      “Well, it’s a good thing I was so early,” Mona said when she got settled. “If it’s going to take me that long to get up on the bed, I might need to start out even earlier next time.”

      “You’re fine. We’re not in a hurry.” Beth’s smile was warm. It was important for her clients to feel relaxed and at ease. After all, physical therapy was about getting better, or at the very least, relieving some pain and improving the condition. That went hand in hand with being comfortable. “Why don’t you tell me your history and what brings you to the Springs?” Beth poised her pen over her chart, ready to take notes. “Then we can work together to get a treatment plan in place and get you feeling better.”

      “I have arthritis.” Mona’s words were so blunt and unexpected coming from the feisty woman that Beth’s pen scratched across the page before she caught herself and looked up.

      “Pardon me?”

      “I have arthritis.” There was no trace of self-pity in the woman’s words. “I need you to help. I’m too young to feel so damn old.”

      Beth laughed. She was going to like Mona. “I will do my best to make your body feel as young as you feel on the inside, but I’m not a doctor, so when it comes to advanced arthritis, I can only do so much. There’s no cure.”

      “I know that.” The woman waved her hand and laughed. “But I keep hearing that the waters at the Springs are healing and I’m ready for some of that. I’ve had enough of treatments and diagnoses I don’t want to hear. It’s time to get better already. I need some of that miracle water.”

      Beth felt a flash of panic at Mona’s words. She couldn’t be sure if she believed in miracles or not, but she did know that she couldn’t be held responsible for providing such a thing to a woman looking for a cure.

      “Mona, I—”

      “Before you object, just understand that I’m not looking for you to cure me. Just help.” For the first time since she’d arrived, Beth saw the vulnerability in Mona’s eyes. She really was a woman looking for hope. And maybe it wasn’t a cure or a miracle, but hope was one thing Beth could do her best to offer and she could definitely help with alleviating some of her symptoms.

      Her smile was shaky, but she looked Mona in the eyes. “I promise that I’ll do everything within my power to help you feel your best, okay?” It might not have been much, but it was one promise Beth could keep and it satisfied Mona. And that’s all Beth could really ask for.

      The day flew by, with the morning filled with Mona, learning her history and starting her out with a therapy plan that included massage, soaking in the springs, and gentle exercises. It wasn’t much, but given her diagnosis, there wasn’t much more Beth could do. After a quick lunch, she saw two more clients and before she knew it, it was time to once again face the weather and head down to town to pick up Jules.

      She’d done her best to avoid looking out the windows, or venturing far from her therapy room for most of the day, because it was easier to pretend the storm wasn’t happening if she couldn’t see it. The fact that Slade Black was likely somewhere in the resort by then didn’t have anything to do with the fact that she was avoiding the main areas at all. Or at least, that’s what she kept trying to tell herself. Not that it would matter if she ran into him anyway. He wouldn’t remember her.

      And what was to remember? They’d barely exchanged more than a few words, and that one searing look. But what had made an impact for her surely had barely been a blip on Slade’s radar. It didn’t matter anyway, she told herself as she gathered her things, and shut down the therapy room for the day. Even if by some off chance he did remember her, there was no way Beth could ever be interested in a guy like Slade Black. It’s not as if she were a teenager anymore. It was all fine and good to daydream about celebrities and rock stars when you were young and had no ties, but as a single mother, she had a lot more to think about than her own desires. A lot more.
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      When Slade Black made the decision to leave his band, the Jacked Crackers, he hadn’t really thought it through. Hell, like most things in his life, he acted first and would think about it later. The problem was, he thought as the SUV he was riding in rounded the mountain road, it was later. And he still hadn’t thought about it. Maybe he could keep ignoring the entire situation, until it just went away. It was a strategy he’d used before with varying degrees of success. But something told him the continuous stream of phone calls and text messages from his manager were not going to be ignored. He’d have to answer them sooner or later. He owed his bandmates an explanation why he just couldn’t handle one more day on tour. He just didn’t have one, besides a lame excuse that he needed a break. He’d tried to leave months earlier, but the concert lineup was too intense; it was too big of a deal to leave his friends high and dry. So he’d waited until after Christmas, but day after day went by and it just got harder to leave. Until he just did it. Sure, the guys deserved a better reason than he gave them, he just couldn’t figure out what to tell them. And he hadn’t bothered to tell his manager, Max, a dammed thing.

      “We’re almost there,” the driver told him. But Slade already knew that. He recognized the town of Cedar Springs, even though the quiet streets had been covered with a thick layer of snow since the last time he’d been there and he’d only actually been in the town for less than forty-eight hours, he would recognize it anywhere. It wasn’t the bakery where he’d been treated to the most amazing cinnamon bun, or the local pub, the Grizzly Paw, where his band had played their gig at the summer solstice festival. No, it was an overwhelming sense of peace that washed over him just by being there that he recognized. Never in his life had he felt at home anywhere. Not since he was a little boy and his parents had still been alive. But that was a long time ago, and he’d almost not recognized the feeling at first. But for the last few months, no matter what luxury hotel the band stayed in, what exotic location they played, he couldn’t fight the pull he felt to return to Cedar Springs.

      “The roads are terrible, but I’ll have you there soon.” The driver tried again to make small talk, the way he had for the entire drive, but Slade just nodded, and offered him a smile. He wasn’t trying to be rude, but he really needed to focus on himself and his thoughts for a little while. At least until he could figure out what the hell he was going to do next.

      Fortunately, the SUV turned off, and was soon driving down the snow-covered lane that led to the Springs resort. Slade had only spent one night there, right in the middle of the opening craziness during the summer, but it was enough to know that the resort was definitely a place designed for peace and tranquility. They’d spared no expense as far as privacy and solitude was concerned. It would be the perfect place for Slade to figure things out. Which was good because he had no idea how he was going to answer his manager, Max Prior’s, questions.

      “Here we are.” The SUV came to a stop, jarring Slade from his thoughts. He blinked and had to take a second look out the window. The Springs looked completely different than the last time he’d been there. Of course, that had been June and the blanket of snow that was currently covering everything had been absent.

      Slade didn’t wait for the driver to open the door. He stepped outside, and immediately wished he hadn’t. The wind whipped the snow off the mountains and blasted him in his face. He pulled the collar of his inadequate jacket up as far as he could and went to grab his guitar from the back. And just in time, too.

      “Whoa.” He easily reached over the other man and took his precious guitar, which was thankfully bundled in a travel case, out of his hand. “I got this.” No way would anyone handle his guitar, except him. Ever.

      The driver gave him a bit of a look, or maybe he didn’t; it was hard to see anything with the snow stinging his eyes. “Go on inside, Mr. Black. I’ll get the rest of your things.”

      The rest of his “things” was really just a large duffle bag, but Slade shrugged and, happy to get out of the freezing snow, hurried towards the door.

      As he approached the building, and crossed over a low bridge that led to the front door, he was surprised to see the stream flowing beneath him was in fact, flowing. In the middle of January in the mountains, in what had to be sub-zero temperatures, there was no way the water should be flowing. But it was, the faint trace of steam wafting from it with underwater lights illuminating the stream in the dim wintry light.

      A heated spring. Brilliant. Slade shook his head at the extravagance of it and hustled into the lobby as the doors slid open. Almost immediately, someone was there to relieve him of his wet jacket. He slipped out of it and immediately felt warmer, even in his simple, tight t-shirt. Despite the frigid outside temperature, it was warm enough inside, and Slade made a mental note not to leave again until spring.

      As if he could hide that long. The thought hit him, but he shook it away. He’d give himself two days not to think of anything but resting. And then, he would answer the calls and try to make some sense out of his life. Two days wasn’t too much to ask.

      “Slade.”

      He turned to see Trent Harrison striding across the lobby towards him. He shook his outstretched hand when he got close enough and they shared a quick embrace with a slap on the shoulder.

      “I’m glad you made it,” Trent said.

      “It is a bit sketchy out there. But I’m glad to be here.”

      “And we’re glad to have you.” Trent’s smile was genuine, and Slade remembered the man’s easy manner from the first time they’d met when the band played the festival. Trent was an old friend of Axel, the lead singer of Jacked Crackers, but it didn’t seem to matter to either of them that Slade had called him last minute and told him he’d be coming to stay.

      “It’s good to be here, man.” He shifted his guitar strap over his shoulder. “I hope it’s not too—”

      Trent cut him off and waved away any concerns before he could speak them. “The staff might be a bit curious.” He tilted his head and Slade looked in that direction just in time to catch two Springs employees whisper and giggle to each other. Once they noticed they’d been caught, they quickly scurried away. “But I assure you that will die down. Your privacy and comfort is our priority. Anything you need, you ask.”

      Slade was used to asking for and getting anything he wanted at whatever hotel around the world he happened to be staying in. But he didn’t want that here. He nodded and shrugged. “I don’t want to be a bother.”

      Ignoring him, Trent put his hand on Slade’s shoulder and guided him away from the registration desk and towards the great hall. “You’re already registered,” he said. “I have your keys and information right here and I’ll take you up to your suite myself.”

      “You don’t have to do that. Honestly, I’m good.”

      “It’s not because you’re a rock star.” Trent grinned but didn’t stop walking. “It’s because you’re a friend. Seriously. Don’t hesitate to ask for anything.”

      There was no point in arguing, even Slade could see that. So he resigned himself to his “special” status and enjoyed the view. The hall they walked down was completely glass on one side and showcased some of the many pools the Springs boasted. Slade remembered from his first visit that there were a few larger pools for soaking and even one large lap pool that was kept at a cooler temperature. But the majority of the hot spring pools were kept at a comfortable thirty-seven degrees, the same temperature that the water came out of the ground at.

      Those pools were private and secluded, and guests could reserve them for their personal use. The waters were said to be therapeutic. But for what, Slade had no idea. Besides, he wasn’t there for any type of therapy.

      One of the many fountains caught his attention. “Hey. What’s with the heated stream outside?” he asked, the question suddenly important. “Isn’t that a little excessive, even for a luxury resort? I mean, it must cost a fortune to keep it flowing in this weather.”

      Trent started laughing and slapped Slade on the back. “Seriously, man. You know you’re at the Springs?” He emphasized the last word, and as he did, realization washed over him.

      “Oh no.” He ran a hand through his too long black hair. “Of course. So you’re saying, all the fountains and everything are filled with water from the hot springs?”

      Trent nodded. “Every single one. It’s all part of the ambience, you know?”

      Slade shook his head, and his hair fell over his right eye, the way it always seemed to. “I must be more burnt-out than I thought. I’m not usually so damn slow.”

      “It’s all good, man. All good. That’s why you’re here.”

      Indeed. Slade ran his hand through the burbling fountain and let the warm water wash over his fingers for a moment. When he straightened, ready to follow Trent to the elevator bank and to his suite, his gaze landed on a flash of blond at the far end of the corridor. He’d taken out his contacts for traveling and because they kind of screwed with his rocker image, Slade hated wearing his glasses, so he couldn’t see the face of the woman who stood there. And it was definitely a woman. His eyes weren’t that bad. And he was well acquainted with the female form.

      He squinted in an effort to make out the woman who, from the very little he could tell, simply stood at the other end of the room and watched him. It wasn’t unusual. He was used to women watching him, but there was something about her. Even from a distance, and despite the fact that she was nothing more than a blur, Slade definitely wanted to know more. “Hey, Trent.” Without looking away, he reached his arm out and tapped his buddy. “Who’s that?”

      “What? Who?” Trent turned and followed Slade’s glance. “Oh, that’s Beth. She must be done for the day. I’m surprised she’s still…”

      Slade didn’t hear anything else Trent said. Instead, the name Beth repeated in his brain. Beth. Yes. He distinctly remembered meeting a very cute, very spicy blond named Beth last time he was in town. It hadn’t gone much past the introductions and a brief conversation, but he remembered her.

      Without thinking it through, Slade walked towards her and crossed the great hall so he could get a better look. Next time, he’d remember his glasses. Or more likely, his contacts. He’d only taken a few steps when Beth was gone. In a flash as fast as she’d appeared, she’d left. Unsure of what else to do, Slade stopped in his tracks. It wasn’t as if he could go randomly walking around the resort to look for her. Well, he could. It was unlikely anyone would stop him. But he wouldn’t.

      “She must have had another client.” Trent stood next to him. “Or maybe she was on her way home.” He gave Slade a strange look. “Do you know Beth?”

      He shook his head. “No. Not really.”

      But it didn’t mean he wouldn’t. Suddenly, it wasn’t the peace and quiet Slade looked forward to most.

      It was seeing a certain blond again.
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      What had she been thinking? Standing there like a star-struck schoolgirl waiting to catch a glimpse of the sexy rocker? It’s not as if she were sixteen anymore. She wasn’t some googly-eyed teenage groupie who had any business even paying attention to a celebrity. Let alone a guitar player with a reputation.

      Beth hurried to the staff room to gather her things. She was already running late, and her little star-sighting in the main hall didn’t help matters. If she didn’t get moving, she’d be really late to pick up Jules from school.

      The staff room was almost empty, which Beth might have noticed as being unusual for that time of the day if she wasn’t already totally distracted by the image of Slade in his tight black t-shirt, and equally dark hair falling over his eye, looking way too sexy than should be permitted at a resort known for its tranquility. Because the vibes he put off—hell, radiated—were far from tranquil. Really far.

      “Where are you going?”

      Beth, startled, turned to see Kurt, the head of maintenance at the Springs. With a cup of coffee in one hand, he lounged against a table. “Sorry.” She took her jacket off the rack. “I didn’t see you there. And, I’m going home.” Beth stuffed her hands into her wool mittens, and did her best to bundle up against the weather that likely hadn’t gotten any better. “I’m already running late.” Her voice was muffled in her collar. “Hopefully the roads aren’t too bad.”

      “They’re closed.” Kurt took a sip of his coffee and shrugged.

      “Closed?” He had to be wrong. The roads wouldn’t be closed because of a little snow. They lived in the mountains, for goodness’ sake; they could handle snow. “Why would the roads be closed? What roads?”

      Kurt pushed up from the wall and gestured to the coffee machine. Beth shook her head. She wasn’t about to relax with a cup of coffee when she needed to figure out what was going on. Kurt must have picked up on her growing anxiety. “Sorry, Beth. I just found out myself. An avalanche covered the top few kilometers of the road. I’m sure they’ll have it cleared by morning, but till—”

      “Morning? I can’t wait until morning. I have…Jules.” She didn’t wait for Kurt’s response. Beth grabbed her purse, and still in her parka, ran to the lobby to find someone who could explain what was going on. She couldn’t just stay at the Springs. She had a child to look after. And as much as Jules might think she was all grown up now that she’d had her twelfth birthday, there was no way Beth was going to leave her alone for the night.

      “Dylan!” She caught sight of the general manager, who along with his girlfriend, Carmen and his brother, Trent, had become one of her good friends, and ran across the lobby to him. “What’s going on?”

      Dylan cocked his head and didn’t even try to hide his grin. “Sorry,” he said. “I can’t understand a word you’re saying.”

      With a frustrated yank, she pulled the zipper of her parka down and pulled off her mittens. “What’s going on?” she repeated. “Kurt said the roads were closed.”

      Dylan nodded. “They are. Sorry, Beth, but you’re not going anywhere tonight. Not unless you can round up a sleigh and some huskies, but I wouldn’t recommend it.”

      She glared at him, letting him know she didn’t appreciate his humor. He’d see soon enough when his own child was born. Carmen was just six months pregnant, and it wouldn’t take long for Dylan to realize how ferocious a parent’s love could be. “I can’t leave Jules.” She turned and scanned the room for someone who might be able to take her down through the snow. “I’ll find someone—”

      “I’m sorry.” Dylan put his hand on her shoulder. “I forgot about Jules.” She shot him a look. “Why don’t you call Samantha? Trent said she’s stuck in town tonight. Maybe she could pick Jules up.” She nodded, but continued to look for another alternative, despite the overwhelming evidence that there wasn’t one to be found. “There’s no way you’re getting out of here tonight. Carmen will set you up with a room.”

      Dylan left her alone and, without any other alternative, Beth sighed and dug through her purse for her cell phone. After a quick call to her best friend Sam, who was indeed stuck down in town at her pub, the Grizzly Paw, and quite happy to hang out with Jules for the night, she tucked her phone away and went in search of Carmen and the hotel room she was promised. It might even be kind of nice to spend the night by herself. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d had a night to herself, let alone in a posh hotel.

      By the time she’d crossed the room and found Carmen stationed behind the registration desk, Beth had completely changed her mind about the snowstorm and the avalanche that had stranded her. She shrugged off her coat and draped it across the desk. “I hear you’re the person to talk to if I want a room.” She smiled at her friend, who only looked more and more beautiful with each passing day of her pregnancy. When Carmen and Dylan had first moved to Cedar Springs, from Castle Mountain Lodge, Beth wasn’t sure if they’d all get along, but it hadn’t taken long for them to all become close, and now Beth considered Carmen among one of her best girlfriends.

      “I’m so sorry about the roads, Beth.” So many years working in guest services had helped Carmen perfect her soothing voice designed to calm guests’ anxieties in a crisis. “I have a room reserved for you and of course it’s on the house. We’re providing complimentary rooms for all staff who weren’t able to get home in time.”

      Beth took the keycard. “Don’t worry about me, Carmen. Now that I know Jules is going to be with Sam, I’m actually looking forward to this little break. I just can’t seem to decide between ordering room service and eating in bed, or going down to Stillwater, the resort’s in-house restaurant and soaking in the entire experience.”

      “Tough choice.” Carmen grinned and leaned across the desk. “But selfishly, I vote for the restaurant. Dylan and Trent are supposed to have some sort of meeting tonight, so I’m on my own. We could have a girls’ night and I’ll get Jax to prepare us all the house specials.”

      Beth had only been lucky enough to try out the talented head chef’s creations on one or two occasions, and the promise of house specials, coupled with a night catching up with her friend, made her decision for her. “Sounds perfect.”
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      He knew there was no point putting it off much longer. Slade dug out his cell phone and stared at the blank screen, trying to find the will to power it on. It hadn’t taken long to get settled in his suite, which was far nicer than most of the rooms the band had been staying in, probably because of the reputation of rock stars trashing hotels—not that his band had done that. Well, not more than once or twice anyway. But that was a long time ago, when they were new and the shine of the rock and roll lifestyle hadn’t worn off.

      “What the hell,” he muttered and pushed the power button. Within seconds, his phone lit up and chimed as message after message came through. Slade ignored them all and tapped in the numbers that would connect him to his manager, Max.

      “What the hell, Slade.”

      “Hello to you, too.” Slade was pretty sure humor wasn’t going to help, but it’s not as if he could do a lot more damage, so why not?

      “Where are you?” Max ignored him. “You can’t just take off as if nobody’s depending on you. We have ten more cities to play and—”

      “I’m taking a break.” He looked out the window to the snow-covered mountains. The snow had stopped falling, but the scenery was now completely coated in a thick, untouched layer of snow that gave everything a very still feeling. He felt calmer just looking at it.

      “You can’t just take breaks whenever you want,” Max said. Slade could imagine him in the hotel room in Philadelphia or Cleveland or wherever it was that they’d been last. He probably paced the room and smoked one of his ever-present cigarettes with no regard for the no-smoking rules that were most definitely in place. “The band is counting on you. You can’t just leave. You’re part of a group.”

      “Maybe that’s the problem.” Slade muttered the words before he could even think about what he’d said aloud.

      But it was too late; Max heard them. “I’m going to pretend I didn’t hear that, Slade. The Jacked Crackers made you, and if you think you can just take off without—”

      “Enough, Max.” Slade just needed him to stop talking. He’d always like his manager well enough, but at that moment if he had to hear one more word about how he owed everything to the band, and likely him, there was a very real chance that he’d say something he wouldn’t be able to take back. “I got it. Besides, I didn’t take off without a word. The guys knew, and I promised them I’d hang on until Christmas. It’s January and—”

      “You didn’t tell me a dammed thing. Now tell me you’re not leaving the band forever.”

      “Max, I’m—” Slade swallowed hard and walked to the large patio doors that opened onto a private balcony. Even though it was currently covered in snow and looking quite frosty, Slade didn’t care. He slid open the door and let the arctic air blast inside. The frigid air felt good, reminded him of where he was and why he was there. He couldn’t lie to Max. But he couldn’t tell the truth either. Especially considering he had no idea what that truth was. “I need some time to figure things out.”

      “Slade, I—”

      “I’ve been feeling the urge to write,” he quickly interrupted his manager with the one thing he knew would shut him up. Max had been after him for months to write something new. “You’re only as good as your last hit.” He could practically hear his manager shouting his favorite catchphrase with a cigarette in one hand and a whiskey in the other. And since Slade wrote the hits for Jacked Crackers, the onus on that “last hit” fell squarely on Slade.

      “You’re writing again?”

      “Not yet.” There was no point lying about everything. “I just got here. But I will.” Slade glanced at his guitar, still in its case. “I need some space for the words to come. I can’t write on the road.” It was true. Show after show in city after city, never mind the constant entourage that expected the band to live a rock star life, complete with partying every night, left no room for creative energy. Let alone a moment alone. Slade hadn’t really planned to write when he decided to leave the tour; all he could think of was getting away. Being alone. Breathing. But if lying to his manager was what it took to buy him a little time, that’s what he’d do.

      “Where are you?”

      Slade took a deep breath of the frosty air that started to numb him. The cold bit at his throat and almost made him cough with the intake of air. After a moment, he said, “I don’t want to say. I need complete solitude to write.”

      “Slade, I don’t–”

      He heard the reluctance in Max’s voice, which also meant he was unsure, so Slade took a chance. “Please, Max. I need this.”

      It was a risk. Slade had never asked Max for anything so serious before. Let alone using the word please. But this was important. More than important. It was crucial and something deep inside him told him if he didn’t get this time, there would be no career to save.

      Max must have known it, too. “Okay,” he said after a painfully long wait. “I’ll cancel some dates and do some shuffling. Two months. That’s the best I can do. But after that, if you don’t have a full album of hits…well…I don’t know…”

      If he’d been concentrating, he might have heard the threat in Max’s words. But all Slade could focus on was the words “two months.” It was longer than he’d imagined. Not that Max owned him. But he was their manager, and Slade knew it wasn’t just his career he put in jeopardy. Axel, and the entire band, depended on him to not have a nervous breakdown and go totally off the rails.

      “Did you hear me?”

      Slade nodded, and then remembering he couldn’t see him, said, “Got it. Two months.” The wintry air still poured in through the door, and Slade could barely feel his fingers as he gripped the phone to his ear.

      “I mean it, Black. Do whatever you have to do. But get me those songs and get back on this tour or—”

      “I have to go.”

      He got what he wanted. A reprieve. Slade took the phone away from his ear, totally uninterested in whatever Max tried to threaten him with. He pressed the power button on his cell, turned it off completely and tossed it behind him on the bed.

      “Two months.” He repeated the words, still hardly believing how much time he’d just bought himself. Now all he had to do was figure out what the hell he wanted.

      And while figuring that out might take two months, it certainly wasn’t going to take that long to figure out that what he wanted at that moment was food. His stomach growled and reminded him it had been hours since he’d last eaten. The easiest choice was probably just to order room service and stay safely out of view from anyone who might potentially recognize him. At least for a day or two.

      But the pull of room service and solitude wasn’t enough to keep him safely out of the public eye. Not when there was a chance he’d see that gorgeous blond woman, Beth, again. He hadn’t recognized her at first, but now that he knew it was the same woman he’d met months earlier at the solstice festival, he wasn’t prepared to wait any longer than he had to for the chance to see her again.
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      Eating at Stillwater was always amazing. And definitely a perk to getting snowed-in at work, Beth thought as the waitress cleared their plates. The women denied the dessert menu, even though Beth knew it would be amazing. She couldn’t eat another bite.

      “I’m so glad you decided to join me. It’s been forever since I’ve had a little girl chat and especially with…well, everything.” Carmen dropped a hand to her expanding waistline. “It’s nice to be able to just unwind with a girlfriend.”

      Beth smiled. “It is nice,” she said, and meant it. “I can’t remember the last time I’ve had a moment to myself, let alone just to sit and talk. Jules keeps me busy. I swear, some days I think the baby stage was so much easier and I wish for diapers and—oh, no, Carmen.” Beth rushed to cover her words when she noticed the look of panic on her friend’s face. “It’s not that it’s all terrible or anything. It’s just that…”

      “It’s hard,” Carmen said. “I know. I can’t imagine how you do it on your own, Beth.” Neither could she half the time, Beth thought but didn’t say. “But Jules is a great kid. Whatever it is you’re doing, you have to teach me. If my baby turns out half as awesome as your daughter, I’ll be happy.”

      Complimenting her on her parenting skills was a surefire way to make Beth blush and she looked down at the table with a shrug. “Thank you. Jules is a great kid. I know I’m very lucky.”

      “It’s not luck. It’s you.” Beth looked up to see Carmen staring at her very seriously. “I mean it, Beth,” she continued. “It can’t be easy raising her on your own and with everything kids have to deal with these days.”

      Beth took a swallow of her wine. “Don’t even get me started.” She wasn’t about to scare Carmen with stories about cyberbullying at school, and Internet safety concerns, let alone all the rest of the things twelve-year-old girls had to deal with. Carmen would figure all those things out on her own when the time came. “But I wouldn’t change it.” Beth smiled because it was the truth. Despite everything. Having Jules on her own, the challenges, the sacrifices. She wouldn’t change a thing. “I love Jules and our life together. We have everything.”

      Carmen’s smile was warm, but she raised an eyebrow. “Everything?”

      Beth knew exactly what her friend was getting at, but she wasn’t about to discuss her dating life, or lack thereof. It was incredibly depressing to talk about something that didn’t seem to ever change. Especially when all around her her friends were paired up in these impossibly happy couples. Even Rhys, her one-time high school sweetheart, had found his true love. For a while after Beth moved back to Cedar Springs, she’d entertained the idea of rekindling things between them, but they both knew it was farfetched and after Kari Fox came to town and stole Rhys’ heart, that window was closed for good.

      In an incredibly lame attempt to change the subject, Beth said, “So have you thought about a baby shower yet?”

      “Samantha wants to have one.” Carmen waved her hand. “Don’t change the subject. When are you going to start dating? You can’t be alone forever.”

      “I’m not alone.”

      “You know what I mean.”

      Beth took another swallow of her wine and swirled the remainder of the liquid around in her glass. She’d need more wine if they were going to talk about her sex life, or lack thereof. And it was pretty clear that Carmen was adamant about going there. “I do know what you mean.”

      “But?”

      “There’s no but.” Beth tried one more time to put off her friend, but when Carmen raised her eyebrow and tilted her head in disbelief, Beth gave in. “Okay fine. It’s not that I don’t want to date, it’s that there’s no one to date. It’s not like this town is bursting with eligible men.” Carmen opened her mouth but Beth cut her off before she could say anything. “Single men.” Once again Carmen opened her mouth. “Under the age of seventy-five,” Beth said sharply. “Preferably younger.”

      Her friend didn’t even attempt to stifle her laugh. “Okay, I see your point. It’s not like Cedar Springs is crawling with young, single eligible men. But there has to be at least one.”

      Beth looked down at her napkin, not wanting Carmen to see the heat that spread across her features because there in fact was at least one man who had caught her attention and he was most definitely in Cedar Springs. In fact, he was in the very building she was in. Single? Yes. Young? Yes. Hell, sexy, strong, and incredibly gorgeous? Yes. But eligible? Definitely not.

      “Oh, I know that look.”

      She reached for her wine glass and downed the last swallow. “There’s no look.” She shook her head but didn’t meet Carmen’s eyes.

      “Who is he?”

      “It doesn’t matter.” And it didn’t. She was probably just imagining the ridiculous connection she felt with Slade and even if she wasn’t, it didn’t matter. He was a rock star and a guest at the resort. It’s not as if there was a future with a guy like that. There was no point pursuing anything. “It’s silly anyway.”

      Carmen narrowed her eyes. “I doubt very much that it doesn’t matter. And I’m going to get it out of you if it’s the last thing I do. But first,” she pushed up from her seat, “I have to visit the little girl’s room. I swear this kid is lying right on top of my bladder.”

      Carmen excused herself and left Beth alone to give her a minute to pull herself together. She couldn’t tell her friend about whatever it was she felt for Slade. Especially when she didn’t even know him. Ten minutes of chatting and flirting, months ago, was definitely not enough for even a crush. She must be losing her mind. She reached for her wine glass.

      Empty.
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      By the time the elevator came and Slade made his way down to the restaurant, he didn’t care what they were serving: he was prepared to order one of everything.

      “Good evening, sir.” The hostess who greeted him was professional and friendly. And if she recognized Slade at all, she didn’t give any indication. He smiled, instantly put at ease. Maybe the dining room wouldn’t be such a bad idea after all. And hadn’t Trent told him the staff would be discreet? “Will anyone be joining you this evening?”

      Slade shook his head. “Table for one, darlin’.”

      The girl smiled and picked up a menu. “Absolutely. If you’ll follow me, sir. We have the best table in the house.”

      A quick look around the restaurant told him that pretty much any table would be the best in the house, but he didn’t bother to say anything. Instead, he nodded and followed the pretty girl through the dining room. He only made it about halfway when the sound of laughter caught his attention. He froze. Something about the sound captured him. It was beautiful, and so…free. When was the last time he’d laughed?

      He ignored the hostess and turned in the direction of the sound.

      Her.

      Beth.

      He stood and watched her, undetected for a moment. She was with a friend, and even with her back to him, Slade could see that she was enjoying herself. He wouldn’t interrupt.

      “Excuse me, sir.” The hostess tapped him lightly on his arm; her fingers lingered a little longer than was necessary. Reluctantly, Slade tore his gaze away from Beth and her friend. “Your table…” She lowered her eyes seductively and Slade knew if he wanted to, he’d be able to take the beautiful girl back to his room later. He knew because it was an all-too-familiar scenario. It was also one he’d lost interest in long ago.

      He kept his smile neutral and nodded, while he subtly slid away from her touch. “Right. Sounds good.” Before he turned, he saw Beth’s friend get up from their table and excuse herself.

      “One moment,” he said to the hostess. “There’s been a change of plans.” Before she could protest, he took the menu from her hands with a smile and moved quickly through the tables, right as Beth reached for an empty wine glass.

      “Looks like you could use a refill.”
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      Beth spun at the voice and found herself staring directly at a black t-shirt that covered what was obviously a very hard, chiseled stomach. She swallowed hard and was instantly annoyed at her body’s response to the man in front of her. Slowly, she looked up, hoping to use the extra seconds to regain some semblance of control over herself.

      “I’m good,” she said. “Thanks.”

      The second she made eye contact with Slade Black, she regretted it. Not because she didn’t like looking into those dark, deep eyes, but because she did. Too much.

      “I didn’t ask you how you were doing, sweetheart.” His grin was slow and easy. The look of a man who knew exactly what effect he had on women. “But I’m glad to hear you’re doing well. Now, how about that drink?”

      She should have been offended at his forwardness. She should have told him exactly where he could take his bold assumptions right before she stood up to leave. Instead, she laughed.

      It was the kind of laugh that started low and quiet, and ended up in almost a snorting sound. Her hand flew up to her face. Had she seriously just snorted? If she could have done it with even a modicum of grace, Beth would have crawled under the table and disappeared right then. But she couldn’t, so she did the next best thing. She smiled and said, “Actually, I think I do need another glass.”

      Her mother had always told her to fake it till she made it. And although Beth was pretty sure she wasn’t referring to a situation quite like the one she found herself in, it seemed like a pretty good solution to the mortifying situation she seemed determined to build for herself.

      Although, the moment Slade sat down across from her, Beth instantly rethought her strategy. She couldn’t sit across from this man and have a conversation with him as if he were some normal guy. He was anything but normal. And even if he was, she didn’t know how to have a conversation with any guy who was even remotely normal, and not either engaged or dating one of her closest friends. The truth was, Beth was sadly out of practice with men.

      The waitress materialized at their table almost before Slade had pulled out the chair. No doubt all the servers had been huddled in the back, watching and silently praying that he’d sit in their section. Beth watched while he ordered her another glass of wine and a whiskey for himself. She used the slight reprieve to pull together her thoughts. It wasn’t the fact that Slade was a rock star that had her insides all twisted, although that didn’t help. But it was something else that made her uneasy. Something she didn’t want to think about.

      When finally the waitress left, and he turned to face her, Beth knew exactly what it was that made her stomach flip. It was the way he held her gaze completely and left no room to look away. His dark eyes mesmerized her and it was clear that Slade Black knew exactly what type of effect he had on women. And was having on her. She had to put a stop to it.

      She forced herself to look away. Beth pulled her cell phone out of her purse and quickly checked it to see whether Jules had called.

      “Am I keeping you from something?” His smooth, deep voice washed over her and she looked up to see his sexy grin.

      With a sigh, she put her phone down. “No. I’m expecting a call from…” She hesitated to say Jules’ name. It was hard to date with a child; usually as soon as the guy heard she had a kid, they were out of there. And it wasn’t as if she wanted to date Slade—she shut down the little voice in the back of her head that disagreed—but it would be kind of fun to pretend, even for a minute, that she could if she wanted to.

      “Not a husband, I hope.”

      She shook her head and had to bite back a laugh. “No. I’m not married.”

      Right then the waitress returned with their drinks and Beth took a deep drink. She needed to focus and get control over herself.

      “Trent thought maybe you were on your way home,” Slade said, surprising her. Sure, she’d seen him earlier in the corridor, but surely he didn’t notice her, or pay any attention. “When you disappeared so quickly, I mean.” He took a swallow of his whiskey.

      If she didn’t know better, she might think that Slade was nervous. Beth almost giggled at the thought that the gorgeous, confident rock star in front of her might be nervous to talk to her. It gave her confidence. “You were asking about me?” She tilted her head and smiled while she waited for his answer.

      It took Slade a moment, but when he put his drink down, all his attention was focused on her, any trace of uncertainty gone. “I did.”

      Two simple words, but they pierced her with their directness and the intensity behind them.

      She swallowed hard. She might lack experience, but even she could see he was interested in her. Not that it would ever happen. With the lifestyle he must lead, Beth wasn’t about to fool herself that she was more than a passing interest, but even if that’s all it was—especially if that’s all it was, she mentally corrected herself—there was no way it was going to happen. She was a mom and way too responsible to let herself go there. She was not some groupie. The knowledge freed her, and in an odd way, gave her power.

      She ran her finger along the edge of her wine glass, and slowly licked her lips before she asked, “And what did you learn?”

      “Not nearly enough.”

      “And what is it you’d like to know?” To her surprise, once she’d relaxed a little, she fell easily into flirting. Maybe she wasn’t as rusty as she thought she was.

      “I’m sorry, am I interrupting?”

      Beth jumped at Carmen’s voice and sat back in her chair. Guilt flooded through her, which was ridiculous because she hadn’t done anything wrong. Except totally ditch her. “Carmen, I’m so—”

      “It’s fine.” Carmen’s smile was genuine as she turned to her companion, who had immediately jumped out of his seat to greet her. Points for being a gentleman. “And you must be Slade. I’m Carmen Kincaid, the manager of guest relations. Trent told me you’d be coming. We’re happy to have you.”

      “Thank you.” He extended his hand, which Carmen took. “I couldn’t be more pleased to be here. I’m assuming I hijacked your dinner date.”

      Despite the fact that he acknowledged his intrusion, Beth couldn’t help but notice that he didn’t say anything about excusing himself.

      “You did,” Carmen said. “But that’s fine. I think I’m going to take this pregnant body to bed. Dylan and Trent should be almost finished with their meeting anyhow.”

      “Carmen, you don’t have to go.” Even as she said it, Beth knew there was no way Carmen would intrude on what she no doubt thought was a very interesting situation. She was pretty sure she’d be interrogated later anyway for any details.

      “Honestly, I’m exhausted. But I’ll catch up with you tomorrow, okay?” Beth didn’t miss her friend’s wink before she turned and left them alone again.
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      He waited until Carmen left, and gave Beth a moment to compose herself. For a moment, he thought she would follow her friend out and leave him alone, but to his surprise, she’d stayed. She’d been full of surprises. From the cute way she’d accidentally snorted when she laughed, to the steadfast way she refused to be swayed by his charms. Maybe he was out of practice, but Beth didn’t seem to be falling for any of his usual moves.

      It was refreshing. And more than a little intriguing.

      “I hope I didn’t interrupt something there. But when I saw you sitting alone, I thought to myself, ‘now there’s a woman who should never be alone,’ so you see, I just had to come sit with you.”

      She tipped her head back and the laughter that came from her was sweet and sexy, second only to the creamy length of her exposed neck.

      “That’s smooth.” She sat up and took a sip of her wine; her tongue darted out to lick a stray drop from her lip. The move made him happy to be sitting down. “And no, you didn’t interrupt anything. In fact, I was just getting ready to turn in for the night.”

      “You still have wine to drink.” He leaned back and crossed one leg over the other, doing his best to look relaxed when he felt anything but calm. “If I can’t convince you to join me for dinner, at least finish your drink.”

      “I already ate.”

      “Dessert then.” When she didn’t immediately say no, he took it as a good sign and added, “Besides that, it’s too early to go to bed. Especially when you have such good company to enjoy the evening.”

      Her smile lit up her face. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen a sight so beautiful. She reached back to smooth her ponytail and pulled it over her shoulder where she fidgeted with it. “It sounds enticing, but—”

      “It’s okay to say yes.” He wasn’t going to let her say no. There’d been something about her when he’d met her in the summer, something he hadn’t been able to get out of his head. And now that he sat across from her, he knew it hadn’t all been in his head. There was no way he was going to let her get away so easily. “Unless you have to get home.”

      The moment the words left his lips, Beth flinched and pulled back. “I’m not going home tonight.”

      Slade knew he could take those words and twist them into a thousand dirty scenarios starring the two of them upstairs in that very plush looking bed. He also knew that Beth wasn’t that kind of woman, and by the look on her face, even if she was that type of woman, that was definitely not what she meant.

      He pulled himself together enough to continue the conversation. “If you aren’t going home, then where are you going?”

      “I’m staying here.”

      Whatever he’d expected her to say, that wasn’t it.

      “Have you looked outside?” She raised her arm and pointed across the restaurant to the picture window that looked out over the gardens. Or what would be the gardens if they weren’t completely blanketed in snow. Slade took his time following the length of her arm with his eyes, greedily drinking in the sight of her bare skin where her t-shirt ended, down to her slender wrist with what looked to be a twist of string wrapped around it. “There’s a major blizzard going on.” She dropped her arm and caught him staring at her. “Or didn’t you notice?”

      “Oh, I noticed. But I just assumed that you all knew how to drive in snow.”

      “We all?” Beth crossed her arms over her chest, which had the benefit of pressing her breasts up and together so they strained against the cotton of her shirt. Slade made a mental note to make her angry again.

      “You know what I mean.”

      “Yes. I do. And we do.” She dropped her arms. “But not when there’s an avalanche. Not even I can get through that, so here I am. Stranded.”

      “I’m not going to pretend that I’m not happy about it.” Slade leaned forward slightly with a need to close the gap between them. He knew he was coming on strong with her, but he couldn’t seem to stop himself. And what was even more frustrating was that she seemed totally unaffected by his charms. Any other woman would have crawled across the table into his lap by now.

      But Beth wasn’t just any other woman. And wasn’t that exactly what was drawing her to him.

      “Stay.” The word came out low and deep. “Just for dessert.”

      “I don’t—”

      “You have time since you don’t have to rush home.” He caught her eyes and stared into their clear blue depths. “Let me guess, you’re more of a cheesecake girl than chocolate, am I right?”

      Her smile told him he was right. “Well…”

      Taking a chance, Slade slid his hand across the table and rested it over her slender fingers. She would agree; he knew she would. She just needed a bit more convincing. He slid his fingers under hers, so he held her hand in his. “What would it hurt?”

      She didn’t pull her hand away and when Beth opened her mouth—to consent, Slade assumed—he didn’t bother hiding the grin that spread across his face, despite the fact that he knew it was very uncool and if any of his bandmates had seen it, he’d never hear the end of it.

      But the grin was short-lived when a popular, and somewhat cheesy song, broke the silence between them. In a flash, Beth pulled her hand from his grasp and flew to her cell phone on the edge of the table.

      “Sorry. I didn’t pick the—” She flipped it over and looked at it. “I have to take this.” Her eyes met his as she stood, and Slade could see the cloudy conflict in them.

      Slade jumped from his seat, his hand out to stop her. “I’ll order you—”

      “No. I have to go.”

      There was no way he was going to let her slip away that easily. Not the most interesting, surprising, and very sexy woman he’d had the chance to meet in years. It wasn’t going to happen. She was already a few tables away when he called out her name. When she turned, he said, “I’ll see you again. That’s a promise.”
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      The next day, the crews had cleared the road and Beth managed to get herself out of the resort and down from the mountain in time to check on Jules before school was meant to start. As it turned out, the town had closed the school because the roads weren’t safe enough for the buses to drive on. Which meant Jules got a snow day and because she didn’t want to risk getting trapped up the mountain again, Beth took a personal day. At least, that’s the excuse she gave Carmen when she called in.

      And her friend, being the understanding person she was, totally bought it. But she did ask about Slade, and even though Beth tried to keep her answers as neutral as possible, she knew it wouldn’t be enough.

      “I’ll fill you in when there’s something to fill you in on, okay?”

      “Come on, Beth. I’m in a boring old relationship now. I need to live vicariously through you.”

      “A boring, old relationship? Wow. You make it seem so appealing.” Beth rolled her eyes and quickly took a peek in the pantry. Maybe her and Jules could do some baking? When was the last time she’d had time to do that?

      “You know what I mean,” Carmen said. “And you and I both know that it’s not every day that you have dinner with a rock star.”

      “I had dinner with you.” She stifled her laugh.

      “You’re infuriating.”

      “I know I am. But I have to go. Enjoy your weekend. I don’t work again until Monday and with this snow, I don’t think we’ll be going anywhere.”

      She could hear Carmen’s heavy sigh on the other end of the line. “Okay. But make no mistake, I will be asking you again.”

      “Oh, I wouldn’t make that mistake.” Beth shook her head and peered into the living room, where Jules was huddled on the couch and watched one of the stupid tween shows Beth hated, where the characters were all over-the-top and ridiculous. “I’ll see you Monday.” She hung up the phone before Carmen could keep prying. Beth knew Carmen wouldn’t let it go until she told her something about Slade. The thing was, there was nothing to tell. Unless she mentioned the way he could undo her completely with just one look, or the way his touch had burned her skin but made her yearn for more at the same time.

      No, she couldn’t tell anyone those things, because she didn’t understand them herself. She didn’t understand anything about the way she felt about Slade. Except she needed to let it go. There was no way she was going to get involved with a rock star guitar player. Especially one with a reputation for being a ladies’ man. That was the last thing she needed in her life. She looked in again on Jules, who tried so
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