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      Alexander “Lex” Cameron’s temper burned hotter than the rubber left on the pavement by his classic Harley. He’d never left a tire mark unless he had no choice. Tires cost too damn much to flex his masculinity against a bunch of cheese-heads.

      In this case, he jammed on the breaks to stop from plowing into the woman who ran out in front of him. He hoped she smelled better than the rubber assaulting his senses right now.

      And she better have a damn good reason for risking not only her life, but his.

      Flicking the kickstand down with his booted heel, he pulled off the black helmet and wiped the sweat from his forehead. He hated wearing the damn thing but it made his mother feel better and since he was on his way to see her, why not score a few brownie points?

      Lex stepped over the body of his chrome hog and shifted his head back and forth to work out a kink in his neck then stared down at the slip of a girl that didn’t look more panicked about almost being run her over. He frowned.

      “Are you crazy? I could have seriously hurt you.”

      She didn’t answer him. Instead, she kept pushing up on her toes to look over his shoulder toward the tree line. Lex turned his head and followed her gaze but saw nothing. Still, he felt his heart beat a little bit faster and his blood begin to pump a little bit harder. Never a good sign for just a jaywalker.

      “You need a lift or something?” He hoped she would say no and go about her business but she nodded wordlessly and held a small, dirty hand out to him. Again he frowned.

      “Well, let’s get going,” he said and stepping easily over the chrome monster, hauled her up behind him. She shifted a backpack over her shoulder he hadn’t noticed before.

      He started to put the helmet on but handed it to her instead. “I think you should probably wear this.”

      She took one last look toward the tree line before putting the helmet on. She placed her hands on his shoulders, trying to hold her body away from his.

      “Yeah that’s not gonna work, honey,” he said and taking her hands, slid them down to his waist. “Slide closer and hold tight. I gotta make one stop then I’ll drop you off wherever you need to go.”

      He felt her nod against his back and shook his head. This one’s trouble. He could just feel it. He’d be better off to drop her off first but he was already late. He’d make a quick stop at his parents then he’d get rid of the bad feeling in the shape of the female wrapped around his waist.

      With the turn of the key, the engine once again roared to life. He gunned the motor causing his passenger to jolt at the sound. He grinned for a moment but didn’t take further enjoyment at frightening her. Whatever she seemed to be running from had that covered.

      Flicking the stand back up, he gunned the engine again and the cycle took off smoothly down the road.
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      “Well, where is she?”

      “I’m sorry, sir. She got away.”

      “Three highly trained mercenaries like yourselves couldn’t find one little girl? Do you know what she could do to me?”

      The man’s voice thundered across the room, followed by a crystal glass that shattered against the wall just a few feet from the messenger’s head.

      “We’ll find her. We caught sight of her on a motorcycle leaving the area along with a partial plate. It shouldn’t be too hard to track.”

      “Then why are you still here? Find her, now!”
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      Lex rolled up to the front door of a large house. Not quite the mansion his buddy Trace lived in now, but his family was quite comfortable with their life style. He shut off the motor and helped the girl down before setting the bike on its stand and dismounting himself.

      He wondered all the way here what he would tell his mother about this bit of baggage. It didn’t matter really. Within an hour she would be on her way to wherever it was she needed to be. Still, her body hugging tightly to his stirred something in him, things he shouldn’t consider with a troubled stranger.

      Her small frame held surprisingly large breasts and he felt them every mile from where he’d picked her up. Damn he needed one hot night and one hot woman to ease his rising adore. The sooner he got rid of this one, the sooner he could do just that.

      “Come on,” he said and walked toward the door before he realized she wasn’t following. “This is my parent’s home. You’ll be fine here until we can get you on your way.”

      She tugged off the helmet, lowered her head with a nod and started to follow him when the door opened. Oddly, she ducked behind him and clutched her backpack in front of her.

      “Lex! I was starting to worry.”

      The woman that came out with open arms hugged him tightly. He smiled and returned the affection. He loved his mother beyond all reasoning. Having nearly lost her a year ago to cancer, he came to realize how very precious life can be and to cherish it and those that were important to him.

      “Sorry I’m late. I had an unplanned stop...” he began but his mother interrupted him.

      “So I see,” she said and gave him a withering look. He dropped his head.

      Judith Cameron pushed Lex to the side and held her hand out to the tag-a-long trying to duck behind him again, but his mother was persistent.

      “You poor thing! Having to ride on that dreadful bicycle. At least you had the good sense to wear a helmet,” Judith said, taking it from the quiet woman and stuffing it in Lex’s stomach with surprising force.

      “Hey, wait a minute,” Lex began but found himself talking to the retreating forms of the two women. He half chuckled and hooked the helmet onto his cycle before following them inside. “Pop, you here?”

      “Lex, really, must you bellow? You scared our guest,” Judith chided and steered her toward the stairs.

      “She’s not staying, Ma. I just wanted to stop here first because I was late. I’ll be dropping her off at her final destination as soon as she tells me where she wants to go,” Lex explained and snagged the newspaper lying on the foyer table.

      “Well, your father is on his way home. I’ll take,” Judith began then frowned. “I’m sorry, where are my manners. My name is Judith Cameron. And you are?”

      The woman kept her head lowered but spoke in a low tone to his mother.

      “Lovely name, my dear. Come on, let’s get you cleaned up before you have to get going. Perhaps some rest. Maybe you could join us for dinner?”

      “Ma,” Lex began, but was waved off dismissively as the two women walked upstairs.

      “Well, what the hell is her name?” Lex asked out loud to an empty room before he shrugged and headed for his father’s study.
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      Valentina Garrett allowed herself a moment of relaxation, one tiny minute of freedom from the fear of the past few months of her life. Soon she would have to start looking over her shoulder and running for her life again.

      She closed her eyes for a few seconds then opened them again to make sure her bag was still on the bench in front of the massive vanity. Her body screamed for more relaxation and rest but she couldn’t. Not yet. Once she got downtown she could check into a motel under a false name and maybe, just maybe, get a long night of sleep before trying to figure out the rest of her life.

      Tina glanced around the bathroom again. She swore it was bigger than her last studio apartment. How easy it would be to just soak up the luxury of this place she thought. Sighing, she stepped out of the claw-foot bathtub.

      Taking the towel off of the curved holder, she found it warmed as if it were fresh out of a dryer. Hurriedly, she wrapped it around her body. It wrapped around her almost twice. She frowned, but inhaling the fresh linen scent deeply, she sighed. She hadn’t been this pampered in a very long time.

      Tina almost smiled at the memory that first brought her to California. Fresh out of college, she graduated at the top of her business class with honors but her passion was designing clothing. With her best friend, Carrie Callaghan, they spent all summer furiously sketching a collection they had long dreamed about. They giggled as they sent out samples to a few companies and some well-known designers hoping for an internship. That’s when they met Marco Quinn.

      Marco had invited them out to the west coast with whispers of success and promises of their dreams to come true. Within weeks, Marco had swept Tina off her feet and into his bed.

      Cassie had voiced concerns to Tina about his failed promises but Tina had ignored them. Sooner or later their success would come. After all, Marco was a true gentleman in every sense of the word. Wasn’t he?

      Tina closed her eyes, fighting the burn of tears and hurriedly dried off. She pulled out her last clean pair of jeans and struggled with the button before it finally closed. She tugged on the thread-bare tee shirt then covered it with a hooded sweat shirt.

      She had to get out of here and some place safe. It wasn’t just about her anymore and it wasn’t fair to these innocent people to get caught up in her drama. Marco was a dangerous man. She was pretty sure the biker could handle himself but what if he wasn’t around and his mother was hurt.

      Tina couldn’t bear the thought of that but it wouldn’t surprise her if Marco did something so vile.

      Tina tiptoed down the stairs, pausing at the raised voices behind the closed door. She closed her eyes and fought against begging them to stop. She wasn’t worth it.

      Clenching her jaw, she eased open the front door and took off toward the first car she saw. The convertible’s top was down so she tossed her bag in and started looking for spare keys in the glove box, under the seat and above the visor.

      Well, of course no one in their right mind would leave car keys in their car.

      Tina opened the door wide and kneeled down, reaching under the dash near the gas petal for wires. I can do this, she thought. Just cross two wires and poof, instant start right?

      A jingling set of keys sounded above her and she turned to see an older man, his brows raised dangling keys above her head.

      “I’d rather just give you the keys so I don’t have to pay for repairs in a failed hot-wiring attempt,” he said with a kind smile.

      Tina felt instantly horrible. She blushed madly and accepted his hand to help her stand.

      “I think we should go on in and talk about this, eh?” He stepped back and motioned her forward. “After you.”
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      Lex was surprised when his mother pushed his feet off of his father’s desk to the floor. “You know better.”

      “Sorry, Ma,” he said, brushing off the bits of gravel left on the cherry’s shiny finish.

      “I’m not talking about that,” she said dismissively and began to pace. Lex frowned.

      “What’s wrong?”

      “What’s wrong? Seriously? We’ve talked about this before, Alexander.”

      Lex stood quickly. His mother never addressed him with his full name unless he had really screwed the pooch. Oh God, did she hear about the naked surfing he did last weekend? His face began to warm and despite the good foot he had over his mother’s height, he slunk down on the leather sofa across from the desk.

      “I’m sorry, Ma, I didn’t mean for you to find out about it.”

      “How did you expect to hide something like this? It’s not like it won’t be really obvious soon enough.”

      Lex’s mind raced to who was with him and who ratted him out. There’d be an ass kicking to be dealt out later.

      “It’s no big deal. Just having fun.”

      Judith crossed the room and slapped him on the back of his shaved head.

      “Ow! What did you do that for?”

      “Fun? Do you have any idea what you’ve done? How could you be so irresponsible?”

      “Ma, we didn’t take pictures.”

      “Pictures! Oh Alexander, what is going on with you?”

      “That’s what I’d like to know,” a strong male voice called out. Lex turned to see his father in the doorway, subtly urging his unexpected hitch hiker in with him. Lex stood quickly.

      “Pop?”

      “Caught this bit of baggage trying to hot-wire my convertible,” he said, and nudged the sullen girl toward Lex.

      “Hot-wiring?” Lex glared down at her. “Is this how you repay me?”

      “Alexander Cameron! You mind your manners.”

      Lex snapped his mouth shut but continued to glare down at the girl, who surprisingly glared right back up at him. Then, he blinked.

      The bath had done her good. She was freshly scrubbed and to his surprise, rather pretty. Still, hot-wiring? He shifted the glare to a frown.

      Adam Cameron sat down in the chair behind the desk and lifted up the business section of the paper. It’s what he always did when there was a situation he didn’t want to deal with. Lex couldn’t blame him though. It’s not often you come home to find someone trying to steal your car.

      “Well?”

      Lex shifted his frown from the girl to his mother, softening at the look of concern on her face. “I’m sorry?” He was confused by what she wanted. “Well, what?”

      “I said I hope you plan to do the right thing here, Lex.”

      “Of course I will, Ma,” he promised and gave her a hug.

      “I knew you would,” she said and turned to her husband. “Adam, call Father Diebel. He can perform the ceremony tonight.”

      Lex quirked his brow. Damn, he was going to have confession right here at the house? He knew he should have made excuses and visited in a month or something.

      Uncharacteristically, his father put the paper down and looked at Lex. “You sure about this, son?”

      “If it will make Ma happy, yeah.”

      “What about her?” his father said and motioned to his hitch hiker who was trying to inch toward the door. Lex reached out and grabbed her arm, pulling her back into the room. He nudged her toward the couch.

      “I’ll drop her off at a women’s shelter or wherever and be back in a flash,” he began but was cut off by his mother’s shriek.

      “You will do no such thing. How are you supposed to marry her if she’s not here?”

      Lex’s jaw dropped open while his equally surprised guest stood up, both their voices speaking out in shocked unison.

      “Married?”
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      Tina clamped her mouth shut as the biker she caught a ride with, Lex was his name, argued with his mother. She felt the older man’s eyes on her and reluctantly looked his way. They were kind eyes and he motioned with his head for her to follow him. She didn’t hesitate.

      He led Tina to the kitchen and started pulling out items to make a sandwich.

      “Ham or turkey?”

      “Turkey, please,” she said and her stomach growled. Tina blushed in embarrassment. She supposed it was the fear that had been squelching her hunger before. She set her bag down on the counter and took a seat on the cushioned stool.

      “My name is Adam Cameron,” the older gentleman said, easing around the kitchen to get plates for the sandwiches. “Mayo?”

      Tina nodded silently.

      Adam passed her a plate with a large turkey sandwich on it and smiled. “Here you go...” he stopped, his eyebrows rising in wait for her to tell him her name.

      “Tina.” It was a common enough name wasn’t it? She could have kicked herself for telling his mom her full name but nothing could be done about it now. She would eat, then try to get the hell out of this house before that surly biker came back.

      And before his mother tried to marry her off to him.

      “Thanks,” she said and took a huge bite of the delicious concoction Adam had put together. Onion, a white cheese, crisp lettuce and fresh tomato accompanied the thick turkey slices between a hardy wheat bread. It was heaven.

      Adam took a bite of his own sandwich and turned to get out a pitcher of lemonade. Returning to the cabinet that held the plates, he got out two glasses and poured a glass for her. Smiling, he slid it across the countertop.

      “So, when are you due?”

      Tina nearly choked on the bite she had been chewing. Wildly, her eyes darted up to his and she swore he had a twinkle in his own. Struggling to swallow the now, seemingly dry bread, she took a long drink of the lemonade and knew that he had planned that just right.

      “Due?” Her voice squeaked and she took another drink.

      “Yeah, you are pregnant with my grandchild, aren’t you?”

      This time, she choked on the lemonade. “This is not his child,” she began but snapped her mouth shut. Too late. She had just confirmed his query. Could this day get any worse?

      “Ah, I didn’t think so. But you are pregnant and are in some kind of trouble. All the signs are there.”

      He was very nonchalant as he spoke and ate his oversized sandwich. He also was right. Tina was in trouble. Very serious trouble.

      “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to bring my problems to your doorstep,” Tina said and pushed the half eaten sandwich away. Adam pushed it back.

      “The other half is for the baby,” he said with a

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
        
        
        
      

      

      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/under-his-protection.jpg
Pregnant and running for her life, she’s now...






