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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      The sound of the knock on her classroom door caused Lisa Mathers to look up from the papers she was grading. She closed her eyes, sighed, and reopened them. Grading papers was not exactly what she was doing. For the last ten minutes, she had stared at the papers and hoped a grade would magically appear on each one. Lisa should have eaten lunch, but she skipped it in favor of the papers. Now,  all she had to show for it was a stack of ungraded papers and a hungry stomach.

      The person knocked again. Lisa sent a small plea to the universe for the person to go away, but her please went unanswered.

      She didn’t have a scheduled meeting, but nothing stop the principal, other teachers, or parents from stopping by unannounced. Lisa shook her head. She didn’t need more activities or clubs dumped into her lap or another suggestion for improving tonight’s school dance. Because she was single, everyone assumed she had the time to sponsor any and every extracurricular activity created. She hated suggestions almost as much because, more often than not, the suggestions translated into more work for her on top of what was already on her list, especially when the suggestions came from the principal.

      The door opened and Ben Anderson entered. “Miss Mathers, can I talk to you?”

      “Hello, Ben. What do you want to talk about?” Lisa picked up the papers and turned them face-down in front of her. She strived to not have favorite students, and over the years had stuck to her rule, but from the first day she met Ben Anderson in her 8th grade English class, she tossed her policy out the window. Ben was polite to everyone. If someone needed help, he was the first person to lend a hand. Lisa hoped if she was blessed with children, they would be like him.

      Her stomach decided to growl.

      A frown marred Ben’s face. “Shouldn’t you be eating your lunch instead of grading papers?”

      She raised an eyebrow as she stared at Ben. “I don’t think you came here to talk about my lunch, did you?” Her cheeks grew warm.

      He shook his head. “No, but I’ve never seen you eat in the cafeteria with the other teachers, and I don’t see any food here. You shouldn’t skip meals.” He reached for his lunchbox, but stopped himself.

      “You don’t need to worry about me. I have something to eat. Now, what can I help you with?” She plastered on a smile as she thought about the protein bars in the back of the desk drawer. Her hatred of protein bars was an understatement. As a meal replacement, they did their job, especially when she forgot to bring a lunch, but they lacked in taste and texture. She was tired of trying to find one she like. “So, what’s the real reason you stopped by during your lunch?”

      Ben reached into his back pocket, pulled out a piece of paper, unfolded it, and handed it to her. “One of dad’s clients has a sick horse that has to be monitored, so he can’t chaperone the dance, but my Uncle David said he would chaperone. He has all the clearance stuff on file with the office because he chaperoned a science trip last month.”

      “I’ll put his name on the list. Tell your uncle the dance starts at 7:00 p.m., but the chaperones need to be at the gymnasium about twenty minutes early to help with any last minute stuff and be ready for the students who arrive early.” Lisa pulled a file out of the rack on her right and slipped the paper into it.

      Ben’s shoulders sagged. He let out the breath he was holding and smiled. “I’ll tell him. I’m going back to the cafeteria and eat my lunch. Don’t forget to eat your lunch.”

      “I’ll see you this evening.” She let her smile slip from her face after Ben left the room. Most adults told her not to eat, yet a child told her to eat.

      Lisa stared out the window. Her heart ached. She longed for a family of her own, which included a child who cared about others as Ben did, and a man who loved her for herself. Too many men saw her as a fat woman who they could make fun of or use for their pleasure and dispose of after they got what they wanted.

      Yeah, she attracted the wrong type of men.

      And she was tired of that.

      She was worth more. A lot more.

      But it had taken her years to realize it.
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        * * *

      

      During her junior year of high school, she discovered the dark side of dieting and all the horrible things that happened when a person tried to force a body to be skinny when the body wasn’t designed to be thin. Her self-destructive dieting path ended the day she fainted in the middle of gym class. Even though it was a blessing in disguise, Lisa endured an embarrassing trip to the hospital, several sessions with an eating disorder counselor, and an angry but concerned mom and dad who could not understand her need to be skinny. When she returned to school, the other students whispered about her to each other behind their hands and binders.

      The whispers were worse than the outright bullying about her weight. With a lack of any real friends, Lisa retreated into books, writing, and drawing.

      It wasn’t until after college and a lot of work on her self-esteem, she discovered she liked her soft hourglass curves. Her shape reminded her of all the pin-up models from the forties and fifties, but in modern times, the curvy pin-up girl wasn’t the epitome of fashion. Eventually, she would find a man who appreciated her curves.

      Lisa hoped.

      She tried dating, but the men she was attracted to had issues. Most didn’t want to be seen with a curvy woman. According to them, she was too fat and too much of a slob for them to find her desirable. The rest of the men made her skin crawl. Something about their personalities was off.

      After all the horrid dates, Jerry Bleuchard walked into her life.

      Lisa shuddered at the memory.

      When they first met at Lisa’s favorite coffee shop, Jerry appeared thoughtful and caring. He complimented her on how she dressed and listened when she talked about her day. If she asked about his day, he told her about the escapades of his co-workers or about a project he prepared for a client.

      Lisa thought she had found the man of her dreams.

      In the month before their sixth month anniversary as a couple, something changed with Jerry. At first, it was complaints about the service at the restaurant where they dined. Later, he complained about his coworkers stealing stuff off of his desk, and he accused one co-worker of stealing his project, his commission, and his client who was worth millions.

      Warning bells rang in Lisa’s head, but she ignored them and decided stress caused Jerry to act the way he did.

      A couple of weeks later, Lisa met Jerry at her favorite restaurant. He ordered a rare steak along with the lobster and a large slice of the restaurant’s signature rich chocolate cake for dessert. She ordered her favorite shrimp pasta and a slice of chocolate brownie cheesecake.

      As she handed the waiter her menu, she felt someone staring at her. She looked around, but no one was watching her, no one except for Jerry.

      “Women of certain sizes shouldn’t eat pasta or sweets because all the carbs and sugars go straight to their hips and thighs.”

      “What are you saying?” Lisa stared at him.

      “You’re already carrying extra weight that’s unhealthy and makes you look bad. You don’t need to make it worse by eating all those carbs and sugars.” While she stared at him, stunned by his words, Jerry waved his hand.

      Their waiter appeared next to their table. “Is there anything I can get you?”

      “My date has changed her mind about her order.”

      The waiter raised an eyebrow as he turned to Lisa. “And what would you prefer?”

      Before she could say anything, Jerry cleared his throat, drawing the waiter’s attention back to him. “Instead of the shrimp pasta and cheesecake, she will have a garden salad with a lemon vinaigrette and no dessert.”

      “If I had wanted a salad, I would have ordered one.” She glared at him.

      Jerry looked at her. “But it’s what you need.”

      Lisa stared at Jerry. Who was this man? Where did the man she had been dating for the past few months go?

      She frowned as she thought about their past dates. The last time he said anything nice to her had been over a month ago. “You should eat the salad.” The people near their table stare at her. Embarrassed by Jerry’s behavior, Lisa grabbed her purse and left the restaurant.

      Several days later, she found a large wilted bouquet of roses in front of her apartment door. She stared at the sad mess. Petals littered the cement around the vase. Some of the sad roses had petals covered with brown spots.

      She couldn’t find a card, but she could guess who sent them.

      Jerry.

      He didn’t buy the roses. No self-respecting florists would have sold those sad flowers to anyone, not even at a huge discount.

      He must have found them by a dumpster behind the floral shop. At least, that’s where she hoped he got them, because the alternative place was too creepy to even consider.

      A shudder of horror rippled through her at the mere thought of taking flowers off of a grave, especially a fresh grave. No way would she bring graveyard flowers into her apartment. It didn’t help that the petals dropped off the flowers as she stared at them.

      Lisa unlocked the door and dropped her school bag inside. She shook her head as she closed and locked the door. How could anyone steal flowers from a cemetery?

      Lisa picked up the vase and carried the awkward bouquet to the dumpster. She left a trail of wilted and brown spotted petals behind her.

      What did I see in Jerry? Lisa shook her head and walked back to her apartment.

      Later that evening, Jerry called, but she ignored it, and let the call go to her voice mail. The last thing she wanted to hear was him brag about the flowers he bought her.

      The phone calls became more frequent as Jerry grew more desperate to talk to her.

      After three hours, Lisa gave in and answered her phone.

      “Why the hell didn’t you answer my call when I first called?” he yelled.

      Wincing, Lisa moved the phone away from her ear and stared at it.

      “Are you listening to me? I want to know why you didn’t answer my first call hours ago.”

      Like I owe you an explanation, she thought. “I’m sorry, but I was busy with chores and school papers. I forgot to turn off the silent mode on my phone.”

      “That’s not acceptable. I expect you to answer your phone on the first ring when I call you. I don’t care what you’re doing. It’s not important. I am the only thing important in your miserable life.”

      Lisa clenched her jaw. Anything she said would make his tirade worse.

      “Are you even listening to me? If I had known you were going to act this way, I wouldn’t have bothered buying flowers for you. I will pick you up at five tomorrow. I have reservations at the Brayson Grill. And I’m n not taking no for an answer.”

      She closed her eyes and counted to ten. “I have a meeting after school. I’ll have to meet you there.” She didn’t want him to pick her up, and she didn’t want to eat dinner with him, especially if Jerry acted the way he did last time. Honestly, she didn’t want to date him anymore.

      “You had better not stand me up.” Jerry hung up.

      Lisa stared at the phone and wondered how her love life had turned into this horrible fiasco.

      The next evening, she met Jerry at the Brayson Grill. It wasn’t the most fancy restaurant, but it was upscale and popular.

      Jerry did most of the talking during the meal. Lisa only spoke when she had to answer a question. At the end of the meal, the waiter brought Jerry their check.

      Jerry patted his pockets. “I forgot my wallet.”

      “You forgot your wallet.” Lisa blinked. “Did you leave it in your car?”

      Jerry shook his head. “I wouldn’t have left it in my car. It’s too easy for the valet to steal it. I was in a hurry to meet you. It’s still in my coat jacket at home.” Without opening the faux leather case containing the bill for their meal, he shoved it toward Lisa. “While you take care of this, I’ll get the valet to bring our cars to the front.”

      Lisa opened and closed her mouth twice. Jerry asked her to go out to dinner. He picked the restaurant. He didn’t make conversation with her. The few times he did speak, he talked at her and didn’t listen to any of her replies. And now, she watched him walk out of the restaurant, leaving her to pay for their meals. And, of course, he had picked the most expensive items on the menu.

      “Is there a problem?” asked the waiter.

      “No.” She pulled her wallet out of her purse. Lisa’s cheeks burned as she handed her credit card over to the waiter. It was possible Jerry forgot his wallet at home. But a little voice in the back of her head said Jerry did it on purpose.

      The waiter returned and handed her the receipt and her credit card. Lisa bit her lip when she looked at the amount with a tip included. She could have bought a week’s worth of groceries for what she spent on that meal. She signed and left the restaurant.

      Outside, she looked for Jerry, but he had disappeared. Lisa nodded to the valet and walked to her car.

      It was time for Jerry to go.

      A week later, Lisa’s phone rang. Jerry’s name flashed across the screen. “What do you want?”she asked.

      “I have a favor to ask.”

      “A favor? I don’t think that’s a good idea, especially after I told you I didn’t want to date you anymore.”

      Jerry cleared his throat. “I know you didn’t mean what you said. Besides, who else would want to date you? I’m in the parking lot in front of your building. I’ll be up in a few minutes.” He ended the call before Lisa could say yes or no.

      She stared at the phone. “What the hell?” The doorbell startled her. Jerry couldn’t have gotten to her apartment from the parking lot that fast. She looked out the peephole. Sure enough, Jerry stood outside of her door.

      “About time,” said Jerry as Lisa opened the door. He pushed his way past her.

      A large suitcase banged her knee, causing her to yelp. “Why do you have a suitcase?” She rubbed the bruised spot.

      He dropped the suitcase in the middle of the living room. “I’ve thought about it, and we need to take our relationship to the next level. I’m moving in with you.”

      Lisa stared at him. This wasn’t happening. She had to be experiencing a nightmare. “We don’t have a relationship.”

      “I knew you would be happy. I have the rest of my stuff in my car. You can help me carry it upstairs or you could call the building super and find out if he has someone who can carry the stuff upstairs. Afterwards, we’ll talk about the new company I want us to start.”

      Lisa shook her head. “No.”

      Jerry stopped and looked at her. “How do you know he doesn’t have anyone who can help? You haven’t even called him.”

      “I’m not calling him because you are not moving in with me.”

      “Why not? It’s not like you’re going to get a better deal.” He snorted. “Have you looked at yourself in the mirror?”

      “Are you insinuating I’m not good enough for anyone except you?”

      “Lisa, there’s nothing to be shamed about. You’re the overstuffed chair everyone wants to sit in while they’re shopping, but you’re not the beautiful loveseat they’re taking home.” He laughed. “No one wants the ugly chair.

      She grabbed his suitcase. “This overstuffed chair prefers being alone, and I don’t want a pompous jackass in my life.” She shoved the suitcase at him. “Get out and don’t come back.”

      “Why are you so upset? I thought you would be excited about me moving in with you.”

      “Do I look excited?” Lisa propped her hands on hips. “You need to leave and never come back. I don’t want you living with me, and I’m not helping you start a company. You are a different man than the one I first met. I don’t like you. I don’t want to date you. Jerry, you need to leave. Now!”

      Jerry’s face turned deep red. His eyes turned cold. “You owe me.”

      “I don’t owe you anything.” Her heart pounded in her chest.

      He took a step toward her. “You owe me for my time and the fact I compromised my dignity by going out with you. You’re lucky I dated a fat cow like you.”

      Lisa watched his hands curl into fists. “Do I look happy?” Lisa propped her hands on hips, as her heart pounded. “This overstuffed chair thinks you need to leave and never come back. There is no us. We are done and over. You need to go home and find someone new to date.”

      Jerry’s face turned deep red. His eyes turned cold. “You owe me, and you will do what I say.”

      “Not happening.” Her heart pounded in her chest.

      He took a step toward her. “Yes, you will.”

      “Lisa, is there a problem?” Her neighbor Greg stood in the open doorway.

      Jerry sneered. “There’s no problem here.”

      “Lisa?” Greg raised an eyebrow.

      “Jerry is having trouble understanding the fact I do not want him here. He needs to leave and not come back.” Lisa crossed her arms. She knew Greg heard what Jerry said. Too bad the floor wouldn’t open up and swallow her whole.

      “You heard Lisa. You’ve worn out your welcome.” He stepped inside the apartment.

      “You touch me, and I’ll have you arrested for assault. I don’t have to go anywhere.”

      Greg grinned. “Roberts, come here.”

      “What’s up?” A police officer appeared in the doorway.

      “This guy is harassing Lisa and refuses to leave. He said if I touch him, he’s going to have me arrested.”

      “That’s a good one, especially since you’re a detective.” Roberts looked at Jerry. “Lisa asked you to leave. Go or I’m going to arrest you for trespassing.”

      “You can’t do that!”

      “Yes, I can,” said Officer Roberts.

      Jerry glared at Lisa and growled. “You’ll regret this. You’ll never find someone to replace me. Men don’t like fat chicks. I did you a favor, and this is how you repay my generosity?”

      “No, I won’t regret getting you out of my life. Never come here again or even call me. Lose my number. I want nothing to do with you. I would rather be fat and single than stuck with you.” said Lisa.

      Jerry took a step toward her, but stopped when Officer Roberts shook his head at him. “That would not be a good idea.” He gestured toward the front door. “It’s time for you to leave.”

      Lisa watched the officer escort Jerry out of her apartment and out of her life. A sigh of relief escaped before she could stop it. She hated airing her problems in front of anyone, especially her neighbor, but she was glad Greg had been there. At least Jerry was gone.

      “You sure you’re okay?” asked Greg.

      “I’m much better now. Thank you.” She forced herself to look at her neighbor. “I’m sorry you had to witness that.”

      “Witness what?” He grinned at her. ”Make sure you lock the door. If he comes back, call me. and I’ll be right over.” Greg kissed her forehead and left, closing the door behind him.
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        * * *

      

      For the next several weeks, she heard nothing from Jerry, which left Lisa relieved. She enjoyed her own company, and slipped into a simple routine. Lisa threw energy into the lessons she taught, and afterwards she indulged in her love of reading with frequent stops by the bookstore and the coffee shop to get her other favorite indulgence. She talked and laughed with people, and did all the things that disappeared from her life during her relationship with Jerry.

      Life was good, until Jerry reappeared. The first time she saw him was at the bookstore. He didn’t speak to her, but he made sure she noticed him. Later, he stood outside the coffee shop. The next day, he appeared in the grocery store on the frozen aisle next to the ice cream display.

      Lisa realized this was not a coincidence. Jerry was stalking her. Instead of taking any chances, she left her shopping cart in the middle of the aisle and walked out of the store.

      A week later, she and several other teachers noticed Jerry standing in the park across the street from the school. She only had a few days left in the school year. Lisa made a life changing decision.

      She gave her principal a letter of resignation. As she packed her belongings, she filled out job applications for different schools. Several interviews later, she received a job offer for Bryant Station ISD. Lisa didn’t hesitate. She called the school and accepted the job. It was difficult leaving the few friends she had, but she regretted nothing.

      Well, almost nothing.

      If truth be told, she regretted dating Jerry.
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        * * *

      

      Lisa stared at the meal replacement bars. She stuck out her tongue at  them and threw them into the trashcan. No more of meal replacement bars of any kind, and no more diet drinks, she thought. She pulled out a sheet of paper and wrote a grocery list. If Mr. Right wants me, he’s going to deal with my curves. I’m not starving myself anymore because a man thinks I should.

      Lisa wondered how much longer she would have to wait for the right man to appear, because her biological clock wasn’t ticking. It sounded like a countdown to an explosion.

      An ugly thought flickered to life in her brain. Maybe it wasn’t in the cards for her to have a husband and children of her own. The thought saddened her. There was someone for everyone, so there had to be someone waiting for her.

      Lisa put the grocery list inside her planner and picked up the papers she had been grading before Ben interrupted. Her stomach growled, but the thought of eating the protein meal bar made her sick. On her way home to change for the dance, she would pick up something to eat.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      David Anderson stared at his nephew. “Ben, before you volunteer me for something like this, it would be a good idea to ask me days, if not weeks, before the event. You can’t ask me to chaperone a dance hours before it’s supposed to start. What if I already have plans for this evening?”

      “Do you have any plans for tonight?” Ben dropped his backpack onto the coffee table.

      “No, but that’s not the point. You should’ve asked me before you signed me up to chaperone the dance, and have given me more notice than a couple of hours.”

      “I asked you,” said Ben. He plopped down on the sofa.

      “I would remember if you had asked me? It’s not like I go to school dances on a regular basis.” David shook his head. “My Senior Prom was the last school dance I attended, and that was a few decades ago.”

      Ben raised an eyebrow. “You’re not that old. Besides, I told you about the dance last week when we were eating breakfast at the diner. You told me if I needed anything, you would help. Well, I need your help. I need you to take Dad’s place as a chaperone for the dance.”

      “I wasn’t talking about chaperoning the dance. I meant like a ride to the dance or help pick out clothes, donate drinks, but not chaperoning it. Your dad needs to be the one who chaperones, not me.”

      “You said you would help me, and that’s what you’re doing. You’re helping me by chaperoning the dance, as well as giving me a ride to it.”

      “But I’m not dance chaperone material. There has to be another parent who can chaperone the dance.”

      “If you don’t chaperone, they will call off the school dance.” Ben figured he might as well pull all the stops. “If that happens, there won’t be any more dances. Besides, you didn’t do too bad a job on the science trip. It won’t be any different from that. In fact, it will be easier. You don’t have to ride the school bus anywhere, or listen to all the science stuff you find boring. All you have to do is stand around, talk to the other chaperones and make sure the kids aren’t doing anything they aren’t supposed to be doing. It will be super easy, and only three hours of your time instead of a whole day.”

      David rolled his eyes. He knew his thirteen-year-old nephew had defeated him, but he didn’t want to admit it. If the rest of the family found out, someone would tell the story at every family gathering for the rest of his life.

      “Do you want to be the reason I don’t get to go to the dance?” asked Ben. “Or have no more dances? It would be pretty pathetic if I had to go through the rest of my school career without ever going to a dance. And do you know what’s worse? I’ll have to go to therapy because of the trauma of never attending social events like school dances. Do you want to be responsible for my mental wellbeing?”

      “Fine! What time do I have to be there?” David growled. It wasn’t a defeat. His nephew stomped him into the ground, and the kid knew it.

      Ben smiled. “Miss Mathers said to be at the gymnasium at about 6:30 so you can help carry in some of the last minute items.”

      “And what time is the dance over?”

      “About ten.”

      David shook his head. “Don’t ask me for anything else this year. Do I make myself clear? I am not chaperoning anything else.”

      “Yes, sir,” said Ben. He couldn’t contain his excitement. The gentle but firm voice in the back of his brain whispered, This is the time for my bears to thrive and find their mates. David’s mate is waiting for him. Make sure they meet. Ben’s bear silently listened to the message.

      “Ben, are you okay?” asked David. A frown creased his forehead as he ran his hand through his hair. He wasn’t sure what to do. Jason, his older brother and Ben’s father, told him about the glazed looks. They were happening more and more often, and Jason worried because Allison, Ben’s mother, went through the same thing, except she always returned with knowledge and insights. Allison had a gifted connection to the Great Mother Bear, and it appeared Ben had the same connection.

      “Huh? What?”

      “Are you okay?” David asked again.

      Ben’s eyes cleared. “Yeah, why are you asking?” He blinked twice.

      “I thought—never mind.” David pressed his lips together. He glanced at his watch and back at his nephew. “If we’re going to get to your dance on time, you need to get ready.”

      “What about you?”

      “What I’m wearing will be fine, but you need to change. Those holes in your jeans won’t make a good impression, and neither will that stain on your shirt. What is it anyway?”

      “An accident from lunch today.” Ben grinned and ran up the stairs.

      “Clean clothes, preferably!” David yelled after the boy. He looked around Jason’s house as he pulled his cell phone out of his back pocket. At least he had an excuse to break the date with April, even though it wasn’t a date. He still wasn’t sure how he had gotten tied up in that mess, but at least he had an out. David doubted she wanted to go to a junior high dance, and knowing April, she would throw a hissy fit because she wasn’t getting what she wanted. Not something he wanted or needed to deal with today, or any day. At least now, he wouldn’t have to sit through dinner, listening to her plans for their wedding, which was never happening.

      No way in hell was he going to be stuck with April for the rest of his life. He and his bear wanted their mate and only their mate. April was not their mate.

      Why did he even go out with her in the first place?

      He could answer his questions. April was the opposite of everything he wanted. She was super thin, wore too much makeup, and was too high maintenance and materialistic. He wasn’t worried about becoming attached to her.

      His first meeting with April was actually Jason’s fault.

      Against his advice, Jason married Tina, and he asked David to be his best man and April’s date for the reception afterwards. April got it in her head the date was more than a date to the reception.

      His bear growled in agreement. Stupid for going out with her. Don’t want her. She smells bad.

      David agreed with his bear. Going out with her was a stupid move; one which he regretted in more ways than one. She was too self-centered to have any kind of personality. He didn’t even like her, and there was no way was he giving April what she wanted, which was him marrying her. He would rather spend the rest of his life with no female rather than being tied to April Davenport. Too bad she couldn’t get the hint. It didn’t help that he had to put up with April at family gatherings because she always tagged along with her sister. He didn’t want the headache his brother was having with his marriage to her sister, Tina. But Jason had already found and lost his mate.

      David skimmed through his contacts until he found April’s number. He tapped it and waited. After a few seconds, April’s phone rang and continued ringing.

       “Hello, this is April.”

      “Hey, April, it’s David.”

      “I can’t come to the phone, but you know the drill. Listen for the beep and I’ll get back to you as soon as I can.”

      David grinned. Fate was kind to him for once. He wouldn’t have to listen to April whine about how inconsiderate he was for breaking the date she wanted to go on. “Hey, April, I forgot, but I have to chaperone Ben’s dance in Jason’s place. I figured you wouldn’t want to hang out with a bunch of junior high kids. Talk to you later.” He ended the call and put his phone on silent.

      David knew as soon as April got the message, she would call and keep calling until he answered. He was glad to break the date, but he didn’t want to listen to her whining. The memory of her high pitched voice made his bear wince.

      “I’m ready.” Ben loped down the stairs.

      David raised an eyebrow.

      “What?” Ben had a lopsided grin on his face.

      “Aren’t those your new clothes? The same clothes you told Tina you weren’t ever wearing?”

      “Yeah, so what’s the problem?”

      “But you told Tina there was no way you were ever wearing them.”

      “Tina wanted me to wear them to school instead of my regular clothes. I told her I wasn’t wearing them to school. I said nothing about not wearing them to the dance. That’s two different things.”

      “You could be a little nicer to Tina,” said David.

      Ben shrugged his shoulders.

      “Ben.”

      “She doesn’t care about what I wear. She was trying to sound concerned in front of grandma.” Ben’s face changed. “She doesn’t care about dad or me. She hates the fact dad can shift into a bear, and she’s even forbidden him to shift anywhere near her. That’s not the way it’s supposed to be between mates. But Tina and Dad aren’t mates.” Ben rolled his eyes.

      David sighed. “You’re right. That’s not the way it’s supposed to be, but because your dad and Tina aren’t getting along doesn’t give you the right to be rude to her.”

      “I know, but she doesn’t have to be such a fake either. She’s not fooling anyone. They all know she doesn’t care about the family. She only chased dad because she thought he had a lot of money.”

      “That’s between your dad and her. She’s your step-mom. That’s all you need to worry about.” David couldn’t think of anything else to say. In all honesty, what could he say when Ben spoke the truth? “Are you ready?”

      Ben’s face lit up. “Yeah, let’s go.”

      David shook his head as he followed his nephew out of the house. It amazed him how fast Ben shifted between topics. David closed the front door before he headed to his truck in the driveway. Ben was already waiting in the passenger seat.

      David glanced at the setting sun. It was going to be a long night, but at least he didn’t have April clinging to his arm and whining every time she didn’t get her way.
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      Lisa dropped the last bottle of water into one of the huge buckets of ice the maintenance department placed behind the table of the makeshift concession stand.

      “Are there any more sodas?” asked Becky Perryman as she folded an empty soda carton and tossed it into the trashcan.

      “I have several cases in my car, along with boxes of candy bars, cookies, and other stuff.” Lisa stuffed the plastic wrap from the water bottles into the trashcan.

      “We need to put those drinks on ice as soon as possible,” said Becky. “Last month we ran out of sodas and snacks. The only thing left was about a dozen bottles of water. The concession stand always does well, but I’ve never had it run out of stuff before, especially not a dance. I don’t want it to happen again.”

      “Several teachers told me the same thing. So, I stopped at the grocery store after I left school today.”

      “You didn’t pay for the stuff yourself?” Becky stared at her.

      “I planned to, but when Reggie Smith, the store manager, found out what I was buying the stuff for, he donated everything I had in my cart.”

      “He’s always doing stuff like that for the school,” said Becky. She rubbed her back. “Let me find Henry, so he can help carry in the stuff.” Becky gasped and pressed her hand to the side of her extended stomach and leaned against the table.

      “Are you okay?” Concern filled Lisa’s voice.

      “I’m fine, or at least I will be when Junior quits playing kickball with my insides.” She took a deep breath and let it out. “His kicks are growing stronger by the day. I think I need to sit down for a few minutes.”

      “When’s the baby due?” asked Lisa.

      “We’ve got another month, but as active as Junior is, it wouldn’t surprise me if he makes his appearance earlier.” Becky rubbed her stomach.

      “Maybe you should go home. I don’t want anything to happen to you or the baby.”

      Becky smiled. “I’m fine. All I need is to sit down until Junior tires of playing football with my kidneys.”

      “If you’re sure, but I don’t want you to lift any of the soda cases.”

      Becky shook her head. “You don’t have to worry about me. I know my limits.” She pulled out a chair and sat down.

      “Is everything okay?” A tall, blond-haired guy walked over to Becky and put his hands on her shoulders.

      “Junior played kickball again. I’m fine, but I need you to help Lisa carry in some stuff for the concession stand.”

      “Anything for you,” said Henry. He kissed Becky on the cheek.

      Lisa stared at the couple. Longing slammed into her heart. She wanted what Becky Perryman had—a loving husband, twins, and a baby on the way. But so far, her Prince Charming was a no show. He must have taken a detour and gotten lost in the forest.

      Henry turned to Lisa. “If you’ll give me your keys, I’ll go get the stuff.

      “I’ll go with you,” said Lisa.

      “You don’t have to,” said Henry.

      “Two sets of hands mean fewer trips from the parking lot.”

      Henry shrugged his shoulders. “Lead the way.” Henry turned to his wife. “I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

      “I’m not going anywhere.” Becky gave him a quick wave.

      Lisa walked toward the gymnasium’s main exit. Henry followed her. “Everything’s in the trunk,” she said as they exited the building.

      Henry nodded, but said nothing.

      Lisa raised an eyebrow, but kept quiet.

      As soon as they reached her blue sedan, she pressed a button on her key ring. The trunk popped, and the lid opened. Lisa reached down and pulled the lid up. “Everything in here goes to the concession stand,” she said.

      Henry grabbed several cases of sodas and left Lisa standing alone.

      “I hope it wasn’t something I said.” Lisa shook her head. She stacked several smaller boxes on top of a carton of sodas.

      “Here, we’ll get those.”

      The sound of the voice behind her startled her, and Lisa dropped the carton of sodas. The twelve pack fell back into the trunk with a loud thud.

      “Are you okay?”

      Lisa didn’t speak. The man’s deep voice was like a warm caress over her body. Something awakened inside her, causing a deep longing to ripple through her body. A shiver of desire and excitement ran down her spine.

      “Are you okay?” asked the man again.

      “You startled me, but other than that, I’m okay.” She turned. Her face was inches away from a broad chest wrapped in a blue sweater. A delicious scent tickled her nose. Lisa closed her eyes and took a deep breath. The beautiful scent filled her with a sense of belonging and raw desire. Lisa forced her eyes open and looked into his face until her blue eyes locked with a set of the richest chocolate eyes she had ever seen. Flecks of silver and gold swirled in them, but when she blinked, they were gone.

      Lisa frowned. Did she imagine the flecks of color?

      “Miss Mathers, this is my uncle, David Anderson.” Ben looked from his teacher to his uncle. A huge grin lit up his face. “Uncle David, this is my English teacher, Miss Lisa Mathers. She’s in charge of the dance.”

      “Hello Ben. Mr. Anderson.” Lisa held out her hand to David. “Thank you for volunteering to chaperone the dance. I appreciate your help.”

      “Miss Mathers, it’s a pleasure to meet you. I’m happy to help,” he said, taking her hand in his.

      The minute David’s hand touched hers, a warm electric current shot through her fingers, up her arm, and throughout her entire body. Surprised, Lisa jerked her hand out of his. Her fingers tingled, but didn’t hurt. She missed his touch and wanted to put her hand back into his.

      Unsure about her strange reaction to David Anderson, Lisa forced her hand to move down by her side.

      She looked up at David. Her eyes widened. Silver rings around his irises made his eyes appear brighter.

      Wait. Silver eyes are not normal.

      David stepped closer, but kept some space between them.

      She noticed his nostrils flared as he took a deep breath and let it out. Was he sniffing her? It was odd, but it didn’t stop the desire building inside her body. But her brain whispered about the need to be cautious.

      Heeding the whispers, Lisa stepped back to put a little more space between them, but her car prevented her from moving more than a couple of inches. Her soul reacted. It felt as if it was reaching out to David’s soul.

      Lisa heard a low growl rumble in David’s chest. An almost feral expression appeared in his eyes, and she wondered if he was going to pull her closer to him.

      He blinked, and the feral expression disappeared. To her disappointment, he didn’t pull her into his arms.

      The disappointment was worse than she wanted to admit. It made her heart ache.

      Another low but deep growl rumbled in his chest.

      She gulped. Her eyes widened. “Did you growl at me again?” she whispered. The need to understand pushed her to put more distance between them. She scooted sideways, but a hand wrapped around her arm, stopped her. David’s touch sent a ripple of soothing warmth straight to her soul.

      “Are you okay?” asked David. His voice was gruffer than before.

      Even though his eyes were back to normal, his stare made her feel as though she were the main course of his last meal.

      Was she okay?

      Yes.

      No.

      She wasn’t sure.

      Lisa bit the inside of her cheek. Her brain screamed at her to run before the predator next to her attacked, but her soul sighed and told her she was where she belonged.

      She wanted to caress his chest, and she wanted to feel him touching her. She told herself it was because she hadn’t had a man in her life for a long time, but her soul did let her buy the excuse. Was she okay? She wasn’t sure how to answer the question, so she  nodded her head.
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      The moment David saw the curvy woman with the short blonde hair, his world shifted. Even his bear sat up and studied the beautiful woman.

      Ben introduced her to him.

      Lisa Mathers.

      The minute he looked into her expressive blue eyes and breathed in her silky rose and honey scent, he realized she was special. She was the one female made for him. He wanted to caress her curves and kiss her lips until she was breathless with desire.

      When he touched her hand, electric warm spread through him as their souls touched.

      Mate.

      The bear living inside him pushed toward the surface to get closer to the female—closer to their mate.

      Through the same eyes, David and his bear examined their mate’s reactions to them. Because she was human, Lisa didn’t have the senses of a shifter, but she felt the mating pull.

      Her desire reflected in her eyes and in her sweet honey rose scent. Fear overshadowed her desire when his bear pushed a little too close to the surface, but it faded as desire once again replaced her fear.

      Their mate wanted them so much they wanted her.

      The Kodiak bear sharing his body raised its enormous head and growled its approval. Our mate! Our mate! It chanted over and over as it pushed its way closer to the surface, desperate to get next to their mate.

      It took every ounce of David’s strength to hold back his bear. She’s human. She doesn’t know about shifters. We don’t want to terrify her.

      The bear growled at David. Want my mate.

      I want her too. The intensity of his desire shocked him, too.

      Take her. Take mate. Make her ours. The bear growled and scratched at David’s rib cage.

      David bit back a groan. His bear had too much of a one-tracked mind, but they agreed. He wanted his mate as much as his bear did.

      “I think I need to get back inside,” said Lisa, breaking into his thoughts. She grabbed several boxes and almost dropped them in her rush.

      Even though he didn’t like it, David realized Lisa needed some breathing room. “If you’ll hold open the door to the gym, Ben and I will get the rest of this,” he said as he took the boxes away from her and handed them to Ben.

      Lisa was going to protest, but stopped herself and nodded. She moved out of his way.

      Ben balanced the two boxes. “These aren’t heavy. I can carry a few more.” He waited for his uncle to add a couple more boxes to his stack.

      “You’ll hurt yourself if you carry all of that,” said Lisa.

      Ben grinned at his teacher. “I’m a lot stronger than I look.” He walked toward the gym.

      Lisa shook her head. “He shouldn’t be carrying all of that.”

      “He’ll be fine,” said David as he picked up the stack he had created. “Can you close the trunk?”

      “Yes, I—” She stared at the stack of boxes David lifted out of the trunk. “Let me take some of that,” she said as she reached for the top boxes.

      “I’ve got it. If you could close the trunk, that would be a big help.”

      Lisa shut the trunk and led the way to where Ben stood next to the gymnasium doors.

      The rest of the evening, David stayed as close as he could to Lisa. Neither he nor his bear wanted to stray too far from her. She was his mate. He wanted to protect her, but he also wanted to get to know her. He understood she was struggling with the instant connection between them, and he had to give her time to adjust.

      At the end of the dance, he and Ben stayed and helped Lisa straighten up. 

      “You are going to walk Miss Mathers to her car, aren’t you?” asked Ben as they observed Lisa as she thanked everyone.

      “Yea, that’s the plan,” said David without taking his eyes off of Lisa. He saw her grab her purse. “Let’s go,” he said to Ben. Without waiting for his nephew, David walked over to Lisa. “Are you ready to leave?” he asked her.

      “Yes.” She held out her hand. “Thank you for taking the time to chaperone. I appreciate the help. I hope Ben had a good time, and I hope we didn’t keep you from anything important.”

      David took her hand and brought it up to his lips. The honey scent of her arousal mixed with her natural scent drove him crazy. He tore his lips from her hand and stared into her beautiful blue eyes, which swirled with emotions. “You aren’t keeping me from anything.”

      Lisa’s face turned bright pink. She tried pulling her hand out of David’s, but he refused to let it go. “I—We have to go. They want to lock up the gym.”

      “We’ll walk you to your car.”

      “That’s not necessary.”

      “Yes, it is. Your safety is important.” David tucked her hand in his arm and led her out of the gym as Ben was following behind them.

      When he reached Lisa’s car, he stopped and waited for her to unlock the car. “Go out with me tomorrow.”

      Lisa almost dropped her keys. She stared at David.

      “Go out with me tomorrow,” he said again.

      Lisa shook her head. “I don’t know you.”

      David smiled. “You are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met, and I can tell you want me as much as I want you. Go out with me tomorrow.” He pulled Lisa against his chest and kissed her.

      The kiss was soft but demanding, and Lisa groaned in protest when he ended it.

      David stared at her. “Say you will go out with me tomorrow. We’ll have dinner so we can talk and learn about each other.”

      Lisa nodded her head. “That would be good.”

      “I’ll pick you up at 7:00 tomorrow night.” He bent his head and captured her lips with his again. “What’s your address?”

      “1601 Pecan Road, off of County Road 1516.” Desire clouded her eyes and fogged up her brain. That had to be the reason she gave a stranger her address.

      He pulled out his phone. “What’s your number?”

      She gave him her phone number before she changed her mind. She stared at him as he typed it into his contacts. A couple of seconds later, her phone dinged.

      “I sent my name and number to you. If you need anything, call or text me. It doesn’t matter what time of day or night.”

      Lisa nodded. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      “Tomorrow.” David smiled as he stepped away from her.

      His bear whined. Want my mate. Want my mate now!

      David ignored the beast as best he could. He wanted his mate, too. That’s why he had stepped away from her. If he had continued touching her, they would do a lot more than kiss in the school parking lot. Not what he wanted Ben or anyone else to see.

      He put Lisa in her car and watched her drive away. “Buckle up,” he told Ben as he slid behind the wheel.

      Ben obeyed his uncle without a question.

      David followed Lisa home and observed from a distance to make sure she made it safely into her house.

      After she closed the door, he did the hardest thing he had ever done.

      He drove away from his mate.
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      Lisa looked at the wall clock for the third time since she walked into her classroom five minutes ago. Her shoulders slumped as she collapsed into the chair behind her desk.

      Quit looking at the blasted clock, she told herself while she rubbed her hands on the black dress pants she wore today.

      “I think I’m going to be sick,” she muttered. Butterflies bounced off the sides of her stomach, and made her wish she hadn’t eaten the toast for breakfast. Remnants of the buttery taste filled her mouth and made her queasy. Lisa grabbed the water bottle she had brought with her and took several sips of the cool water. It didn’t stop the butterflies swarming her stomach, but it helped the queasiness a little.

      She picked up her phone. No missed calls. No messages. David hadn’t cancelled their date. Lisa put the phone on silent as she did every morning before the first school bell rang.

      A message notification from David flashed on the screen.

      Lisa’s heart skipped several beats. Her finger hovered over the screen. What if he’s cancelling the date? What if…

      She tapped it and entered her code.

      Can’t wait to see you this evening. Have a great day at school.

      Lisa smiled. He hadn’t cancelled. Ditto about tonight. Have a good day, too. She sent back.

      Dots appear at the bottom of her screen. A second later, a smiley face appeared on her phone.

      The school bell rang.

      Lisa put her phone inside the center desk drawer seconds before the door opened and her first period students entered the room. She smiled as she moved to the front of the room, greeted her students, and began the day’s lesson.

      For the rest of the day, Lisa taught lessons, helped students, and graded papers until the last bell rang. Once all students were gone, she walked around the room, straightened bookshelves and desks, and picked up trash left by the students even though she asked them at the end of each class to pick up the room before they left. She dropped the last bits of papers into the recycle bin and packed her bag.

      “Miss Mathers, do you have a moment?”

      Lisa looked up. “Mr. Flores, what can I help you with?” She wondered why the principal stopped by her room instead of calling.

      “We need to talk.” He entered and closed the door behind him.

      “Talk?” Lisa frowned. She knew almost nothing about the principal, but from the little time she interacted with him, she respected and even like him, but experience told her it was never good when an administrator said he needed to talk to you.

      He stared at her and cleared his throat.

      Lisa hated the stall tactic he was using. It worked when he used it on the students, but she wasn’t a student who needed to be corrected. She pressed her lips together and waited.

      Mr. Flores cleared his throat again. “Mrs. Peterson and her daughter, Amy, are in my office.”

      Lisa frowned. “Amy Peterson is not one of my students.” And what does this have to do with me? She bit the inside of her mouth to keep from asking the question.

      “Yes, I know, but Amy’s academic career is not what’s in question. You created quite a stir at the dance, and that’s the issue I’m here to speak to you about.”

      “Excuse me. I do not know what you are talking about. There were no fights or dress code issues. Everyone had a good time at the dance.”

      “From what I was told, some had a better time than others.” His face darkened as he stared at her. “Public displays of affection with the parent of one of our students is not acceptable, and even more so if it happens in the middle of the school parking lot and the parent in question is a married man.”

      “I didn’t—”

      “And there’s the fact this happening in front of the students and parents.” He shook his head. “That’s not the behavior I expected from someone in your position. You are a representative of this school and a role model for the students. You’re held to higher standards than other people.”

      The accusation stunned Lisa. “I’m not sure what’s going on, but I wasn’t making out with anyone, and especially not with a parent.”

      “Mrs. Peterson and her daughter saw you and—”

      “Wait, one minute!” She interrupted the principal. “This accusation is because a student and a parent say they saw me making out with a parent in the parking lot? Unbelievable!”

      Mr. Flores straightened his collar. “Mrs. Peterson is not only a parent of one of our exceptional students. She is from one of the town’s oldest families, and she is one of the most prominent and influential citizens in Bryant Station. Neither Amy nor Mrs. Peterson has any reason to make up lies about someone they don’t know.” He looked down his nose at Lisa. “Mrs. Peterson said she saw you kissing Jason Anderson, who is Ben Anderson’s father and is a married man.”

      Lisa was flabbergasted. “I know who Jason Anderson is, and I was not making out with him in the parking lot or anywhere else. In my world, married men are off limits. I have standards, even though you’re insinuating I don’t.”

      “So you’re saying Lydia Peterson and her daughter are lying?” The principal didn’t sound happy.

      “I didn’t say they’re lying, but their facts were wrong, because Jason Anderson was not even at the dance. He was supposed to be a chaperone, but something came up and he wasn’t able to do it. So, there was no way I kissed him in the parking lot, or anywhere else.” How dare someone accuse her of making out with a married parent!

      Mr. Flores glared at her. “Obviously, someone is not telling the truth. Neither Mrs. Peterson nor her daughter have any reason to lie.”

      Lisa rolled her eyes. For whatever reason, the principal was determined not to believe her. “And I don’t have a reason to lie, either.”

      “This is a small town, and we don’t condone that sort of behavior here, especially when it involves our teachers with married men. Consider this your first warning in your file.”

      “Wait a minute!”

      Mr. Flores raised an eyebrow. “You need to check your tone and attitude when you speak to me.”

      “And you need to make sure your facts are correct before you accuse me of making out with married men.” Lisa couldn’t believe what she heard. Nothing about it made sense. “Condemning someone on the words of someone else without checking the facts is bad, especially when the accuser’s facts are wrong.”

      “Mrs. Peterson and her daughter don’t tell lies,” repeated the principal.

      “And neither do I.”

      “Mrs. Peterson and Amy do not need to lie about what they saw.”

      “Is that right?” She gave him the same look she gave students who weren’t acting appropriately. “I believe a couple of weeks ago, Mrs. Thomas caught Amy cheating on a test, and from what I heard, the whole incident was brushed under the carpet after her mother accused Mrs. Thomas of having an agenda to make Amy look bad in front of the other students.” Lisa crossed her arms. “Mrs. Peterson and her daughter tend to change things to fit their agendas. And now they are reliable sources because of some special social status.”

      Mr. Flores cleared his throat. “You shouldn’t listen to rumors. The evidence wasn’t strong enough to support the claim against Amy. Your reference to that incident has no bearing on your immorality.”

      “And yet, you’re here because you believe a rumor. Unbelievable.” Lisa stared at the man. “You’re not here to find out the truth, are you?”

      Mr. Flores ignored her question. “I will put a letter into your permanent file. This is your only warning.” He left the room.

      Lisa plopped down into her chair and stared at the closed door. She received a write-up because a prominent citizen accused her of making out with Jason Anderson, a married man, in front of the students. Jason Anderson wasn’t even at the dance. “Unreal,” she muttered. Yes, she kissed David Anderson, but she wasn’t making out in the parking lot, especially not with Ben Anderson standing there. Plus, as far as she knew, David wasn’t married. She didn’t see a wedding band on his finger, not that it meant a lot in the current times. Every bit of respect she had for Mr. Flores was gone.

      Lisa stood and finished packing her bag. Lydia Peterson, whoever she was, had an agenda, but what, Lisa had no clue. She needed more information, and she had other things to think about, like her date with David.

      She picked up her bag, turned off the lights, and left.
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      Lisa closed her eyes and counted to ten. She paused, and counted to fifteen. She opened her eyes and stared at the woman looking back at her from the depths of the mirror and wondered why the woman had accepted the date with David Anderson.

      She shook her head.

      Because that Lisa is braver than me. After the incident with Mr. Flores, old doubts about her ability to make a good judgement about someone inched their way into her brain.

      She glanced at the clock on her nightstand. The bright red numbers taunted her.

      David would be there in about an hour. Which meant she had roughly forty-five minutes to get her act together and find something to wear. But it also meant she had forty-five minutes to panic.

      Lisa looked at her reflection again. The grey, oversized sweatshirt and black leggings she had on, were perfect for an evening spent at home eating a pint of ice cream while watching a romantic movie marathon.

      She closed her eyes and sighed.

      Not exactly an outfit she wanted to wear out in public, and not what she wanted David to see. She wanted to make a good impression. She wanted him to see her wearing something besides her teacher clothes, but not her at home comfy clothes.

      Lisa went back to her closet. For a third time since she got home, she looked at each outfit, and for a third time found something wrong with each one. Part of the problem was not knowing where he was taking her. Should she wear something dressy with heels? Should she wear jeans, a warm, but pretty sweater and boots? She wished she had thought about asking where they were going.

      Unfortunately, now she had less than thirty-five minutes to find an outfit to wear, fix her hair and do her make up. At least she had the good sense to shower and wash her hair when she got home. She could but her hair up into a simple bun. Quick and easy, and her hair would be off the list.

      Maybe she could do this.

      Decisions. Decisions.

      Lisa grabbed her favorite pair of jeans and a blue sweater that was warm but soft and cuddly. Back in her bedroom, she dropped the items on her bed and sat down on the edge of the bed.

      Her fingertips caressed her lips as she remembered the feeling David’s lips felt like on hers.

      Desire.

      Hunger.

      The strong need to mark him as hers.

      Lisa’s pulse quickened. Her nipples turned into hard pebbles and her womb quivered. She imagined David’s hands touching her, his lips teasing her skin. Her desire increased as her body woke from its dormant sleep.

      She struggled to control her breathing. There was no question about one thing.

      She wanted David.

      She needed him in a way she had never needed any man before, and the intensity scared her.

      Lisa’s hand fell away from her lips. She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. His kisses should have a warning label attached to them. Something in big, bold flashing letters.

      Kissing David Anderson was hazardous to your health. His kisses caused a loss of all rational thoughts, left the user unable to make appropriate clothing choices, and caused intense cravings for more kisses.

      Yeah, something along those lines would work.

      Lisa thought about the date. Honestly she wanted to go out with him, but the incident at school cast a shadow over it. Why would Lydia Peterson and her daughter, Amy, say the saw her kissing Ben’s dad? Lisa knew who Amy was and had seen her in the hallway, but the girl was not in any of her classes. And as far as Lisa knew, she had never met Lydia Peterson. Honestly, she didn’t even know what the woman looked like.

      Lisa frowned. Was Amy even at the dance? Her forehead wrinkled as she thought back to the dance. Amy would have stood out from the other girls. She always dressed in designer clothing which set her apart from the others.

      To the best of her recollection, Amy wasn’t at the dance. So why would Amy say that she had seen Lisa kissing Ben’s dad? Or was she saying that because her mom wanted her to say it?

      None of it made any sense.

      What was Lydia’s motive for making the accusation? If Lydia Peterson had lived here all her life, she should be able to see the difference between David and Jason, Ben’s dad.

      Was it possible David had had a relationship with Lydia? Maybe something more than a date?

      Lisa shook her head. There were so many questions. She couldn’t get the answers from Lydia, but she could get them from David.

      The doorbell startled Lisa out of her thoughts. She blinked several times.

      That couldn’t be him.

      She looked down at what she was still wearing. Crap! According to the clock, she still had almost twenty minutes to get her act together.

      David was early and she was nowhere near being ready.

      The doorbell chimed again.

      Her heart pounded in her chest. She was sure David heard it too even though he was on the other side of the door. As loud as it sounded to her, there wasn’t any way he couldn’t not hear it.

      Lisa, took a deep breath, counted to ten, and let it out. She got up and walked to the front door. As much as she wanted to go out with David, maybe this was the universe’s way of telling her this wasn’t a good idea. She had to make a choice. Go with her heart, or go with her head.

      Reaching the front door, she wiped her hands on her thighs. She could do this. Everything was going to be okay.

      Lisa opened the door.

      Her mouth fell open.

      Her eyes widened.

      She told
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