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Glossary of Spanish terms used:

Abuela - grandmother

Adios - goodbye

Bien - good

De nada - you’re welcome

Gracias - thank you

Mi abuelita - little grandma/more familiar term for grandmother such as Granny, Grandma

Mijo - my son (abbreviation); also used for grandson

Mosca - pest (old school affectionate nickname)

Mi papi chulo - my little man

Querida - sweetheart

Si - yes
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Port Harbor, Texas

Monday morning, early

LUIS

She was watching him again. Luis felt her eyes following his every movement as he continued to pound his fists into the heavy bag during his pre-dawn workout. Instead of making him nervous, knowing she was watching him made him want to show off a little more for her. Hence the reason he often trained without a shirt on when he knew she was around. He gave the bag a couple of extra punches for good measure before he stopped. Turning around, Luis pulled off his gloves before grabbing a bottle of water and downing it. Glancing her direction, he gave her a nod, which seemed to get her attention. She jerked and then aimed the water hose towards the other flowers in her back yard. Luis smiled in reaction.

His neighbor, Savannah Bradley, continued to water her flower beds as he wiped the sweat off his brow. This was not the first time he’d caught her checking him out during one of his early morning workouts since he’d come to stay with his abuela. 

His elderly grandmother was very spry for her age and quite capable of looking after herself. But Luis’ mom had asked him to stay with her while his mom tended to his aunt, who’s husband recently passed away. Luis didn’t think twice about putting his MMA training on hold indefinitely to help his mama and abuela. Family came first, always.

Although they’d never spoken to each other, Luis noticed Savannah the first day he arrived. She’d been sitting on her front porch steps when he’d driven up in his pickup truck. His gaze strayed her way each time he took a load of his things into his grandmother’s house. She was a pretty, young woman from what he could see. Her big brown eyes following his movements, her light brown hair loosely braided down her back. Her delicate features were drawn into a thoughtful frown as she appeared to be reading a book but hadn’t turned a page in a good long while, seemingly more interested in what he was doing. This woman was going to be trouble. Luis felt it in his bones.

He was considering speaking to the pretty neighbor, but then she got up and went inside her little cottage next door. Deciding it was probably for the best since he needed to focus on continuing his training and taking care of his family, Luis went inside his grandmother’s home. 

From that day, Luis only saw Savannah from across their yards. His abuela mentioned her neighbor often, going on and on about what a wonderful person Savannah was. He thought, at first, mi abuelita was trying to fix him up with her neighbor, but she never pushed for an actual meeting or introduction between Savannah and himself. So Luis assumed she just really liked Savannah as a person. Which was fine since he didn’t have time for women right now. Between continuing his training, taking care of his grandmother, and working at Down on the Beach as a bartender, Luis was plenty busy. 

The job had been a little bit of luck on his part and a whole lot of who-you-know. His mom worked for Kelly Real Estate. Not only had her boss, George Kelly, given his mother time off to help his aunt, but he also shared their situation with his nephew Quinn Holt. Because Quinn knew he was looking for a part-time job, he’d hooked him up with a gig as a bartender at the new beach bar in town. He was making good money, and the job didn’t interfere with his training schedule. His boss, Becky Down, was awesome. She really cared about her staff and made the bar a great place to work. And to be honest, bartending there didn’t feel like work. Mixing drinks was fun, and even he had to admit, it was ego-boosting to be hit on every day by the women who came in. 

Which surprised him because he didn’t consider himself handsome or even good-looking. He was definitely no “pretty-boy” since his wide nose had been broken several times, and he had a square jaw and prominent eyebrows. But apparently being young, muscular, and cut made up for a pretty face. That and his obvious appreciation for women. Because he’d been raised by women, he understood them better than most men. Luis attributed his success with women to his raising. His abuela and his mama made sure he respected women, which showed in his interactions with them.  

At twenty-three, Luis was old enough to esteem women of all ages and shapes, but he was young enough he didn’t want to tie himself down before he’d had a chance to pursue a career as a fighter. Being a bartender gave him a chance to interact with women without having to commit to any one particular lady. So it was the best of both worlds.  

Peering over at his neighbor’s yard again, he was surprised to find Savannah had moved closer to the four foot high chain link fence that divided their respective yards. She still held the hose in her hand, but it was turned off at the moment. 

Luis noticed she was dressed in an oversized t-shirt that hung off one shoulder and skimmed her upper thighs. A sports bra strap showed along her collarbone. And she was barefoot. He assumed she was wearing a pair of tiny shorts under the shirt, but he couldn’t tell for sure, which drove his imagination wild.

Her light brown hair was pulled up into a loose ponytail. Her dark brown eyes dominating her small face as they kept straying to his chest and abs. Her big, pouty lips opened as if to speak and then shut again. She did this a couple of times before finally finding her voice. All the while, Luis held still, quietly waiting for her to speak.

“Hello. I’m Savannah.” Her voice was slightly husky.

“I know,” he said.

“Well, yeah, I guess you would. I’m sorry I haven’t introduced myself before now. I’m not really good with m...new people.” Luis wasn’t sure what she’d been about to say, but waited as she continued. “You must be Mrs. Reyes’ grandson.”

Her husky voice crept over his senses, reminding him of the fine Scotch whisky Becky kept at the bar. The really good kind. The expensive kind. The kind that slides down your throat and made you want more.

“Could be.” He suppressed a smile. He wasn’t giving her much to go on, and he could tell she was getting frustrated. But Savannah had gone weeks without speaking to him. Luis wondered why she finally decided to introduce herself to him. 

“I was wondering...if you had some time...could you maybe...show me some moves?” Savannah stumbled through her request, her skin reddening more with each word. Her eyes constantly flitted back and forth between his face and his torso. 

“Moves?”

“Yeah, you know, fight moves. Self-defense moves,” she said on an embarrassed laugh.

“Why?” At his question, her eyes collided with his own.

“Why what?”

“Why do you want to learn some ‘moves’?”

“Doesn’t everyone?” Once again her eyes wandered to his chest.

“No. So why do you?”

“I just want to, okay? Can’t
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