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A Note to Readers


When I first met Bullet Whiskey, I knew it would take a special, strong, and patient woman to break through his barriers. The instant I met Finlay Wilson, I knew she was his one and only. I hope you love them as much as I do and that you enjoy their sexy, emotional story. If this is your first introduction to the Whiskey family, each book is written to stand alone, so dive right in and fall in love with the Whiskeys.

Remember to sign up for my newsletter to make sure you don’t miss out on future Whiskey releases:

MelissaFoster.com/news

For more information about my fun, sexy romance books, all of which can be read as stand-alone novels, or as part of the larger series, visit my website:

MelissaFoster.com

If you prefer sweet romance, with no explicit scenes or graphic language, please try the Sweet with Heat series written under my pen name, Addison Cole. You’ll find the same great love stories with toned down heat levels.

Be sure to check out my online bookstore for exclusive discounts on ebooks, print books, audiobooks, early releases, bundles, and more. Ebooks can be read on the e-reader of your choice, and audiobooks can be listened to on the free and easy-to-use BookFunnel app. Shop.​Melissa​Foster.​com

Happy reading!

~ Melissa
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Chapter One


THE DOORS TO Whiskey Bro’s blew open and Dixie Whiskey, Bullet’s youngest sibling, barreled toward him with that look on her face. Her long red hair hung loose and wild, and in her cutoff T-shirt, skinny jeans, and black boots, she looked like a force to be reckoned with. There were very few things the ex–Special Forces biker couldn’t handle, but today of all days he didn’t have the patience to deal with whatever had crawled up her ass and died. Not after the fucked-up, restless night he’d had.

Dixie crossed her arms, her fingers drumming annoyingly on her tatted-up forearm. The smirk she was wearing told Bullet this could go one of two ways. She needed him to do something he would not want to do, or she was about to give him shit.

He stopped wiping down the bar and tossed the rag on the counter behind him. “What’s up, Dix?”

“You look like hell.”

He poured himself a shot of bourbon.

“You’re drinking on the job?”

“You see any customers?” At six five and two hundred and forty pounds, it would take a hell of a lot more than one drink to affect him. He downed the shot, set the empty glass in front of him, and placed his hands flat on the bar, letting the burn soothe the demons of his past.

Locking eyes with Dixie, he said, “Did you come here to give me shit?”

Dixie held his gaze. “Nightmares, up all night fucking some girl you can’t remember, or was someone in trouble?”

He’d taught her never to back down when she was just a lanky redheaded pistol with a big mouth and not enough sense to know when to shut up. He’d had to teach her to be tough so she wouldn’t get herself in trouble. She hadn’t changed much, except now she wasn’t scared of anything. Including him.

He picked up the shot glass and turned to wash it out. “Whaddaya need?”

“I need you to behave when Finlay Wilson gets here.”

Bullet stifled a curse. “Finlay? The catering chick from Tru and Gemma’s wedding?” How many Finlay Wilsons were there in Peaceful Harbor, Maryland? It wouldn’t matter if there were a dozen. This Finlay had already gotten Bullet’s attention—and blown him off, which was probably a good thing. She was sweeter than sugar and had no business agreeing to help them expand their family-run bar to include lunches and dinners. She belonged in an ice cream shop like her sister, Penny, where she could flash that sparkling smile for friendly families. She’d be eaten alive in a place like Whiskey Bro’s.

“One and the same,” Dixie said.

“That tiny flick of a woman does not belong in a bar. Especially my bar. Don’t you have someone else to harass?”

“First of all, we’re all equal partners in this place. You, me, Bones, Bear, Mom, and Dad. So cut the bullshit about it being your bar.”

He gritted his teeth. Technically she was right. They were all equal partners on paper, but it didn’t quite work out that way in real life. Bear had run the bar after their father’s stroke and had also taken over their family auto shop across the street when they lost their uncle. Bullet had stepped in five years ago and had taken over the day-to-day responsibilities of the bar, so Bear could cut back to part-time. Dixie ran the books for both their family businesses, waitressed at the bar, and had recently taken charge of the expansion of Whiskey Bro’s kitchen. But his younger brother, Bones, a doctor, hadn’t ever gotten his hands dirty inside the bar. Not that Bullet cared about that. Bones would jump in if asked, but Bullet didn’t ask for help. Had never asked for it a day in his life.

With one fucking exception, but he wasn’t going there now.

He pushed the harsh memories aside and focused on Dixie’s narrowing green eyes. The bar might be as much theirs as it was his, but he was the one who was there every goddamn day.

“Don’t fuck this up, Bullet, or I swear I’ll make your life a living hell. She’s agreed to work with us for a month, and we need her if we’re going to pull this off. She knows about menus, hiring kitchen staff, and health regulations.”

“She doesn’t belong in a place like this, Dix. She’s not like us.” Finlay looked like a frigging angel with her silky blond hair and innocent blue eyes. It was that innocence that had flipped some switch inside Bullet and made him want to sin her up and protect her at the same time. Fucking Finlay Wilson. The wedding was four weeks ago, and he hadn’t been able to stop thinking about her since. If she wasn’t starring in his X-rated fantasies, she was flitting about town in those frilly dresses she wore, spreading smiles like fairy dust.

“You didn’t seem to mind that when you hit on her at the wedding.” She arched a brow. “Or did you think I didn’t notice the way you were watching her every move when Bear and Crystal also decided to tie the knot? Sidling up to her every chance you got during the reception, like a puppy chasing a treat?”

Bullet scoffed. He’d been looking at her long before Crystal and Bear’s impromptu proposal and subsequent wedding the day Tru and Gemma got married. “She’s a hot chick. So what? I didn’t want to marry her—just have a little fun.”

“Then you shouldn’t mind seeing her in here for a few hours a day while we pull things together.”

“It’s a mistake, Dixie.” He moved around the bar and stood beside her. “A pretty little thing like her is just asking for trouble in a place like this. Why are you so hung up on hiring Finlay anyway? Did you even check with our club members to see if anyone needed a job?”

“You know, sometimes I forget that you have so much Dad in you, it’s like beating my head against a brick wall.”

“What the fuck does that mean?”

“That you’re as hesitant to hire outside the family as he is. That you think if someone’s not in the club or one of us, they can’t do shit.”

“Jed’s working here, isn’t he?”

Bear had recently given up bartending and was now designing motorcycles for the elite Silver-Stone Cycles. For the first time in the history of the bar, they’d been forced to hire outside the family and outside their motorcycle club, the Dark Knights, which was as solid as family. Although Jed Moon, who was not only their new part-time bartender but also worked as an auto mechanic for the shop, was Bear’s new brother-in-law. So technically, he was family. Finlay Wilson was not. Finlay Wilson was trouble waiting to happen.

“Give me a break.” He shook his head. “We always hire family first.”

“Yeah? Well, which of our club members do you think knows how to run a restaurant? Gutter, the home repair expert? Or maybe one of the Bando brothers, who pour concrete for a living? Do you realize Finlay went to one of the best culinary schools in Boston? She’s worked in a restaurant, and she’s run her own catering company for years, and soon she’ll be opening a catering company right here in town.”

He didn’t give a rat’s ass about her credentials. If anything, she was overqualified. But the thought of her flouncing around the bar with a bunch of horny, drunk guys going after her made Bullet’s blood boil. The fact that she was not his to worry about did not escape him. “We’re offering sandwiches and fries, not gourmet meals.”

“Which makes her the perfect person for this job. She knows how to keep costs down, and she’s from Peaceful Harbor. She’s putting down roots here, which means she’ll want to see the business do well—so it doesn’t reflect poorly on her. What do you have against Finlay, anyway?”

“Against her? Nothing.” Though he’d like to be buried deep inside her. “But she’ll get eaten alive in a place like this and she’ll go cowering out the door. Then we’ll be left trying to figure shit out anyway. Besides—”

The creak of the front door opening drew their attention. Bullet looked over his shoulder, meeting the innocent blue eyes of the angel peeking in at them.
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FINLAY SMILED AND waved as she slipped into the dingy bar. “Hi. Am I interrupting?” From the scowl on Bullet’s face, she was not only interrupting, but she’d somehow pissed him off. Well, good for him. Let him be angry, the big, tattooed bully. What kind of man comes up to a woman at a wedding and says, Hey, sweetheart, whaddaya say I take you for a ride on the Bullet train?

She smoothed her sundress over her hips, trying to gather her wits about her. Bullet train. She had no doubt he had a train in his pants. The man was larger than life in too many ways to count, and when he set those cold, dark eyes on her, she swore they ignited right in front of her. Lordy, now my pulse is racing. She’d been thinking of that flash of heat ever since the wedding, and she couldn’t deny that it scared her and turned her on in equally frustrating measures. If she were honest with herself, she’d thought she was too damaged after losing Aaron to ever feel this type of spine-tingling excitement over a man again—and the fact that she felt it around a guy like Bullet scared the heck out of her. But this was not the time for honesty. She needed to pull herself together so she didn’t make a bad impression.

Dixie pushed past her massive brother to greet her. “Not at all! I’m glad you made it in.” She gave Finlay a quick hug and then glared at Bullet. “Right, Bull? Aren’t we glad she made it in?”

He lifted his chin in a half-cocked greeting before stalking around the bar and busying himself pulling bottles from shelves. Was he upset that she’d refused his magical penis ride? If so, he was going to have to get over it, and fast.

“Don’t pay attention to him. He had a rough night.” Dixie waved a hand as if Bullet didn’t matter.

Finlay forced a smile, knowing the big oaf mattered a heck of a lot. She’d grown up in Peaceful Harbor, although she was several years younger than the Whiskeys and she hadn’t known them then. She’d moved back into town two months ago, hoping to put down roots near her sister, Penny, after leaving to attend college in Boston nearly a decade ago. Penny had filled her in on the Whiskeys when she’d accepted the catering job for their friends’ wedding. Apparently, the Whiskeys and their motorcycle gang owned her small hometown. Only, according to Penny, it wasn’t like the stories she’d heard about bikers causing a ruckus or scaring people. No, the Whiskeys were known to be good folks, and apparently their gang was more of a club. She didn’t know the difference, but understood that they protected the community, keeping crime down and helping with bullies—except, apparently, for their own big, pushy son. From what Penny had said, they might look intimidating, but beneath all those tattoos and dark leather, they were kind, caring, generous people. She’d noticed that at the wedding, and in the weeks since, as she’d seen Dixie, her other brothers, and their parents around town. They were all as nice as could be. The jury was still out on big, bad Bullet.

But if she was going to spend any amount of time in his presence, he needed to respect her. This was why Penny had pushed her to take this job, wasn’t it? Because she’d been hiding behind her past, living a safe, comfortable, lonely life for so long she’d all but forgotten how it felt to be hit on? And how to handle it. Well, that ended now. She straightened her spine, the way she’d learned to do in culinary school, when top chefs came in to teach and they’d ream the students for the smallest errors. There was no room for thin skin in catering—and she’d be darned if she’d let Bullet Whiskey intimidate her one bit.

“It’ll be fine,” she assured Dixie, and walked directly behind the bar to the mountain of a man who was trying his best to ignore her. Every step made her heart beat faster. Holy moly, she hadn’t remembered him being that tall. She was only five three, but even though she had heels on, he was well over a foot taller than her.

She reached up and tapped Bullet’s shoulder. It was like tapping stone covered with a black leather vest. He turned slowly, his broad chest and massive arms suddenly taking up all the extra space. She stared up at him. His dark beard and eyes gave him a menacing look. She swallowed hard, steeling herself to say her piece. In the next second those angry eyes turned even hotter and hungrier than they’d been at the wedding.

Her traitorous insides flamed.

Oh boy. She was in way over her head. This man probably got everything he wanted from women with that look. He cast some sort of spell with his leather wrist cuffs, scary-looking silver and black rings, and go-ahead-just-try-to-mess-with-me attitude.

Forcing her sternest expression, she said, “Bullet, if we’re going to work together, I expect you’ll let what happened at the wedding go and get behind me on this project.”

He cocked his head, his lips curving up in a wicked smile that brought goose bumps to her entire body as he said, “I’m happy to get behind you anytime, sweetheart.”

“Bullet.” Dixie glared at him.

Finlay felt her jaw drop open and snapped it closed. She needed the money from this consulting job to help get her catering business off the ground, and she really liked Dixie and the rest of the Whiskeys. She felt good about helping them and couldn’t let this Whiskey scare her off.

“First of all, I am not your sweetheart, and if you think for a second that your dirty talk will scare me off, you’re wrong.”

He leaned in so close she could smell alcohol on his breath. “You haven’t begun to hear dirty talk, darlin’. And scaring you is the last thing I want to do. But you working here is a mistake.”

The front door swung open and two loud-talking, burly men walked in. They wore grungy T-shirts and jeans, with black leather boots, much like Bullet’s. One had scraggly gray hair pulled back in a ponytail. The other was bald and broad, with tattoos on both arms. Finlay was so far out of her element, she could no longer see it. But she wasn’t about to admit that. She felt Bullet watching her intently and tried to school her expression. Once again, she gathered her courage, realizing that if she had any hope of earning Bullet’s respect, she had to prove she wasn’t the mouse he seemed to think she was. She’d done enough bartending when she was in college to make ends meet, and she could make drinks in her sleep.

She spun on her heels as the men sat down at the bar and flashed them her warmest smile. “Hi, y’all. What can I get for you today?”

They glanced at Bullet, who chuckled.

“What will it be? Beer, bourbon, or Biker’s Poison? Knuckleheads?” When they stared at her, dumbfounded, she set her hand on her hip and smiled at Dixie, who was clearly getting a kick out of her little show of authority. “Shy boys, huh? How about I surprise you?”

She turned, and Bullet grabbed her arm, glowering at her again. Whatever amusement had caused his chuckle was flat-out gone. She looked at his hand on her arm and smiled. “I’m sorry, Bullet, but you seem to think manhandling me is an appropriate way to get my attention.” She peeled his hand off and placed it by his side. “Now, if you’d like to say something, feel free while I mix these good men their drinks.”

With her heart in her throat, she grabbed two lowball glasses and a bottle of tequila while Bullet breathed fire beside her.

“This is my territory,” he seethed.

“Hm. Seems you’re a bit possessive about your space.” She pointed to a bottle of Kahlúa. “Can you please hand me that, and the ouzo?”

Teeth clenched, he handed her the bottles, and she began mixing the drinks. This time the chuckles came from the other men. She couldn’t see Dixie, but she heard the heels of her boots clicking along the hardwood toward the kitchen. She reached in front of Bullet to grab two napkins and grazed his stomach, which earned something between a grunt and a dangerously sexy sound she didn’t want to think about.

She set the drinks on the bar and wiped her hands on a towel that was hanging beneath the counter. “Two Boot Knockers just for you two beautiful men.”

Stepping closer to Bullet, she crooked her finger for him to bend down so she could speak quietly. To her surprise, he did, and she said, “I’m really not comfortable with territories. It feels outdated. Like women being seen and not heard.”

Bullet rose to his full height, face pinched tight.

She patted his chest and, in her sweetest voice, said, “You do your job and I’ll do mine. But there will probably be occasions when I need to get behind the bar, or you need to get into the kitchen. Think you can handle that?”

One of the men at the bar lifted his glass and said, “This is the best drink I’ve had in a long time. I can handle this pretty lady making my drinks.”

Finlay batted her eyelashes just for dramatics, enjoying the irritated look on Bullet’s face. “Thank you. I’m pretty good behind the bar. Oh, and in the kitchen,” she added with a smile.

She felt something thundering against her palm and realized her hand was still over Bullet’s heart. She lowered her hand, and he growled something indiscernible.

“Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have a meeting with Dixie.”


Chapter Two


WEDNESDAY EVENING FINLAY was talking to her best friend, Isabel Ryder, on speakerphone when she pulled up in front of Whiskey Bro’s. Isabel bartended and waitressed at the restaurant in Boston where Finlay had worked before opening her small catering company, Finlay’s. They’d become fast friends, and a year after Finlay had opened her company, Isabel had begun working for her part-time, helping at the events. Finlay had been back in town for two months, and even though she’d made lots of new friends and had rekindled some of her old childhood friendships, she missed her bestie.

“You won’t believe what the new chef, Paolo, is doing with the kitchen,” Isabel said. “The guy might be a great chef, but he’s a total a-hole. I wish I could quit right now and come down to Peaceful Harbor and just work for you.”

“Sorry, Iz. Hopefully one day, but I don’t have things ironed out yet. I am catering a baby shower in two weeks for one of Penny’s friends. You know how much I love themed parties, and the mom is having twins, so I get to do boy and girl goodies.”

“They have no idea what they’re in for. Do they realize that when it comes to food, you’re the queen of all things baby-themed, which is second only to your affinity for heart-mending comfort food?”

“That’s why they hired me.”

When Finlay had first started her business, she’d catered a baby shower for a mom who was having quadruplets, and she’d come up with different baby-themed foods for four very distinct babies. She’d quickly become known as the go-to baby shower caterer in her area, and referrals to her website had taken off.

“How’s it going working from home?”

“Limiting. I can only take on small parties, but I think I was really lucky to find a rental with two wall ovens. I did see two more retail spaces today, and they were okay, but something was missing.”

“Yeah, me.”

Finlay smiled, picturing Isabel’s short dark hair and big, almond-shaped eyes looking at her like she was a fool for not realizing she’d left her behind. “Oh, please. It’s not like you can just pick up and leave. And now that I’m helping the Whiskeys, it’s going to be another month before I can dig my feet in, anyway, so I’m not in a rush to find space right now.”

“And?” Isabel asked curiously.

“And what?” She cut the engine and took Isabel off speakerphone.

“The train guy? Did you see him today?”

Finlay shoved her keys in her purse and stepped from the car. “He goes by Bullet, and no. Not yet. I don’t have to work at the bar very much yet. Just when I’m trying new menu items, or setting up the kitchen, or interviewing. It’s a process. But I’m on my way there now. I want to measure the counter space and check out the appliances. I was so busy talking with his family yesterday that I forgot to see if it was all up to snuff.”

“Bullet,” Isabel said softly. Then louder, “Bullet train. What do you think he believes about himself? That he’s really powerful, or that he fucks fast and hard?”

“Izzy!” Finlay felt her cheeks flush. She wasn’t a prude by any means, but she wasn’t as crass as Isabel. She looked around the parking lot, which was full of motorcycles and trucks, and wondered which one was Bullet’s. She spotted a shiny black Harley, and just as she decided it was his, she shifted her gaze to the scuffed-up one parked beside it. Yeah, that’s yours, I bet. “All I know is that he isn’t the type of guy to do anything slowly. I told you he’s part of a motorcycle gang or something, right? His whole family is, and the bar…” She glanced at the run-down building and sighed. “It could be cute if the windows weren’t blacked out and they spiffed it up a bit. But as it stands, it looks like it’s on its last legs, which is probably part of the allure for these guys. They’re really rough, totally different from—” She stopped herself before Aaron could fall out and said, “The guys who frequented that hole-in-the-wall bar on the corner by the restaurant.”

She’d met Aaron Rush almost nine years ago, during her first year of college, and it had been almost seven years since he was killed. Long enough to get past the physical pain of missing him and still recent enough to remember what his carefree laugh sounded like. His smile was beginning to fade from her memory, but the way that smile had made her feel? That would never leave her. She’d been just a girl of nineteen when they’d met, with no real-world experience and away from home for the first time ever. But she’d fallen hard for the confident, blond man of twenty-three who had already completed one military tour and had just reenlisted for another.

“They didn’t hire you to redecorate,” Isabel reminded her.

“I know, but…” She slung her purse over her shoulder and headed up the front steps.

“‘But every place should bring a smile to the patrons’ lips, whether they get a glimpse of the restaurant, the kitchen, or the bathroom.’”

“Okay, Miss Parrot,” Finlay said with a smile. “Maybe I have a thing for liking my surroundings.” She pulled open the heavy door and was assaulted by the smell of leather, metal, and Whiskey. She whispered into the phone as she stepped inside, “Remind me to bring some air freshener tomorrow.”

The din of the bar quieted, and all eyes turned to her. The combination of leers and confusion on the customers’ faces made her wonder if she’d spilled something on herself, and she looked down at her outfit. But her sea-foam-green dress was clean, the frills at the bottom neat and orderly. Her nude heels weren’t broken or even scuffed. Her stomach pitched south.

“Everyone’s staring at me. I gotta go,” she whispered into the phone, and ended the call. Aware of every set of eyes watching her—especially those of the monstrous man behind the bar, who seemed to be chewing nails—she tossed her long blond hair over her shoulder, lifted her chin, and tried to ignore the buzzing of her nerves as she made a beeline for the kitchen.

Someone whistled, and she made the mistake of looking over. The whistler was sitting on a stool by the bar. He winked, and she quickly shifted her gaze to Jed, the friendly guy with dirty-blond hair whom she’d met at the wedding last month. He was now busy bartending beside Bullet. Jed was kind and funny and not nearly as intimidating as some of the people she was walking past.

Jed smiled and said, “How’s it going, Finlay?”

She managed a quick wave as she weaved between tables, stepping over so many leather boots she could have been in a shoe store. She heard Bullet growl something at Jed, but she couldn’t make out the words.

A guy wearing a bandanna around his head said, “Hey, baby,” as she passed.

Not on your life.

She quickened her pace, passing a good-looking guy with short-cropped hair and tattoos snaking down his arm and a couple of guys wearing matching leather vests who lifted their drinks as if they were toasting her. What the heck? She felt like she was back in high school, running out onto the field to cheer for a football game, minus the cheerleading outfit and the desire to be appreciated for her looks. Nope. Not happening.

She finally pushed through the kitchen doors and, after scanning the room and making sure she was alone this time, exhaled loudly, silently chiding herself for being so nervous. They were just people.

The doors flew open behind her, and Bullet filled the doorframe. His dark eyes locked on hers, and her heart rate kicked up even faster. He was looking at her like he either wanted to devour her or kick her out of the bar. Right that second, she might not have minded the latter.

His gaze slid down her body, slowing at her breasts before taking a lustful stroll down her legs, all the way to the tips of her closed-toe heels.

Devour. Definitely devour.

She cleared her throat, and his eyes jerked up to hers, dark and desirous. In the blink of an eye, anger, or something similar, pushed all that desire away. He moved as slowly and silently as a humid afternoon, closing the distance between them—and sucking the oxygen from the room. Then he was upon her, standing so close she had to lift her chin to see his face. His brows were drawn into a concerned slant, worry lines so deeply etched across his forehead she wondered if they ever went away. Even with his beard, the tightness of his jaw was evident. His hulking body dwarfed hers in breadth and height, but it wasn’t the don’t-fuck-with-me aura surrounding him that had her trembling in her heels. It was the conflicting messages in his eyes.

“Everything all right?” he asked gruffly.

She nodded, unable to breathe.

“What are you doing here so late?”

His arms arced out from his body from the sheer size of his muscles, and she realized he could literally crush her if he wanted to. His fingers curled up, as if he was stopping himself from touching her. It reminded her of having seen him at the wedding with his friend’s children, Kennedy, a three-year-old little girl, and Lincoln, a toddler who had walked down the aisle holding Bullet’s hand. He’d been putty in their sweet little hands, as gentle and protective as could be, without a hint of aggression. She looked for that man now, and the longer she stared, which was about all she could do at the moment, the clearer it became that he was looking at her like she was an alien he didn’t understand. That’s just what she felt like, because she’d never met a man like him before. Tough as a truck tire and unafraid to speak his mind. The depth of those dark eyes that flashed hot and cold like railroad crossing lights gave her the sense there was a lot more he wanted to say than the gruff and sexy comments he tossed at her. While that made her nervous, the realization that he was probably just as confused by her as she was by him somehow eased the knot in her chest. She had only glimpsed at the women in the bar, but they seemed hard, street savvy in a way she wasn’t. They were obviously used to dealing with guys like Bullet. Facing him down was one thing, but a room full of Bullets? She needed to toughen up if she was going to hold her own and help the Whiskeys with this place.

He stared at her expectantly, and she realized she hadn’t answered his question. “I…um…I came to measure a few things.”

His eyes moved around the ample, though antiquated, kitchen. “Measure?”

She nodded again, focusing on the tattoo of a snake peeking out of his collar. What other tattoos were hidden beneath that shirt? She had a feeling they held the answers to his closed-off personality. Then again, his whole family was covered in tattoos, even Dixie, except she hadn’t seen any on his brother Bones. She imagined that was because he was an oncologist and it wouldn’t suit his professional image. But she found that curious, too. Bones seemed to be the only one of the Whiskeys who had chosen to follow a more professional path. Was that a reflection on their upbringing, or who each of them were at their core?

“You should work in the daytime.” His deep voice pulled her from her thoughts, and she must have been quiet too long for his liking, because he said, “You shouldn’t be here at night.”

The comment tweaked her nerves, and she found her voice. “I’m fully capable of deciding where and when I should go places.”

He chuckled, which infuriated her, turning her jitters into irritation.

She slipped her purse from her shoulder and slammed it on the counter, hard. “Are you pushing my buttons on purpose, or are you really a jerk?”

She felt him watching her as she rooted around in her purse for her measuring tape and notebook, trying not to let him see how nervous he made her.

“I definitely enjoy pushing your buttons, and I’m pretty much an asshole. So, I’d say both.”

Her hands stilled, and she glared at him. He shrugged with a half-cocked smile, which she found strangely endearing.

“At least you’re honest,” she said, and began measuring the countertops. “Why do you care when I work?”

“Why do you care about the length of our countertops?” He crossed his thick arms, watching her with a stern expression.

“Because you need enough space to prepare food. We need a deep fryer, and if we replace the oven and the refrigerator with slightly larger appliances, we need to make sure you’ll still have enough room to work.”

He motioned toward the table in the back of the room. “We can make sandwiches there.”

“Yes,” she said as she wrote down the dimensions. “But that’s not efficient.”

“Why? Your legs broken?” He lifted his brows, and his eyes went hot again. “Because they’re looking mighty fine and functional to me.”

Her cheeks flamed. Instead of responding, she turned her back to him and began measuring another counter, telling herself to calm the heck down. She felt him move behind her, as stealthily as a ninja. His proximity made her acutely aware of the heat filling the miniscule space between her back and his front. Her pulse raced as she finished measuring and scribbled the dimensions down in the notepad while he watched over her shoulder.

“That’s wrong.” He reached around her and picked up the measuring tape.

He stretched the tape out between his big hands, measuring the countertop while still standing behind her. The farther his arms reached, the more his body pressed against hers. Her girly parts tingled and clenched like they’d been starved for a man’s touch. Okay, maybe they were. She closed her eyes, trying to focus on anything but the hardness of his thick thighs against her ass, the feel of his belt buckle pressing into her back—

“See? You missed an inch.” He showed her the measuring tape.

It was all she could do to blink up at him, over her shoulder.

“Every inch counts,” he said as he set down the measuring tape. “I thought all sweethearts knew that.”

Nervous laughter bubbled out before she could stop it. “Sweethearts? Really?”

“What? Women are sweet.” He ran the back of his knuckles lightly up her arm, then wrapped his long, strong fingers gently around her upper arm and slid them down to her elbow, leaving flames in their wake.

Her entire body shuddered with his strong touch.

“And you’re extra sweet, like a sugar rush.”

She bit her lower lip, caught between being turned on by his touch and amused at his lines. Then he leaned in closer. His hot breath slid over her ear, and his beard scratched her cheek, tipping her toward the turned-on side. The man was a walking roller coaster.

“Don’t fight it, Finlay. You know you want to take me for a ride,” he whispered, deep and raspy.

“Take you for a ride?” She giggled and peeled his hand from her arm, turning in the sliver of space between them. He pressed his hips against her, and while she tried not to react to the size of his package, she knew by the look in his eyes she’d failed—epically.

“A long, hard ri—”

She reached up and put her hand over his mouth. “Don’t even say it. I’m not sure what type of girls you’re used to, but all this”—she waved toward his body—“is not working for me.”

He glanced down at her pert nipples, which pressed against the thin material of her dress, and a cocky smile lifted his lips. “Your body says otherwise.”

“Ugh. You are so arrogant!” She pushed out from between him and the counter, and cooler air swept over her, making her nipples pebble even tighter. “It’s the air in here.”

“Uh-huh.” He stepped toward her, pinning her in place with his piercing gaze.

What was it about him that was drawing her in even as warning bells went off in her head? She needed a distraction, enough space to regain control. She snagged the measuring tape from the counter to give her hands something to do and began measuring the refrigerator. Her darn hands were trembling.

He moved behind her again. “Why do you want to replace the appliances? This refrigerator works just fine.”

“There’s not enough space in it, and it’s old as dirt. You want your appliances to function properly so your ingredients don’t go bad.” She moved to the counter again and jotted down the dimensions.

“It’s fine,” he said sharply.

“Are you always like this? Hitting on women one minute and arguing with everything they say the next? Don’t you have to mind the bar?” She measured the stove, then quickly shoved her notebook in her bag, needing an escape.

“Jed’s got it covered.” He put his hand on her bag. “In a hurry?”

“As a matter of fact, yes. I’m meeting friends and I don’t want to be late.”

His fingers fisted in her bag, and his brows furrowed again. He tucked her bag against his side like a football and headed for the door.

“Hey!” She hurried after him. “That’s my bag.”

He pushed open the door and held it for her. “I’m carrying it to your car.”

Confused, she passed by him and walked into the bar. His arm swept possessively around her, and suddenly all eyes turned toward her again. Only this time, there were no heated glances or haughty whistles. Both were replaced with respectful nods directed at Bullet. Anger simmered inside her.

She hurried out the front door and twisted from his grip. “What the heck was that all about?” She ripped her purse from his hands, unable to stop her voice from rising. “I am not your property, and that was…Oh my gosh, Bullet. I don’t even know how to classify what you just did. It was the equivalent of dragging me by my hair into your cave.”

“You work there now,” he said evenly.

“What the heck is that supposed to mean? Just because I work for your family doesn’t mean you own me.”

He stepped closer, and she held up her palm. “Stop. Why do you always do that?”

“What?”

“Encroach on my personal space. Stay there. Say what you have to say, and it darn well better include an apology, because I don’t need this job enough to deal with this every time I’m here.”

[image: * * *]

FINLAY GLARED AT Bullet as if she could visually cut him to shreds. “I am not some biker guy’s old lady! I am a professional woman, and if you refuse to treat me like one, then I’m gone, Bullet. And you can explain to your family why I left.”

“What the fuck are you so pissed off about?”

“You! You think you can just push your way between my legs? Maybe other girls like all that bad-boy mojo you have going on, and I’ll admit, there’s something hot about it, but all that heat tends to fizzle when you treat a girl like property.”

There’s something hot about it glowed in his mind like a beacon. “I was putting a stop to the bullshit leers you were getting. Would you prefer I let you throw yourself to the wolves and allow those guys to eye-fuck you like that’s all you’re worth?”

For the second time in twenty-four hours, her jaw hung open, and she snapped it shut. She stepped closer, a hair more than five feet of confident bravado, all wrapped up in a frilly dress with a sweet little ribbon tied around her waist. He’d never met anyone like this feminine, smart little waif, and even though he knew he should probably take the golden ticket she was offering and let her walk away, he couldn’t do it.

“Isn’t that exactly what you have been doing to me?” she said in a calmer, accusatory voice. “Leering and making lewd comments? Trying to get me to ride the Bullet train?”

Aw, fuck. She had a point. “Yeah, but that’s just because I’m into you. It’s different.”

She wrinkled her nose, as if she couldn’t believe he’d said that, so he tried to explain.

“You may not be ready to ride yet—”

“Oh my gosh,” she said under her breath.

“But one day you will be, and I’m not going to let those horny bastards look at you like you’re a piece of meat.”

“But it’s okay for you to do it?” Her eyes bloomed wide.

He nodded, then quickly realized what she’d said. “No. Wait. That’s not what I’m doing.”

“Yes, it most definitely is.” She reached into her purse as she spoke. “Look, Bullet. I don’t know what your deal is, but I like your family, and I want to help make this place better. I’m sure I’m not the type of person you’re used to, but I know my way around the kitchen, and I could do this job in my sleep.” She pulled out her keys and said, “Obviously I have to pull up my bootstraps and be more confident around your customers, but now that I know that, I’ll do it. What I won’t put up with is having to fend off your advances every time I come in. So let’s lay it all on the line, right here, right now.”

“Great.” He crossed his arms. “Go out with me.”

She laughed.

“Not the response I was looking for,” he grumbled.

“How can you even ask me that after everything that just happened?”

He splayed his hands and felt a smile creep across his lips. “You put up a few roadblocks, and I’m navigating around them.”

“Roadblocks?” Her shoulders dropped. “Okay, listen, we’re not going to go out. Like, ever.”

“Yes, we are, Finlay. Maybe not today or tomorrow, but one day you’re going to go out with me.”

“No, I’m not.”

Refusing to play this game, he looked around the parking lot, zeroing in on a pale-pink Suburban parked by the road, and stifled a laugh. “That yours?”

“Don’t laugh. It’s for my catering company. I have to stand out. I want people to take notice and wonder why there’s a big pink truck on the road.”

“You don’t need a pink vehicle to stand out. All you need to do is flash that traffic-stopping smile of yours.”

“Bullet,” she said softly, and headed toward her truck.

“You do have trouble with honesty, don’t you?”

She turned and glared at him. “No.”

“Bullshit.”

“Do you always curse?”

He shrugged. “Only when I feel like it.”

She studied him for a long moment, her big blue eyes moving from his face to his chest and down his arms. He wondered what she was looking for. Just as he was about to ask, she said, “Are we clear about everything now?”

“I am, but you obviously have a few things clouding your vision.” He reached for her keys, and when she lifted her hand up, as if she could hold them out of his reach, he smiled and covered her hand with his. “Keys, lollipop.”

She huffed out a breath and let go. As he opened her door, she said, “Lollipop?”

He wasn’t about to tell her that he’d like to lick her all over. “Best type of sugar rush there is.”

“I’m not sure if I should slap you or thank you.”

As she climbed into the van, he put a hand on her back, and she glared at him.

“Put that scowl away, lollipop. If you think I’m not going to help you into your truck, you’re wrong. And as far as slapping goes, if that’s what you’re into, you can try it. But don’t be surprised if that gorgeous ass of yours sees its turn.”

She turned bright red. “I can’t believe you talk like that.”

“Like what? Oh, right. You have that thing about honesty. A proper girl like you? I’d think you were all about honesty. Where are you headed?”

She settled into the driver’s seat and started the engine. “Out.”

“Drinking?” He couldn’t imagine her drinking anything stronger than a Shirley Temple, but he felt the need to know she was safe.

“After tonight? Most definitely.”

He imagined her in a bar and immediately envisioned sleazy guys trying to pick her up. “Give me your phone.”

“What? No.”

“Jesus.” He pulled his phone from his pocket. “What’s your phone number?”

“Why?”

“Because I’m your boss and I should have it.”

She rattled off her number and he sent her a text. Her phone dinged from within her purse.

“Now you have my number in case you need me.” He put his hands on the roof of her car and leaned in, purposefully encroaching on her personal freaking space. “Or if you want me.”

She blinked up at him, cheeks flushing, eyes heating.

Yeah, that’s right, lollipop. I want to get so deep in your personal space you won’t be able to tell where I begin and you end. “I’m only a phone call away.”


Chapter Three


WITH A TINY straw between her lips, Finlay leaned closer to Gemma, simultaneously draining the last of her strawberry lemonade vodka and trying to hear her talking over the blaring music. She’d always thought it was funny that the club was called Whispers when it was never quiet. She had been there a few times since she’d moved back to Peaceful Harbor, and there had been a live band playing each and every time. Tonight she was with Penny and Dixie, who were dancing in their chairs, and Gemma and Crystal, who were talking about their weddings. She took in Dixie’s long, flame-red hair and tattooed shoulders and arms and Crystal’s black leather miniskirt and boots. Her jet-black hair hung thick and shiny over her shoulders. Penny had come from work at her ice cream shop, looking sweet and sexy in a pair of jeans and a striped top. And then there were Gemma and Finlay, both wearing dresses and heels. They all appeared to be so different, but they got along like sisters. Finlay counted herself lucky. Back in Boston, when she wasn’t running her catering company, she would hang out with Isabel. She’d worried that when she moved back to the harbor she’d be too busy trying to get her business off the ground to make friends. But she’d quickly met Gemma and Crystal when Penny’s friend Tegan had referred her to cater Gemma’s wedding, and they’d all hit it off right away. When they’d introduced her to Dixie, it had been another godsend. Not just for her friendship, but because of Dixie, for the next month Finlay had a job she was excited about that allowed her enough time to get things in order for her own catering company.

If she could get her arms around the situation with Bullet. The trouble was, she didn’t know if she wanted to get her arms around the situation—or him.

Oh boy.

She held her hand up as the waiter walked by, then pointed to her glass when she had his attention. She was on her second drink, which wasn’t much compared to how many drinks Dixie and Gemma had consumed, but Finlay rarely drank. One drink made her silly. Two would make her not give a darn about what she said. Tonight she was on a mission. If she couldn’t figure out Bullet, at least she could drown her dangerous desires, and with Crystal as their designated driver, she didn’t have to worry about getting home safely.

“I still think the way you proposed to Bear at our wedding was the most romantic thing I’d ever seen, other than Tru’s proposal to me, of course,” Gemma said to Crystal.

The waiter brought Finlay’s drink, and she sipped the deliciously fruity cocktail, letting it numb her curiosity. “It was definitely the most romantic thing I’ve ever seen,” Finlay agreed




















































































































































































































OEBPS/i/i1.png





OEBPS/i/i3.png








Copyright (c) 2012 Natanael Gama (info@ndiscovered.com), with Reserved Font Name 'Cinzel'

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/cover.jpg
New York Times
Bestselling Author

A MELISSA
. FOSTER






