

    
        
          Taming His Honeydoll

        

        
        
          East Coast Spitfires, Volume 4

        

        
        
          Brandy Golden

        

        
          Published by Brandy Golden Books, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      TAMING HIS HONEYDOLL

    

    
      First edition. June 16, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Brandy Golden.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223442479

    

    
    
      Written by Brandy Golden.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Taming His Honeydoll (East Coast Spitfires)

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

Sign up for Brandy Golden's Mailing List

Further Reading: Taming the Wind

Also By Brandy Golden

About the Author

About the Publisher



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Facing our mistakes is one of the hardest challenges in life. 

      

    


Prologue:

Sawyer stared at the picture of the couple in the newspaper article in shocked disbelief. Married? Emma hadn’t wasted any time. He’d only been gone a few months! 

With trembling fingers, he opened the note enclosed with the picture. Her sarcastic little tongue immediately sounded in his mind as he read.

Dear Sawyer,

You were right. Apparently, I only thought I was in love with you. My true love showed up right after you dumped me, and now I have my happily ever after. Don’t bother looking me up when and if, you ever return home. We will never be friends, not in a million years.

Emma

Talk about the mother of all Dear John letters!

He knew she’d been angry when they’d parted, but he hadn’t expected this.

Obviously, he’d handled their breakup all wrong. Instead of giving her an out in case something happened to him, or in case their brief relationship of three weeks wasn’t the real thing, she’d taken his words as a total rejection. Sharp, grinding pain coursed through him at the finality of his loss.

Sawyer took a deep breath and blew it out, running his fingers through his extremely short locks. Buzzed-off locks would be the better definition.

After the initial punch to his gut, anger coiled in his stomach like a rattler getting ready to strike. Fury overriding pain, he scrunched the picture of his Emma with another man in their walking-down-the-aisle wedding pose and then stomped it into the dirt for good measure. The note he folded carefully and put in his shirt pocket. The ache in his heart he’d deal with later. Right now, his commander was calling and his first duty was to the unit he served with.

Roughly Five years later
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Chapter 1
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There was no way for Emma Tremaine Brassington to gently drop her bombshell to her older brother Oliver, so she just baldly threw it out there. “Henry and I are getting a divorce.” She cringed as she waited for his response. It wasn’t long in coming when his eyebrows saluted the ceiling, then turned down in a frown. 

“Are you serious? Your husband wants a divorce already?” He unfolded his long length from the chair behind his desk and came to stand in front of her. 

He said that as if it were all her fault—and it was, but he didn’t know that. Of course, Oliver was the golden child. He’d never made a stupid mistake and everything he did was perfect. She loved and hated him at the same time.

He peered closely down at her. “You certainly don’t seem broken up about it. Are you okay?”

Emma licked her lips and stared up. Why was he so tall and she was so short? Standing in front of his desk was akin to being called to the principal’s office when she was in school. Life wasn’t always fair though—it hadn’t taken her long to figure that one out. 

Even though she was all grown up, married, and had a child, Oliver’s opinion of her still mattered. She’d never admitted the truth behind her marriage, and she didn’t want to now, so she had to choose her words carefully. She let her breath out in a sigh.

“It’s complicated, Oliver. It’s not just Henry, we’ve both decided we just aren’t working. His parents are going back to London where they are originally from, and he intends to go with them.”

Oliver’s eyes widened in incredulous disbelief. “And what about Levi? Is he just going to abandon his son? This is ridiculous!” 

Emma fidgeted restlessly, wishing he would back off. Her brother had always been overpowering, bigger than life, and she’d always failed to please him. “We are working that out,” she replied in an evasive tone. “I’ll have full custody, but he’ll fly us over there to visit and he’ll also come back here to visit. I think it’s really great of him to allow me to keep full custody of Levi myself,” she retorted. “Besides, it’s really between us.”

Feeling at a distinct disadvantage with him towering over her, she walked to the window and stared out. The veterinarian practice Oliver was a partner in was growing; new construction was going on outside to add another section to the original building. He’d worked hard to become the success that he was, but he was still too up in her business as far as she was concerned. That was a problem for her.

If Oliver were to find out that Levi didn’t belong to Henry, he would be all over her to know who the real father was. As much as she loved her big brother, he was too much of a father figure at times. Their father had died in Oliver’s senior year at Revere High and she’d only been ten years old at the time. Ever since then, he’d taken that male parental role further than she’d liked. In fact, she’d resented it—a lot. It hadn’t stopped him though. Sometimes she wondered how her sister-in-law Marsha put up with his dominant, overprotective personality.

“Do I need to have a talk with him?” Oliver rested his butt against the edge of his desk as he studied her. 

The growly tones brought Emma out of her reverie. “No, god no,” she sputtered, turning to face him again. “He’s not like you—you’d probably freak him out. Besides, I can take care of my own business, big brother. I don’t need you to save me,” she mocked.

“Maybe he needs to be freaked out—sounds like he needs a wake-up call. How can he run out on you and Levi like this? The man has responsibilities for Pete’s sake,” Oliver gritted the words through clenched teeth, his eyes blazing. 

Emma’s temper flared. “I’m not a responsibility if I don’t want to live with him either,” she retorted defensively. “And Levi is both our responsibilities, not just his. Besides, he isn’t forgetting about Levi—we are making plans together to cover all that. We are just done with being married.”

“Uncle Ollie!” The childish voice squealed in delight as the subject of their discussion came rushing into the room followed by Oliver’s wife, Marsha. Emma let her breath out in a whoosh, thankful for the reprieve. Her little bundle of joy was so beautiful with white-gold curls and big blue eyes. He resembled Henry closely enough that no one questioned his parentage.

“Levi,” Marsha protested with a laugh as she caught him by the arm and picked him up. “I’m sorry, he got away from me,” she said to Emma, her eyes darting between her husband and her sister-in-law in the tense atmosphere. 

Emma rushed to take Levi but Oliver scooped him out of his wife’s arms and set him on his shoulders. “Hey, buddy.”

Levi laughed in delight and patted Oliver’s head. then hugged his uncle around the neck in a tight squeeze.

“Arrghh,” Oliver gurgled, pretending to be choking, then reached up to tickle his nephew. 

“It’s okay, Marsha,” Emma assured her, deciding to make her escape. “I’ve told Oliver my news anyway,” she added quickly. “I have a meeting to get to, so I’ll take Levi to the babysitter. Oliver can fill you in.” 

“This discussion isn’t over,” Oliver warned as he handed Levi to her.

“It is for me,” Emma replied, chin up. “Later!”

Oliver watched his sister out of sight while Marsha slipped her arm around his waist and finger waved to Levi hanging over his mother’s shoulder. “That girl is hiding something,” he growled in exasperation. 

“You think?” Marsha grabbed his gaze with a mocking glance. “She’s been hiding something for years. Ever since she got married so suddenly. What’s she up to now?”

“Watch it,” he replied with a slap to her behind. He turned to face her and dropped a kiss on her pouty bottom lip. “She and Henry are getting a divorce and he’s moving to London.”

Marsha leaned back, her mouth dropping into a round circle of surprise. “You’re kidding! What’s going on with their marriage? What about Levi? How can he do that?” She sputtered. 

Oliver ran his fingers through his auburn waves. “You know as much as I do right now. She’s getting full custody and they are making visiting arrangements with Levi from time to time. That’s it—that’s all she told me.”

“Wow, I never saw that coming,” Marsha murmured, glancing out the window where Emma was putting Levi in his booster seat. 

When she and Oliver had married, she’d thought a close relationship would develop between her and Emma. Especially when Emma had mentioned a guy interest from college named Sawyer. She’d been shy and hesitant, but her eyes had been shiny and hopeful, and Marsha had suspected she might be in love. 

Three months later on spring break, Emma had come home planning her wedding to Henry James Brassington the second. After that, they’d rarely seen or spoke with her until Levi was born. She’d never mentioned Sawyer again except when Marsha had asked about him once. She’d simply dropped her head and said he’d never made the cut and he wasn’t worth talking about. Marsha had taken the hint and left it alone.

Getting close to Emma after that was a distant dream, but Marsha was sure the girl had suffered heartache. When she’d gotten pregnant immediately after her marriage, Emma had become very busy with school, her pregnancy and her husband. They rarely saw either of them.

“Yeah, me either,” Oliver replied with a sigh. “Although, I never got the impression that Emma was head over heels about Henry. I’d hoped for more than that for her, but he was her choice, so I respected that. I just wish he wasn’t leaving Levi behind. That I can’t condone and my respect for him just went down several notches,” he growled.

Marsha hesitated and then decided now was a good time to give him her news. She’d intended to wait and tell him over a candlelit dinner at home with all the trimmings, but she felt like he needed the boost now. “Well, I have something else for you to concentrate on, my love,” she said softly, wrapping her arms around his waist and kissing him on the chin.

Oliver wrapped his long arms around her, always ready and willing for affection from his wife. “And what might that be?”

“I have someone waiting to meet you to celebrate Christmas together.” She took one of his hands and placed it on her abdomen, then giggled at his expression as the light bulb went off and his green eyes opened wide.

“A b-baby?” He stuttered in his excitement, his face unbelieving yet hopeful at the same time. They’d been waiting long enough to get pregnant. Chessy and Ty already had two. “We’re having a baby?”

Marsha laughed and nodded. “We’re finally having a baby of our own.”

He swept her up in his arms and strode towards the doorway. 

“Where are we going? Put me down,” Marsha protested. The man had always had a habit of picking her up. She’d always felt like she was too heavy for him, but he wouldn’t allow her to object because he loved to do it. As usual, he ignored her.

“We have things to do. We need to get the nursery started, we have to shop, we need to get you on a schedule,” he replied, ticking things off as he went. “Nat’s going to be so ticked because we beat him and April.”

Marsha giggled, thinking of Oliver’s lifelong buddy, Nathaniel Murphy. He and April had married two years after she and Oliver, but he’d wanted a child immediately. It hadn’t happened for them yet, but Nat was ever optimistic that he would win out over Oliver. Their rivalry stemmed from their high school years playing football at Revere High.

“What in the world?” Oliver’s secretary Ann asked as he whisked her by the reception area.

“We’re going to have a baby,” he replied exultantly. “We’re going to have a baby,” he said to the people waiting with their animals in the lobby. 

Everyone just laughed and cheered when Marsha blushed in his arms.

***
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“WELL, HOW DID HE TAKE it?” Henry asked anxiously when Emma came in the door of their two-story brownstone in Bevier, Maine on the northwest side of Boston. 

Oliver Tremaine was a fiercely protective man and he intimidated Henry—all of which Emma was well aware. She handed Levi off to her husband who cradled the sleeping child in his arms while she flopped into the recliner in the living room. He carefully laid the boy on the sofa beside him and then leaned forward to study her eagerly.

“About like I expected,” she replied with a yawn. “He doesn’t like it, but he doesn’t have any choice in the matter. He really didn’t like the part about Levi.”

Henry leaned back with a sigh. With his golden blond curls and deep blue eyes, he looked almost cherubic, but he was certainly a handsome man. “That part bothers me too. I really love this little guy, even if he isn’t mine.”

Emma nodded. “That’s why I’m glad you came to me when you said you wanted to follow Everett over to London. I’d already been thinking we needed to separate. Since Levi is only three and a half, he probably won’t remember much about you after a while. I just hate you looking like an absentee father when that’s the last thing you are.”

“I meant it when I said we’ll do exchange visits,” he said firmly. “I have no intention of abandoning Levi. The way things are, I’m his legal father and I mean for it to stay that way unless something changes. There is always that possibility,” he finished.

Emma was troubled. “I didn’t think ahead to all these complications when you asked me to marry you, Henry. I was selfish, I guess. A part of me says it might be better if you don’t stay in Levi’s life, but that wouldn’t be fair to either one of you.” 

Henry shook his head. “It was me who was selfish, love. I used you to get my parents off my back so Everett and I could still be together. I didn’t think about how it would look for you and Levi when we divorced. I knew we would have to sooner or later for you to have a life of your own and someone to love.” He sat back with a sigh. “The only way for me to save face is for you to admit that Levi isn’t mine, and I understand why you don’t want to do that. Besides, if you did, I believe Mum really might disinherit me. We’ve created a bit of a mess, I’m afraid.”

Emma’s thoughts flew to Sawyer Blackland, Levi’s father. She wondered what he was doing right now at this very moment. Was he still in the military? Had he come home? Was he married to someone he actually loved? 

Over the years, her feelings had reduced from anger and revenge to sorrow, then finally acceptance. She still loved him—always would. But Levi needed an active father and she needed someone to hold her in the small hours of the night. She was tired of being alone, and tired of harboring secrets. Loving someone else the way she loved Sawyer would never happen, but maybe she could spare some love for someone who needed her as much as she needed them. It was time to open her heart.

“I can’t do that, at least not yet.” Her troubled gaze went to Levi.

Henry had been a lifesaver, even if his motives had been selfish on his part for their marriage. He was a kind man and had been a wonderful friend through college. When Emma realized she was pregnant, he’d offered her a way out immediately. Marry him and they would live together as roommates and take care of Levi together. 

They could each do whatever they wanted with other partners. Henry already had a partner, Everett, whom he met up with when he could. His mother was insanely controlling and had threatened to disown him if he didn’t produce a grandchild. If they’d known his proclivity wasn’t towards women, he wasn’t sure what they would do to him. But Emma had never ventured out. She’d never wanted anyone but Sawyer—who she couldn’t have.

“You never have told me who Levi’s father was,” Henry probed gently. “Are you ever going to?”

Emma studied his gentle eyes and shook her head. “It doesn’t matter now.”

“It might matter to him.”

Her eyes flashed. “If it had mattered to him, he should have been willing to stick around.”

Henry’s eyes widened. “He knew about the baby and still broke up with you?”

“No, he didn’t know,” Emma snapped uncomfortably. “I didn’t even know at the time. But if he didn’t love me enough to keep me, then he doesn’t deserve to know.”

“Emma Brassington! Every man deserves to know if he’s a father, poppet.” He tutted at her, his British background coming into play. “Give it over, love. If I was Levi’s father, I’d want to know.”

“He’ll never know if I have anything to say about it,” she retorted.

He folded his arms across his broad chest and stared at her. “I’m beginning to have some sympathy for your poor beleaguered brother,” he stated baldly. 

“Ha! Beleaguered my ass,” Emma replied acidly. 

“His threats to spank you being the part you hated most,” he added with a twinkle in his eye. “By Jove, I must say he had his hands full with you, didn’t he?”

“Yeah...well...I never asked him to be my father.” 

Emma lay her head back and closed her eyes to shut Henry out. Images of Sawyer played through her mind—laughing images, his lips coming down to press against hers, and his hands sliding up to cup her breasts. The last thing she needed was to see Sawyer again and be reminded that he’d lied to her when he’d said he loved her. She didn’t need his pity, nor did she want him to put up with her for Levi’s sake. 

“All right, Poppet,” Henry caved with a sigh. “Let’s get this divorce done so we can both move on with our lives.”

She nodded her agreement.

Six Months later

Rachel Blackland was making her way down the sidewalk next to Bevier Park on Jefferson Street when a laughing child raced towards the street in front of her. 

“Levi! Stop!” 

A young woman raced frantically after the boy, but Rachel could see that she wouldn’t be able to stop him from entering traffic if he didn’t stop himself. The way he was giggling told her that wouldn’t happen because he was having too much fun. Quickly she moved to intercept, grabbing the child and sweeping him up into her arms. 

“Whoa there, little man,” she said with a laugh, holding him up to look into his beautiful face. She stared in stunned disbelief. This young boy could have been Sawyer at the same age.

“Oh, thank you, thank you,” the distraught young woman said breathlessly as she took the boy from her hands. “Levi, you need to stop when Mama calls you,” she scolded, hugging him close.

The girl turned to thank the woman once again. “Thank you for stopping him, he’s in this stage where everything is a game. At this rate, I’m going to have to put him on a leash,” she said with a laugh.”

“It was my pleasure,” Rachel replied, patting Levi’s back. “I’ve raised a little boy myself so I know what a handful they can be.” She held out her hand. “I’m Rachel.”

Emma adjusted Levi to her hip and smiled. “I’m Emma Tremaine,” she replied, shaking Rachels’s hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Do you come here often?” Rachel asked, her heart beating erratically.

“Usually on Saturdays when it’s nice. The fall weather is starting to get nippy though, but he loves chasing the leaves around. Pretty soon it will be too cool to bring him out.”

“I usually walk in the park a couple of times a week after my part-time shift at the hospital, but I’m just grocery shopping today,” Rachel replied. “I like to be outside as much as I can. I’ve never seen you here before though.”

“Well, my husband used to take him to the park, but since we divorced, I’m trying to fill that role.” She let the squirming Levi down and he started pulling her back to the leaves. “It was nice meeting you, Rachel,” she called over her shoulder with a laugh and a wave.

“Have a nice day, dear,” Rachel called back and waved.  

As they rushed away, Rachel hurried to her car parked down the street across from the Supermart where she had just stocked up on a canned goods sale. The park had been so beautiful with its stately elms and colorful maples that she’d decided to take a small walk. Her doctor had urged her to walk more and enjoy the sunshine outside. She was so tired all the time though, especially since her husband Carter had died.

As she got into the red Lincoln, her thoughts flew to her son. The last time Sawyer had dated had been in college before he enlisted. He’d been excited about a girl named Emma. Then they broke up just before he went overseas and he’d never mentioned her again. He hadn’t dated anyone more than a time or two since he’d come home. 

Sawyer had stayed for another enlistment after his first one was up, but he’d come home early to take care of her instead. Due to his field of expertise, he still consulted with his commander and had resumed his master’s studies part-time while taking over the ranch responsibilities.

Oh, there were girls calling the house from time to time, but Sawyer never seemed interested. One persistent young lady named Marie had even been out to see him twice, uninvited, and had been kindly, but firmly sent away. 

Rachel’s dearest wish was for her son to get married and have a wife and children to keep him company in his old age. She and Carter had always wanted a large family but it wasn’t to be. Sawyer was their only child. 

She worried about Sawyer being alone once she was gone. especially since they had no other family in the States. She and Carter had immigrated from Germany years ago. They had purchased ten acres when they arrived and had slowly added to that as it became available. Now they had over six hundred acres with the most beautiful view of the White Mountains in the background. It was a wonderful piece of land, one she dearly loved. 

As she pulled into the driveway of their two-story home on the outskirts of Bevier, Maine and got out of the car, the wind gently swirled colorful leaves around her feet as she made her way up the concrete walk to the front door. She could have parked in the garage, but she liked the horse rails in front of her home and the white picket fence surrounding the immediate yard. Quaint, country, and beautiful with an array of shrubs and different flowers nodding their heads in the breeze. As many as she could entice to grow over the years—which had been a lot. 

The old oak tree in the side yard still sported a huge black tractor tire on a chain that Sawyer had loved to swing in when he was a child, and the treehouse above it that Carter had built. On an impulse she swished through the leaves to the tire swing and peered inside. It needed cleaning up, that was for sure. That would be her project tomorrow, she decided. Cleaning out all that buildup of mud and stink from years of leafy deposits, and making sure there were no creepy crawlies inside to scare her grandson. 

Levi was going to love this.

Then she sighed and shook her head. Who was she kidding? Wishing didn’t make things so, as her mother always used to say. But what were the chances that there was a child who looked exactly like her son and his mother having the same name as the girl Sawyer used to like in college happening? She tried not to get her hopes too high, but she had a gut feeling that she was right. Now she just had to figure out how to get them back together. Whatever had gone wrong with these two young people, they needed to fix it. She needed her grandson. 

At dinner that night, Rachel put step one into action. She’d fixed Sawyer’s favorite food for dinner—lasagna and heavenly garlic toast with a crazy combo salad of different dark greens and every finger food veggie you could name. Plus, a cobbler for dessert. Her men had always loved cobblers, and peach was Sawyer’s favorite. Now, to start digging.
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Chapter 2
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Sawyer eyed his mother carefully. She was up to something, no doubt about it. He’d seen this same ploy with his dad over the years. First, the favorite food, then the homemade pie of choice, and once her prey was full, she pounced. She wanted something all right, and he was pretty sure it had to do with her favorite subject, marrying him off. Since the only girl who was persistent enough to keep coming back was Marie, he expected the questions to begin shortly. 

He sighed inwardly. Marie was a nice girl, but she wasn’t the girl for him. That girl was long gone—he’d blown that chance all to hell years ago. He’d thought about looking her up when he came back to take care of his mom, but Emma had warned him not to. 

Maybe she’d forgiven him after all this time though. Maybe? 

He shook his head. Even if she had, she was married and everything had changed. No point in torturing himself over her memory. He’d tried to retire the note she’d sent him to the fireplace, but he hadn’t been able to do it. It was the last thing he had of her, something that she had touched. Of course, he was being a sentimental fool, but the problem was, there wasn’t anyone else who came close to raising his body temperature the way Emma had. He should never have slept with her, that had been a mistake.  He hadn’t meant to; he just hadn’t been able to resist her and she’d responded so sweetly. One taste and he’d been hooked for life. He missed her all the time.

If his country hadn’t called him, they would probably still be together. The field stealth programming he’d been working on in college had garnered attention from the military. They had offered to pay for all his education plus the expense of developing the technology he was working on to aid warriors in the field. He insisted that the technology still belong to him, and they had agreed. No way he could pass that up. 

His dad had already paid all he could for his college education, which included his bachelor’s degree, and he’d been at the point where loans were inevitable. The military offer had been a godsend. Now, with the patent on his programming finally in place, money was starting to roll in. Repairs his home badly needed, upgrades for the ranch, and the start of his programming business that he was getting off the ground in Boston were becoming a reality. 

“Sawyer, what was the name of that little girl you used to like in college?”

Sawyer started, his eyes narrowing at his mother. Of all the tactics he’d expected, this hadn’t been one of them. He didn’t remember even telling his mother about Emma, but then he might have mentioned her. He
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