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      “What about the sex stuff?”

      This question caught me off guard. I paused before answering, considering how best to reply to this query from the Sheriff of Logan County, Oklahoma. “Not everything in a romance novel is about sex.”

      Sheriff Branch took his eyes off the road long enough to shoot me a sidelong doubtful look, complete with one eyebrow arched above his aviators and everything. Before he turned his attention back to driving, his head tilted down as if he was giving me a once-over, and it was obvious enough that it gave me little tingly feels everywhere.

      “Uh-huh,” was all he said.

      “It’s not!” I tried again. “It’s also about the happy ending, and finding out how the characters get to that happy ending. And it’s about someone overcoming obstacles to be with someone they love. Stuff like that.”

      “And sex,” he added.

      “Well…” It was true. To most people, a romance novel without at least a hint of some sexytime activities was like when you had an open jar of peanut butter in front of you, without a spoon in sight—kind of frustrating. Which was why, when he’d asked what about the sex, I was so unsure of how to answer. By this time we’d been seeing each other for about five weeks, and we had yet to get past first base. It was like having a big, giant jar of really good, organic, crunchy peanut butter and not even being able to get the dang lid off.

      My name is Beverley Green, and I live in Guthrie, Oklahoma, where I own a bookstore (named, of course, The Book Store) and have way too many animals in my backyard. I’m a forty-something GenXer who used to live in New York, where I was a big-time editor for a fancy publishing house until I realized none of it made me happy and I moved back to my home state, Oklahoma. I adopted Guthrie as my new hometown, and the rest, as they say, is history.

      The most recent fantastic thing to happen to me was dating the sheriff. Dating? That sounded weird. Were we “going out?” I had no idea what to call it. All the terms I could come up with sounded lame at this point in my life.

      On this particular Friday, we were in Callan’s truck on our way down to Fredericksburg, Texas for the weekend, for a sort of romantic-getaway-combined-with-important-sheriff-business trip. I had just finished reading him the first chapter of the romance novel I was writing.

      “Usually some other stuff happens before the sex stuff,” I continued. “I mean, in a book. Well, I guess in real life too. Or…” I was nervous, and starting to babble.

      I could tell from the silence that Callan was laughing at me, on the inside. He did that a lot, but to be fair I gave him plenty of material to work with.

      I went on in the most authoritative tone I could muster, given the subject matter. “There are plenty of romantic books out there with no steamy bits whatsoever.” Those books, I thought to myself, appealed to the people who were allergic to peanut butter.

      “Oh yeah?” he asked, his voice dripping with innuendo. Or was it a challenge? I couldn’t be sure, I was getting so flustered. He did that to me a lot, and half the time I wasn’t even sure why I was flustered.

      But this time, I was nervous because it was our first trip away together. So far, our courtship had been unbearably innocent, and I didn’t know what to expect over the weekend. Callan had made us reservations at a bed-and-breakfast near his family’s ranch, and said he had some activities planned for me while he attended some law enforcement training event. That was all I knew, and I’d been too afraid and nervous to ask for any details. That didn’t mean I wasn’t really wanting to know, however. I had a million questions! Would we be sharing a room? Would we be having breakfast together in the mornings? Did we have to share a bathroom? Was our relationship status finally going to go from PG to at least PG-13? I wouldn’t mind if it did; to me it seemed we were moving at a glacial speed toward… well, you know. I’d be okay with accelerating to maybe motorized scooter speed.

      “Well,” said Cal, “I like what you read to me.”

      “You’re not just saying that?”

      “I don’t have a lot to compare it to.”

      This somehow didn’t make me feel better. “What do you mean? Haven’t you… uh…”

      “Jesus, Bev,” he said while shaking his head. “That’s obviously not what I meant. I just don’t usually read that kind of book.”

      “Oh. Right.” I paused. “But you read a lot.”

      “Yes, but I’ve never read a romance novel.”

      “Will you read mine when it comes out?”

      “Of course.” He glanced my way again and I smiled.

      Then I frowned, because on second thought, I wasn’t sure I wanted him to read my very first romance novel. As if reading my thoughts, he added, “I can’t wait to read about what some of your best moves are.”

      “What? That’s not—I wouldn’t…” I glared at him, but he was doing that silent laugh again. “Oh. Yeah, that’s funny.” I pretended to fume. Well, two could play that game.

      “I guess you’ll just have to wait for the book to be published to find out,” I snapped, crossing my arms over my chest in a decidedly this buffet line is permanently closed type of way.

      At the moment it was all just talk anyway, because I still hadn’t finished my book and I’d been avoiding writing any really steamy bits. I was close to having a rough draft done; I was maybe two-thirds of the way there. But for the life of me, I couldn’t figure out how to end it. Was there a big plot twist before the happy ending? Did anyone lose any limbs, or have their cat die, or go bald? (Either the cat could go bald, or the hero, or both—that would be interesting.) I’d been grasping at straws for a while and getting nowhere.

      “So the bookstore is in capable hands this weekend?” Callan asked.

      “Yeah,” I said absently as he pulled me out of the mental quicksand of my plot problems and back into the present moment. “I mean yes, should be. Julie and Chuck will both be there, and between the two of them, they should have everything under control.” I was fortunate I had two great part-time employees that helped me keep The Book Store running smoothly. Although I was going to have to find replacements for them soon. Chuck “Banjo Man” Brown was leaving to go back to Colorado to finish his degree, and Julie would be graduating high school and going off to college as well. But I’d deal with that later. This weekend was all about me and the sheriff.

      “I hope you have the same confidence in your house sitter,” he said, with what sounded like a little skepticism in his voice.

      I shrugged in resignation. “It’s too late now.” I tried to downplay it, but truth be told, I was a little worried about my house. Well, I was less concerned about my house and more concerned about all the animals that were living in my backyard. Who weren’t supposed to be there, because my landlady had told me it was not okay for me to keep ten chickens and two sheep in the small yard of a suburban rental house. I was most concerned about the competence of the only person I could find to watch my place for me: Bill Turner, man-sandal-wearing, white-haired, rotund old guy. He also happened to be dating my landlady, Leona Tisdale. They were part of a gang (they weren’t really a gang, at least not to my knowledge, but I could totally picture them starting one) I liked to call the Guthrie Old Timers. I had a hint of a bad, bad feeling about leaving my house and animals in Bill’s hands, but as I said, it was too late.
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        * * *

      

      Before I could get too much deeper into worrying about what Bill might be doing in my house unsupervised, my cell phone rang from somewhere in my bag. I fumbled around till I found it, and saw it was my mom calling.

      “Hi Mom,” I said with as much fake enthusiasm as I could muster. I caught Cal making his trying not to laugh at Beverley face.

      “Beverley, is that you?” my mom asked.

      “Did you forget who you called again? Yes mom, this is your daughter, Beverley. Beverley Green.”

      “Oh. Yes. I’m sorry, honey, I’m just a little distracted right now.”

      “Are you and dad trying to learn jujitsu again? Because you remember how that went last time, right?”

      This time, Callan was unsuccessful at holding back a quiet laugh. Which was his equivalent of a side-splitting guffaw. The man was more reserved that the Federal banking system.

      “No dear,” my mom said. Then I had an alarming thought. I hoped she hadn’t done something like butt-dialed me while she and my dad were making out. Okay, how fast could I erase that mental picture?

      “I’m afraid I have some bad news,” she said, with genuine sadness in her voice.

      I sat up straighter in the passenger seat of Callan’s pickup truck. “What is it?”

      “It’s your Auntie Frances. She’s passed away.”

      I paused, sifting through all my brain debris. “I have an Auntie Frances?”

      “Don’t be a smartypants, Beverley Green,” she snapped. “You know perfectly well you have—I mean, had—an Auntie Frances. She was at your third birthday party, and gave you a blue checkered dress.”

      I couldn’t remember any Auntie Frances. I could, however, remember that dress. I’d hated it with the fierceness of a million suns, and would only put it on if my mom let me wear my Converse sneakers and tube socks with it. “Oh. Right. Well, I’m sorry to hear that.”

      “She left you her estate.”

      I almost dropped the phone. “She did what now?” I’d been so loud it caused Callan to jerk the truck to the left by a few feet.

      “She made you the sole beneficiary of her estate,” my mom said.

      Holy moly. But wait.

      “How did you find out before me?” I asked. “Isn’t that like, confidential?”

      “Her attorney called us, looking for you. All they had was your New York contact information.” Her tone almost sounded guilty, although I couldn’t quite put my finger on why. “I sort of needled it out of her,” she added reluctantly, like she’d read my thoughts. My mom. Champion busybody.

      Before I could tell her how embarrassed I was, or had a chance to chastise her, she continued speaking. So far, she was winning our verbal chess match. “And before you ask me how much it is, and when you can get it and will it be all cash, let me just say I don’t know.”

      “Gosh mom, you’re losing your touch.” I resented that she assumed I’d want to know how much. She’d been right, but she didn’t need to know that. It had been the next thing that went through my mind after the tube socks and dress. Would I be taking the entire sum of the proceeds to Target and buying a bath towel, or would I be shopping for a new house to go with my bath towel? I was a bit curious.

      Naturally, she blew off my dig. “I can tell you that you’d better get yourself an attorney,” she continued, “because I have a feeling it’s a pretty sizable estate.”

      “Okay.” I’d also need to do some research and figure out where she had lived, what side of the family she was on, and maybe what she looked like. I knew absolutely nothing about her.

      At that moment, Callan sped up to pass a truck on the highway, and the rumble of its diesel engine and eighteen wheels filled the cab.

      “Are you driving right now?” my mother asked.

      “Um, yeah, Cal is taking me to lunch.” There was no way I was telling her I was heading out of town with him for a weekend of hot bed-and-breakfast sex. Or hot bed-and-breakfast croissants, I still wasn’t sure which. Hopefully both.

      “Oh, how sweet of him! You tell him we said hello.”

      “I will.”

      “And don’t blow it with that man,” she added in a stern voice. “Your father and I will never forgive you.”

      “Thanks for your vote of confidence, Mom.” It was she and my dad who had ambushed both Callan and me when they set us up on a blind date a couple months earlier, and it had been tough to give her the satisfaction of knowing she had made what seemed so far to be a good match. But it would be even worse if, to use her blunt, thinly veiled threat, I were to blow it with him.

      We agreed to talk again the following week, and said our goodbyes.

      “Something wrong?” Callan asked in his customary even tone.

      “My Auntie Frances died. And my parents say hi.”

      “Oh, Bev. I’m sorry.”

      “It’s all right, they mean well.”

      “No, I mean about your aunt.”

      “Oh. Well I didn’t even know I had an Auntie Frances, but thank you.”

      We were quiet for about a mile or so. I had so many questions. Like, what was “sizable” to my mom? Four hundred bucks? I had no idea. I admonished myself for thinking about it in such materialistic terms. Of course I was sad I’d lost a relative. I hoped she had lived a long and happy life, and that it had been a peaceful passing. I wanted to find out more about her, but it could wait until Monday. For now I wouldn’t worry about it, and instead I’d concentrate on having a good weekend with my… with my Callan.
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        * * *

      

      After stopping for lunch, gas, and three extra bathroom detours (I refused to apologize for trying to stay hydrated, an important part of overall good health), we finally turned onto a gravel road in what seemed like the exact middle of Texas and drove past a hand-painted sign that read, Feist Farms. This was the bed-and-breakfast where Callan had arranged for us to stay. He pulled into a parking space and shut off the truck. We’d made it with enough time to check in, scope the place out, and head into downtown to have some dinner.

      I had been expecting one of those Victorian mansion-type bed-and-breakfast places, with a white picket fence and a few garden gnomes in the yard, and a kind, elderly lady at the front desk who owned eight cats and made great scones. But when I took a closer look at our surroundings, I was downright shocked. In a pleasant way.

      We were standing in front of a large main house, with smaller cabins and buildings spread out behind it. It wasn’t a bed-and breakfast at all; it was a nice-sized inn.

      There were shade trees everywhere, and I could hear a fountain, but couldn’t see it. In front of the main building was a hand-hewn wooden arbor, covered in vines with small white flowers. Within ten seconds of looking at it all, I knew I never wanted to leave. And I couldn’t believe Callan had picked out something like this on his own. Was I in an alternate universe? Nope, apparently I just didn’t know him very well.

      “What do you think?” he asked, as we walked to the front door. His boots crunched in the gravelly dirt as he took one stride to my two.

      “I, uh… how did you…”

      “I know the owner.”

      It was beyond impressive. I didn’t want to think about whether or not he’d ever brought any other “friend” here, and was too scared to ask, anyway. I was already anxious enough. Because this was it—the first of my many questions was about to be answered: one room or two? I couldn’t ever remember being so nervous checking into a hotel before, but I then recalled that one time in Colorado, when some college friends had convinced me to go with them to see Phish at Red Rocks over spring break… And that was a story that would not be told in the company of my law-enforcing boyfriend for a very long time to come. If ever.

      When we walked into the main house, I noticed a tall, slender, dark-haired woman of about fifty sitting behind a desk. She looked up from her computer and smiled broadly when she recognized Callan. “Well hi there, stranger!”

      “Hi, Marian,” Callan said.

      She got up and hugged him while I kept a close eye on where all of their hands went.

      “I want you to meet Beverley.” He moved away from her and gestured toward me.

      “Hi, Beverley,” Marian said warmly. “It’s so nice to finally meet you. I’ve heard a lot about you.”

      Well, that was interesting, I fumed, because I hadn’t heard a thing about her. “Oh, really?” was all I could come up with to say out loud.

      “Cal, did you not tell Bev about our sordid past?” She socked him in the arm, and when she grinned broadly I realized she was very beautiful. And not in a “unique” way like my mom always told me I was, but in a true, classic beauty way. I suddenly felt very plain. I was also not digging the way she’d said the word sordid. I made a mental note to look into therapy when I got back home. With an emphasis on self-esteem issues.

      “No, I didn’t,” said Callan, rubbing his arm where she’d tagged him. “God, Marian, you always punch so hard.”

      Marian laughed and stepped closer to give me a hug. I was about five miles past being confused. I looked at Cal. They really needed to make a special sort of GPS tracker for people like me, who always felt at least ninety seconds behind everyone else in any given conversation.

      Marian must have noticed I looked confused. “Cal, you’re terrible! Come with me, Beverley, and I’ll fill you in.” She took me by the arm and walked me farther into the building, toward what looked like a dining room. We left Callan standing there, and I hoped he’d get the hint and bring my bag in from the truck.

      Several of the tables were occupied by people in various stages of eating an early dinner. Marian sat me down at a four top, and someone immediately appeared with three glasses of water and a charcuterie and cheese plate. Which looked so good, I wanted to inhale every last morsel. Right then. But instead, I sat patiently and sipped my water, trying not to stare at the food.

      “This is a beautiful place,” I said, attempting to make awkward conversation and succeeding.

      “Thank you. My husband Karl and I have been running it for about ten years now. We love it here.” She looked around the room at the guests. She had that same look of happiness that I got when I looked around my bookstore. There was something familiar about her, but I couldn’t quite place it.

      “Anyway,” she said, slicing off a piece of bleu cheese and putting it on a cracker. “I have to punch Callan hard because he’s my little brother and did unspeakably annoying things to me when we were growing up.”

      My lungs filled back up with air I hadn’t noticed had been missing. “Ohhhh.” I may have sounded a little too relieved, but that explained so much. I daintily took one cracker and a slice of what turned out to be a cheddar cheese with horseradish in it. My new favorite.

      “I understand you run a bookstore up in Guthrie?”

      ”Yup,” I said. “I also write for our local paper, and am working on my first novel, when I’m not chasing down chickens or Bigfoot.” It just came right out of my mouth, completely uncensored, like it was the most natural way in the world to describe myself. When I thought about it, of course, I realized I probably sounded crazy. Oh well. Best to get that established early on.

      I was saved by Callan sitting down at the table with us just then. “I put our bags by the front desk,” he explained. I smiled to myself.

      “I’ll have Josh take them to your rooms,” Marian said. “Do you want to eat dinner here?”

      And there it was—the plural version of room. I began resigning myself to an evening of plain old Netflix, with no chill. Callan was looking at me for an answer about what I wanted to do for dinner, so I tried to put my disappointment out of my mind. No big deal that he wasn’t interested in some downtime (or was that uptime?) later. That didn’t mean we couldn’t still have a nice evening, right? But I did need to reassess my expectations. I’d already forgotten he was waiting for me to say something again, until I heard him softly clear his throat.

      “Let’s stay here,” I said.

      He looked at his sister. “You heard the lady,” he said, and popped a cracker with salami and cheese into his mouth.

      “Great!” Marian said, clapping her hands together. “Why don’t you get settled in your rooms, and I’ll go find Karl. I’ll get them to whip us up something special in the kitchen, and we can meet back here at six?”

      Callan was already reaching for another cracker. “Just as soon as I eat more cheese.”

      Marian laughed and got up from the table. “It’s really lovely to meet you, Beverley. Just let us know if we can do anything at all to make your stay with us more enjoyable.”

      “Thank you,” I said, smiling. If she only knew, I thought.

      “Notice that she didn’t make me the same offer,” Callan said after his sister left.

      I smiled smugly and ate another piece of horseradish cheddar. “Obviously little brothers don’t count.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      Callan and I were shown to our rooms—adjoining no less—which were located in the main building. I had a few minutes to relax and check out my digs before we would meet back up. The bay of windows overlooked a small courtyard, facing the back of the property. I could see the fountain that I’d heard earlier, surrounded by succulents and a walking path. There were smaller cabins spread out around the courtyard. Vines grew along more hand-hewn arbors and fences. It looked so relaxing. And romantic as all get-out. I sighed heavily.

      The room was just as relaxing, and even more fancy and romantic. A huge king-sized bed with a quilt folded at the foot was up against a beautiful wood-paneled wall. There was a comfy reading chair, a couple of cute lamps, and tasteful art on the walls. The bathroom had the biggest claw-footed tub I’d ever seen, and lots of natural lighting from a few windows with sheer curtains. I saw a bath in my future. And I also considered putting in a change of address card with the post office.

      And that made me think of home. I figured I should check in with my house sitter, so I decided to give Bill a call, right after I got ready for dinner.

      I washed my face and changed out of driving clothes (Beastie Boys T-shirt, jeans, Vans) and into dinner clothes (flowy skirt, cardigan, flats). I tried to have a conversation with my curly hair about behaving itself that evening, but it let me know in no uncertain terms that there were no guarantees. When everything looked about as good as I could hope for, I went ahead and called Bill.

      I had met Bill Turner and his cousin Al Turner the year before, when I’d interviewed them for an article on local Bigfoot sightings I’d been forced to write. They were a pair of friendly white-haired old dudes who had sworn they’d seen a lady Bigfoot. Their insistence had resulted in me going on a Bigfoot stakeout with one golden-haired Danny Cadence. The stakeout had gone great, if you know what I mean, and that was besides the fact we’d possibly seen a real Bigfoot.

      Bill and Al had turned out to be good buddies, despite their penchant for unintended slapstick comedy and accidental sheep thievery. I’d even helped Bill open his own vintage T-shirt store recently—Ye Olde Tee Shirte Shoppe. The name, I know… but I couldn’t get him to ditch any of the e’s.

      I got out my cell phone and flopped down on the bed, which proved to be a huge mistake; it was so comfortable, I wasn’t sure I’d be able to get back up again. From my supine position, I called Bill’s number. He answered the phone, but didn’t say anything. All I heard was some mouth breathing.

      “Bill?” I finally asked.

      “Sweetie buns?”

      Oh lord. Did I really sound like Leona? That just did not compute. Ugh. He obviously needed hearing aids. “No, Bill, this is not Leona. It’s Beverley. Beverley Green?”

      “Oh yeah, okay! Hiya, missy! How’s tricks?”

      “Well, we made it to Fredericskburg just fine,” I said, unsure of what tricks Bill might be referring to.

      “Great, great. So did you guys make it there okay?”

      “Uh-huh,” I answered warily. “And how’s the weather?”

      “Oh yeah, for sure, I did the dishes!” Bill yelled into his phone so loudly I had to hold it away from my ear.

      “Okay, Bill, what’s going on?” Something wasn’t quite right. More than usual.

      “Uh… well, that one chicken. The crazy looking one?”

      I sat back up so fast my head spun. Of course he meant my nefarious hen, Beryl. “What about her?”

      “Is she, you know, fully mentally stable?”

      “Why are you asking?”

      “Well,” said Bill, pausing for just a second. “I’ve never thought chickens was particularly friendly-like, but that bird tried to bite my head off! She’s got some anger issues or somethin’.”

      “She just up and tried to bite you?” I was picturing Bill filing a lawsuit against me and having to get Beryl put down because she was a menace to society.

      “I was only tryin’ to give her a hug,” said Bill quietly, a little sadness in his voice. “She looked like she needed one.”

      “You can hug any other chicken out there, Bill, just stay away from Beryl, okay?”

      He was silent but I knew he was nodding his head, forgetting I couldn’t see him.

      More silence on the line until I couldn’t take it any longer. “How are Burt and Loni?” I asked.

      “The sheeps? The sheeps are good!” he said. “They sure do eat a lot though.”

      “I know, right? Make sure you don’t leave anything out that might be bad for them.”

      “Are hamburgers bad for sheep?”

      “Yes, Bill, I’m pretty sure sheep shouldn’t eat hamburgers. Unless maybe they’re veggie burgers, but even then it’s iffy.”

      “Oh.” He sounded disappointed.

      “Okay,” I went on. “The sheep are fine, everything is okay with the house, and the chickens?”

      More silence.

      “Bill?” I was starting to wonder if I might need to fly back home tonight. I just knew I shouldn’t have left Bill in charge. “Maybe you should have Short Marty stay with you.”

      “Nah, that would ruin my romantic time with my sweetie,” he said. “Oh hey, Leona’s here, gotta go, b—” He was in the middle of yelling what I could only assume was the word bye, but he hung up before he finished.

      I put the phone down and tried to get images out of my head of what he and Leona Tisdale might get up to in my bedroom. Well, technically it was her bedroom, since I was renting the house from her, but it was still my bed. Oh my. I closed my eyes and put my hand over my mouth. I did not want to think about that. Fortunately, I was saved by a knock at my door.

      I crossed the room and opened it to find Callan standing in front of me, looking positively delicious. And it wasn’t just because I was starving; he really did look delectable. He was all tall and lean, and looked just the right balance of dressed up and casual in his jeans, button-down shirt, and boots. A little gasp might have come out of my mouth but I couldn’t be sure. I forgot about Bill and all things animal husbandry-related.

      “You look nice,” he said, giving me an equally obvious once-over from his vantage point in the doorway. I was glad he noticed; I only wore skirts about five times a year, and had used up one of my allotments for this dinner. I figured, even if he hadn’t planned on anything happening this evening, that still didn’t mean I couldn’t try to make him feel regretful about it. Was that mean? Maybe. But I was okay with it.

      “Thank you.” I smiled a rueful smile and went to pick up my bag off the bed. “Ready for dinner?”

      “Not quite.” He closed the door to my room and walked over to the bed, where he scooped me into his arms and kissed me. It wasn’t a How’do ma’am, I am the Sheriff of Logan County kind of kiss, but rather more of a Hot damn! I gotta get me some of that kind of deal. He had such a tight grip on me, and was so much taller than me, that it felt like my feet were about to lift off the ground. Not that I was complaining. Somehow, we ended up falling onto the bed and I was beyond surprised. Not that I was complaining about that, either.

      It was like someone with a very agreeable ulterior motive had replaced the usually stoic sheriff. I was loving it, but it was so out of character. When we finally came up for air, I asked, “Is everything okay?”

      He propped himself up on one elbow. “Why wouldn’t it be?” One side of his mouth was raised ever so slightly. If I didn’t know him so well, I wouldn’t have even noticed, but I’d trained myself to understand his particular brand of manspeak.

      “Well, this…” I said, gesturing to the small amount of space between us. “It doesn’t seem to fit your usual M.O.”

      Now he outright laughed. “Well, you know how it is.”

      “No, I don’t know how it is! Tell me.”

      He sat up and extended his hand to help me up. “We’re out of our usual element, on a kind of vacation. It’s nice.” He looked at me again, and his eyes seemed to contain more heat than I’d ever seen before. I made a mental note to go back through my romance novel and add more heated gazes, because they were great. “It’s a nice evening. And it’s nice we’re on a vacation. And you look…very nice. I’m sorry, it won’t happen again.”

      “Why the hell not?” I asked, a slight tinge of frustration sneaking into my tone.

      “This isn’t the time or the place,” he said, standing up and walking to the desk, pretending to inspect it.

      “It seems like the perfect time and place.” I struggled not to sound desperate, but it wasn’t working. “You could have gotten us one room.”

      “It’s my sister’s place.”

      “Are you embarrassed to be here with me?”

      Callan shot me a look. “Of course not! Why would you say that?”

      “Well, the two rooms…” I stood up and crossed my arms in front of my chest, partly in defense, partly to brace myself for incoming bad news. Because why else wouldn’t someone want to, you know, do stuff, unless it was because of something bad, like they can’t stand your laugh, or they’d suffered a horrible accident in the war, or really they’re breaking up with you, or…

      “Beverley.” He walked over to me and took me in his arms. “It’s not like that at all.” I couldn’t see his expression because his chin was resting on my head, but I could feel him take a deep breath. “I asked you to come with me so we could spend some time together, outside of Guthrie. Get to know each other better. But this is my family, and I want to be sure that when they think I’m serious about someone, I really am. Besides, my sister is the one who reserved two rooms for me. I just didn’t correct her.”

      He put his hands on my shoulders and moved me away from him until he could look me in the eyes. “We’ve got time.” He had a downright wicked grin on his face as he let go of me to pick up my bag from the bed and hand it to me. “It’s all about the getting there, Bev. What’s the rush?”

      I was silent at this, because I had to admit, it was sound logic. And instead of firing back with a line like, But I like to drive fast, or What stupid song did you get that advice from? I stopped to think about it. I really liked Callan. In past relationships, I wouldn’t have thought twice about moving at the speed of light. But where had that gotten me? Not anywhere I’d wanted to be, long-term. I considered the possibility that this might be my chance to try things a different way, and that way might turn out to be a better way.

      “I agree,” I finally said as we moved to the door. But before he opened it, I stopped him and pulled him down to give him one last, long, superhot kiss. Just because I agreed with his stupid sound logic, it didn’t mean I wasn’t going to make it easy for him to follow through with it.
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