
	 

	She’s his best friend’s sister, his town’s sunshine, and the one rule he's about to break

	 

	Captain Gideon Donovan has always known where the line is: protect Heartbreak Falls, and keep his hands off Wren Cooper. She’s his best friend's sister, his sunshine on the worst days, and the one woman who could undo every wall he's spent years building. One reckless New Year’s Eve kiss later, those walls are looking a lot less solid.

	Wren is done waiting for a man who won’t let himself want her. She has a farm to run, a town to charm, and zero patience for a brooding lawman who kisses like the world is ending, and then pretends nothing happened.

	A new man in town offers a welcome distraction until he turns out to be something far more dangerous than a heartbreaker.

	When Wren finds herself caught between a charming con man and a locked-down cop who'd rather take a bullet than say what he feels, Gideon has to decide what matters more—his rules or the woman he's been protecting himself from.

	Tempting Fate is a small-town protector romance—sunlight and shadow, a slow burn with a fast finish, and a happily ever after worth every page.

	Read it in one sitting. Fall in love before sundown.
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CHAPTER ONE 

	Gideon 

	 

	I’m staring at the woman I’m obsessed with, and she doesn’t have a damn clue.

	I force myself to scan the crowd because keeping my gaze fixed on Wren Cooper all night isn’t in the job description, no matter how much my stupid heart wants it to be.

	It’s market night and I’m in uniform, gun holstered at my hip, badge on my chest with Heartbreak Falls glowing under old-fashioned streetlights. Pop-up canopies line the north end of High Street, vendors call out their deals, and locals weave through the stalls with warm cider in hand. Tourists from Tahoe have thinned, leaving the place quieter, softer. Early fall is my favorite time of year.

	Hands resting on my duty belt, I shift to keep the Peace & Love Farm booth in my line of sight.

	Because that’s where she is.

	Wren Cooper. 

	My best friend, Jonah’s sister. The girl who kept showing up in the ruins of my life after my mom died, bringing sunshine into a house that had lost every bit of it. Later, when Shawny, a girlfriend I hadn’t loved enough to keep safe, died, I’d pushed Wren out of my life. I didn’t deserve her warmth, couldn’t bear the sympathy.

	Now she’s grown, confident, laughing with customers—everything about her sunshiny, too bright for a serious guy like me. 

	Strings of lights under Peace & Love Farm’s canopy glow with warmth and gild her brown hair with gold. Add her wide, dazzling smile and those violet-blue eyes, and Wren shines like the last warm day before winter.

	Years ago, I shoved her firmly in the off-limits, hands-off zone. Didn’t matter that I wanted something more with her, or that wanting her made me feel alive. I wasn’t dragging her into my darkness. 

	Only lately, keeping her there’s been difficult. 

	My plan? Pretty much ignore her. And when I can’t manage that? I’ve perfected the art of the blank stare: the one that gives nothing away. Works pretty well.

	Then New Year’s Eve happened. 

	My gaze sweeps the crowd, lands on Wren, sweeps again, trying to outrun the memory barreling through me. In minutes, she tilted my whole world on its axis and shattered the barriers I’d spent years building. Ten months later and I’m still trying to get my footing.

	It’d been freezing at the farm that night, but the fire in the hearth threw heat across the living room. Wren pulled off her sweater, revealing a snug V-necked shirt that outlined every curve I desperately tried not to notice.

	We’d all had too much to drink. The women—Wren, Thea, Kit, Fallon—had badgered me into playing that stupid truth-or-dare game.

	I’m thirty-two years old for fuck’s sake. I don’t “play.”

	But Wren had put her hands under her chin, batted her eyelashes, and crooned, “Gideon, pleeease.”

	I’d open an artery for her, I’m that far gone. 

	It’d all been fun and games until Wren’s dare: kiss one of the men. Not a peck. A full-on, tongue-included, kiss. 

	I figured she’d pick Hayes. They’d dated before. I kept my face stone still. Any hint of jealousy and I’d never hear the end of it.

	But her eyes locked on mine. She stood, took my hand, and led me into another room like she wasn’t annihilating every defense I had.

	My pulse hammered in my skull like I was having an aneurysm.

	She hesitated for one heartbeat, her lip caught between her teeth, then rose to her toes and kissed me. Sweet at first, then hotter, hungrier, raw enough to burn through the years spent pretending she didn’t matter.

	In the Army I’d been caught in an explosion that’d knocked me on my ass, ears ringing, concussed, and clinging to consciousness. 

	Wren’s kiss hit me like that.

	My response was instant. I lifted her, pinned her to the wall, framed her face with my hands, and took her lips in a carnal frenzy. Mouths fused, her legs locked around my hips, I ground against her. We were a breath away from tearing off clothes and crossing a line we couldn’t come back from.

	The one thought to break through the sexual haze? Mine. 

	And then she went still. 

	It took everything I had to rein myself in, to pull back when every instinct screamed to hold on. As I held her, my dick throbbing, she’d stared into my eyes like she could see straight into my soul to the parts of me I’d spent my whole life burying. I’d shut it all down, every feeling, every tell, before she could read a damn thing on my face.

	I was still trying to breathe, to understand what the hell had happened when she dropped her legs, pushed at my chest, and stepped away. Then she walked back to our friends like nothing had happened. As if a bomb hadn’t just gone off and left me picking up the pieces.

	That kiss had knocked me sideways. Probably scared her too. She’d been sweet, and I’d come in too hot. Too wild. Too possessive.

	In the moment, her passion had matched mine. At least, I thought it had.
But she’d pulled back, shut down, and that was that.

	We’re opposites in every way so it’s not like we’d ever work. She comes from a long line of hippie, New Age types. Hell, right now her parents are literally trekking the continent in a VW camper. She’s free-spirited, open, friendly with everyone. Her smile alone lights up a room. 

	Wren is sunshine. I’m a straight-arrow, by-the-book lawman who, according to my sister Thea, tends toward broody.

	I know pretty much everyone in this small town, but my true friends
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