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Chapter One



 


 

Driving down the long stretch of the dirt road, Sheriff Blake Perry tapped his fingers against the steering wheel as his favorite country song played on the radio. The drive was the best idea he had all day, because he had to get out of his office for a few hours or he was going to lose his mind from all of the paperwork piled up on his desk.


For Market, Colorado to be in such a rural area, it seemed as if some kind of crime was always occurring from vehicle accidents, illegal activity at the gas station or convenient store to a court subpoena needing to be served.


He had worked so many hours this week that he was really looking forward to the dinner request he got invited to last week for tonight. It had been a while since he had a home-cooked meal. For the last two weeks, he had been eating his own meals or something from JB’s local diner.


Sometimes, he wondered if he made a mistake by divorcing Tara after he caught her cheating with the cable guy and taking the job out here to be closer to his family. She had essentially tried blaming her adultery on him.


She even had enough nerve to complain to their court-assigned marriage counselor about their lack of communication because of him constantly working late hours to become a sheriff in the hometown. However, he got a sick feeling his ex-wife had cheated on him with other men during their six-year marriage.


Sadly, he probably would still be married to her if he hadn’t caught her in the act having sex inside their bed and after seeing her naked and rolling around with another man. He knew it wasn’t a vision he would ever be able to get out of his head. He had thought about taking some time off to try working past her cheating, but it wouldn’t have changed anything. Especially how Tara liked telling people she was married to a sheriff but had lovers on the side.


Sighing, Blake pushed the memory of his failed marriage to the back of his head. He hoped that it would stay there for the rest of the day. He knew for a fact Tara wasn’t thinking about him. His sister told him a few months ago that Tara had gotten married to the guy he caught her cheating with, and now they were parents of two-year-old twin girls. She never wanted a family with him but decided to have one with that asshole instead.


Well, so much for taste on her part. He was glad he washed his hands of her and made a break away from her and everything they had “tried” to build together, but failed miserably.


After turning to the left at the fork in the road, Blake continued down the stretch of the area called Devil’s Lane most locals knew to avoid. However, maybe twice a month for some reason a tourist thought they could use it as a shortcut from the main highway and always ended up getting stranded.


One time Blake had found a businessman who had been out there for over eight hours, because he couldn’t get cell phone service and he hadn’t wanted to leave his car. One thing he never understood was why anyone would leave the safety of the highway and travel down a dirt road they knew nothing about in an unfamiliar town.


Thankfully, today he hadn’t come across anyone out here. He might have gotten lucky and every driver stayed on the main freeway following the law like they were supposed to do.


Just as Blake was about to turn his sheriff’s car around, something in the distance caught his attention. It was like a flash of something yellow, and not having a clue what it might be, he decided to investigate it a little further.







 



* * * * *



 


 

The scorching sun beamed down on Roshall Tyson’s bare back, making it harder for her to concentrate on her ridiculous problem. If she hadn’t gotten out of her car in such a hurry to find a signal, none of this would have happened to her. Right now she had to find a way to fix the huge mistake she accidentally made for herself.


Placing her hands against the driver’s side window, she glared at the car keys dangling from the ignition mocking her stupidity. Why in the hell did she decide to take her vacation in a small town without any decent cell phone service?


Her favorite client and best friend, Evangeline Thornheart, sweet talked her into this craziness, and now she regretted it with a passion. Instead of being here kicking herself, she could’ve been on a beach sipping a refreshing drink with a tiny umbrella inside of it.


It seemed as if nothing lately had been going right for her. This trip was supposed to help her get over losing her promotion to her younger twenty-one-year-old assistant. She knew that sneaky bitch, Mia, was up to something, constantly volunteering to work all of those long hours.


Why hadn’t she listened to reason and stayed at work those few times instead of making plans with Walker? She might have caught Mia sneaking into their boss’ office. Roshall didn’t have proof, but every night Mr. Pentagon worked late, her assistant was there. Now, that back-stabbing slut was in her large office sitting behind her desk, looking out at the killer view.


However, here she was locked out of her car on a deserted stretch of road that probably didn’t lead to anywhere.


More than once the thought did cross her mind to turn back around and go back the way she had come, but the closest gas station was a few miles back, and that would be one hell of a walk back, especially in her cute sandals.


Moving back from the car, she pulled down her short, yellow skirt, calling herself a fool for the second time today. But, she couldn’t continue to stand out here in this heat and stare at her keys and not do something about it. She had never been a quitter in her life, and she wasn’t about to start giving up now.


Right now, all she could think about was getting back inside of her car and finding Evangeline’s house in the damn woods. This was the first time she had ever made the trip by herself. She should have paid better attention the few times Evangeline picked her up at the airport and drove her there.


She wasn’t admitting the directions Evangeline had given her were probably pretty accurate, and they might have been easier to follow if she had a clue where she was going in the first place.


Roshall walked around the vehicle, idea after idea racing through her head at how to get her damn car keys, but none of them seemed possible without some assistance from another person. Shit! She couldn’t even call OnStar’s service desk and have them do it, because her cell phone didn’t work out here. She fought down the urge to scream and took a deep breath instead.


Damn it to hell! What was she going to do? Roshall was about to give up and start the long hike back to the gas station when her gaze suddenly landed on something lying in the grass a few feet away from her.


Stepping away from the car, she hurried over to the object and picked it up. She tossed the medium-sized rock up and down in her hand as a wild idea raced through her head. She hated the thought of busting out the car window to her ‘76 Corvette Stingray, but she didn’t see any other way of getting her keys out. Unfortunately, she would just have to pay the money to have it repaired.


Taking the short walk back to the side of her dream car, Roshall wished for another solution to fix her problem, but she knew this way was her only option. Yet, she made a promise to herself that the next time she got out of her car, she would make sure to look back to see if her car keys were still there.


“Baby, I’m so sorry to do this to you, but it has to be done,” she apologized, touching the hood. “I swear I’ll get you fixed back up like you were brand new, but I need to get inside of you.”


Blowing out a breath to steady herself, Roshall took a step back, raising the rock above her head, and shielded her eyes with her other arm. Just as she was about to throw the rock, a voice shouted.


“Stop right there! Drop the rock and step back from the vehicle.”


Jumping, Roshall spun around, and her gaze landed on an unbelievably gorgeous man in a sheriff’s uniform standing a few feet from her, wearing a pair of sunglasses. She had been so lost in her dilemma she hadn’t even heard his car coming up behind her.


His thick, black hair gleamed as the sunlight shined down on it, the fabric of his shirt stretched across his muscles showing off his well-defined body. He was almost too good looking to be real. Maybe the sun had finally gotten to her and all of this was a hallucination on her part.


“What’s going on?” she asked, glancing toward the weapon, then back up at him. Roshall was afraid to move an inch. This was the first time in her life that anyone in uniform had held a gun on her.


“Ma’am, put the weapon down and take a step back. I won’t warn you again.”


She dropped the rock, then took several steps back from her car, wondering how in the hell her situation went from bad to worse in the matter of minutes.


Where was this guy when she needed him a half an hour ago?


“Officer, I can explain what I’m doing,” she said, watching as he took a step toward her.


“My name is Sheriff Perry, not ‘Officer,’” he corrected her. “In addition, I don’t need you to tell me what you were doing. I caught up on you in the act. You were about to break into this car that isn’t yours.”


Is he serious?


Roshall couldn’t believe she got stopped by the rent-a-cop from breaking into her own car. It was hotter than hell out here. She finally got the extra help she prayed for, but he wasn’t listening to a word she was trying to tell him.


Why couldn’t he just stop talking for a minute and pay attention to the words coming out of her mouth?


“Sheriff Perry, I wasn’t breaking into this car to steal it. It’s mine. I locked my keys on the inside. I didn’t have any other way to get them out, so I was going to break the window.”


“How do I know you are telling me the truth?” Sheriff Perry demanded. “This could be someone else’s car that you came across out here.”


“There isn’t another person out here for miles. This car is mine, so how about you help me get my keys instead of arguing with me, Sheriff Perry?” Roshall snapped, at the end of her rope. “I have some place that I need to be.”


Getting arrested wasn’t even her concern anymore. Her day was already going downhill; she might as well add a mug shot and a pair of handcuffs into the mix as well.


Sheriff Perry eyed her for a few minutes before he took off his sunglasses and slid them through the front of his uniform shirt. Roshall was taken aback as a pair of ocean blue eyes glared back at her.


God, this guy was getting on her nerves. If she was going to steal this car, how in the hell did she get out here to do it? Furthermore, how would she have even known it was parked here in the first place?






 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Two



 


 

“If you keep arguing with me, it won’t work out in your favor at all. I can take you back to my office, and we can sort everything out there,” Sheriff Perry told her. “Or you can take a breath and try to get a nicer attitude than the one you are showing me right now. The choice is yours.”


Roshall opened her mouth to comment, but quickly snapped it shut when Sheriff Perry gave her a “come on and try me” look. She didn’t have the time or energy to be dealing with going back to the Sheriff’s office.


“I apologize for my earlier outburst, Sheriff, but I’ve been standing out here for a while. All I want to do is get inside my car and drive off. I was supposed to be at my friend’s house a while ago and ended up out in the middle of nowhere.”


“Why didn’t you try going for help?” he inquired.


“I did try calling for help inside of my car; however, I couldn’t get anyone, so I got out, and that’s how I locked my keys inside. I hadn’t realized what I had done until I tried to get back inside and spotted them hanging here taunting me,” she answered, waving toward her car. “Do you think you can help me get them?”


“Let me see what I can do for you, miss.” Sheriff Perry moved to the driver’s side window and peeked inside.


Against her will, Roshall’s gaze wandered over Sheriff Perry’s uniform, noticing how well it fit his body, especially his tight ass. Truthfully, back home, she never took a second glance at a man in uniform, because they never really did anything to draw her attention.


However, she couldn’t stop staring at him. He must have spent the hours he wasn’t at work in the gym, because his body was perfect; everything was where it should be. He even had muscles in places that she didn’t know a man could have them.


“Miss,” he said, drawing her attention back to his handsome face and away from his body.


She raised her eyes and found Sheriff Perry staring at her. She wondered how long he had been talking to her without her even knowing it. Her face burned with embarrassment, and Roshall was glad for her darker skin complexion, so he wouldn’t be able to see it.


God, she hadn’t just stared at a guy in a very long time.


“My name is Roshall Tyson. You don’t have to call me ‘miss,’” she said, trying to ignore the bead of sweat sliding between her breasts because of the heat.


“Ms. Tyson, give me a few minutes, and I should be able to get your car door unlocked for you.”


“Thank you.” Roshall smiled, finally glad her problem was almost over. All she had to do was keep her mouth shut for a few more minutes, get off this damn road, and all of this would be only a memory to her.


“You’re welcome.” After spinning around, he walked back to his patrol car and opened the back of his trunk.


Taking the cell phone out of her skirt pocket, Roshall walked a little farther down the road and tried dialing Evangeline’s phone number again. She crossed her fingers, hoping that she would actually be able to get a signal this time.







 



* * * * *



 


 

Blake dug around in the back of his patrol car until he found what he was searching for. He grabbed the Slim Jim, closed his trunk, and made his way back toward the vintage Corvette. He couldn’t believe this woman actually locked herself out of her car; however, he could tell just from one look at her that she wasn’t from around here.


After going up to the car, he slid the Slim Jim door lock tool into the door, working it into the gap between the bottom of the window and the rubber weather stripping that keeps water from the inside of the door. He moved it around until he found the lock cylinder, then hooked on it, and a few seconds later, he heard it unlock.


Yet, he didn’t let Ms. Tyson know right away that her car was unlocked and ready. Instead, he took this time to watch her. Taking a peek at her from the corner of his eyes, Blake liked how the sun brought out the warm richness of her dark caramel skin. A belt around her waist showed the full breasts, perfect hips, and shapely thighs while the yellow skirt showed off her long, smooth legs.


She wasn’t overly tall, maybe around five feet six inches; however, her perfect limbs looked inviting, longer by the sandals that matched the color of her ruffled top perfectly.


Leaving her amazing legs, he made his way up her body until his gaze landed on her pretty, oval face. Her high, exotic cheekbones brought both a delicacy and strength to her. But the best thing Blake liked about Roshall Tyson was her hair. It was short but styled in a sexy afro.


At first glance, everything about her looks he found more than appealing. In spite of that, her attitude wasn’t something he found attractive at all. She came off way too high maintenance for his taste. He loved a beautiful woman, but she had to own a sweet personality that made him want to get to know more about her beyond the surface.


Thankfully, this would be the last time he would have to deal with her rudeness. Taking a step back from the car, he tried the door, and it opened without a problem like he knew it would.


“Ms. Tyson, your car door is open, so you can get on your way,” Sheriff Perry said. “By the way, do you need help getting to where you’re going?”


“Fantastic,” she replied, snapping her phone shut as she came toward him. “No, I don’t need any help. I know how to get back to the main highway. I will just call my friend, and her husband will probably come out and escort me back to their place. I know I should have taken a plane instead of driving here.”


Brushing past him, she got inside of the car, slamming the door behind her, and rolled down the window. “I guess I got pretty lucky with you showing up the way you did out of the blue. There is no telling how long I could have been out here.”


After starting the Corvette, Ms. Tyson drove past him a little, then made a U-turn and went past him back down the road.


Blake watched the car until it disappeared but couldn’t help but wonder what couple were friends with her. They had to be pretty good people, because she was a handful to be dealing with for a long period of time. He shook his head and tapped the Slim Jim against the side of his legs. He estimated he still had a few hours before he had to be at his dinner engagement, so he could probably get two more reports done before he headed home and changed.


Spinning around on his heel, he headed for his patrol car as his thoughts filtered back to Roshall. He had to admit she was one sexy package, but she would test the patience of the nicest man, including him. So, it was a good thing their paths would never cross again.






 

 

 

 




 



Chapter Three



 


 

“God, I’m so glad that you’re okay,” Evangeline Thornheart said, rushing up to Roshall the second she walked through the front door. “I was so worried about you when I didn’t get any kind of phone call from you.”


“I’m fine. I promise,” Roshall swore, hugging her closest friend. “Dexter told me that you were pacing a hole in the carpet when he met me at the restaurant. Did you actually think I was lying in a ditch somewhere?”


“Worried isn’t the correct word.” Dexter laughed behind them as he placed her bags down. “I thought my wife was going to send out a search party for you, if you hadn’t called us when you did. I have never seen her in such a fit before.”


“Something did happen to me,” she admitted as Evangeline dragged her over to the couch past a few children’s toys on the floor. She didn’t want to get into it more than that, because it was embarrassing; however, she knew her friend would want to know every single detail of the story.


“I knew it.” Evangeline took a seat and pulled her down next to her. “Why didn’t you call us?”


“I couldn’t get any cell phone service on the road I went down, and then getting locked out of my car turned the situation even worse. I’ve never had such bad luck in these last few months of my life. I swear it seemed to have followed me all the way from New York.”


“You got lost on Devil’s Lane,” Dexter said, interrupting them. “I think it has a special way of drawing out-of-town people to it. You got very lucky someone even decided to go down that road or you could still be there.”


Roshall looked past Evangeline over at her husband. “I’m glad he came down that road, but he was a jerk. He had this attitude like I should’ve been happy he was saving my ass or something. I should have told him what I actually thought of him, but I kept my opinion to myself.”


Dexter looked at her and burst out laughing. “I bet you made sure he knew that you weren’t going to thank him too much. Poor guy probably didn’t even know what happened to him after dealing with you.”


“Dexter, do you mind taking your humor somewhere else for a while?” Roshall asked. “I need to talk to Evangeline privately.”


“Sure, I can go. I need to read over some scripts inside my study anyway,” he told her. “I’ll put your bags inside of the guest bedroom on my way there.” Dexter turned away, grabbed the bags, and walked away, leaving her alone with Evangeline.


Roshall waited until Dexter was completely out of the room before she unloaded her current problems on Van. She didn’t know what she would do if she didn’t have her best girlfriend to vent her current problems to.


She held in the tears that were threatening to spill at any moment. “Thank you again for inviting me here. I still can’t believe Mia got the job that was supposed to be mine. I’ve been working there for close to ten years.


“All she had to do was flash some tits and ass to my boss to make him change his mind. I know that I don’t have proof, but that is the only thing I can think of, because she doesn’t have any experience.”


Evangeline reached across the seat and placed her hand on top of hers, giving it a light squeeze. “I can’t believe Mr. Pentagon thinks a twenty-one-year-old has enough experience to land high-paying accounts the way you did for that company.”


“She doesn’t, but that doesn’t matter to him, because he actually believes I’m going to stay there and help her build a name for herself while I do all of the major work.”


Roshall could still hear her boss’ lecture in her head before she left on vacation. “‘Ms. Tyson, I hope you know that you’re a great asset to this publishing company, and we don’t want to lose you. However, I feel Mia will bring in a creative pair of eyes, which means a younger, fresher, and more important demographic of readers we have been trying to reach for the past six months without any success.


“‘After you come back from your vacation, I hope you can be a team player and help Mia out with anything she might need. Be the professional I know you are,’” she mimicked in the best Mr. Pentagon she could do.


Shaking off the upsetting memory, Roshall slid her hand away from Evangeline and fell back against the couch. “I won’t be able to go back there and see her sitting behind my desk. What in the hell am I going to do?”


“I can’t believe that smug bastard actually said something like that to you. I’ve never liked him on the few occasions we crossed paths, but I dislike him even more now,” Evangeline said. “If you truly decide not to go back there and help Mia, what will you do instead?”


“The hell I will help that lying whore,” Roshall snapped, almost choking on her own words. “Mr. Pentagon thought she was smart enough to be my boss. So, I’m going to let her take pleasure in her newfound power.”


After jumping up off the couch, she paced around the room, trying to get her emotions under control. “I’m sorry about my outburst. I shouldn’t be acting like this with Mason in the house. Where is my godson anyway? Is he taking a nap?” she asked, trying to calm back down.


“No, he isn’t here. He’s spending the night at Sienna and Jacob’s house. He wanted to see their new baby boy, Riley. I swear I think my son is giving me hints that he wants to be a big brother at only four years old.”


Roshall came back across the room and retook her seat on the couch. “I should apologize again for running my mouth and dropping all of this into your lap. I haven’t even asked what is going on with you and Dexter. Marriage looks like it has really been treating you good.”


“Well, we are doing wonderful. I think we are going to add on to the house in a few months. Dexter suggested we both should have our own work areas, because sometimes when we are trying to work in the study together, it gets a little too cramped. I adore my husband, but he does need his own space,” Evangeline admitted to her.


“Sweetheart, you don’t know how happy I am that you have Dexter and Mason in your life now. I was so scared for you after Lance died. You had placed yourself in such a shell. I thought you wouldn’t be able to dig yourself out of it without some professional help.”


“I know.” Evangeline sighed. “If Dexter hadn’t come along that night, I might be in a totally different place now. So, I’m thinking you might need the same cure I got.”


Roshall didn’t like the way this conversation was going or the look on her best friend’s face. Evangeline was up to something, and whatever it might be wouldn’t turn out to be anything good for her.


Her eyes narrowed suspiciously. “Please don’t tell me you’re thinking about fixing me up while I’m here on vacation. All I want to do is calm down and try not to think about a million ways to ruin that bitch at work.”


The silence that followed her statement was all of the proof that she needed. Her friend had invited her to Colorado with an ulterior motive in mind, and she was going to shoot it down before she ever got started on her matchmaking scheme.


The last thing she needed was another dishonest man, especially when she wasn’t even sure what direction she was going to take with her life.


“I didn’t come here to get fixed up with anyone. I only want to unwind and play with my godson.”


Evangeline’s big brown gaze caught and held hers. “Roz, it wouldn’t hurt if I introduced you to one guy. I think the two of you would hit it off. Blake is so laid back, and he has been single since his divorce a few years ago.”


Sitting up straighter, Roshall measured her girlfriend with a cool look. “Van, you actually want to set me up with a divorced man? Do you know how much baggage he’s probably carrying around with him?”


Groaning in exasperation, Evangeline rolled her eyes. “Will you stop thinking the worst? Besides being drop dead gorgeous, Blake is a wonderful guy, and women seem to use his nice personality against him. How about you just see how well things go over at dinner?” she suggested. “It isn’t like I’m asking you to fall in love in a matter of days like I did with my gorgeous husband.”


“I can swear to you that won’t happen.” She laughed. “I’m not thinking about having a husband anymore with kids running around. My one and only love will be whatever job I decide to do now, and that won’t change.”


“Never give up on finding love. The perfect guy could still be out there for you. All you have to do is open up a little more. I can promise you it will be worth the effort.”


Getting up from the couch, Roshall looked down at Evangeline. She knew her girlfriend was trying to help, but she wasn’t concerned about finding her happy ending anymore. Not after the way Walker betrayed her.


“I can’t get out of having dinner with this guy. So, I better head back to my room and unpack. I need to find something to wear that gives the impression I’m not looking for a man.”


Pivoting, she turned and headed back in the direction of the guest bedroom. She stayed inside the last time she came for a visit; however, she couldn’t help but be a little curious about what Blake looked like.


She knew Evangeline was great when it came to her tastes in a new book, but did she really know what she found attractive in a man? Hell, honestly she wasn’t even sure that she knew any more herself.






 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Four



 


 

“What’s going on with Roshall? Is there something wrong with her?” Dexter asked Evangeline, walking into the living room.


She looked away from the closed guest bedroom door and over to her husband. She had gotten the same feeling that something was different about Roshall. She wasn’t the usual fun-loving friend she was used to dealing with over the phone or being around when she made trips to New York.


“You could tell she was different too?” Evangeline questioned, getting more concerned, because Dexter brought it up to her. “I thought it was just me. I don’t know what is going on, but I will get down to the bottom of it while she’s here.”


After coming over to the couch, Dexter sat down and pulled her into his arms, kissing her on the side of the neck. “Sweetheart, I know you want to fix everyone’s problems, but how about we let Roshall get through dinner with Blake first? I’m also guessing she wasn’t too thrilled about you dropping a blind date dinner guest on her?”


Snuggling closer to her husband, she ran her fingers across the hairs on his muscular arm. “No, she wasn’t pleased with me at all. I thought she might actually grab her bags out of the guest bedroom and storm out of here. Baby, all I want to do was introduce her to someone while she’s here taking a break from work. We both know that Blake isn’t going well in the romance department.”


“Don’t you think maybe you should have waited to tell her about Blake? It is her first night here. Roshall might have wanted to kick back for at least a day. Besides, I bet you are going to get the same reaction from Blake too. You know he hates to be fixed up with anyone.”


Leaning away from Dexter, Evangeline looked him in the face. “I was only trying to introduce my girlfriend to a hot, single guy. All Blake does is work crazy hours, go home, and crash in front of the television. We both know how long it has been since he has been out on a date.”


“I don’t know how I feel about you referring to my buddy as hot, but I’ll let it pass this time,” Dexter told her. “However, yes it has been a very long time since Blake told me he has been out with a woman. But, you let him believe he was only coming over here tonight for a home-cooked meal. Does he even know about Roshall being here?”


“Hmm…no, he doesn’t know,” she answered, feeling a little bit guilty now about her deceit, but it would work out in the end. She just knew it.


“What are you going to tell him when he sees her and starts putting it all together?”


“How about we not worry about the unknown?” Evangeline suggested, getting up from her seat. “I need to work on getting dinner ready. I know this will turn out fine. Besides, Blake is too much of a gentleman to ever be rude to Roshall. If nothing else, he will be polite and get through it before thinking of an excuse to leave right before dessert.”


She started to walk away, but Dexter grabbed her by the wrist, pulling her back down into his lap. “You have all of this planned out, don’t you?” he said, staring into her eyes with love shining in his.


“Yes, I do. I can tell Roshall is hiding something huge from me, and I’m a tiny bit hurt by it. I can hear it in her voice. All I want is for her to let loose and have some fun.”


His brow drew downward into a frown. “I can’t ever envision your best friend having fun for no reason. All I see her doing is signing new book contracts or kicking people out of her office. I think Blake is in for a huge surprise. So, if a disagreement breaks out between those two, you will have to be the one who takes care of it.”


“No, I can’t do it. You will have to do it for me.”


Dexter stared at her, confusion written on his face. “What are you going to be doing instead?”


“I will be thinking about ways to make Blake and Roz see how they might be the perfect couple for each other,” she said, easing off her husband’s lap. Standing up, Evangeline grinned at her husband before walking away, heading for the kitchen.






 

 

 

 


 



Chapter Five



 


 

Looking in the mirror, Roshall checked her reflection one final time. She hated Van sprung this mystery guy on her at the very last minute. She never remembered telling her friend that she was looking for a man. Hell, she wasn’t even aware that she had sent up those kinds of signals. Why would she since she was still getting over Walker?


Truthfully, between the blow of getting passed over for her much-deserved promotion and finding out the truth about her shithole of an ex-boyfriend, nothing else had been on her mind. Now, she had to push all of those problems to the very back of her mind and deal with a man she had never met before.


For a split second, Roshall’s thoughts drifted back to Sheriff Perry who had helped her earlier today with her car. She shouldn’t have been so rude to him, but he had caught her at a bad time and she took her frustrations out on the closest person to her.


Luckily, she hadn’t run her mouth too much and gotten arrested. The last thing she needed in her life was an unattractive mug shot along with a set of fingerprints.


She knew she lost some of her free spirit and easygoing ways, but how could she not after everything going on back in New York? Walker had hurt her in ways she never thought possible.


No…she wasn’t going to look back and give a cocky asshole like him any more of her valuable time. This was her vacation, and all of her emotional baggage wasn’t packed. She left it back home where it belonged at the foot of Walker’s bed.


“I was too good for him anyway, and I should have seen it way before I did,” Roshall whispered to herself.


After taking a step back from the mirror, she spun around one more time, getting a full view of her hunter green dress. She was glad that she listened to her inner voice to pack something sexy yet cute for this trip. She did look damn good.


Before this Blake guy showed up for a “date” she wasn’t interested in having tonight, there was something she had to do first, and it had to be done now and not later.


Roshall turned away from the mirror and left the room. As she continued walking down the hallway, the delicious smell of Italian fresh bread filled her nose, making her mouth water for a taste. Stopping in the kitchen doorway, Roshall watched Evangeline moving around the huge space with a slight smile on her face. “Can I help you do something?” she asked, walking completely into the kitchen. “Or, should I just come right in and apologize for being such a bitch to you earlier?”


Evangeline looked up from a cookbook, and her eyes widened. “Roz, you look so gorgeous. Is that a new dress? Also, I’ve never thought of you acting like a bitch, so forget about apologizing to me since my feelings weren’t hurt. I know everyone can have a bad day.”


Why was Van always so sweet? Roshall felt even worse now, but she wouldn’t bring up anything else about her outburst.


“Yes, I bought it for a special occasion that never happened,” she admitted. “So, I packed it on this trip with me instead, hoping to forget the real reason I had gotten it.”


Crossing her arms across her chest, Evangeline watched her with an intensity that almost scared her. “Tell me what is going on with you. I know it’s more than getting passed over for that amazing promotion. We can talk about it before Blake gets here and Dexter comes back with the cake for dessert.”


Roshall wasn’t ready to tell anyone about her mistake, especially Van. Nobody would ever think she would have been so in love that she missed the signs right in front of her face.


“How about you tell me more about Blake? What does he look like? Does he know you have fixed him up on a blind date with a strong, opinionated black woman from New York?”


“No, he doesn’t.” Evangeline laughed, turning back to the cookbook. “And that is all you’re going to get out of me. I’m not going to tell you too much about him, because I don’t want you to prejudge him before he gets here.”


She didn’t like the sound of that. Why was her girlfriend being so secretive about Blake? Was there something wrong with him? From past experiences, she knew better than to ask Evangeline any more questions, because she wouldn’t get an answer.


“Since you aren’t going to tell me anything else about this guy,” she complained, “how are the next books coming along in the Pinky and Rudy series?”


“I’ve completed Pinky and Rudy at the Circus,” Evangeline said. “I’m currently working on Pinky and Rudy Get a Puppy. I believe these two are the best in the series so far, but if Mr. Pentagon thinks I’m going to work with Mia instead of you, he’s out of his mind. I signed a contract with you, not her.”


Roshall blinked back sudden tears at Van’s unwavering support. She hoped her friend would be on her side. Now, she had proof that she wasn’t going to lose her favorite client and best friend. She opened her mouth to say something, but the sound of the doorbell stopped her.


“Roz, can you please get the door for me? It’s probably Blake. He’s usually early. I need to finish getting the sauce together for the pasta.”


“Sure, I can,” she replied, spinning around, making her way to the front door.


It was hard for her not to imagine what he would look like. She secretly hoped she would be able to deal with him through dinner for Van. Standing at the door, she blew out a breath and got herself ready for the unknown, then opened the door.


What in the hell?






 

 

 

 




 



Chapter Six



 


 

Her gaze locked with the last person she ever thought she would see again. No, this couldn’t be Blake. Life wouldn’t put him in her face twice in one day. This had to be some kind of joke or something. Maybe he was at the wrong house or something.


“What are you doing here?” Roshall asked. “Please, God, don’t tell me you’re Blake.”


Glaring at her, Sheriff Perry looked up and down her body, making her pulse leap as his gaze reconnected with hers.


“Well, if it isn’t Little Miss Stranded,” he flung back. “Shouldn’t I be the one asking the questions like how in the hell do you know Dexter and Evangeline? Why are you in their house?”


“Sheriff Perry, it’s none of your business, so why don’t you just go away?” Roshall snapped before slamming the door in his stunned face and hurrying away from the front door.


Roshall ignored the sound of the door opening and closing behind her as she continued getting as far away from Sheriff Perry, Blake, as possible. She wasn’t prepared to deal with him tonight, not after the encounter they had when he unlocked her car.


“Aren’t you going to answer my question?” Blake questioned behind her.


“I don’t know what you are talking about,” she answered without looking at him. God, this night just started and she already wished it was over.


“I believe I asked what you are doing here. Please don’t tell me my friends are the couple you were trying to reach when I saved you.”


Twirling around, she ran directly into Blake’s chest, getting a good whiff of his wonderful-smelling cologne as it took over her senses. She almost moaned, but caught herself in the nick of time. She couldn’t let him know that she found him the least bit attractive.


“What are you doing so close to me?” she demanded, taking a step back. “Why don’t you watch where you’re going?”


“I believe you were the one who turned and ran into me,” Blake pointed out. “You made a mistake now just like you did this afternoon on Devil’s Lane.”


“I made a wrong turn. Stop making such a big deal out of it, Sheriff. I wish you never came along and helped me. You don’t know how to let it go. How can people take you in this town anyway?”


“Roz, Blake. What’s going on? Why are the two of you fighting?” Evangeline asked, rushing into the living room.


“Why don’t you ask Andy Griffith here?” Roshall complained, glaring at Blake, trying not to admit how fine he looked out of his uniform.


The dark blue dress shirt and black slacks were doing wonderful things for his body. Van was right. Blake was drop dead gorgeous! However, she wasn’t about to admit it to her best friend and especially not the overly conceited man staring at her.


“Okay, I will. Blake, how do you know Roz, since the two of you have never crossed paths before tonight?”


“Yes, we have,” he replied, dragging his gaze away from her. “Roz here was stranded on Devil’s Lane earlier today, because she locked her keys inside of her car. I was nice enough to get them out for her, but Ms. Tyson here couldn’t even give me a proper thank you. It’s not really my job to unlock cars, but I did it anyway.”


Roshall heard Van’s gasp seconds before her gaze swung over in her direction. “Is Blake the jerk you were telling me about?”


She nodded. “Yes, he is. Sure, he helped me after accusing me of trying to break into my own car to steal it. What kind of sheriff does that?”


“A smart one,” Blake tossed back, smirking at her.


“God, I don’t like you,” she snapped. “Van, I love you like a sister, but there is no way I can sit across the table from him and eat dinner. I might end up throwing something at him and getting tossed in jail.”


“I wouldn’t waste a jail cell on you.”


“How dare you,” she hissed. “I should report you to your boss.”


Blake chuckled. “Sweetheart, you’re in a very small town, not the big city. I’m the boss around here. If you have a complaint about me, then you’re looking at the person to give it to, and I’ll make a note of it. Are you happy now?”


“Okay, enough, you two,” Evangeline said, finally cutting in and breaking up her fight with Sheriff Perry. “Blake, can you please go into the study and watch the game or something while I talk with Roz?”


“Sure, I can do that,” Blake answered before giving her one last look and walking away, leaving them alone.


“See, I told you he was a jerk,” Roshall complained.


Evangeline whistled softly. “Wow. I’ve never seen Blake that upset before. The two of you were really going at it good. The chemistry in the room was so hot. I almost felt like an intruder when I rushed in. I think I did the right thing about inviting him over for dinner.”


Roshall couldn’t believe what she was hearing. She wasn’t sexually attracted to Sheriff Blake Perry. They barely knew each other. Evangeline must have been hovering over the hot stove too long or something. He was everything that she wasn’t looking for at the moment.


She quickly knocked down any ideas forming in her friend’s head. “We aren’t compatible. I will get through this dinner for you, and then I hope to never see him again during the rest of my trip.”


“If you say so.” Van grinned at her. “But, I think you should apologize to Blake. He did go out of his way to help you this afternoon.” She spun around and walked away, going back into the kitchen.


Roshall stared after Evangeline for a few minutes before her gaze eased over to the closed study door. She had made a promise to apologize to Sheriff…Blake…the next time she saw him, but instead of keeping her word, she got into another argument with him, which meant, now, she would have to be the bigger person even if it killed her.


Blowing out a deep breath, she turned and went to the study, hoping her apology didn’t get lodged in her throat, because saying the words I’m sorry wasn’t something she did a lot, and this would be the second time in a day.


If Van was sure he was a good guy, then she could try giving Sheriff Perry another chance, because he wasn’t the cause of her problems and she should stop acting as if he were.






 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Seven



 


 

No matter how hard he tried, Blake couldn’t keep his mind on the football game playing on the television screen. His thoughts kept wandering back to Evangeline’s friend, Roshall. He had never met a woman who could push his buttons while turning him on all at the same time.


If he thought she looked amazing this afternoon, she kicked it up about one hundred percent tonight in that hunter green, body-hugging dress.


His eyes couldn’t help be drawn to the spectacular view of her perky cleavage as it did a peek-a-boo above the tight fit of the dress, showing off the fantastic length of her long, toned legs. Roshall’s body was perfect with just the right amount of curves.


Behind him, Blake heard the study door opening and closing, but he didn’t turn around to see who it was. He assumed it was only Evangeline checking to make sure he was still there.


“Sheriff Perry, can I speak to you for a few minutes?” Roshall asked, shocking him.


Turning his head, Blake couldn’t resist staring at Roshall’s feet as his gaze carefully made its way up her body, enjoying how good she looked standing there.


“You can call me Blake,” he said when his gaze finally reached her a few moments later. “How can I help you, Ms. Tyson?” He couldn’t help but wonder what brought her in here to him after their earlier fight.


She twisted her hands in front of her waist, looked away from him, and mumbled, “I’m sorry.”


Blake grinned, then quickly made his face neutral again before she looked at him. He could tell apologizing was killing her, and he was going to milk it for all it was worth. He finally got her to not be so sassy with him, and he actually liked it.


He couldn’t resist pushing her a little more. “Did you say something? I didn’t understand you, because I couldn’t hear you over the television.”


As her head swung back in his direction, he watched as Roshall’s jaw clenched, her eyes slightly narrowed, while she looked at him, and he loved every second of her discomfort. It was making his night better and better.


“I said that I was sorry,” she bit out.


“What part are you sorry for?” he asked. “Is it your attitude on Devil’s Lane, slamming Evangeline’s door in my face, or calling me a jerk behind my back?”


Roshall unclasped her hands and planted them on her hips, not realizing how it pulled the tight fabric more across her beautiful breasts. He could almost make out the outline of her nipples, and the sight made his mouth water for a taste.


“Listen, I came in here to—”


“Yes,” he said, wanting to see if she would blow up again so soon after her apology to him. Blake had to admit her passion was turning him on; his cock had never been this hard before.


She eyed him for a moment or two, then eased her hands off her hips. “I wanted to tell you that I was sorry for the way I treated you. I shouldn’t have taken my personal frustrations out on you.”


He was surprised by Roshall’s comments; she was an ever-changing mystery. Blake couldn’t help but wonder what she was talking about. He guessed it was the cop in him wanting to know all of her secrets, but he knew better than to ask her right now.


It had taken a lot for a confident woman like Roshall to come in here and apologize, so he would accept it, then let it go. However, he wasn’t done with Roshall. He couldn’t deny the few times that he was around her he became this restless bundle of energy, waiting with anticipation to see what she was going to say next.


“Okay,” Blake answered.


Roshall’s big, brown, mysterious eyes stared at him, as if she was waiting for more. However, if she expected a yes or no, she had truly underestimated him, which was never a good thing for anyone to do.


“Aren’t you going to say anything else?” she asked.


Blake stood up, and despite her sexy, black, four-inch high heels, he still towered over her, making her head tilt back and look up at him.


“What else do I need to say?” he asked, staring down at her, and the sudden urge to kiss her full, tempting lips took over; however, he took a step back, fighting it off.


“I just thought you would be more agreeable and take some of the blame too for giving me a bad first impression of you,” Roshall answered.


“No, I think your apology to me was enough. I don’t see any need for me to apologize when I was right,” Blake said, then walked around her.


He couldn’t keep the smile off his face as he headed in the direction of the study door. Roshall wasn’t expecting him not to take some of the blame as well. He completely shocked her by telling her no, and he loved it. Maybe if more men had taken control of her a little better, she wouldn’t be so argumentative with him.


He wasn’t saying he didn’t love a good, verbal disagreement, but Roshall should realize she was dealing with a man who wouldn’t allow her good looks to get her everything she wanted.


“Hey, I’m not done talking to you.”


After spinning around, Blake sauntered back over to Roshall, bending down until they were face to face, and he liked how she didn’t back down. “I got the feeling that you weren’t, but I’m starving, so I’m going to see if Evangeline is almost done with dinner. So, unless you have another suggestion to keep us busy for a while, please let me know.”


Her eyebrows shot up in surprise as she took a step back. “No, I don’t have any suggestions to keep you entertained, Sheriff Perry,” Roshall huffed, then brushed past him.


Moments later, she walked out of the door, dismissing him, but Blake knew he had made an impact on her despite her not admitting to it, but she would in time.


Whistling to himself, Blake turned off the television and headed for the door, more excited about having dinner with Roshall now than he was when he first arrived. She was turning into a shocking surprise that he wasn’t expecting. Was she as tough as she presented herself to be, or could there be a different side to her that she didn’t want him to find out about? He had to figure out if he wanted to dig past all of her thorns to see what she was hiding beneath them.






 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Eight



 


 

“Do you know how hard it was for me not to rush through dinner at Evangeline’s?” Roshall asked, running her fingers through his chest hair. “All I could think about was getting you alone. I want you so much. I’m so sorry about the way I treated you.”


“Are you sure about this?” Blake asked.


He didn’t want to push Roshall into doing something that she wasn’t ready for. Everything seemed to be moving so fast. One minute they were fighting, and now they were about to make love, not that he was complaining, because he was dying to be with her.


“I haven’t been surer of anything in my entire life. I wanted you from the very first moment you stepped out of your patrol car. I couldn’t take my eyes off how flawlessly your uniform fit your body.”


Blake grabbed Roshall’s hand and slid it down his chest, over his stomach, finally wrapping it around his raging hard-on. He sucked in a breath as her thumb brushed over the mushroom head. God, why was he tormenting himself like this? Her touch was driving him crazy, and it wasn’t about to be over until he was buried deep inside of her.


“You’re so hard,” she whispered, running the tip of her tongue across her full top lip. “I can’t wait until you’re buried deep inside of me. It has been so long since I’ve been with a man.”


Cupping her plump breasts in his hand, he brushed his thumb over her swollen nipples, loving how Roshall leaned into him. He would’ve never thought she would be so responsive to his touch. He loved teasing her, making her almost beg for him to go further, pushing them to their limits.


Lowering his head, Blake ran his tongue along the side of her neck as his free hand slid down her bare back and cupped her ass. The smoothness of her creamy brown skin was driving him crazy, pushing him over the edge, but he had to keep control. He couldn’t rush through this.


Blake didn’t know the next time he might get another chance with Roshall like this. She changed her mind so much about him, so he was going to treasure this experience for as long as possible.


“Blake, please stop making me wait. Make love to me…right now,” she moaned.


He eased her hand off his dick and pushed her down on the bed. Dropping down to his knees, he spread her legs and inhaled the wonderful scent of her waiting pussy. He hadn’t been with a woman in months. So, he didn’t want to rush through the magic of learning her body from top to bottom. He had to make it last for the both of them.


Wrapping his hands around her thighs, Blake pushed Roshall’s beautiful body farther down onto the bed. He leaned into her dripping pussy and stroked her gently with just the tip of his tongue, stroking it over her clit.


With masculine pride, he watched how she tried spreading her beautiful thighs even wider to give him better access to her. She wasn’t hiding how good he was making her feel.


“Blake… Make me forget about everything else but you,” she panted, clawing at the bedspread beneath her body.


“Baby, you won’t be thinking about anything else once my cock is deep inside that sweet, tight pussy of yours,” he growled.


Anticipation pumped through his veins as Blake stood up and lifted Roshall’s thighs, placing them over his arms as he lined up his dick, then slowly eased the tip inside of her, groaning at how tightly her body wrapped around him. Shit! He could only imagine how good she was going to feel when he was fully inside of her.







 



* * * * *



 


 

Beep…beep…beep.


Blake shot up in the bed as his gaze searched around the empty bedroom. It was a fucking dream…. Damn it. This had to stop or he was going to lose his mind before Roshall left town to go back to New York.


He slammed his hand down on the clock, shutting off the annoying sound. Fuck! Why couldn’t he get a good night’s sleep anymore?


Falling back down on the bed, he flung his arm over his eyes, cursing the clock. Ever since he had dinner at Evangeline’s house two weeks ago, he had been having the same erotic dream over and over about Roshall. He would be so close to pushing his cock into her sweet pussy another fraction, and then his clock would go off right on time, waking him up before the best part. She was driving him up the wall every time he spotted her around town. Each time, Roshall would look even sexier than the last time he’d seen her.


Yesterday, he caught a glimpse of her coming out of the gas station and almost went off the road. Didn’t she own any skirts that came down to her knees? Without a doubt, she had amazing legs and knew how to draw attention to them. Roshall’s hot outfits constantly kept his cock hard, and he was losing all his ability to do his job because of it.


Tossing the cover off his body, he looked down at his morning erection in disgust. Roshall was the cause of his problem, and she should be the one here taking care of it. Her beautiful mouth alone had him thinking about ways she could bring him to pleasure over and over.


Hell…it was hard to keep his fantasies from going even further than that, because he had so many fantasies about her.


Blake could almost envision her climbing over him, and slowly her body would slide down over his throbbing cock, then ride him until they both screamed from their combined earth-shattering orgasms.


He lay there for a few more minutes, wondering how much longer he would have to go through this torture. Yeah, Roshall pushed his buttons, but he wouldn’t and couldn’t deny he was tired of having these adolescent wet dreams about her.


Most of the day, he stayed so hard that it was difficult for him to get up from behind his desk. She stayed on his mind twenty-four, seven. Evangeline knew what she was doing when she decided to invite him over to dinner to meet Roshall. They were from two totally different worlds, and nothing would probably happen between them, so why was he tormenting himself like this?


Nevertheless, none of that was stopping his thoughts from getting more detailed and hotter. Blake could almost hear Roshall screaming his name as he pounded in and out of her. He hadn’t dreamt about a woman since his divorce. He might have found a few women to share his bed right after it happened, but he hadn’t had any kind of steamy dreams about the women afterward.


As much as Blake wanted to spend the day in bed going over his dilemma concerning Roshall, he knew the pile of paperwork on his desk had to be done, and he was the only person who could get it done.


He reluctantly got out of his bed and made his way to the bathroom. Standing in front of the shower, he turned the knobs, allowing the water to run until the spray was hot enough to wash the tension out of his muscles.


Stepping inside the walk-in shower, Blake closed the door behind him, hoping the steam would work its magic for him. How could he have allowed Roshall to get under his skin? He hadn’t seen her since the gas station incident, but she still was holding a part of his mind hostage.


Fuck. Why hadn’t he just went out and picked up some hot, willing chick at a bar to ease some of the edge off his need to have sex?


Her body made him think about doing all kinds of wicked things to her, but he couldn’t get involved with Dexter’s wife’s best friend. If things didn’t work out, Evangeline wouldn’t ever let him hear the end of it. So, he would just have to make sure to stay away from Dexter’s house until Roshall left.






 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Nine



 


 

Later on that afternoon, Roshall stood outside a boutique shop eyeing a pair of black boots from Sienna Powers’ boot collection, Sexy as Sin, debating on if she should go inside and buy them or just walk on past. Evangeline was supposed to come with her, but decided at the last minute to stay at home and finish working on the last book for her Pinky and Rudy series.


She didn’t want to think about her job, but she couldn’t stop going back there in her head. She was almost ninety-five percent sure that she was going to give her notice when she went back home.


Her principles meant a lot to her, and going back on them would be even more painful to her in the end. God, why was she still worrying about work when she was supposedly on vacation? Surely, there had to be a better way for her to spend her time.


Slowly, her mind drifted back to Blake sitting across from her during their dinner date at Evangeline’s house two weeks ago. She couldn’t get over how his penetrating blue eyes seemed to be watching her every move even when he wasn’t asking her any questions.


However, one time during dinner when he had finally moved the conversation off her and over to Evangeline, she had taken the opportunity to study him more closely and found him a bit of an enigma or a chameleon. He came off hard around the edges when they were together, but when she got to see Blake interacting with his friends, a soft side of him came out.


The difference in his personality was like night and day. Okay…enough about Sheriff Perry. She couldn’t let him and those eyes of his ease into her head or she wouldn’t ever be able to get them out. Roshall shook her head and tried to get Blake out of it, but she knew it would take more than that to make his stubborn ass go away.


Suddenly, out of the blue she heard, “Are your feet frozen to the pavement or are you going to step foot through those doors?” Blake’s deep voice startled her.


Damn, she had been so lost in thought that she hadn’t even noticed his reflection in the store window. God, she better get a hold of herself.


“No, I’m not stuck here,” Roshall answered, looking over her shoulder at him, trying not to get caught up in Blake’s nearness. “I’m actually window shopping. I’m looking for a new pair of boots. Shouldn’t you be servicing a court subpoena or something like that instead of harassing an innocent citizen?”


Standing next to her, Blake peeked at her from the corner of his eye. “Roshall, there isn’t anything innocent about you. I bet anywhere you go, trouble is bound to happen.”


She spun around and faced him, noticing the grin on his face. Her heart kicked up a notch as she seemed not to have the ability to glance away from his handsome face. Roshall hated how fast Blake could make her lose her train of thought without even trying.


“You like pushing my buttons, don’t you?” she questioned.


“I’m not trying to push anything, Ms. Tyson. I only came across the street to check on a new tourist taking a vacation in my small town. I want to make sure you’re getting treated right,” he told her.


“Well, I do seem to have this problem with a nosy sheriff who doesn’t know how to leave me alone,” Roshall joked back.


“I’m not nosy. I just give my visitors all the attention they need, so they will come back to my town.”


Roshall had an idea that this wasn’t the first time that Blake had given this speech. “I bet you do give women all the attention they want. Why should your words make me feel special? I want you to do something different for me.”


Blake grinned at her. “I can always say that I never know what is going to come out of your mouth. So, I’m wondering now if I should even bring up the reason I came over here in the first place.”


Roshall was definitely interested in hearing what he had to say. Why wouldn’t she be? So far, Blake was the most interesting person she had run into on her vacation.


“Ask me,” she said without a hint of hesitation. Roshall had never been afraid of the unknown, so it wouldn’t start at this moment in her life.


“Would you like to get a tour of my wonderful town?” Blake asked, holding out his arm.


Her gaze left his searching eyes and dropped to his waiting arm before going back to his face. Roshall saw the challenge dancing in his dark blue eyes as a slight grin pulled at the corner of his perfect mouth.


“I would love for you to give me a tour,” Roshall answered, sliding her arm through Blake’s much more muscular one while never breaking eye contact with him.


Seconds passed before he laughed as a light shone in his striking eyes. “Do I have something on my face or have my good looks made you speechless?”


“Sheriff Perry…Blake,” Roshall quickly corrected herself when he gave her a disapproving look. “I’m not going to even answer that question, because it will get me into trouble. However, do you have time to show me around? I thought you were tied down with all of this paperwork, because I remember you bringing up your hectic schedule at dinner.”


Wrapping her fingers around his upper arm, Blake pulled her next to him. “I do have a few minutes that I can spare, so how about we get started and see how far we can get?”


“Sounds good to me,” Roshall answered.


As they walked down the sidewalk, Roshall listened as Blake pointed out different stores, shops, and landmark buildings as they went past them. The smooth sound of his voice had her wondering what it would sound like when he was alone with a woman whispering to her as they made love all night long. Suddenly hot images of her with him flashed before her eyes, making her stumble, but Blake caught her before she fell.


“Are you all right?” he asked, holding her arms.


She tried to hide her embarrassment by taking a step back from him. “Thank you for catching me.”


“You’re welcome,” Blake said, squeezing her arms before letting her go. “How about we do something later, if you aren’t busy?”


Roshall looked at Blake, wondering if she should throw caution to the wind and take him up on his offer. So far, in her life, she hadn’t done a good job by jumping in feet first. What if she agreed to do this with him and it came back to bite her in the ass?


As she looked at him, Blake wondered what happened to the vow he made to himself this morning in the shower about staying away from Roshall, because it seemed as if it disappeared the second he spotted her through his office window. He had made it across the street in record time to be near her again.


“I’m going to be busy the rest of the day taking care of some personal things, so I won’t be able to spend any time with you,” Roshall answered. “How about we do something tomorrow night? I promised Evangeline that I would go to the fair with her and Mason for most of the day, since Dexter is going to be busy with conference calls.”


“I’ll be there,” he answered, excited by the thought of seeing Roshall. “If you stop by the dunk booth, you will see me. I’m doing it for charity to get more computers for the school’s classrooms.”


“Can I get the chance to sink you? I mean I should have the opportunity to pay you back for accusing me of being a thief when we first met.”


Moving back, he looked at Roshall up and down, thinking there was no way she could put him in the water. He wasn’t worried about her being a threat to him, since he had never been placed in the tank in the two years he had done this for his community.


“Come on by. I will be there most of the day unless something comes up I have to deal with.”


An easy, mischievous smile played at the corner of her mouth. “You shouldn’t take me for granted. I’m very competitive, and I always play to win at everything I do, Sheriff Perry.”


“I’m really worried about you taking me down.” Blake laughed, liking how Roshall had confidence in her abilities. Too bad she wasn’t going to succeed.


Walking up to him, she poked him in the chest with her finger. “You should be, because you are going to get so wet.” After turning on her heel, Roshall went on down the sidewalk, and Blake couldn’t help but admire the gentle sway of her hips.


Oh, he wasn’t about to back down on his pursuit of her. Most of the time, he was used to keeping a very calm and cool exterior, but not when he was around Roshall. She enticed him to step out of his sheriff’s uniform and have his way with her to act out all of his nightly dreams.


He loved stirring her up to release all of that pent up energy she seemed to hold on to so tightly. She needed to loosen up more, and he could be the man that brought it out of her.


Blake decided right then and there to make their short time together very exciting for both of them, because any time new emotions were stirred, they always flared out of control. Nothing was more intoxicating for him than a woman who was sure of herself, and Roshall had self-confidence in spades.






 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Ten



 


 

Looking over the newest book in the Pinky and Rudy series, Roshall tried to focus on the wonderful work in front of her, but she couldn’t get her mind off of Blake. How could he always find a way to get underneath her skin? She only went out to window shop for a few hours to pass away some time, so her mind wouldn’t be on things back in New York, and there he was right at her side.


Was he trying to make her regret her decision to take a hiatus from men? All she wanted to do was not have any stress while spending time with her best friend. However, Blake seemed to have other plans for her, which wasn’t fair. Why couldn’t he be the fat, clumsy sheriff who was always hired to play in horror movies instead of gorgeous enough to have a starring role in Magic Mike?


She didn’t want to admit it, but she was in a lot of trouble when it came to Blake. He had her thinking about spending more time with him than she should. Hadn’t she learned her lesson badly enough from Walker?


As good looking as Blake was, he probably found a way to seduce all the attractive tourist women who made a trip to Market, Colorado, and she had to be the latest. Well, she wasn’t going to let it happen, not this time. She wouldn’t get caught up in a hot attraction and have it blind her to what was right in front of her face.


“Is my book that bad?” Evangeline asked, sitting across from her. “You have been staring at it for the past ten minutes and not saying a word about it.”


Roshall blinked and cleared her head. She had forgotten Van was even in the same room with her. She had to do something about Blake and soon or she wouldn’t be able to enjoy the rest of her vacation.


“No, your book is outstanding as usual. I know it’s going to be a huge success,” she complimented, closing it.


Leaning forward, Evangeline folded her arms on the table. “Roz, what is going on with you? Don’t tell me nothing, because I know it is something, and it has to do more than with Mr. Pentagon giving that Mia your job.”


Telling her best friend about her mistake wasn’t at the top of Roshall’s list, but she knew Van wouldn’t let it go until she heard the entire story. So, she might as well get it off her chest, and who knew? Maybe it would even help her out in the end.


“You’re right. There is more going on with me than my job, but I didn’t want to get into it while I was on vacation. Truthfully, I hoped being here with you would get my mind off my bad mistake, but it still seems to be in the very back of my mind, haunting me. I still can’t believe I was too stupid to see him for who he really was.”





Maybe that was one of the reasons she didn’t tell Van about Walker, because she knew her best friend wouldn’t like him.





Evangeline frowned. “Who are you talking about?”


Roshall didn’t miss the questioning gaze that came her way. She was keenly aware that Van would be upset with her that she hadn’t mentioned Walker before now, but everything had been so exciting and new that she wanted to keep it to herself for a while longer back then.


“Walker,” she answered.


“Who’s Walker?”


“My lying ex-fiancé,” Roshall replied, almost choking on the words.


For a long moment, her best friend looked back at her in utter astonishment like she knew she would. “Why didn’t you tell me you had gotten engaged? I thought we were best friends. When did all of this happen? Why didn’t the two of you get married? What is going on? I can’t believe this, Roshall.”


Sighing, Roshall closed her eyes as she tried to regain her composure. The memory of what happen was still so fresh, despite it being almost three months ago. Yet, she could still see it in her mind as if it were yesterday.


“Walker was one of my clients. I had met him for coffee one day for a meeting, and the chemistry between us was more than hot; it was electric. He was everything I hadn’t known I was looking for. He could have given Morris Chestnut a run for his money, and I couldn’t deny my attraction for him.


“We started dating within a week of meeting each other. Every day I left work, I spent time with Walker. So, when he proposed to me after only two months of dating, I didn’t see anything wrong and accepted it. I mean it was like a dream come true for me. I was totally in love with him.”


“I’m still not getting what happened,” Van told her. “Why aren’t you married now, if everything was going so well between the two of you?”


“His birthday was coming up, and I knew that I would be working late on that day, so I wouldn’t be able to spend it with him. So I decided I would show up at his house and surprise him with a romantic dinner and some mind-blowing sex as dessert. I couldn’t wait until I got everything set up. I even bought a new outfit from Victoria’s Secret just for the occasion.”


“Did something happen over dinner that caused the two of you to break up?” Van asked her.


“No, we never got to dinner,” Roshall answered. “Instead of surprising him, Walker surprised the hell out of me when I got to his house. I had let myself in, and I was setting up everything in the kitchen to start dinner when I heard some sounds coming from the bedroom.





“At first, I thought it was just my mind playing tricks on me until I started walking down the hall and getting closer to the door. The closer I got, the louder the sounds got. I swear I know I stayed in the hallway for at least a minute with my hand wrapped around that doorknob until I pushed it open.





“Right there in front of me was Walker in bed having sex with a girl I had never seen before. I mean she couldn’t have been older than twenty-three years old. I don’t even remember screaming until I heard Walker yelling at me to shut up.”


“Sonofabitch,” Van yelled. “How dare he yell at you and he was the one cheating on you with another woman.”


Roshall laughed as she brushed tears away with the back of her hands. “See, that is where you are wrong. Walker wasn’t cheating on me.”


“Okay, I’m completely lost now,” Van said, leaning back in her chair. “You caught your fiancé in bed with another woman, so how in the hell wasn’t he cheating on you?”


“He was celebrating his wedding night with his wife,” she blurted out, scarcely unaware of how pained her voice sounded.


“What?” Roshall heard the slight edge of anger in Evangeline’s usually soft-spoken voice.


“See, Walker had been dating her for almost two years, and when he had caught her cheating on him, he decided to pay her back by getting involved with another woman to make her jealous. He wanted her to see what she was losing out on by sleeping around with any loser she could find. I wasn’t even lucky enough to be the rebound chick. He just used me to prove a point to her.


“When his ex-girlfriend, De’Asia, found out about me, she rushed back to Walker and begged him to take her back, and then they started planning their wedding right while I was completely clueless to the fact he had another woman in his life. Here I believed he was working late all of those nights, but he was actually with the woman he truly loved.”


“Did Walker tell you this?” Van questioned as a hurt expression passed over her best friend’s face.


Roshall shook her head. “Sadly, no. De’Asia took great pleasure in embarrassing me. I mean she laughed about it while Walker sat in bed next to her and didn’t say a word to me. I don’t even remember leaving the bedroom, his house, or even driving back home.


“Everything was like a blur for days after that. I was even lucky enough to see them walking around town holding hands. I’ve never been so devastated in my entire life. It took me months to get over the pain. I still think I’ve a little bit of it left, and I hate to admit it.”


“Why didn’t you tell me anything of this before now? I would have flown out there to be with you. Dexter could have watched Mason,” Van said.


“How could I have admitted my mistake to you when I couldn’t come to terms with it myself?” Roshall demanded. “I should have seen Walker for what he was, and I got blindsided. I was always giving you advice about men, but when it came to myself, I couldn’t pick a good guy.”


“I can tell you now. You aren’t the first woman to get her heart broken by a lying, no good asshole, and you won’t be the last. However, you can’t let Walker or De’Asia win by turning you against finding love again. You might miss out on a really good guy because of them. Because, I know one thing for sure—neither one of them are giving you another thought.”


Roshall had an idea of the “good guy” Van was hinting at. “Are you talking about Blake? I know you wanted us to test the waters while I’m here on vacation.”


Van looked at her straight in the eye. “Yes, I’m talking about him. I saw how the two of you acted towards each other over dinner. He couldn’t take his eyes off you. I think he would have asked you even more questions until he saw you were about to snap at him. He could be just the man to get your mind off Walker.”


She loved that Van wanted to help her, but it wasn’t going to work. She wasn’t looking for a new man in her life.


“If I tried going out with him while I was here, what would happen after I leave in a couple of weeks? I don’t believe in the long distance relationship kind of thing. Besides, I can’t force my attention on him, not when I have been debating about opening up my own publishing company.”


“OhmyGod, when did you decide this?” Van asked her, surprised. “You never brought it up to me before. You know I would give you my books in a minute. There is no way I trust Mia to do as good of a job as you. She’s way too young and immature for me to work with.”


“I started thinking about it the same day I got passed over for the job. However, I don’t even know where to begin with this crazy idea. You know that starting up my own business will take a lot of time, energy, and money.”


Evangeline tapped her finger against the table. “Listen to me. Roz, you are one of the smartest women that I know. You won’t have a problem getting your publishing company off the ground, especially after your clients find out about how your old boss screwed you over.”


The more Roshall thought about it, the more she liked the idea of being her own boss, but she would have to do a little more research first. “Let me think about it some more and research it better. I can’t put a lot of my money into something that might not have the legs to get off the ground.”


“Oh, Tyson Publishing will shock everyone by its success, and Mr. Pentagon will be kicking himself every time he sees one of your books on the New York Times bestseller list,” Evangeline told her.


Roshall’s love for her best friend grew even more. Van constantly had a positive thought or comment for her. She almost made her dream seem as if it could be achievable in her eyes. It was enough to make her take another serious look into doing it. Honestly, what did she have to lose? She was already out of a job when she went back home. Why not see where this new road could lead her?


“You make it sound so simple.” She laughed, feeling so much better after getting her secret about Walker off her chest. It was as if talking to Evangeline was just the medicine she needed to get over her broken heart.


“I know what I’m talking about, which is why you should listen to me about Blake. He would be such a wonderful catch for you. All you have to do is talk to him again and get a second date.”


She began to wonder if what Van was telling her was true. Blake had come to her today out of the blue. Was something or someone trying to tell her something? She was trying to fight her own personal attraction to him, but maybe she should just take it for what it was. It was almost an awakening experience that left her reeling.


“Well, I think I already have a second date with him,” Roshall confessed.


“How is that possible? You haven’t seen Blake since the dinner at my house,” Evangeline said.


Biting her bottom lip, Roshall glanced away from Van, then looked back at her. “You’re wrong. I saw him today when I went out to do a little window shopping. He invited…well no, he challenged me to dunk him at the fair booth. He doesn’t believe I have enough skill to do it.”


Evangeline’s eyes lit up right in front of her. “Oh, I know you’re going there tomorrow with me and Mason. You can’t back out now, because he will think he scared you away.”


Roshall was actually looking forward to seeing Blake again. She had something to prove to him, and she couldn’t wait until she did it.






 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Eleven



 


 

Walking around the huge fair the next afternoon, Roshall was stunned by the enormous crowds around her. She was expecting two hundred people at the most, but it was clearly more than a thousand people walking around her.


Events in Market were a lot different than back home in New York. Everyone seemed so laid back, as if they were just living in the moment and weren’t thinking about anything more than having fun.


Spending time here had shown her drowning herself inside all of her work wasn’t such a good idea after all. In addition, Roshall was starting to realize maybe spending her vacation here with Evangeline hadn’t turned out to be such a huge mistake on her part.


“Care to share what has you in such deep thought?”


Glancing to her side, Roshall found Evangeline standing there holding a delicious-smelling funnel cake, making her mouth water for a bite. She reached out, broke off a small piece, and shoved it into her mouth, savoring the taste of the amazingly fattening fried food. She licked the powdered sugar off her fingers before she answered Evangeline.


“I was thinking about how smart I was to accept your invitation. I’m really having a good time. Hey, where’s Mason?” Roshall asked, glancing around, not seeing her adorable godson.


“Dexter stopped working early and surprised us at the food court. He took Mason on one of those rides he was big enough to ride. But, stop trying to change the subject; I know you’re happy to spend time with me. However, I bet you’re dying to find Blake, aren’t you?” Evangeline teased her.


Roshall had a quick second where she was going to deny the truth, but she let it pass. She was actually dying to see Blake. Something about his dry sense of humor turned her on. He knew how to come back at her without being turned off by her bluntness.


“All right, I might be a little excited about seeing Sheriff Perry,” she finally admitted. “But don’t read anything into it; he’s just a good distraction from my current problems.”


Evangeline’s face lit right up in front of her. “Roz, you better stop lying to me and yourself. I know you like Blake. I can tell from the tone of your voice. Just have a good time with him and don’t blow him off. I bet he’s waiting for you right now to show up at the dunk tank.”


“I never made any promises to him that I was going to show up to see him today.” She didn’t say she wasn’t going to make an effort to see him either, but Van didn’t have to know that.


“You may have not promised Blake, but I’m pretty sure he’ll be very happy to see you, especially since he told you where he was going to be today. Girl, he’s interested in you. Don’t give him mixed messages. If you like him, go and see him. Don’t let anything hold you back from going after what you want.”


Roshall remembered how much she wanted Walker and how badly that crashed and burned with him. She wasn’t going to let her emotions drag her down that rocky road again.


“Van, I know you’re only trying to help, but I’m still not sure about this. I won’t be here much longer. I shouldn’t get something started that I wouldn’t be able to finish with Blake.”


Sighing, Van touched her on the arm. “How about you take a deep breath and just let things happen between the two of you?


“The reason I love Dexter so much is because he didn’t force me to fall in love with him. He just let it happen naturally. Haven’t you had a good time? Getting to know another person is all about the excitement of stripping away the layers and finding something surprising underneath.”


“Have you ever thought about moving your writing skills over to romance books?” Roshall teased her best friend.


“No, why?” Evangeline asked, dropping her hand away.


“You should, because you sounded like a Harlequin romance novel, and I loved reading those when I was a teenager.”


“I haven’t, but maybe you have given me an idea for a new book. However, does that mean you’re going to find Blake and do something you shouldn’t do?”


Roshall grinned. “If you mean finding Sheriff Perry and getting his handsome ass all wet in that tank, then I’m more than up for the challenge.”


“Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do,” Evangeline told her, then winked.


“Oh, I won’t.” Spinning away from her best friend, Roshall headed in the direction of the sign pointing to the dunk tank area. She couldn’t wait until she got to prove her skills to Blake. She only hoped he brought a change of clothes, because he was going in the water.






 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Twelve



 


 

Sitting on the small seat inside the tank, Blake’s feet dangled above the water beneath him as he watched another person miss the red target at his left. Where was she? He couldn’t get over how he had been for over two hours waiting for Roshall to show up to see him.


Of course, she would have teased him with the promise of coming up and back out at the very last minute. She loved to keep him guessing about her, but he wasn’t so sure if he found her cat and mouse games so amusing anymore.


Why would she make things so hard for the two of them?


Roshall had to feel that strong, sexual pull vibrating between them. He hadn’t ever felt anything like it during his long and not so pleasant marriage to Tara. It seemed as if his ex-wife caused him more of a headache than anything else. For a while, he had taken some of the blame she tossed his way, but it wasn’t his fault that she wanted other men. He was so much better off without her. If he hadn’t divorced her, he wouldn’t be experiencing all of these raging emotions with Roshall.


However, something was going on with Roshall. She loved flirting with him, but a part of her still was withdrawn, almost a little cautious of going too far with anything they did together. Blake wondered if it had anything to do with a man. Did she have an ex-husband in her past that didn’t know what a jewel he had in her? But what guy wouldn’t want a woman as fantastic as Roshall?


Every time she talked to him, he got this intriguing mental connection, as if he almost knew what she was going to tell him. Without a doubt, she piqued his interest at their very first meeting, and it hadn’t lessened since then.


In fact, his attraction for her had only gotten hotter and hotter. Roshall had this substance about her that his ex-wife, Tara, lacked. Whenever their paths crossed, he got hints of something deep inside Roshall’s character that drew him.


It was almost like this hidden power that she wasn’t even aware she owned but he didn’t mind helping her develop.


“Sheriff Perry, I can’t believe you’re still dry. What is wrong with everyone here at this fair? I might have to find a way to change that,” a familiar voice yelled at him.


Staring at the table a few feet in front of him, Blake couldn’t help but smile at Roshall standing there. She tossed a blue ball up and down in the palm of her small hand. He loved the white T-shirt, tight, black jeans, and brown riding boots she was wearing. It made him think about stripping her out of them inside of his bedroom later if he was lucky enough to get the chance.


“I see you finally decided to show up,” he said. “What happened? Did you finally realize that I would still like you even if you struck out with putting me in the water?”


Grinning at him, Roshall wrapped her long, slim fingers around the ball in her hand. “I’m not going to strike out. I’ve very good hand and eye coordination. So, the question should be, are you ready to get all wet? Blake, I mean I hate the thought of ruining your clothes.”


He liked the confidence in Roshall’s voice, but he still wasn’t worried about her putting him into the water. She might be extremely sexy, but she didn’t look like the athletic type at all. She probably would rather get her nails done than get dirty.


“Give it your best shot,” he taunted.


“Remember you asked for it, Sheriff Perry,” she warned a second before she moved her arm back and threw the ball.


Blake didn’t have time to prepare before the ball perfectly hit the center of the target and his body went crashing into the cold water beneath him. After swimming back to the top, he brushed his wet hair off his face and found a smiling Roshall standing at the side of the tank with a towel in her hand.


Damn it. Roshall actually put him into the water. He couldn’t believe it. She proved him wrong. She had better skills than he gave her credit for. Blake wondered what other things she might be hiding. One thing was for sure—he couldn’t wait until he found out.


“I guess you shouldn’t have bragged about never being dunked into the water before. You had to have known I wouldn’t have passed on an exciting challenge like that,” she teased, waving the towel in front of his face.


He wanted to be upset, but he couldn’t get over how beautiful Roshall looked with a genuine smile on her face. He would go in the water again and again to see this expression. It brought a light to her eyes that she probably wasn’t even aware of.


God! He was falling for Roshall way faster than he had done with any other woman in his life. She hadn’t even been around him that long, and he already couldn’t imagine his life without her. She brought an excitement he was missing in his usually ordered world.


“I’ll remember next time not to get so cocky with a beautiful woman,” he teased, taking the towel from her and wiping his face. “Well, I’m done for the day at the fair, since I’ve put in my hours. I need to go home and change out of these wet clothes. Do you want to go with me?”


Roshall took a step back from him while he climbed out of the tank. He stood there wiping the rest of the water off his neck and arms while he waited for an answer. He knew he just tossed going to his place out there, but he wanted to see her inside of his house. The sight of her there would give him something to revisit when he was alone in his bed tonight.


“Should I be scared that you might have another agenda in mind besides getting some dry clothes?” she asked. “You should know that I never kiss a man that I have only known for two weeks.”


Stepping closer to her, Blake reached out and placed his hand underneath Roshall’s chin, forcing her to look up at him. Her bedroom, brown eyes held his while he stared down into them. The urge to kiss her was there pushing him, but he would wait for the right moment to do it, because once he tasted her, he knew that he wouldn’t ever be able to let her go.


“I think certain rules are meant to be broken,” he said, then took a step back.


One of her dark eyebrows arched mischievously as Roshall grinned at him. “Well, let’s see how long you can’t be a rule breaker once I get to your house,” she teased him.


Oh, it probably won’t be that long, Blake thought as he tossed the towel on the side of the tank. He would do his best not to kiss her in the car on the way to his house.


“Well, let’s get out of here,” he said, reaching for Roshall’s hand.


“Sounds good to me,” she answered, smiling.


Blake couldn’t get over how perfectly their hands fit together as he walked with her through the crowd of people. He knew something good was happening between him and Roshall. It was more than just a hot temptation, because he had experienced that before, and what he was feeling with her was nothing close to those sensations.


All he had to do now was see if he could make a way for Roshall to stay a little while longer so they could explore and see if he might be able to build the same kind of relationships that Jacob and Dexter had with their wives.


Right now, he knew it was way too soon for him to be thinking about marriage or even getting involved in a long distance relationship, but the thought of keeping in touch with Roshall wasn’t out of the question.






 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Thirteen



 


 

“Can I offer you anything?” Blake asked, walking past her, as if he wasn’t practically half-naked in front of her. His jeans were hanging dangerously low on his hips as he reached for a bottle of water inside of the refrigerator.


Why in the hell couldn’t he put on a shirt and stop torturing her? She watched in awe as he spun around and rested his back against the counter. Slowly, her gaze traveled over his chest with its slight dusting of black hair over his washboard stomach.


Lord, if she didn’t have any self-control, she would be over there taking advantage of his gorgeous body. She hadn’t ever seen a man with such an impressive body. Walker might have been in shape, but he looked nothing like this.


She wondered if Blake’s muscular body felt as good as it looked. When it came to a man, she loved when they had a little bit of chest hair. For some reason, that one sight made her lose all of her common sense.


“Roshall, do you want me?” he asked.


“What?” Roshall choked out, dragging her gaze away from Blake’s body. Did she hear him correctly, or was her mind playing tricks on her?


A grin took over his features when their eyes met. “I asked, do you want me to get you anything?”


“No, I’m fine,” she answered, trying to still get herself together. Roshall had to get out of here before she did something neither one of them might be able to come back from. “Hmm…do you want to put a shirt on?”


“Why? I’m quite comfortable like this,” Blake said. “Is my lack of clothing making you uncomfortable, Roshall?” After sitting his unopened bottle of water on the counter, he sauntered up to her.


“No, I’m not uncomfortable at all with you,” Roshall said, then took a step back for every step that Blake took toward her. She didn’t know what he was up to, but she had to keep her head about her. She couldn’t let him sway her with his killer body and even more heart-stopping grin.


He stopped right in front of her until his chest almost brushed across the front of her T-shirt. She wasn’t going to back down again. She would stand here and see what he was going to do next.


“I’m glad I don’t make you nervous,” Blake said, reaching out to touch her head. “Have I told you how sexy I find your hair? It’s so much softer than I thought it would be.”


“Thank you,” she answered. “It’s the conditioner I use.”


“I also find other things very attractive about you. Your lips are another fascination for me; I can’t help but think about how good it’s going to be when I finally kiss you.” Using his thumb, he brushed it back and forth across her mouth, making her body tingle for something much more.


“What makes you think I want you to kiss me?” Roshall tossed back, trying to keep her need for the same thing hidden.


“I can see the need in your eyes. I know you want me to kiss you, and I’m the kind of man to give a woman what she wants.”


Lowering his head, he captured her lips with his, and Roshall wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him the short distance to her body. He worked her mouth like a master kisser. Nibbling and licking in perfect timing to make her pussy clench for something more than this kiss. She wanted to stop, but what Blake was doing to her felt way too good. A few more minutes wouldn’t hurt anything.


“Baby, you taste just like I knew you would—hot and spicy,” he growled against her swollen lips.


After lifting her up in his arms, he carried her across the kitchen and set her down on the counter. Spreading her thighs, he stepped between them as he trailed kisses down the side of her neck, stopping at her earlobe. He slowly drew it inside of his mouth, sucking on it.


“Oh, God,” Roshall moaned as her nipples grew harder inside of her bra. Her body was aching for Blake to strip her out of her clothes and take her right inside of the kitchen.


“Do you like that, baby?” his hot breath whispered in her ear. “Come on, let go; tell me what you want. I promise I can give it to you.”


Roshall wanted Blake to continue for the rest of the day, making her feel good like that, but they couldn’t go on until they had talked more. Easing back, she looked at him. “Before we go any further, there are some things you need to know. I can’t go any further with you until I tell you.”


Concern instantly passed over Blake’s face. “Sweetheart, what is it?”


Placing her hand in the middle of his chest, she leaned back from him a little more. “Can you help me down, and I’ll tell you?”


“Are you okay? What’s wrong?” After picking her up from the counter, he stood her in front of him. “Do you want to talk in the kitchen or the living room?”


“I think the living room might be better,” she said.


Taking the back of his hand, Blake brushed it over her cheek as his blue eyes searched her face. “Why don’t you go in there and make yourself comfortable. I’m going to grab a shirt out of the bedroom.”


Roshall nodded as she turned around and left the kitchen, wondering how she was going to tell Blake why she couldn’t let herself fall for him this soon. It wasn’t going to work out between them once she left and went back to New York. Ending things now would be for the best before it got any deeper.






 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Fourteen



 


 

“What in the hell are you talking about?” Blake snapped at her once she told him that she didn’t see a future with the two of them. “How can you think about telling me something crazy like that? I don’t believe you. What else is going on? I need you to be honest with me.”


“I just think we aren’t that compatible,” Roshall answered, wondering why she had even opened her mouth in the first place. Blake was acting as if she just ripped out his heart or something. They had only kissed once, so it wasn’t as if she just broke off their engagement or anything.


She wasn’t willing to give her all again to a man she barely knew. Not with everything she had going on in her world. If she was really going to start her own publishing company, it was going to take a lot of time on her part.


Important time she could be using toward getting clients for the new chapter in her life instead of glancing at the phone wondering why Blake hadn’t called her yet. Walker had changed her, and she didn’t want to go back to being that woman she was with him.


Something about Blake made her see that part of her again, and it scared her. He had a way of making everything else around them disappear. She couldn’t take another broken heart if he decided he would rather be with another woman instead of her.


Evangeline found Dexter to pull her from the edge of the cliff, but she wasn’t sure if Blake had the ability to mend her still semi-broken heart. In addition, she wasn’t sure if she was confident enough in him to even give him the chance.


“Sweetheart, why are you telling me this?” he asked, touching her on the arm. “Weren’t you the woman making out with me inside my kitchen? I mean we were so into it that I thought we might set off the fire alarm. Tell me what this is really about, because we are more than compatible with each other.”


Roshall wanted to just get up and leave, but she probably wouldn’t even make it halfway to the door before Blake grabbed her and brought her back. She wouldn’t even put it past him to handcuff her to the couch to make sure she didn’t try to leave again. He wanted answers, and she wouldn’t be able to go anywhere until she gave them to him.


“I—” She tried to say something, but Roshall didn’t even know where to begin. The way her last relationship ended was just so embarrassing.


“Sweetheart, did someone do something to you?” Blake demanded. “Tell me who he is, and I will take care of his ass for you.”


She couldn’t help but smile at the sudden protective side of Blake coming out right before her eyes. He was really a good man, and she disliked how she had treated him when they first met each other.


Placing her hand on top of his, Roshall gave it a light squeeze. “I didn’t get hurt in the way you are thinking,” she told him. “I just fell for the wrong guy, because I acted on emotions instead of using my head, and Walker ended up breaking my heart. I thought he was the one for me, and he ended up being my biggest mistake.


“That is why I can’t get involved with you. I mean I’m more attracted to you than I was ever to him. How can I be sure this won’t be a hot fling some women have when they’re on vacation? I overheard Van and Dexter talking about your ex-wife, Tara. Have you really gotten over how badly she hurt you?”


Blake removed his hand from hers and ran it through his hair. “Roshall, I never and I mean never want anything to do with my ex-wife ever again. The day I found her cheating on me was the best day of my life.


“I got rid of someone who didn’t give a damn about me. As soon as I stuck her in my past, my whole world became so much better. I don’t have any regrets about it at all. Can you do that with Walker?”


“I’ve done it, but I still feel so much like a fool. I didn’t see him for the lying and cheating bastard that he was. I actually let him marry another woman right under my nose. How did I not see him for who he really was?” Roshall questioned more to herself than to Blake.


“Roshall, he was a jerk and an idiot to let a treasure like you slip through his fingers. I think you should be ecstatic that you found out who he really was before you lost more of your heart to him.


“Now, Walker is his wife’s problem and not yours. A man like him doesn’t change, so it will be only a matter of time before he uses another woman to get what he wants.”


Her memories of how Walker used her were so pure and clear; how could she not compare that experience to another man? Blake was a wonderful man, but she still needed time to think about things. She hadn’t expected to fall for someone this suddenly, especially not while she was on vacation, but Van knew Blake would be right for her, and she was beginning to think her best friend was absolutely right.


“Can you give me a few days to think about this?” Roshall asked.


There was a spark of some indefinable emotion in Blake’s eyes as he gazed at her. “What happened to the woman who loved pushing my buttons? Has she just disappeared all of a sudden? I liked her a lot and wouldn’t mind if she decided to stay here instead of leave.”


Leaning across the seat, she kissed Blake on the lips, then moved back. “She’s still here, but so is the woman who got hurt. I’m not telling you completely no to a relationship. All I’m saying is give me a couple of days to think about things. I’ve a lot going on more than this, and I need a clear head to figure out what I’m going to do about everything.”


“All right, I will give you two days,” Blake reluctantly agreed. “But, if you aren’t back here at my house in two days, I will come looking for you. Remember I do know where you’re staying.”


Smiling, Roshall knew she was already halfway there with her decision about Blake. Without a doubt she would be right back here after her two days were up. However, she didn’t want to tell him just yet. She really did have to give some extra thought about starting up her own business, and any time she was around him, her mind seemed to go into an entirely different direction.


“I promise I will be back in two days,” she swore and started to get up, but Blake pulled her back down on the couch. “What are you doing? I’m ready to go, and you’re my ride back home, since you brought me here.”


“I’ll give you a ride back to Evangeline’s house, but I’ve more important things on my mind. If I don’t get to see you for two days, then that means I won’t get to kiss you for two days either. So, I’ll need something to tide me over until then,” Blake answered right before kissing her.






 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Fifteen



 







Two days later…




 

Grinning, Roshall slid her phone back into her jeans, still hearing the sound of Mr. Pentagon choking on his morning coffee as she told him she wasn’t coming back to work for him.


After he had calmed down and regained his voice, he begged her to change her mind, even going so far as to offer her the promotion she wanted in the first place. He assured her that Mia wouldn’t be a problem for her, since she no longer worked for the company.


At first, Roshall hadn’t cared that Mia was gone, but her curiosity got the better of her and she asked why his pet was no longer in the huge office across from his. Minutes had ticked by before he finally confessed to her that two of his major clients broke their contracts and left, because they didn’t want to deal with anyone but her as their agent and because Mia received the promotion instead of her.


She felt a warm glow flowing through her at how her old boss shot himself in the foot by getting rid of her. If her old clients were that upset to leave a successful publishing company in support of her, maybe they would be interested in coming to hers when she got everything worked out when she got back home.


Her vacation wasn’t really over until the end of the month, but with everything going on back home, she should truly leave as soon as possible. She had to get back to New York and call up all of her clients before another publisher stole them away from her.


“What has put such a huge smile on your face?”


Turning around, Roshall found Van standing in her open bedroom door. She had been so lost in thought that she hadn’t even heard her come inside of her room.


“I was talking to Mr. Pentagon on the phone, and he offered me the promotion,” she answered.


Van frowned at her. “You aren’t thinking about going back to that asshole, are you? I thought you had better sense than that, Roz.” She walked farther into the room and stopped directly in front of her.


She was momentarily speechless in her surprise that her best friend would believe something like that about her. “No, I’m not going back to my old job. I wouldn’t dare spend another day, not to mention a minute, in that building. I’m smiling because I quit my job.”


“Congratulations. I’m so proud of you.” Van gave her a huge hug, then stepped back. “Mr. Pentagon can let Mia work her ass off getting new clients for him while you’re starting your own business.”


“No, she can’t.” Roshall chuckled. “Mr. Pentagon fired her after two of his top writers quit after they found out he passed me over and gave her the promotion. So, I know now that starting my own business will be the best thing for me. Hopefully, I can get them to come over to my side. I just wish I knew one of the people who left him.”


“Well…I guess I can tell you now since you decided to leave that asshole,” Van said.


“Tell me what?” Roshall asked. “What did you do?”


“I was one of the writers who left Mr. Pentagon’s publishing company. I couldn’t stand the thought of still being there without you. You were the one who helped me build my career, and I wasn’t about to let anyone else take credit for it.”


Roshall didn’t know what to think.


She was so touched that she had to blink back sudden tears. She loved Evangeline like a best friend, but now after hearing this, she loved her like a sister. She wasn’t ever going to be able to repay her for this.


“How can I ever thank you for doing this?” she questioned. “I mean you have such a huge following already. Are you sure that you want to lose that by going with my company? I don’t even have a building yet.”


“Girl, I left because I wanted to keep my fans, and if I stayed there, I would have lost all of them. Let’s move on to something more interesting. Have you talked to Blake today? I thought you were going by his house today to give him your decision.”


Roshall did come to her decision while she was alone in bed late last night. It hit her that she didn’t want to spend the rest of her life like this. If she was going to move forward with a new business, then why shouldn’t she give Blake a chance?


He wasn’t Walker, and she shouldn’t insult the strong, vibrant man that he was by even putting their names in the same sentence. Blake came into her life for a reason, and she was going to see this through no matter what might happen in the end.


“I was going by to see him, but I had to deal with the issues back home first. I didn’t want them hanging over my head while I talked to Blake,” Roshall answered, finally feeling good for the first time in a very long time.


“Well, don’t keep the man waiting. Go and tell him that you aren’t going to let him go once you leave here.”


“How do you know what I’ve decided?”


“Come on, Roz. You would be out of your mind to let Blake go, and I know for a fact that you are a very smart woman. So, you better go and snatch up your man.”


Blake had only been in her life for a short period, but she wasn’t ready to give up on her dreams of finding the perfect man for her. He might actually be the guy she had tried so hard to turn Walker into. She would be out of her mind not to put in the time to see where things could go with them.


“Okay, I’m leaving. I might not be home tonight, so don’t wait up for me.” Turning away from her best friend, Roshall headed for the door, then left the room with Evangeline’s soft laughter following behind her.







 



* * * * *



 


 

Sitting inside of her car, Roshall stared at the couple kissing through her windshield in stunned silence. How in the hell could Blake do this to her? Everything he told her had been a lie. He wasn’t interested in getting to know her any better. Why would he when he had another woman on the side?


Her hand reached for the door handle, but she snatched it back before she opened it. No. She wasn’t going to get out of the car and cause any kind of scene with Blake. He wouldn’t be out in the middle of his yard if he wasn’t with the woman he wanted…and that woman wasn’t her.


Roshall jumped when Blake moved back from the woman and looked directly at her parked across the side, a huge smile spread across his face as he moved toward her car, but she put her Corvette into drive and pulled away from the curb. Not even bothering to look back through the window at Blake. She was done with being used and tossed to the side.






 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Sixteen



 


 

Roshall continued on driving down Devil’s Lane, ignoring Blake blowing his horn behind her. She hoped that she had lost him ten minutes ago, but he was still following her. She wasn’t interested in hearing anything that he had to tell her.


No more lies were coming her way. She had enough to last her a lifetime.


What did he want with her anyway?


They didn’t have anything to say to each other. All she wanted to do was have a few minutes alone before she headed back to Evangeline’s house. She couldn’t go back in the state she was in, because Van would pick up on it and ask her what was going on.


Why should she have thought Blake would be any different than Walker?


Of course, he would still have women falling all over him. How could she have ever believed that he was single? Men like him didn’t know the meaning of the word monogamy. It wasn’t in the vocabulary whatsoever.


Looking through the rearview mirror, she noticed that he wasn’t about to stop following her until she stopped and heard him out. God! She might as well get this over with and see what kind of lies he was going to tell her.


After stopping her car, she turned it off and got out. Roshall stood next to the driver’s side door and watched as Blake parked his patrol car and stalked over to her.


“What in the hell is wrong with you?” he demanded, stopping inches in front of her face. “Do you know how crazy you were driving? You could have hurt someone or worse, yourself. Why did you leave my house in such a hurry?”


She couldn’t believe he was acting like nothing had happened. He was standing right in front of his house kissing another woman. She knew they weren’t a couple or anything, but he had given her hints that he was interested in starting something with her.


“Look, I don’t have to explain myself to you. I can do anything I want to do,” she snapped, brushing past him. She needed a few minutes to herself away from Blake. Not a minute had passed before his hand wrapped around her arm, dragging her to the trunk of her car.


“Let go of me,” she snapped, trying to twist her arm away, but his hold was too tight.


“No, I thought you were coming by my house today, and when you didn’t show up, I decided to go to Evangeline’s house and see what was keeping you. I was outside waiting for you at my house, and then I saw you driving off before you even got out of the car. You will tell me what in the hell is going on…right now!”


This time she was going to tell a cheating bastard what she thought of him. “I saw you.” Roshall was tired of getting the runaround from assholes.


“You saw me doing what?” Blake frowned as he let go of her arm. “I don’t have a clue what you’re talking about. I can’t fix the problem if I don’t have any fucking idea what it is.”


How dare he cuss at her! She wasn’t the one who had done anything wrong. He was, and she wouldn’t let him get away with it.


“I was driving up to your house, and I saw you kissing that woman in your driveway. Were you trying to get some extra action before I showed up?” Roshall accused.


Blake’s eyes widened before his head tossed back and he roared with laughter. He laughed for a few seconds before he got himself back under control. Roshall was so shocked by his reaction that all she could do was stand there and just stare at him.


What was it about her picking out jerks to bring into her life?


“I’m glad you find this so funny, but I don’t see a damn thing funny about it. How about you just stay away from me until I leave here?” Turning, she tried walking away, but Blake grabbed her arm again and jerked her back against his hard chest.


“If you had taken the time to get out of the car, I would have introduced you to the woman kissing me on the cheek. I mean my sister would have loved to meet the woman I’m dating, so she could run back home and gossip about it with my equally nosy mother.”


Roshall felt her face flush with humiliation and anger at herself for jumping to conclusions without asking Blake about what was going on. He hadn’t been nothing but honest with her since they first met with each other. She didn’t have the right to act like a jealous girlfriend.


“I’m sorry,” she apologized softly. “I shouldn’t have jumped down your throat like I did. I didn’t have any right to be jealous.”


Lowering his head, he placed his mouth against the side of her ear. “Baby, I love that you were jealous. It shows passion, and the one thing I love the most about a beautiful woman is when she’s full of fire. Now, place your hands on the trunk of the car.”


“What?” She turned her head and found Blake staring at her with this dark look in his eyes. “Why are you asking me to do that?”


“I need to check you for weapons. As mad as you were with me a few minutes ago, I need to make sure you aren’t hiding anything to harm me on this gorgeous body of yours.”


“I’m wearing a white miniskirt with a white tube top. How in the world can I hide anything in this outfit? You can’t be serious,” Roshall said, trying to take a step away; however, Blake held her in place by pressing his body against hers. She could feel his erection against her stomach.


“You shouldn’t argue with an officer of the law. It can get you into a lot of trouble, sweetheart,” he warned. “Now, spread your legs and stand still while I search you.”


The thought of arguing crossed her mind, but Roshall kept quiet. She wanted to see how far Blake was going to take this game of his. She spread her legs like she was told, placed her hands on the trunk, and stood still, waiting to see what was going to happen next.


“If you move before I tell you to, then I will have to arrest you for not following my orders. Do you understand me?” his hot voice whispered in her ear again, sending a spark of awareness down her spine.


“Yes,” she answered, trying not to give him any clue how she felt.


“Good, I love a woman who can take orders,” Blake told her as he took a step back.


Roshall thought he had changed his mind about searching her until she felt his warm hands touch her shoulder. He skimmed his fingers over her skin back and forth, as if trying to memorize how she felt in his mind. Ever so slightly, he eased his touch under her arms, until his hands were resting at the top of her breasts exposed by the tube top.


But instead of touching her, he made his way down the rest of her body, running his touch over the outside of her legs, and then he switched to the inside. His fingers came close to the edge of her underwear; she held her breath, waiting to see what would happen next. However, Blake moved his fingers without even touching her. Roshall quickly swallowed down disappointment.


“Roshall, I need you not to move a muscle while I check the front of you. Do you understand me?” Blake asked as his fingers eased back around her body.


“Yes,” she answered in a snippy voice.


“What do you say?” he demanded as his hands paused at the top of her breasts.


“Sorry…. I meant yes, Sheriff Perry.”


“Good, that’s a lot better, Ms. Tyson,” Blake said right before his large hands yanked down the front of her tube top.


She sucked in a breath as the air hit her already swollen nipples. God, she wanted him to touch her so badly. He couldn’t continue playing with her like this without giving her some sort of satisfaction.


“Do you realize I should arrest you for showing off so much beautiful skin all the time?” he growled against her ear as his finger pinched her nipples. “It isn’t right to wear clothes that have me walking around with a hard-on all of the time. This scrap of fabric is barely big enough to cover these huge, suckable breasts of yours.”


“I didn’t know,” Roshall moaned as Blake’s hand continued playing with her nipples as he pressed his erection against her ass. “I was only trying to wear a cute outfit.”


“You aren’t telling me the truth,” he growled softly.


One of his hands left her breasts, slid over her stomach and beneath the short hem of her skirt. “I think you were trying to torture me. I believe I need to continue this search to make sure you aren’t hiding anything else. Look what I found when I got rid of your skimpy top.”


“Search away. I have nothing to hide, Sheriff Perry,” she shot back, desperate for Blake’s touch.


“Thank you. I was hoping you would give me permission to take this a little further, if necessary.” Blake’s long, thick fingers eased their way past her underwear, and two were worked inside of her tight pussy.


“OhmyGod,” Roshall moaned. She hadn’t been touched like this in months, and her body missed it. She squirmed underneath his touch, trying to get more.


“Sweetheart, you are so fucking snug. Has it been a while for you, baby?” Blake asked as his fingers slid halfway out, then got shoved back in. “Do you like this?”


“Mmm…yes, it feels so good.”


Slowly, he teased her by sliding his fingers in…out and in…out until Roshall thought she was going to lose her mind as her orgasm was so close yet so far away. He knew what he was doing to her, and he was taking great pleasure in making her pay for tempting him.


“Do you want more? Have you thought what it would feel like to have my thick cock inside of your sweet, tight pussy? Has it kept you awake at night in your dark bedroom, moaning my name as you touched yourself?”


She nodded, too caught in the raw emotions taking over her to say another word. Why was he still talking about it when he could just take her right here and right now?


“Well, sweetheart, I’m about to make all of your hot fantasies come true.” Blake removed his hands from her body and stepped away from her.


Before she could utter a word, he grabbed her by the hand and dragged her over to the back of his patrol car. After opening the back door, he shoved her down on the backseat; Roshall leaned back on her elbows, watching as Blake quickly unzipped his pants, shoved them down his legs, and his long, thick cock sprung out.


She couldn’t help but notice how round the mushroom head was. Her body was going to have to stretch a lot to handle something so big, but she was more than ready to try. Taking a step toward the seat, Blake slipped his hands under her skirt, and with one pull, her underwear was gone and tossed into the front seat of his patrol car.


“Are you ready to have my cock inside of you?” he asked, spreading her thighs and sliding his large body between them. She felt the heat of his erection as it brushed over her pussy.


“I’ve been ready since you first touched me two minutes ago.”


“That is all I need to hear.” Grabbing her wrists, Blake pulled her arms above her head and buried himself deep inside of her pussy with one stroke.


“Blake,” she cried out in surprise and excitement as he pulled out and thrust right back into her. He didn’t hurt her, but the feel of his erection was amazing. Nothing in her life had ever felt this good.


He lowered his head and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth, biting down gently as he pumped into her. She tried to move her arms, but he only held on to her wrists tighter, holding her body into place as he took over.


Blake eased his mouth off her nipples and buried his head against the side of her neck. “Oh, Roshall…sweetheart, you feel so damn good. You’re so wet and perfect. I love how tight you are. You’re wrapped around my cock like a fucking glove.”


“I’ve never had anyone as big as you before. It feels so good,” she whispered, wrapping her legs as much as she could around his waist, so he could go deeper inside of her.


Raising his head, he stared down into her eyes. “Let me see if I can make it even better for you.” Easing his hand between their bodies, he found her clit as he brushed his thumb over it.


Her body bucked under him as he continued to fuck her faster and faster. Everything else around them started to get blocked out as his cock continued burying itself deep inside of her.


“It’s too much. I can’t handle it,” Roshall screamed as she felt her orgasm about to happen.


“Baby, don’t fight it. Let me hear you scream. I want to know how good I’m making you feel. You’re mine. I can do this to your body. Give it all to me.”


“I’m coming,” she screamed, and her orgasm finally took over as her body shuddered from the sheer power of it, sending her into another world.






 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Seventeen



 


 

Blake tried to hold on a little longer, but he couldn’t do it. The feel of Roshall’s pussy holding on to him was too much, even for someone as strong as him to handle. Pressing her body farther into the backseat, he fucked her faster and harder, trying to imprint the memory of this moment into her mind forever.


He didn’t want her to even think about being with another man after him. He thrust his cock into her pussy so no one else would be able to satisfy her hunger for making love the way he was right at the moment.


“Fuck!” he growled as his release shot through the entire length of his body and his hot cum shot deep inside of Roshall’s waiting body. With one final scream, Blake collapsed onto her body as he tried to regain his breath.


What just happened to him?


He had been with plenty of women before his wife and only about a handful after his divorce, but not one of them made him feel as if he had just gotten the life sucked out of him. He had been trying to ruin Roshall for other men, but he knew his plan backfired, because she just ruined him for other women.


Raising his head, Blake looked down at Roshall and found this huge smile on her beautiful face. “Are you all right?” he asked, touching the side of her face with his fingers. He couldn’t lose her. He wasn’t sure how many more days she had left on her vacation, but he would find a way to make her stay here with him in Colorado.


“I’m fine. I’ve never felt better in my life,” she whispered, then kissed him on the mouth, “but I think we should get dressed before someone comes down this road. I know you don’t want anyone to catch you in the back of your patrol car having sex.”


Blake hated the way those words made him feel. He didn’t just have sex with Roshall. They shared something much more important than that. He wanted to love her.


“Baby, I don’t care if anyone sees us or not, because it’s not any of their business what I do. Besides, we didn’t have sex. We made love,” he corrected, angry, as he pushed off her and stood up outside of his car, then fixed his clothes.


She blinked at him as she pushed her skirt back down over her hips and pulled up her top. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you. I just thought—”


“What did you just think?”


Roshall got out of the car and stood in front of him. Crossing his arms over his chest, he stared down at her while waiting for an answer. They might have started out their relationship on the wrong foot, but that didn’t make a difference to him. There was no way in hell she just responded to him like that and it not meant anything to her.


“Forget about what just came out of my mouth,” she apologized, touching him on the arm, making some of the tension leave his body. “I have to cut my vacation short. I don’t want us to have another silly fight over nothing, okay?”


“When did you decide to leave early?” he questioned, stunned. “I thought you would be here for at least another week.” This new timeline didn’t give him much of a chance to win Roshall over.


“I thought about staying a few more days, but I’m going to leave first thing in the morning,” Roshall told him. “I need to get back home so I can start working on getting my business together. You know I wasn’t going to be here for a long period of time.”


“I know that you weren’t, but you could have given me more notice than this shit. Damn it, Roshall. I thought you were going to give me a chance to show you that I could be the man you were looking for. Instead, you decided your new career is more important to you than finding love. I guess I can’t fight with that, can I?” After spinning on his heel, Blake stormed back in the opposite direction.


Roshall watched in shock as he opened the door. “Blake, wait. Listen to me.” She raced up to him and grabbed him by the arm. “You got it all wrong. I came to your house to tell you something, but I got upset and left before I could. Will you please listen to me? I’ve so much to tell you if you would just listen to me.”


Blake looked down at her with a coldness in his eyes that she had never seen before. “Sorry, I can’t stay here, Ms. Tyson. I need to take care of the community who wants me around them. Have a safe trip back home, and good luck with whatever business you are trying to get together. I hope it gives you all of the love you have been searching for.” After getting inside of his patrol car, he backed out and drove away, leaving her alone.






 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Eighteen



 







One year later…




 

Walking around her celebration, Roshall took a sip of her wine, trying to be excited as everyone else was around her about the launch of Tyson Publishing, but she had never been sadder in her whole life.


All the people she invited to the party were here but the person she wanted most in the world…Blake. He hadn’t spoken to her in over a year. She tried numerous times to get a hold of him after she came back to New York, but he ignored all of her phone calls.


Once, she had gotten desperate enough and made a trip back to Market, Colorado. However, he had decided to take a vacation the same exact week she was there. So instead of staying, she had caught a flight back home the next day.


This business was what she thought she wanted, but it was turning out to be very lonely. She didn’t have anyone to share her success with. How could she have been so stupid as to let a man as good as Blake get away from her?


He had shown her more respect and love in those short weeks she had spent in his hometown than any other man she could remember. When she tried to ask Evangeline about Blake, she didn’t have that much to tell her, because he stopped coming around them after she left town.


Ruining her friend’s close friendship with Blake was never her intention, and Roshall hated that it happened. He shouldn’t be taking his anger out about her on Dexter or Van, because neither one of them deserved it.


Stopping at the bar, Roshall set her glass on the edge and took a deep breath. She had to get away from all of these people. She needed a few minutes to herself before she made her speech and thanked everyone for coming here to support her.


They didn’t do anything to her and deserved to get her full attention later. Taking one last look around the party, Roshall made sure everything looked under control and running smoothly, then turned, heading for her office down the long hallway.







 



* * * * *



 


 

Inside of her office, Roshall kicked off her shoes to the side and sat down on her brown leather couch. She propped her feet up on the mahogany desk in front of her and closed her eyes, blocking out the sound of the music from the party drifting through the walls. She only wanted to drown in her own misery as the people around her had fun.


Why wasn’t she happier?


She had finally gotten the success she had always wanted, and the telephone was ringing off the hook with new authors wanting to sign with her. Yet, when she was at home at night, nothing about the office warmed her bed or heart.


Being independent and strong used to be the main goals in life, but after getting a taste of what true love could taste like, then having it snatched away from her was devastating. Blake hated her now. She had tried so many things to get him back, and he had shown her that he wasn’t interested in hearing from her anymore.


Tears poured from the side of her eyes as Roshall realized she was never going to find another man like Blake. He was perfect for her, and she was too stupid to see it when it was right in front of her face.


“Care to tell me why you’re in here crying instead of out there getting congratulated by the people who love you?” a masculine voice asked her.


Roshall’s eyes snapped open at the sound of the voice. She looked over to her left and found Blake standing there, wearing a black suit, looking amazing. Her heart pounded away in her chest as the scent of Blake’s cologne filled her nose. This wasn’t real. She had to be dreaming.


He wasn’t here with her. He hated her. So, why was he at her party? Did he just come to see in person how miserable she was now without him in her life?


“What are you doing here?” she whispered, brushing away her tears with the back of her hands. “I mean I haven’t seen you in over a year. I tried getting in touch with you, but you blew me off. So, why are you here now?”


Blake held up the invitation in his hand. “You sent this to me,” he said, tossing it down on the desk before joining her on the couch. “I wasn’t going to come tonight, but Evangeline gave me one hell of a lecture before she left town.”


The happiness she was beginning to feel deflated like a balloon. Blake only came because her best friend pressured him into it. He didn’t come here because he loved her. Of course, he didn’t, because he would have come to see her way before now.


“Oh, you came because you got coerced from Evangeline.” Roshall sighed, taking her feet off the desk. “I know how that can be. I have gotten enough of those talks in my friendship with her.” She started to get up off the couch, but Blake’s voice stopped her.


“I didn’t come all the way to New York because Evangeline gave me a lecture. She’s pretty tough, but not that tough. I came because I’m still in love with you, sweetheart, and I regret driving away from you that day on Devil’s Lane.”


Slowly, Roshall’s head turned, and she looked at him. “How can you tell me that when you avoided every single thing I did to communicate with you?” she demanded, pissed he was lying to her.


“My ego was hurt. I couldn’t believe the woman I was falling in love with would rather spend her time reading books to publish than be in a relationship with me. Remember when you asked me if I’d gotten over how things went with Tara?”


“Yes, I recall that,” she answered, still not willing to give in to Blake yet, but she was very close to it.


“I thought I had, but I was wrong. A part of me still hated her for what happened, and I took my anger out on you by punishing you for leaving to follow your dream. The second I realized my mistake, which was about two weeks after you left, pride kept me from chasing after you. Baby, I love you so much. I know it’s crazy, but I do. Do you think you can love me just a little?”


Fresh tears filled her eyes as Roshall slid across the seat toward Blake. She had never cried this much in her life until she met the sexy hunk in front of her. He had given her so much happiness and fun in the short time they had together that she knew the rest of their lives were going to be amazing together.


“I think we might have a problem,” she told him.


Roshall saw the tears shimmering in Blake’s eyes, and right at that moment, she felt it with everything in her body that he was the man she had been waiting for. The hero she thought she would never find in her lifetime.


“Baby, whatever the problem is I can fix it. I swear I will treat you better than I did. You won’t ever—”


She placed her fingers on Blake’s firm lips, cutting him off, and grinned at his gorgeous face. “Sweetheart, I don’t love you a little. I love you so much that it would fill this entire room and probably overflow into the hallway. I want to spend the rest of my life with you too.”


“Thank God!” Blake hollered at the top of his lungs as he grabbed her and held her against his hard chest. “How soon do you have to give your speech?” he whispered in her ear, sending chills down her body.


Leaning back, she stared into his blue eyes filled with love. “Not for another forty-five minutes. Why do you want to know?” Roshall asked, but she already had an idea in mind what her man wanted to do.


“I think I need to make up for the time we have spent apart,” Blake whispered as he eased her back against the leather couch. “Do you care to keep them waiting for maybe an hour?”


She was dumb once to choose her career over Blake, but she wasn’t about to make that same mistake again. “Let them wait, because I’m right where I want to be.”







 



The End
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