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One

SKY HARBOR AIRPORT, ARIZONA
MARCH 2018

ood. Food and coffee. I knew those should be my priority. The
grumbles in my belly were making that perfectly clear. And
considering the purpose for my visit to Phoenix, it was no

wonder I was marching through the terminal after having my bag
searched in security, feeling like I might claw someone’s face off if I
didn’t get a shot of caffeine in my system.

Even though I was hangry, my priority was to get upgraded to first
class on my flight home to Boston. I could be hangry all I wanted in an
airport. But as I was someone who suffered from mild claustrophobia,
sitting in coach—with my luck stuck beside someone who would take
their shoes and socks off during the flight—would be a million times
worse than being hangry. I couldn’t chance it. A pair of strange, hot,
sweaty, smelly bare feet next to me for four and a half hours? No, that
was a hell my current state of mind couldn’t deal with. I shuddered as I
marched toward the desk at my gate.

Seeing a small group of people crowded under a television screen, I
faltered, wondering what had drawn them to the news. I slowed at the
images of huge plumes of smoke billowing out of a tremendously large
mountain, my curiosity drawing me to a halt.

Within a few seconds the news told me that an unpronounceable
volcano in Iceland had erupted, creating this humungous ash cloud
that was causing disruption in Europe. Flights there had been
grounded and consequently travel chaos ensued.



The thought of being stuck in an airport for an indeterminate
number of hours—days even—made me shudder in sympathy for my
poor fellow human beings.

I couldn’t imagine dealing with that on top of the week I’d just had.
I liked to think I was someone who was usually cool and collected, but
lately my emotions were so close to the surface I was almost afraid of
them. I asked the universe to forgive me my self-absorption, thankful
that I was not someone who wasn’t going to make it home today, and
continued on my path to the gate desk. There was no one in line, and
the man behind it began to smile in welcome as I approached.

“Hi, I was wondering—Oof!” I winced as a laptop bag attached to a
big guy whacked against my right shoulder, knocking me back on my
heels. The big guy didn’t even realize he’d hit me as he strode right
past and cut in ahead of me.

Rude!
“I’d like tae upgrade tae first class, please,” he said in a deep, loud,

rumbling, very attractive accent that did nothing to soothe my
annoyance with him for cutting in front of me.

“Of course, sir,” the gate agent answered, in such a flirtatious tone I
was sure that if I’d been tall enough to see over the big guy’s shoulder I
would see the agent batting his lashes at him. “Okay, flight DL180 to
Boston. You’re in luck, Mr. Scott. We have one seat left in first class.”

Oh, hell no!
“What?” I shoved my way up next to Rude Guy, not even looking at

him.
The gate agent, sensing my tone, immediately narrowed his eyes at

me and thinned his lips.
“I was coming here to ask for an upgrade on this flight and he”—I

gestured to my right—“cut in front of me. You saw him do it.”
“Miss, I’m going to ask you to calm down and wait your turn.

Although we have a very full flight today, I can put you on our list and
if a first-class seat opens up, we will let you know.”

Yeah, because the way my week was going, that was likely.
“I was first,” I insisted, my skin flushing as my blood had turned so

hot with anger at the unfairness. “He whacked me with his laptop bag
pushing past me to cut in line.”



“Can we just ignore this tiny, angry person and upgrade me now?”
the deep, accented voice said somewhere above my head to my right.

His condescension finally drew my gaze to him.
And everything suddenly made sense.
A modern-day Viking towered over me, my attention drawing his

from the gate agent. His eyes were the most beautiful I’d ever seen. A
piercing ice blue against the rugged tan of his skin, the irises like pale
blue glass bright against the sun streaming in through the airport
windows. His hair was dark blond, short at the sides and longer on
top. And even though he was not my type, I could admit his features
were entirely masculine and attractive with his short, dark blond
beard. It wasn’t so much a beard as a thick growth of stubble. He had a
beautiful mouth, a thinner top lip but a full, sensual lower lip that gave
him a broody, boyish pout at odds with his ruggedness. Gorgeous as
his mouth may be, it was currently curled upward at one corner in
displeasure.

And did I mention he was built?
The offensive laptop bag was slung over a set of shoulders so broad

they would have made a football coach weep with joy. I was guessing
he was just a little over six feet, but his build made him look taller. I
was only five foot three but I was wearing four-inch stilettos, and yet I
felt like Tinkerbell next to this guy.

Tattoos I didn’t take the time to study peeked out from under the
rolled-up sleeve of his henley shirt. A shirt that showed off the kind of
muscle a guy didn’t achieve without copious visits to the gym.

A fine male specimen, indeed.
I rolled my eyes and shot the agent a knowing, annoyed look.

“Really?” It was clear to me motorcycle-gang-member-Viking-dude
was getting preferential treatment here.

“Miss, please don’t make me call security.”
My lips parted in shock. “Melodramatic much?”
“You.” The belligerent rumble in the Viking’s voice made me bristle.
I looked up at him.
He sneered. “Take a walk, wee yin.”
Being deliberately obtuse, I retorted, “I don’t understand

Scandinavian.”



“I’m Scottish.”
“Do I care?”
He muttered something unintelligible and turned to the agent. “We

done?”
The guy gave him a flirty smile and handed him his ticket and

passport. “You’re upgraded, Mr. Scott.”
“Wait, what—?” But the Viking had already taken back his passport

and ticket and was striding away.
His long legs covered more ground than mine, but I was motivated

and I could run in my stilettos. So I did. With my carry-on bumping
along on its wheels behind me.

“Wait a second!” I grabbed the man’s arm and he swung around so
fast I tottered.

Quickly, I regained balance and shrugged my suit jacket back into
place as I grimaced. “You should do the right thing here and give me
that seat.” I didn’t know why I was being so persistent. Maybe because
I’d always been frustrated when I saw someone else endure an
injustice. Or maybe I was just sick of being pushed around this week.

His expression was incredulous. “Are you kidding me with this?” I
didn’t even try not to take offense. Everything about this guy offended
me.

“You”—I gestured to him, saying the word slowly so his tiny brain
could compute—“Stole. My. Seat.”

“You”—he pointed down at me—“Are. A. Nutjob.”
Appalled, I gasped. “One, that is not true. I am hangry. There is a

difference. And two, that word is completely politically incorrect.”
He stared off into the distance above my head for a moment,

seeming to gather himself. Or maybe just his patience. I think it was
the latter because when he finally looked down at me with those
startling eyes, he sighed. “Look, you would be almost funny if it
weren’t for the fact that you’re completely unbalanced. And I’m not in
the mood after having tae fly from Glasgow tae London and London
tae Phoenix and Phoenix tae Boston instead of London tae Boston
because my PA is a useless prat who clearly hasn’t heard of
international direct flights. So do us both a favor before I say or do
something I’ll regret . . . and walk. Away.”



“You don’t regret calling me a nutjob?”
His answer was to walk away.
I slumped in defeat, watching him stride off with the first-class

ticket that should have been mine.
Deciding food and coffee could wait until I’d freshened up in the

restroom—and by freshen up I meant pull myself together—I
wandered off to find the closest one. Staring out of the airport window
at Camelback Mountain, I wished to be as far from Phoenix as possible
as quickly as possible. That was really the root of my frustration, and a
little mortification began to set in as I made my way into the ladies’
restroom. I’d just taken my emotional turmoil out on a Scottish
stranger. Sure, the guy was terminally rude, but I’d turned it into a
“situation.” Normally I would have responded by calmly asking the
agent when the next flight to Boston was and if there was a first-class
seat available on that flight.

But I was just so desperate to go home.
After using the facilities, I washed up and stared long and hard into

the mirror. I longed to splash cold water on my face, but that would
mean ruining the makeup I’d painstakingly applied that morning.

Checking myself over, I teased my fingers through the waves I’d put
in my long blond hair with my straightening iron. Once I was happy
with it, I turned my perusal on my outfit. The red suit was one of the
nicest I owned. A double-breasted peplum jacket and a matching
knee-length pencil skirt. Since the jacket looked best closed, I was only
wearing a light, silk ivory camisole underneath it. I didn’t even know
why I’d packed the suit, but I’d been wearing black for the last few
days and the red felt like an act of defiance. Or a cry for help. Or
maybe more likely an act of denial.

Although I had a well-paid job within an exclusive interior design
company as one of their designers, it was expensive to live in Boston.
The diamond tennis bracelet on my wrist was a gift on my eighteenth
birthday from an ex-boyfriend. For a while I’d stopped wearing it, but
exuding an image of success to my absurdly wealthy and successful
clients was important, so when I started my job I’d dug the bracelet
out of storage, had it cleaned up, and it had sat on my wrist ever since.

Lately, just looking at it cut me to the quick.



Flinching, I tore my gaze from where it winked in the light on my
arm, to my right wrist, where my Gucci watch sat. It was a bonus from
my boss, Stella, after my first year on the job.

As for the black suede Jimmy Choos on my feet, with their sexy
stiletto and cute ankle strap, they were one of many I was in credit
card debt over. If I lived anywhere but Boston, I would have been able
to afford as many Choos as I wanted on my six-figure salary. But my
salary went into my hefty monthly rent bill.

It was a cute, six-hundred-square-foot apartment, but it was in
Beacon Hill. Mount Vernon Street to be exact, a mere few minutes’
walk from Boston Common. It also cost me just over four thousand
dollars a month in rent. That didn’t include the rest of my bills. I had
enough to put some savings away after the tax man took his cut too,
but I couldn’t afford to indulge in the Choos I wanted.

So, yes, I’d reached the age of thirty with some credit card debt to
my name.

But I guessed that made me like most of my fellow countrymen and
-women, right? I stared at my immaculate reflection, ignoring the
voice in my head that said some of those folks had credit card debt
because of medical bills, or because they needed to feed their kids that
week.

Not so they could live in a ridiculously overpriced area of Boston
(no matter how much I loved it there) or wear designer shoes so their
clients felt like they were dealing with someone who understood their
wants better.

I bypassed the thought, not needing to mentally berate myself any
more than I had since arriving back in Phoenix. I was perfectly happy
with my life before I came home.

Perfectly happy with my perfect apartment, and my perfect hair,
and my perfect shoes!

Perfect was good.
I straightened my jacket and grabbed hold of the handle of my

carry-on.
Perfect was control.
Staring at the pretty picture I made in the mirror, I felt myself

relax. If that gate agent had been into women, I so would have gotten



that first-class seat.
“But forget it,” I whispered. It was done.
I was going to go back out there and get a much-needed delicious

Mediterranean-style salad and sandwich from one of my favorite food
stops in Phoenix, Olive & Ivy. Feeling better at the thought, I relaxed.

Once I stopped being hangry, it would all be fine.



A
Two

pparently, the universe didn’t hate me, because there was a seat
free at Olive & Ivy. It was popular, so it didn’t surprise me that
there was only one stool left at one of the counters around the

small restaurant. The young twentysomething woman sitting next to
the open chair looked up as I approached, her dark gaze skimming
down my body and back up again. A flirtatious welcome smile lit up
her face. Huh. I had hoped her obvious interest meant she would hold
the seat for me while I ordered food. I rounded her, feeling her follow
the movement. I was just about to ask her to keep the seat for me when
the thump of a laptop bag on top of the counter at the open seat
caused me to flinch.

“This seat is taken.”
I squeezed my eyes closed at the familiar voice.
No way.
Nuh-uh!
No!
I whirled around and stared up at the source of irritation that had

recently entered my life. “Yes, it is. By me!”
The Scot’s stare was calm, stolidly so, annoyingly so. “Have you

bought food yet? Because I have. As a paying customer, I think I take
precedence over a tiny, entitled fruitcake with a stick up her arse.”

I glowered up at the ceiling aka The Universe. “This is not
happening.”

“Aye, ’cause you’re not a fruitcake, talking tae yourself.”
My glare transferred to him. “Again with the totally un-PC

language.”
“Babe, look at me.” He curled his lip. “I am un-PC.”



I

“Don’t ‘babe’ me. That is incredibly overfamiliar of you.”
He bent his head toward me, those icy blue eyes momentarily

freezing me to the spot. “And I am not having another altercation with
you in public. Now bloody shoo.”

He just shooed me?
Shooed me!
The Scot pulled the stool out forcefully, so I had to move back or be

clobbered by it. He assessed my surprised expression and his
countenance, to my confusion, transformed from merely irritated to
total disdain. “I realize you’re probably used tae men falling at your
feet, so I’ll let you have your two seconds of shocked horror. But if
you’re not gone in five seconds, I’m going tae embarrass the shit out of
you.”

“You curse a lot,” was the only thing I could think to say under the
onslaught of such distaste for me.

His face clouded over. “Five. Four. Three—”
I made a sound of disgust, cutting him off, and was about to walk

away when the twentysomething woman next to us placed a hand on
my arm to stop me. “I’m just finishing up, if you’d like my seat.”

I gave her a sweet smile. “You’re so kind, but”—my voice grew
louder—“I’d rather sew my eyes shut with cocktail sticks than sit next
to an ill-educated dickhole who defies the rumor that Scottish people
are the nicest people in the world.” I finished it with a triumphant spin
that made my hair flip dramatically, and I would have continued to
feel like the last-epic-word victor if I hadn’t heard a ragged, too-
attractive chuckle, which I knew had originated from the Scotsman.

That chuckle made me falter visibly.
He couldn’t even let me storm off in style.

—
grabbed a sandwich from a refrigerator instead and ate it even
though it tasted of nothing, while sitting at a gate that wasn’t mine

and staring out at the mountains. Using the time to cool down, as
memories of the week pricked me and helped to put everything in
perspective, I grew calm enough that I felt confident in striding back



out there to grab a coffee from one of the barista carts. There was a
line already forming at the closest one and I hurried a little to make it
before it got too long.

At the sight of the imposing figure of the Bastard Scot marching
toward the cart from the other side, I picked up my feet and almost ran
toward the spot. I skittered into place behind a man in a suit,
accidentally hitting his carry-on with mine. He threw me an annoyed
look over his shoulder and I gave him a quick smile of apology before
bestowing a you can suck it grin on the Scot as he pulled up to the line
after me.

“You snooze, you lose,” I said over my shoulder, not caring how
infantile I sounded.

“You’re four years old, you know that?”
“I finally beat you in line—that’s what I know.”
“Fruitcake.”
“Ignoramus.”
“Shrew.”
I scowled at the insult, which was even worse than “fruitcake.”

“Dickwad.”
“You seem tae be obsessed with my dick.”
I spun around. “Excuse me?”
“Dickwad. Dickhole.”
“Those are insults.”
“With a very specific focus.”
To my horror, my eyes flew to his crotch with a mind of their own.

Oh dear God! My face blazed with color and I quickly lowered my gaze
down the length of his dark blue jeans to the loosely laced black
leather biker boots on his feet.

Big feet.
You know what they say—Shut up! Who cares what they say?
“It’s really hurtful tae be objectified in this way.”
Sure that my cheeks were tomato red, my eyes shot to his smug

face.
“Look, as fun as it is wiping the floor with you in these verbal

battles, I really need a coffee.” And without further ado the Bastard
Scot got out of line and walked to the front of it.



Uh, hell no!
I followed, my carry-on bumping on its wheels with my fury.
“My flight is about tae board,” I heard him say to the woman who

was next in line to be served. “Would you mind if I cut in front?” He
was almost charming to her.

And she definitely thought so. “Of course.” She practically swooned.
“Where are you from? I love your accent.”

“Scotland,” he answered curtly, and stepped in front of her without
saying thank you. This guy had no manners. But I did.

“Hey.” I smiled at her. “I’m on the same flight as him. Would you
mind?”

The Scot turned slightly at the sound of my voice.
She eyed him in disappointment. “Are you two together?”
He appeared nauseated by the thought. “I’ve never seen her before

in my life.”
The woman raised one very unimpressed eyebrow at me. “Nice try.

Back of the line.”
I’d never actually wanted to claw someone’s face before, but I

would definitely make an exception for the Bastard Scot.
“Your people would be ashamed,” I said to his back.
To my disbelief, his shoulders started to shake. Was he laughing? I

looked at the metal espresso machine and saw in its shiny reflection a
distorted image of him grinning, teeth and all.

Ugh, he was so abrasive!
Spinning around, feeling sweaty, flustered, and so far from perfect

it wasn’t funny, I ignored the glares from the people in line and made
my way back to the very end, which was now five people longer than it
had been.

Two minutes later the Bastard Scot sauntered by me, shot me a
wicked self-satisfied smile, and saluted me with his cup of coffee.

“Go to hell!” I shouted after him.
The guy in front of me gave me a wary look and stepped so close to

the woman in front of him they were practically touching.
“He’s an asshole,” I tried to explain.
But the stranger’s look told me he thought I was the asshole. And

the truth was, the Scot was making me into an asshole. Or my bad



mood was. I didn’t know. Christ, I needed to get home, and as unfair
as it was to blame an entire country for one man, I never wanted to
speak to another Scottish person ever again.

Visiting Scotland was so off my bucket list.
Suddenly something in the loudspeaker announcement caught my

attention. “Wait, what?” I stilled, listening.
“. . . Flight DL180 to Boston has been canceled. Please see the gate

for alternative flight arrangements.”
Abandoning my quest for coffee (again!), I hurried down the

terminal toward my gate in time to hear the gate agent from earlier
explaining to the small crowd that had already gathered the reason
why our flight had been canceled. Apparently, the volcano eruption
and consequent ash cloud that had grounded flights in Europe had
had a domino effect on domestic flights in the U.S. “The crew for this
flight has been delayed because of the canceled flights in Europe.
We’re currently understaffed because so many of our crew members
have been grounded in Europe on international flights. This means we
unfortunately do not have a crew or a plane available for the scheduled
flight to Boston. Please form an orderly line so we can make other
arrangements for you.”

I heard a few people complain about the late notice because “surely
they knew there was no crew or plane before this.” I also heard a lot of
people make arrangements to stay at the airport hotel and get the next
flight out to Boston whenever it became available. As more and more
decided to do that, the antsier I became.

There was no way I could stay in Phoenix another night.
Two days had been long enough.
I needed to get home. ASAP. Or I was going to lose myself in

gigantic, uncontrollable sobs.
My fingers were shaking by the time I handed my ID and ticket

over to the gate agent. He recognized me from earlier because his lips
pinched together.

“Is there an alternative route to Boston? A flight to another airport
that has a flight to Boston?”

He relaxed at my tone and offered me a sympathetic smile, seeming
to hear the tremble in my voice. “There is a flight out of Chicago



tomorrow morning that will get you to Boston before noon. And a
flight to Chicago is leaving from here in an hour.” He checked his
computer and threw me a wry smile. “There are first-class seats
available on both flights.”

Relief made me slump against the counter. I didn’t even care how
much it was going to cost. I just handed over my credit card. “Thank
you.”

Then I stared up at the ceiling again. Thank you, Universe.



I
Three

stared at my ticket, at my seat number. And then I stared at my
seat.

And proceeded to glare at the person sitting in the seat next to
mine in first class.

“You have got to be kidding me.” Screw you, Universe. You and I
are done.

The Bastard Scot looked up from his newspaper and gave a slight
shake of his head. “Please tell me you are not sitting next tae me on a
three-and-a-half-hour flight?”

“I’m just as unhappy about it,” I said, opening the overhead bin.
Lifting the carry-on that weighed a ton (seriously, it was a miracle I got
it shut), I stumbled a little, losing my grip, and it whacked the Scot on
the head. At the sound of his grunt, I smiled. “Sorry! That was a happy
accident.”

“Here, let me help you.” A guy around my age in a tailored business
suit stepped forward to assist but was brusquely brushed aside by the
Scot as he stood up, dwarfing us both.

“I’ve got it.” He grabbed the carry-on out of my hand. “Safer I do it
or I’ll land in Chicago with a concussion.”

“Well, that would be a shame.” I skirted past him so I could slide
into my seat while he dealt with my luggage.

I’d already removed my e-reader from my carry-on for the plane
ride and had it booting up before the Bastard Scot got back in the seat
beside me. And even though there was a double arm divider between
us with little cup holders in them, he still managed to make me feel
overwhelmed by his size.



My plan had been to sink right into a good book and get on with my
life like I wasn’t sitting next to an uncivilized, too-attractive-for-his-
own-good guy who definitely had to have some Viking blood in his
genetic history. I was going to ignore him because I was certain he’d
say something rude about the weight of my luggage. However, I didn’t
get the chance to slight him because he did it to me first. He pulled out
the table from the side of his seat and propped a laptop open on it.
And he acted like I didn’t even exist.

“Mr. Scott.” The flight attendant who had greeted me when I
entered the plane appeared above us with a tray of drinks in his hand.
“Can I offer you a preflight drink? Champagne?”

“Water.” Mr. Scott—the Bastard Scot—responded in what seemed
to be his typical abrupt fashion.

The flight attendant handed him a glass of water and then smiled at
me. “Miss Breevort?”

“Champagne, please,” I responded instantly, throwing my neighbor
a filthy look for being discourteous. “Thank you.” Again, I don’t know
why, but I’d expected commentary from the Bastard Scot as I reached
in front of his face for the glass of bubbly. But there was nothing.

My toes twitched with irritation, and my fingers gripped tight to the
glass with annoyance as I sipped the champagne. I side-eyed Mr. Scott
as he sipped his water with one hand and tapped the mouse pad on his
laptop with the other.

I should have been glad he was ignoring me, but for some reason
that felt as insulting as his behavior in the airport.

I didn’t want to admit it, but his indifference bothered me. I’d spent
the last few days being ignored by people in my hometown of Arcadia.
And I mean treated as if I was invisible.

As much as I told myself I didn’t care, it stung.
And now here I was being treated to the same by a complete

stranger who had obviously made a snap judgment about me. That
shouldn’t have irritated me, but I was tired, I’d had a tough week, and
it did royally annoy the crap out of me.

I glared out of the corner of my eye at him, my gaze drifting to the
laptop screen his eyes were glued to. A wave of surprise moved
through me. He clicked between tabs—spreadsheets with figures,



complicated drawings that looked like technical specs, dense
documents, e-mails. All of which suggested the Bastard Scot was more
business guy than motorcycle gang member.

“Planning a big bank heist?” I said before I could caution myself
against engaging in another verbal battle with him.

His stunning gaze turned my way. Confusion mingled with
aggravation radiated from those unusual eyes.

I pointed to his laptop in answer to his silent question.
He looked back at it and then at me. The confusion left his

expression, abandoning the aggravation that seemed to grow into full-
blown vexation. “Do you always put your nose where it doesn’t
belong?”

“Well, if you don’t want anyone realizing you’re planning to rob a
bank, you should probably hide the plans.”

“It’s my work,” he bit out.
“You’re a businessman?”
Somehow his reply was sarcastic without even saying a word. I took

his silent retort for a yes.
“You don’t look it.”
“Aye, well, it doesn’t surprise me someone like you would judge

people based on what they look like.” He sneered. “He’s covered in
tattoos, doesn’t wear a suit, so of course he’s a criminal rather than a
businessman, right?”

“You do realize you’re doing what you accused me of doing? You’re
judging me based on what I look like. Come to think of it, you have
been doing that since the first time we ran into each other at the
airport. Also . . . if you can afford to fly first class, you can afford to buy
a sense of humor. And I would get on that because you’re in serious
need of one.”

“How am I judging you based on what you look like?”
“‘Someone like you,’ you said, right?” I cocked my head to the side

as I studied his rugged—and right now harsh—countenance.
He gave me a taut nod.
“You don’t know me. You met me a few hours ago in an airport,

where admittedly people don’t always act like their normal selves
because of high levels of stress, fatigue, and often fear of flying. So if



you don’t know who I am as a person, the only logical conclusion I can
draw is that you’re judging me based on what I look like and not on
who I am.”

The Bastard Scot contemplated me a moment. “True,” he finally
said. “To a certain extent. But you can often tell a lot about a person
from the way he or she looks. It’s just whether or not you’re intuitive
enough tae get it right. You saw tattoos and thought—what . . .
motorcycle club?”

I tried not to blush, squirming uncomfortably that he’d guessed
correctly.

“And you were wrong about me. But you are right, I dinnae know
you, but I can tell by the time you spent on your hair and makeup, on
the money you spent on your suit, on those designer shoes, the
diamonds in your ears and around your wrist, that for whatever reason
—and I dinnae know what those reasons are—you care what people
think about your appearance. By the weight of the carry-on I just
stuffed in the overheard bin I’d also say you overpack, which along
with how you look, suggests you’re high maintenance. And I would be
very, very surprised if I’d gotten that wrong about you.”

His tone more than the words caused a heat in my cheeks brought
on by hurt feelings. “So you think you’re better than me because you
don’t care about your appearance?”

“I didn’t say I dinnae care about my appearance. I care. I’m covered
in tattoos that say I care. I just dinnae care what anyone else thinks
about my appearance.”

“Well, maybe that’s how I feel. I like to look well presented. It’s got
nothing to do with anyone else.”

His answering expression suggested he didn’t believe me and it
bothered me that I cared. So I scoffed, “I don’t care what you think of
me.”

“Of course you do. I’m probably the first straight man you’ve ever
met who hasn’t fallen at your feet.” His eyes scanned my face first
before moving down the length of my body in a way that made me
involuntarily shiver.

That only made his words more provoking. They prodded an old
hurt that had already been reawakened this week. I was determined to



bury it where it belonged and did not need this stranger messing with
my efforts. “You accuse me of being judgmental, but you are way more
judgmental than me.”

He shrugged. “Didn’t say I wasn’t. I’m just usually right. And I’m
right about you.”

The urge to prove him wrong was so strong and yet all that proved
was that he was right. I cared too much what people thought. Despite
his dismissal of me, of how much it opened old wounds, I decided the
best thing I could do was just ignore him as previously planned.

I drank the rest of the champagne and put the empty glass in the
cup holder beside me. The Bastard Scot turned back to his laptop like
he hadn’t just insulted me. Again.

Truthfully, I’d never met a more impolite, ill-mannered,
impertinent man in my life.

Trying to ignore his existence, I opened up my current book on my
e-reader, my body humming with awareness of the large guy beside
me and growing steadily more pissed off about it. I hated that I kept
getting faint whiffs of cologne—a decidedly delicious musky, woodsy,
spicy scent that suited the bastard way too much. After I’d read the
same paragraph for the fifth time, relief flooded me when my phone
started to buzz in my suit pocket.

“That’s supposed tae be switched off,” he grumbled beside me.
I sniffed in derision as I pulled the cell out of my pocket. “The man

who is trying so hard to prove he doesn’t care what other people think
of him is a stickler for the rules? Shocking.”

Watching his lips pinch in annoyance gave me more pleasure than
it should. Pleasure that transformed from smug to tender at the sight
of the name on my phone screen. “Hey, sweetie,” I answered.

“I’m sorry I missed your call. Lunch hour, you know.” Harper’s
voice made me instantly relax. My best friend’s voice on the other end
of the line had kept me sane these past few days.

“I just called to tell you my flight got canceled. I’m on a flight to
Chicago, but I’ll have to stay overnight at O’Hare. My flight home isn’t
until tomorrow morning.”

“What happened?”
“Some volcano in Iceland.”



“I thought that was just affecting European flights?”
“Apparently not.”
“Huh. That sucks. You okay?”
Aware of the man sitting next to me, I turned slightly toward the

window and lowered my voice. “I just want to get home.”
“I should have come with you.” Harper’s voice was filled with

regret.
“No, sweetie. I had to do this alone. We both know that.”
“We both don’t know that. You are always there for me. You should

have let me be there for you with this.”
Maybe I should have. But the truth was, I didn’t want the way I was

treated back in Phoenix to affect Harper’s perception of me. She knew
my side of the story, of course, but I was afraid that all those people
would somehow convince her everything was my fault. And it wasn’t
my fault. It was a ridiculous fear, because Harper loved me, but still it
had snuck under my skin. “You didn’t have to be there for me to be
there for me.”

Harper sighed. “Okay, babe. Just call or text me when you land in
Chicago and let me know when your flight gets in at Logan tomorrow.
I’ll see if I can cut out of work to come get you.”

“You don’t need to do that.”
“Well, I want to, so shut it.”
I laughed softly. “Okay. I’ll call you. Bye, sweetie.”
“Bye, babe.”
When I hung up, switching my phone off, I could have sworn I felt

the Bastard Scot’s eyes on me. When I glanced over at him, however,
he was frowning at his computer screen.

The announcement that we were getting ready for takeoff came
over the PA and we were asked to stow away larger devices like
laptops. I surreptitiously watched my obnoxious neighbor as he put
away his laptop and settled back in his seat.

He closed his eyes, and I used the moment to study him. The
sleeves of his henley were still rolled up, so I could see up close some
of the tattoos on his left arm. In among smoke, dust, and what looked
like debris from buildings was a modern-day soldier running with his
rifle. Above him there was what looked like the foot of another figure,



but the rest of it was hidden by his shirt. My wayward gaze moved
upward to his interesting face. His lashes were a fair golden brown
color, so I hadn’t realized how long they were until now. His full, pouty
lower lip surrounded by that short beard drew my attention. Stubble
was usually a turnoff for me, but I had to admit the pain in the ass
suited his.

I wondered if it scratched or tickled when he kissed a woman.
The mere thought caused a tingle between my legs that shocked

me.
Flushing at the thought, I wrenched my gaze off his face, intending

to return to ignoring him and the physical response he’d elicited in me,
when my eyes caught on his big hand curled around the arm divider.

Not curled.
Gripped.
Tight.
White-knuckled.
Looking back at his face, I saw the wrinkle between his brow and

the slight flare of his nostrils.
Was the badass Scotsman afraid of flying?
I was instantly reminded of Harper. She was terrified of flying.

We’d gone on vacation with each other a few times to Europe, and
every time I’d felt powerless to help her. She was a ball of nervous
energy as soon as we boarded an airplane, pale and trembling until we
were up in the air. Even then she’d stay tense in her seat, her whole
body clenched with fear. On long flights, I’d walk her to the bathroom
and stand outside the door for her, a constant reassurance. Still, I
hated how scared she was. I’d even tried to convince her to vacation in
the States in places we could drive to. But Harper never let fear control
her. That was one of the things I admired most about her.

Reminded of my friend, I felt an unwanted and unwarranted
sympathy flood me.

“Excuse me,” I called to the flight attendant as he was passing. I
saw the Scot’s eyes fly open out of the corner of my own. “May I have
another glass of champagne?”

“We’re getting ready to take off, Miss Breevort.”
“I’ll be super quick. Promise.”



He didn’t look happy about it, but returned quickly with a glass for
me. I smiled my thanks and then turned to the Scot, whose eyes were
closed again. “Drink up.” I held the glass out to him.

Those icy blues flew open. “What?”
I shoved the glass toward him. “It’ll help.”
He lifted his head, grimacing. “What are you talking about?”
“Is it a fear of flying or just of taking off?”
Instead of answering, he shot me another baleful look. “I don’t

drink champagne.”
“You’ll drink this. It isn’t whiskey, but it might take the edge off.”
When he ignored me, I sighed. “Jesus, I don’t think you’re any less

of an alpha pain in the ass because you’re afraid of flying.”
At that he snatched the glass out of my hand and threw back the

entire lot. Wiping droplets off his lips, he glowered at me. “It’s just the
takeoff and landing.”

The words were bitten out, and I had to quell a smile. “I’m not
surprised. A plane isn’t exactly a longboat.”

His lips twitched. “Scot. Not Scandinavian.”
“If you’re telling me you don’t have an ounce of Scandinavian

blood, I don’t believe you.”
The flight attendant appeared to take the empty glass, but my

seatmate didn’t even seem to notice as he was too busy staring at me
like I was suddenly a puzzle. “Swedish.”

“What?”
“My great-great-grandfather was Swedish.”
“I knew it. And here you were getting prickly because I called you

Scandinavian. Technically I was kind of right.”
“You’re also more than kind of annoying.”
“Well, you should be comfortable around annoying. You’re the king

of it. Although I’m beginning to wonder if this ‘mean guy’ thing you’ve
got going on has more to do with you being afraid of flying than you
actually being a mean guy.”

He narrowed his eyes. “Mean guy?”
“Uh, yeah. You’ve been mean to me from the moment we met.”
“I beg tae differ. You got in my face the moment we met. How else

was I supposed tae respond?”



“You practically knocked me off my feet barging past me to get to
the gate check-in desk.”

“I didn’t see ye.”
“Seriously?”
“You’re five foot nothing. Seriously.”
“I’m five foot three. Five foot seven in my heels.”
His gaze drifted down my body again, lingering on my legs. “You

dinnae look it.”
I frowned. “Are you suggesting I have short legs?”
“No, your height suggests that.”
“I have surprisingly long legs for a short person.”
“You can turn anything into an argument. That’s quite a talent.”
“You are distracting me from my point. Which is that you were

clearly acting out because of your fear of flying, the same way I
perhaps have not been myself due to exhaustion.”

If I wasn’t mistaken, I thought I saw a hint of curiosity in his
expression. “Exhaustion?”

I shrugged. “It’s been a trying week.”
“Separated from your boyfriend?”
Huh? “What boyfriend?”
“The ‘sweetie’ on the other end of the phone.”
I smiled. “That was Harper. She’s my best friend.”
“I’m surprised someone as annoying as you has a best friend.”
“Everyone else loves me. If you weren’t currently acting out, you

might like me too.”
“Look, I’m not acting out because I’m afraid. I didn’t see you earlier

in the airport, didn’t know I’d clipped you with my laptop bag, but
maybe if you hadn’t come at me like a wee harpy, I might have
apologized.”

“I doubt it. You have no manners. I mean, what was your excuse for
embarrassing me at Olive & Ivy? For being rude at the barista cart?
Huh?”

He grinned suddenly, a sexy flash of his teeth that sent a fizz of
pleasure shooting low across my belly. My physical response to his
smile stunned me. “I did that because it was fun. You make it too easy
tae wind you up.”



I sniffed in an attempt to squash my absurd physical attraction to
him, but even to me it came off sounding haughtier than I’d intended.
“You are a very twisted, belligerent individual.”

“And you might want tae consider having that huge stick rammed
up your tight wee arse surgically removed.”

“I’m sorry, I think you’ve mistaken me for someone who actually
gives a damn what you think.”

He scoffed. “Babe, like I said, I dinnae even know you and I know
you care too much what other people think.”

Infuriated that he kept pushing that particular button but refusing
to let him see how much he was getting to me, I started calmly patting
at my jacket pockets and then riffled through the magazines in the seat
pocket in front of me.

“What are you doing?”
I turned to find him scowling at me. “Looking for some paper and a

pen.”
He raised an eyebrow in question.
“I thought I’d take some notes on your sage advice . . . and then you

should take the paper and shove it up your ass.”
“Do you want tae shut up and let me get through this?”
My smile was admittedly supercilious. “You almost are.”
He frowned and then glanced around, only then realizing that we

were in the air. We hadn’t leveled out yet, but the plane had juddered
up into takeoff minutes ago. The Viking/Scot had risen his voice to be
heard over the engines, but he’d been so focused on me, he hadn’t
been paying attention.

He turned back to me, seeming uncharacteristically taken aback.
“You’re welcome.”



M
Four

aybe I really was exhausted beyond rational thinking, because
for a second I almost thought the Scot would thank me for
distracting him during takeoff.

The surprise in his expression abruptly transformed into surly with
a curl of his upper lip. “I hope you dinnae expect a thank you.”

His tone was so cold I almost shivered. I realized at some point in
our conversation I’d started leaning toward him. Pressing back against
my seat away from him, I mirrored his expression. “Silly me to even
expect it.”

“Aye, well, annoying me tae distraction doesn’t count as being
helpful.”

I returned my attention to my e-reader, readying myself to ignore
his existence. “You are a miserable bastard, do you know that?”

“Babe, when I start caring what pampered princesses think about
me, I’ll know my life is no longer worth living.”

Hurt flashed through me hot and unwanted, making my cheeks
prickle. This guy was horrible. Just horrible! My fault for feeling sorry
for him and mistakenly thinking his behavior could be excused due to
his fear. I wouldn’t make that mistake again. “Stop calling me ‘babe.’
My name is Ava.”

He didn’t respond and I wished I’d just ignored him entirely.
When they announced that we could start using larger devices, my

loathsome neighbor pulled his laptop back out and returned to
disregarding my presence—something I decided was a blessing. I was
no longer insulted by his pretending I didn’t exist. Clearly, it was
better for my self-esteem that he did.



However, either it was the book I was reading or he was affecting
me more than I’d have liked, because I could not get into the story. I
would have turned to sketching, whether it was designs for work or
just random sketches for my own pleasure. But Stella had told me not
to pack my laptop and to set an out-of-office notice on my e-mails so I
wasn’t distracted by work, and I’d decided not to bring my sketchpad
either. My boss was covering for me for the next few days, because she
wasn’t just my boss; she was my friend. There were only four of us at
Stella Larson Designs. Stella, myself, Paul, and our junior designer,
Gabe. We handled projects all over the world, not just in the U.S. I was
used to flying out to a project, taking specs, measurements, an
abundance of photographs, so I could design the space from our office
in Boston. Depending on the size of the project, I’d maybe have to fly
back to the site a number of times.

The budgets we worked with ranged from the mid six figures to well
into millions of dollars. And we were dedicated to Stella’s company.
She made it easy, demanding excellence with a no-nonsense attitude,
but treating us as more than employees: as friends who could talk to
her when we had a problem. There were not a lot of employers like
Stella, and she’d won our loyalty with her own. The day she
approached me after seeing the results of my first big solo project out
of college (I’d convinced my uncle to let me overhaul his office, and he
just happened to be Stella’s accountant), was one of the luckiest days
of my life.

But right now, I was cursing Stella for being a good boss. I wish
she’d demanded I stay on top of my work because right then I could
have been answering a bunch of e-mails—e-mails I was sure were
piling up between the two projects I was currently working on.
Sometimes I had clients who turned the reins fully over to me; most
times my clients just wanted to have the overall aesthetic (maybe even
fabrics and palettes) run by them. And then there were the few who
wanted to be involved in every choice I made. They were the
exhausting clients and right now I had one of them.

I could only imagine she was going nuts waiting on me to get back
to work.

Well, I knew the feeling.



I enviously watched my seatmate work away on his laptop.
The only bright spot was when the flight attendants offered us a

light lunch and I got that cup of coffee I’d been longing for. It was
instant, so it wasn’t great, but it was caffeine and I could not help the
little sigh of pleasure that escaped my lips after the first sip.

I thought I felt the Scot tense at the noise, but when I side-eyed
him, he was digging into his lunch, ignoring me.

My lunch could wait. First I savored my coffee.
“If you’re not going tae eat that, I will,” he said, sounding annoyed.
How I managed to rankle him just sitting there I did not know.
“I am going to eat it. I’m enjoying my coffee first.”
“I thought maybe you were one of those women that doesn’t eat.”

He shrugged, throwing back the rest of his coffee.
“I think we’ve established you’re a judgmental pain in the ass.” I

smiled sweetly before turning to my lunch. Feeling his eyes on me, I
ate it slowly and deliberately, knowing intuitively that it would bother
him. And it was not my imagination that the tension between us
thickened as I brought bite after bite of the ham salad to my mouth at
a snail’s pace.

“Take that,” he grunted out, and I turned my head to see he was
holding his empty tray out to the flight attendant. The flight attendant
stared at it, momentarily stunned.

“Of course, sir,” he said calmly, practiced, before taking it and
walking away.

Irate at his behavior, I couldn’t help myself. “Do you ever say please
or thank you?”

He cut me a dark look. “What?”
I gestured with my plastic fork to where the flight attendant had

been standing. “People aren’t your servants. The flight attendants are
not your servants. They’re doing a job and trying to make this flight
easier on you. You can be forgiven for being abrupt and standoffish
and maybe unintentionally insulting because you’re anxious about
flying. I was trying to tell myself that, anyway. But the way you speak
to people in customer service makes you an arrogant, entitled prick.”

“If I were you, I’d shut up and mind my own business.”
“Yeah, well, if I were you, I’d reach into that goddamn dark soul of



mine and pull a thank you out of there every now and then.”
I didn’t know if it was the honest pique trembling in my words, but

the Scot’s eyes widened marginally before he glowered and pulled his
laptop back out with a clatter on top of his table.

Hateful, hateful man.
Ignoring him now came much, much easier. In fact, after lunch

(and another coffee) I actually got into my book. The urge to use the
bathroom about fifty minutes from our estimated arrival, however,
made continuing to ignore my neighbor impossible. I was going to
have to ask him to move. Plus, I was too warm and was dying to take
off my jacket.

“Could you please let me out?” I asked in a carefully neutral tone.
Equally lacking in expression, he grabbed up his laptop, pushed his

table back in, and gestured for me to get out.
I stared at the barely-there gap between his knees and the seat in

front of him. Was he kidding? He wasn’t going to get out of his seat?
My gaze flew to his face, but he was staring determinedly ahead.

Fine!
If I happened to step on his feet and then grind my stiletto into his

toes, that was his fault. Huffing, I got up, grabbed hold of the top of
the seat in front of him, trying not to touch the head of the woman
sitting in it, and I shoved my right leg into the teeny gap he’d left. If
he’d been an average-sized man, I probably would have squeezed past
no problem in the spacious first-class seats.

But he wasn’t an average-sized man.
My leg touched his and my fingernails dug into the headrest in

front of me. I shimmied into his space, bringing my left leg into the
mix, and I heard him curse when my heel came down on his left foot. A
fizzle of satisfaction moved through me and I pushed farther into his
space. I felt his legs tense and I was suddenly very aware that my ass
was in his face. Thankfully, it was mostly hidden by the peplum of my
jacket.

With one last shimmy I stumbled out into the aisle and looked back
at him, hoping he was seared and scorched by the heat of my glower.

The bastard already had his laptop back out.
Wondering how it was possible a person as ill-mannered as he



hadn’t been caught by karma by now, I marched down the short aisle
and into the bathroom at the entrance of the galley.

Inside, I did my business, washed up, and yanked out of my jacket,
feeling unbearably hot. Thankfully, the silk camisole I wore was cut
low enough under my arms that there were no damp patches on the
material. I patted under my arms and sniffed to make sure I didn’t
smell. Though I didn’t, I’d need to freshen up soon in order to avoid it.
Not that I cared if I smelled while sitting next to that asshole. I’d do
anything to make the rest of his flight uncomfortable.

Knowing I couldn’t stay in the restroom any longer, I slipped out,
nearly bumping into the woman who had been sitting in the seat in
front of the Scot.

“Sorry.” I smiled apologetically. “Have you been waiting long?”
She shook her head, her expression filled with a sympathy that

didn’t make sense until she said, “It’s okay. If I were sitting next to that
jerk-off, I’d want to stay in there forever too.”

Of course the people around us had heard our conversation.
Weirdly, when I was talking to the miserable bully, I forgot everything
else around me but him. That knowledge was not welcome. “Yeah,” I
managed feebly.

“Good for you, though. You know how to handle him. I think I’d
probably have been thrown off the plane before we even took off. You
know, for swinging a punch at him.”

I laughed and thanked her, walking back to my seat feeling relief
move through me that our flight was nearly over. As I approached, the
Scot looked up at me. His gaze dropped to his computer but only for a
millisecond before it flew back up. That arctic stare of his moved over
my cleavage, now visible in the cami that was tucked into my high-
waist pencil skirt.

A shiver I detested for betraying me skated down my neck.
His eyes flew back up to my face and he no longer looked right

through me.
He appeared displeased.
Narrowing my eyes, wondering what the hell I’d done now, I

gestured to my seat. “Can you let me back in?”
He snapped his laptop shut, dropping his table again. “High



maintenance,” he murmured quietly.
I gripped the now empty seat in front of him and turned my back to

him as I shimmied in. “Yeah, needing to pee is so high maintenance.”
My left foot hit his left foot and he pressed his knees in closer to the

back of my thighs, trapping me.
I glanced over my shoulder, about to snap at him, only to catch him

glaring at my ass. There was an angry heat in that stare, heat he hadn’t
looked at me with before. The kind of heat a guy usually had in his
eyes when he wanted to find the nearest bed and throw me on it.

Suddenly, the image of him looming over me, his body pressed
between my legs, flashed through me in a surge of fire that shocked
and pissed me off in equal measure.

Huh.
I snapped my head back around, not going there. “Would you

move?” I bit out.
His knees suddenly pulled back and I stumbled out of his space and

tumbled into my seat with less grace than I’d have liked.
Feeling his gaze on me, I shot him what had to be the hundredth

filthy look of the day. “What?”
Instead of answering, he turned, bent down toward the aisle, and

came back up with my jacket in his hand. I hadn’t even realized I’d
dropped it. He shoved it at me and I snatched it out of his hold.

“What? No thank you?” he mocked.
“I’m not going to thank you for not getting out of your seat to let me

into mine like someone with good manners would have done.”
He grunted and turned back to his laptop.
“Ladies and gentlemen, we’re now approaching Chicago O’Hare,”

the head flight attendant announced over the cabin PA. “Please put
any larger devices like laptops safely in the overhead bins, stow tray
tables, and return your seats to their upright positions for landing . . .”
Her words faded out for me as my gaze unwittingly moved to watch
the Scot put away his laptop. He stowed his table and got up out of his
seat, stretching to his full height. He easily reached the overhead bins,
putting his laptop away in its bag. I let my eyes wander down his long
body, wishing that people with ugly insides could have some kind of
monstrous appearance on the outside. In fact, if I was wishing for



things I’d wish that my body wasn’t as fickle as it was, that it had
somehow evolved past cavewoman mentality, that it didn’t lust for this
kind of masculine virility I didn’t even know still existed.

Need gripped my lower body, a clench of desire followed by a
tingling I couldn’t deny. Flushing, I wrenched my gaze away from him
and began to shrug back into my jacket.

God, I hated him.
Our seats jolted a little when he threw himself back into his. He

immediately clipped his seat belt on and I side-eyed him. His fingers
were curled tight again over the ends of the arms of the divider
between us.

Okay, if I was really wishing for things, I would wish I wasn’t so
softhearted, because I still felt a little sorry for him. Although I truly
did not like this man, I also disliked the idea of someone who could
clearly take care of himself being held captive by fear. I had a feeling
that would bother this guy more than it would most people.

We sat in tense silence as the plane gradually descended, closing in
on landing.

“I can feel you stewing over there.”
I shouldn’t have engaged with him, but I, unlike him, did not lack a

heart and I knew that the only reason he was talking right now was
because he needed the distraction. He was just too much of a baby to
admit he needed me to distract him. So I answered, infusing the
annoyance he wanted from me in my answer. “I’m not stewing.”

“You’re stewing.”
“You don’t know me well enough to know if I’m stewing.”
He sighed. “Babe, no one would need tae know you tae know you’re

stewing. Everything you’re feeling you wear on your face.”
“Not true. I bet you don’t know what I’m feeling right now.”
“You’re feeling murderous with a hint of sympathy.”
My lips parted in amazement at his intuitiveness.
He rolled his eyes. “Murderous, fine. But to hell with your

sympathy.”
“You’re awful. You know that, right? Like, truly awful. Is there

anyone in this world who doesn’t think that?”
“My entire family. Colleagues. Friends. The women I’ve had sex



with.”
Heat bloomed in my cheeks at his bluntness and the imagery it

brought to mind. “I think you’re probably delusional about the last
one.”

“I dinnae think so.” His cold gaze drifted over me again, and then
he abruptly looked away. “Uptight princesses just dinnae understand.
They choose the wrong men who dinnae know how tae pleasure them
and write sex off, thinking women who enjoy it are lying.”

That’s what he thought. “I’ve had good sex. Great sex.” It had been
years ago and it was followed by heart-wrenching betrayal, but it had
been great sex.

He stared at me, I think trying to discern if I was being sincere.
“That’s surprising.”

Uncomfortable with the way his eyes bore through me, I decided it
was definitely time for a subject change. “So this family of yours . . . do
they know you’re obnoxiously rude?”

“Why would they? I’m nice tae them.”
“Oh, so you admit that you’re mean to me?”
“Maybe I am. Maybe I need tae be.”
That enigmatic answer infuriated me almost more than anything

else he’d said. “What does that mean?”
The freeze in his eyes suddenly warmed. “It means”—his deep voice

juddered a little as the plane bounced onto the runway—“I need you
tae hate me.”

I screwed up my face. “What kind of bullcrap is that?”
His lips twitched as he studied me. “The kind that means you won’t

be amenable tae sleeping with me.”
Genuine surprise locked me in place. “Excuse me?”
“You don’t want tae sleep with me, do you?”
“No,” I answered emphatically, because as much as I was

unwillingly attracted to him, I really didn’t like him. More than that, I
didn’t respect him.

I thought I saw a flicker of displeasure in his expression at my
sincere reply. “Good,” he bit out, and looked away. I knew the moment
he realized we’d landed because he turned back to me. His



countenance softened just a little. It was a look that said the words he
was apparently incapable of saying out loud.

I thought I might have imagined the silent thank you until he gave
me a curt nod.

I nodded back.
Quite abruptly he snapped off his seat belt and got up as everyone

else did. Maybe it was his appearance, but the other passengers
seemed to move out of his way after he grabbed his laptop bag out of
the overhead. He strode past them down the aisle to wait in the galley
to be let off the plane first.

Without another word.
Without even looking back at me.
“So rude.”



F
Five

or the life of me, I couldn’t remember the last time a shower had
felt so good. The water pounded down on my shoulders, easing
the tension, and they automatically dropped from where they’d

been hunched up around my neck. As much as I wanted to be back in
Boston, I was happy to be out of Arizona. I usually found O’Hare
intimidating because of its size and how busy it was, but right then I
didn’t care. All I cared about was that I had made it to a hotel room,
that the concierge had arranged to dry-clean a few of my outfits so I’d
have something to wear down to dinner that evening, and that I’d
finally sleep well miles away from my hometown.

Rather than get on a shuttle to some other hotel farther from the
airport, I decided to stay at the hotel with an indoor walkway between
it and the domestic terminals. The rooms boasted sound-resistant
windows, I had a great view of the runway from the floor-to-ceiling
window in the separate living room, and it meant I could sleep in a
little longer before my flight in the morning.

As soon as I’d arrived at the hotel, I’d called Harper to let her know
I’d landed and confessed to her how much my whole body had seemed
to relax as soon as I’d stepped off that airplane. Just knowing I was out
of Phoenix had a massive effect on my body. It was like King Kong had
snatched me up, squeezing me tight in his whole fist from the moment
I’d landed in Arizona, kept hold of me during my stay in Arcadia, and
finally as soon as I knew for certain I was in Illinois, the big ape let me
go to return from whence he came.

Nick’s face flashed across my mind. Grief-stricken. Confused.
Angry.
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It was followed by the accusatory expressions of all the people who
used to be my friends.

“She died still thinking this was all her fault. It wasn’t all her fault.
We were to blame too. But you couldn’t let it go, Ava. You couldn’t
forgive her. Now you can live the rest of your life knowing I’ll never
forgive you.”

I didn’t care if Nick would never forgive me. But I cared that I had
never forgiven Gemma.

Once upon a time Gem had been the closest thing I had to a real
family.

And just like that, memories I’d been trying to hold at bay flooded
in . . .

—
his is going to be the greatest three days of our lives!” Gemma
whooped, throwing her hands in the air as the wind whipped her

shoulder-length dark hair behind her.
I threw my best friend a wide grin before turning my attention

back to the road. Excitement filled me as I drove my blue convertible
west down the I-10. It was the end of April, we had all but graduated
from high school since the ceremony was just a few weeks away, and
we were about to have our first real taste of freedom.

“Coachella 2006, baby!” Gem yelled again.
“Could you be any more excited?” I shouted over the sound of the

car radio.
I felt her warm hazel eyes on my face. “Bree-Bree”—she called me

by her childhood nickname for me—“this is the first day of our lives.
For the last three years we’ve had to suffer under the authority of my
parents at Coachella. Finally, we are eighteen, fully grown adults
who can set up camp without my father complaining that the music is
too loud while my mother whines about sleeping in a tent. Now, I
love that they love me so much they would put up with going to a
music festival for me every year. But I can’t say I’m not freaking
excited that me and my best girl get to do Coachella on our own
together.”



“I can’t believe your parents agreed to it.” And I couldn’t. My
parents didn’t even flinch when I told them Gem and I had bought a
parking spot at Coachella and were cutting school for two days to
drive to California. We’d arrive that night, stay at a hotel, and then
park up the next day, a Friday, in the spot we’d paid for. All by
ourselves.

“They trust me.”
I snorted, thinking of all the crazy stuff Gem got up to behind her

parents’ backs. The only reason they thought she was trustworthy
was because I was there to make sure she was always okay. That was
me. Miss Responsible.

“What?” She chuckled. “I’m trustworthy.”
“Well, of course your parents think that. They don’t know about

Kade Moreno and his pickup truck three years ago.”
“Well, yeah. No parent should ever know how their kid lost her

virginity.”
“Or that they lost it to the biggest manwhore in the entire state.”
“He was experienced.”
“Yeah, because he’s a manwhore.”
She rolled her eyes. “Whatever. Just because I have crappy taste in

boys does not mean I’m not trustworthy.”
“You took their Range Rover on a joyride to impress Styler James

and let your mom take the blame for the dent you put in it.”
“Yeah, but I felt bad about that. Styler so wasn’t worth it.”
“And what about the time you challenged Pete Manning to a beer-

chugging competition and Nick had to carry you out of there? We
kept you hidden until you were sober and well enough to go home.”

“Are you, like, keeping a journal of all my misdemeanors?” Gem
laughed. “You make me sound way more wild than I am.”

“You are wild.”
“Luckily I have you to always make sure I don’t go too far over the

line.” She threw her arm around my shoulders and gave me an
affectionate squeeze before releasing me.

The familiar citrusy smell of her shampoo tickled my nose and
with it I was suddenly flooded by love and concern for my best friend.
My whole life my best friends Gem and Nick had been more like



family to me than my own. Especially Gem. She was the sister I never
had. The one person I could turn to for everything. I could turn to
Nick for a lot of things too, but he was my boyfriend. It was different.

I could tell Gem absolutely anything and she would never judge
me. I had her love and her loyalty and she had mine in return, plus
my over-protectiveness toward her. In a few short months we would
be at college and it would be the first time since we were four years
old that we’d be apart.

“I’ll be three hours away when we go to college,” I said. “I won’t be
there for you then.”

Gem reached over to turn down the volume on the radio. “No. No
worries, no melancholy. Not this weekend.” I saw her shake her head
out of the corner of my eye. “And if it makes you feel any better, I’ll
have Nick.”

It did make me feel slightly better knowing Nick would watch out
for Gem. He was in his freshman year at Georgia State studying
computer science. He played football and he was smart. Totally the
whole package. Gem would be following him there to study law,
which Nick and I both thought was hilarious because Gem was the
biggest rule breaker we knew.

“I just can’t believe after this summer we won’t be together.” Tears
clogged my throat anytime I thought about it too hard. “I should have
chosen to do interior design at Georgia.”

“Okay, first off, we’ve already had that argument. And I won!
Savannah is the better school for you. End of story. Two, let me
repeat that there will be no sadness this weekend. This is Gem and
Bree-Bree do Coachella! We have a tent, a case of beer you’re
adorably nervous about having hidden in the trunk, and a weekend
of Daft Punk, Metric, Massive Attack, and more to look forward to.
And you know what makes it even more awesome? The fact that
Coachella isn’t really your thing. It’s my thing. But you came so I can
share something I love with you. So it makes it our thing. And we are
not going to be sad at our thing.”

I knew she was right. I smiled at her before returning my
attention to the road. “Coachella, here we come.” It was true that a
music festival wasn’t really my thing, but I’d started going with Gem
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every year, not only because she wanted me there so we could escape
into the festival away from her parents, but because I loved getting
away from my house and my parents for an entire weekend. When I
was with Gem and her mom and dad, I felt like I was part of their
family.

Perhaps it sounded pathetic, but I was afraid of losing the family
I’d made with her.

As she had an uncanny ability to do, Gem sensed my thoughts. “A
three-hour drive isn’t going to change us, Bree-Bree. Best friends
forever.”

My hands tightened on the wheel. “Promise?”
I glanced at her and saw her draw a cross in the air above her

chest. “Cross my heart.”
Determined not to be a wet blanket, I exhaled shakily and then

shimmied my shoulders as if I was shuffling a melancholy grip off of
me. “Coachella, here we come!” I repeated more forcefully.

Gem whooped beside me. “Hey!” She fidgeted excitedly in her seat.
“I have an idea. Let’s do Coachella every year. I mean, we’ve already
started it as a tradition, but it’s different now that it’s just you and
me. Let’s make it always just you and me. No matter the new friends
that enter our lives or how serious you and Nick get. You. Me.
Coachella. Every damn year.”

Warmth suffused me. “Definitely.”
Gem turned the volume back up on the radio. We drove for

another few minutes when she suddenly reached across to turn the
volume back down. Feeling her gaze, I looked at her. Her expression
was serious, sincere. “I love you, Bree-Bree. You’re my family. Family
is forever. I’m yours and you’re mine and nothing will ever change
that.”

—
e kept our promise, and no matter what was going on in our
lives, we got in a damn car and drove to Coachella, just the two

of us, until the year after I graduated.
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I’d never been to the festival since, and anytime I heard mention of
it on the radio or television, I felt a sharp pain in my chest. Harper had
brought up the idea of going once. After my grim reaction, she never
mentioned it again.

I tried never to think back to my times with Gem there, because I
was afraid of what I’d remember. Afraid to remember that once upon a
time we were two young women who loved each other as deeply as
sisters.

My knees buckled, a sob bursting out of me before I could stop it,
and I slid down the wet tiles of the shower, pulling my knees into my
chest. For the first time since my mom had called to tell me Gem had
died, I cried.

I cried as pressurized water bounced and rolled off my skin,
disguising my tears in the shower, unable, even when in private, to
admit, even to myself, that I was crying. Admitting that was like
admitting my guilt, and right then I couldn’t bring that guilt to the
surface. I was afraid if I did I’d never get to my feet again.

—
erhaps I chose this particular dress to be dry-cleaned in defiance.
It was the dress Nick’s mother—who once upon a time had loved

me like a daughter—had told me was inappropriate for the occasion.
I’d worn it to the dinner my parents had insisted we attend the night
before Gem’s funeral.

It was black, figure-hugging, with a conservative hemline tight
around my knees. There was a small split at the back of the knees, but
nothing risqué. I think what Mrs. Kane had found inappropriate about
the dress was the neckline. It was sweetheart-shaped and showed
cleavage. Problem was, I had boobs and plenty of them and I gave
good cleavage no matter how high or low a dress was cut. This dress
was supposed to be conservative.

My boobs didn’t know what the hell conservative meant.
Mrs. Kane had even side-eyed me at the funeral when I was

wearing a black dress with a Peter Pan collar. If she wanted to blame



anyone for my abundance of cleavage, she could blame my mom, who
could have been Dolly Parton’s long lost hippy daughter.

I noticed Mom didn’t get the side-eye at the funeral in her long,
floating bohemian dress with its revealing neckline. Not that Mom
owned any article of clothing that didn’t have a low-cut neckline.

The memory of Mrs. Kane’s distaste for me and this dress somehow
bolstered me. It tore through my grief and fired my anger. And I
needed my anger more than I needed any of the rest of it.

“You’re beautiful, Ava, but it’s not enough. You feel empty.”
Those words Nick had spoken to me so long ago still haunted me.

Still knifed through my gut. Then: because they hurt so much. Now:
because I’d never defended myself. Back then there had been a part of
me that believed the words were true.

Suddenly I remembered the Scot’s disdain for me all day. The way
he’d judged me because of how I looked. That defiance in me grew,
and as I readied myself to eat dinner alone, I rebelled by taking time
with my appearance. Yes, maybe a long time ago I’d relied on my looks
too heavily. But I was older and wiser now, and looking good wasn’t
about anyone else. Doing my makeup, slicking red matte lipstick
across my full lips, putting on three coats of mascara that made my big
jade green eyes pop, using my curling iron to create loose waves in my
long blond hair, pairing my black dress with black stilettos and their
signature red soles—all of it was for me. It was me saying, Screw all of
you. My physical appearance was just a small fraction of who I was. I
was more than a pretty bauble to hang on the tree of a man’s world.

Tears burned in the back of my eyes and I blinked them away as I
stared in the mirror. Years of moving on was not going to be
obliterated by a few days in Arcadia.

When I was feeling stressed or distressed, I would run. Run for
miles. Sweat it out. Let it all go. Running was my self-medication. But
I didn’t have my running gear with me and I was in an airport hotel.
Without my usual avenue of relief open to me, I decided getting out of
the hotel room would just have to do.

Armor on, I swiftly turned away from the mirror, grabbed up my
purse and key card, and left the room.

I made my way down to the hotel restaurant, giving the hostess a



blinding smile when she asked me if it was a table for one. “Yes,
please.”

The restaurant had a traditional look about it—dark wood
furniture, dark wood floors, and intimate low lighting. I stared straight
ahead, following the hostess to a small booth at the back of the
restaurant. Suddenly feeling as though I was being watched, the skin
on my neck prickled. Out of my peripheral vision I caught sight of a
table of businessmen staring in my direction and put the feeling down
to that.

“Is this okay? Or would you prefer a small table?” She gestured to
one in the middle of the room.

But I preferred the privacy of the small booth. I slid into it. “This is
great, thank you.”

She handed me a menu. “Your waitress, Emily, will be with you
shortly.”

I thanked her again and dropped my gaze to the menu. My stomach
grumbled loudly as soon as I saw filet mignon.

My waitress, a tall, willowy young woman with an English accent
appeared to take my drink order. I asked for champagne, because
screw it. After the week I’d had, I was treating myself to a goddamn
filet mignon and a glass of champagne. Or two.

As I sipped at my glass of bubbly, I pulled my phone out of my
purse and trolled through the work e-mails I wasn’t supposed to be
looking at until my return.

However, the skin on my neck continued to prickle, distracting me.
It wasn’t a wonder, then, when I felt someone approach my booth and
stand over me. Slowly I lifted my gaze, annoyance already heating my
skin when I found a tall, rangy guy in a business suit grinning down at
me.

“Dining alone?”
I didn’t reply and let my deadpan expression do the talking.
It didn’t deter him. “That is a diabolical sin.” His dark gaze drifted

down to my cleavage, which he blatantly ogled. My skin crawled. “I’m
Matt. Let me join you.”

In hell, maybe. “Matt, I appreciate the offer. But I just want to have
a quiet dinner alone. Thank you.” I dropped my gaze, returning my



attention to my phone.
It took him a second or two—I could almost feel his confusion—but

he eventually walked away and I breathed a sigh of relief. Dear old
Matt was likely thinking to himself, Why would a woman dress that
way if she wasn’t looking to grab a man’s attention? And that there
was one of the things still wrong with our society. There was this
obnoxious misconception that women only dressed well to attract a
mate. Hello! Some of us were just obsessed with clothes, shoes, and
makeup and liked to look good, you know, for ourselves. Shocker.

So I wasn’t at all taken aback when the feeling of being watched
didn’t dissipate with Matt’s retreat.

My toes curled inside my shoes with agitation as I felt another
person approach. This time he slid into the bench across from me in
my small booth. I lifted my gaze to the stocky blond guy who bore a
faint resemblance to a handsome Australian actor. Clearly, he thought
this made him irresistible, if the cocky, assured smile he shot me was
anything to go by. “Sorry about my friend Matt. I tried to tell him a
beautiful woman like you wouldn’t be interested in sharing a meal
with a guy like him. I came to rescue you instead. I’m Chuck.”

Of course he was. I stared through him stonily. “Well, Chunk—”
“It’s Chuck.”
“I don’t mean to be rude, but I couldn’t care less if your name was

Tallulah. Like I told your friend, I just want to eat alone. If you
wouldn’t mind . . .” I gestured for him to get out of the booth.

He leaned over the table, his blue eyes moving over me in a way
that made Matt’s staring feel benign. “I get it. You’re alone. You feel
vulnerable, a little defensive, but you don’t have to. I promise you I’m
a nice guy who just wants to share a meal with a pretty woman instead
of the assholes I’m on a business trip with.” He smiled.

I guessed I was supposed to melt now.
“Chuck.” I smiled sweetly and his eyes lit with triumph. “If you

don’t get your ass out of my booth, I’m going to scream bloody
murder.”

The grin promptly fled, replaced with astonishment. “There’s no
need to be rude.”

“I’m not the one who sat down at a table I wasn’t invited to sit down



at.”
“I think we’ve gotten off to—”
“Chuck. Get the hell out of my booth.”
Chuck flushed angrily and shuffled out of the booth, shooting me

one last glare before he marched back to his table.
My heart pounded in my chest, my fingers trembling slightly as I

reached for my glass. Confrontation was never fun. Some people might
think I was the one who had turned it into a confrontation by being
defensive—a bitch even—but I was watching these men from under my
lashes. They were laughing as another one of them stood up, grinning
my way, shrugging his suit jacket down as if readying for battle. So was
I a bitch? Or was I fully in my rights to feel defensive and wronged
when men treated me like prey?

Yes, I was absolutely within my rights.
I felt my stomach plummet as the next one began to walk toward

me. This was a game to them. To see which one of them broke me.
Deciding I’d rather eat in my room alone than endure their

assholery, I reached for my purse and began to shimmy out.
“Stay.”
My eyes flew upward at the familiar voice and a flip low in my belly

betrayed me.
The Bastard Scot towered over me for a second before he slid into

the bench opposite me. I could only stare at him, stunned. Somehow, I
still wasn’t used to how striking and pale those blue eyes of his were.
They held me fixed in their snare, and the hair on the back of my neck
stood up. Was he the one who had been staring at me? Was it his eyes
that made my skin prickle? Finally, able to relinquish my eyes from
his, my gaze drifted over him. He was wearing a white shirt open at the
collar, the sleeves rolled up to the elbow so his right sleeve of tattoos
was visible again. His blond hair looked a little darker and I realized it
was still wet from the shower he’d obviously taken.

The thought of him naked with water rolling down that fine body
made me flush hot, and I was more discomforted than ever that I
could be attracted to someone I did not like.

“Better this than me layin’ one of those assholes out, no?” he
suddenly said from his place opposite me.



My eyes flew over to the table of businessmen. The one who was
standing threw us a disgruntled look before slumping back into his
seat. His buddies shot my new companion displeased frowns.

I turned back to the Scot, utterly confused.
His expression was sour, and I realized why when he spoke. “My

presence will deter them. We’ll just pretend we’re at different tables.
But this way we can both eat in peace.”

Clearly I was putting him out so . . . “Why help me?”
“You might be a pain in the arse, but I wouldn’t let any woman be

harassed. And I owe you. I don’t like owing anyone. This way we’re
even.”

His words from earlier came back to me. “I hope you don’t expect a
thank you.”

The Scot’s lips twitched, as if desperate to smile at my teasing. He
got hold of that impulse, however, and didn’t reply. Instead, he sipped
the whiskey he’d brought over to the table with him.

Tension immediately sprung up between us as we sat looking
anywhere but at each other.

Really? We were supposed to sit there and ignore each other?
I rolled my eyes. “They’re not exactly going to be deterred if we look

like two strangers sharing a table.”
His gaze returned from its perusal of the room to meet mine.

“Believe me, they will.”
Considering how he dwarfed the booth, he was probably not wrong.

But . . . well . . . the thing of it was that he was doing a surprisingly nice
thing for me. I was weirdly not uncomfortable around him even
though he was obnoxious and rude, and I think—maybe because of my
physical attraction to him more than anything else—I wanted the
chance to discover that he did in fact have a redeeming quality.

“I’m Ava Breevort.”
“No one said anything about exchanging names.”
I sighed. “Okay. I could continue to think of you as the Bastard Scot

in my head, if you’d like.”
The look he gave me said he found me more than a little

insufferable. Well, hey, the feeling was mutual. Still, he answered,
“Caleb. Caleb Scott.”



“Why do men do that?”
“Do what?”
“Say their name followed by their name and surname. Is it just an

unconscious desire to be James Bond?”
“I’m already regretting this favor.”
Redeeming quality? Really, Ava? “Well, Caleb, I didn’t ask for the

favor and I didn’t need it. I don’t need some man to save me. I was
taking care of it myself.”

“You were leaving, you mean.”
The businessmen had returned their attention to their dinner and

one another. I shrugged. “If it had just been the one guy, I would have
stuck it out. But they were obviously gearing up to make this a game,
and I just wanted to eat in peace.”

“Why accept my help, then? Why not just get up and leave?” He
seemed genuinely curious about the answer.

“Not all men are assholes. I know that. But those that are fall into
different categories. You are an asshole but you’re not that kind of
asshole—” I gestured to the men who had bothered me. “That makes
you less of an asshole than they are and one I’m willing to put up with
so I can eat my medium-rare steak and not whatever dry lump of meat
resembling filet mignon they send up as room service.”

“Fair enough.” He took another sip of whiskey.
“So, what is it you do, Caleb?”
He raised an eyebrow. “Small talk?”
“I could keep insulting you instead, if you like?”
I thought I saw his lips begin to smile, but, again, he fought the

reaction. Hmm. “I’m the CFO of the UK division of Koto.”
Shocked by this information, I sought to clarify. “The tech

company?”
“The very one.” He gave me an arrogant, knowing smirk. “Didn’t

expect that, did you?”
“Honestly, no. That’s a pretty big job title you’ve got there. I heard

Koto is becoming a real competitor for some of the bigger tech giants.”
Caleb’s eyes glittered suddenly with a fierceness I’d understand

when he said, “We’re almost there. And we plan tae surpass them.”
“So you must enjoy numbers?”



“I’m good with numbers.”
I frowned. That wasn’t really an answer, but before I could remark

upon it he spoke. “What do you do for a living? Personal shopper?”
“Close.” I shrugged, not letting his snide tone get to me. “I’m an

interior designer.”
“Well, either you do very well or you’re a kept woman.”
My plans to not let him get to me flew out the window pretty

quickly. Why was the latter even a choice? Did I really say he was any
different from those other assholes in the restaurant? My mistake.
“Because I flew first class?”

He didn’t even flinch at my snarky tone. “Aye. That, the designer
shoes, and the diamonds in your ears and on your wrist.”

“Well, of course I’m a kept woman. And it’s not just one guy I
spread for cash. I’ve got three sugardaddies. Lucky girl, huh?”

Caleb rolled his eyes. “You take offense tae everything.”
“Everything you say is offensive.”
“Ah, there you are.” Emily suddenly appeared at the booth, looking

a little flustered as she eyed Caleb. “You switched tables.”
“Aye.” He held out his hand for his plate of food, which I noticed

was also the filet mignon.
“There you go. Can I get you anything else, sir?”
“No.” He immediately started to dig in without a thank you.
I looked up at Emily and she gave me a pained smile. “I’ll be right

back with your order.”
“Thank you so much.”
As she walked away, I eyed Caleb with a mixture of distaste and

longing. Distaste for him, longing for his steak.
My belly grumbled loudly and I quickly drank the rest of my

champagne. Caleb looked up from his plate, amusement in his eyes.
Amusement that made him five million times more attractive than the
haughty chill did. “Hungry?”

“Starving. Is it good?”
“Aye.” He grinned, one of wicked taunting, and took a huge bite.
Thankfully, Emily returned with my dinner before I could consider

stealing Caleb’s plate out from under him.
“Oh my God. Thank you,” I said, practically ripping it out of her



hands.
She laughed. “You’re welcome. Can I get you anything else?”
“Champagne, please.” I tapped my glass with my fork.
“Would you like a bottle instead?”
If I was going to get through dinner with an arrogant Scot, I was

thinking yeah. “Oh, yes, please.” I threw her a quick smile before I
started cutting through my filet. I squished pomme purée onto the fork
with the steak and rubbed it in the sauce before shoving a huge
mouthful through my parted lips.

I closed my eyes and groaned around the tasty beef. When I
swallowed, my eyes popped open in preparation for the next bite, but
instead of going directly to my plate they got stuck on Caleb’s.

He was staring at me with a forkful of food halfway to his mouth,
frozen, his features taut with tension while those ice eyes had melted
into blue pools of heat. My breath caught in my throat. “What?” I
whispered.

His eyes narrowed. “Do you always eat like you’re having an
orgasm, or is the show just for me?”

Blush blazed across my cheeks. “Excuse me?”
“On the plane with your coffee. Now here with the steak?”
My cheeks felt hot enough to cook on. Did I really do that? “I . . . I

just like coffee. And steak.”
What happened floored me more than his insinuation that I got the

same kind of pleasure out of food and coffee as I did from sex.
Caleb Scott grinned.
And it was not a wicked smile or an arrogant smirk. Just a wide,

amused grin that caused a strange flutter in my chest. “You really are
something else, babe.”

I had wanted to find something likable about him to feel better
about my physical attraction, but the sudden compression on my
chest, the feeling of breathlessness that I remembered from when I
first realized I had a crush on Nick, stunned me for a moment.

It scared me.
One moment of normality didn’t eradicate the last day of him being

a total prick to me. I frowned, busying myself with my food. “Don’t call
me ‘babe.’”



There was no response and we continued to eat in silence. When we
finished up, Emily returned to take our plates and offer us the dessert
menu.

“Thank you,” I said as she gathered the plates in her hands.
I waited for Caleb to follow suit and was not surprised when Emily

walked away without receiving a thank you from him.
“Why?” I took a huge gulp of champagne.
His eyebrows drew together. “Why what?”
“Why do you never say please or thank you?”
“I noticed years ago at work that my staff responded better tae me

when I stopped saying please and thank you and just started expecting
them to do a good job. It’s psychological.”

“One, that’s still shitty. But two, okay, that’s your staff and maybe
that really does work for you in the office. But you’re not in the office.
People are doing you a kindness and you don’t thank them.”

“They’re not doing me a kindness. They’re doing their bloody job.”
“True. So say you got a shitty waitress or crappy flight attendant . . .

you’re right. You shouldn’t thank someone when they’re doing a shitty
job. But none of these people today have been doing a shitty job. It’s
just good manners to thank them.”

“Why does it bug you so much?”
“It’s common courtesy. I know when I spend weeks, sometimes

months designing a space or a house, that it feels amazing when the
client thanks me. And it feels horrible when they don’t say anything.
You know they like it because they’ve called a national magazine to
have them photograph it or you see them plastering it all over their
social media showing it off. But they never said thank you or good job.

“Being underappreciated is like being a ghost. They know once
upon a time you were there, that you made a mark, but they already
stopped caring before you even said good-bye. That’s shitty. And
maybe being a flight attendant isn’t making someone’s home or office
a place they love to spend time in, and it’s not making sure a tech
company stays on the right path upward financially . . . but it’s making
sure someone who is afraid of flying, or is tired and grieving, has a
good flight at least. That they didn’t have to put up with obnoxious
service. The same with Emily tonight. She got our food out to us and



she did it with a smile. And we don’t know what kind of day Emily is
having. If those assholes over there have been giving her a hard time.

“So maybe a please or a thank you doesn’t seem much to you. But
I’m pretty sure that every time I say thank you to Emily—including the
thank you I’ll leave in my twenty percent tip—it helps her deal better
with the assholes who were rude to her while she stands on her feet for
a twelve-hour shift in the four-inch heels her boss insists she wear.”

I drew in a breath after my rant and sat back in my chair, waiting
for his sarcastic reply. It didn’t come. Instead, he just stared at me, his
expression inscrutable.

“What?”
His answer was to look at the menu. “Are you getting dessert?”
Would it have been wrong of me to pour my champagne over him?
Yes, yes, it would have. That didn’t mean I didn’t feel the urge. I

sighed and looked over the menu. “I am.”
We didn’t speak as we waited for Emily to return. “Dessert?”
“I’ll have the chocolate fudge cake.”
“Whipped cream or ice cream?”
“Ice cream, please.”
“Great.” She turned to Caleb.
He shook his head and handed her the menu. “Nothing for me.”
As Emily walked away, I frowned at my companion. There was a

possibility if I stuck around him any longer I was going to form
permanent wrinkles between my brows. “I thought you were eating
dessert. I wouldn’t have ordered if you weren’t.”

“Why not? Frankly, it’s refreshing that you eat steak and chocolate
cake.”

“I don’t normally. It’s a treat.”
“Because you’re grieving and tired?”
Stunned that he’d picked up on that and that he was curious

enough to ask, I attempted to shrug it off. “I’m not drunk enough to
talk about that.”

“Fair enough. But I’ll still wait with you while you have your
dessert.”

“Well, as begrudgingly as it is given, I’m grateful.” I snorted. “I’m
looking forward to that damn cake.”



This time there was no mistaking the male appreciation in those
spectacular eyes. “Aye. Me too.”

He was obviously referring to my reaction to eating good food. I
flushed and hoped he attributed it to a champagne blush. But if that
cocky smirk of his was anything to go by, he didn’t.

Oh boy.



S
Six

omehow after cake we still hadn’t left the table. After we’d paid
for dinner (separately!), Caleb said he needed another drink.
When I stood up from the booth to leave, he’d put a hand on my

lower back and led me to the bar.
I was so hopped up on sugar and bubbles that I followed,

completely bemused.
An hour later I was still sitting at the bar with this obnoxious

Scotsman I didn’t like very much, sharing my wisdom about life in
general and teetering over the edge into drunk. I was perfectly aware
of my surroundings, but all the snark and defensiveness had leaked
out of me as my alcohol consumption increased. Suddenly, I didn’t
hate Caleb. We were just different people, and just because you didn’t
agree with someone on everything didn’t mean he was a bad person.
Caleb had sat with me during dinner to stop other men from harassing
me, which was very thoughtful, I thought.

“It was thoughtful, Caleb,” I found myself saying.
He smiled at me over the rim of his third glass of whiskey, and I felt

that now familiar flutter in my stomach. God, he was handsome!
“What was, babe?”

And being called “babe” by him wasn’t so bad. When Harper called
me “babe,” I found it cute. I felt something a little different when Caleb
called me “babe.” “Sitting with me. Acting as a barrier between me and
those awful men. That was thoughtful. You can say it was you owing
me, but it was still thoughtful.”

“I thought you didn’t need me tae rescue you?”
“I didn’t. I don’t. That doesn’t mean I don’t appreciate the effort.”
His lips did that twitchy thing again. “Noted.”



“I mean, it has been such a shitty week. I just . . . I didn’t need guys
acting like their usual asshole selves and bugging me. Just because a
woman dresses nice”—I gestured to myself—“doesn’t mean she’s
advertising that she’s looking for a guy to take notice.”

“No, you’re right. It doesn’t. But it would be naive tae think that
some men dinnae still think that it does.”

“Oh, I know that. But I refuse to let misogyny and sexism and
sexually aggressive a-holes dictate what I put on my body and how I do
my makeup or my hair.”

“So this is all just for you?” Caleb waved a finger over the air in
front of me.

I scowled at him, momentarily forgetting I didn’t hate him
anymore. “Yeah, it is! This is my ‘Screw you, Nick!’ ‘Screw you,
everyone!’ Being pretty doesn’t mean being empty.”

Caleb lifted an eyebrow. “Who is Nick?”
I laughed bitterly. “Ah, the million-dollar question. Nick, Nick,

Nick. Nick Kane. He doesn’t like me very much. He used to. But he
stopped. He . . . he was married to my best friend, Gemma.” Tears
glittered in my eyes before I could stop them. “She died. Childbirth.
They struggled to get pregnant and then . . . God . . . she needed a C-
section and there were complications. She and the baby died.” I
brushed a tear away, sucking them back. “I went back to Arizona for
the funeral this week and, uh . . . I wasn’t welcome. It was a crappy
experience and, you know, burying my ex–best friend and all, my
expectations were already kind of low. But, shoot . . . those people
managed to take that experience and make it shittier than fleas on
shit. That, my friend”—I leaned toward him—“is a gift.”

Either I was getting really drunk or Caleb’s expression softened.
“I’m sorry tae hear that, Ava.”

“That’s the first time you’ve called me Ava instead of ‘babe.’ You’re
nicer than you let on.”

He scowled instantly. “I’m not nice.”
“Okay.” I leaned away from him and drank the rest of my

champagne. “You may not be nice, but I am grateful to you tonight.
This is the first time I’ve relaxed all week. It feels good.”

“Ava.”



“Mmm.”
“Ava, look at me.”
I looked at him.
Oh boy, he was so attractive. I wondered what those unshaven

cheeks would feel like between my thighs. “Hmm?”
And as if he read my thoughts, he leaned into me. The scent of his

sexy cologne made my senses prickle and tingle. “How drunk are you?”
“How drunk are you?”
“I’m not drunk but I’m not sober.”
I nodded. “I’m that too.”
“So if I ask you tae come up tae my room, I wouldn’t be taking

advantage?”
My breath faltered as I stared into those beautiful eyes of his. I tried

to remember how only a few hours ago I didn’t even like this guy. But
that was hard to remember when he was so yummy and Scottish and
talking to me in that accent. The only conclusion I could come to was
that I’d been feeling uptight and defensive earlier. Now . . . not so
much.

And I hadn’t had sex in a really long time.
Like a really, really, really long time.
Suddenly there was a tall Viking with a hot accent asking me up to

his room and I was not really sure I wanted to say no to that.
The tingle that was growing in intensity between my legs and the

tightness in my breasts also seemed kind of unsure that they wanted to
say no.

“You don’t even like me. You said you wanted me to hate you so I
wouldn’t want to sleep with you.”

His lips curled up at the corners. “I dinnae need tae like you tae
want tae have sex with you.” He leaned in, making my breath falter.
“And aye, I was going tae ignore the urge but it seems you keep getting
thrown in my way. And just because you dinnae like me either, babe,
doesn’t mean you dinnae want tae have sex with me tae.”

In that moment, I thought he was wrong. Not about the wanting to
sleep with him part, but the liking him part. He didn’t seem so bad.
And I wanted him. That in itself was unusual enough to make up my
mind. “I could come up to your room.”



“Just sex, Ava.”
“Oh, I don’t do relationships,” I assured him honestly, staring at his

beautiful mouth. “They just rip you open and eat your carcass and then
leave it there for some other animal to finish you off. If you’re smart,
you heal and you get your ass up out of those woods and make sure no
animal gets the chance to rip you back open. But I’m amenable to
having wild animal sex with you.” I reached up and ran my fingers
over the prickle of thick stubble on his face and whispered, “Will it
tickle my thighs?”

Caleb’s eyes flashed and I swear I heard him growl, before he
slapped a lot of cash down on the bar and got up off the stool. Then my
hand was in his, helping me off the stool, his fingers tightening around
mine as he marched us through the bar and down the lobby toward the
elevator.

Oh my God. I was really doing this. I couldn’t blame the alcohol,
because the world wasn’t spinning or anything and I felt totally aware
of what I was doing.

And very turned on.
My gaze drifted upward from Caleb’s black boots, to his black jeans,

to the white shirt that attempted and failed to make him look civilized.
Finally I settled on his strong profile. The proud, straight nose. The
bristles of his blond stubble that did nothing to hide the sharp angles
of his cut jawline. His full lower lip was so sensual it made me want to
nibble on it.

Feeling my intense gaze, he looked at me and I found myself falling
into those eyes. I’d never seen eyes like them. They were like wolf eyes.
He looked like he was going to eat me up, and I sucked in a breath.

I couldn’t remember the last time a guy had looked at me with such
sexual voraciousness that I welcomed. More than welcomed. I wanted
him to wreck me in the bedroom—give me so many orgasms that it
made up for the years of abstinence.

“You’re going to be as good at this as you look, aren’t you?”
His answer was a devastatingly arrogant grin as he pulled me none

too gently into the elevator and pushed me up against the wall as the
doors closed. He pressed his long, hard body against mine. “Never
fear, babe. I’m about tae ruin you.”



The elevator dinged and quite abruptly he hauled me out and down
the hall. I vaguely noted we were staying on the same floor, but Caleb
marched me in the opposite direction from my room.

He let go of my hand to let us into his room and I found myself
standing in the middle of a suite identical to mine.

The first thing he did was grab a remote control to lower the blinds
over the window facing the runway. Then Caleb turned to me and
studied me carefully for a moment. “Still sober?”

I swallowed hard, feeling more sober than I had downstairs. “Yup.”
“Still want this?”
There was a doubtful voice in the back of my head, the one that was

quickly sobering up, telling me to stop this nonsense. But my blood
was too hot and my inhibitions were down. I wanted sex. End of story.
I nodded. “Do you still want this?”

Caleb’s response was as straightforward as ever. He crossed the
distance between us, slipped his hands into my hair, and tugged me
toward him. His mouth slammed down on mine, his kiss hard, hungry,
needy—everything I couldn’t remember ever having.

I wrapped my arms around his waist, my fingers curling into his
shirt as I tried to match his ferocious kiss. His tongue swept against
mine and I groaned as lust shot through me, making my breasts tingle
and my belly tighten. I found myself being pushed toward the bed as
his large hands gently extricated themselves from my hair, slid down
over my breasts, the pads of his fingers just tickling the swell of my
cleavage. My nipples peaked against my bra as his fingers trailed down
my stomach and his hands gripped my waist. All the time he kept
kissing me.

I was jolted out of the kiss when he abruptly spun me around and
moved my hair out of the way of my zipper. “You have gorgeous hair.”

“Thanks,” I whispered, shivering as he tugged the zipper down on
the dress. He brushed the fabric away from my shoulders and I took
over, releasing my arms from the short sleeves and pushing it down
from my waist until it dropped to the floor. I stepped out of the fabric,
wobbling a little in my heels as I undressed.

I felt his breath on my neck as he dragged the back of his knuckles
down my spine. “Perfect,” he murmured.



Feeling hot—way too hot—I spun back around, reaching for him,
but suddenly he gripped my waist again. He lifted me up like I weighed
nothing and dropped me on the bed with a bounce. I made a little
squeak of surprise.

Caleb towered over me, his body tense, his features taut, his eyes
hot as they dragged over my body. I wore a matching black lacy bra
and underwear. Something flickered in his expression—something I
didn’t like—and he took a step back from the bed.

Confusion made me tilt my head. “Where are you going?”
He didn’t answer but a muscle ticked in his jaw.
Feeling vulnerable, I felt the snarkiness that had left me down in

the bar return. “I’m sitting on your bed in my bra and underwear.
Don’t be an asshole. Are we doing this or am I putting my dress back
on?”

And just like that, he grinned at me. God, the man gave mood
swings a new meaning! “Underwear off, babe.”

“Please.”
He shook his head. “Not even for sex.”
I rolled my eyes but reached for the clasp on my bra. I shimmied it

off and dropped it at his feet. I knew I had great boobs. Right now they
were swollen and my nipples were tight. I sat back on my hands, the
natural arch of my back thrusting my favorite assets out.

The Scot’s gaze devoured me. “Jesus,” he muttered.
The tingling between my legs worsened. “I’m going to assume that

means you like what you see.”
“Was it the hard-on that gave it away?”
My eyes lowered to where a bulge was straining the crotch of his

jeans. A fizzle of deep, gnawing need hit me in the gut. God, I hoped he
knew what he was doing because if so this was going to be delicious.

Caleb began unbuttoning his shirt with quick fingers, and my
mouth really did go dry as I watched him rip the damn thing off. Only
his left arm was covered in a full sleeve of tattoos, and the design
continued onto the muscular left pec. There was a solo tattoo at the
top of his right arm. Now I could see that above the modern soldier on
his left arm, there was a kilted soldier like the ones I’d seen depicted in
Outlander. The smoke above him gave way to a Spartan in among the



ruins of an ancient building with broken columns. The clouds of
smoke, debris, and ribbons of tattered material were drawn downward
from his shoulder and collarbone to his pec, where words on two
ribbons, one above the other, were tattooed. They read: “I don’t know
how I’m going to win. I just know I’m not going to lose.”

My eyes wandered over the muscles of his six-pack and those
broad, delicious shoulders to the other tattoo. It was of a skull sitting
on a huge black rose.

His large bicep flexed as he began to unbutton the top button of his
jeans. I licked my lips as I dragged my eyes back over to his muscled
stomach. Lust flooded me. “Oh dear God.”

Caleb’s smile was full of ego. “Did he finally answer your prayers,
babe?”

“Depends on what you’ve got in the pants.”
It was unclear who was more surprised by his sudden bark of

laughter, me or him. It made me smile, though. Laughter suited him.
He should laugh more. I grew steadily more turned on as I took in the
sight of him and thought of all that masculine beauty becoming mine.
Not that I dated, but when I did find myself attracted to a guy, he
usually had lean muscle rather than brawn.

But I wasn’t complaining about Caleb’s physique in the least.
My eyes dropped to where the Scot’s jeans, now open at the top,

hung low on his narrow hips, the hard-cut V of his obliques so
goddamn sexy I was about to self-combust.

“Please take those off now.”
“Always so well mannered.”
“Just take them off.”
His answer was to kneel down and quickly unlace his boots. Staring

at me, that arrogant heat in his eyes really far too attractive to be fair,
he kicked them off.

I physically shivered, shuddered even, at the sound of his zipper
cutting through the tense silence of the room. Caleb curled his thumbs
into the waist of his jeans and his boxer briefs (black, of course) and
shoved them down. He kicked them off too.

“Oh my.” I practically wheezed at the sight of his straining erection.
“That . . . well . . . that’s . . .”



“I think the word you’re looking for is ‘impressive.’”
“It seems a little unfair actually to all the other penises.”
Caleb’s grin this time was just all pure boyish amusement, and I

decided it was my favorite of his smiles so far. He reached toward me
and grabbed the heels of both of my shoes and slipped them off.

Every inch of me was a live wire, restless, too hot, sensitive. I never
knew it was possible to be so sexually hungry. I’d had great sex in the
past but I’d never felt like I might just explode at his first touch.

“We need to have sex. Now.”
Caleb placed his hands on my knees, his thumbs on the inside of

my legs, and he slowly coasted them upward.
“Oh boy.”
His lips twitched but he was too focused on his destination to really

smile. He reached the apex of my thighs but he kept going, his thumbs
meeting in the middle over the lace of my underwear. I gasped as he
pressed his thumbs down.

I immediately flopped back on the bed and let my legs fall open.
“Oh God, yes.”

“You keep calling me God, lass, and my ego might get out of
control,” he murmured.

“Your ego is already the size of Mars—nothing I say can make it any
worse.” My hips arched off the bed into his touch, but he only rubbed
his thumbs over me once more before he stopped. I lifted my head to
glare at him. “Why did you just stop?”

Caleb didn’t reply. He didn’t need to. I could see all patience had
fled his expression. Suddenly his fingers were brushing my lower belly,
curling into my underwear. He wrenched them down my legs. A little
huff of excitement escaped me.

Caleb’s eyes darkened. He moved over me, straddling me, his hands
braced at either side of my head. The heat of him engulfed me as he
stared into my eyes and smoothed his hand up my naked thigh.

“Caleb.” I breathed, any vulnerability I should have felt at lying so
small beneath this big stranger obliterated by the voracious need I felt
for him.

He reached between my legs, watching me with an intensity that
caused my breath to catch as I lifted my hips into his touch.



“You’re so beautiful.” He stopped teasing my clit and slid three
thick fingers into me. My inner muscles clamped around him in
desperate need. “You feel beautiful too.”

Something about the words didn’t sound like a compliment. “Your
tone suggests that’s a bad thing,” I gasped out.

“It is.” His gaze was suddenly calculated. “You think your beauty
gives you power over me. It doesn’t.” He thrust his fingers in and out
of me and my toes curled into the bedding.

“You are such an ass—Oh!” He caught my clit with his thumb again,
sending sparks of pleasure shooting through me.

“You were saying?”
I reached for him, laying my small hands flat against his hard chest,

and I stared him straight in the eye, attempting to push through the
fog of lust. “We don’t like each other. For a second I might have
thought otherwise in the glow of champagne. But we don’t. So let’s not
pretend that physical attraction isn’t the only reason I’m letting you
touch me right now. You think I’m beautiful and I think you’re hot and
that has power over both of us even though we’d rather it didn’t. So
stop being an imperious prick.”

For a moment he appeared pissed off. Then the anger melted. “True
enough.” He removed his hand and then gently took each of my wrists
in his hands and pinned them to the mattress at either side of my
head. I felt overwhelmed by the size of him. We were two people giving
in to the power of physical attraction, and in that we were even.

He wanted me just as much as I wanted him.
That I could deal with.
Caleb bent his head to mine, and that masculine, earthy scent

rushed over me, sending a new jolt of desire.
“I promised I’d ruin you, lass,” he murmured, and then kissed me.

His tongue pushed between my lips and slid over mine, dancing with it
in a dirty, deep, wet kiss. My hips pulsed toward him at the feel of his
hardness rubbing against my belly.

And then he was gone, taking his mouth from mine as his grip on
my wrists loosened. His fingers trailed teasingly down the soft skin of
my inner arm and down the sides of my breasts as he stopped to pay
attention to them.



His stubble scratched against my skin in the most delicious way as
my body writhed, bucking off the bed. I wrapped my arms around his
shoulders, stroking his hot, smooth skin. My fingers curled tightly into
the longer section of his hair as he paid lavish attention to my breasts.
He brought me to the edge of orgasm and then stopped, kissing them
sweetly.

“Caleb.” I groaned, tugging on his hair.
He reached for my hands, gripped my wrists, and slammed them

back above my head. Then his lips were moving down my stomach, his
tongue licking my belly button, before moving south. My lower belly
rippled as his mouth neared closer to where I wanted it the most.

My legs fell open, inviting him in. I heard his grunt of satisfaction
seconds before his tongue touched me.

Need slammed through me and my hips pushed into his mouth. He
gripped them, pressing them back to the mattress, and then he truly
began his torture.

As his thick stubble scratched and tickled my thighs, he suckled. He
studied my body, my reactions, and just when I was about to reach
blinding satisfaction he’d lift his head and press a sweet kiss to my
inner thigh.

I cried out in frustration. “You are a bastard.”
Caleb’s grip on my hips became almost bruising.
And then his tongue was back. I shuddered, but it still wasn’t

enough. Hearing my whimpers, the Scot introduced his fingers into
the equation.

“Caleb!” I jerked against him. “Yes, yes! Don’t stop!”
Cool air blew over me suddenly as he got up off the bed. I glanced

up in confusion, wondering what the hell he was trying to do to me!
My body relaxed when I saw he was pulling a condom out of the wallet
in his jeans. His eyes ate up the sight of me sprawled naked on his bed
as he readied himself.

“Are you done?”
“So impatient.” Laughter trembled in his voice as he moved back up

onto the bed, moving over me with intent. His lips brushed mine,
softly, sweetly, surprising me, and then he pushed up onto one hand



and curled his other around my thigh, opening me . . . and he thrust
inside me.

Hard.
I gasped his name in pleasured pain. Our eyes held as my breath

scattered as he moved inside me, the feel of him so perfect it electrified
my lower spine. I whimpered and he let go of my thigh only to lift my
legs so my hips and ass came up off the bed. His large hands held the
back of my thighs, holding me at this angle as he got up on his knees.
And then he powered hard into me.

And something happened.
He seemed to hit this sensitive part inside of me I’d never felt

before and my whole body was seized with this incredible pleasure. I
wasn’t aware of anything but the heat flushing through me, of the feel
of Caleb’s hot skin and hard muscle beneath my hands.

He kept hitting that spot until I wasn’t cognizant of anything. I
knew I was saying words but they were incoherent even to me. I heard
his grunts, I heard my whimpers, I smelled his cologne and his sweat
mingling with mine and my perfume.

But it was all a blur against the coiling bliss building inside of me.
And then I splintered, shattered apart, exquisite pleasure

undulating through me. “Caleb!” I cried, my eyes fluttering closed as it
rushed through my entire body, its focus in my center. The sensation
was so sexy, so raw, I never wanted it to end. It felt like it was never
going to end. Caleb’s hips stilled. And then his lower body seemed to
shudder long and hard against me.

I lay stunned, limp, as Caleb grunted and buried his face in my
neck. Our chests rose and fell against each other as we tried to catch
our breath. I remembered the look on his face as he came. His gritted
teeth, his flushed skin, the dazed lust in his wolf eyes.

God, that was hot. It made me curl my fingers in his hair to tug his
head up. I kissed him, sweet, deep, wet, loving the scratch of his short
beard. He kissed me back, and I rolled until I was on top of him. His
hands caressed my back, my hair, my ass as we kissed, and I pressed
against him, needing more, wanting him ready again.

Not too long later he was, and I explored him and the raw
masculinity that fascinated me despite myself.



The desperation of our need eased by our first time, I dragged my
nails down his hard stomach as I rose up and down on him and felt my
power over him. The power he hated that I had over him.

It felt good.
Whatever satisfaction he saw in my face made Caleb climax first,

and as his hips bucked beneath mine he tipped me over the edge, and
we came together.

We stared at each other for a moment, two strangers who had just
shared something extraordinary, and I felt the moment reality
returned.

I’d just had sex with a man I didn’t even like.
And he’d had sex with a woman he didn’t even like.
Somehow I didn’t think that was such a big deal to him, but it was

to me.
Even more so that it had been so physically epic.
With the ache in my body now satisfied, the heat of pleasure

dissipated and I felt cold. I eased off him and he let go of my hips so I
could slip off the bed. I grabbed my clothes from the floor around the
bed and disappeared into the bathroom.

Misery overwhelmed me, and I wondered how I could go from
enjoying the most pleasure I was sure any woman had ever felt to
feeling wretched with myself. Disappointed in myself.

And wondering how the hell I could get out of there without losing
face.

I took my time until I panicked that maybe he thought I was trying
to stick around.

However, when I stepped out of the bathroom, Caleb was lying
sprawled with the sheets over him, his arms above his head, his lips
parted slightly, and his eyes closed.

The asshole had fallen asleep.
“Caleb?”
He didn’t even twitch.
I stepped closer to the bed. “Caleb?” I shook the mattress a little.
Still nothing.
Wondering if he was pretending to sleep as an immature way to get

rid of me, I held my finger under his nose. The lack of movement from



him and the steady, even breaths he took convinced me he was asleep.
Relief moved through me. I slipped on my shoes, studying the potently
beautiful and masculine man lying in bed.

It was the kind of sex I would never forget, even if I had been
getting sex regularly.

And I decided right there and then to get over myself. So what if I
didn’t like Caleb? Being attracted to someone I didn’t like didn’t make
me a bad person. It made me human. And you know what? For a
couple of hours everything had been simple and good.

Knowing he was asleep, I approached him quietly and
acknowledged that if he was clean shaven he’d look almost boyish in
his sleep. I wanted to kiss that pouty mouth one last time, but I was
afraid it would wake him.

“Thank you,” I whispered. “I’d never say this if you were awake
because . . . well, we both know you’re an asshole . . . but I needed this.
It’s . . . it’s been a shitty week. And this was nice. Uncomplicated.
Thanks for being just the guy I could have sex with.” I smiled. “And
thanks for living up to my grand expectations. Not that you need your
ego stroked.”

I turned and moved across the room, grabbing my purse off the
floor. Then I stopped and looked back at him, sleeping peacefully.
“And P.S. You win when you realize that anyone can hurt you, even
those you never expect it from. Once you know that . . . you’ll never be
knocked off your feet long enough to lose.”

As I slipped out of the hotel room, I knew deep down I hadn’t said
those words to a sleeping man who couldn’t hear them. I’d said them
to myself. Because as much as I didn’t like the bastard . . . he’d
somehow still taken something from me in there, and I couldn’t have
that.

Even though he had slipped past my defenses, I needed the
reminder that it didn’t mean I could trust him.



A
Seven

lthough I had to get up early to catch my flight, I woke up
feeling refreshed, realizing I’d slept better than I had in ages. I
didn’t walk away from Caleb filled with regrets and I didn’t

overanalyze. I truly appreciated our one-night stand for what it was: a
major stress reliever. As soon as I’d gotten back to the room, I’d
passed out on my bed, out like a light.

The overthinking came the next morning while I was in the shower.
It wasn’t so much overthinking or regret as really the wish that I
hadn’t said as much as I had about Nick and Gem. I wasn’t so drunk
the night before that I couldn’t remember every second of it. I didn’t
mind my inhibitions being lowered enough for me to have sex with
Caleb, but I did mind that they’d been lowered enough for me to talk
about Gem’s death. Reassuring myself that it wasn’t a huge deal
because I’d never see Caleb again, I was suddenly hit with harsh
reality. I would see Caleb again. He was on my freaking flight to
Boston.

I really, really hoped we would not be sitting next to each other.
“Awkward” didn’t even cover it.
Still, it wasn’t worth getting worked up about, so I attempted to

shrug that niggle off my shoulders and sweep away the nervousness in
the pit of my stomach. To my relief, I didn’t see Caleb in the hotel as I
checked out and headed along the walkway to the airport.

The more I thought about my epic sexcapades with the Norse God
(in my head I allowed myself to call him that because, seriously, the
man had found my G-spot), the chirpier I became despite my anxiety
over seeing him again. I had not once in my life engaged in a one-night
stand, but it would seem that I did it perfectly. I chose a seriously sexy



O

(if unlikable) man to sleep with, he gave me the best sex of my life, and
the cherry on top of the icing on that cake? He was from an entirely
different continent, and after this flight I would never see him again in
my life.

“What you grinning about, girl?” the cheery security personnel said,
smiling at me as I handed her my passport and ticket.

I hadn’t even realized I was smiling. I lied, “I’m happy to be going
home.”

“Well, you have a nice flight,” she said, handing my documents
back to me.

“Thank you,” I returned sincerely. Seriously . . . good manners did
matter.

And positivity really did attract positivity.
After I got through security, which was heaving with people—even

the fast-track line for first and business class—I strolled into the busy
terminal, heading for the nearest coffee cart. Miracle of miracles, there
was only one guy in front of me, and soon I was holding a grande
macchiato in my hand, relieved to be going home, and feeling so
sexually satisfied that I thought maybe the universe was looking out
for me after all. Last night with Caleb had been a much-needed
diversion. Thanks, Universe. I owe you one.

—
nly a short time later, reality intruded far too quickly and I
wondered if the universe and I really were on such good terms

after all. It was awkward seeing Caleb again.
I looked down at him, sitting in the aisle seat adjacent to my aisle

seat in the first-class cabin. His eyes pierced me as he sat there with
his food tray out and his laptop open at the ready. Today he wore a
black henley, sleeves rolled down, with dark blue jeans and biker
boots.

“Excuse me,” an annoyed voice said behind me. I turned to see that
while I was staring at my one-night stand, there was a line building up
behind me.



“Sorry.” I moved to the overhead bin above my seat and had just
bent down to pick up the carry-on when it was out of my hands and up
into the bin. I blinked in confusion at finding Caleb standing so close
beside me that our bodies brushed.

He looked displeased that we had to share another couple of hours
together.

Well, why help me with my carry-on, then? I dropped down into
my seat. As soon as he was seated, I said through the line of moving
people, “You knew we’d be on this flight together, so I don’t know what
the dirty look is for. Why are you going to Boston anyway?”

“Why are you?”
“I live in Boston.”
“Koto’s North American division is based out of Boston. I have a

meeting there.”
“If your meeting is in Boston, what the hell were you doing in

Phoenix?”
“It’s called a layover.” He smirked and turned back to his laptop.
“Ha ha ha.” I glared at him. “Your wit is unparalleled.”
Caleb shot me an assessing look. “You seem awfully upset I’m on

this flight, considering you were fully aware I would be.”
“You have to admit, it is a little awkward.”
“Facing your sins, you mean?”
“Actually, yes.” I lifted my chin haughtily, my voice lowering as I

lied, “I can be forgiven, however, because I was drunk.”
Indignation claimed his features. “You were as sober as I was. You

regret it, fine. But own your actions.”
I stiffened at the derision in his voice and realized he was right. The

truth was, I didn’t want to feel vulnerable around him, and that was
pretty much how I was starting to feel. The lie had slipped out as a
defense. “Fine, I wasn’t drunk.”

When no response was forthcoming, I side-eyed him and saw he
was working on his laptop, ignoring me once again.

Sighing to myself, I pressed the power button on my e-reader,
determined to ignore him for the duration of the flight. At least it was
a short flight.

“Excuse me.”



I glanced up at the smooth voice to find a guy around my age
looking down at me.

“I’m in the window seat.”
“Oh, of course.” Unlike Caleb yesterday, I got up out of my seat to

let the guy in.
“Thank you.” He flashed me a flirtatious, charming smile. “Must be

my lucky day.”
Normally I’d just wave a comment like that off, but I was too aware

of the Scottish bastard, and I wanted him to know I was just as
unaffected by our one-night stand as he was. “Some guys have all the
luck,” I joked affably, hoping it came off as charming versus conceited.

The guy chuckled, moving past my seat and into his. He wore a suit
that fit him so perfectly it had to be tailored. He hunched over a little
in the space to shrug out of the suit jacket.

“Would you like me to take that, sir?” A flight attendant appeared
at my side.

“Yes, please.” He handed the jacket to her. Handsome. Check. Well
mannered. Check.

Not that I was interested, but it was safe to say today’s seatmate
was a step up from yesterday’s already.

“Could you take mine?” I began unbuttoning the red peplum jacket
of my suit. I’d had the hotel dry clean it too.

“Of course, madam.”
Ugh. Madam. I missed the days of being a “Miss.” Still, I smiled

gratefully as I handed it to her with a thank you.
I slid back into my seat well aware of my new companion’s eyes on

the black silk cami I wore tucked into my skirt. Turning to him, I gave
him a small smile, which he returned. The guy had dark chocolate
brown eyes, long sooty lashes any woman would have killed for, and a
smooth Rob Lowe circa St. Elmo’s Fire look about him, minus the hair.
This guy’s hair was thick, dark, and waved so perfectly back from his
forehead he had to be using product. And a very expensive barber.

I took in the crisp white shirt he wore along with the dark blue silk
tie he was currently loosening. He had a slim, athletic build, more to
my usual appeal than the man across the aisle from me. Yet he was
doing nothing to my hormones. Which, as it turned out, was a good



thing. My gaze snagged on his left hand as he tugged on the knot of his
tie.

There was a white band around his ring finger.
The jerk had removed his wedding ring.
Between the one-night stand on my right side and this ass on my

left, I was beyond exasperated.
“I’m Hugh.” He held out his hand to me.
I shook hands, even though I was quietly cursing him in my mind. I

didn’t understand guys who got married if they had no intention of
staying faithful. “Ava.”

“A beautiful name for a beautiful woman.”
Ugh, he wasn’t even original. “Thank you.”
I thought I heard a grunt across the aisle, but I ignored it.
“You live in Boston?” Hugh asked.
He was giving me good eye contact, so much so it was like he was

deliberately trying not to look anywhere else.
“I do. You?”
“Yes. Arlington Street.” He said it pointedly, with more than a hint

of pomposity.
God, the guy lived across the Common from me. And he was

basically telling me he had lots of money.
I don’t need your money, pal. There was no way I was telling him

he could find my place just a ten-minute walk from his. “Nice.”
“We like it.”
Bingo. “We?”
“Uh . . .” He gave me another charming smile. “I have a dog.”
Did he just refer to his wife as a dog? “Oh, breed?”
“French poodle.”
I raised an eyebrow and Hugh gave a little self-deprecating laugh.

“She was actually my ex-wife’s, but when she left me she also left La
Roux.”

A laugh bubbled up out of me before I could stop it. “She named the
dog La Roux? And your name is Hugh.”

He chuckled. “She had quite the sense of humor.”
Past tense. Really?
Okay, so there was the small possibility that this guy was recently



separated . . . but my gut told me otherwise. Or maybe that was just
my cynicism.

Thankfully, before my distaste started to show, the flight attendant
arrived to offer us something to drink. I almost flinched at the sight of
the champagne and opted for a water. Out of the corner of my eye I
saw Caleb working away on his laptop.

The jerk didn’t even care some other guy might be flirting with me,
and honestly . . . I didn’t want to flirt with this leech just to make a
point to Caleb when I’d never see him again after this flight.

“You know, I think I’m going to use the restroom before we take
off,” Hugh said.

“Sure.” I got up out of my seat to let him out, and this time he did
let his eyes drag down my body.

Not so well mannered after all.
“Excuse me.”
I turned to see the flight attendant behind me and stepped back to

let her past, only for my ass to bump into the guy behind me. I spun
around, my cheeks flushed as I met Caleb’s gaze. “Sorry.”

He stared back, deadpan. “I’m familiar with having your arse in my
face, babe. It’s not a problem.”

Thankfully, he had no one beside him to overhear. Still, I leaned
down so none of the other passengers could hear me, and a
pleasurable but traitorous tingle of awareness shot through me as our
noses almost touched. “Well, treasure the memory, Scotty Boy.”

He gestured to the restroom beyond us, his expression neutral.
“Planning on giving Vanilla there a look at it tae?”

“It’s a nice ass—it would be a shame to keep it to myself,” I taunted,
and the dark look he cut me made my breath catch.

“A pain in the arse, aye. But I didn’t take you for being
manipulative or a game player. But I guess what you said last night
was right. Nobody really knows anybody else enough tae really trust
them.”

My breath caught and I straightened, needing distance from him.
“You were awake.”

“Aye, I was awake.”
I decided to ignore the fact that he’d heard me say something so



personal and so revealing and went with being pissed that he’d
deliberately pretended to be asleep. “You didn’t need to pretend to be
asleep to get rid of me. I was leaving anyway.”

He shrugged. “It made it easier, though, right? No awkwardness.”
I moved back to my seat. I’d been planning on standing until Hugh

returned from the restroom, but I didn’t want to be near Caleb. As
soon as I sat down, Caleb shut his laptop and swung the table out of
his way to stand up. I tensed, wondering what he was planning on
doing, but he ignored me and stood in the aisle.

Despite myself, my eyes drifted to his ass, and I remembered
rolling around in bed with him last night and feeling every finely
crafted detail of his body. I was shocked by the bolt of longing and
mourning that hit me in the chest as I realized I was disappointed I’d
never get the chance to feel his lips on mine again.

The man could kiss.
And I didn’t mind the scratch of his short beard. There was

something so erotically masculine about it.
The sound of the restroom door opening brought my gaze up and I

watched as Caleb strode toward Hugh as he came out of it. Instead of
giving him space to pass, Caleb knocked his big shoulder into him,
making him stumble.

“Sorry,” Hugh mumbled, looking up.
Why was he apologizing?
Caleb didn’t apologize. No, Caleb cut him a look so chilling, I

shivered. Then he disappeared into the restroom, having to duck and
maneuver his large body in there.

“Whoa.” Hugh was suddenly at my side, wearing a wide-eyed look.
“Big guy. Scary guy.”

I nodded and got out of my seat.
“Wouldn’t want to get on the wrong side of him.” He laughed as he

slid by me.
Apparently, you already did, I thought, disoriented by the idea.

Did it bother Caleb that I couldn’t care less about our one-night stand?
Why would it? He was the one who’d pretended to be asleep so I could
sneak out and avoid any awkwardness.

Hugh talked about his work as a lawyer in Boston, but I was only



half listening. I was too aware of the guy in the restroom. I looked out
for him in my peripheral vision as he stepped out of the bathroom, and
suddenly I remembered that Caleb was afraid of takeoff and landing.

I shouldn’t care.
I really, really shouldn’t care.
Dammit.
“So, maybe when we get back in Boston, Ava, you and I could meet

for drinks or dinner?” Hugh asked as Caleb returned to his seat. I shot
Caleb a look and found him staring back at me in derision.

I gave him a dismissive look and turned to Hugh. And in a not so
quiet voice I responded, “I don’t date married men.”

He looked stunned. “Married? I’m not—Why would you—?”
“You slipped your ring off while you were taking your jacket off,

right?” I guessed.
He flushed guiltily, giving himself away.
“Yeah. There’s a white ring of skin where your band usually sits.

Oh, and your pickup lines are awful.” I gave him a wide, carefree smile
and slipped out of my seat.

Crossing the aisle, my e-reader in hand, I began easing my way past
Caleb’s legs.

“What the hell?” He pulled his laptop toward him as I clambered by
his knees and fell into the seat beside him.

“Don’t say a word.” I glared into his scowling face. “This doesn’t
mean anything. You are just currently the lesser of two evils, and do
not tell me you wouldn’t rather have me beside you to annoy you and
distract you during takeoff.”

Caleb glared at me. “I dinnae need you.”
Inwardly I flinched. Outwardly, I smirked. “Yeah, you do.”
He sighed and glanced over at Hugh, who was staring at us in

confusion. Caleb turned to me, his upper lip curled in a sneer.
“Realized he was married, did you?”

“I saw the white band on his finger the moment he sat down.”
“I saw him slip it off as soon as he saw you.”
“And if I hadn’t noticed it, were you planning on sharing that

information?”
Ducking his head toward mine, Caleb put on a patronizing



expression. “I’m not your rescuer, babe. You want tae screw a
slimeball, that’s your business.”

“Oh, don’t worry. Last night I made my quota on slimeballs.”
He shrugged and sighed. “Guess I walked intae that one.”
One of the flight attendants interrupted us to announce that we

were readying for takeoff. Caleb put away his laptop and stowed his
tray table.

“So . . .” I shifted uncomfortably. “You heard everything I said last
night?”

“You mean the part about me living up tae your grand
expectations?”

I covered my eyes with my hand. “I blame it on being under the
influence of endorphins. Postorgasmic chitchat.” I removed my hand
and frowned. “That means it doesn’t count.”

“Oh, it counts.” He bent his head toward mine, eyes drifting over
my face, to land on my mouth. “And I’m thinking you sitting here
means you’re after more of the same when we get tae Boston.”

I jerked back from him in denial. “Uh, no. When we land in Boston,
it is the last time we ever see each other. I’m not going to sit here and
lie that last night wasn’t great sex—”

“Fantastic sex.”
I flushed, pleased that he thought so. “Okay, fantastic sex. But I still

don’t like you.”
His expression chilled. “So? I still don’t like you either. Doesn’t

mean I dinnae want tae sleep with ye again.”
“You weren’t of that opinion when you pretended to be asleep.”
Caleb grinned, and I hated how that flash of smile sent a ripple

through my belly. “That really bugged you, eh? And that was last night.
I’d just had you and didn’t expect tae want you again. Now that you’re
here, though . . .” His eyes trailed down to my breasts and on down to
my crossed legs. “Aye, I wouldn’t mind another go.”

Incredulity and fury raged through me. “Another go? Another go?”
His lips trembled with laughter. “Poor word choice?”
“You’re a pig. Last night I got what I needed and I don’t want to go

there again.”
In answer, Caleb bent his head until his lips gently brushed my ear



and he whispered, “Liar.”
I shivered, my breasts tightening at the mere caress of that mouth

near my skin. His laughter warmed the skin at my neck and I whipped
my head around until our lips were inches apart. “You are a cocky son
of a bitch.”

“Aye.”
“Boston is filled with beautiful women. They’ll be happy to see to

you. I’m sure that accent gets you pretty far here.”
“It usually does. It’s not my first trip tae Boston.”
Of course, I was just one in a long line of American women. My jaw

locked with annoyance and I couldn’t help glaring at him.
Something flickered in his gaze, and I really hoped it wasn’t

triumph, because I would swing for him if it was. And then his lips
were back at my ear. “I can’t remember the last time any of them felt
as good as you did, though, Ava.”

Heat flushed through me as I remembered just how good he felt. I
licked my suddenly dry lips and somehow managed to turn to look him
in the eyes. Leaning in, I brushed my lips over his, a barely-there kiss
that made them tingle deliciously. “Like I said, Caleb . . . treasure that
memory.” I sat back in my seat, staring defiantly at him.

Instead of blasting me with a dirty look like I’d half expected, he
gazed at me with something new in his eyes. Something almost like
respect. Then he seemed to remember where we were and he looked
around, realizing we were already in the air.

His beautiful gaze bored into me with a thoroughness that made me
tense. “Looks like I owe you again.”

I shook my head. “We’re not going to be around each other long
enough for you to pay up.”

Hearing the sincerity in my words, Caleb finally nodded. “Your
loss.”

Despite the niggling voice in my head that told me I was an idiot for
not taking him up on his offer for another go-around of guilt-free best-
sex-ever, I stared determinedly at my e-reader.

Minutes of silence stretched between us as Caleb got his laptop
back out and started to work. I couldn’t concentrate on my book. I
started to stew over the fact that I couldn’t deny I did feel a sense of



longing for this guy. Did I really need to like him to have sex with him?
Really? Wasn’t sex just sex?

I glanced at his hands typing away on his laptop and flushed,
remembering how skillful those fingers were. I could feel myself giving
in.

Just as I opened my mouth to tell him so, he spoke first. “Stop
worrying yourself over there. Like you said, there’s plenty of beautiful
women in Boston. I won’t go lonely.”

Arghh!
My fingers bit around my e-reader to the point I was afraid I might

crack the screen. He was horrible.
Just horrible!
And I had had sex with him.
“I hope it falls off,” I muttered.
“What?”
I gave him a blinding smile. “I hope they fall all over you.”
“You said, ‘I hope it falls off.’”
“Did I?” I shrugged innocently. “Slip of the tongue.”
“Aye, if I remember correctly you’re good at that too.”
I glowered at him, scowling harder as I felt the seat shake with his

laughter.
Bastard. Scot.



S
Eight

o . . . what you’re telling me is that you had sex for the first time
in seven years with a hot stranger who talks like a guy out of
Outlander?” Harper asked.

Hiding a smile at the shock on her face, I nodded casually.
She leaned forward from her curled-up position on my couch to

say, “Are you kidding around or not? Because I’m starting to think
not.”

“I’m not kidding around.”
“You slept with a hot Scottish stranger at O’Hare?”
“Yup.”
Harper broke out into a massive grin. “You know you were pretty

much my hero before this, but you just upped the hero worship by a
hundred and ten percent.”

“Because I slept with a stranger?”
“Uh, correction—you had sex with a kilted Highlander.”
I burst into laughter. “They don’t all go around wearing kilts and

swords, you know. I’m guessing most of them stopped doing that
about a few hundred years ago.”

“You know what I mean!” she cried, bouncing up off the couch and
making my heart leap into my throat at the way her wine sloshed
around in her glass. “Just when people think they have you figured
out . . . boom! You do something completely out of character.” She
raised her glass precariously again and rolled her eyes at me when she
noticed my wince. “Which is a nice vacation from coaster girl.” She
placed the wineglass down on a coaster and took her seat again.

I sighed. “What is so wrong about not wanting to leave ring marks
on my furniture?”



“I could say something dirty to that but I’m going to refrain.”
“Talk about shocking,” I teased.
Harper rolled her light gray-blue eyes again and shook her head. “I

can’t believe you had a one-night stand.”
“Not just any one-night stand. An epic one-night stand.” I could

admit that to my best friend. We told each other everything. People
were often surprised by my friendship with Harper. I was thirty years
old, slightly conservative, reserved with most people, well educated
and, yes, I could admit it, a bit overly organized. Nothing in my
apartment was out of place . . . or on me either. Even lounging at home
with Harper, I wore yoga pants and an off-the-shoulder blouse.
Makeup on and hair done. I didn’t own a pair of jeans.

Harper, on the other hand, was twenty-six years old, and had very
short platinum blond hair that was cut close at the sides and left long
on top so she could style it. Some days she styled it into a sharp, messy
quiff, other days in a softer one with a retro vibe. The cut did not at all
detract from my friend’s femininity—it just gave her an edge. She had
soft features—pert nose, full lips, wide eyes, and long lashes. Then
there were her dimples. Every time she laughed or smiled, these
adorable dimples flashed in her cheeks. Harper was multifaceted in
many ways. Looks-wise, when she was straight-faced and staring at
you with those soulful big eyes, she was downright beautiful and
striking with her daring haircut. But when she smiled, she was
absolutely cute as a button.

In her right ear were multiple piercings. As a pastry chef in one of
Boston’s best restaurants, she wore only studs and tiny hoops. Three
close-to-the-skin hoops on the bottom and then five studs up along the
cuff of her ear, each a different-colored stone that winked and sparkled
when the light caught it. In her left ear was only a hoop and a stud.

Right now, on her day off, she wore gold rings on nearly all her
fingers, some that sat below the knuckle and others above.

I thought of Harper as a glamorous punk. She liked edgy, but she
liked her edginess to glitter and sparkle. Today she wore skinny jeans
that were ripped at the knees, biker boots, and a cropped T-shirt
covered in rose gold sequins that reflected light everywhere she
turned.



She was the most beautiful person I’d ever met—on the inside as
well as the outside—but because of her past she had a hard time
believing it. Yet it was exactly because of her past that I admired her so
much. Harper had been through the unimaginable and yet she didn’t
let it affect who she was. Someone outspoken, opinionated, open-
minded, brave, loyal, and determined. She’d left home at eighteen with
very little money, had been just a step up from homeless when I met
her . . . and now she was the pastry chef in the only Michelin-star
restaurant in Boston.

“Ava? An epic one-night stand?”
“Huh?” The sound of her voice pulled me out of my musings.
“Why are you looking at me like that?”
I shrugged. “I just missed you.”
She gave me a sad smile, her dimples appearing and disappearing

so quickly it was almost like I’d imagined them. “I wish I’d gone with
you.”

Thinking about my trip back to Arizona made me want to curl up in
a dark room and not leave for a good long while. Instead, I shrugged it
off with a joke. “And have you cockblock me? No, thanks.”

Harper chuckled. “I wouldn’t have.”
“He would have taken one look at you and forgotten me entirely.”
She snorted. “Okay. Yeah. Sure.”
“No, really.” I studied her, thinking I wasn’t wrong. “You are

probably more this guy’s type.”
“How so?”
“Uh . . . he looked like something off that show . . . Vikings. He was

covered in tattoos. And his hair was a guy version of yours.”
Her lips parted in shock. Again. “No. Way.”
“Yes way.”
“Not exactly your type.”
“Nope. And I wasn’t his. We didn’t even like each other,” I

admitted. “He was so rude and obnoxious, had no manners . . .”
“But . . . ?”
I huffed in exasperation. “My body disagreed with me. I can’t

explain it . . . the attraction was inexplicable but explosive and . . . he
found my G-spot.”



Amazement brightened Harper’s eyes. “He sounds like a god.”
“A Norse god. A bastard. An asshole. But the man sure knows what

he’s doing in the bedroom.”
“Do you think we could find him and have him teach Vince about

the G-spot thing?”
I raised an eyebrow. “I thought you and Vince were good?”
Vince was the guy Harper had been dating for the last two months,

which was a long time for her. Like me, she didn’t trust people easily.
Plus, her job might sound fancy, but it entailed a lot of long hours and
none of the men she’d met so far had been able to deal with the fact
that Harper’s job came first. Vince was different. He was a drummer in
a local band that had found some success playing bars and clubs all
over Massachusetts. He seemed to understand her dedication and
admire it. I liked him.

“We are and the sex is good . . . but G-spot? I’ve only met one guy
who found that.” She wiggled her fingers suggestively.

I laughed and blushed a little. “He didn’t find it with those.”
She gasped. “Oh my God . . . how . . . what?”
I buried my face in my hands, embarrassed but amused. “I’m not

giving you details.”
She understood the muffled words and cried, “I need details!”
“Oh Lord.” I dropped my hands and looked up at the ceiling, unable

to meet her gaze. “He—he—”
“Stop stuttering. He what?”
“He just . . . he positioned me . . . you know, at an angle, and,

well . . . he knew what he was doing, okay,” I rushed out, my cheeks
burning with mortification. I told Harper pretty much everything, but
an explanatory description of how I reached orgasm was crossing a
line I didn’t want to cross.

She eyed me in awe. “I have to meet this man.”
“No, you don’t.” I stood up with my empty wineglass and strolled

over to my kitchen to put it in the sink.
“You’re telling me that you met a guy who was that great in bed and

you don’t want to see him again?”
The truth was that part of me did, but his words from the plane

came back to me and I hated that they had the power to hurt me even



a little. I glanced over at her. “He wanted to, you know. See me again
while he was here. I said no because I didn’t think it was smart. And
you know what he said? He told me not to worry about it, that there
were plenty of beautiful women in Boston and he wouldn’t be lonely.”

Anger suffused Harper’s pretty features. “That asshole!” She stood
up, her hands going to her hips. “Who the hell does he think he is?
Does he not know that he was lucky he even got near you? You’re Ava
Breevort. There is no one better than you.”

Warmth and gratitude flooded my chest. “Except Harper Lee
Smith.”

The left side of her mouth pulled up into a rueful grin. “What have I
told you about full-naming me.”

“Oh, I thought that was only in public.” She thought her mother
naming her after the author of To Kill a Mockingbird was too cutesy
and did not at all reflect her personality.

I loved her name. I thought it suited her.
“Whatever. Back to the Scottish guy. You’re right . . . he sounds

completely unworthy.”
“It’s almost a sin, you know, that someone that gorgeous and

sexually gifted is so unlikable.”
“You really didn’t like him?”
“I mean . . . he was smart. CFO of Koto. And witty. Plus, like I told

you, he stopped those annoying guys in the restaurant from harassing
me. I guess he wasn’t all bad . . . but he was fundamentally rude to
almost everyone he came in contact with, and he was mean to me. I
was mean to him too but . . . I thought we maybe just had this
insulting banter thing going on. But I was wrong. There’s a coldness
about him. High spiked barriers on that one.”

“Well, you know something about barriers.”
“Yes, but I’m generally not mean or ill-mannered to people because

of them. Unless provoked.”
“True.” She rounded my coffee table and came to stand by the

kitchen counter. “At least it distracted you from Gemma, though,
right?”

I winced, reminded of my time in Arcadia.
“Nick had no right to say those things to you—you know that, don’t



you?”
I looked away, staring at the large bay window in my living room

that looked down onto tree-lined Mount Vernon Street. “I know. I do
know that. But I still feel guilty. I can’t help it.”

Suddenly I was pulled into a deep hug. Harper was a couple of
inches taller than me, so I could rest my head on her small shoulder
and hold on tight. We were from two entirely different worlds, two
entirely different people, but years ago she’d stepped in to protect me
when I was a stranger, and from that moment on I’d vowed to protect
her back.

But these days it felt like she was saving me.
I hugged her tight before stepping out of her arms. “I’m okay,” I

assured her.
“Promise?”
I nodded. “I just need to get back to work and back to my life.”
“Hmm.” She eyed me carefully. “Have your parents called to check

that you got home safe?”
I made a face and shook my head. At Harper’s answering

expression of contempt, I sought to remind her, “Harper, don’t worry.
I’m used to it.”

“Doesn’t make it right.”
My parents liked to think of themselves as free spirits, but they

liked their money a lot. I grew up in a nice house with nice cars and
clothes. They didn’t believe in parenting me at all, so if I’d wanted to, I
could have gotten away with murder. They gave me and Nick and Gem
weed when we were sixteen, but I refused to smoke it—though Gem
and Nick did. I didn’t like the idea of being out of control.

There were no rules in my house growing up. No boundaries. No
checking in to see where I was or if I was okay.

And I guess that made me go the opposite way. I was responsible
and conservative. It didn’t take a therapist to tell me that I liked being
in control since everything had been so out of control with my parents.

“Honestly, I was just surprised my mom made me go to the dinner
the night before Gem’s funeral. Very un-Mom-like to care about what
people think.” I shrugged. “But she loved Gem, I guess.”

“Yeah.” Harper scowled. “Even when she screwed you over.”



“Let’s not go there.” I shook my head and squeezed her shoulder.
“I’ve been going there for the past ten days and . . . I want to leave
there behind and move on.”

My friend sighed heavily. “Okay. But I’m here if you need me.”
“I know.” I reached over and kissed her cheek. “Now you need to

get home and get some sleep before work tomorrow.”
She nodded and walked over to the couch to grab her leather jacket

and purse. “Back to work tomorrow?”
“Yes.” I grinned. “I can’t wait.”
“Even with the Shrew breathing down your neck every fifty

seconds?”
Harper was referring to one of my current clients. I was redesigning

her summer home in Nantucket and the woman drove me crazy with
constant phone calls and demands for me to send her hourly updates.
“Even then. I have a bajillion voice mails from her. Apparently, my
attending a childhood friend’s funeral has seriously messed up her
schedule.”

“Ugh, what a cow,” Harper said as I led her to the door. “Seriously,
how do you work with these people?”

“Says she who works with Jason Luton, the most intimidating and
scary man I ever met until I got to know him.” Jason was the English
head chef of Canterbury, the restaurant Harper worked at. He opened
it six months before Harper started working there as an apprentice
chef. Two years after that he was awarded a Michelin star and had held
on to it ever since. The man was exacting and ambitious.

“Yeah, but he’s not that scary now, right?”
“Not to me. But I’ve heard him yelling in the kitchen.”
Harper grinned, not at all intimidated by Jason’s yelling. She

respected him, but she didn’t fear him, and I suspected that was why
Jason liked her so much. He had invested his time in her and helped
her become one of the finest pastry chefs in the state. Speaking of . . .
“When you put those little chocolate tart things back on the menu,
remember to sneak me one.”

“They’re seasonal,” she replied. “Winter only. But . . . if you play
your cards right, I might make one especially for you.”

“Oh, like the Kylie and Jason song?”



“Huh?”
I winced. “Sometimes the four-year age gap between us feels like

thirty.”
Harper laughed as I opened the apartment door. “That’s because

you’re older than your years. Or, well . . . you were before you reverted
to your early twenties and had a one-night stand with a hot Scottish
guy.”

A throat cleared and we both jerked our heads around to see my
neighbor Brent, from the apartment above me, hiding a smirk as he
climbed the stairs with his King Charles spaniel. “Ladies.”

I blushed and gave him a wave.
As soon as he disappeared out of sight, Harper burst into laughter

and I cut her a filthy look. “Thank you for that. You do know it’s the
first thing he’ll tell his husband, and once Ian knows, everyone in the
building will know.”

“So what?” Harper shrugged. “You don’t think anyone else in this
building has ever had a one-night stand? Own it. You finally did
something for yourself and there’s no reason to feel ashamed.”

“Even if he’s an asshole.”
“An asshole who found your G-spot.”
I chuckled. “Okay, then.”
She smiled, giving me those dimples. “I’ll call you, babe. Be good to

yourself.”
“You too.” I watched her leave, not closing the door until she was

out of sight. Then I turned and leaned against the door, staring around
at my apartment.

A fireplace in the center of the wall. A coffee table set in front of it
and between two chesterfield sofas in ivory velvet. Soft cream deep-
pile carpet Harper told me I was crazy to put down. Crisp, Hessian-
colored walls, lush oyster silk curtains that draped the bay window and
pooled on the floor. A small country-modern kitchen of cream-colored
cabinets with a Belfast sink and thick oak countertops. I had a few
paintings on the wall, and the odd ornament. Scatter cushions on the
sofas.

Everything precise, perfect, and in its place.
And for some inexplicable reason I wanted to take the half-opened



bottle of wine on my kitchen counter and dump its contents all over
the room.

Nerves shaken, feeling lonely when I never felt lonely, I decided it
was jetlag. It was the only explanation, so I got ready for bed, despite
the early hour, and willed sleep to come and take me away from
thoughts of Arcadia and the intrusive stranger I’d met in an airport.
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urled up on a small armchair beside the patio doors in my
bedroom, I stared out at the pool lit up by the lights my dad
had installed in fake rocks around it. Mom had told me our

house was built back in the sixties. It was all on one level with lots of
glass and gray brick curving around a huge backyard and ridiculous
outdoor pool. And by ridiculous, I mean it had a mini waterfall rock
feature.

Sounds of my parents’ party filtered down the hall to my bedroom
and I squeezed my knees closer to my chest. My parents were social.
To the point that they’d started throwing parties for their friends at
our house nearly every month. Parties that went on into the early
hours of the morning. Parties I was not invited to because that would
mean my parents would actually have to spend time with me.

Nope. I was ushered into my bedroom and told to stay there.
The music and laughter made me feel resentful and I glared at my

bedroom door.
My parents were not like other people’s parents.
The thing that really made them stand apart from my friends’

parents was the fact that they never bothered to hide the act of sex
from me. Sure, they’d never openly started going at it in front of me,
because that would have been traumatizing, but they also didn’t do
sex quietly like my best friend Gemma’s parents. At least, Gem and I
assumed they were doing it quietly. Either that or they never had sex.
But Gem thought they got along too well for that to be the case.



And then she asked me to stop talking about it. Which was, like,
totally fair enough.

My mom and dad lacked consideration for me, and these loud
parties were just another way in which they didn’t seem to care how I
felt. When I told Gem about the parties my parents were throwing,
she felt bad for me. That didn’t bother me. What bothered me was
Nick’s reaction.

He was worried about me, and Nick never worried about
anything. However, at fifteen he was a year older than us, so maybe
he knew something we didn’t. Whatever he knew, his unease made
me anxious, creating horrible butterflies in my stomach as I listened
to the party beyond my door.

“I want you to come to me if you ever feel scared,” Nick had said.
I’d nodded but wondered what I had to feel scared about. It was

just a loud, annoying party.
Still, something made me get up out of bed that night. It made me

stare at the door. And it wasn’t the dry, heady heat of a July in
Arizona, because I had a separate air-conditioning system in my
bedroom suite, and while my parents liked it tepid in the rest of the
house, I liked it cold. Gem said she didn’t believe for a second I was
born in Arizona. Surely, I should have acclimated years ago. I hadn’t.
And when I was older and I didn’t have to live with my irresponsible
parents, I was moving to a state that had all four seasons.

No more Christmas in the sun.
I wanted snow.
I even used to ask Santa for it when I wrote him letters back when

I believed in him. It sucks that he isn’t real, I moped. If he was real,
and I was wishing for things, I’d ask him to abduct my parents and
replace them with the kind that remembered parent evenings and
taking me to dental appointments and, you know, feeding me and
stuff. I started cooking my own meals at the age of seven.

A creak of the floorboards outside my room made me tense.
My pulse started racing so hard I struggled to hear anything over

the whooshing in my ears. I saw my door handle turn. I saw the door
open and the crack of light that spilled into my dark room.

Goose bumps erupted all down my arms and spine as a tall



masculine figure stepped into the room, his head turned toward my
bed. I couldn’t make him out in the dark, but I knew it wasn’t my dad.
He was too tall.

Seeing I wasn’t in my bed, the man turned his head toward me
and he grew still at the sight of me on the chair. After a moment’s
hesitation, he closed my bedroom door behind him and then began
unbuckling his belt.

Instinct made me jump up and lunge for the patio door. I was
running barefoot across the backyard and climbing the stone wall
into our neighbor Mrs. Munro’s backyard before I could even think
about what was happening.

Tears burned in my eyes as I ran in my pajama shorts and tank,
heading toward Nick’s house three blocks away. The streets were
quiet, empty, as I ran faster than I did in my tryout for the cross-
country team.

By the time I climbed the fence into Nick’s backyard, my tank was
damp with sweat, my feet stung, and I was shaking so hard my teeth
chittered together. I grabbed a pebble from the multitude of pebbles
that made up Nick’s mom’s patterned landscaping, and I threw it
gently up at Nick’s bedroom window. He didn’t hear it, so I threw
another.

I saw his light come on and then his head appeared at the window.
Nick pushed it open. He wasn’t wearing a shirt. Lately, ever since

joining JV football, Nick had taken to half-nakedness. I was used to
nakedness à la my moronic parents. But not Nick’s nakedness. And
even though he was only a year older than me, he looked older than
that. He had just sprouted this last year and filled out too. When he
first moved on to high school without me and Gem, I thought he’d
forget us, think of us as babies.

But he didn’t.
I put it down to history.
It had been the three of us since preschool. Even though he had

guy friends, including his best friend, Judd, he still hung out with me
and Gem.

“Ava?” he whisper-shouted, squinting at me under the moonlight.
“It’s me,” I acknowledged, my voice trembling.



He must have heard it, because he instantly disappeared and a
few minutes later the French doors in the kitchen opened. Nick rushed
out to me in a T-shirt and long shorts, as tall as my dad at five foot
eleven already and still growing.

“What happened?” He took hold of my arms, concern in his soulful
dark eyes.

And without meaning to and completely mortified, I burst into
tears.

Nick enfolded me in his arms, his voice shaking as he said, “Now
I’m really worried. Talk to me.”

I managed to calm, scared I’d wake his parents and have to
explain why I was there in the middle of the night crying my eyes out.
And then I whispered what happened. Nick’s hold on me tightened.

“He didn’t touch you, though?” He bit out.
I shook my head. “I got out of there.”
Gently prying me from his chest, Nick gave me a severe look,

seeming so much more like a man than a boy in that moment. “We
have to tell my parents.”

“No,” I whisper-shouted. “Nick, no, please. I don’t . . . I don’t want
to make a big deal out of this, okay? My parents won’t care anyway.”

“If they won’t care about that, then they won’t care if you live here
instead.”

“Your parents will never go for that and . . . look . . . I don’t want
anyone knowing, okay? I don’t want to be the girl whose parents let a
pervert into the house.”

We had a staring match. Something he and I had gotten good at
from the age of four.

I always won.
With a heavy sigh, Nick kept a strong arm around me and led me

toward the house. “Fine. But I’m putting a lock on your bedroom
door. And anytime your parents say they’re having a party, you
either stay here with me or stay with Gem, okay?”

I nodded in agreement, relief flooding me that I didn’t have to go
home.

“You can sleep in the guest room.”
I grabbed his hand, not wanting to be alone. “Can’t I stay with



you?”
He paused at the French doors, seeming to ponder it. Then he

nodded. “But we have to be quiet.”
We tiptoed upstairs and down the creaky hall toward his

bedroom, the smell of boy hitting me as soon as I walked in. It was a
little musty and sweaty, but I didn’t care. I felt safe here with him.

“I’ll sleep on the floor,” Nick whispered.
I eyed his bed, which was definitely big enough for us both. We’d

shared a bed before—not in a while, but still. “We can share.” More
than comfortable around him and his stuff, I hopped up onto the bed
and relaxed back against his pillows. I was so happy to be away from
home and with someone I could trust. Still, my insides felt shaky and
I couldn’t stop shivering. I wanted Nick near me to help abate the
feeling.

My best friend, however, stood across the room and stared at me.
He seemed . . . uncertain.
“What’s going on?” I whispered, leaning forward. Uneasiness

crept over me and I wondered if Nick was secretly sick of having me
and Gem around. Was having me infiltrate his space, like, the last
straw or something? “Nick?”

“You’re in my bed,” he whispered.
“Technically, I’m on it,” I joked stupidly, wanting to defuse the

sudden tension between us.
Finally, he took a few steps toward me, and the chill the strange

man had put in my blood suddenly dissipated under a wave of
warmth. My cheeks grew flushed and my palms sweaty and I didn’t
know why. Except . . . except Nick was looking at me . . . differently.

Like a boy looks at a girl.
“Oh.” I tensed in realization.
Nick threw me a lazy, almost shy, self-deprecating smile. “Yeah.

Oh. I, um . . . I shouldn’t get on the bed with you.”
“Since when?” My breathing sounded a little funny. It felt funny

too. Like I couldn’t quite catch a complete breath.
His eyes pinned me to the spot and he seemed so nervous I wanted

to hug him. He swallowed hard. “Since a while.” He exhaled. Shakily,
making the butterflies in my stomach spread their wings and come to



life again. “I . . . I love you, Ava. And not like how I love Gem. I don’t
want to kiss Gem.”

Wow.
Oh my God.
How did this night turn from the worst night ever to . . . well, kind

of freaking epic?
I stared at him in total shock.
Nick was always the “boy next door,” but lately I knew my feelings

toward him had been changing. I just wasn’t brave enough to admit
it like he was. And I never, ever thought he would feel the same way
back.

It wasn’t like I didn’t get asked out, and I’d been on a few dates. I’d
even dated Michael Crawley in the seventh grade for eight months.
But this was Nick. I never imagined Nick could love me romantically.

“What if I’m glad?” I whispered, my heart racing. “What if I love
you too?” And I did. He was Nick. My protector and my best friend.

His eyes widened ever so slightly and then he rounded the bed,
getting onto it beside me. I turned into him and he reached out to
tentatively cup my cheek in his hand.

“It’s okay.” I sighed, nuzzling into his touch, amazed how the ugly
shivers from a mere few minutes ago had transformed into excited
trembling. “You can kiss me.”

When he did, it was the sweetest, softest kiss I’d ever been given.
Boys usually just stuck their tongue in my mouth, wiggled it around a
bit, and then grinned smugly like they’d accomplished something
great instead of something yuck.

Not Nick.
My best friend could kiss.
I laughed softly at the thought, amazed that this was happening.
Nick smiled, caressing my cheek with his thumb. “What?”
“Only you could turn the worst night ever into the best.”
He grinned and wrapped his arm around me, pulling my head

down onto his shoulder. “I can’t believe you like me back.”
“You thought I wouldn’t?” I asked in disbelief.
“You’re the most beautiful girl in school. Even the guys on the

varsity team talk about you.”



I

“They talk about a freshman? Perverts,” I joked.
He chuckled. “My point is, you could have anyone.”
I frowned. “But I don’t want just anyone.”
“Not even Styler James?” he teased.
I rolled my eyes. Styler was Gem’s big crush, and I indulged her by

oohing and aahing over him sometimes. He was a junior and
admittedly extremely cute. “His name is Styler, Nick.”

My head rose with his shoulders as he laughed quietly. “Doesn’t
seem to bother every other girl, including Gem.”

“Gem can have him. I want you.”
I felt his lips on my forehead. “You have me,” he whispered. “I’ll

always protect you, Ava.”
Snuggling deeper into him, I believed it. I believed it with every

bone in my body. He had all my faith.
“So you’re my girl?” he asked. “I get to tell everyone to back off

now, ’cause you’re my girl?”
“Yes.” I reached for his hand. “I’m yours. And you’re mine.”
“Always.”

—
woke up in a jolt from the dream. The memory. Sweat soaked the
hair at the back of my neck and my skin felt flushed.

So much for sleep taking me away from the ghosts my time back
home had stirred up. If sleep wasn’t going to do it, then I hoped
running would. I got up just as the dawn was breaking, changed into
running clothes, and took off.

A few miles later I felt marginally better, but I knew keeping busy
would be the only way to distract myself from the shaky hangover
dreaming of my past had left me with. Which was why I was so happy
to return to work that morning.

Stella Larson Designs was located on Beacon Street, just a few
doors down from XV Beacon Hotel but on the opposite side of the
street. It hadn’t always been in such a prime location, but as Stella’s
company took off, she relocated, taking the risk on an expensive office
location in the hopes that it would appeal to wealthy clients. And it



seemed to work. We had an airy reception room with muted gray tile
flooring, a white leather corner sofa scattered with a few different-
sized pillows in a gray palette, and a gray throw. At the back of the
room was a sideboard in a gray-painted finish that held our public
portfolios. Hung on the wall above it were photographs from some of
our favorite designs framed in thin lemon-colored frames. That tiny
burst of color continued in the vase on the sideboard, the handblown
glass bowl on the coffee table, and the miniature button-back armchair
in the corner of the room.

We had a glass reception desk, chosen so that it would seem to
almost disappear into the room, but it was only for show. There was a
bell that sounded in each of our offices when someone entered our
reception area, and one of us would go out and greet the client. Stella
didn’t see any point in wasting money on a full-time receptionist when
most of our clients came in by appointment.

The great thing about our location on Beacon Street was that I
could walk there from my apartment in less than ten minutes.

As I strolled into the office, relief flooding me at being home, my
cell rang. Of course it did. I sighed, digging through my purse to locate
it. Not even two seconds into the place and my clients needed my
attention already.

However, caller ID told me it was my uncle David, not a client.
“Good morning,” I said as a greeting, always happy to hear from him.

“Good morning, sweetheart. Just checking in to make sure you got
home okay.”

It must have been the stress of the last few days, but his words
caused a burn of tears in the back of my eyes. Grateful for his concern,
I smiled. “I’m home, safe and sound. Just walked into the office, in
fact.”

“And you’re okay?”
Here was the thing that you needed to know about my family. My

childhood had been tumultuous since my parents didn’t really know
what to do with a kid. They’d wanted one, but when they got me, they
seemed to flounder. They were never outright unkind to me; they also
never provided me with any real affection, beyond whatever they gave
to anyone else. Their philosophy was to let me find my way, believing



it would make me a freer, more independent person. They also didn’t
believe in grudges or arguments. So when I was bullied in the seventh
grade, they told me to just forgive Amanda Pointer for pushing me
facedown in the dirt until I almost passed out, and get over it.

I could have been out smoking dope and stealing cars, and they
would have shrugged it off as me “trying to find myself.” They knew
very little about my personality, never taking the time to get to know
me, and the only compliments they ever gave me were on my physical
appearance.

One bright light in my upbringing was my uncle David, my mom’s
big brother. He was totally different from my mom, and he
disapproved of the way they brought me up. I’d heard him attempting
to say so to my mom when he visited, and my mom would tell him they
didn’t invite negativity into the house. I knew she and my dad
frustrated my uncle to the point of real anger, but he still visited
whenever he could to check up on me.

He even sent me money when I attended Savannah College of Art
and Design. With his support, and with Nick and Gem only a few
hours away studying at Georgia State, college had been the happiest
time in my life. A year after graduation, however, after I’d been
convinced to move back to Phoenix, the two people I trusted the most
destroyed my faith and broke my heart. It was my uncle who stepped
in to help me pick up the pieces. He insisted I move out to Boston to
stay with him and his wife while I got on my feet. I’d been working as
an intern with an interior design company, so my hope was to find a
new position with another company. My uncle was a successful
accountant and I convinced him to let me redo his office so I could add
it to my small portfolio. Instead, Stella Larson noted the changes on
her next visit to my uncle’s office and inquired about it. Being the
super supportive guy he was, my uncle waxed poetic about me to her
and got me an interview. Seven years later the rest was history.

It wasn’t the only time my uncle David had come through for me.
He was also the reason Harper got a chance at Canterbury. Jason
Luton was not only his client, but they’d become friends, and I asked
him to ask Jason to give Harper a shot as an apprentice chef when she
was nineteen.



My uncle was semiretired and lived in a beautiful house in Hyde
Park. One they didn’t stay in that often because his wife liked to travel.
Still, Uncle David stayed in touch as much as possible. And I knew
he’d been worried about me after the news broke of Gem’s passing.

“I’m fine,” I replied, strolling past Stella’s office and waving to her
as she looked up from her computer. My office was just as I’d left it—
spic and span. All my work put away and organized. It didn’t look like
that normally. It was the one personal space of mine that was usually
covered in drawings, fabrics, photographs, and papers. “I’m just glad
to be home.”

“I would have dropped by, but we’re in New York. When we get
back, let’s have dinner.”

“I’d like that.”
“And how is my sister?” he asked, almost reluctantly.
“The same.”
He grunted. “Okay. Well, I’ll let you get back to work. Call me if you

need anything.”
“I will. Love you.”
“Love you too, sweetheart.”
We hung up and I slumped into my chair, looking around my office,

preparing myself. First coffee. Leaving my bag and phone at my desk, I
headed back toward reception and to the fancy coffee machine that
had taken me months to figure out how to use correctly.

“Welcome back.”
I glanced over my shoulder and spotted Stella leaning against the

doorway to reception with her arms crossed over her chest. She wore a
white blouse with balloon sleeves tucked into an oyster pink pencil
skirt. On her feet, nude patent Louboutins. I could admit I may have
modeled my own style on hers, because I thought she was pure class.

Her dark brown hair was cut short and blunt so that the shiny ends
touched her chin. She had it tucked behind her right ear, revealing a
large diamond stud. Her dark eyes were filled with concern.

“I’m fine,” I said, without her having to ask.
“You should have taken today off.”
“And what would have been the point?” I approached her with my

coffee. “What I need is to get back to normal. I have a ton of work to



catch up on. You know, as my boss you should actually be pressuring
me to do that.”

Stella snorted. “I like to think I’m a human being as well as a boss.”
I laughed as she walked back to my office with me. “You’re an

anomaly among your kind.”
“Since you aren’t taking me up on my offer for time off . . . is there

anything I can do to help?” She gestured to my office, thus indicating
my work. “And by help, I mean off-load some of your work to Gabe.”

As our newest and youngest employee, Gabe worked with only one
client at a time, so he technically had more availability than me, Stella,
or Paul, the other senior designer.

“I’m really okay. And you know I would never off-load work to
someone else. The thought makes my chest hurt,” I joked. But it was
true. I was maybe too much of a control freak sometimes, but that was
just who I was.

“Fine.” Stella regarded me seriously. “I want to know, however, if
you can’t handle things. Not just out of the kindness of my heart
either. We can’t afford for any screwups on your current projects. Both
are longtime clients.”

“I know that. I’m good,” I promised her.
My boss left me to it and I booted up my computer to start working

my way through e-mails. Patrice Danby, the forty-eight-year-old
daughter of an oil baron and wife to a high-powered attorney, had
been using Stella Larson Designs for the past six years. It seemed she
had a new project for us to do every six months, whether it was
personal or part of her philanthropic work. We found ourselves
designing space for hospital common rooms, retirement homes, free
clinics, and once even a charity-run veterinary hospital. I liked Patrice.
She didn’t seem like some bored housewife who needed something to
do and so turned to charity work. She genuinely appeared to care
about her philanthropic projects, and while some people might be of
the opinion that it was silly to put so much work into making a space
look pretty, Patrice believed in the power of beautiful things. She
believed the perfect space could help healing or provide comfort to
people and animals. And Stella was more than happy to work with her
on that.



For the past three years Patrice had worked exclusively with me
after enjoying my collaboration on a retirement home.

I was also working with Roxanne Sutton aka the Shrew. This was
my first time working on a project with Roxanne, because her usual
designer had said he was too busy to work on her latest project. It
became clear to me quite quickly that that was an excuse, and Paul had
landed me with Roxanne for a reason. She was rude, demanding, and
interfering. However, she had been a client for ten years, and as the
young wife of Marcus Sutton, of the New England Suttons, she had
more money than God. That family had their fingers in all kinds of
different pies, and their wealth had accumulated for generations. They
were the kind of wealthy that was difficult to wrap your head around.

My latest project with Roxanne was redecorating not one room, but
the entirety of their summer home in Nantucket.

After making a few calls to the tradesman I was collaborating with
on the project to see where things stood, I called Roxanne. She
lambasted me for a while about being unavailable for the last few days,
and although I tried to explain the situation once again, she pretended
like she couldn’t hear me. Once I’d promised to send over the latest
photos I’d received from the work on the house, and resend samples
and drawings I’d already sent her, I managed to get off the phone.

Then I called Patrice. I was redesigning the guesthouse at the back
of their property in Wellesley Farms. They had family from Europe
coming to stay with them over the summer, and Patrice wanted them
to feel like they had privacy, but the guesthouse hadn’t been
redecorated in ten years.

“Darling, it’s so good to hear from you,” Patrice said. “I’ve been
worried. I was so sorry to hear about your old friend. It’s such a
tragedy.”

Did I mention I really liked Patrice? “Thank you. I’m okay.
Honestly, I’m happy to be home and getting back to work. Which is
why I’m calling. The seven-seater corner sofa we ordered for the main
family room is no longer available in that specific dark blue velvet.
Why they couldn’t tell us this sooner, I don’t know, but they have
provided me with alternative fabric samples. They express-mailed
them, so I can send those to you ASAP and you can decide whether



you like any of the options. Depending on the change of fabric, we may
have to tweak the rest of the design in that room.” We’d based a lot of
it around that piece of furniture.

“Well, I’ll have a look at the samples and we can discuss. Preferably
in person, darling, because I have a bit of a favor to ask of you.”

“Oh?”
“Did you hear on the news about that volcano in Iceland erupting?”
That was random. “Yes, I did, actually.”
“It’s causing quite a lot of air travel disruption in Europe, and a

guest of ours is a little bit stranded. Now, normally that wouldn’t be a
problem, but Danby is working on a huge case and is too busy for any
kind of entertaining.” She referred to her husband by his surname
instead of his given name, Michael, because they had a twenty-six-
year-old son who shared the same name. “As for Michael, he’s
stranded in London on a business trip so he isn’t here to help keep our
guest entertained either, and I’m organizing the annual Sophia
Claymore Benefit for Breast Cancer next week. I am snowed under. We
have no idea how long our guest will be stranded in Boston. He was
only supposed to be here for four nights, but right now they’re
estimating a week or two for the ash cloud to clear. I know you are so
very busy, but our guest is around your age and I was hoping you
might be able to see him. I want him to have a good impression of
Boston, darling, and I couldn’t think of anyone better than you for him
to get to know. Also, I know you’re single . . .”

Stunned, and cornered, and wondering how I could get out of this
without upsetting a longtime client I admired, I stuttered for words.
“Well . . . um . . . Are you . . . Is this an attempt at matchmaking,
Patrice? I’m flattered, but I actually am very busy with work right
now.”

“It’s not an attempt at matchmaking, I swear. I just thought it
might be nice for you to have something other than work as a
distraction during such a trying time. Plus, to be blunt, my other
friends are either boring fusspots, functioning alcoholics, or middle-
aged housewives who would hit on him. It’s only for a week, maybe
two. It wouldn’t take up too much of your time. I just . . . thought



perhaps you could show him around town, take him to dinner a couple
times.”

I could practically hear Stella shouting in my head to say yes. We
couldn’t afford to hurt Patrice Danby’s feelings or piss her off. And it
was only for a week or two. I just had to hope that she was kind
enough not to land me with an obnoxious sleaze. “Well, I’d be happy to
if it would help you out.”

“Oh, you are a sweetheart!” she exclaimed happily. “Let’s meet for
lunch with those samples so I can introduce you two. He’s here on
business so he’s occupied during the day but did promise he could
meet us for lunch if you said yes.”

“So you’ve told him about me?”
“Well, yes, your name came up. I must have been going on about

how wonderful you were because he seemed intrigued.”
Great. Now he had expectations.
“That’s nice.” I winced.
She laughed. “Don’t worry, darling. He’s perfectly charming. We’ll

meet at Deuxave, yes. One o’clock.”
“I’ll see you both there.”
Not five minutes later, Stella poked her head around the door.

“How’s it going?”
“Patrice Danby is trying to set me up with a guest of hers who’s

stranded here because of that damn volcano eruption.”
She grinned. “And you said yes, of course.”
“You owe me.”
“Ava, it’s Patrice. She would never try to set you up with a cretin.”



Y
Ten

et, apparently, Patrice would try to set me up with a cretin.
My heart was thudding hard in my chest as the hostess led

me to Patrice’s table at Deuxave, a French restaurant in Back
Bay. Confusion and anger were my foremost feelings.

Because the man rising to stand from Patrice’s table at my
approach was none other than Caleb Scott.

The Bastard Scot.
“Darling, don’t you look beautiful as always?” Patrice moved

toward me before I’d reached the table and gently took me by the
shoulders to kiss my cheeks, one after the other.

I smiled at the attractive older woman, hoping it didn’t come across
as brittle as it felt. Patrice Danby wasn’t what anyone would call a
typical beauty, but there was something striking and charismatic about
her that made her lovelier than mere ordinary beauty. Tall, extremely
slender, she had, according to photographs, always had the kind of
figure expected of a model. Clothes hung beautifully on her, like works
of art, and the designer houndstooth shirtdress she wore with black
leather heels was no exception. Her dark blond hair was cut stylish
and short, much like Stella’s.

“As do you,” I responded, my eyes involuntarily glued to Caleb
Scott as he stared impassively at me.

“Let me introduce you to our guest, Ava.” She guided me over to
him and I was sure my expression was screaming at him, What the hell
is going on?

He looked different. Although he was still unshaven and his hair
was the same, he was wearing a beautifully cut tailored suit. No tattoos



in sight. He could have passed for a civilized gentleman, and this look
on him was almost as hot as the henley and biker boots.

To my shock, he held out his big hand to me and politely said,
“Miss Breevort.”

“Oh, call her Ava, Caleb. Ava, this is Caleb Scott.”
Gingerly, I reached out and took his hand, staring into those

amusement-filled ice blue eyes, trying to find the explanation for my
current predicament.

“Ava.” His voice rumbled over my name as he gently squeezed my
hand. I felt a sparkle of lust fizz in my belly.

Damn him.
“Caleb,” I said softly, all the while feeling extremely confused.

About a lot of things.
For some reason my saying his name made his hand tighten around

mine, but then it was almost like I’d imagined it, because suddenly we
were no longer touching. He took his seat quite abruptly in that well-
renowned ill-mannered way of his.

A gentleman always waits for a lady to be seated first.
Oh, who cared? I wanted to know what the hell he was doing here. I

took my seat across from him, ignoring the way Patrice was glancing
back and forth between us as I studied his face. He just stared
dispassionately at me. Had he orchestrated this? How did he manage
it?

“Well.” Patrice’s voice drew my gaze back to her. Her eyes were
bright, her lips tugging into a delighted smile like she knew a secret we
didn’t. “Isn’t this lovely?”

“Lovely,” I murmured, taking a sip from the water glass at the table.
“So, Patrice, how do you and Mr. Scott know each other?”

“You must call him Caleb.” She smiled fondly at him, a smile he
returned, dumbfounding me even further. “Caleb is good friends with
my nephew, Duncan. My nephew and his family are the ones we’re
decorating the guesthouse for.”

Understanding dawned. “Your family from Scotland.”
“Exactly. And I was telling Caleb why we couldn’t give him the

privacy of the guesthouse during his stay, and got a little carried away
on the topic of the redesign. But he was so impressed by your work,



Ava, I thought I should introduce you. Caleb is the CFO of Koto’s UK
division. Isn’t that impressive?”

I managed only to stare at him as my brain whirred with a million
questions. Had Caleb really arranged this somehow? “Very
impressive.”

There was a lull of silence that caused a crease between Patrice’s
brows. She opened her mouth to speak but was stalled by the
appearance of the waiter. Once he’d taken our orders, Patrice
continued, “Caleb was staying at the Four Seasons and we were having
dinner when he told us of this whole volcano fiasco disrupting his
travel plans. Well, of course we couldn’t see him stuck at some hotel
for a possible two weeks. The expense is ridiculous when you have
friends nearby. Even though our house is outside the city, it’s not far—
just a short drive to the Koto offices.”

I looked at Caleb and found him studying his water glass. Why did I
get the impression he would have preferred to stay at his hotel? And if
that was true, why was he humoring Patrice? That was something
someone who cared about other people’s feelings would do. Hmm.

Silence fell over the table again and I saw Patrice frown in concern.
Not wanting to upset her by being rude to her guest, I offered, “Do you
have a rental car to get back and forth from Wellesley Farms? I can
recommend somewhere.”

He gave me a slight shake of his head. “Danby kindly offered me the
use of his Maserati while I’m here.”

I almost laughed. That sounded like Danby. He and Patrice were
two of the most generous people I’d ever met. “He must really trust
you to remember to drive on the right side of the road.”

Patrice chuckled while Caleb smirked at me. “I suppose he must.”
My eyes narrowed at his restrained answer. Where was the cutting,

biting kind of insults from the man I’d slept with?
As the seconds ticked by, we got locked in a staring contest, his

expression challenging, mine likely suspicious. It was only when
Patrice cleared her throat that we broke eye contact. My client’s gaze
moved from me to Caleb, that frown deepening between her brows.
“Perhaps it’s just my imagination, but I’ve had the feeling from the
moment Ava walked in here that you two already know each other.”



Did I also mention that Patrice wasn’t stupid? I flushed, hating to
be caught in any sort of pretense, and worrying over whether I should
continue to bury us in more lies, which I hated to do. But I didn’t know
what would be worse—

“You’re not wrong, Patrice. Apologies.” Caleb threw me a taunting
smile. “I met Miss Breevort in Phoenix. We were on the same flights
tae Chicago and Boston. When you said her name, I couldn’t help but
want tae surprise her. Sorry for the mischief.”

“Ahh.” Patrice’s whole face lit up. “How wonderful. And what a
coincidence. I bet you thought you’d never see each other again.”

“You’re not wrong.” I laughed a little hysterically and saw Caleb’s
grin widen. Alarm pierced me. “I didn’t mean to pretend otherwise,
Patrice, but I was caught off guard and not really sure what Mr. Scott
was up to over there. He’s full of mischief all right.” I said it cheerily
but my teeth were gritted.

The bastard let out a huff of laughter.
“I think it’s fabulous. In fact, I really feel like I shouldn’t even be

here.” Patrice reached for her purse, giving me a knowing smile. “You
two should spend lunch together alone, get better acquainted. I have
so much to do, I should really run.”

Panic flooded me. “But, Patrice, you’ve already ordered.”
“Oh, I can cancel that.” She placed a hand on Caleb’s shoulder. “I’ll

see you back at the house when I see you. But please don’t feel like you
have to put in too much of an appearance. I know you’re busy with
work and”—she glanced at me—“you’ll have Ava to keep you
company.”

“Thank you again, Patrice. Your hospitality is appreciated.”
My jaw dropped.
Did he just say thank you?
“Oh, no no. No thank yous. We like having company in that big

house.” She rounded the table to me and bent down to kiss my cheek.
“We’ll talk soon, darling. Have fun.”

“But Patr—”
She was already strutting away over to the hostess to cancel her

order.
And then she was gone. Without her fabric samples, I might add.



Reluctantly, I turned back around in my seat and stared across the
small table at Caleb. “What the hell?”

He cocked his head slightly, frowning. “Patrice was so sure you’d be
accommodating. I dinnae think she knows her interior designer very
well.”

“Stop messing around. Last time we spoke I got the sincere
impression it would be the last time. What with all those other
beautiful women in Boston just waiting for the chance to jump on
board Caleb Scott.”

His lips twitched, drawing my attention to the thick stubble he was
sporting, which immediately sparked the memory of it tickling and
scratching my skin. Damn. My legs automatically squeezed together,
trying to quell the insistent tingling sensation between them.

“There are plenty of beautiful women in Boston, I’m sure many of
whom are good in bed . . . Very few are fantastic in bed, however.” His
now heated eyes blazed at me meaningfully, making my clothes feel
too tight, too hot.

I scoffed, trying to dampen the arousal he awakened in me. “I’m
sure there was a compliment in there, but I’m not interested.”

Caleb calmly reached for his water glass and took a sip. When he
was finished, I found myself recaptured in his gaze. “One thing you
should know about me, Ava, is that I’m a very determined man. When
I want something, I usually get it.”

My heart stuttered in my chest. What exactly did that mean? “And
you want . . . ?”

Quite abruptly he scowled. “I’m stuck here, which frankly pisses me
off. Now I can spend my free time in the evenings being pissed off or I
can spend them in bed with you. I know which one I’d prefer. And if
you’d stop lying tae yourself, you’d admit that you want another go-
around with me.”

Was there ever a more obnoxious man alive? My blood was hot
with anger. “Do you ever think about what you’re going to say before
you say it?”

“You’re offended?” He raised an eyebrow.
I leaned across the table, lowering my voice to his. “You just told

me that you want me to be your entertainment while you’re stranded



in Boston.” I sat back in my seat, my pulse racing even harder because
the truth was, despite my aversion to him, I was still stupidly attracted
to him. As in seriously wanted to launch myself across the table at him
and rip off his clothes right then and there. What was wrong with me?

“No. I suggested we screw this attraction out of our systems.”
“We are in a nice restaurant,” I said between gritted teeth.
“Then let’s take this conversation elsewhere.”
“I’m hungry.” But I wasn’t sure I really was. I was just stalling.
Caleb glanced impatiently at his watch. “I have tae get back tae the

office in forty-five minutes.”
Understanding what he meant, I decided I didn’t care where we

were and threw my napkin across the table at him. “We are not having
sex on our lunch break.”

He didn’t even look at the napkin. “But we are having sex?”
I shook my head at his single-mindedness. “I suppose I should feel

flattered that you went to so much trouble for a booty call.”
Caleb didn’t even flinch at my sarcasm. “It didn’t sit right leaving

things the way we did. I only walk away when I’m bored, Ava. I’m not
bored yet. Are you?”

“When you say you only walk away when you’re bored . . . what
about the women? Do you care if you break their hearts?”

He gave me a condescending smile. “It’s only ever about attraction.
No one gets attached long enough for feelings tae be involved.”

“So you think.”
“Are you telling me that you dinnae want tae sleep with me because

you’re afraid you might develop feelings for me?”
“You know I don’t even like you.”
“Exactly. So what’s the harm in it? Live a little, Ava.”
His comment made me think back to the other night in his hotel

bed and how everything else had disappeared for those few hours we
were together. It was just him and me and the pleasure we could bring
to each other. There was something compelling about how lovely it
was to disappear into something new. Especially now.

Our food arrived before I could answer, and Caleb unexpectedly
stayed patiently quiet as we ate and I mulled over the pros and cons of
sleeping with him again.



The pros were obvious. Unbelievable satisfaction with no strings
attached. And Caleb would be gone again in a week or two, so I
wouldn’t have to face him once we’d gotten each other out of our
systems.

On the other hand, I’d once again be sleeping with a man I didn’t
even like. How would I feel about my integrity when it was over? Or
was I making too big a deal out of it?

“You think too much,” Caleb said, pushing his empty plate away
from him.

I finished up too. “Just sex?”
His expression sobered and he nodded.
I lowered my voice. “I know I should have asked this in Chicago,

but . . . are you clean?”
“I get a regular health check. You’re the first I’ve been with since

my last. I can e-mail you the results if you want.”
“I want.” Maybe it would sound crazy to him, but I needed to be

careful. I wasn’t the reckless type.
Caleb didn’t seem perturbed by my response. “And you?”
“You don’t have to worry about me. I had a health check after my

last relationship. I’m clean. I can try to get those results if you want.”
“I want.” His eyes darkened to a sliver. “So does that mean you’re

up for this?”
I felt like my heart was in my throat, my pulse was beating so hard.

“Yes.”
Thankfully, he didn’t respond with a smug smile. “Your place or

mine?”
The idea of carrying on with him under the Danby roof made me

shudder. It was so horrifically unprofessional. Yet I wasn’t sure I
wanted him inside my apartment, my private space. “I’d prefer
neither, to be honest.”

“I still have my room at the Four Seasons.” He stood up abruptly
and pulled out his wallet. “Patrice is very kind, but I like my privacy.
For now I need tae get back tae work. Do you have a card so I can
contact you?”

Betraying my desire to be cool, my fingers trembled a little as I
opened my purse to find a business card. I held it out to him as he



dropped a pile of bills on the table to cover lunch. “Thanks for lunch.”
Caleb took my card with a carefully neutral expression. “I’ll call you

when I’m free.”
Suddenly I felt a flush of annoyance that he thought we could do

this on his time. “And I’ll let you know if I’m free when you do.”
Rounding the table, he bent down to brace one hand on my chair

and the other on the table, trapping me. My heart took off at his
nearness. His face was so close I almost felt the bristle of his short
beard on my skin. Mirth danced in his eyes. He brushed his lips over
mine and straightened, towering over me like a well-dressed
conquering Viking. “See you soon.”

I watched him walk away, my whole body electrified with
anticipation. In that moment I realized I was sorry to see him go. I was
sorry that I had to get back to work and wait for his phone call. Part of
me regretted not ditching lunch, but I reminded myself I wasn’t an
animal, controlled by my base desires.

Once I left the restaurant, I jumped into a cab to take me back to
the office.

All afternoon I cursed Caleb Scott for the distraction he presented.
It took me a good hour to really sink into my work and let his proposal
drift off into the background. And just when I had put him to the back
of my mind, my cell binged.

Unknown number: Room 201. 9 p.m. You’ll need a key card to access the floor. I’ll
leave it at reception for you. Caleb.

The Four Seasons was just a walk across the Common from here.
Desire rolled through my belly at the thought of meeting him there
later that night. I squeezed my eyes closed, overwhelmed by my
physical response to him.

Thank goodness I didn’t even like the guy. I could only imagine
what danger I’d be in if my emotions were involved on top of such
intense physical feelings.

I opened my eyes and looked down at my cell. First I saved his
number and then I replied:



Fine.

Happy with my short response, I sat back at my desk and tried to
remember what I’d been doing. My cell chimed again before I could.

Caleb: You’ll be more than fine when I’m done with you.

I glowered at my phone, warring between irritation and desire. I’d
never met a man so unromantic and blunt, and would never have
imagined being turned on by that bluntness. Pretending, however, to
be anything else was beneath me and childish. I’d agreed to have this
affair with him. That meant he knew I wanted him. Playing the prude
to save my pride just made me a different kind of obnoxious.

I should hope so. There are expectations to be met.

His response was almost immediate.

Caleb: Surpassed. There are expectations to be surpassed.

I smiled and felt myself start to really relax for the first moment
since our lunch. This interlude with Caleb for a week, perhaps two,
depending on how long he was stranded here, would be something to
remember on those nights I was alone. I’d remember this as the time I
let go of my responsibilities and did something just because I wanted
to.



T
Eleven

here was this light, fresh, floral scent in the air at the Four
Seasons. I didn’t know if it was something they spritzed out
through an air-filtering system or if it was whatever they

polished the marble floors with, but it was so pleasant and calming
every time I visited I was often tempted to find one of their beautifully
placed pieces of furniture and sit there for hours. Especially at that
moment as I strutted through the main entrance door held open for
me by a tall, traditionally outfitted doorman. I nodded my thanks,
hoping I looked calm, collected, and aloof enough that no one here
would suspect the reason that had drawn me to this hotel.

My heels clacked against the black, gold, and white diamond-
patterned floor as I strode straight ahead to the reception desk.

A young blonde smiled at me from behind it. “Good evening.
Welcome to the Four Seasons.”

“Good evening.” I hoped my smile wasn’t strained or nervous-
looking. “My partner left a room key for me. Room 201 for Ava
Breevort.” I didn’t care if calling him my partner pissed off Caleb. It
could be construed as professional partner or otherwise. I just didn’t
want anyone to think badly of me, especially not at the Four Seasons,
where I often dined with clients.

“Ah, yes.” The young woman’s eyes lit up. “Mr. Scott did leave a key
for you.” She reached under the desk and pulled out a Four Seasons
card and card holder. “There you are, Miss Breevort. Is there anything
else I can do for you?”

“No, that’s great,” I said, taking the key card and feeling my cheeks
start to heat as the reality of what I was about to do sunk in.

“Have a wonderful evening.”



“Thank you. You too.”
I headed toward the elevators, feeling like my heart might explode.

My stomach was filled with flutters so wild they seemed to be diving
up into my chest and panicking my heart into acceleration. I let out a
shaky breath as I got into the elevator, thankfully alone.

If I was feeling so anxious about this, why was I doing it? I stared at
the bank of buttons and saw Caleb was right. There was a small panel I
needed to flash my room card over to get onto Caleb’s floor. Which
meant he was more than likely staying in a suite.

“Maybe I should just go home,” I whispered to myself.
But almost immediately on the back of the thought came the image

of Caleb leaning down over me at lunch, his lips whispering near mine,
and the sensual promise in his enigmatic eyes.

No, I didn’t like the man.
However, I really, really liked how he made me feel.
Shake it off, Ava, I hissed at myself. You made the decision to have

fun for once so don’t back out now.
I swiped the card over the panel and pressed the button for Caleb’s

floor.
Once I got off the elevator, the click of my heels now dulled against

the thick carpeted floor, I followed the signs for room 201 and sucked
in a huge breath when I stood outside it, the flutters from my belly
rising right up into my throat.

What was I so nervous about? It wasn’t like I hadn’t done this with
him before. Although my inhibitions were slightly lowered by alcohol
last time. Dammit, I should have had more than one glass of wine with
my dinner to relax me. Instead, I’d gotten home around six thirty,
barely able to concentrate on cooking or eating. I’d rushed through it
so I could shower, shave, and primp. What I should wear had posed a
dilemma, but I went for a simple black shift dress with simple black
stilettos, silk hold-ups with a lace band around the thigh, and black
lace underwear. Understated sexy.

Ava, you put on sexy lingerie for a man you don’t even like, I
chastised myself as I raised my finger to the doorbell of the suite.
You’re sure you want to do this? Last chance to turn back.

I wavered.



Then I pressed the doorbell.
Not a second later I heard movement from behind the door and a

few seconds after that the door opened. My breath caught at the sight
of Caleb Scott standing tall and imposing before me. He stared at me,
his expression almost neutral, if it weren’t for those paradoxical eyes
of fire and ice blazing at me.

This big, physically and verbally intimidating man, who I imagined
never let anyone have a piece of him. What he didn’t realize was that
his desire was a big part of him, and he was handing it over to me. He
wore a white T-shirt that delineated his amazing physique and a pair
of jeans that hung well on his narrow hips. Who knew a simple pair of
jeans and a T-shirt could be that goddamn sexy?

“Are you going to invite me in or just stare at me?” I arched an
eyebrow.

“Both.” He stepped aside and I hesitated for a moment, which of
course he picked up on. “Are you going tae come in or live the rest of
your life regretting that you didn’t have one more night with the
Bastard Scot?”

I tried to quell my smile but my lips turned up at the corners
despite my best efforts. “You remembered my endearment. How
sweet.” And with that I lifted one foot in front of the other and walked
by him, my elbow brushing his stomach, his delicious scent causing a
shiver to ripple down my spine.

I doubted very much the hotel suite was decorated to Caleb Scott’s
taste. He struck me as a black and chrome kind of guy. Not the kind of
guy to dig striped pale jade wallpaper, pale gold carpet, dark
mahogany furniture, traditional New England essence. We stood in a
living room that had a pale gold velvet sofa opposite a mahogany
sideboard with a television. There was a matching coffee table between
them. At the end of the room was a bay window I knew overlooked the
Public Garden, but I couldn’t see the view because Caleb had drawn
the curtains. Beside the window was a chair and a desk where he’d put
his laptop and papers. To my left were glazed double doors, open to
the separate bedroom, where I could see the king-sized bed.

I decided to peer inside the bedroom area out of curiosity, since I’d
never been inside a suite here before (not to mention a need for



distraction from the Scottish Viking behind me). On the left side of the
room was an open doorway leading to the bathroom. From there I
could see a long marble sink.

“Nice room,” I said quietly as I felt him step up behind me.
Caleb didn’t reply. Instead I felt his hands slide down over my

shoulders to grip the lapels of my light coat. He tugged and I let my
shoulders relax and drop so he could remove it.

I turned my head slightly to see him put the coat on the sofa. And
then goose bumps flared and sprinkled along my neck and back as his
knuckles brushed my nape while he gathered my hair in his hand and
moved all of it over one shoulder.

“I guess the talking part of this is over,” I whispered, trying to
sound amused instead of breathless and aroused. I failed.

At finding no zipper on the dress, his hands caressed their way
down my sides until he found the hem. “You can still talk, Ava.” His
voice rumbled behind me as he lifted the dress slowly. “Tell me how
slow, fast, hard you want it.”

I shivered, raising my arms above my head as he pulled the dress
up and over. There was silence behind me as I lowered my arms, so
much so I felt a burst of nerves that caused my knees to shake a little.
“I don’t do this,” I whispered, the words out before I could stop them.

“Do what?”
“Casual sex with men I don’t like.” Or casual sex at all.
He grunted. “You’ve already done it. Turn around.”
I did so slowly, hating that I was trembling. Hoping he couldn’t see

it. Not wanting to be vulnerable to him in any way. Reluctantly, I
raised my eyes to his face and felt that hard tug of need at the way his
voracious gaze roamed over me.

“The Scot likes black underwear and hold-ups,” I teased,
attempting to relax into this, to bring back our banter and ease instead
of this volcanic sexual tension that was much too intense. I slipped off
my heels.

Suddenly he took hold of the hem of his T-shirt and pulled it up
over his head and off, throwing it to the couch with my dress. God, I
didn’t even know men like him existed outside of movies and myths. I



couldn’t wait to explore his body again, remembering how much fun
I’d had last time doing it.

“Babe, you could walk in here wearing a plastic garbage bag and I’d
still want you. Now get on the bed,” he demanded as he unbuttoned
the top of his jeans.

“You get on the bed.”
Caleb shook his head as he divested himself of his jeans and

underwear. “Why is everything a bloody battle with you?” He looked
up from staring at me to glare hungrily into my eyes. “You’re not my
type. Your hair, your makeup, your clothes, your attitude. You’re too
beautiful and you know it. And yet I’m desperate to have you again.”

I glowered, hating him and hating that my body was still hot and
flushed and needy for him even after he’d said that to me. “I hate you.”

His jaw clenched, fire flashed in his eyes, and he growled, “Good.”
His mouth crashed down on mine, sweeping me up into a hungry,
punishing kiss that I instantly responded to. His strong arms bound
around me, crushing my breasts against his naked chest, and I felt the
shivery thrill of being pressed against the strength of him.

His hold was almost too tight, but there was something desperate
about it that ignited the fire in me, and I slid my arms around his back,
my fingers digging into his muscle as the kiss turned almost savage.
Our tongues mated, mimicking what our bodies wanted to do, our
teeth scraped against lips, biting, possessive, our breaths hot, pants
and growls and gasps filling each other’s mouths.

No one kissed me like he did.
No one.
It obliterated the insecurity he’d caused only moments before.
It obliterated everything.
Suddenly he was helping me out of my underwear and then I was

on my back, his kisses still deep, still ravaging, as I felt his hard length
caress my belly and move down to nudge between my legs. I felt him
push inside me and I whimpered against his kiss, my fingernails biting
into his skin with need. Caleb groaned into my mouth. “You feel
amazing.”

Through the fog of desire, realization of why this felt so incredibly
good hit me. “Condom.” I stilled against his movements.



His eyes flew to mine and I saw the astonishment he couldn’t mask.
Apparently protection wasn’t something he forgot about that often. He
gritted his teeth as he began to withdraw. “Dinnae move an inch.” He
growled, disappearing into the living room.

I heard a hiss of frustration and then his hips stilled against mine.
He had his eyes squeezed closed, his jaw locked with tension. Then
abruptly he pushed up off me. “Dinnae move an inch.” He growled,
disappearing into the living room.

Seconds later he was over me again, laughter bubbling on my lips at
how frustrated and harassed he looked. The laughter instantly died as
he gripped my right thigh against his outer hip and thrust back inside
of me.

It wasn’t the same, but it was still excellent.
Afterward, when both of us were breathless and satisfied, he

loosened his hold on me. He dropped to his elbows, his slick, warm
forehead resting between my breasts, his hot breath puffing against
my stomach. He kissed my belly, softly, almost reverently.

It was sweet and not at all what I expected of him.
It felt nice. Too nice.
So I immediately sought to spoil it. “I guess I should go.”
Caleb tensed. After a few seconds of silence, he lifted his head, but

only far enough to bring his mouth to my breasts. He covered them in
kisses and swiped teasing licks against my nipples until I felt desire
building inside me again. Without thought I lifted my hands to grasp
his shoulders and my touch brought his eyes up. They were hard with
determination. “I’m not done with you yet.”

And just with those simple words I was back under his sensual
spell. “What do you want to do to me?” I whispered.

“What will you let me do tae you?”
My heart skittered because somehow I knew we wouldn’t be done

after just one more night. The thought of returning here tomorrow and
possibly the day after filled me with a weird mixture of anticipation
and trepidation. But the trepidation wasn’t going to stop me.

I was addicted to the pleasure he gave me. “Well . . . why don’t you
try and see?”



T
Twelve

ry as I might, it was difficult not to daydream at work the next
day. My mind kept drifting back to the events of the night
before, and it was unlike me not to approach my work with

single-minded focus.
Thankfully, I had an appointment with Fred Russo, the talented

man who brought to life the designs for my soft furnishings and
window dressings. He had a small, talented team that consisted of
curtain makers and upholsterers. They did everything from cushion
making to curtain making to creating one-of-a-kind duvet covers.
There had also been more than one occasion where I’d been unable to
find a sofa or chair I had in mind, so I’d designed it, had one of my
master carpenters make it, and Fred upholstered it.

I was there to check up on their work for Patrice’s guesthouse and
make some final decisions on the fabric choices for each room in
Roxanne’s summer home.

Fred’s shop was fabric heaven, bolts and bolts of expensive,
luxurious fabric that often made it difficult for my more involved
clients to come to a decision. I was decisive. While designing a room, I
knew exactly what kind of fabrics and palettes I wanted to use. Clients
like Roxanne, however, who didn’t trust you (and made you wonder
why she hired you in the first place), played lovely games of back-and-
forth that slowed the project down. And then they complained about
how much time it was taking.

I was done waiting. Roxanne’s last okay to fabric choice was now
the final decision.

Working with Fred was a wonderful distraction that morning. The
entire time I barely thought about the night before, but as soon as I left



his shop my mind automatically went there again. After our quick,
desperate, but extremely satisfying first round, Caleb and I had taken
our time exploring each other. I could still feel his beard scratching
and tickling my skin as he discovered every inch of it with his mouth.
There were little patches of red skin this morning on the places he’d
lingered the longest. But I didn’t mind. I flushed remembering his
attentiveness. And he’d let me touch and kiss every inch of him too.

I hadn’t left the hotel room until almost one in the morning, and
Caleb had insisted on calling me a cab even though my apartment was
walking distance from the hotel.

Despite the chaos of my thoughts, I was so wrung out that I’d fallen
asleep as soon as I’d gotten into bed. And this morning when my alarm
went off I’d felt surprisingly fresh and awake despite having slept for
only four and a half hours. I’d even managed to fit in a run.

But there was something that niggled at me and had been niggling
me all morning.

Because last night didn’t feel like a quick, satisfying, casual affair.
Come to think of it, our first time together in the hotel at O’Hare
hadn’t exactly felt like that either.

The way Caleb overwhelmed me in bed, the way he completely
owned me until there was nothing else in the world but him and me,
made me feel uneasy. It wouldn’t be difficult to begin to like the man
he was when we were together like that. He was an amazing partner.
Simultaneously wild and rough and savage, yet sweet, reverent, and
generous.

No man should be that good. The truth was, however, that he made
me a different kind of lover. Sex with Nick had been great, but we’d
always just been satisfied with a bit of foreplay followed by the main
event. Once that was done, we were finished for the night. I couldn’t
remember rolling around in bed with him for hours or striving to
make him groan with pleasure the way I had with Caleb.

So I had to wonder if Caleb had ever been like this with a woman
before, or if our sheer need to pleasure each other just made us more
exceptional than ever.

The reality was that our physical appetite for each other felt
dangerous to me.



I didn’t want to admit out loud that sex with Caleb had confused
me, considering the sensible part of my brain knew he was still rude
and unappreciative to people. A huge personality no-no for me.

But still, I needed to talk to my best friend before my brain
exploded with overthinking. Harper was contracted to work five days a
week at Canterbury, but sometimes she worked extra days when she
was helping train new apprentices. She worked twelve-hour shifts in
the kitchen doing everything from devising dessert menus to
developing and testing new pastries and desserts, from overseeing the
pastry department budget to procuring ingredients and maintaining
the inventory of supplies, as well as overseeing the training of new
staff members. I knew all this because I wanted to learn what I could
about her job, why she was there for twelve-hour days, and what it was
about it that made it worth it to her.

She had a passion for it, but I worried that the sixty- to seventy-
two-hour weeks were going to cause her to burn out quickly.

Having such a demanding job meant she and I had to fit in our time
together whenever we could. I called her as I was leaving Fred’s and
asked if she had a moment to spare.

“I’ll make time,” she said, sounding concerned. “I’ll take a quick
lunch break early. You okay to meet me at the restaurant or do you
need more privacy?”

“Grab one of the booths in the back and we’ll be good.”
“Okay, babe. See you soon.”
Canterbury was on Pearl Street in the Financial District, and

Russo’s was on the corner of Washington and Waltham, so I decided
to jump in a cab. Kelly, the daytime hostess at Canterbury, recognized
me and led me to Harper.

My friend was dressed in her chef whites and ripped black jeggings
with a pair of black and silver sneakers. She loved her biker boots, but
running around a kitchen for twelve hours required comfortable
footwear. Harper got out of the booth to hug me in greeting and then
we settled down.

She gestured to the small samples of the lunch menu sitting on
plates that covered our table in the back of the restaurant. Canterbury
had a modern rustic design; it was all glass, heavy dark woods,



Spanish brick tiling, and copper, wire, and naked lightbulbs. Jason
was from Canterbury in England and the style of the food was British
gastropub. “Eat,” she said. “And talk.”

So I did, cutting into a miniature gourmet burger. I told her
everything that had happened with Caleb yesterday, wondering how
only a day had passed from the moment Patrice had “introduced” us to
now.

“Holy shit. I want to meet him.”
“No,” I said adamantly. “He’s only here for a week or two and this is

nothing serious. Meeting my family does not scream ‘casual.’”
She squeezed my arm at being referred to as family. “Okay.

Whatever you want. But can I ask something?”
“Shoot.”
“You wanted to talk to me about this because you needed to tell

someone, or you wanted to talk to me about this because something
about it is bothering you?”

My smile was reluctant. “You know me so well.”
“So what do you think is bothering you?”
“Why? Are you going to tell me what you think is bothering me?”
“You know me so well.” She grinned cheekily.
“Okay, you first.”
Harper sighed. “I think that you try to control everything in your

life because your parents were flakes when you were a kid and because
you couldn’t control your life falling apart after college. Controlling
everything now makes you feel safe. But you can’t control this guy.
And you can’t control how he makes you feel. And that freaks you out.”

My heart thumped hard at her words and I felt an uneasy roiling in
my stomach. “You should have been a psychologist, Harper.”

She glared at the bite in my tone. “You asked what I thought.”
I studied my glass of water, unable to meet her eyes, because for

some inexplicable reason I wanted to burst into tears. Why couldn’t I
just enjoy being with this guy without overanalyzing everything! I
wiped at a nonexistent smudge on my glass and said softly, “I don’t
even like him, Harp. How can I possibly want him this much and not
even like him? What does that say about me?”

“What don’t you like about him?”



I looked at her, recognizing the curiosity and concern in her gray-
blue eyes. “He’s arrogant. He’s rude to people in service—never says
please or thank you. Just treats them like servants. There’s a coldness
to him. Not in bed. Not at all. But outside of it, yes. And sometimes . . .
he looks at me like he can’t stand me and hates himself for wanting
me.”

She was quiet a moment, her brows drawing together at my last
sentence. “Maybe you’re right to be uneasy about this, then. Casual sex
is supposed to be uncomplicated. He sounds way complicated.”

“You say that . . . and it makes total sense.” I nodded. “That’s what I
think too . . . and then I’ll think about not seeing him again and I
feel . . .”

“Yeah?”
“Agitated.” I smirked as I encountered the right word. “Like an

addict would.”
Harper—adventurous, grab-life-by-the-balls Harper—didn’t tell me

to just ignore my concerns and go for it. Instead, she touched my arm
and said, “I thought sex with this guy would be a nice distraction. That
it would maybe shake off the shadows in your eyes. The ones Gem’s
death put there. But they’re not gone, Ava. Maybe you should quit it
with this guy and find someone else to do the casual thing with.”

Her concern made me pause.
If Harper was telling me that, then I should listen. I nodded and

looked away, my gaze skimming distractedly across the restaurant.
Wait. What?
My eyes swung back toward the hostess podium, where none other

than my Bastard Scot was standing with a group of three other men.
He was wearing a different suit but wearing that same brooding,
intimidating expression.

“How is this happening?” I groaned.
“What? What is it?” Harper’s eyes followed mine.
“He’s here.”
“Who’s here?”
“Caleb,” I snapped, turning to her with what I was sure was a look

of horror. “Seriously. Some omnipresent being is playing with us. No



two people can keep bumping into each other like this without the help
of some twisted Fate.”

“Oh my God.” Harper’s lips parted in awe. “Is he the tall blond who
hasn’t shaved in a few weeks?”

“Yup.”
“I thought you said he was a biker Viking dude?”
“He wears suits for work. He’s the CFO for Koto, remember. But

yes, biker boots, jeans, and tattoos are his usual deal. None of which
matters because they’re on the move. Oh God, please don’t see us.”

However, my pleas went unheard as Caleb’s eyes came up from the
man he was walking beside as they were shown to their table. He
scanned the restaurant and his gaze promptly snagged on the sight of
me.

I saw them widen a little as I schooled my expression to neutral.
I gave him a nod, not wanting to be rude, but hoping he would just

nod back and otherwise ignore me.
Apparently, Caleb didn’t feel like being his usual rude self. He

excused himself from his group and began making his way over to us.
“Oh my God, he’s gorgeous,” Harper said under her breath.
“Shut up.”
A smile played around his beautiful mouth as he slowed to a halt in

front of our booth. “I’m really beginning tae think you’re stalking me,
Ava Breevort.”

I rolled my eyes. “I was here first, Mr. Scott.” I gestured to Harper.
“My best friend is the pastry chef. Harper, this is Caleb Scott. Caleb,
meet Harper.”

Harper reached out her hand and he shook it. “Pleasure.”
She grinned. “You too.”
Her grin gave away too much about her knowledge of him and he

shot me an entertained, knowing smile. “Lunch break?”
I nodded. “We both work long hours. We grab time together when

we can.”
“I look forward tae trying your food, Harper.”
Who was this charming guy?
“I can promise you’ll like it,” she said confidently, making him grin

at her in a way he never smiled at me. “Where in Scotland are you



from?”
I hadn’t asked him that. I was too afraid to ask him anything

because we weren’t about that.
Caleb was unruffled. “I live in Glasgow, but I grew up in a wee place

in central Scotland. Linlithgow. It’s not far from Edinburgh.”
“I’ve always wanted to visit. Ava and I try to travel somewhere once

a year, and Scotland’s on our bucket list.”
Stop telling him things about me. I threw her a tight smile, which

she ignored.
“Well, call me biased, but I’d recommend visiting it over any other

country.”
“Straight to the top of the list, then. So you here with your work

people?” She gestured behind him.
“Lunch meeting, aye.” He frowned distractedly.
It was on the tip of my tongue to ask him what was wrong, but I

stopped myself.
That wasn’t what we were.
His gaze moved to me, the frown only deepening. “I’d best get

back.”
“Sure,” I said casually, as if I didn’t care one way or the other.
Caleb’s frown turned to a full-on scowl. “See you later, then.

Harper, it was nice tae meet you.”
“You too. We should all have drinks together while you’re in

Boston.”
He nodded but didn’t give her a definite answer (thank God) before

he shot me one last enigmatic look and turned around.
As he was walking away, Harper huffed. “Rude? Really? Because I

found him perfectly charming.”
I cut her a look. “He’s not normally like that. Although . . . he was

like that with Patrice.” A bitter chuckle of realization escaped me.
“He’s only a shit to me.”

“You’re right about the way he looks at you,” she mused. “When he
first came over he looked almost happy to see you . . . and then . . .”

“And then?”
“Pissed off at you.” She rested her fist on her chin. “But it could

have been because you were as warm as a frozen waffle to him.”



“I wasn’t that bad.”
“You were cooler toward him than I’ve ever seen you toward

anyone. Even to the many men you’ve shot down in the past.”
“I’m protecting myself,” I admitted. “I don’t see what is so wrong

about that.”
“Well, have you thought that maybe he’s reacting to your coldness

by being cold in return?”
I thought of last night, lying vulnerable beside him on the hotel

bed. There was nothing cold about me then. I was feeling playful even.
And then he’d told me in that sharp, resentful tone that I wasn’t his
type, that everything about me was the opposite of what he really
wanted.

“No. His defenses were up before mine ever were.” I smiled sadly at
her. “He said something to me last night that hurt. I told him I hated
him. Do you know what his reply was?”

My friend’s concern was back. “What?”
“He said, ‘Good.’”
“Okay.” Harper shook her head. “I was momentarily charmed by

the whole sexy accent and that body, but if I was telling the same story
to you, you would tell me that it sounded super unhealthy, right?”

I heaved a sigh. “Right.”
“Babe, I have to get back to work. Lunch is on me.” She leaned over

and kissed me on the cheek. “But I expect that the next time we talk
you’ll have called this”—she gestured over to him—“off.”

She was right.
She was totally, totally right. I just had to ignore the way my body

clenched in agitation at the thought. “Right.”
“Okay, good. We’ll talk.” She threw me a loving smile and got out of

the booth, heading toward the back of the restaurant.
Feeling a little shaky and not really knowing why, I grabbed my

purse, left a tip on the table for the server, and got out of the booth
without looking at Caleb. I would have to pass him, but I decided to
delay it by visiting the ladies’ restroom first. It was down a low-lit,
brick-walled passage at the back of the restaurant.

Inside, I stared at my reflection as I was washing my hands. I
looked a little pale. Dark circles were beginning to bruise under my



eyes from my lack of eight hours’ sleep the night before. But more than
that, I looked melancholy. Harper was right. The shadows were still
there.

My gaze lowered, unable to bear the fact that I couldn’t hide it. How
could Caleb not see that when he was with me? Or did he just not care?
And why would I want him to consider my feelings? That was never
what we were supposed to be about.

A shuddering sigh escaped me as my decision formed into resolve.
This was really why I wanted to talk to Harper: because I knew she’d
be honest with me. And she’d tell me to do what was best for me, even
if it went against her adventurous nature and personal philosophy.

I would call Caleb later to tell him our interludes were officially
over.

Patrice would just have to understand that I was too busy with
work to “entertain” her guest.

My heels clacked on the tiled floor as I crossed the empty bathroom
and hauled the heavy door open, but the sound stuttered as I stumbled
at the sight of Caleb leaning against the opposite wall out in the
corridor.

I stepped out of the restroom, letting the door swing shut behind
me. Glancing left and right, I found we were alone. Slowly I returned
my attention to him and felt unwanted desire thrill through me at his
hungry gaze. “Hi.”

He pushed off the wall and was suddenly pressing into me, his
hands braced above my head on the frame of the door behind me. His
hot eyes searched my face. “Problem, Ava?”

Bewildered, I shook my head. “What?”
“Don’t lie.” His breath whispered across my lips.
Annoyance rippled through me. “Why do you care?”
“You’re overanalyzing last night. Letting it mess with your head.”

He gently tapped my temple.
I smacked his hand away. “I’m not.” Liar.
He heaved a sigh in obvious frustration and dropped his arms but

didn’t move back. Instead he studied me, almost curiously. “Harper.
She doesn’t seem like the type of lass you’d be friends with.”

Anger flushed through me, my protectiveness toward her flaring.



“What does that mean?”
He shrugged. “She’s pierced, punk, not reserved. You’re

conservative—” His eyes dragged down my body. “Haughty and
reserved.”

I decided there was no point in waiting to text him. I could tell him
my decision now. But first . . . “Harper is smart, ambitious, loyal,
protective, and kind. As for me, I have many flaws that I am well aware
of, but I like to think that it’s exactly those good qualities we share that
make us best friends. No, actually, we’re family. Not that I owe you any
explanation of who I am or who she is.” When I glared up at him, I
finally allowed him to see the hurt and anger his judgments were
causing me. “I don’t owe you anything—and I am done.”

Caleb’s expression blanked. “With me?”
“Yeah, with you.”
“It’s just sex, babe. I keep telling you that.”
“No.” I shook my head. “It’s sex with a guy who somehow manages

to make me feel this small”—I gestured with my forefinger and thumb
—“every time he opens his mouth. I don’t know what it is about me
that you despise so much, but it’s kind of killing my lust.” I tried to
shove by him, but he wouldn’t let me, his strong hand circling my
bicep tightly. “Let go.”

“And what about you?” He scowled. “How many times have you
told me you dinnae even like me, that you hate me even? What do you
really know about me that you can draw any real conclusion about who
I am and whether I’m worthy of your like or dislike?”

I tensed. And then my shoulders slumped.
He was absolutely right.
His grip on my bicep loosened.
“You’re right,” I whispered, staring at his chest as I tried to gather

the courage to meet his gaze.
“Ava.”
His tone drew my eyes to his face, where his expression had

softened, a weary amusement filling his gaze. “This was supposed tae
be fun.”

I let out a huff of laughter. “Sometimes it has been.”
“Well”—he gave me that arrogant smirk of his—“why don’t we agree



tae agree that we dinnae know each other enough tae judge each
other? I’ll quit making assumptions about you if you admit you dinnae
really know me well enough tae hate me.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You still want to see me while you’re in
Boston? Surely it would just be easier to pick up a random woman in a
bar?”

His eyes grew smoky. “Do you really think it would be the same?”
My breath caught.
He heard it and gave a small huff of self-deprecating laughter.

“Hard for two people like us tae admit it, but no one else quite does it
for us the way we do it for each other, right? I’m here for a few more
days, then I’m back tae Scotland. So why don’t we just take advantage
of this opportunity while we can. It’s all right tae be that tae each
other, Ava. Tae look back and remember that Bastard Scot that gave
you bloody brilliant orgasms and for me tae look back and remember
the American beauty who was the best sex I ever had.”

Surprise and pleasure filled me that he would admit that, and he
shook his head at my expression. “Are you gonna lie and say I’m not
the best you’ve ever had?”

Usually, I would take his words for annoying overconfidence, but I
knew that wasn’t how he meant them. He just knew, as I did, that sex
between us was on a whole other level of epicness. Still, it discomfited
me. “Well, I don’t have a lot to compare it to.”

Irritation flickered across his expression and he took a step back.
“I’m not lying,” I hurried to assure him. “I—I’ve only ever been with

one other man before you.”
His eyebrows shot up. “No way.”
I blushed, feeling vulnerable and suddenly wishing I hadn’t been so

honest. “Uh, yes way.”
“You told me you’d had great sex before.”
“It was great sex.”
“But ours is better.” It wasn’t a question.
“With you it’s . . .” I flushed harder and didn’t enjoy being so honest

with him. “Yes, sex with you is off the charts. Happy?”
Caleb grinned and I rolled my eyes at his arrogance. “That wasn’t so

hard tae admit, was it?”



“Shut up.”
He chuckled and stepped back into my space, so I had to tilt my

head back to meet his eyes. “No more judgments. No more
overanalyzing it. Let’s just enjoy what we have while it lasts.”

My body was already inching toward him, craving his touch, so
there was really no other answer to give. “Okay. But no more telling
me I’m not your type.”

To my astonishment, he looked chagrined. “I won’t do that again. It
was an arsehole move and I regretted it as soon as I said it.”

My lips parted in shock. The man could admit when he was wrong.
Wow.

He suddenly gripped my chin gently and brought my lips to his,
where he brushed the sweetest kiss across them. He pulled back but
didn’t release me, and he said softly, “I know you’re sad, Ava, about
your friend. It’s not up tae me tae take that away, tae make you happy.
But I can distract you, babe. I can give you somewhere tae disappear.”

Tears burned in the back of my eyes before I could stop them at his
sweet words. This was a side to Caleb Scott I was afraid to admit might
exist. This was a man who could be dangerous to me. But I was going
to choose to ignore the danger in favor of the rush and escape he was
offering. I blinked back the tears and nodded. “Tonight?”

“Same time. You’ve still got the key card?”
“Yes.”
He kissed me again, longer, deeper, his tongue dancing with mine

until I was clinging to the heat of him, overwhelmed. I felt his hand
slide down over my ass, pulling me tight against him, and I felt the
thickening of his arousal against my belly. Just like that he jerked
away, like he had to force himself to let go of me. “You best go.” His
voice was hoarse with need. “I’ll need a minute before I go back tae my
table.”

That feeling of power returned and I gave him an arrogant smile
that made him chuckle. With one last wave of my fingers, I walked
away, feeling his gaze burn into my back. As I left the restaurant, I
couldn’t shake off a residual feeling of uncertainty. It had changed
from what I was feeling when I first walked into the restaurant. It was
no longer worry that I could have such strong desire for a man I



disliked. No, now I began to wonder if I’d been lying to myself all
along. That maybe I’d been able to see past Caleb’s brusque rudeness,
and that maybe I could like him.

And liking him was concerning to me.
But not being able to kiss and touch him again was even more of a

concern. Dominating my uncertainty was my relief that it wasn’t over.
I’d explain the conversation Caleb and I had to Harper so she wouldn’t
worry about me. He and I had reached a new understanding.

As I walked back to my office, I began to wish away the rest of the
day, desperate to get my next fix now that we’d cleared the air between
us.



A
Thirteen

s soon as I strolled into the Marquess, one of the most exclusive
restaurant-clubs in the city, I couldn’t help but feel like I didn’t
belong there. However, I suspected if the people who frequented

the club caught even a hint of insecurity, they’d be on me like a shark
scenting blood in the water. In an effort to seem confident, I wore a
careful expression that said, I belong here, but don’t talk to me. I, of
course, didn’t belong there. Patrice and Danby had invited me to dine
with them along with Caleb that evening.

Two more days had passed since he and I had had our little tête-à-
tête at Canterbury. And two more nights of passion in his hotel room.
Last night he’d been so desperate to have me, he pounced on me as I
let myself into his room.

My eyes locked with Caleb’s as the host of the club led me across
the elegant library room toward him. Apparently, Patrice and Danby
hadn’t arrived yet, so Caleb and I were to wait for them before being
led into the dining room.

There were only a few other people in the room sitting near the
open fireplace, but Caleb was sitting in the back. He’d been frowning
at his phone, yet had looked up from it almost as soon as I entered the
room. As if he’d felt my presence.

I couldn’t help but shiver at the way those wolf eyes of his dipped
down my body as I approached. The heat in his gaze made me glad I’d
worn this dress. It was one of my favorites—a modern twist on a
flapper dress. I felt like a 1920s movie star whenever I wore it.
Champagne colored with silver detailing, it sparkled subtly as I moved,
hugging my body but not too tightly. The kind of dress that made me
feel playful but classy at the same time. I’d matched it with a pair of



strappy silver stilettos and I’d swept all my hair to one side in a loose,
elegant braid.

Caleb stood up as I approached.
“As soon as Mr. and Mrs. Danby arrive, I will inform them that

their guests are here,” the host said.
“Thank you,” I replied, watching him walk away, feeling Caleb’s

focus on me. Finally I turned to meet his eyes. “Hello.”
He pulled a seat out for me at the coffee table. I thanked him as I

sat down, trying to ignore the way his eyes lingered over my legs as I
crossed them. The truth was, I was nervous to be in a normal situation
with him. For the last three nights, we’d been lost in a sex bubble
together, and because of that it felt like we’d been sleeping together for
longer than we had. I knew intimate details about this man, as he did
about me.

We had, however, planned to keep our interludes restricted to the
physical desire we shared. When we talked in the hotel room, it was
about what we wanted to do to each other. Yet, despite our best-laid
plans, Patrice had turned the tables on us. She’d called me to tell me
she felt terrible for neglecting Caleb, certain that he wasn’t staying in
one of their guest rooms at all, but still at the hotel. Upset at failing in
her hostess duties, she had insisted she and Danby make time to have
dinner with him, and had also insisted that I join them.

And at their private club no less.
Floor-to-ceiling bookshelves surrounded us, with leather-bound

books filling every inch of them. Coffee tables and elegant armchairs
were strategically placed throughout the room, and there was a small
free bar near the entrance.

“Oh, how the other half live,” I muttered.
“You look beautiful.”
Caleb’s compliment brought my gaze swinging back to his rugged

face. He wore a small smile, as if entertained by my startled
expression. “I’ve called you beautiful before. Why so surprised now?”

“Because you said it without sounding pissed off about it.”
He flashed me a grin. “Is that so?”
“It is.” I gave him a quizzical smile. “And thank you. You look very

handsome.”



He leaned an elbow on the armchair and braced his fist against his
mouth. Though the movement shielded his lips from me, I saw the
thoughtful amusement in his gaze. I didn’t know what was so funny
about my compliment, but I shrugged it off since he did look
handsome in his dinner suit and black tie.

There was something kind of erotic about the fact that he dressed
like such a gentleman here and hid the wild, tattooed guy that only I
got to see when we were together. I’d traced every inch of his tattoos
with my tongue, so curious about them I’d almost asked him about the
significance of the warriors and the phrase he’d decided to have
permanently inked on his skin.

Thankfully, I’d stopped myself before I could cross that line.
Caleb continued to study me, his eyes taking in every detail of my

face until I shifted uncomfortably. “Why are you staring at me like
that?”

Lifting his head away from his hand, he shrugged. “Nothing else is
worth looking at when you’re in the room.”

Stunned, I felt my breath catch in my throat. It was quite possibly
one of the most romantic things anyone had ever said to me, and it
came from the most unexpected source. It took a few attempts to
compose myself and ignore the way my heart turned over in my chest;
I struggled for once for a retort. Instead, I decided on a subject change,
breaking my rule about not asking him personal questions. “Why were
you frowning at your phone when I walked in?”

If Caleb was perplexed by the probing question, he didn’t show it.
Instead he glanced at his phone where it sat on the coffee table. “They
think flights tae Europe will be available again by the end of the week,
but it looks like I’ll be here for at least a week beyond that.” He stared
at me as I felt a warmth in my chest that couldn’t possibly be
happiness. “The men I was at lunch with the other day . . .”

“Yeah?”
“One of them is the CFO of the North American division. And he’s a

complete and utter nightmare. He does nothing. Delegates everything
—and I mean everything—tae staff members who are struggling under
the weight of their own duties and now his. Staff members who aren’t
qualified and aren’t paid the six figures he’s being paid. He deflects my



questions because he can’t answer them. He’s lazy, arrogant, and
clueless and—” He cut off as his voice began to rise in anger.

Sympathy moved through me. He sounded so stressed. “What are
you going to do about it?”

“I’m not his boss. In fact, the little shit thinks he’s my superior
because the North American division brings more money in than the
UK.”

“Well, I’m sure that’s true for most companies—we’re a bigger
country.”

“Aye, but the figures aren’t adding up. The company should be
doing better here than it is. I suspect he’s mismanaging the financial
risks the division is taking, but I can’t know for certain without getting
a look at his files. And he won’t let me look at his files.”

“So how do you alert the head honchos without pissing everybody
off, right?”

“Right.” He sighed. “And is it my place tae alert them?”
“Yes,” I answered immediately. “It’s obvious you care about your

work and this company. You don’t cross me as the type of man who
would let an injustice go on without doing something about it.” And
weirdly, despite my misgivings about him in the past, he really didn’t. I
suppose I’d started to realize that when he sought to protect me from
the assholes at the restaurant in O’Hare.

Caleb studied me with an intensity that made my skin flush hot.
“Ten days isn’t much time tae do it.”

I smirked. “But you’re going to do it anyway.”
He let out a low laugh but didn’t answer either way. Still, I knew

deep down he was going to do something about it.
We shared a look of mutual appreciation, and I felt emotion begin

to well up inside of me. Emotion I had not expected to feel toward
him. It was exactly as I had feared. Was I beginning to like my Bastard
Scot?

“There you are, darlings!” Patrice’s voice carried across the room
and we both turned to watch her and Danby walking toward us. She
wore a long, figure-hugging, black-beaded dress. Her arm was looped
through Danby’s. Michael Danby Senior was the same height as his
wife, with a trim, athletic build and a handsome boyish face that never



seemed to change as the years passed. His dark eyes were always lit
with good humor and kindness.

Caleb and I stood at their approach and were immediately engulfed
in Patrice’s expensive perfume as she kissed our cheeks in turn. When
his wife released me, Danby stepped forward to kiss my right cheek.

“You look beautiful as always, Ava,” he murmured.
“And you handsome as always.”
He smiled at my compliment and then offered his hand to Caleb.

“Nice to see you again. We keep missing each other at the house.”
Caleb shook his hand. “Tae be honest, I’ve been working so late at

the office, I’ve been crashing at the hotel instead. I hope you dinnae
mind.”

“Of course not,” Danby said. “But the room is there if you need it.”
“Thank you. I appreciate it.”
Did he just say thank you?
“You really should use it, though, darling,” Patrice admonished

gently. “Our cook, Andrea, makes the most wonderful breakfast. I’m
quite sure the Four Seasons’s doesn’t compare.”

Caleb gave her a placating nod. “I’ll keep that in mind.”
“Well.” Patrice stepped back to look at us standing together. “Don’t

you two look absolutely ravishing together. Danby, don’t they look
ravishing?” But before he could agree, she frowned at Caleb.
“Although, darling, I would really like to see that handsome face of
yours. Danby, make an appointment for Caleb at your Ray’s Barbers.”

“No,” I blurted out without thinking about it.
Patrice seemed bewildered by my outburst while mirth danced in

Danby’s eyes. Caleb looked at me with knowing laughter twitching his
lips. I flushed, giving him a side-eyed glare before I smiled somewhat
sheepishly at Patrice. “I just mean . . . that . . . I, uh . . . well, I think
Caleb should make that decision. Maybe he likes all that stubble.”

She eyed us in suspicion and growing understanding. Something
like delight crept across her features. “It’s no longer stubble, Ava. It’s a
beard.”

I wasn’t sure I agreed. You could still see the shape of his jawline.
Surely that didn’t count as a beard? And quite suddenly I realized I



was studying him while he stared back at me, apparently still trying
not to laugh.

“You seem awfully invested in the subject, darling?” she teased.
I frowned and looked away. “I’m . . . I’m not.”
“Ava’s right.” Caleb came to my rescue. “I told her myself I’m not

really the clean-shaven type. That’s why she spoke up for me.”
“Oh.” Patrice nodded, eyeballing us dubiously. “I see.”
Oh God.
“Time for dinner, I think.” Danby slid his arm along his wife’s waist

to turn her back the way they’d come. “I’m starved.”
“Yes, dinner, all right.” Patrice looked over her shoulder at us, but

we waited a moment or two for them to get ahead of us.
I felt Caleb’s hand on my lower back, gently nudging me forward,

and I tried to shrug off my embarrassment. Apparently, he had no
intention of letting me. “So what is it you like about the facial hair the
most?”

Hearing the repressed chuckle in his voice, I tensed. I felt
vulnerable all of a sudden. Like I’d revealed to him something I hadn’t
meant to. Perhaps I was discombobulated by the rush of affection I’d
felt toward him earlier. I scolded myself for making more out of it than
there was, realizing he basically already knew all there was to know
about how I felt about him physically.

I lowered my voice and glanced up to meet his gaze. “I like how it
feels between my thighs. I’d prefer you keep it during your stay in
Boston.”

He inhaled sharply at my response. I felt Caleb’s hand fall away
from my back and watched as he clenched his jaw. Finally, as we wove
our way through the elegant, busy dining room with its domed ceiling
lit by a magnificent crystal chandelier, he seemed to have gotten
control of himself again.

“Dinnae worry.” He bent his head to whisper. “I have no intention
of shaving. Especially not now.”

I grinned, a womanly grin of victory, which made his expression
darken with want. He wrenched his gaze away and held out my seat for
me at the table, just as Danby did for Patrice. I marveled at Caleb’s



manners, wondering where they’d come from. First a thank you, now
seating me at a table.

My wonder was promptly halted when the waiter took our drink
order and Caleb didn’t thank him. He proceeded to forget the words
“please” and “thank you” throughout the meal, as always. However, it
was less obvious because Patrice and Danby weren’t effusive with the
words either, although they thanked the waitress as she cleared away
our dessert plates.

Still, preoccupied, I stared at Caleb, trying to figure him out. He
could be so abrupt with people in a service position, and brusque in
general, but he’d shown good manners to his hosts. Even toward me
lately. Not that his manners bothered me so much anymore, I realized,
a little shocked. It was just . . . Caleb. I was beginning to think he
didn’t mean anything by it. He wasn’t the type of guy who was
demonstrative in general, about anything, until we were in bed. In
many ways, he was more reserved socially than even I was. “Taciturn”
was probably a better word for it.

His apparent lack of manners wasn’t an issue now because I felt I
understood him better than I had before.

Danby and Patrice were playfully arguing over who remembered
the correct details of a story she’d been telling us about a vacation
they’d taken in Aspen. Caleb took the opportunity to lean toward me.
“You’re staring at me.”

I answered honestly. “Your lack of please and thank yous don’t
bother me anymore.”

Caleb rolled his eyes and sat back in his chair. “You and your
manners. You’re as bad as my sisters.”

Sisters?
Plural?
“You have sisters?”
Caleb nodded. “Two sisters.”
“Really?” Patrice suddenly cut into our conversation. “I didn’t know

that. Duncan never mentioned it. And where do you sit? Youngest,
oldest, in the middle?”

“I’m the oldest.”
Which raised the question: what age was he? As if he read the



question in my eyes, he offered, “I’m thirty-five.”
Five years older than me. I’d suspected he was around that age. It

made me wonder why some sexy Scottish woman hadn’t snapped him
up already. Or was Caleb Scott the permanent-bachelor type?

“Thirty-five. Then it’s definitely time for settling down.” Patrice’s
gaze flew to me. “So have you two been spending much time
together?”

Caleb smirked. “Ava has been very accommodating with her time.”
Do not blush, do not blush. I tried for a serene smile.
“Oh? Have you been showing our guest around Boston? Where

have you taken him?”
For a moment, my brain went blank as I tried to think of a reply. I

didn’t want to lie to Patrice. Thankfully, Caleb extricated me from the
decision. “Neither of us have really had time for sightseeing. But Ava’s
kept me company in the evening. For dinner.”

“Oh, well, I’d thank you, darling, for the sacrifice”—she grinned at
me—“but having dinner with a handsome Scotsman can hardly be
called one.”

I could practically feel Caleb’s smug smile on my skin. “Well, you’d
be surprised, Patrice. Mr. Scott is a challenging individual sometimes.
For example, he often forgets his manners,” I teased.

Danby laughed outright, but Patrice’s eyes grew round with
apprehension—I assumed because she considered my comment rude.

“It’s true,” Caleb told Patrice as he locked gazes with me. “But Miss
Breevort here has such fine manners. I’ve heard so many pleas from
her lips they’ve got stuck in my head.”

I was going to kill him. “Please and thank yous,” I said. “You mean
please and thank yous.”

Laughter twinkled attractively in his eyes, but he didn’t agree.
Thankfully, Patrice either didn’t pick up on his innuendo or was

choosing to be polite and ignore it. Not so thankfully, she began to wax
poetical about me. “Yes, Ava is very refined. I said that to Danby after
the first time I met her, didn’t I, Danby?”

I blushed, uncomfortable with the sudden focused attention.
Her husband gave me a kind smile as if sensing my discomfort.

“She did.”



Instantly engaged in her subject, Patrice leaned across the table to
Caleb. “I said to Danby, that girl is a breath of fresh air. All the
refinement of a society girl and none of the haughty, catty, spoiled
brattishness. Not that all ladies of society are that way—” She gestured
to herself. “I have some lovely friends, very generous, kind friends. But
on a whole one must agree that being born into privilege can have its
negative effects on a person’s perspective.”

“True enough,” Caleb agreed.
“And Ava was born into money, weren’t you, darling. Not society

kind of money,” she continued before I could reply or, you know, slide
off my chair and hide under the table in mortification. “But a very
comfortable upbringing as far as material wealth goes. As far as
parental guidance goes, that is an entirely different topic, and knowing
what I know of Ava’s questionable emotional upbringing it is even
more of a credit to her how spectacularly she turned out.”

Dear God, I was regretting that one afternoon Patrice and I had
shared too much champagne over a lunch meeting and she’d probed
about my life until I’d spilled like a split bag of M&M’s.

Aware of Caleb’s gaze on me, I opened my mouth to stop Patrice,
but she forged on. “And let’s not get started on those so-called best
friends of hers. It amazes me that she has faith in anyone after what
she’s been through. But she is the kindest—”

“Patrice,” I exclaimed, attempting to draw her to a halt.
She blinked like an owl at me and I fumbled for a way to make her

stop without upsetting her. I knew she meant no harm, but frankly this
was the one time I couldn’t accept her lack of boundaries. However, I
also couldn’t be impertinent to her. I scrambled for an excuse. “I forgot
to mention that Harper has created a new dessert for Canterbury. You
told me to tell you when she updates her menu and I thought I better
mention it before I forget again.”

“Oh. Well, fabulous.” She turned to Danby, who shot me a
sympathetic smile. “We’ll have to book at Canterbury soon, then,
darling.” She turned to Caleb. “Have you met Harper?”

“Actually, I have. She seems . . . interesting.”
I scowled. What did that mean?
“Oh, very. You’ll know the story of how she and Ava met, then?”



“Actually,” I butted in, “I haven’t told Caleb that story.”
“Why ever not? It’s a wonderful story. Tell him. I want to hear it

again.”
“Patrice,” Danby muttered.
She glanced between me and her husband, confused. “Oh, it’s not

as if it’s terribly personal. I’ve heard Ava tell practical strangers this
story, and Caleb isn’t a stranger.”

Patrice wasn’t lying. Now, however, I was just scared of Caleb
knowing anything real about me. I didn’t want him to feel like I was
forcing that part of myself on him.

Yet Patrice’s gaze was sharpening as it flicked between Caleb and
me, and I felt her beginning to unravel our secret. Or at least realize
there really was something going on between us.

“Oh, fine.” I shrugged like it was no big deal. “I just don’t want to
bore our guest.”

“It’s not a boring story.”
I composed myself and turned to him to find him already staring at

me expectantly. “It was almost seven years ago. I’d recently arrived in
Boston and I was trying to get an interior design business off the
ground. My uncle lives here and he had set up an appointment for me
with one of his clients who had an apartment on Beacon Street. I
didn’t have much money at the time and didn’t want to accept outright
charity from my uncle, so I was living out in this poky little apartment
near Boston College. The client worked late and she had me over at her
apartment to almost midnight. I had to hurry to get the last train at
Park Street. It was a weeknight.” I sighed, feeling naive all over again.
“And, unfortunately, when I got there, there was no one else around. I
was standing alone waiting on the train when this guy in a hoodie
appeared out of nowhere. He had a knife and—” I shook my head,
seeing Caleb’s eyes narrow. “Well.” My tone turned bitter. “You can
imagine he wanted more than just my purse, though he wanted that
too. However, I barely had time to think about what I was going to do
when suddenly glass shattered over his head and he just collapsed at
my feet. And there, standing in front of me with a broken bottle in her
hand, was a nineteen-year-old Harper glaring at me.” I smiled fondly
at the memory. “‘Lady, are you stupid?’ she said to me. ‘You can’t walk



around alone at this time of night.’ I was shaken by what had
happened, but I took one look at her and said, ‘You’re alone.’ She just
shrugged and said, ‘Do I look like I can’t take care of myself?’

“Anyway, I called the police, even though Harper didn’t want me to,
but I assured her my uncle would get it all sorted out. Which he did.
The creep got arrested and Harper didn’t. But there was something
about her. It was more than just feeling like I owed her, you know.” It
wasn’t my place to go into Harper’s background, so I glossed over it.
“Anyway, she wasn’t in the greatest situation and I kind of forced her
to move in with me and I found out that the girl could cook. Especially
desserts. And they were so imaginative and creative. She dreamed of
working as a chef and I knew my uncle was friends with Jason Luton
at Canterbury. He pulled some strings, got her an audition, and Jason
thought she had potential. Harper has worked her way up over the
years to become his pastry chef.”

“I love that story,” Patrice said. “Don’t you just love that story?”
Caleb’s expression had turned thoughtful, intense. “Harper sounds

like my kind of person.”
A flare of unexpected jealousy shot through me.
“Oh, Harper’s a doll. Very talented. And I’m sure she would agree

that she owes everything to Ava’s generosity.”
“No,” I said sharply, upset that Patrice would think so. “Harper

would have found success no matter what.”
“Fiercely loyal.” Patrice reached over to squeeze my arm in

affection, and then she threw Caleb a meaningful look. “I swear, this
woman has no faults. I’m extremely lucky to have her as a friend and a
designer.”

“Everyone has faults, Patrice. Now, if you don’t stop complimenting
me, I’m going to die of embarrassment.” I softened my words with a
pleading smile. “Can we please change the subject?”

She chuckled. “Of course, dear.” She turned to Caleb. “Tell us more
about you, darling. We hardly know a thing.”

Caleb sat up in his seat. “Actually, Patrice, I dinnae mean tae be
rude, but I have a very early morning tomorrow and need tae excuse
myself.”

I felt relief that the conversational torture was over, but our



disappointed host pouted. “Oh, well, what a shame. But of course.”
“I’m tired also,” I said, pushing back from the table. “I hope you

understand.”
And just like that the disappointment slid right off Patrice’s face,

her eyes bright with hope. “Of course, of course. Caleb, you must see
Ava home.”

I almost rolled my eyes.
But Caleb just nodded. “Of course.”
We said good night to the Danbys and thanked them for dinner,

and I tried to avoid Patrice’s wide-eyed Get in there look as she kissed
me on the cheek good-bye.

Once we’d escaped the matchmaker and her husband, and I’d
grabbed my coat from the cloakroom, I forced myself to look up at
Caleb. “I am so sorry. She is the most obvious matchmaker in the
entire world. Please don’t take her seriously.”

He flicked me a glance. “Dinnae fash yourself. I took it all with a
pinch of salt.”

His refusal to meet my eyes made me uneasy and I found myself
still needing to reassure him. “Good. I’ve never wanted to duck under a
table before. Tonight was a first for me. What does ‘fash’ mean?”

Caleb didn’t even crack a smile but his hand came to rest on the
small of my back as he led me out of the building onto the busy lamplit
street. The Marquess was a mere five-minute walk from the Four
Seasons. “It means dinnae worry yourself.”

“Oh.”
Tension crept up between us as we left the chatter of people on the

sidewalks, and the hum of traffic made the silence between us more
pronounced. I didn’t know if the tension belonged to anticipation of
the night ahead or if it was because of the newfound personal
discoveries we’d made about each other.

We turned onto Arlington Street. The tall streetlights placed evenly
between the trees, along with the headlights of the cars passing us, lit
the street so brightly you’d have to look up at the dark sky to even
realize it was evening. As the silence between us stretched out,
uncertainty filled me, and I felt the chill of the spring evening rush



around my bare legs and seep under my light coat, when it had barely
touched me moments before.

Something was wrong.
“I wasn’t lying,” Caleb suddenly said, his tone sounding distant and

faraway. “I have an early morning. I should have put you in a cab back
at the club. We’ll get you one at the hotel.”

He didn’t want me tonight?
Hurt immediately suffused me.
Or maybe the jetlag and our late nights had finally caught up with

him . . . but I suspected that wasn’t why he was rejecting my company.
Had we crossed some invisible line Caleb had drawn between us and
now he wanted nothing to do with me? Had something Patrice said
about me turned him off?

I felt a flare of pain in my chest that horrified me, and so with a
carefully impassive expression, I said, “I can walk. I’m just across the
Common.”

“I’m not letting you walk alone at this time of night.”
Silence fell between us again, and this time I didn’t just feel the

chill; I felt cold through and through. Goose bumps prickled down my
spine, and not the good kind. The more we walked, the less angry I
became at his rejection and the more concerned I grew.

He’d hurt my feelings.
Hurt me.
I raised a trembling hand to brush hair that had come loose from

my braid back from my face, and I used the moment to eye him
surreptitiously. He was staring determinedly ahead, his expression
hard and remote as his long strides quickened, making it harder for
me to keep up.

His aloofness not only hurt me; it troubled me.
Somehow, impossibly, I’d developed feelings for my Bastard Scot.
Feelings plus sex?
Bad idea.
As we walked down Boylston Street, the dark red brick of the hotel

building coming into view, I attempted to convince myself that Caleb’s
rejection was a good thing.

That was easier said than done.



Caleb approached one of the doormen and asked for a cab, slipping
him a tip. A sharp whistle rent the air and two seconds later a cab
pulled into the hotel driveway.

I knew I should say good night, that I should let him know I
understood and that this was for the best. However, I didn’t
understand. I didn’t know what had happened back at the Marquess to
chill his regard toward me, and frankly it was worrying that he had
this control over my emotions.

Without saying a word to him as he opened the cab door for me, I
got in and told the driver my address.

Finally, I looked up at Caleb. He frowned down at me, indecision in
his expression.

Was he regretting his rejection?
“Good-bye, Caleb.” I grabbed the door handle and jerked it out of

his hold, slamming it shut. “Let’s go,” I said to the driver, not once
glancing back as we drove away.



I
Fourteen

couldn’t sleep.
My sheets were wrinkled and abused from my tossing and

turning the night before. I’d gotten up in the early daylight hours,
changed into my running gear, and tried to sweat the unease and
fatigue out of me. But running didn’t work like it usually did. By the
time I walked into the office that morning I’d had three coffees in the
hopes that I wouldn’t pass out from exhaustion later.

Beneath my elegant chignon, my tailored pencil skirt, pale pink silk
blouse, and carefully applied makeup, were dark circles and a tired
body. Worse, a confused heart.

I’d lost count of the times I’d reached for my phone to check for
messages from him.

Not a peep.
I stared blankly at my computer screen, feeling blindsided, not only

by my emotions, but by the way things had ended with Caleb. They’d
ended in a whimper. There was no feeling of closure as I’d assumed
there would be when he headed back to Scotland. Nor had it ended in
an explosive argument, which, considering how things had started
between us, I was almost sure would happen.

No, it ended because something had caused Caleb to climb too deep
into his thoughts. But what?

Stop thinking about him.
My cell rang, making me jolt in surprise. It was Harper.
“Hey,” I answered, hoping she couldn’t hear the weariness in my

voice.
“Still banging the Scot?”



I’d already informed Harper about my discussion with Caleb
outside the restroom at Canterbury. Her reply was that I was a big girl,
I could do what I wanted, but to just be careful. I should have heeded
her words.

“I don’t think so,” I said, trying to infuse a wry I don’t care note into
my voice.

“Oh?”
“We had dinner last night with Patrice. She tried to play

matchmaker and ended up making us cross these lines we’d drawn.
You know . . . like not talking about personal stuff. I went home alone.”

“You don’t sound that bothered by it.”
Huh, guess I was better at pretending than I thought. “It was just

sex, Harp.”
“Yeah, but great sex. I’d be sad if I had to give up great sex.”
A pang of longing burned in my chest. “It was fantastic. And I’m

not going to lie, I’m going to miss it. But it’s for the best. He’s leaving
in a week anyway. I really shouldn’t let myself get used to it.” Or him,
or my inexplicable feelings for him. Like my jealousy. “Oh, by the way.
Patrice made me tell the story of how you and I met, and Caleb said,
and I quote, ‘She sounds like my kind of person.’”

Harper grunted. “Am I supposed to swoon at the honor?”
I laughed, feeling stupid that I’d mentioned it. Harper wasn’t me.

She wasn’t looking for a stamp of approval from the guy, and for not
the first time I wished I was more like my best friend.

“Anyway, I was just checking in, babe, and wanted to ask if you
were free on Saturday to come and see Vince play. Jason is letting me
take the night off and giving Lou a shot at handling the section.” Lou
was a junior chef Harper was training.

“Of course. I’ll be there.”
“Okay, but you need to buy a pair of jeans.”
“C’mon. Can’t I just be me?”
“It’s an indie punk rock bar, so no. A pair of jeans won’t kill you,

Ava.” At my silence, she sighed. “Look at it this way. You, Ava Breevort
—the woman who refuses to get in a relationship because it would
mean giving control over to someone else—have had some wild times



with a practical stranger. You had a breakthrough. Keep it going.
Wearing jeans does not mean you aren’t civilized.”

I heard the snicker in her voice and shook my head. I knew my
obsession with looking perfect all the time was bordering on
ridiculous, but this was the first time Harper had really called me out
for it. “Jeans?”

“Skinny ones that will make your ass look fantastic.”
I thought of my parents and how they hadn’t called to see how I

was doing after Gem’s funeral. How they didn’t have my back as our
circle of friends glared at me with accusation in their eyes. How they’d
forced me to that damn dinner the night before the funeral even
though they should have known how horrible it was going to be for
me. How they never had my back when I needed them.

And how I was still letting them control me in the most silly,
indirect ways. “Skinny jeans,” I said, suddenly feeling the absolute
urge to buy them. “Maybe more than one pair.”

Harper laughed. “Just take your time having your emotional
breakthroughs.”

I rolled my eyes. “You’re lucky I love you because I don’t put up
with that kind of cheek from just anyone.”

“I know. Love you too. I’ll text you closer to the time about
Saturday.”

We hung up and I stared broodingly at my phone, thinking about
Harper, my parents, and Caleb.

The bell for the front desk rang in my office. I had just pushed back
my chair to go see who it was when I heard heels clack across the
reception floor. The murmur of voices assured me that whoever it was
was already being dealt with, so I turned back to my computer, trying
to remember what the hell I was in the middle of doing.

Not even a minute later Stella’s voice drew my head up from my
computer screen. “There is a Mr. Caleb Scott here to see you. You
didn’t mention you had an appointment this morning, so I just wanted
to double-check it was okay to send him in?”

Astonishment froze me in place for a second.
What the hell was Caleb doing here?
A flurry of mixed feelings overwhelmed me. Surprise, annoyance,



and—worst of all—relief.
“Ava?”
“Uh, send him in.”
“Are you sure?” She frowned at me.
“He’s . . . a friend.”
Stella’s frown instantly turned into a knowing smile and then she

mouthed, Nice, before disappearing.
I sighed. Great. Now my boss would grill me once Caleb left. In the

entire six years I’d worked for her, not once had she seen me with a
guy. She’d set me up on dates, which I’d dutifully gone to, but I never
let any of them past first base. Over time, my reluctance to form any
kind of a romantic connection with the opposite sex had become clear
to Stella and she’d stopped trying to set me up.

My thoughts on the matter immediately halted at the sight of Caleb
dwarfing the doorway to my office. He was delicious in the suit I’d
seen him wearing at Canterbury days ago and he was also staring at
me in a way that could be construed as pensive. Or it could have been a
glare. Sometimes it was hard to tell with my broody Scotsman. What
the hell was he doing here?

He stepped into the office and closed my door behind him. He
locked it.

That brought me to my feet, my heartbeat falling out of its normal
rhythm. “What are you doing here?”

Caleb crossed the room to stand at the opposite side of my desk.
“We need tae talk.”

Something inside me shuddered uneasily at his tone. “I thought you
were busy planning a way to deal with your fellow CFO?”

“Aye, I am. Dinnae worry yourself on that account.” He threw me a
sardonic look as he began to round the desk.

I backed up a little, stumbling against my chair as he stopped
beside me and then planted his big body on my desk. The action
brought us face-to-face and his familiar scent triggered a wave of
intense longing and need.

Seriously, I was officially addicted to him.
However, he wasn’t looking at me like a man who planned to

seduce me in my office, which frankly relieved me, because that kind



of unprofessional behavior was the exact kind of thing my parents
would have done. Not me.

“So talk.” I crossed my arms over my chest, pretending I was
unaffected by his presence.

Caleb studied me a little longer until I was almost squirming, and
then he said, “Sometimes in my work, honesty is a commodity you
can’t afford. I try my best tae be vague rather than downright
dishonest, but I do what I have tae for the good of the company as long
as the white lies dinnae hurt anybody.”

I frowned at this surprising lead. “Okay.”
His gaze sharpened, those ice eyes holding me captive. “But I

dinnae like it. You said something last night . . . about how we all have
flaws. How you have flaws. You just admitted it, no big deal. Some
people can’t admit their shortcomings, you know that.”

I snorted. “Yeah, I’m aware of that, believe me.”
“I can. But honesty isn’t one of them. I’ve been told I can be honest

tae a fault.”
I believed it. “You can be pretty blunt sometimes, yes.”
“Aye.” He seemed to deliberate for a second and then sighed. “I’m

not used tae being around one woman long enough for honesty tae
become a problem. I’m up front from the start that it’s just sex. We
have sex. One of us goes home, end of story.”

A sharp, burning tightness spread across my chest in a flash of
horrible intensity and I fought to mask the bolt of jealousy I felt. I
apparently did not like the thought of Caleb with other women.

Wonderful.
“You’re telling me this why?”
Caleb’s expression softened a little. “This is just physical, like we

agreed.”
I nodded because I couldn’t bring myself to outright lie to him.
“And I know not too long ago we didn’t like each other much.”
Whatever this conversation was, I wanted it to end because I had a

feeling he was going to hurt me again. “Caleb, if this is about last night
and Patrice offering up information about me—”

“I like you,” he cut me off. The words were sweet but said in an
annoyed growl.



“Oh.” Something like hope began to blossom inside of me. And that
confused the hell out of me—since when did I want anything
meaningful with a guy?

“There’s a lot tae like, Ava. From what I can see so far, you aren’t at
all what I expected.”

I smiled. “Thank you, I think.”
Caleb didn’t smile. “I think maybe you like me a little bit too.”
If he could be honest, then so could I. “I do.”
“But this is still just sex.”
His words cut right through my hope and I did my damn best to

hide it. “I—I never said it wasn’t.”
“Last night I sent you home when I wanted you in my bed. I

worried we were crossing a line at dinner.”
“I was worried about that too. But I never thought anything had

changed between us.”
“Good. Here’s the thing . . . I enjoy you. I want tae enjoy you for the

next week, and I’d quite like tae be able tae do it freely without
worrying that if we have an actual conversation that I’m sending you
the wrong message.”

Understanding dawned and I clarified, “You want us to just enjoy
each other but doing so fully understanding what this is.”

“Exactly.” He stood up, towering over me, and I had to tilt my head
to keep a hold of his gaze. “I dinnae believe in mind games or keeping
a woman guessing where my head is at. That isn’t me. So this is where
my head is at. Even if there wasn’t an actual ocean between us, I’m not
a relationship kind of guy. I never will be. But I genuinely like you, and
I dinnae mind us having a friendship between us if you dinnae. As long
as we both know that is all this is.”

His honesty was startling. The words coming out of his mouth were
both reassuring and horrifying because they only made what I was
beginning to feel for him more intense.

Caleb made me feel safe.
I felt like I might be able to trust him in a way I’d never dared to

hope I could trust a guy again.
And he was telling me that he just wanted to be friends with

benefits.



What the hell was I supposed to do now?
If I didn’t agree, he’d walk out of here and I’d never see him again.

But I’d be in control of my life again.
Yet . . . wouldn’t I look back on my life and regret that decision?

Wasn’t it better to enjoy what we had now while we could? Life was
short after all. And Harper was right. I was never really in control of
my life. I was letting my parents and the past dictate and control my
decisions every time I tried to keep my life safe and conservative and
restrained.

I stared up into Caleb’s rugged face, at those lips that made me feel
things no man ever had. And I couldn’t imagine not having at least one
more taste. “It sounds good to me,” I whispered, feeling my body begin
to light up.

He bent his head toward me. Our kiss was slow, deep, sexy, and I
felt I could rest easy knowing this man would miss this when he
returned to Scotland.

The sound of a phone ringing ruined the moment, breaking our
kiss.

I clasped his prickly cheek in hand. “You should go.”
“Tonight,” he said.
“Tonight,” was my answer.
Caleb nodded, satisfied. “Same time.”
“I’ll be there.”
With one last searing look, Caleb crossed the room, unlocked the

door, and let himself out. I could only stare after him.
With him gone, reality came crashing back in and stayed there.
A miracle had happened.
I found myself feeling something for a guy. Actually, maybe,

wanting to try out something real with him.
And he just happened to be the most brutally honest, commitment-

phobic man I’d ever met.
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everal days later I found myself standing on a checkered floor in
a dark bar in Allston, wondering if inviting Caleb to come hear
Vince’s band play was such a good idea after all.

The bar we were in was called Great Scott.
“I didn’t know,” I’d said to Caleb as we’d approached the building

with the black awning over the front that had the words “Great Scott”
in bold letters.

But Caleb had surprised me by halting, turning around, and
capturing a selfie of himself with the awning in the background. I’d
merely stood there beside a chuckling Harper, bemused by the
uncharacteristic action. He’d shrugged when noting my bafflement.
“For my wee sister. She’ll think it’s hilarious.”

“You have a sister?” Harper had asked as we strode inside the
already busy bar.

From there Harper had grilled him a little about his family, and I
now knew that he had brothers as well as sisters. His brother next to
him in age was Jamie, thirty years old and a mixed-media artist who
had found quite a bit of fame through social media (note to self to
check out his social media accounts). Then there was Quinn. Caleb’s
features strained as he clipped out the name, his gaze hardening. He
divulged nothing about Quinn before moving on to their sister Fallon.
She was twenty-eight and worked for the forestry commission. I didn’t
know what that meant—I wanted to know, yet daren’t ask. I also
wanted to know more about Quinn, but everything about Caleb
screamed back off at the mere mention of him. After Fallon came
Skye, a twenty-one-year-old junior whom Caleb sent the selfie to.



Now, as we drank beer and waited for Vince’s band to come
onstage, Harper continued to ask questions, making me fidget with
discomfort. I was worried Caleb would think I’d put her up to it.

“Were your parents young when they had you?” she said to him.
He nodded. “My mum was only eighteen. My dad was twenty-one.”
“What do they do for a living if they had you so young? They

couldn’t have had time for an education, popping out all those kids,
right?”

I groaned inwardly. When Harper was curious about someone, her
questions became blunt and almost interrogative.

To my relief, Caleb seemed merely amused by her. “My dad’s father
owned a farm just outside of Linlithgow. The farm goes back four
generations. My parents lived and worked there with my grandparents
and when my grandfather passed away my dad took over the farm. It
isn’t an easy life but it’s a good one. We learned tae work hard from a
young age but we also had a very nice childhood.”

There he went surprising me again. Never would I have imagined
that Caleb Scott had grown up on a working farm.

“And your parents are still there?”
“Aye. As is my gran. All still working away. Feeling the empty nest

now that Skye’s off tae uni.”
“Well, Ava and I are envious as hell,” Harper said, speaking for us

both, which might sound forward to some people, but I was used to it.
And in this case, she was right. “It sounds idyllic growing up on a farm
with four brothers and sisters, and parents that give a shit.”

I was mildly uncomfortable about how much she gave away in that
one sentence, but Caleb had already been given an inkling of my
unhappy family life from Patrice, so I decided to not let it bother me.
Even as he skewered both of us with a questioning look. I nudged
Harper discreetly, silently telling her to shut up.

Thankfully, she did. “Another beer?” she asked.
Caleb said he was fine but I asked for another and stood in silence

by his side while Harper wandered over to the bar. Unfortunately, all
the tables were already taken when we’d arrived, but somehow I didn’t
think even having a table between us would have made this less
awkward.



The rest of the week with Caleb had gone on in much the same way
as the days before it. Nights spent together in his hotel room and me
leaving for my own place once we were done. However, on Friday he’d
asked me if I was free for lunch and we’d met at his hotel and dined at
the Bristol Lounge. Trying to keep things not awkward or too personal,
I invited conversation about his work and he vented to me more about
the CFO that concerned him.

It turned out, after speaking with his own boss, that Caleb wasn’t
just in Boston as part of a networking trip. The big guys in Tokyo were
concerned about the North American division’s performance. They
decided they wanted someone to take a look into the division’s
finances and overall situation, and so Caleb’s boss in Glasgow had
offered up Caleb, knowing if there was a problem he’d spot it.

So now Caleb’s job while he was in Boston was to interview staff
members and collect necessary information and data. He was basically
a CFO turned investigator and auditor. And he wasn’t exactly
comfortable with the position or his boss’s subterfuge on the matter,
but he was doing it anyway.

Letting Caleb vent was easy, and the guards we both had up seemed
to have temporarily dropped since our honest conversation in my
office. When he’d asked if I was free Saturday night and I wasn’t, I
disliked the idea of him being alone in Boston and had impulsively
asked him to come with us to the bar.

He had easily accepted the invitation, surprising me somewhat. But
actually being in a “normal, datelike” situation with him was a little
more awkward than I’d been expecting. It was perhaps hanging out
around my friend that made me feel like we’d crossed a line into
territory we weren’t supposed to.

“Have I mentioned how sexy you look in those jeans?” Caleb said,
still looking around the bar and not at me.

My belly fluttered at the compliment. Taking Harper’s advice, I had
gone out that week and purchased a pair of dark blue skinny jeans. I’d
paired them with a tight-fit plain black T-shirt and a cropped leather
jacket. Unable to completely abandon me, I was also wearing platform
red stilettos, put my usual waves through my hair with my straight
iron, and gone to town on my makeup with dramatic smoky eyes.



“Thank you.” I smiled. “They’re new. Harper made me buy them.”
“Then I’ll thank Harper.” He shot me a quizzical look. “You don’t

wear jeans usually?”
“Not in years.”
“Shame.” His gaze smoldered. “Your ass and legs look fantastic in

them.”
My lips twitched as smug pleasure moved through me. “I’m going

to wear them more. But not because you think I look good in them.
But because I think I look good in them.” And I did. Walking out of the
apartment tonight, I’d felt free in a way I hadn’t in a long time. For so
long I’d been confined by the rules I’d set myself in the hopes of not
becoming like my parents. But over time the rules had become
pedantic and bordering on ridiculous. I just hadn’t realized how much
until recently. Maybe it was the trip back to Arcadia, seeing my
parents, and realizing I could never be like them no matter what. Or
perhaps it was Gem’s death—a cold reminder that some moments in
life can suddenly be lost to us forever. And maybe that was the real
reason I was letting go of some of my control to have an affair with this
gorgeous, sexy Scotsman who made me question what irresponsibility
really meant. Because being with him didn’t feel irresponsible. It felt
like an adventure.

Whatever this change was that had come over me, I liked it. I liked
striding out of my apartment in jeans and high heels, feeling young
and stripped free of my skirt suits and silk blouses that suddenly felt
like armor I’d created for myself.

I’d liked the look on Caleb’s face when he saw me walk toward him
and his borrowed Maserati. And I liked even more the whoop of
delight Harper let out when we met her outside of the bar and she saw
how I was dressed.

Maybe it sounded silly. After all, it was just clothes, right? But not
to me. The jeans symbolized the last few weeks of me pecking at the
lock on my cage until it finally sprang open, letting me fly free. Did
that sound melodramatic? Over the top?

Good . . . because that was how powerful the feeling was.
Caleb’s sharp gaze roamed my face. “How long do we need tae be

here?”



I shook my head, laughter in my eyes. “Feeling impatient?”
“Ava, I can’t imagine a day ever coming when I stop being

impatient for you.”
Pleasure fizzled in my chest. “Back at you. However, I promised

Harper we’d stay for the whole set and have a drink with Vince. His
band is only playing four songs before the next band comes on. And
thankfully, he’s first up.”

He nodded and looked away, his gaze roaming the place as he
drank his beer. I allowed myself to study him. Tonight he wore what
he was wearing when we first met—a henley that showed off his
muscled physique, dark jeans, and biker boots. He’d pushed back the
sleeves of his shirt, showing off his tattooed arm. Caleb fit in perfectly
here. When we approached the venue, Harper not only whooped in
delight at my outfit, but had stared a little wide-eyed and flushed at
Caleb. She’d given me a secret look that said, Whoa, mama.

Even in my casual outfit I stood out in the crowd. I could do jeans,
but I couldn’t do biker chick, or rock chick. Or punk rock chick even.
Harper was dressed in a tight black skirt, her long legs bare, loosely
laced scuffed biker boots, and a slouchy, thin purple sweater covered
in sequins that caught the light when she moved. It fell off one
shoulder, baring her delicate collarbone. Her platinum hair was styled
in a spiky quiff and she had all of her earrings and jewelry on tonight.
With such classically pretty features, she was like a glam-punk
princess. I noted guys—even those with girls—watching her as she
smiled and chatted with the bartender, who was clearly flirting with
her.

“You two dinnae make sense on paper,” Caleb suddenly said, and I
jerked my gaze from Harper to see him staring at my best friend. “But
you’re obviously close.”

“She’s my family.”
“Because neither of you have a good one?” he asked. I was taken

aback by his curiosity.
I nodded, but was unable to give him any more than a

confirmation. Not because I didn’t trust him with the information, but
because I felt like if I started to confide in him, it would make my
feelings for him deepen.



A small frown appeared between his brows but he didn’t push the
subject. Thankfully, activity on the stage and the murmurings of the
crowd distracted us. People surged in front of us toward the stage as
the band appeared, but Caleb and I stayed where we were. Harper
approached as Vince sauntered onto stage. I could just make him out
over the heads of the people in front of us.

Harper handed me my beer, her eyes toward her boyfriend. “Do
you want to get closer?” I asked.

“No, we’re cool here. You know I don’t like feeling cramped in.”
I nodded, watching her as she stared at Vince, something like pride

filling her expression as he pulled on his guitar. Vince McFarlane, a
sexy Irish-American boy with an even sexier Southie accent, had risen
from the depressing pits of foster care after being orphaned at twelve
years old. Harper admired his ambition and talent, and I felt pleased
for her that she’d finally found a guy who didn’t seem to begrudge her
her own ambition.

“Hey—” The mic crackled as Vince’s gravelly voice echoed around
us. “Thanks for coming tonight. If you don’t already know, we’re called
State of Play.” Then he strummed his guitar and the lights went down
as his band began to play. I quite liked Vince’s music. It was more
indie rock, their sound reminding me a little of Kings of Leon. Vince
had the same kind of coarse sexy vocals as Caleb Followill, and it was
easy to see how Harper had fallen under his spell the night they’d met.
She’d been at a bar in Cambridge with some fellow music-lover friends
when she saw Vince’s band play for the first time. She told me it had
been instalust like she’d never felt before. He saw her in the crowd,
they’d had some seriously hot eye contact, and when he’d finished his
set he’d pushed through the crowd and walked right up to her and
asked her if he could buy her a drink.

The rest was history.
I was delighted for my friend, but I was also a little jealous that she

was brave enough to throw herself into a relationship. Harper had
gone through worse than I could imagine and yet she was less
restrained by her past than I was.

I envied her courage.
“They’re good,” Caleb said loudly, not hiding his surprise.



“Yeah, they are.” Harper grinned. “My guy is going places!”
“How long have they been at this?” Caleb asked her, shouting over

the music to be heard.
“About a year!” she yelled back. “Vince has been in a couple of

bands, but these guys really gel together. Vince is the songwriter.
Considering his age, the music blows me away.”

“His age?”
“Yeah, he’s younger than me. He’s only twenty-two.”
When Harper first told me her boyfriend’s age, I’d been skeptical.

Men were immature as it was, so I wasn’t too keen on the idea of her
dating a guy who’d only legally been able to drink for a year. But she’d
assured me that Vince’s time in foster care, the situations he’d been
through, had given him a maturity beyond his years. He was the first
guy she’d ever confided her traumatic past to, feeling he more than
anyone would understand.

I was beginning to suspect my friend was falling in love for the first
time.

Caleb just nodded at the information and continued to listen to
State of Play. We all did. By the time they’d finished their set, my ears
were buzzing, I was too hot, and my feet were starting to hurt in my
stilettos. There really was a reason most of the women were wearing
boots, like Harper.

Not surprisingly, after a sweaty Vince managed to make his way
through a congratulating crowd toward us, he managed to charm up a
free table for us. He introduced us to his three band members, who
looked so alike I forgot who was who seconds after the introductions.
They left us to go talk to some girls who were eager to meet them.
Vince wrapped his arm around Harper and drew her into his side as he
sipped at a beer across the table from me and Caleb.

“So, Caleb, where in Scotland are you from?” Vince asked.
“I live in Glasgow. I enjoyed your music, by the way.”
Vince grinned. “Hey, thanks. Means a lot.”
I shared a look with Harper, knowing she was thinking what I was

thinking. That we could sit and listen to these two hot guys with their
hot accents all night. I almost laughed at us being so profoundly girly.

Our conversation was easy despite the four of us coming from



different walks of life. We talked music and Glasgow versus Boston for
a while, only to be rudely interrupted by a tall girl in a tight black dress
with lots of red hair and lots of cleavage. She put her hand on the table
and leaned in toward Vince, giving him an eyeful of her impressive
chest. “Hey, Vince, when are you coming over to catch up with me and
Sarah? It’s been a while.”

Irritation made me tense, my gaze moving to Harper, who shocked
me by merely staring dully at the table in front of her.

Vince’s hand tightened on Harper’s shoulder and he gave the
redhead a polite smile. “Just hanging with my girl and her friends
right now, Lisa.”

“We can’t stay long. Come hang out. You know you always have a
good time with us.” Her voice was thick with innuendo. I scowled at
her brazen rudeness.

Still, Harper didn’t look up from the table.
What the hell?
“Hey.” I snapped my fingers in the redhead’s face, forcing her up off

the table. “Vince is hanging with his girlfriend right now—” I waved
my hand at her. “So shoo.”

She shot me a dark look but backed up and stalked away.
Wondering why I was the one dealing with the intrusive groupie, I

gave Harper a sharp look of confusion, which she ignored.
“Sorry.” Vince shrugged. “It happens.”
Irritated that he didn’t seem that bothered by it and that Harper

was uncharacteristically quiet, I clamped my lips shut and allowed him
and Caleb to carry the conversation.

They had been talking about the great music scene in Glasgow and
that led to them talking about bars, then somehow onto restaurants.
“There are amazing places tae eat in Glasgow,” Caleb informed us.
“Though Canterbury gives them a run for their money,” he said to
Harper. “The food is fantastic.”

She grinned, a little of her cocky self finally shining through. “I told
you.”

“Yeah.” Vince snorted. “They just work her to the bone for a
goddamn dessert, but the food is fantastic.”

My eyes widened at the snarky comment, a fresh tension falling



over the table. Harper cut him a mystified look. “Vince?”
I watched a muscle in his jaw flex. “C’mon, I can’t be the only one

that thinks the hours you work are ridiculous. Right, Ava?”
I narrowed my eyes. Wasn’t this guy supposed to be supportive? All

evidence tonight had been to the contrary. “I think if you want to be
great at anything, it takes a lot of hard work and dedication. I think
Harper is only twenty-six years old and a top pastry chef in a Michelin-
star restaurant. And I think that if Harper is happy to put in a lot of
hours to be at the top in her industry, then I’m happy to support her.”

Hearing the warning in my voice, Vince shifted uncomfortably, an
expression I could only describe as petulant entering his gaze. I
suddenly felt the eight-year age gap between us, and it seemed
massive.

As soon as I got Harper alone, she was in for a grilling, because this
Vince was not at all the Vince I’d met before or had been led to believe
she was dating. He was supposed to support her career, not be like
every other whining idiot who wanted her to put them before her
career. And suddenly, I was done for the night. Harper wasn’t acting
like herself and it was pissing me off.

“You know, I have a headache.” I turned to Caleb. “Would you mind
if we go now?”

He immediately nodded. “Sure, babe.”
We got out of our seats and I walked around the table to hug

Harper good night. She stared up at me but I couldn’t read her
expression as I leaned down to give her a half hug and a kiss on the
cheek. “We’ll talk,” I murmured in her ear.

My friend just nodded and bid me a quiet good night.
“Night, Vince,” I said, barely looking at him as I turned away.
Caleb held out his hand to me, and I was momentarily taken aback

before I reached for it, enjoying the feel of his warm hand curling
tightly around my smaller one. He led me through the crowd and out
of the bar, the chill night air rushing over us.

We strolled in silence down the street to where he’d parked his
borrowed Maserati. He let go of my hand to open the door for me and
I got in, relaxing immediately into the seat.

Nope. Great Scott was definitely not my scene, and watching



Harper being cowed by a groupie and then berated by her boyfriend
was definitely not my scene.

As soon as Caleb got into the car and drove off, I sighed. “I’m sorry.
That was awkward.”

“You seem worried about Harper. Do you not like this guy? We can
go back and get her if you want.”

Gratitude and something else I didn’t want to analyze moved
through me warm and swift at his offer. “No, she’s a big girl. I just
hope she knows what she’s doing. It isn’t like her to allow some catty
girl to pretend like she doesn’t exist. Or to allow a guy to come down
on her about how hard she works. She told me Vince was different. I
thought Vince was different.”

Caleb kept his eyes on the dark road but smirked as he said, “Well,
you took care of the catty girl for her.”

I grinned. “Were you entertained?”
“Aye.” He flashed me a wicked smile. “Aye, you entertain me.”
Feeling something I didn’t want to admit to but at the same time I

couldn’t ignore, I found myself longing to take Caleb home. To wake
up in my bed and see him sleeping there. To drink coffee with him in
my kitchen.

They were dangerous thoughts, but they were also persistent. “Why
don’t I entertain you at my place tonight? You could . . . stay.”

His hands tightened around the steering wheel, his amusement
dying a quick death. “Ava . . .”

“Don’t make more out of it than there is,” I hurried to say, suddenly
deeply aggravated by his commitment phobia. “It’s still just sex but
this time neither of us has to get out of bed in the middle of the night.
If you fall asleep beside me I’m going to take it to mean you’re tired,
not that you want to fall asleep beside me forever. Okay?” I hoped I
sounded dry and blithe enough for him.

His hands relaxed. “Okay.”
Wanting to dispel the sudden tension between us, I mused, “I’ve

never had sex in my bed, you know.”
Just as I’d hoped, despite his misgivings, the idea that he would be

the first guy in my current bed appealed to his inner alpha.
The car jolted forward, moving faster toward town and my bed.
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t would be an understatement to say we were both eager to get back
to my apartment. Several times I had to ask Caleb to slow down on
our short drive back into the city. He muttered expletives under his

breath but did as I asked. I was almost laughing with giddiness as he
drove down Mount Vernon Street.

“This is where you live?” he asked.
“Yeah.”
“Hmm.”
I didn’t know what the “hmm” meant, so I looked for a parking

space instead. “There’s a space.” I pointed to an empty spot a minute
walk from my place. “We can walk to the apartment.” It was a miracle
to get a parking spot on my street, so we’d need to take what we could
get.

Once he’d parked, Caleb got out and hurried around to the
passenger side to help me out. His grip on my hand tightened and I
found myself being practically hauled over onto the tree-lined
sidewalk as Caleb pressed the key fob to lock the Maserati.

“Where is your apartment?” he demanded.
I giggled. “Keep walking. I’ll let you know when we’re there.”
He grunted and proceeded to drag me.
“Caleb.” I laughed. “I’m in heels.”
And just like that he abruptly stopped, came at me, and—before I

could blink—swung me up into his arms like a groom would hold his
bride to carry her across the threshold. I let out a girlish noise of
shock, looping my arms around his neck as he began striding down the
street like I weighed nothing.

“You are such a Neanderthal.” I laughed.



He grinned at me, a flash of white teeth in the dimly lit street. “You
love it.”

“I’m not going to lie—this is hot. You’re very strong,” I purred,
reaching over to bite his earlobe.

His grip on me tightened and his pace quickened. “You’re five foot
nothing. You weigh nothing.”

That was nice but such a lie. “I have an ass and boobs. I weigh
something.”

He ignored me and kept walking. “Where is this bloody place?”
Smiling at his impatience, I let go of his neck to wave at my front

stoop, when the sight of a dark figure standing up on the steps made
me falter. “Caleb.”

My tone made him slow.
“Do you know that person?”
The dark figure became clearer as he began walking toward us

slowly.
My heart rate suddenly accelerated, and as if he felt it, Caleb asked

in concern, “Ava?”
“Put me down,” I whispered. “Caleb, put me down.”
He immediately and gently lowered me to my feet.
And suddenly I was face-to-face with my past, feeling so cold it iced

the sexual heat right out of me. “What are you doing here?”
The man stepped under a streetlamp, illuminating his scowl as his

gaze bounced between me and Caleb. “I needed to see you.”
“Ava?” Caleb asked me, his hand resting on my lower back,

reminding me he was there if I needed him.
I leaned into his touch. “Caleb, this is Nick. Nick, this is Caleb.”
“Nick?” he said, his tone suggesting he remembered me telling him

about Nick.
“What do you want?”
“I . . .” Nick ran a hand through his hair, clearly agitated. “I got your

address from your mom. I, uh . . . I came to apologize. To talk. In
private.”

“No,” I said, my tone harsh. “Go home, Nick.” I grabbed Caleb’s
hand and began leading him away from the blast from my past.

“Ava.” Nick grabbed my arm. “Please.”



Suddenly Caleb was between us, his hand on Nick’s chest. He
seemed to tower over him even though he was only an inch or two
taller than my ex. “She said, go home.”

Nick took a wary step back. “I’ll leave you be. But I’m not going
home. We need to talk.”

Before I could reply Nick strode away, his hands in his pockets, his
shoulders hunched at his ears.

Shaken, angry, confused, I twisted away and hurried up my stoop.
When Caleb didn’t follow, I called back to him. “Are you coming or
not?”

He moved toward me, tailing me up to the front door and inside,
our footsteps echoing on the stairs as I led him up to the first floor to
my apartment. As soon as we were inside, I locked the door and
grabbed fistfuls of his shirt in my hand, pulling him toward the back of
the apartment, to my bedroom. I pulled him down into my kiss, not
expecting him to push me away, his face flushed with anger, not
passion.

“This might just be sex, babe, but it’s supposed tae be sex between
just you and me. If you think we’re doing this when your mind is on
another man, you’ve got another thing coming.”

Shocked that he’d think that, I shook my head in denial. “I don’t
want him like that. It’s been a long time since I ever wanted him like
that. But seeing him brings up a lot of pain that I don’t want to deal
with right now. I don’t want to think about the fact that he and Gem
were the only people that kept me sane growing up with parents who
neglected me to the point of putting me in harm’s way. They protected
me, not my mom and dad. Nick protected me. He said he loved me.
We all went to college together. He proposed to me when we
graduated. It was supposed to be forever and it wasn’t. So I don’t want
to think about how the two people I trusted most in my life—my fiancé
and my best friend—told me a year after he’d proposed that they’d
been cheating on me for months and then promptly ran off together to
get married. And I don’t want to think about how I never forgave them
and how now I can never forgive her because she’s dead. And I don’t
want to think about why that man is in my city now when I never
wanted to see him again.



P

“I just want you, Caleb. The one man I’ve ever met who hasn’t lied
to me. Who hasn’t made promises he can’t keep and that I don’t want
him to keep.” And I didn’t, I realized with a blast of cold reality. These
past few days Caleb had confused me. The passion between us
confused me. But Nick was a swift and much needed reminder that
this kind of love just hurt too damn much and never seemed to be
worth it in the end. I didn’t want to feel anything beyond desire for
Caleb. And I wouldn’t. “You’re right. This, between us, will only ever
be about sex. But it is just between you and me. I am never thinking
about anyone else but you when we’re together. How could I?” I
whispered, hoping he saw how much I wanted him. “And right now I
need you to make me forget that tomorrow I have to wake up knowing
that asshole is in my city.”

Apparently, I didn’t need to ask him twice.

—
erhaps it was only the light warmth of the morning sun tickling my
face that woke me up the next day. It certainly felt like it as

consciousness seeped in, rescuing me from a dream where I was
chasing Gem through Phoenix while Nick chased me. I’d felt terror
that I’d never catch her and fear that he would catch me.

However, when I opened my eyes slowly, blinking against the light
flooding the room, the first thing that came into focus was Caleb’s pale
blue eyes staring at me with unmasked curiosity.

The evening before came rushing back and as I shifted under the
covers I felt our physical activities in the slight ache in my muscles.

I had attacked the poor guy last night.
Not that he’d been complaining. He gave as good as he got.
If I was being honest with myself, I’d half expected to wake up and

find him gone since he’d been so uncomfortable with the idea of
sleeping over in the first place, but you wouldn’t think it of him with
his casual, at-ease pose, lying on his side on my bed gazing at me. I
suddenly wondered if it was his eyes on my face that had woken me
rather than the morning sun.

“Hey,” I said, my voice hoarse with sleep.



“Morning.” He reached out and brushed my hair off my face in a
tender action that made me snuggle deeper into my pillow. It felt nice,
but my resolve from last night hadn’t deserted me just because I’d
woken up to Mr. Sexy brushing my hair off my face.

“What time is it?”
“Just after nine.”
“Hmm. Give me a sec and I’ll get up, make you coffee. Breakfast, if

you like.”
“Sounds good. Take your time.” He braced his head on the palm of

his hand, his elbow bent into the pillow beneath him. “Tell me about
your parents. About Nick and Gemma.”

My breath stuttered at the sudden demand. “Caleb—”
“You said some things that concern me, Ava. Put my mind at ease.”
I frowned, taken aback by the fact that he was worried about me.
He must have seen the confusion in my expression. “We’ve both

made it clear that this is just a physical relationship, and after last
night I am more convinced than ever that you’re not one of these
women who tells you she’s happy with it just being sex but is angling
for more. I get that now. Which means when we talked about being
friends, we both meant that too. We can handle it. So I made up my
mind that you’re my friend, Ava. And I’m worried about my friend.”

Affection for this man suffused me and I sat up, mirroring his pose,
and reached out with my free hand to stroke his chest tenderly. “I’m
good, I promise.”

“You aren’t going tae tell me, are you?” He scowled, like he couldn’t
believe he wasn’t getting his way.

My amusement over how adorable that was made me pause as I
began to ask myself why I couldn’t tell Caleb. Before Nick’s arrival I
knew I didn’t want to tell Caleb anything personal because I was afraid
revealing myself to him would only deepen my feelings for him. But I
was now absolute in my decision to keep things on a friends-with-
benefits level. And honestly, after last night, seeing Nick out of the
blue like that, it might be nice to vent.

I stared into his searching eyes. “So I can tell you things now
without you worrying it means I’m falling for you?”

“Aye.”



“Then I must tell you, Mr. Scott, that you have the most beautiful
eyes I’ve ever seen.”

His lips twitched. “That wasn’t the kind of thing I was talking
about.”

“Wolf eyes.”
“Ava.”
I chuckled, but the sound slowly died when I saw he was serious.

Fine. “I really am okay. Nothing happened to me when I was a kid, if
that’s what you’re worried about. It came close, but I escaped relatively
unscathed.”

“Tell me about it.”
I sighed. “My parents are wannabe hippies. They love material

things too much to be true hippies. My great-grandfather was an
industrial giant and each generation since has taken care of that
inheritance very well. My father has a hefty trust fund and impressive
investment portfolio. It allowed us to live in a nice house in a nice
neighborhood, and for my parents to not have to work,” I said, hearing
the bitterness in my voice. “Growing up with them was exhausting.
They were irresponsible about everything but money.

“I didn’t have it so bad. I know that now. I know that there are
people out there who had it so much worse growing up. But my
parents never treated me like I was their child. I got the same affection
and attention that anybody did from them, and it was scarce because
they were always living in their own little world. I took care of myself
from before I could remember. Learned to make my own breakfast,
got myself to school, made dinner when they were too high to make it
for me. As I got older they started to have these wild parties at the
house. It never even crossed their minds that they were putting their
kid in danger by inviting strangers into our home.” I thought back to
the night it all got scary.

“I was fourteen when shit got real. One night they had a party and I
was in my bedroom, kept awake by the music and laughter. I was
sitting by my patio door instead of in my bed when my bedroom door
opened and a man appeared.

“I’d sat frozen in fear as he searched the bed for me, his eyes
darting around the room until he found me. Then slowly he closed my



bedroom door and locked it. I didn’t recognize him. I just knew what
he wanted as soon as he started unbuckling his belt.”

I felt Caleb tense and gave him a reassuring but wobbly smile. “I
launched myself out the patio doors so fast. Our house was all on one
level—a huge sprawling bungalow. I’d used that door many times
growing up and I just fled in my pajamas, running through the
neighborhood until I got to Nick’s house. He wanted to tell his
parents.”

“You should have,” Caleb bit out angrily.
“I wasn’t as scared about being taken away from my parents as I

was scared about being taken away from Gem and Nick. They were my
family. That became even more apparent when I confronted my
parents about what happened and they insisted I must have been
mistaken. They didn’t want to hear it. They never wanted to hear
anything that would kill their buzz. Anyway, I convinced Nick and
Gem not to tell anyone, but Nick was furious. He made me promise
that I would stay with either one of them on the nights we knew my
parents were having one of their parties. For the most part we could
plan ahead and I only had to use that door as an escape a couple more
times before I left for college.”

“Only?” Caleb snapped. “For Christ’s sake, Ava, don’t play it down.
Your parents were . . . are negligent arseholes.”

I flinched but I couldn’t argue with him. “Yeah.”
Caleb flopped onto his back, heaving an exasperated sigh. “So what

happened with Nick and Gemma?”
“We were all just friends until that night I escaped from the

stranger in my room. Nick became my protector. Suddenly he wasn’t
just Nick, the boy I grew up with. He was the really cute boy who
seemed to care about me best in the world. I had developed an
impossible crush on him but hadn’t realized how badly until that
night. He was a year older, girls liked him, and I never thought he’d
return my feelings. But that night when I’d snuck into his bedroom to
stay with him, he told me he loved me.” I almost smiled at the
bittersweet memory. “I told him I loved him too and he kissed me. For
the first time in a long time I felt safe. But telling Gem was awkward
because I didn’t want her to feel like a third wheel. She wasn’t too



happy at first, worried about the same thing I thought, but Nick and I
never left her out if we could help it.

“It got a little messier as we got older and Nick and I started having
sex, something in retrospect we probably did when I was too young.
But sex didn’t seem like such a big deal to me.”

“How young?”
“My fifteenth birthday. I know that probably doesn’t sound young

to a guy, but I think it’s young.”
He turned his head on his pillow, his expression tender. “It is

young. I’d lose my mind if I even thought my sisters had lost their
virginity at that age.”

I shrugged sadly. “It was Nick. I thought he was my forever.”
“And Gemma?”
“Was pissed. She definitely felt left out after that. In fact, she

promptly went out with the shadiest guy in school and lost her
virginity to him in the back of his pickup.” I felt despondent at the
memory. “At least with Nick I’d felt loved at the time. I think she
secretly blamed me for that decision.” I pushed up into a sitting
position, drawing my knees into my chest as I looked down into
Caleb’s sympathetic gaze. Not once, when we’d first been on those
flights together, would I have ever thought he’d look at me with such
tender patience. “Things seemed to normalize, though. We grew close
again, and she went back to being my family, like always. Gem more
than anyone was my family. I think I always knew in the back of my
mind that if something happened between me and Nick I’d still always
have her, so I gave her more of me than I gave to anyone.” Tears filled
my eyes.

“Ava.” I felt his hand on my knee, reassuring me.
I sucked back the tears, still feeling that pain deep in my chest, like

a knife wound no one could heal. “But unbeknownst to me she was in
love with Nick. She finally confessed it to him after he proposed to me,
realizing that if she didn’t it would soon be too late. She told me later
that he admitted that he loved her too; he just hadn’t thought she
loved him back in that way. So they started their affair, too afraid at
first to tell me.”

Tears slipped down my cheeks before I could stop them. I looked



away from Caleb, staring at the window as I struggled to control my
emotions. “When I found out, I told her she should have confided in
me years ago. That I’d always loved her more than I ever loved Nick
when we were kids and if I’d known back then I would have stepped
aside before it was too late, before I’d given him everything.” I wiped
at the tears running down my face. “She cried so hard when I told her
that, but I couldn’t see her pain back then. All I saw was her betrayal.
Even if they’d just told me right away, you know, rather than having an
affair behind my back. It would have hurt but not nearly so much.” I
turned to Caleb, to find his expression dark, fierce. “I always wondered
if she knew he’d sleep with me after being with her. Or did he tell her
that he wasn’t sleeping with me? Because our sex life never waned in
those months they were cheating.” My upper lip curled in disgust. “In
fact, I remember afterward, after overanalyzing every little thing about
that time, that he seemed insatiable in those months. I thought it was
because we were engaged. He couldn’t keep his hands off me. Now I
know that he was getting off on it—on having two women. Two best
friends.

“Do you know what he said when he told me about the affair? When
I asked him if he’d loved Gem the whole time, why he was with me? He
said that I was the one he wanted when he was just a horny kid.”
Anger besieged me at the reminder. “That I was so beautiful that he
couldn’t help but want me. That he probably would always want me
that way. But that was all I was. A pretty face. He said I was boring and
uptight and I cared too much about the way I looked and what people
thought of me. Gem wasn’t like that. She wasn’t vain. She was warm,
he said. And while my beauty would fade, Gem would always be
beautiful on the inside.”

Silence, heavy and still, fell over the room.
And through it I could feel Caleb’s anger, and it was gratifying.
“Do you want to know the sickest part? I believed him. Maybe I did

care about my looks too much, of what people thought of me. After all,
the only compliments my parents ever gave me growing up were on
my looks. They made it seem like being attractive was my most
powerful and positive quality.

“I drove myself crazy trying to think back and find evidence that



Nick was right. It took me a long time afterward to realize that he
wasn’t right. That what he said wasn’t true. I have my faults, but those
weren’t it. He just wanted it all to be true because he needed not to be
the bad guy in the situation. They both did. So somehow the blame fell
on me. That all these years I’d stolen Nick from Gem and kept them
apart. My parents just told me to get over it. Just get over it! The only
people I’d ever trusted betrayed me, and I was just supposed to get
over it.

“The one person who seemed to be on my side was my uncle. He
flew me out to Boston and helped me find a place to start over.”

When Caleb spoke, his voice was gruff. “And then you had tae fly
home for Gemma’s funeral.”

I let out a shaky breath. “All of our old friends just stared at me in
disgust the whole time, murmuring behind my back that they couldn’t
believe I’d had the audacity to show up. That was hard enough as it
was . . . but Nick decided to humiliate me at the wake and direct all his
rage and grief at me.”

“What did he do?”
“I was turning a corner in their house and I bumped into him by

accident, spilling the drinks in his hand on the cream carpet. And it
just set him off. He just started yelling at me, asking me why I was
there. He told me that Gem died still thinking the affair was all her
fault. That she’d never forgiven herself even though it wasn’t just her
fault. He said that he and I were to blame too. But that I couldn’t let it
go. I couldn’t forgive her. I was too filled with hate and self-
absorption. And he said that I could live the rest of my life knowing
that he would never forgive me.”

Caleb shot up to a sitting position, his eyes blazing at me. “You
didn’t actually swallow that bullshit, did you?”

I scoffed. “Of course not. But everyone else there did. I was
practically shoved out of there with pitchforks while my parents
watched on in embarrassment, not doing anything to have my back. I
am not the woman I was back then, Caleb. Yes, I feel guilty that she
died without my having forgiven her because I can forgive knowing
that she felt responsible for destroying the future I had planned. But
him? Never once could he admit that he was the guilty party. He



always tried to make me the bad guy because it made him feel better.
He’s a coward.” I shook my head in wonder. “I look back and I try to
see it—I try to see how I could have missed what a piece of shit he is
deep down.”

Caleb reached over and slid his big, warm hand under my hair,
cupping the nape of my neck in a firm, reassuring grip. His eyes bore
into mine, capturing me in place. “Dinnae do that tae yourself. People
can be masters of deception because they are so complicated. You
aren’t the first tae have not seen a person’s true character. And frankly,
Ava, when you first started dating him he was just a boy. People can be
nice kids and for whatever reason grow up tae be selfish wee shits. So
dinnae put that on yourself.”

I nodded at his soft command and then gave him a wry smile to
cover the fact that I wanted to burst into fresh tears. “Still glad you
asked to hear about it?”

“Aye,” he replied firmly. “Because I can tell you now knowing the
facts that I think you should talk tae Nick.”

Shocked, I jerked away from his touch. “Why would you even
suggest that? Do you see this?” I pulled away, reaching over to my
nightstand where I laid my jewelry. I picked up the tennis bracelet
Nick had given me. “He bought me this. For my eighteenth birthday. I
wear it to look good for my clients and I can’t afford to spend money
on a freaking diamond tennis bracelet to replace it. I hate wearing it
because it always reminds me of him. But I wear it anyway. And it’s as
close as I ever want to get to him again.”

Caleb scowled at the bracelet, a dark look that melted away when
he looked into my eyes. “Ava, you need tae tell him what you told me.
Even if he is here tae apologize, he needs tae know before he says a
damn word that you dinnae care what he thinks. That you know you
aren’t the one in the wrong here and that he can live the rest of his life
not forgiving you if he bloody well wants . . . because as far as you’re
concerned he’s just a memory you dinnae care enough about tae offer
forgiveness.”

My breath caught at his fierceness and the realization that Caleb’s
advice was spot-on. Nick did need to know that he didn’t have power
over me. Not anymore. I nodded slowly. “You’re right. You’re so right.”



I grabbed his hand and placed a grateful kiss to his big knuckles. He’d
been so kind, so generous, listening to me like that and not judging.
But I thought about what I knew of his family and I wondered just how
crazy he must think mine was. My thoughts blurted out before I could
stop them. “You must think my family is insane. Yours sounds so
perfect.”

Hearing the melancholy tone in my voice caused Caleb’s eyes to
dim with sorrow. “Nobody’s family is perfect, Ava.”

I tensed, realizing the sorrow wasn’t for me but . . . my God, for
him. “Caleb?”

He shook his head. “No matter. Breakfast?”
I refused to let go of his hand. “What happened to your family?” His

hesitation made my heart pound. “You can tell me. After what I just
told you, you must know you can tell me anything. Friends tell each
other stuff.”

“It’s not a happy story.” Caleb refused to meet my eyes and it made
my heart pound.

“What happened to you, Caleb?”
“Not me.” He shook his head. “Well, to me, aye. But to us all.”

Finally he looked at me, his eyes bright with grief that made me
squeeze his hand tight. “Quinn, my brother I mentioned earlier . . .”

“Yes?”
“He died, Ava. He died when he was eighteen. He was high. Got

behind the wheel of a car.”
I wanted to wrap my arms around him so tight but I knew

somehow that kind of physical comfort wouldn’t be welcome. “I am so
sorry, Caleb.”

“Aye, well.” He gently eased his hand from my grip only to rub it
through his hair in discomfort.

I didn’t know what else to say. Caleb felt far away somehow. He
always did in a way, a bitterness underlying in his gaze, his demeanor,
that I didn’t understand until now. It was grief.

Knowing what he needed now more than ever was for me to defuse
the weighted moment between us, I forced out a cheeky smile.
“Well . . . I should thank you for your advice about Nick. Pancakes?” I
threw off the duvet and hopped out of bed, feeling his gaze on my



naked body as I crossed the room to my dresser for some clean
underwear.

“If there’s a prize for good advice giving, I should at least get tae
choose it, no?” he said, sounding relieved.

I glanced over my shoulder at him as I pulled up my underwear.
“Sure.”

His eyes smoldered. “Then lose the knickers, Ava, and get back in
bed.”

I shivered at that look, my body anticipating the goodness that look
led to. Curling my fingers into my lacy underwear, I shimmied them
back down my legs. “You know, it was such good advice,” I said,
kicking the underwear off my feet, “that I think it calls for an orgasm
and pancakes.” I leisurely crossed the room and got on the bed on all
fours, crawling over toward him.

Caleb bestowed on me a slow, wicked smile. “Did anyone ever tell
you that you are a very good friend tae have, Miss Breevort?”

I smiled back. “When I’m done with you this morning, Mr. Scott,
I’ll be the best friend you ever had.”

His answering chuckle was swallowed in my kiss, and the sadness
of our past histories abated for a while.



I’
Seventeen

m a little surprised you agreed to meet with me, but glad,” Nick
said as soon as Paul led him into my office.

I nodded my thanks at Paul, who quickly dismissed himself.
Then I got up out of my chair, gesturing for Nick to take the seat in
front of my desk.

He did so, glancing around the office, curiously taking it all in. I
hadn’t noticed it on Saturday night, but Nick had lost weight. Enough
so that his cheekbones were sharp on his once boyish face. When we
were growing up, all the girls wanted to date Nick because he had
irresistible pretty-boy good looks with an edge. Dark hair, soulful dark
eyes, long lashes, and olive skin. Tall—almost as tall as Caleb—Nick
had a lanky, wiry build. When he’d walk toward me in the school
corridor with that swagger of his, I’d thought with the shallowness of
youth how lucky I was that Nick had chosen me to love.

But he hadn’t loved me.
He’d been in lust with me.
When I looked back on it, he never complimented me on anything

but my face and body. He never told me I was smart or funny or kind.
He’d always just whispered in my ear about how beautiful and sexy I
was, how he loved my eyes, my smile, my legs, my ass.

You get the picture.
I’d just been so eager for the affection that I’d never noticed his

preoccupation with my appearance.
It was another reminder that what me and Caleb had was just sex

too. Caleb only ever complimented me on my body and how I made his
body feel. But he was honest about it, which made him a hundred



times more trustworthy than this shadow of my ex-fiancé sitting in
front of me.

Gaunt, exhausted-looking, he turned back to me and opened his
mouth to speak.

I put up a hand to stop him as I leaned against my desk looking
down at him. “I agreed to meet with you, Nick, for one reason only.
You mentioned on Saturday you wanted to apologize and I need to tell
you that I don’t want your apology. When you first cheated on me with
Gem, I temporarily allowed myself to believe all the terrible things you
said about me being vain and generally not a very nice person. But I
soon realized that you said all that because you needed to believe I was
the bad guy so you didn’t have to feel guilty. And somehow you
managed to convince everyone back in Arcadia of the same with that
good-boy charm of yours. But I don’t believe it. I know the truth
because I was there.” I wanted to rage against him about how I hated
him for stealing Gem from me, but the genuine grief in his eyes for his
wife stopped me.

“You cheated instead of coming to me and telling me the truth.
Would it have hurt? Yes. But at least the two of you wouldn’t have
betrayed me. And if you would just have apologized, accepted the fact
that you were in the wrong, then I could have forgiven you. I’d have
had the chance to forgive Gem. Because the truth is, Nick, I couldn’t
give a shit about you now. All I care about is that I lost my friend and
the chance to forgive her.” Tears brightened my eyes as he stared up at
me, watching as his expression darkened. “As for you, I don’t feel
anything. You’re just a blip on my radar. So go home and take an
apology I don’t need or want with you.”

He got to his feet, staring at me incredulously. “I lost my wife and
you can’t give me this? And you say you’re not self-absorbed.”

Indignation suffused me, pushing me to be ugly, but somehow I
controlled the feeling. “Go home, Nick.”

“No.” He stepped into my space, his legs touching my knees, and I
felt a moment of panic at his nearness. “You need to hear what I have
to say. You have to give me that, Ava. I’ve lost too much already. I need
to say this to someone who knew Gem better than anyone.”

Sympathy I didn’t want to feel for the bastard cut through my



anger. “Then speak and leave.”
“You’re right.” He raised a shaky hand to push back his overlong

hair. “I was a coward. Gem and I, we talked about it a lot once you
were gone. We argued about it. I was the one who convinced her not to
tell you right away, delaying it by saying I needed time. But she started
to work out the truth the longer we were together.” Nick’s dark eyes
blazed at me. “The truth was, I didn’t know how to choose between
you. I loved you both.”

“I don’t believe that,” I snapped. “You don’t treat someone the way
you treated me when you love them.”

“You always saw everything in black and white, Ava.” He shook his
head sadly. “People are more complicated than that. You . . . you
always felt like you were seconds from slipping through my hands.
Like something better would come along and you’d be gone. I never
really had you. I had your body and Gem had your trust.”

“You both had my trust.”
“But you let her in in a way you didn’t let me in.”
I couldn’t argue with that, because it was true, but she was my

friend and he was my lover. I let them both in, in different ways.
“Maybe deep down I always knew you would betray me and that’s
why.”

“No. You just didn’t love me the way I loved you.”
Bullshit! I had been so in love with him, he blinded me. “Oh, so this

is your new way of justifying your actions?” I asked calmly, crossing
my arms over my chest like I was merely amused by the turn in the
conversation rather than furious.

“Gem loved me, Ava. She loved me in a way I knew you could never
love me. I just couldn’t admit it out loud so I twisted everything in my
head and I said some awful things to you. When Gem accused me of
still being in love with you, I told her all the things I said when you and
I broke up, and she was so mad at me. She didn’t know I’d put the
blame on you. We didn’t talk for weeks. She thought about getting in
touch with you a lot,” he told me softly. “She just never felt brave
enough to do it.”

“Nick.” I sighed, feeling a tightness in my chest, an uneasiness in
my belly. “What is the purpose of this?”



His expression turned fierce. “I don’t have a second chance to tell
Gem I was sorry for all the stupid things I did. But I can tell you. I
never stopped loving you, Ava. I loved you too much. When we were
kids, I felt like you needed me. I felt like your protector and it made
me feel good. But as we got older, you stopped needing me. You
became untouchable. Maybe that’s what I loved.” He laughed bitterly.
“Maybe it was the mystery of you that kept me dangling on your hook
for so long. I lost my shit at you at the funeral because I was grieving
for Gem while at the same time feeling things I shouldn’t be feeling
when I saw you.”

That uneasiness turned to a chill, and I slid out from where he was
leaning into me to round my desk, wondering if I was crazy to even
think that my grieving ex-fiancé might be coming on to me. “Nick,” I
warned.

“I cheated on her,” he blurted out.
I froze, staring at him in outrage.
“I was always looking for something when you left. I did love my

wife, Ava. She made mistakes with you but we both know that she was
so good and kind and loving. She loved me like no one has ever loved
me and it made her betray you. She never got over it.”

“So you rewarded her by cheating on her?”
“I loved her . . .” He shrugged, his features strained with guilt. “But

there was no excitement like there was with you.”
“Wore off, huh, once you two became legit and weren’t sneaking off

behind my back?”
He blanched and I felt a wave of revulsion toward him because I’d

hit the nail on the head. “It just wasn’t the same. Even you have to
admit, Ava, sex between you and me is off the charts.”

Was this seriously happening right now? Was my ex-fiancé actually
standing in my office talking about missing sex with me weeks after his
wife had died in childbirth? I gaped at him, wondering how on earth I
had been so blind to what a weak, selfish man he was for so long. I
wanted to hurt him and not because he hurt me but because he hurt
Gem. He stole us from each other and he didn’t even love her the way
she deserved to be loved.

“The man you saw me with on Saturday?”



Nick winced. “Yeah?”
“He’s the best sex I’ve ever had, Nick. He made what you and I had

in bed look like an inexperienced fumble in the dark. And even if I
didn’t currently have that man in my bed, you would never be
welcome back in it. So if you came here looking to satiate some need
that has driven you for years to cheat on a woman who deserved
better, then you can go to hell.”

He paled. “That’s not why I’m here.”
“Then why are you standing in my office talking to me about how

you miss sex with me when your wife has just died?”
“I don’t know,” he moaned. “I’m saying it wrong.”
“Do you want me to forgive you on Gem’s behalf? Is that it?”
“You knew her best. What would she say?”
“Did she know, Nick? Did she know about this other woman?”
“Women,” he whispered. “They looked like you.”
I suddenly felt queasy as understanding began to dawn. Nick

thought he loved me but it wasn’t love. It was an infatuation he’d never
been able to rid himself of. He’d self-destructed over and over again,
searching for something that didn’t exist. And he’d pulled Gem right
down with him. Along with the queasiness, I felt an unbearable
sadness for my lost friend, and an impatient need to get her widowed
husband out of my sight. “She would have forgiven you,” I whispered
back. “She gave up a lot for you and Gem would have needed to believe
that you were worth it.”

“She wanted a baby so badly. She thought it would bring us closer
together. I killed her.” He suddenly sobbed.

I flinched, looking down at my desk, the ache in my chest for Gem
almost more than I could handle. “She loved you. Just hold on to that.”

“Say you understand, Ava, please. Say you get it now. That you
know I really did love you. I think I still—”

“Don’t.” I glared over at him. “Get this through your head now,
Nick, and then leave and don’t come back. You don’t know me. You
never knew me. Forget about me and move on with your life. Go home
and grieve for a woman who I have to believe in your own weak way
you loved. And then forget about the past. I have, Nick. I’m not saying
this to be cruel. I’m saying it for your own good—I don’t love you. I



don’t even like you. A part of me wants to be angry at you for Gem’s
sake. But you don’t deserve to have that from me. So now, as soon as
you walk out that door, you’ll be just a memory.”

For a moment he stood there staring at me, like he couldn’t quite
believe this was how it was ending. Was he honestly so delusional he
thought it would end differently?

“Your mom thought . . .”
“My mom thought what?” I asked wearily.
He shook his head, his smile bitter. “She thought you were still in

love with me.”
“You do remember my mother doesn’t know anything about me,

right?”
Nick gave me a sad, pathetic smirk. “It’s coming back to me now.”
“Good-bye, Nick.”
He stared at me for so long I gestured to the door.
Finally, he nodded. “Good-bye, Ava.”
And as he disappeared out of my office, his footsteps fading away, I

felt a peace settle over me that I hadn’t felt in a long time. Two days
ago I never would have imagined being brave enough to have this
discussion with Nick, but Caleb was right. I had needed to do that.

I thought about calling Caleb to confide in him about the disturbing
and woeful conversation I’d just had with my ex, but that felt too much
like something a girlfriend would do. Instead I called Harper.

“Harp, you won’t believe what just happened to me,” I said on her
voice mail. “Call me so I can tell you all about it.” I hung up, hoping
she would return my call. I’d spent much of yesterday rolling around
in bed with Caleb, but during a breather I’d called Harper and she
hadn’t picked up. Not sure if she was mad at me or avoiding the
questions she knew I had about Vince, I was a little worried.

But if I knew my best friend like I knew I did, she wouldn’t be able
to ignore me if she thought I needed her. And right now I needed to
tell someone about Nick, because part of me couldn’t even believe that
had just happened.

—



Harper had texted me to grab a quick lunch with her at the
restaurant so we could talk. I was hurrying toward Canterbury

when my cell rang. Seeing it was Roxanne Sutton, my hard-to-please
client, I groaned, but answered the call as I turned left on Milk Street.

“Roxanne, how are you?”
“How am I?” Her high-pitched voice screeched through the phone

and I winced. “I’ve just seen the chaise for the master bedroom. Who
approved that fabric choice? Because it was not me!”

Irritation made my skin flush hot, but as always I kept my feelings
on the inside where they belonged when dealing with a client.
“Roxanne, you did approve it. I sent you samples over a week ago that
you approved. My upholsterer got to work straightaway and the chaise
is the first completed piece for the master suite.”

“I did not choose that fabric,” she insisted. “And frankly, I am
appalled by your lack of commitment to this project. Stella assured me
that you were just as good as Paul, but I am having serious doubts.”

Irate as I found myself marching down Pearl Street toward
Canterbury, I did my best to mask it. “I’m truly sorry you feel that way
because I certainly have been giving my all to the project.”

“Not your all. Now . . .” She took a deep breath. “I am willing to give
you a second chance because I have seen the work you’ve done on
previous projects that I found satisfactory—”

High praise indeed.
“So I insist that you meet me at the summerhouse again, on

Wednesday, so I can remind you of what it is that I’m looking for in
this redesign. Hopefully the visit will help you recommit to the
project.”

Dismay filled me, my immediate thought of Caleb and how he was
only here for a few more days and I would lose them if I went to
Nantucket. “I’m afraid that’s a little short notice, Roxanne. I do have
other projects—”

“Are you saying my money isn’t important to you, Miss Breevort?”
I stumbled to a stop, disappointment filling me as I realized I would

have to do this. “No, of course not. I’d be happy to meet you at the



summerhouse. But I can only be there Wednesday. I have to return to
the office on Thursday.”

“Well, we’ll just need to see about that. I can’t let you leave until I’m
assured you truly understand my vision. I expect you at the house at
ten a.m. sharp.” And then she hung up on me.

Deflated, annoyed, and generally wishing I hadn’t gotten out of bed
that morning, I made my way into Canterbury in desperate need of my
friend’s shoulder, pronto.

As I wandered over to the hostess’s podium, I caught sight of Jason
Luton, the owner and head chef. He was conversing with his bar
manager and lifted his head to acknowledge me as I walked in. He said
something to his staff and then began making his way over to me.
Jason was average height for a guy, with a slim, athletic build,
concealed at the moment by his chef whites. He smiled at me and
despite my bad mood I couldn’t help but smile back. Jason was a very
handsome man in his mid-forties. His hair was gray but it did nothing
to detract from his crinkly, sexy, twinkly blue eyes or charmingly
lopsided smile. He had the kind of charisma that made your belly
flutter.

He was also happily married and father to two daughters.
“Ava,” he said, bending down to kiss my cheek. “It’s been a while.”

And did I mention the attractive British accent?
“How have you been?”
“The same.” He shrugged, looking around proudly at his restaurant.

“Tired but happy.”
“And how are Gillian and the girls?” I asked after his wife and kids.
“Brilliant as always.” He gestured for me to walk with him and so I

did. “Here to see Harper?”
“Yeah, she suggested we have lunch together.”
“She’s just working on a new concoction I’m sure the critics are

going to rave about.” His eyes brightened at the thought. “I’ll send her
out.” He pulled out a chair at a private table near the fireplace. “Lunch
is on me.”

“Oh, you don’t have to,” I tried to protest, but he waved me off and
sauntered away, disappearing into the kitchen.

As I waited, I stewed over the fact that I was going to Nantucket



instead of spending time with Caleb. It shouldn’t have bothered me so
much, but it did.

“I’m sorry.” Harper came hurrying out of the kitchen toward me.
She practically fell into the seat opposite me. Her cheeks were flushed
and her eyes had this bright kind of madness to them that I
recognized. She was in a creative mood and high on it.

“Hey, I can leave,” I said, not wanting to interrupt her flow. “If you
need to get back in there.”

“Nah.” She shook her head. “Everything I can do right now is done.
What do you need to tell me?”

Before I could open my mouth, the kitchen doors swung open and a
guy I didn’t recognize in chef whites appeared. He was carrying two
plates of food, which he brought over to us. “From Jason. Enjoy.” And
he disappeared just as quickly.

I stared down at a beautiful plate of pan-fried hake, heritage
potatoes, mussels, and a saffron butter sauce. It was one of my favorite
dishes on the current menu. “Oh, yum. Who was the guy?” I asked,
digging in, not one to lose my appetite when I was anxious or nervous.

“Denny, new sous chef.” She shrugged, picking up her fork and
knife.

“Oh, what happened to Kevin?”
“New job. I didn’t tell you?”
“Nope.”
She looked up from her plate. “We’re not here to talk about our

staffing situation. What happened this morning?”
And that’s how over the best lunch I’d had in a while I told Harper

everything about Nick on Saturday night, then coming to a real
understanding with Caleb, him advising me to talk to Nick, and finally
what Nick actually had to say.

When I was done, Harper slumped back in her chair, looking
exhausted for me. “Babe.”

“Right.”
“God, it never ceases to amaze me how messed up people are.”
My smile was sad. “I know.”
She narrowed her eyes on me. “So . . . you’re not even a little

gratified?”



“About what?”
“That all this time the bastard has been so hung up on you that he

screwed up his whole life.”
“You know me better than that.”
“You’re sad for Gemma.” She sighed and nodded. “I get that.”
“I’m even a little sad for him,” I whispered, hating to admit it. “He

screwed up his marriage over something that wasn’t even real. I was
only ever an infatuation. He didn’t know me like I thought he knew
me, and I definitely didn’t know him. Plus, you don’t cheat on
someone you apparently adore, right? I don’t even think it was our
relationship he was holding on to either. I think he just . . . he didn’t
want to grow up. He always seemed to be the one in control when we
were kids, the protector, the one Gem and I could rely on. After high
school he just seemed so lost. I remember how the thought of the
future scared the shit out of him. He preferred living in the past.”

“Right.” She dropped her fork and knife on her empty plate. “But
after all this time, with everyone thinking you got the raw deal, that
you were the victim, it turns out you were the one who escaped.”

I nodded, having thought the same myself. “I know. I realized that
as he left my office this morning. I finally realized that I was the lucky
one. As heartbroken as I am for Gem, I can’t tell you how much peace
it gives me knowing my life is better for the fact that he left me.”

Harper reached across the table and squeezed my hand. “I’m glad.”
I covered her hand with mine and then took a deep breath to

prompt, “Speaking of relationships.” She immediately tried to pull her
hand away but I held on. “I’m not judging, Harp. I just . . . I’m just a
little concerned.”

She wouldn’t meet my eyes. “There’s nothing to be concerned
about.”

“Vince doesn’t seem so happy and supportive anymore about your
job. And you just sat there letting that groupie flirt with him right in
front of you. Not Harper-like behavior.”

Harper yanked her hand free, glaring at me. “I was being classy.”
“Oh, unlike me?”
Her lips twitched, amusement cutting through the chill in her eyes.

“No, it was funny when you shooed her away.”



“So why didn’t you?”
“I promised Vince I wouldn’t react to the girls. He warned me that

they get a bit much and he’s had problems with girlfriends before not
reacting well to it. I know that it’s just part of the industry he wants to
be in and so I have to learn to let it go.”

“The same way he’s letting the fact that you work long hours go?”
Harper stared at me, clearly deciding between being pissed at me

for asking and being grateful I cared enough to. Thankfully she
decided on the latter. “He’d never mentioned it before. Saturday night
was the first night he ever said something negative about it. We talked
yesterday and he admitted that my hours do bother him, but not for
him, for me. He’s worried I’m burning myself out.”

That I could understand. “And what did you say?”
She sucked in a breath. “I’m not going to lie, Ava. I worry about it

too sometimes. That if I’m going to be working this hard, then surely it
should be for myself.”

“You want to open your own restaurant?”
“Dessert bar.” She smiled shyly. “Eventually. Not yet, anyway. I

convinced him that I’m good and he seemed to accept it.”
There was something in her tone that was off. She sounded

placating, and that wasn’t Harper. She did what she wanted, no matter
what anyone else said. “Okay. As long as you’re happy.”

“Very. Now, what about you?” She sought to change the subject.
“And Mr. Scott?”

The reminder that I didn’t have him for long crashed over me. “It
looks like we’ll be finishing things up sooner that I’d thought. The
Shrew called. This time on Wednesday I’ll be in goddamn Nantucket.”



W
Eighteen

hile Caleb vented about his day at the office, I tried my best
not to be distracted by the longing in my chest, that harsh
pang of feeling I got anytime I remembered tonight would be

the last night we spent together.
When we met at my favorite Italian restaurant in Back Bay, one of

the first things I wanted to ask him was when he was leaving. It
seemed even more crucial to know since he’d been unable to meet me
the night before. Things at the office had exploded and Caleb was up to
his neck in the disaster. He video-called me from the office to show me
him standing in the North American division CFO’s office surrounded
by piles and piles of files.

That meant that if he was leaving sooner than expected, tonight
was all we had. However, I didn’t want to seem desperate or upset
when the guy was clearly stressed out.

“Long story short,” he said, sipping at the Scotch he’d ordered, “the
bastard was not only lazy—he was using company money for private
investments. Savvy investments too. If only he’d used that savvy tae do
his job right, I wouldn’t be sitting here having not slept for thirty-six
hours. Anyway, I presented my findings tae the CEO. He took it tae
our bosses in Tokyo. A few hours later we dragged the sleekit wee
bastard into a conference call and he was fired.”

“My God, what an idiot.” I shook my head, thinking about all the
people who would kill for a chance at a six-figure salary.

“Aye, well, they wanted me tae stick around and interview new
candidates for the position, but I’m needed back in the Glasgow
office.” He stifled a yawn with his fist as my heart began to thump hard
in my chest.



“When do you leave?”
Caleb’s gaze suddenly intensified as he leaned back in his seat.

“Thursday morning. I dinnae think I’ll be much use tae you tonight,
but that still gives us Wednesday.”

I winced. “Actually, it doesn’t.”
He scowled. “Why?”
“Do you remember when I mentioned the difficult client I have

right now?” At his nod, I continued, “She’s demanding I head back out
to the house on Nantucket tomorrow. I won’t be back until Thursday.”

The frown lines between his brows deepened. “Nantucket isn’t far.”
“It’s about a four-hour trip from here. I have to be there at ten a.m.

tomorrow morning, so I’ll leave around five thirty.”
“And you’ll not be back tomorrow evening?”
“If it was anyone other than Roxanne Sutton, I’d say yes, but that

woman will trap me there for as long as she legally can.” I let my
frustration show. “I’m sorry. I thought we’d at least have one last night
together.”

“And we will.”
“But you’re tired.”
“Ava.” His eyes narrowed. “I’m not leaving Boston without another

taste of you.” He glanced around, missing my cheeks flush with
arousal, and spotted a waiter. Waving the man over, Caleb ordered, “A
pot of black coffee.”

I snickered as the waiter hurried off to do his bidding. “The things a
man will do for sex.”

Caleb grinned. “Not just any sex.”
Pleasure shifted through me at the compliment.
“Let’s make this meal a quick one, eh?”
I nodded my agreement. “That sounds like a plan.”
“So . . .” He leaned back in his chair. “You promised me last night

you’d tell me how it went with Nick.”
Unwilling to spend our last few hours together discussing my ex, I

gave Caleb a quick summary of events, watching his features harden
with anger as the story went on. “But thankfully he’s gone now and I
don’t really want to spend any more time talking about the asshole.”

“What a prick,” Caleb said vehemently, just as his coffee arrived.



The waiter’s eyes rounded at the aggression in Caleb’s voice as he
placed the coffee on the table, but my companion didn’t even notice.
He was too focused on me. I gave the waiter a reassuring smile and he
hurried away.

“It’s done. Let’s talk about something else.”
His expression said he wanted to call Nick a few more names first,

but he poured himself a coffee and made an effort to look relaxed.
“What do you want tae talk about?”

On a rush of sentimentality I shouldn’t be feeling, I blurted out, “I
want you to know I’ve had a lot of fun with you these past few weeks.
I’m glad we decided to be friends.”

“With benefits,” he teased.
I smiled. “Yes, definitely. It’s been far more pleasurable than the

usual friendship.”
He lowered his gaze to his coffee, shielding his thoughts from me.

“You know, I was thinking that at some point I’ll be back in Boston
again. Probably near the end of the year.”

My pulse raced at the thought of seeing him again. “Oh?”
“If you’re not attached, I’d quite like us tae do this again when I’m

in town.”
“I’d like that.”
Caleb’s eyes finally found mine. “Aye?”
“Yes.” I nodded, serious. “I’m going to miss you in my bed, Caleb

Scott. And in a hotel bed. And against the wall. And in the shower.”
He grinned, wicked and full of want. “Don’t miss me just yet. We’ve

still got tonight.”



I

Nineteen

SIX WEEKS LATER

can’t believe you dragged me to Faneuil Hall on my day off,” Harper
grumbled after the third tourist in five minutes bumped into her.

I hid a smile, heading toward my target. “It’s raining, it’s
miserable, and you know what that means.”

“Clam chowder, yeah, yeah.”
“Not just any clam chowder. The best clam chowder.”
“That’s a matter of opinion.”
“Hey, don’t let the fact that it’s produced in a heavily populated

tourist area sway your judgment.” I threw her a mock look of
annoyance as we wandered into the Irish pub I’d been heading for
since the moment I stepped out of my apartment that morning. “This
right here is the best clam chowdah in Boston.”

“Yeah, apparently everyone else thinks so too.” Harper gestured to
the busy pub.

Damn.
No seats.
Disappointment hit me much harder than it should have

considering this quest was merely about food. But lately, when
anything went marginally wrong, I seemed to take it dramatically
badly. “Oh man!”

“We’re just leaving.” A woman sitting at the bar called to us, her
accent drawing my attention.

“Aye, ye can have oor stools,” the man next to her said as we slowly
made our way over.

Scottish.
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A pang of longing hit me dead center of my chest and then spread
out like a burn across the entire area.

“Hey, thanks,” Harper said as we watched them pull on their
jackets and get up off the stools.

“No problem. The clam chowder is bloody amazing.” The woman
gave us a cheery smile.

“You’re from Scotland?”
She nodded. “Aye. Glasgow. Just here on a wee anniversary trip.”
“Oh?” I wanted her to keep talking. “How long have you been

married?”
“Thirty years,” her husband announced proudly, either because it

was an impressive amount of time or because he’d actually
remembered.

“Wow.” Harper shared a wide-eyed look with me. “Uh, congrats.
That is awesome.”

“Yeah, congratulations.”
“Oh, thank ye,” they said in unison.
“Here ye go.” The woman stepped aside, patting the stool at the

bar. “Enjoy.”
Disappointment flooded me anew to realize they were leaving. “Oh,

okay. Have a wonderful trip.”
“Thank ye,” they said as they left.
Harper practically had to haul me onto a stool before someone else

could take it, because I was busy staring after the Scottish couple,
pining.

It had been six weeks since I’d heard the accent.
Six weeks since I’d heard his voice.

—
ell, I best be off,” Caleb said suddenly.

We were lying in my bed, staring up at the ceiling, taking
time to catch our breaths after enjoying a couple of rounds of our
usual epic sex. There had been no soft kisses or sweet touches this
time, as if we were both mindful that we had to keep this as it should
be or it might feel like a tender good-bye.



“Yeah,” I answered, even though there was still a part of me that
wanted to reach across the bed and ask him to stay. I squashed that
part, reminding myself exactly why that was a bad idea. Plus, I didn’t
really know Caleb. Not well enough to feel any real kind of
attachment.

Liar.
The ache in my chest as he got out of bed and began to dress was

entirely misplaced and it was making me angry.
He finally looked at me once he was done lacing his boots. His

expression revealed nothing of his emotions. “I’ll call you, then, when
I visit again?”

“Sure. I’d like that.”
Caleb suddenly frowned, hesitating, seeming almost unsure. Then

finally he bent over, putting his hands to the mattress, and he kissed
me. It was soft, sweet. Filled with affection.

And I had to force away the sudden burn of tears in the back of my
eyes.

He brushed his mouth over mine one last time and then pulled
back to stare into my eyes. I couldn’t read his searching gaze,
enigmatic as always. I did my best to keep my expression neutral.

“Good-bye, Ava,” he said, his voice low and hoarse.
Once more I fought those goddamn tears, masking them with a

smile I hoped was both cheeky and affectionate. “Bye, my Bastard
Scot.”

He grinned, kissed the tip of my nose, and pushed away from the
bed. I made to move, to see him out, but he waved me back down.
“Stay. Sleep. You’re up early.”

Thinking he was probably right, I lowered my back to the bed.
“Safe travels.”

He nodded, reached down to switch off my bedside lamp, and then
I watched the shadow of his figure leave my bedroom.

There was a minute of no noise and then I heard my apartment
door shut with a loud click that told me he’d put the lock (or the snib,
as he so cutely called it) on.

I tried to sleep knowing it was too early to get up.
However, my mind wouldn’t let me. Instead it just kept replaying



every moment with Caleb Scott over and over again. Every kiss,
every wicked smile, and the fierce tenderness in his gaze when I told
him about Nick and Gem.

Even though I felt betrayed by the tears, like my heart was a
traitor to my mind, I couldn’t stop myself from crying. That night my
heart won a battle.

But when my alarm went off and I got up to get ready for my trip
to Nantucket, my mind sought control again and was triumphant.

Caleb Scott was just a fun memory and he’d remain that way.
There was no way I would make our dalliance out to be more than it
was. Resolved, ignoring the disquiet and unease that sat in the pit of
my stomach, I strolled out into my living area to make coffee and
was startled at the sight of what had been placed next to the coffee
machine.

There was a velvet box sitting next to it, along with a note. My
hands shook as I reached for the note first.

In Caleb’s big, masculine scrawl were the words:

You deserve only good memories. Caleb.

Heart pounding, I dropped the note and picked up the velvet box.
Prying it open, I let out a little gasp at the item that sparkled and
winked under my kitchen lights. Lying on black velvet was the most
beautiful diamond tennis bracelet. The one Nick had given me was
demure, the diamonds small in a traditional square-cut claw. Caleb’s
platinum tennis bracelet was more modern, with larger round-cut
diamonds. Okay, wow.

I could barely breathe, I was so overwhelmed by the gift. I picked
up his note again.

You deserve only good memories. Caleb.

I couldn’t believe he remembered the detail about that damn
tennis bracelet. It was so thoughtful. So romantic.

So not what we were.



It didn’t make sense.
I turned, slumping back against my counter as I tried to interpret

what the gift meant.
And then something horrible occurred to me.
What if this was like . . . payment? What if Caleb was basically

saying, Hey, thanks for the great sex—have some diamonds on me? I
glowered down at the bracelet. That bastard.

“Argh.” I huffed. That didn’t seem like Caleb either.
“. . . I genuinely like you, and I dinnae mind us having a friendship

between us if you dinnae. As long as we both know that is all this is.”
The memory of his words came flooding back.
“. . . when we talked about being friends, we both meant that too.

We can handle it. So I made up my mind that you’re my friend, Ava.
And I’m worried about my friend.”

I was Caleb’s friend. He really meant that. I looked down at the
bracelet and decided that was what I’d see in this expensive gift. A
friend giving me something beautiful to replace a bad memory.

And just like that, my mind had to battle harder than ever to win
the war my heart wanted to wage.

“Babe. Ava, babe.” Harper shoved me suddenly and I had to grip on
to the bar in front of me to keep myself on the stool.

I shot her a dirty look and she returned it with a worried one of her
own. “The guy has been asking you for your order for about five
minutes.” She gestured in front of us, where a bartender stood, staring
back at me in what I could only guess was impatient amusement.
“Well?”

“You could have ordered for me.” I turned to the bartender. “Clam
chowder, please.”

He disappeared, leaving us to sit in silence, surrounded by the
noisy chatter of the crowded bar.

“It was the accent, wasn’t it?” Harper said. “Made you think of
him.”

I glanced down at the bracelet on my wrist. “It’s bound to, right?” I
shrugged, like it was no big deal.

“Sure, of course. But I don’t think it’s the first time you’ve thought
of the guy in the six weeks since he left. I pretty much know you’re



thinking about him all the time.”
My eyebrows drew together. “Not all the time. And when I do, it’s

just because I miss the sex.”
“Why are you lying to yourself?”
We stared at each other, my best friend’s expression fierce with

irritation. I studied her face and saw the one person—other than my
uncle—who I could trust. “Because . . . I don’t want to get hurt again.”

Harper took a minute to process that, and then her gaze softened
with understanding. “Okay.”

“Okay?”
“Okay.”
I reached over and squeezed her hand in gratitude and then let it go

to mutter sardonically, “So how ’bout them Red Sox?”
She chuckled and nudged me with her shoulder. “I have a better

awkward-conversation breaker than that.”
“Yeah?”
“Yeah. I’m thinking about breaking up with Vince.”
I let out a little sound of surprise and Harper gave me a wobbly

smile. “I think he’s taking drugs.”
“Oh no.”
“I’m not one hundred percent sure, because I know he’s never high

when he’s with me. That’s a fact. I know what high looks like. But I
know his band members are into recreational drug use and he acts
cagey sometimes, like he’s hiding something. I can’t put up with that
crap, Ava.” She shook her head, and I saw tears glisten in her eyes.

“I’m so sorry, Harper.”
She laughed but the sound was hollow. “I knew it was too good to

be true.”
“You don’t know for sure, though, right?”
“I’m confronting him tonight. I can tell when someone is lying, so

one way or another I’ll know the truth.”
“Why didn’t you say anything about this sooner?”
“I was . . . I’m irritated that I’ve fallen for a guy who, if my

suspicions prove correct, is not at all who I thought he was. I’m pissed
that I’ve told him things about myself—personal, private things. And
I’m . . . ashamed that I really, really want to wish the truth away and



bury my head in the sand.” She stared at the bar counter, her jaw
locked with gritted teeth as she refused to meet my eyes.

“Hey.” I placed a comforting hand on her small shoulder. “One, you
don’t know it’s the truth just yet. And two, even if it is, you have
nothing to be ashamed of. We can’t help who we fall for, but we are in
control of our actions. Don’t blame yourself for caring about Vince,
Harp. He’s not a bad guy. But if he’s taking drugs, he’s a good guy into
bad things, and you know what you need to do in that situation.”

She covered my hand with hers and looked up at me, tears in her
beautiful gray-blue eyes. “You won’t judge me for being a typical girl
with a broken heart?”

“You already know the answer to that.”
Her lips trembled. “I really, really want to be wrong.”
Hurting for her, I had to blink back my own tears. “I really, really

hope you are.”
“Clam chowdah!” The bartender rudely burst into our moment by

dumping two big bowls in front of us.
Harper’s lips twitched and that set me off.
We both burst into laughter, hysterical, rib-hurting laughter, over

our bowls of clam chowder. Not because the interruption was really
that funny, but because we both needed to laugh.

It was either that or cry.



T
Twenty

he month of May was one of my favorites in Boston. The weather
began to turn a little warmer, to pleasant mid-sixties during the
day, so I could walk around without a jacket. And so far the

weather, other than the rainfall last weekend, had been sunny and
bright, like the city was trying to lift its inhabitants’ spirits.

However, at night the temperatures dropped to upper forties. So
while I was enjoying a beautiful Wednesday afternoon on a long lunch
date with a man Stella had set me up with, I was surprised to get a text
from Patrice inviting me onto her boat on Saturday night.

She was having a boat party.
That was going to be a chilly event.
“Everything okay?”
I stopped licking my ice cream and glanced up from my phone.
Leo Morgan was licking his own ice cream and staring at me

quizzically. The sight should have really done more to me in my
excitable areas. After Caleb left, Stella took the fact that I’d been seeing
him as a green light to start setting me up again. When she first
mentioned Leo Morgan, an acquaintance’s son who was getting back
into the dating game after the end of a youthful marriage, I’d said no.
Stella didn’t take no for an answer. She started telling me about how
he was a successful corporate lawyer, about all the charities he worked
with, and blah blah blah. It was only when she finally shoved his photo
in my face and I saw him that I paused. He looked awfully young.

Turned out Leo Morgan was a very, very handsome twenty-six-
year-old.

And I started to rethink the idea.
Not out of shallowness, but pragmatism.



Perhaps the only way to get over Caleb was to get under someone
new. Yet I didn’t want to get into a relationship with any man. A casual
arrangement, however, didn’t sound like such a bad plan. And before I
saw Leo’s photo, I knew he was a divorcé—which meant he was way
too capable of commitment—a lawyer, and a philanthropist.
Something about him didn’t say casual date. But the cheeky twinkle in
his eye and the fact that he was only twenty-six made me wonder.
Maybe Leo Morgan got married too young and maybe Leo Morgan
would like something that was mere fun this time around.

Moreover, he was way more my type than Caleb ever was. He had
thick, light brown hair that was brushed back off his forehead in a
natural silky wave, glittering dark eyes a woman could drown in,
beautiful lips, a perfect nose, and an angular jaw. He was about six feet
tall with a possible swimmer’s build underneath his shirt, tie, and suit
pants. His shirtsleeves were currently rolled up to his elbows,
revealing corded forearms and more of that tan skin. No tattoos in
sight.

He would have been almost too perfect if it weren’t for his smile.
Although he had the most beautiful, straight, gleaming white teeth,
there was a crookedness to his smile that chipped the perfection. It
was a boyish, wicked smile that suggested that, underneath his good
intentions, he was actually up to no good.

A man that hot, licking ice cream, should have affected me more
than it did. I definitely felt a fizzle of something. But there was no
great, rolling wave of lust that a certain other person managed to elicit.
Damn him.

But I wasn’t giving up on the idea of casual sex with this guy. If
anything, I was more determined than ever to find someone who could
make sex with Caleb look like a clumsy fumble in the dark.

Presently I was walking through the Public Garden with a very cute
man on our lunch break, hoping he could still be that one. I really liked
that Leo was happy to meet this way for the first time. Casual, relaxed,
no pressure.

“Uh—” I glanced back at the text from Patrice.



Patrice: Darling, having party on the boat this Saturday. Anniversary thing. Will call to
explain later. Just wanted you to RSVP now. Kisses.

“A friend is having a party on a boat,” I explained as I quickly typed
an RSVP reply with one hand while trying to lick my melting ice cream
and talk at the same time. “That’s going to be cold.”

He chuckled. “Will anyone turn up?”
To a Danby event? Yes. “Yeah. And she knows it. She’s probably

doing it to deliberately torture us.”
Leo grinned. “She sounds fun.”
“She is.” I tucked my phone back in my suit jacket pocket. I’d

unbuttoned it and rolled my own sleeves up, but I was still too hot.
“So . . .” He threw me that boyish smile of his. “How do you think

this is going?”
Quite well, actually. So far we’d talked about work and living in

Boston. We were both out-of-towners who had been adopted by the
city, but we seemed to share a similar love for it.

Still, I decided to be honest. “Good, but—”
“Damn, there’s a but?” He stopped, having finished off his ice

cream, and gestured to me. “Hit me with it. It’s the hair, isn’t it? It’s
too perfect.”

I laughed, shaking my head.
Leo gave me a wide, comical grimace and pointed to his teeth.

“These?”
Giggling now at his antics, I shook my head again.
“Hmm. Stella told you I play One Direction when my boss’s kid

visits the office, didn’t she? It’s just for my boss’s kid.” He raised his
hands defensively. “I don’t secretly listen to them when I’m soaking in
the tub with a glass of wine after a long, hard day. That definitely . . .
doesn’t happen.”

Grinning so hard, my cheeks were hurting, I shook my head again.
“None of the above. All of which is hugely endearing.”

Leo crossed his arms over his chest, his expression turning mildly
more serious. “Okay. Honestly, hit me with it.”

I sucked in a breath and exhaled it slowly. “I don’t know how to say
this without coming across as someone I’m not. I’m not someone who



sleeps around. At all. I assure you.” I winced. This was coming out
wrong. “But I, um . . . I’m not looking for anything serious right now. If
this”—I gestured between us—“was to go any further after today it
would have to be totally casual.”

He stared at me with a little frown line between his brows, and for
so long I wondered anxiously if he now did think I was promiscuous.
Oh God.

Then he dropped his arms to place his hands on his hips and he
grinned. “Are you for real?”

“I take it that means you’re okay with casual?”
“Ava,” he said, starting to walk again, approaching Lagoon Bridge.

“I got married when I was twenty-one years old. All was great for the
first year, and then the next three years were an absolute hell of
disappointed expectations, pressure, misery, and resentment. The last
year of divorce proceedings hasn’t exactly been a picnic either. A
casual relationship with a beautiful, sexy, smart woman who laughs at
my jokes sounds like heaven right now.”

Although relieved to find us on the exact same page, I was curious
about something. “Stella gave me the impression you were looking for
your next big romance—that’s why I was reluctant to meet you.”

He shook his head, smiling wryly. “Stella is friends with my mother.
And my mother is determined to have grandchildren. She forgets that
I’m only twenty-six and have time for that stuff. Anyway, she’s the one
filling Stella’s head, and I’m sure other would-be matchmakers’ heads,
with this idea that I’m looking for wife number two.”

“But you’re not.”
He stopped on the middle of the bridge and leaned his elbows on

the railing, turning his head to look at me. I settled next to him, feeling
his eyes move over me in a way he’d been too polite to allow before.
Soon, possibly, Leo Morgan could make me forget about my Bastard
Scot. And why shouldn’t he? He was far more personable than Caleb.

“I’m definitely not. And obviously you’re not looking for a husband.
Since this is going to be casual, I’m not going to ask why. I’m
curious”—he flashed me a grin—“but I won’t ask.”

I nodded in approval. “You might actually be good at this casual
thing.”



“Yet . . . it’s not something you do a lot?” He raised an eyebrow. At
my pointed look, he chuckled. “Hey, I said I was curious.”

I merely shrugged, my gaze drifting over to the couple in a swan
boat as it neared the bridge. “It wasn’t something I thought much
about. I didn’t want anything serious, so I didn’t date. Then, a while
back, I kind of accidentally fell into something casual. It worked for
me.”

“But it ended?”
“It was very short-lived.”
“And you and I, if we end up having the right chemistry . . . would

there be expectations for duration? The relationship,” he hurried to
add. “Not the sex. I can confirm that I have fantastic endurance.”

I burst out laughing at his roguishness. This could work. So far, I
liked him. He made me laugh. He gave me the tingle. And we were on
the same page. “That’s the beauty of a casual relationship. One of us
can end it at any time without any hurt feelings.”

“This feels surreal,” Leo suddenly said. “I’ve just met you and we’re
standing on a bridge, discussing casual sex and the rules. I did not
expect that this would be my afternoon while I was brushing my teeth
this morning.”

Realizing it was weird and hoping it wasn’t sleazy, I bit my lip. “I’m
not suggesting we jump into anything. I thought we could just go on a
few casual dates, see if we like each other enough to enjoy the other
benefits of a casual relationship.”

“I got you,” he reassured me. “You don’t cross me as the type of
woman who has sex with a guy she met an hour ago.”

No, not an hour ago.
“I’m still trying to figure out if you’re real.” He reached out and

gently pinched my arm, making me laugh and smack his hand away.
“Okay, you’re real.”

I shimmied a little closer to him in appreciation of his playfulness
and saw his eyes darken as our gazes locked. Tension immediately fell
between us and a rush of exultation swooped over me. There was
definite chemistry here. And that meant, Good-bye, Caleb Scott. No
longer would the bastard plague my thoughts and inspire such
longing.



“Sunday?” I asked softly. “Casual dinner?”
Leo’s eyes dropped to my mouth. “Not Saturday, right, because

that’s a typical date night.”
“And I have my chilly boat party.”
“Right.” He reluctantly dragged his eyes up to mine. “Sunday.

Sounds good.”
I offered him a grin. “Great.”
“Am I allowed to compliment you?”
It was an adorable question. “Yes.”
“Then can I just say you are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met

and I feel like the luckiest son of a bitch in Boston right now.”
It was a grand compliment. A lovely one. However, I couldn’t tell

this guy that I was inured to compliments on my physical appearance.
That they made me uncomfortable. Instead, I lowered my gaze, as
though he’d embarrassed me, and thanked him.

“Modest too. You are perfect.”
My eyes flashed back to his. “No one’s perfect. That’s the beauty of

a casual relationship. We don’t have to be.”
Leo’s expression sobered as he processed what I’d said. Then he

nodded and said, in the most serious tone he’d used since we’d met,
“Then I think this is definitely what I’ve been looking for.”



F
Twenty-one

or Patrice and Danby, the boat party on Saturday evening was an
impromptu event, just for the hell of it, to celebrate life and good
times with their nearest and dearest friends.

For me, the party was a celebration of moving forward. I’d finally
finished Roxanne Sutton’s summerhouse project, much to my relief.
Moreover, tomorrow would be the next step in putting Caleb Scott
behind me. Leo had texted to tell me he’d booked us a table at a little
Italian place in Cambridge. I thought it was a great choice because we
were less likely to be spotted in Cambridge, and neither of us wanted
to draw attention to the fact that we were on a date and give people the
wrong idea. I’d told Stella that we’d decided not to pursue each other,
much to her disappointment.

In general, I was feeling good. Whatever lingering melancholy I
might have felt, I buried it.

“I can’t believe you let me come to this party alone,” I said to
Harper, clutching my cell to my ear as the taxi let me out at the
marina.

“I’m sorry. We’re busy.”
She didn’t sound sorry, and renewed uneasiness niggled me at

whom she was busy with. “You’re sure about this?”
Harper gave me an irritable sigh. “I told you I believed him when

he said he doesn’t need the drugs. It was recreational. He knows how I
feel and he loves me enough to not touch the stuff.”

I shook my head, realizing love did really make you crazy,
insensible, and irrational if it could do this to my friend. “I’m worried
about you.”

“Don’t be. Look, I need to go.”



“Harper—”
But she’d already hung up on me.
Great.
By the time I found Patrice’s boat on the marina (I just followed the

loud chatter and music), I was already feeling the chill in my little red
dress, and I was sullen over the situation with Harper. Not exactly in
the party spirit. All I’d brought with me was a silk wrap, a decision I
was now regretting as security took my name before letting me on the
boat. I ventured onto the unsheltered area of the lower deck, waving
away a waiter’s offer of champagne. There were a few people lingering,
but I could hear from the level of noise above me that the party was
taking place on the two upper decks. As I considered getting off the
boat to find a restroom, my savior arrived in the shape of Patrice
Danby herself.

“Darling, there you are.” She floated down the spiral staircase from
the upper deck. She wore an elegant pantsuit, and I envied her jacket.
She grabbed my shoulders and kissed both my cheeks. “Stunning as
always. Come, come. There’s someone I want you to meet.”

“Patrice—” I hadn’t even had the chance to say hello yet. “I . . .
um . . . do you think I could use your restroom?”

“Oh, no need to look embarrassed, darling. I have a small bladder
too.” She reached into her suit pocket and pulled out a key card. “It
opens the master bedroom suite.” She pointed to the sliding doors that
led inside before handing the card to me. “Meet me on the top deck
when you’re done.”

I thanked her and slipped inside the lower deck, the sounds of her
politely moving the guests who were lingering there back upstairs
fading as I closed the door behind me.

There was no one inside, because obviously it was out of bounds for
the party. Although I doubted once people started getting drunk that
they’d care to respect anyone’s privacy. I passed through the small
living room and bar area, decked out in rich walnuts and expensive
leathers and plush fabrics, marveling at the fact that I had a friend
who owned a luxury yacht. Beside the wall where a large flat-screen
television was mounted was a narrow door with a key card lock. I



slipped the card into it, watching the red light turn green, and pushed
down on the handle.

I gasped as I stepped inside.
As an interior designer, I’d seen beautiful and awe-inspiring homes.

I’d never designed the interior of a boat, however, and had no idea one
could look this opulent. Standing on thick-pile carpet, I gazed around
at the semicircular room. The walls were made of glass, with two sets
of French doors on either side. The only part of the wall that wasn’t
glass was the nose of the semicircle, directly across from a magnificent
super-king-sized bed. That wall was a frame for a beautiful gas fire
that was currently lit, despite the fact that there was no one in here.
There were two gorgeous velvet armchairs on either side of it.

Beyond, through the glare of the light against the glass, I could see
the control deck. As I stood there gaping at such luxury, the blinds
suddenly started to lower over all the windows, startling me.
Confused, I looked around and found a familiar panel on the wall near
the door.

The blinds were on a timer. I’d had a similar system fitted into
Patrice’s guesthouse. As the blinds lowered, the lighting in the room
also dimmed, giving it a romantic, intimate vibe. Very nice.

Remembering my current needs, I stopped ogling and strode
toward the open doorway to my left that led into a small, Romanesque
marble bathroom. When I let myself out of the room, making sure it
was locked behind me, I hurried to make it onto the upper deck to give
Patrice her key card back.

I didn’t get the chance, however. As soon as I stepped up onto the
deck crowded with guests, waitstaff, a bar, buffet, and a small
orchestra, the hostess zeroed in on me. “Come, come. I have a
surprise.” She grabbed my hand, pulling me and gently pushing people
out of her way as she moved us through the crowd.

God, it was breezy up here. I threw people apologetic smiles as we
bumped them out of our way and noted that many women were either
huddled into their date’s sides or had their wraps practically covering
their entire upper body.

Only Patrice would get people out on a yacht in May.
“The fireworks are about to start and I want you to see your



surprise first,” Patrice called back to me. “Here you go.” She tugged me
harder, almost swinging me around, so that I tottered on my high
heels and stumbled right into my surprise.

My surprise gripped hold of my biceps to steady me and the breath
was expelled from my body.

I didn’t know what hit me first.
The familiar cologne, the heat that was all his, or the unforgettable

feel of his large hands on my body.
“Caleb?”
He stared down at me, his expression almost frighteningly fierce;

then his grip tightened to near bruising. My first thought was that he’d
recently shaved his short beard, because it was now merely stubble.

My second thought, whatever it might have been, was interrupted
by an intense punch of physical longing deep in my belly as I took in
his familiar blue eyes and the way his suit stretched over his biceps as
he held me. He always looked handsome but kind of rough and
uncivilized in a suit. It was so sexy it was almost unbearable to look at
him.

I did have thoughts, questions. Why is he here? How long is he
here for?

But those weren’t a priority.
Right then my desires were the priority. The need to feel his skin

against mine, to taste his lips, to touch him, to have him touch me, felt
like a basic, necessary requirement to breathe.

My face was level with his strong chest as I leaned into him. As
always, just standing there, he made me feel small, fragile, feminine,
and I wondered how I could have possibly thought anyone could ever
make me feel the way he made me feel.

I suspected I was glaring at him in a mixture of frustration,
resentment, and utter longing. He glowered right back at me.

Vaguely, I was aware of Patrice excusing herself, but everything was
muted around us. The music, the people. And I no longer felt the chill,
because a fire had erupted inside of me.

Without saying a word, I reached up and took one of his hands off
my bicep and curled mine around it. I turned, his hand dropping from
my other arm. He didn’t let go of my hand as I began to slowly—far



more sedately than I inwardly felt—lead him through the crowd of the
upper deck.

My hand tightened on his and he squeezed it back as I tentatively
walked down the spiral staircase in my heels. There was no one on the
lower deck. I led him to the patio doors, inside the small living space,
to the master bedroom.

I didn’t consider my friend’s privacy, or how irresponsible I was
acting. In that moment I was selfishly aware of only two things.

Caleb Scott.
And my lust for him.
I took out Patrice’s key card and led us into the private master

bedroom. I dropped Caleb’s hand to turn to face him as he closed and
locked the door behind us.

We stared at each other a moment, my chest rising and falling
visibly as I struggled to catch my breath.

I opened my mouth to say something, although I wasn’t sure what,
and instead let out a little gasp as I found myself jerked against him.

He immediately picked me up like I weighed nothing and I
wrapped my legs around his waist, my dress riding up, as he spun and
held me up against the wall. His mouth claimed mine and I sighed into
him in what I could only name utter relief.

Our harsh breathing filled the bedroom as he broke the greedy kiss
to stare at me in longing that matched my own.

My breath stuttered as his fingers slipped beneath my underwear.
Caleb’s eyes darkened at finding me so aroused, his features growing
taut with restraint . . . and then whatever control he’d exerted over
himself snapped.

“Inside my jacket. Wallet,” he demanded.
I slipped my hand under his lapel and found the wallet tucked in

the inside pocket. My hands shook as I withdrew it and removed a
condom. I put his wallet back as I tore the condom wrapper open with
my teeth. Caleb took it from me impatiently.

He unzipped his trousers and I gasped at the heat of him throbbing
between my legs before I felt him lean all of his body weight against
me to hold me against the door. My thighs tightened around his hips
as he used both hands to roll on the condom. Then he had a hand back



under my ass, holding me up, as his other one slid up my waist to rest
possessively over my right breast. I watched his gaze turn triumphant
as he nudged aside my underwear and thrust into me. The slight
discomfort I felt dissipated, replaced with pleasure that tingled down
my spine, through my legs, rippling in my belly as he rocked inside
me.

Our breaths puffed against each other’s lips and I gripped his waist,
urging him closer, harder. It was as though I couldn’t get him deep
enough, close enough. As though I needed him to lock some piece of
me back into place, a piece of me I’d lost when he left.

As if Caleb felt my urgency, or shared it, he picked up his pace. My
head flew back against the door but only for seconds before his hand
slid behind my nape and forced it back up.

His eyes blazed into mine and without saying a word I understood
his demand.

Look at me.
See me.
This is us. No one else.
I nodded.
Caleb’s hold on me tightened and he slammed his hips against

mine.
It was hard, fast, desperate.
Six weeks without him felt like an eternity and it barely took any

time for the tension inside of me to tighten to the breaking point. With
one more hard drive, Caleb shattered me.

A cry—almost a scream—tore out of me as wave after wave of deep,
hard pleasure rolled through me. His long, guttural groan sounded in
my ear and his grip on my thigh tightened to biting and painful as he
found his own release.

Caleb held me pinned against the door as we both tried to catch our
breath. I felt every inch of him inside me, on me. The familiar smell of
his cologne flooded through me and almost brought tears of sweet
relief to my eyes.

My throat was tight with emotion I did not want to identify.
“It’s not enough,” Caleb said, lifting his head to look at me. I didn’t

give him my eyes this time, afraid of what he’d find in them.



W

Thankfully, he let me have my privacy. “We need tae get out of here. I
need you again.”

This brought my gaze up. “I have questions.”
“Aye, I’m sure you do. But I doubt you want tae get caught in here.”
Remembering what we’d just done in my friend’s private bedroom,

I flushed. “Right. Well . . . you better let me down.”
“Pity,” he murmured.

—
e had exchanged very few words by the time we left Patrice’s
party. Seeing my embarrassment at the idea of handing Patrice

her room key back after our obvious absence, Caleb told me to wait on
the lower deck while he returned it to her and made our excuses.

After a quiet cab ride to my apartment, I stared at the big Scotsman
sitting on my small sofa, his suit jacket strewn across the back of it,
with a coffee in his hand. I couldn’t believe how much I wanted to
crawl all over him again. But there were questions to be asked and
answers to be had.

“You want tae know what I’m doing back in Boston?” he said,
staring up at me from under his lids in a way that told me he’d rather
be rolling around in bed right now too.

Somehow I’d forgotten, in his absence, how intense our sexual
connection was. I’d only ever read about this kind of attraction in
books and seen it in movies. But here it was. Real. And it had an
unhappy side effect of making me confuse lust for something else.

Or did it?
I couldn’t stop staring at him and it wasn’t just because I wanted to

wrap my body around his.
I’d missed him.
I’d missed that sardonic smirk, his fierceness, his surprising

gentleness, his honesty. He didn’t say a lot, but it made you pay
attention when he did, and, moreover, most everything he said made
sense. There was a blunt kindness to Caleb that I appreciated and
respected. He wasn’t perfect—definitely not. Because there was also a
blunt meanness to him too. He could be rude and abrupt and



sometimes cuttingly honest. In saying that, I knew this wasn’t
infatuation. When you were infatuated with someone, you failed to see
their imperfections. When it was more than a fixation, you still cared
about them in spite of their flaws. You saw past their flaws.

I saw past Caleb’s faults.
I’d never been around a man who at once made me feel emotionally

secure and insecure. I would never have to guess how Caleb felt about
me, because he was up front about that, no matter if his feelings
disappointed me or, worse, had the ability to hurt me. And I would
never have to guess if Caleb listened to me when I spoke, because I
knew with one hundred percent certainty that he did listen to me. He
didn’t always agree with me, but he always listened.

I liked him. A lot.
Tell him to leave, Ava, I suddenly thought to myself, as goose

bumps prickled across the tops of my shoulders, as though my body
sensed danger.

Yet I couldn’t open my mouth to tell him to leave, even though
somehow, despite what Nick had put me through, I found myself back
here again with Caleb. With my heart making too much ground against
the battle with my mind.

“You’re staring,” he murmured.
“You’re staring too.”
Caleb’s mouth curved into that smirk I loved and loathed so much

and he gave me a little nod of acquiescence. “True.”
Deciding I almost looked combative standing over him, I settled

down on the sofa opposite him with my coffee and tucked my feet
under me. “So why are you in Boston?”

“They offered me the CFO position in the Boston office.”
I’m sure I didn’t do a very good job of hiding my astonishment, but

I hoped like hell I hid the awful rush of hope that swooped through
me. “The guy that got fired? They offered you his job?”

“Aye. Almost as soon as I left Boston. They weren’t impressed with
the other candidates and I won their trust during my time here.”

Ignoring the delighted butterflies fluttering around my belly and
how confusing they were, I was glad that my voice sounded so calm,
neutral when I replied, “And you said yes?”



“The North American division is the company’s biggest division,
Ava. The CFO position here is a far more complicated job and as such
they are offering double the wage I get back in Glasgow. It may sound
like the same position, but it’s a promotion. A massive promotion and
I couldn’t turn down this opportunity.”

“Your family?” How would a family that had already lost one son
feel about another moving so far away?

Caleb lowered his gaze to the floor. “Aye, I’ll miss them. But I’ll be
back and forth for work a lot, so I’ll get tae see them. Plus, they all
want tae visit. My brother Jamie’s here already. He’s planning tae stay
with me awhile, do some new work here.”

Jamie was the social media artist. I’d checked him out online. He
shared no pictures of himself, just his work, and it was pretty
impressive. I could see why he was so successful. His aesthetic was just
different enough to catch the eye, but had a wide commercial appeal.
He was a mixed-media artist and he did a lot of semiabstract portraits
and landscapes.

I began to wonder if I’d get to meet Caleb’s brother and I
immediately threw the thought away because it was hazardous
thinking. It was overtaken, however, by an even more perilous
thought.

Or feeling, rather.
A prickle of hurt.
“You’ve known you were coming back for weeks?”
A person unfamiliar with Caleb Scott might think he was unaffected

by my question or the slight accusatory tone to it, but I was starting to
know him. I recognized the abruptly blank expression for what it was.

Irritation.
Still, I couldn’t help but push, knowing he’d be honest, even if I

didn’t like what he had to say. “You didn’t tell me because you weren’t
sure you wanted to start things back up again?”

He shifted in his seat and drank the rest of his coffee before finally
meeting my eyes.

My heart had started to race, wondering when I had become such a
masochist, daring a man who could hurt me to be his usual bitingly
honest self.



“There wasn’t much time tae tell you. And anyway, I quite liked the
idea of surprising you. And as it turned out”—his ice eyes turned
smoky with want—“it was a brilliant idea.”

Relief flooded me and I almost hated him a little for having this
kind of control over my emotions and body. “It was a nice surprise.”

“That’s not how I would describe it. And I’m guessing from that
reunion that you are more than happy tae start this up again.”

The reminder of how I’d acted on the boat, that unleashing of my
savage desire, almost made me blush. Instead, I offered him a self-
deprecating laugh, feeling a weird mixture of fear and giddiness that I
no longer had to miss and long for him. He was right here and he
wasn’t going anywhere anytime soon.

Quite abruptly Caleb stood up and reached over, taking the mug of
coffee out of my hand. I watched him, my eyes lingering on his ass as
he strode over to the kitchen. His shirt was hastily tucked back into his
suit pants, the aforementioned spectacularly fitting ones showcasing
that strong, muscular ass in a way that made my nipples pebble
against my bra.

He put the coffee mugs into the sink and casually returned to me.
But what he did next was anything but casual. He got on his knees
before me and pulled my legs apart, forcing me to open them and sit
up. His big hands smoothed over the tops of my thighs, shoving the
hem of my dress up as he leaned into me, his gaze on my lips.

“I’ve missed this mouth,” he whispered before capturing said
mouth in a kiss that brought tears to my eyes. Tears I valiantly forced
back.

It was the best kiss of my life.
It was like he was drinking from me, a deep, slow, mesmerizing kiss

that made my heart slam hard against my chest. It was the kind of
sweet, sexy, thorough kiss that confused a woman, because it said I
meant more to him than just sex.

It said he hadn’t just missed my mouth.
He’d missed me.
My hands caught his stubbled, prickly cheeks to hold him to me,

not wanting that kiss to end anytime soon. Between the thorough
seduction of his mouth and the way his thumbs caressed the inner skin



of my thigh, I could feel my body melting, sweet and pliant and ready
for him.

His right hand abandoned my thigh to take hold of my left wrist. I
instinctively knew his intention was to put my hand where he wanted
to feel it most because he was never shy in telling me what he needed
from me, but he froze as his fingers brushed the bracelet on my wrist.

To my disappointment, he broke the delicious kiss to turn his head
and look at the object.

Caleb’s eyes lingered on the diamond tennis bracelet for a second
or two before returning to meet mine. There was a rare smile in that
cool gaze and it made my breath catch. “You like it, then?”

I jerked my eyes from his to the bracelet, afraid that if I continued
to let him see me, he’d see into me. He’d see the truth that I was
struggling so hard to deny now that he was back.

“Very much,” I whispered.
I felt his gaze burning into my face, but I kept mine on the bracelet.
Then he was kissing me again, this time more fiercely, the

tenderness gone, replaced by what felt like a need to claim. It was a
ferocious, ravaging, possessive kiss, and while it thrilled me a little, it
also pissed me off.

Did he think he’d won something by putting that bracelet on me?
Did he think that I was his? Because no woman could truly belong to a
man unless she knew he belonged to her in return. And Caleb Scott did
not belong to me.

So I fought his claiming; I turned the kiss into a battle for
supremacy.

I couldn’t say which one of us tormented and teased the other more
as our kisses, our caresses caught fire. All I knew as the night wore on
was that I felt like a warrior equal to him, that I could set him ablaze
just as much as he made me mindless with passion. In bed Caleb did
belong to me and I belonged to him.

It was a battle with no clear winner. An impasse.
My feelings were most definitely engaged, but I buried that truth,

knowing if I let those feelings reign it would lead to an inevitable war
between us. A war for Caleb Scott’s heart.

A war I knew I would lose.
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Twenty-two

he sound of rustling woke me up, and when I felt the mattress
bounce slightly, I sleepily rolled over and blinked my eyes open.
After wincing against the morning light for a second or two, I

finally took in the sight of Caleb pulling on his pants.
“Morning,” I mumbled.
“Morning, babe,” he replied quietly, giving me a little satisfied

smile as he shrugged on his shirt.
As cognizance returned to me, I looked back at my alarm clock and

saw it was only after nine in the morning. “You’re leaving? You don’t
want breakfast?”

“I promised Jamie we’d do the tourist thing together today. I need
tae get back.”

I stopped myself from telling him how sweet it was that he wanted
to spend time with his younger brother and instead just let myself
think it. Evidence so far suggested Caleb was a good brother.

“Let’s do dinner, though,” he said, sitting down on the bed to put
his socks and shoes back on.

About to agree, I stopped in my tracks as I remembered I had a
date that night.

Leo.
Oh no.
Should I tell Caleb the truth or just—
He glanced over his shoulder in question and I knew I couldn’t ever

lie to him. Not even a little white lie. He wouldn’t lie to me. “I, um . . .
well, I actually have a date tonight.” And I wasn’t sure I wanted to
cancel it. Yes, I was addicted to Caleb. But Leo was charming and a
much safer option for my heart than Caleb Scott.



I wasn’t sure I wanted to relinquish that option.
Caleb turned away to concentrate on lacing up his shoes. His voice

was flat as he asked, “I’m going tae assume it’s not serious yet.”
I hated the dull quality of his tone. It made my skin prickle in

warning. “You assume correctly. This is technically our first date
tonight. Moreover, Leo and I agreed we’re not looking for anything
serious.”

He looked over his shoulder again, one eyebrow impressively raised
in what I’d soon realize was disbelief. “So you’re telling me I’m not
enough tae satisfy you?”

I rolled my eyes. “You know that’s not true. But I wasn’t expecting
to see you so soon . . . or at all. I made plans and he’s a nice guy.”

“Quick work,” Caleb muttered, standing up off the bed, his back to
me again.

Realizing that the warning prickle I’d felt earlier was in recognition
of Caleb’s rapidly changing mood, I lay stunned. It was as if he was
upset by this information. Which totally pissed me off, because I’d
been trying for the last six weeks not to think about the plethora of
women he’d probably already been with. And he was pissed I had a
date? I seethed but kept it hidden behind a sardonic, “Are you saying
you’ve been celibate for the last six weeks?”

I watched him, his back still to me, as he began to button his shirt.
“I’ve been uprooting my life for the last six weeks. There wasn’t time
tae find a woman.”

This surprised and warmed me. But I hated the relief that
shuddered through me and I wanted him to turn around and look at
me.

Instead he bit out, “I take it that means you’ve fucked other men
while I’ve been gone?”

“Oh yeah.” I glared at him. “Because that sounds like me.”
His hands fell to his sides and still he didn’t turn to me. Finally,

after a few tense seconds of silence, he spoke in that dull, horribly flat
tone again. “Well, call me when you have time tae fit me into your busy
schedule.” He turned ever so slightly, so I could just see his profile and
the brittle clench of his jawline. “And if we’re both now good tae see
other people, we’ll need tae get tested regularly.”
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And on that rather unromantic and alarming announcement, he
walked out before I could respond.

I flinched at the sound of my apartment door slamming shut. It
wouldn’t surprise me to find the plasterwork cracked around the
frame.

His last words reverberated around my head like a scream, and
bitter tears filled my eyes. I didn’t want Caleb sleeping with other
women! But I would have no right to demand that of him if I started
sleeping with Leo.

Suddenly I couldn’t even picture the idea of having sex with Leo
Morgan. How could I think he was even an option now that Caleb was
back? I was in serious, serious denial about the state of my
relationship with Caleb—I knew that. But after his cold reaction, I
didn’t think I was the only one.

Groaning, I got out of bed, pulled on a robe, and wandered out to
the living room, where my shoes and underwear lay on the ground. My
purse with my cell was on the coffee table. Not looking forward to the
task ahead, I found Leo’s number and called him.

—
he compulsion to speak to Caleb, to tell him I had no intention of
sleeping with anyone but him in the foreseeable future, was too

strong. Throughout the day, I attempted to distract myself from my
mess of confused emotions. First I went for a long run. Then I texted
Harper to see if she was free, but she was working since she hadn’t
worked Saturday night. With that option out the window, I grabbed
my sketchbook and walked to the Public Garden. I hadn’t had time to
just relax and sketch in months.

Unlike Caleb’s brother Jamie, I wasn’t a painter, but I loved
drawing. I’d been sketching the world around me since I was a kid,
and one of my favorite things to do since moving to Boston was to find
an empty bench in the gardens and lose myself in a subject.
Sometimes it was the gardens themselves, but mostly I’d find a person
or people who captured my attention and I’d draw them. Sometimes it
was a loved-up couple whose closeness fascinated me, or a young



woman sitting by the pond lost in thought. I liked to be able to soak up
whatever emotion I found in them and bleed it back out through my
pencil.

There was a small kind of accomplishment I enjoyed in being able
to successfully transfer that emotion to the page. Plus, it relaxed me.
When I was sketching, I didn’t think about anything else.

Unfortunately, I just couldn’t find a subject I felt like drawing. After
an hour of wandering around, starting sketches only to scrap them
minutes later, I gave up and went home.

Back at my apartment, I tried to read several different books, I
cleaned the place from top to bottom, I did some grocery shopping, I
cleared out clothes and shoes from my closet that I hadn’t worn in a
while to donate to Goodwill. Moreover, I searched the Internet looking
for a lamp I had in mind for my latest project with a young divorcée
who was using part of her settlement money to redesign her new
apartment in Jamaica Plains.

Eventually I found the lamp.
I did not find peace of mind.
Which was probably why I shot off a message to Caleb before I

could get control of the compulsion. I asked him if we could meet.
Thankfully, before I could regret sending the message, Caleb
responded with an address on Northern Avenue. The text was terse
and he only gave me thirty minutes to get there. A cab could get me
there in about ten, fifteen minutes depending on traffic, but I still had
to throw something on and call a cab.

Even though I was the one who had requested the meet, I bristled
at his demanding bossiness and texted him back that I would be there
in forty-five minutes.

He didn’t reply, so I assumed that was okay.
Throwing on the skinny jeans I liked so much along with a slouchy,

off-the-shoulder sweater, I had just enough time to fix my makeup and
hair before my cabdriver rang to let me know he was outside. I had
stupid butterflies in my belly as I hurried out of the apartment.

It was clear to me that Caleb was pissed at the idea of me seeing
other men, and I was definitely not amenable to him seeing other
women. I didn’t know what that meant for us, or if either of us really



wanted to analyze it too much. Quite willing to bury my head in the
sand and just keep enjoying my time with the brooding Scot, I could
only hope that whatever Caleb was feeling didn’t spook him out of any
kind of relationship with me.

The address he’d given me was a luxury apartment complex by the
water. It seemed to be made up entirely of glass, all the lights from
neighboring buildings and traffic bouncing off it in the dark.

When I stepped inside, there was a woman at reception and a
security guy standing near a bank of elevators. The main lobby was
huge, with two separate sitting areas on either side of the reception
desk.

“Good evening. Can I help you?” The receptionist smiled at me.
My step faltered, wondering if Caleb had called down to let them

know I’d be visiting him. I had to assume this was his new place and
wondered just how much this was cutting into that nice new salary of
his. “Um . . . hi. Ava Breevort visiting Mr. Scott in apartment 16A.”

“Of course. Mr. Scott let us know you were on your way.” She
turned and pointed to the elevators. “Go right on up. Floor sixteen.”

I nodded my thanks, smiled congenially at the security guy when he
lifted his chin in greeting as I passed. The receptionist’s voice could be
heard behind me saying, “Mr. Scott, it’s Angela at reception. Your
guest is on her way up.”

Hmm. Swanky indeed.
The whole place smelled new and shiny, and if memory served me

correctly, these apartments had only come on the market a little while
ago. Stella had been interested in landing the account for the interior
decoration, but they’d gone with a firm in New York. If the reception
area was anything to go by, with its rich woods, touches of marble, and
muted, modern pieces of furniture brought to life with pops of bright
colors in the soft furnishings, our competition had done a good job. It
was the kind of comfortable, modern aesthetic that had a commercial
appeal.

Thinking about the interior of the apartment building took my
mind off telling Caleb I wanted to be exclusive friends with benefits.
For about thirty seconds.

The butterflies returned in force as the elevator drew to a smooth



halt on the sixteenth floor. Ping went the doors, opening out onto a
bright, expansive hallway with shiny white floor tiles and soft blue
walls. My heels squeaked annoyingly on the floor as I strolled down
the hall, and I was grateful to come to a halt in the middle of it at the
sight of the dark blue door on my left. Two brass numbers and a letter
told me I’d found Caleb’s apartment. That, and he’d left the door ajar
for me.

I knocked and pushed it open, my eyes drinking in the space. To my
left was the kitchen with an island. The cupboards were dark walnut
with white-and-gray-marble countertops. The kitchen blended
seamlessly against the walnut flooring that ran into the open-plan
living space up ahead. From my position, frozen in the hall/kitchen, I
could see a large gray corner suite and coffee table. But what really
grabbed my attention was the floor-to-ceiling windows that made up
the back wall. One of the windows was actually a door that led out onto
a balcony that sat above the water. You could see Boston Harbor
across the way.

Very nice.
To my right was a closed door, and up ahead to the left was another

closed door.
There was no sign of Caleb.
“Hello?” I called. “Caleb?”
Two seconds later the door up ahead to the left opened and Caleb

sauntered out. I was vaguely aware that he had emerged from a room
with a bed in it, but only vaguely aware because he was walking toward
me wearing nothing but a worn pair of jeans and a scowl.

“Did you fuck him?” he asked, his voice harsh as he came toward
me. I took a wary step back, hitting the front door and inadvertently
causing it to shut behind me.

The fact that he’d so easily intimidated me pissed me off. With a
scowl, I pushed off the door and marched around him, giving him a
wide berth. I felt his glare on my back as I strode into the living room.
The sofa was facing a large flat-screen TV mounted on the wall
opposite the windows. On the wall adjacent was an open door that
revealed another bedroom. The wall opposite that, the one next to
what I was now assuming was the master bedroom, since Caleb had



emerged from it, had fitted floating shelves. They mostly contained
books. Another surprise.

Ignoring his seething anger, I looked out over the water, envious of
the view, before coming to a stop at the bookshelves. The man was a
reader. From what I could tell, he enjoyed crime novels, thrillers,
classic and modern sci-fi.

“Nice place,” I finally said, turning toward him. He was standing in
the middle of the room, still glaring at me. His greeting echoed in my
head. Did you fuck him?

Why do you care?
I stifled a heavy sigh. “I didn’t sleep with Leo. We didn’t even go on

a date. I called him just after you left to cancel. FYI, you’re officially a
Neanderthal.”

The glare softened into a look of neutrality but not before I saw the
flicker of something that revealed a truth that equal parts terrified and
thrilled me.

I saw relief.
It was there in his eyes for just a second.
Moreover, I now knew Caleb well enough to know that he only ever

slipped on that damn blank mask of his when he was determined to
hide the depth of the emotions he was feeling. “I don’t want to sleep
with other people. I’d like whatever this is to be exclusive.”

He didn’t say a word.
He didn’t have to.
One minute I was standing by his bookshelves; the next I was bent

over the arm of his sofa, the breath knocked out of me as he fumbled
for the zip on my jeans. As he yanked the jeans and underwear down
my legs, cool air hitting me in all my vulnerable areas, I gasped,
shocked by the deep, tugging wave of desire in my belly—I felt like I
should have been upset instead of turned on.

“Caleb?” His name came out on a harsh breath that didn’t sound
like me. My heart rate had shot off into the stratosphere and with it my
breathing.

I curled my fingers into the back of the sofa to keep me steady. The
sound of his zipper lowering made me shudder in need, and then he



gripped my hair in his fist to hold me, while his other hand caressed
my ass.

His fingers trailed a teasing path down the curve of my bottom to
between my legs, and my excitement escalated.

“I’m clean.”
Understanding what he meant, I could only nod, too confused to be

thinking completely clearly.
A mere second later he pushed into me and I cried out at the swift

invasion. But as he moved in me, an uneasiness triumphed over my
lust. We’d never had sex without a condom, but we’d had sex like this
before and I’d enjoyed it. Yet right then, not being able to see his face—
being faceless to him—felt wrong. It felt like he was making a point to
cover up his earlier jealousy.

It felt like he was telling me I was just a body.
And all the heat leaked out of me.
Tears pricked my eyes before I could stop them.
It shouldn’t have shocked me that Caleb sensed the change in me

immediately, but it did. I suspected most guys would have been too
blinded by their own pleasure-seeking to notice. Instead he was so
attuned to me, he knew instantly the moment I stopped enjoying
myself. He withdrew from me completely. He let go of my hair to grip
my hips with both hands. “Ava?”

I shook my head, afraid if I spoke I’d start to cry.
“Shit,” he bit out. “Ava?”
When I continued to remain silent, he cursed again, and then I

heard the sound of the zipper on his jeans. This was followed by him
inexplicably removing my shoes and then my jeans and underwear
from around my ankles.

I glanced down over my shoulder to protest, but the words were
halted when he suddenly stood and swung me up into his arms.
Instinctively, I wrapped my arms around his neck, but I couldn’t look
at him. I felt his eyes on my face and I wondered if he could feel how
fast my heart was beating. Wearing nothing but my sweater, I found
myself carried into the large master bedroom, noting wearily that the
floor-to-ceiling windows continued in here, as did the balcony.

“Caleb,” I whispered.



He laid me gently on the bed but didn’t give me space. At all. He
settled over me, between my legs, his body braced above me by his
hands at either side of my head. And he frowned down at me, his eyes
studying me with an intensity that made me breathless.

“What just happened? Was it because I didn’t want tae wear a
condom? You’re on the pill, right? I’ve seen you take it.”

Determined to be as honest as I could with him while still
protecting myself, I attempted to keep the hurt out of my voice as I
replied, “No. I mean, yes, I’m on the pill, but it’s not about the condom
or lack thereof. It just . . . that felt a little too much like sex between
strangers.”

His brows pulled together. “Explain.”
“I was never going to overanalyze the fact that you didn’t want me

sleeping with Leo. Okay. You don’t like to share. Great. Got it. I don’t
like to share either—that’s why I called it off with Leo. But—” I sucked
in a breath, forcing the tears away, the emotion, so he wouldn’t know
how much he could toy with my feelings. “That didn’t feel like how it
normally feels. It felt like you were proving a point. Like . . . I could be
anybody. That I was just a body to use.”

Anger suffused his features. Caleb was Pissed with a capital P. I
wanted to sink into the mattress to melt out of his sight range.

“No matter what is going on between us,” he bit out, “I would never
treat you like you were just a body to be used.”

I flinched. “Then what was that out there? Why did it feel
different?”

Caleb pushed up off me so that he was kneeling between my spread
legs and scrubbed his hands over his beard, letting out a grunt of
frustration.

“Caleb, I’m always honest with you.”
He glowered at me and didn’t respond for what felt like ages. Then

finally . . . “I was jealous. You’re right. I just . . . I wanted tae wipe any
thought of that arsehole out of your head. It wasn’t anything more
than that.”

“I make you feel more than you want to.”
“Jesus Christ, do you just say everything you’re thinking, Ava?”
I couldn’t tell if he was mad at my honesty or in awe of it. I think



maybe a bit of both. “You can feel possessive of someone without it
having to mean anything serious,” I answered, attempting to reassure
us both. “We have a great sexual connection. It makes sense that we’d
be covetous of it.”

He seemed to process this for a second, and then he leaned over me
again, bracing himself above me. His mouth hovered over mine and he
said softly, “I’m sorry I made you feel like you were being used. You’re
the last person I want tae hurt, wee yin.”

Warmth flooded me, soothing my earlier fears. “Wee yin?”
“Aye, wee yin. Wee one.”
I bit my lip to stop a cheesy smile from taking over my face. “I like

that better than ‘babe.’”
He kissed me in answer, a soft, sweet, gentle kiss filled with a quiet

yearning that made my heart catch and words tumble out of my mouth
before I could stop them as he pulled back. “Make love to me.”

Caleb’s gaze sharpened as his whole body locked above me with
tension. “Ava—”

“It won’t mean that you love me or that I love you,” I whispered.
“But I’m still a woman, Caleb. I just . . . I need to feel like you want me.
I need to feel that you see me.”

This whole conversation, our entire interaction since I’d walked
into his apartment, was breaking our unspoken rules, but I couldn’t
help myself. If he ended things, he ended things, but at least I would
know I hadn’t let myself be treated like a mere means of satisfaction.

“I do see you, wee yin,” he said, the words gruff, hoarse, as if
discussing any kind of emotion was so rare the words came out all
rusty from disuse. “I didn’t touch another woman back home and it
wasn’t because there wasn’t an opportunity tae. I do see you.”

More than pleased by that response, my heart fluttering wildly in
my chest, I sat up, forcing him back a little so I could whip my sweater
off. My bra soon followed it to the floor and I wrapped my arms
around his broad shoulders to press my breasts to his hard naked
chest. My kiss was fierce, yearning, and he immediately got swept up
in my desire. His strong arms banded around me, crushing me against
him, and we kissed and kissed until we were panting for breath.

When his mouth left mine, it was so he could kiss me all over. I felt
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his tender kisses on my chest, my breasts, trailing a path down my
body, to my center. He kissed me there until I exploded in relief, and
while I was coming down from my climax, he removed his jeans and
rejoined me on the bed.

This time when he pressed inside it was a slow, thick glide as he
returned his mouth to my mouth. We kissed and gasped against each
other’s lips. I wrapped him up, my thighs pressed against his hips, my
arms around his back, holding him to me.

In that moment this man was my entire world and the orgasm he
gave me was world-shattering. He tensed, his groan filling my mouth,
and I kissed him, capturing his release inside me in every way I could.

When he finally lifted his head and our eyes met, I saw something
that chased the pleasure away.

I saw his fear.
And I hated it.
Lowering my gaze, I forced a smile. “Multiple orgasms. Someone is

in fine form tonight,” I joked, trying to break the sudden tension.
I prepared myself for his cold withdrawal. Instead, he grinned and I

knew he’d fought back the fear. We would be okay. We would find our
way back to a safe place where it was just great sex between two
friends who trusted each other.

We would.
We had to.

—
e were still lying in bed when we heard a male voice, remarkably
similar to Caleb’s, call out, “I know you told me tae bugger off,

but it started tae piss down out there and I’m bored!”
Caleb threw the duvet over me, hiding me, as he jumped out of bed

to shut the bedroom door. “I’ll be out in a second!” he yelled back.
Amused, I watched as he hurried back into his jeans and threw my

sweater and bra at me. “Your brother, I presume,” I said as I got out of
bed and pulled my clothes on.

“Aye.” His eyes glazed over a little at the sight of my half-
nakedness. “Where are your knickers and jeans?”



“Out there. Where you took them off.”
He didn’t seem as entertained by this as I was. “Stay here.”
“Oh, like I have every intention of wandering out there naked in

front of your little brother.”
He scowled at the thought before turning his back on me to get a T-

shirt out of his built-in wardrobe. When he opened the bedroom door,
it was just enough so he could slip out and his brother wouldn’t be able
to see in. Once it was closed, I tiptoed over to it, but I couldn’t make
out their conversation, just the sound of their voices.

Then Caleb returned, the door forcing me back into the room. He
handed me my jeans, underwear, and shoes, appearing almost grim
faced.

“I take it he had something to say about these.” I tried not to
snicker as I pulled on my clothes.

“He’s a cheeky arse, that’s what he is.”
Chuckling, I stepped into my heels and gestured to myself. “All

good?” I strolled over to him, where he was still blocking the door.
“Are you going to let me out of this room?”

He scowled at my head. “You have sex hair.”
“That’s because we just had sex.”
“You’re in a good mood.”
“Because of the aforementioned pleasurable physical activity.”
When he still didn’t move, I sighed. “Do you not want me to meet

your brother or something?”
He made a face at me like what I’d said was ridiculous and finally

opened the door to let me out.
The man who switched the TV to mute and got up off the couch at

my appearance made me draw to an abrupt halt, causing Caleb to
collide into the back of me. He gripped my arms to stop me stumbling
forward.

Oh my goodness.
There were two of them.
Ice blue eyes traveled over me with an intensity that felt

unsettlingly familiar. The eyes belonged to a younger version of Caleb.
“Ava, this is Jamie. Jamie, this is Ava,” Caleb introduced us.
At first I was too busy cataloging the brothers’ similarities to notice



Jamie’s countenance. All I saw was the same dark blond hair, the same
scruff, and the same taste in clothing. Then I saw that his features
were slightly softer than Caleb’s, more handsome in a traditional
sense, and although he was extremely tall—a good two inches taller
than Caleb at least—he was of a slimmer build. He was still muscular,
but lean.

He also didn’t have any tattoos that I could see.
And finally, as I stopped my appraisal and looked into his face to

smile a greeting, I caught the way he was looking at me.
Perturbed was a nice way of putting it.
Unimpressed was more accurate.
Jamie’s gaze flew over my head to his brother. “Thought you learnt

that lesson.” He gestured rudely to me.
As I flinched in confusion, I felt Caleb tense behind me. “Watch it,”

he warned dangerously.
His tension leaked into me and I stepped aside, glancing from

brother to brother, wondering what the hell was being said between
them in their silent glaring match. And why did Jamie seem pissed off
by the mere sight of me when he didn’t even know me?

After what felt like a really long time but was probably only
seconds, Jamie sighed and turned to me. He appeared defeated. “Nice
tae meet you, Ava.” But it didn’t sound like it was nice to meet me at
all, and I had no idea why.

“Um . . . you too?”
My response made him snort.
“Bedroom. Now.” Caleb pointed to the guest room.
Jamie rolled his eyes but did as his brother commanded. Caleb cut

me a look. “Stay.”
As he followed his brother into the room, I replied, “Would you like

a ‘sit’ or a ‘roll over’ with that?”
He threw me an amused smile over his shoulder but didn’t

respond. The door closed behind him and his brother, and I silently
crept over to eavesdrop.

I know, I know! Not cool. But I was so confused! I needed answers
and I knew Caleb, Mr. Stoic and Brooding, would not provide them for
me.



“. . . aye, but you have tae admit she’s like a short version of
Carissa,” I heard Jamie say.

Who was Carissa? And I wasn’t that short!
Okay, I was that short, but still. I frowned at my legs. No need to

point it out like it was a bad thing.
“She is not,” Caleb snapped. “They look nothing alike. They are

nothing alike.”
“Coloring, aye, different. But . . . they’ve both got that shiny,

immaculate, fresh-coat-of-paint look about them. You know, the high-
maintenance type that’s only after one thing. Carissa should have
taught you that lesson. We all thought it did.”

Who the hell was Carissa and what did she do?!
“Ava is definitely not Carrie. And what I’m doing with her is

definitely not your business, but I’m going tae tell you anyway so you’ll
shut up. Ava and I are just friends. Neither of us is looking for
anything serious.”

I scowled at the doorway, wondering why that pissed me off when
only a few short weeks ago it had reassured me.

“A woman like that is always looking for something serious. As in
serious money.”

“You don’t know the first thing about her and what’s she been
through. Trust me, she doesn’t do serious. As for money, she has her
own and plenty of it.”

My irritation with his brother was eased by Caleb’s defense of me.
Although the altercation only drove home the similarities between the
two of them, because hadn’t Caleb treated me with the same
condescension at first? He judged me before he knew me. Apparently
the brothers were very alike.

“Okay,” Jamie finally said. “I just dinnae want you making the same
mistake twice.”

What mistake?
“Learned that lesson the hard way, brother.”
What lesson? WHAT LESSON?!
I hurried silently over to the other side of the room and was

pretending to peruse his bookshelves again when the brothers
emerged. I turned on my heel, keeping my eyes on Caleb, since I



wasn’t comfortable with his judgy little brother. “Is the powwow over?
Did you decide on nail polish color and which unfortunate hanger-on
gets to run your errands tomorrow at school?”

Caleb smirked at me. “Funny.”
“That was semi-amusing.” Jamie shot me a perplexed look as he

wandered by me heading for the kitchen.
“Semi-amusing, pfft. I’m funny,” I called after him, and added

pointedly, “I’m freaking awesome.”
Caleb startled me, coming up behind me and wrapping his arms

around my waist so he could nuzzle my neck. “Fancy ordering some
takeout?”

I looked up at him. “I should probably get home.”
He squeezed me. “Stay. I’m not finished with you yet.”
Unbelievably, I felt my body tingle to life at the thought of a round

three. “Okay,” I answered immediately. “Do you have an extra
toothbrush?”

“Aye.”
I cocked my head to the side in thought. “Did you buy it just for

me?”
He shook his head, smiling. “I’ll never tell.”
I grinned at his playfulness, about to say something when I thought

I heard Jamie mutter as he passed us with a beer, “Just friends, my
arse.”

There was a possibility I heard right because Caleb growled at him.
“Shut it or I’ll shut it for you.”

Unperturbed, Jamie settled onto the couch and switched the mute
button off the television, the sound of The Big Bang Theory filling the
apartment.

“You have a TV in your room,” Caleb said, still holding on to me.
“Aye, so do you,” his brother said, as if to say, Your point being?
Instead of arguing with him over the television, Caleb grabbed my

hand and led me back into his bedroom.
I didn’t see Jamie again that night because his big brother kept me

all to himself. I was okay with that. Things were confusing enough
without having to deal with his judgmental not-so-little brother.

Around one o’clock in the morning, after Thai takeout, some



television, and a round of playful sex, Caleb spooned me.
I felt him start to drift to sleep, but my mind refused to shut down.

All I could hear was Jamie saying the name Carissa over and over
again. Who the hell was she? And why was she a lesson Caleb had to
learn from? It didn’t make sense that there could be a woman of that
kind of importance in Caleb’s life, because he’d told me he’d never
gotten serious with a woman. And Caleb never lied to me . . . right?

“Caleb?” I whispered.
“Mmm,” he murmured sleepily against my hair.
Knowing he was already halfway into dream world, I did something

I shouldn’t have. I deliberately used his half-consciousness against
him.

“Did you miss me?” I whispered, already tensing up in anticipation
for his reply.

“Mmm, aye, missed you, wee yin,” he mumbled. “Sleep.”
And then he was out, his soft, even breathing filling my ears.
An ache spread out across my chest, the claws of it burrowing deep

to my heart. What were we doing?
“I missed you too.”
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ONE MONTH LATER

urprised?”
I quirked an eyebrow at Caleb, a smile prodding at my lips.

“Not in any way.”
He grinned and turned back to the television.
We were at his apartment, and he’d told me that he would surprise

me with his movie choice for the night. What was now flickering across
his huge flat screen was in no way shocking.

Goodfellas.
I shook my head. “You could have at least tried to be original.”
“It’s a great movie,” he argued, throwing popcorn into his mouth.
“It is,” I agreed honestly. “But if you’d asked me to guess what

movie you would choose, it would have been a toss-up between this
and The Godfather.”

“Let’s watch that next.”
“Are we not having sex tonight?”
He gave me “a look.” Of course we were having sex tonight. After

all, we were friends with benefits. However, since he arrived back in
Boston a month ago, Caleb had really been embracing the friends part.
In truth, he was so busy in his new role at work, and I was so busy with
new clients, that finding time to see each other had become a little
trying at times. I felt like we were both frustrated by it, but neither of
us would admit it.

“Then I don’t think we have time for The Godfather on top of
Goodfellas,” I said. “Plus, if we watch The Godfather we’ll want to
watch The Godfather: Part II and even though it’s not my favorite you



can’t watch parts one and two without watching part three. And we
definitely don’t have time for a Godfather marathon on top of
Goodfellas.”

“Is it wrong that the fact that you enjoy mafia movies turns me on a
wee bit?” He grinned, one filled with wicked boyishness.

My chest fluttered with too much feeling. Over the last month I felt
like I was getting to see the real Caleb. The relaxed, nice, down-to-
earth Caleb. I didn’t know if it was having Jamie around or if it was us
settling into a real friendship, but I liked this side of him either way.

“It’s a little wrong,” Jamie answered for me, striding out of his
bedroom, covered in flecks of paint. I hadn’t seen inside his room, but
Caleb told me he had let his brother turn the guest room into a
bedroom/art studio.

“I wasn’t asking you.” Caleb threw a piece of popcorn at him.
“And yet here I am sharing my opinion for free. I’m such a good

brother.” Jamie sighed dramatically as he passed us.
“If you’re heading into the kitchen for a beer, you’ll be an even

better one if you bring us one too.”
“I’m working,” Jamie called to us, having disappeared out of sight.

“So I’m on water.”
I glanced at the open doorway of his room, but all I could see was

the head of a bed and a nightstand. Curiosity was compelling me to get
up and have a wander into the room, but my good manners quelled the
compulsion.

“He won’t let me in either,” Caleb said quietly, having noted my
interest. “He keeps his work private until it’s finished.”

“He has a huge social media following,” I said, as if that explained
my curiosity.

“I do.” Jamie appeared from out of the kitchen. “And I have great
hearing.” He handed us beers and kept hold of the bottle of water in
his hand. He pinned me to the sofa with his ice blue gaze. I found it
remarkable that two brothers could have identical beautiful eyes and
yet only one of them made my heart flutter when he focused on me.

“You been stalking me, Miss Breevort?” Jamie teased.
The upside to hanging out with Caleb as a friend was that Jamie

was around in the background during most of those times and he’d



gotten to spend a little time with me. Although I still sensed his
hesitancy with me, for whatever weird reason (Carissa?), he was at
least congenial enough now.

And on that Carissa note, I still had no idea who she was or what
lesson she’d taught Caleb.

“I was curious.” I shrugged. “And you have over half a million
Instagram followers. That’s pretty impressive.”

“Plus, Ava sketches,” Caleb offered. I’d left my sketchbook out on
the coffee table a week ago and nosy Caleb had taken a peek.
Admittedly, I’d flushed with pleasure at his praise for my drawings.
“She’s good. You should check them out.”

I tried to ignore the warmth his words caused in my chest. “They’re
nothing like your paintings. I just . . . doodle.”

“They’re more than doodles.”
“I didn’t know you were into art.” Jamie studied me curiously.
I stopped myself from responding that he didn’t know anything

about me because he refused to ask. Instead I said, “I went to art
school. Interior design.”

“Oh, right, of course. I dropped out of art school.”
“Not that it did him any harm. Jamie’s got an exhibit coming up in

New York,” Caleb said, smirking at his brother, but it was a proud
smirk. I could tell. And it made my insides mushy.

Jamie flicked his brother an amused but pleased look. “What can I
say . . . I’m a genius.”

Caleb chuckled, shaking his head at him. And with one last look at
me, Jamie wandered back to his room.

“And modest too.” I turned to his big brother. “A self-portrait next,
I think. Titled Genius.”

Caleb grunted, his lips quirking up at the corners.
“I heard that,” Jamie grumbled before slamming the door shut

behind him.
“Just when he was starting to like me.” I took a swig of my beer as I

felt a hand on my naked thigh. We were having an extremely warm
June and so I was still in the shorts and T-shirt I’d put on to wander
around Back Bay in the sun earlier that day. I followed the length of
his arm all the way up to its owner’s face.



Mirth danced in Caleb’s gaze. “Do you really want tae watch the
movie?”

“I thought you wanted to watch the movie?”
His big hand caressed my skin, his fingers disappearing under the

hem of my shorts. “You’re being cute. So now I dinnae want tae watch
the movie,” he whispered, the amusement giving away to heat.

“I wasn’t being cute.” I leaned toward him. “You just have a one-
track—” My phone began to vibrate on the coffee table, cutting me off.

Harper’s name flashed on the screen.
Caleb saw. “Call her back later.”
But I couldn’t.
These last four weeks had been strained between me and my best

friend. My uncertainty over her boyfriend meant she was avoiding me,
and I didn’t know how to make things right. I felt like I was forcing her
to have lunch or drinks with me because when we were together she
barely laughed and she seemed on edge, afraid, I think, that I’d ask
about Vince.

I didn’t ask about Vince because I just wanted my best friend back.
This was the first time in weeks that Harper had initiated contact.
Caleb knew all this because I’d confessed my concerns. He saw the

look on my face. “You better answer it, then.”
I grabbed the phone and answered it on a breathless “Hey.” My

heart had started racing a little with relief.
“Ava?”
My blood chilled instantly at the garbled way Harper said my name.
“Harper?”
“Ava,” her voice croaked. “I’m . . . I’m in trouble.” And then I heard

the soft whimpers of her crying, and fear slammed into me.
My eyes flew to Caleb, whose gaze turned questioning. “Harper,

where are you? What’s going on?” He leaned toward me at the urgency
in my voice.

“I’m in my apartment.” She sobbed and then coughed, spluttering
in a way that made me feel sick as I seemed to intuit what she was
about to tell me. “Vince attacked me. He’s barricaded me in my
bedroom. I managed to grab my phone and hide it on me before he
threw me in here. He’s out in the living room. He’s . . .” She started to



cry, soft, heartbreaking cries that brought tears to my own eyes. “He’s
high on something.”

“I’m on my way. When I get off the phone, call the police.”
“No,” she said, her voice sharp. “Please, Ava, no police. Please. You

can’t. Please.”
I looked up at Caleb. “Okay, no police.”
His expression darkened. What’s going on? he mouthed.
“I’ll be there soon. Just hold tight.”
“Okay,” she whispered and hung up.
“Vince attacked her,” I said, my hands shaking as I got up and

reached for my purse on the coffee table. “He’s got her barricaded in
her bedroom and she won’t let me call the police. She says he’s on
something.”

“You’re not going there alone,” Caleb bit out angrily, pushing up off
the sofa to stride past me and across the room. He pounded on Jamie’s
door and then threw it open without permission.

“What the fu—?”
“Ava’s friend is in trouble,” Caleb cut him off. “Get your shoes.”
Somewhere in my fear-soaked brain I processed that Jamie

followed Caleb out of the room without asking for more of an
explanation, and I thought that said a lot of good things about Jamie
Scott. It was only when we were all in the elevator together, Caleb
holding my hand tight because I couldn’t stop trembling, that Caleb
asked me to tell them everything Harper had said on the phone.

I repeated our conversation.
“How far away is she?” Jamie asked as we hurried across the

underground parking garage to Caleb’s car. We piled into the Range
Rover Sport he’d bought when he first moved to Boston, and I gave
Caleb instructions on how to get to her place. She lived in a tiny one-
bedroom in Charlestown just off Bunker Hill Street, so it was a mere
ten minutes up Route 93.

That ten minutes felt like a goddamn lifetime.
I was jittery with adrenaline, my teeth chattering together and my

left knee bouncing constantly.
Caleb reached over and placed a gentle hand on said knee as he was

driving. “We’ll get tae her and she’ll be okay,” he promised, so steady. I



looked over at him, his profile stern and his gaze focused and
determined on the road. He was strong and capable and protective.

I still felt sick, but Caleb’s reassurance and his brother’s presence—
their support—calmed me a little. In a perfect world I would be strong
enough physically to march into Harper’s apartment and save her
from Vince myself. But I was a tiny five foot three and I ran to keep fit.
I didn’t lift weights. Vince could overpower me as easily as he’d
overpowered Harper, and then where would we be?

It was a sad truth that weeks ago this would have made me feel
bitter and frustrated. I was still frustrated, but I didn’t feel bitter that I
had to lean on Caleb for help. Perhaps if I didn’t trust him, I would feel
resentment that I had to rely on a man for support. But I didn’t see
this as having to rely on a man. I saw this as relying on a friend.

He was my friend.
And I’d never been more grateful for him than I was in that

moment.
“Here—” I pointed to a small parking lot between her building and

the next and then fumbled in my purse for my keys. I had a spare to
Harper’s apartment as she had for mine.

Caleb swung into a free spot and I jumped out of the car before he’d
stopped moving. I ran toward the modern redbrick building, driven by
the need to get to my friend. Seconds from the building door, I
suddenly felt the breath knocked out of me as a strong arm encircled
my waist. I found myself hauled back against Caleb and he growled in
my ear, “Dinnae you jump out of a moving car again.” He shook me a
little and I pressed against his arms in an attempt to rush ahead.

“Caleb,” I bit out in warning.
He released me slowly and I turned to match him glare for glare.

He held out his hands. “Keys. Stay behind me and Jamie the whole
time. You hear?”

Arguing would only have wasted time, so I handed the keys over
and fell back behind the two brothers. “Second floor,” I said.

They took the stairs two at a time and I hurried up after them, out
of breath from panic and distress by the time we reached her
apartment. I pointed to her door and Caleb unlocked it, but when he
opened it, it caught on the chain.



He cursed and looked at Jamie and then at me.
I read his silent question. “Break it in.”
Taking a few steps back, Caleb seemed to brace and then he

punched a long, strong leg out with more force than I knew he was
capable of. The door flew open, the chain snapping off, and wood in
the center panel cracked and splintered.

I didn’t care.
I rushed in behind Caleb and Jamie to find Vince standing up from

the sofa in her small living room. In my head I’d imagined the
apartment wrecked from a violent struggle, but it was mostly intact
except for a smashed vase in the corner by the window.

The retro fridge, however, was no longer in her tiny kitchen but
barricading her bedroom door.

Son of a bitch!
Before I could launch myself at him, he raised his hands in defense

against a menacing Jamie and Caleb, who were approaching him
slowly, predatorily.

I finally noted that Vince’s face was splotchy and his eyes watery
and red-rimmed. He’d been crying. He still was. And his hair was all
over the place, like he’d been tugging it in vexation.

“I didn’t mean it.” He shook his head, blubbering. Spit dribbled
down his chin and he wiped it, sobbing harder. “I didn’t mean it.” His
eyes flew to me and he started toward me. “Ava, I didn’t mean it.”

Caleb lunged between us and shoved Vince hard enough to send
him sprawling to the hardwood floor. “You stay the hell away from
her,” he warned. “Jamie, watch him while I help Ava get Harper.”

Jamie nodded. “He isn’t going anywhere.”
Pulling my eyes away from Vince, holding back my desire to

physically attack him, I hurried over to the fridge with Caleb and
together we hauled it out of the way. Hands shaking, afraid of what I’d
find beyond the door, I hesitated just a second before I threw it open.

I heard Vince behind me whimpering. “I just didn’t want her to
leave me. I’m sorry. I just didn’t want her to leave me.” The sound of a
struggle brought my head back around to the living room and I
watched as Vince tried to get past Jamie to the bedroom.

With a grunt of annoyance, Jamie let him go for a millisecond



before knocking Vince out with a right hook.
Vince crumpled to the ground and Jamie stepped over him,

hurrying across the room to us.
With Vince unconscious and no longer sobbing and pleading, I

finally heard her whimpers and groans.
Heart squeezing in alarm, I hurried into the bedroom, my eyes

searching the small space, and panicking when I couldn’t see her.
Relief flooded me as I caught sight of her head behind the far side of
the bed.

Rounding it, feeling the brothers’ presence at my back, I stumbled
to a stop at the scene that greeted me.

My best friend was slumped on the floor cradling her wrist. She
sensed me and lifted her head slowly. Her left eye was swollen shut,
her nose was bloodied, there was a cut on her lower lip, and her T-
shirt was torn with splatters of blood on it.

I felt my knees tremble so hard they nearly took me to the ground,
and I had to stifle the sob that rose in my throat.

My hands and legs shook as they took me toward her.
“Where’s Vince?” Harper slurred.
“He’s in the living room. He’s out.” I lowered to my knees, reaching

for her, my hands hovering over her because I was afraid to touch her
and hurt her more. “Sweetie, we need to get you to the hospital.”

“No, no.” She shook her head and I finally saw the matted, blooded
hair near her temple. Her slurred words made sense and fear took
hold of me.

“We have to, baby. You might have a concussion. Hospital and
police.”

“No, no,” she kept repeating.
“Let me, wee yin,” Caleb said, gently pulling me up out of the way.

And then he was even more gentle as he lifted Harper into his arms.
She cried out, a shrill sound that made my stomach sink.

Caleb’s gaze flew to me, his countenance grim. “Her ribs,” he
surmised.

“Broken?”
“Maybe just bruised.” He looked ready to kill Vince.
I was right there with him.



“Ava, please, no.” Harper began to cry pitifully as Caleb carried her
out of the room. Jamie held the door for them and I hurried at Caleb’s
back only to hear her whisper mournfully, “I’m so ashamed.”

Tears filled my eyes as my gaze connected with Jamie’s.
Empathy shone out of his eyes and he touched Harper’s arm,

drawing Caleb to a stop. “You have nothing tae be ashamed of,” he said
to her.

“Who are you?” she whispered.
“My brother Jamie,” Caleb answered. “Now let’s get going.”
“Hospital, police,” I repeated.
“I’ll call the police and wait here for them,” Jamie said. “I’ll make

sure the bastard doesn’t get away before they get here.”
“I’m surprised someone hasn’t already called the police,” Caleb

muttered.
I gave the room one last sweep. Everything was in its place except

for that vase—and Vince’s sprawled body on the floor. “There’s not a
lot of damage, so maybe not a lot of noise.” And if Harper had fought
back, made noise, a neighbor would surely have called the police.
Which means my friend had taken this beating without a fight.

I knew her history.
I knew her.
She blamed herself for staying with him. I feared she’d taken his

beating as a punishment—a thought that made me feel sick. If that was
true, we had bigger problems than bruised ribs and a concussion.

I squeezed Jamie’s shoulder as I passed him. “Thank you.”
He gave me a tight smile and nodded.
“Ava, keep talking tae her,” Caleb said as we hurried out of the

apartment.
“What’s going on?” A belligerent voice stopped me on the landing

while Caleb kept hurrying down the stairs.
I jerked around at the sight of Harper’s elderly neighbor, Mr.

Haggerty, standing in his doorway scowling. “Mr. Haggerty, Harper’s
hurt. We’re taking her to the hospital.”

“I’m calling the police.” He glowered at us.
“My friend already has,” I assured him. I didn’t have time to stick

around, though, so I gave him a nod and rushed down the stairs after



Caleb and Harper.
The entire drive to the hospital I made my friend recite recipes to

keep her awake. When we got there and handed her over to the nurses,
it took everything within me to hold it together.

Harper Lee Smith was my only true family and I had let her down.
If I had just kept on at her about Vince—damn the consequences—
there was a huge possibility we wouldn’t be at a hospital and Caleb
wouldn’t have my friend’s blood on his T-shirt.
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he wait to hear how Harper was doing was excruciating. I just
wanted to be by her side. Images of her before she met Vince, of
her laughing, full of attitude, filled my head and I was terrified

that those images would remain memories, that after all she’d been
through this horrible end to a bad relationship would be the thing that
broke her.

I clung to hope that if Harper was tough enough to make it out of
her past, she was strong enough to eventually realize that what
happened tonight had not been her fault.

Sensing that I was deeply buried in my own thoughts and concerns,
Caleb was a silent support at my side as we sat in the waiting room of
the ER. We were surrounded by people, yet every single one of them
faded out of existence as I stewed in anxiety. That is . . . every single
one except Caleb. I still felt him there. His strength and warmth beside
me anchored me even if it seemed to the outside like I’d floated away
from him.

“Harper Smith’s family?”
Her name jolted me out of myself and I rose to my feet, as Caleb

stood up at my back. “Yes?”
The doctor, a young brunette with kind eyes, gestured to us and we

marched over to her. “You’re Harper’s relatives?”
“She doesn’t have any blood relatives,” I answered. “I’m her best

friend. I’m her only family. I’m her emergency contact on her
insurance. Ava Breevort.”

“Okay. I’m Dr. Hunter.” The doctor lifted her hand in a calming
gesture, sensing my building anxiety at the thought of being barred
from Harper. “Ava, I can tell you that Harper is going to be all right.



She’s got a fractured rib and a broken wrist. The wrist we’ve put in a
cast, but unfortunately there’s not a lot we can do about her rib except
administer pain relief while it heals. Thankfully her nose isn’t broken,
but a deep cut on her eyebrow and left temple required stitches. Which
brings me to what I am concerned about. Harper threw up while we
were treating her and is feeling very disoriented. I’ve ruled out any
serious brain injuries but I always ask that patients suffering from
concussion have someone stay with them for at least forty-eight hours.
This is just a precaution to make sure there aren’t any concerning
changes in Harper’s behavior.”

“I can do that,” I said instantly. “She can stay with me.”
“Good. Now, I’ve given Harper some painkillers, but she’ll need bed

rest and plenty of fluids. We’ll be a little while longer discharging her,
but the nurse will let you know as soon as she’s ready to be taken
home. Oh, and—” Dr. Hunter lowered her voice even further. “Harper
has asked us not to call the police, however—”

“We called the police,” Caleb cut her off. “They’re on their way.”
I looked at him questioningly. He gave me a reassuring nod. “Jamie

texted. The police took Vince into custody and Jamie’s on his way
here. The police will be here shortly tae take a statement from
everybody. Including Harper.”

“Right,” Dr. Hunter said. “Then Harper stays until the police have
asked their questions.” She seemed appeased and left us to return to
her duties.

As soon as she was out of sight, I just began to walk forward.
My feet slapped hard in my flats against the hospital linoleum floor

as I rushed away from the waiting room.
I heard Caleb calling my name, but I only stopped when I reached

an empty corridor with a vending machine in it. And then I bent over,
my hands on my knees, and began to sob.

He could have killed her.
The bastard could have killed her.
Caleb pulled me up and crushed me to him, my arms automatically

winding around his back to hold on tight as every feeling and fear I’d
gone through that night spilled out of me with absolutely no control.

“I could have stopped this.” I sobbed, the words garbled. “I should



have. If I’d just—”
“No.” He shushed me, stroking my hair. “You dinnae get tae blame

this on yourself, wee yin. I won’t allow it.”
I did blame myself for not pushing Harper harder. But I heard the

steel in Caleb’s voice and shut up. Eventually the hard sobs that racked
my body calmed to silent tears that didn’t seem to want to stop leaking
out of my eyes.

“Harper okay?” Jamie’s voice brought me out of my Caleb cocoon,
but I didn’t lift my face from where it was pressed against his chest.

“Harper’s going tae be fine,” Caleb said, giving me a squeeze. “He
messed her up pretty good, though.”

I tabulated her injuries in my head and felt my fear melt to wrath
almost instantly. I lifted my head but didn’t pull out of Caleb’s
embrace as I turned to Jamie.

His eyes searched my face and I knew I looked a mess but I didn’t
care. Jamie informed me, “The police have Vince in custody. He still
hasn’t fully come down from whatever drug he’s on and he pretty
much admitted tae them that he beat Harper because she wanted tae
break up with him. The police are on their way here tae take a
statement from you two and Harper.”

Reality of daily life after abuse was nothing new for Harper. But
this was different. I felt it in my bones. It made me cold with stifled
panic. “How do I get her through this? She’ll blame herself. She’ll see it
like she allowed him to do this to her.”

Caleb turned me to face him and said sternly, “You just keep telling
her that this wasn’t her fault. Every day for as long as it takes tae sink
in.”

“You don’t understand . . . her history . . . this . . . she doesn’t
deserve any more pain. She’s been through enough.” Tears spilled
down my cheeks again as a feeling of powerlessness overwhelmed me.

“Hey.” Jamie’s hand came down on my shoulder and I looked up at
him through blurry vision. “You did well back at the flat when we
found her. You kept it together even though it was awful for you tae
see her like that. You find that strength you had in that moment and
hold on to it tae be there for her again.”



J
—

amie’s advice would stick with me over the next few days.
Somewhere I’d find the strength to be what Harper needed, but

worried constantly that it wasn’t enough.
I went in alone to be with Harper while the police interviewed her

and took photos of her injuries. Although she told them everything
that had happened (and I had to shut out the visuals her description
produced because they made me nauseous), she was angry with me for
calling the cops.

“I told you not to,” she hissed as they left us in the hospital room.
I slipped my arm around her waist to help her up off the bed. “Well,

I did. Vince needs to face charges for this and you know it.”
“Yeah, so his defense team can drag up my history and twist it

around on me to make it my fault. That I’m out looking for this kind of
shit.”

I glared at her. “You do not. This is not your fault and you have
absolutely nothing to be ashamed of.”

She looked away, tears burning in the eye that wasn’t swollen shut.
“Harper . . .” I ducked my head so she couldn’t avoid my gaze. “Do

you think for one second that I would have let him anywhere near you
if I thought he was capable of this?” Then an awful thought occurred to
me. “He hadn’t . . . he didn’t hit you before this, right?”

Her gray-blue eye blazed with ire at the suggestion. “No.”
“Then how can you blame yourself for something you didn’t even

know he was capable of? He was high and messed up. This is not your
fault.”

“We both know that once he started saying negative things about
my work and once I started to suspect he was on drugs that I should
have walked away.”

“You had hope.” I squeezed her arm. “You wanted to believe he
could change. There is nothing wrong with that. And when you
realized he wasn’t going to change, you made the choice to leave him.
It isn’t your fault that he attacked you for that decision. Do you hear
me?”

Harper nodded, but the dull expression on her face told me she still



wasn’t ready to forgive herself.
While Caleb got us a cab to my place, Jamie had taken the Range

Rover back to Harper’s to collect some clothes and toiletries for her. I
had to hope she’d forgive me for the invasion of her privacy, but I
didn’t want to let her out of my sight long enough to get her clean
clothes and pajamas. By the time we got to my apartment, Jamie had
arrived with her things.

She’d barely acknowledged him or Caleb, and sensing her distress
that they had paid witness to all of this, I settled her in my bed and
ushered the two big Scotsmen out into the living room.

“I would offer you a coffee—Strike that. I would offer you a freaking
kidney for what you both have done tonight.” I gave them a teary,
grateful smile. “But she’s not doing great and—”

“You need us tae go,” Caleb cut me off, giving me a reassuring nod.
“We get it. We’ll leave you be. But call me if you need anything.” He
pressed a sweet, tender kiss to my forehead and I pressed my hand
over his heart in thanks.

Jamie surprised me by wrapping me up in a big hug, but I quickly
recovered, hugged him back, and whispered a thank you to him.

Once they’d left, with Caleb gone, I felt an emptiness I couldn’t
explain. It was an emptiness that frightened me almost as much as the
woman lying broken in my bed.

Only able to deal with one thing at a time, I shoved Caleb to the
back of my mind and got down to the business of watching over
Harper. That night I slept on the armchair in my bedroom, waking
every hour or so to check that Harper was okay. She slept deeply,
thankfully, exhausted by her ordeal.

The next morning, however, she woke in pain and I forced some
food down her throat so she could chase it with painkillers. Harper
was a terrible patient. Partly because she still hadn’t forgiven me yet
for calling the police, and partly because she spent her life constantly
on her feet. Her energy was admirable, but trying to keep her in bed
when she needed bed rest was exhausting.

Despite her protests, I called Jason. She knew her boss had to be
informed because she had a broken wrist and wouldn’t be able to work
for a while until it healed. Jason and his wife, Gillian, appeared at my



apartment less than two hours after I called to tell him what
happened.

He walked in seeming to have been struck haggard by the news.
Gillian, a tall, striking woman who took a long sabbatical from
professional tennis to be a full-time mom—a fact visible in her broad
shoulders and muscular arms—had kind hazel eyes that were filled
with horror when she took in the sight of Harper in my bed.

Jason went from haggard to enraged. “I’m going to kill him,” he
announced.

“I’ll help,” Gillian muttered.
Harper appeared ready to sink under the covers. “Stop glaring at

me like that.”
“She thinks it’s her fault,” I said.
If looks could have killed, I would have been dead. “Screw you,

Ava.”
I flinched, the undeniable pain piercing me even though I knew she

was just humiliated and taking it out on me.
“Watch it,” Jason snapped, rounding the bed. “You don’t talk to her

like that.”
Harper just glowered at him. “You better not be here to tell me I

can’t work.”
He pointed to her wrist. “How the hell do you plan on working with

that?”
“I’m going back to work. Tomorrow.”
“Like hell you are.”
“I am.”
“Harper—”
“Jason—” Her voice broke on his name, her lips trembling.

“Please.”
His expression softened and he looked over at Gillian. Whatever he

saw in his wife’s face made him curse under his breath. “You can’t
work with a broken wrist, Harper. But”—he cut off her coming protest
—“after a few more days’ bed rest you can come back to work and help
where you can, as long as you don’t become a frustrated nuisance in
there.”

“I want to come back tomorrow—”



“No.” He lifted a hand to cut off whatever she’d say next. “That’s
final.”

She stared at him in irritation for a few seconds and then slumped
back against the pillows. “Fine.”

“You can’t stay here either.” Gillian shook her head and gave me an
apologetic look. “Sorry, Ava, but you don’t have the room. You can’t
sleep on the couch for an indefinite amount of time.”

“I don’t mind,” I said, feeling panic build at the direction the
conversation was taking.

“Gillian’s right.” Jason shook his head. “And you have work.
Gillian’s at home. Harper will stay with us for a week or so until she’s
okay to go back to her apartment.”

“A week or so? No way. I’m going home today.”
“No, you’re not,” all three of us said in unison. And then I stepped

farther into the room. “Look, Gillian, Jason, I appreciate the offer, but
I can take time off work to look after Harper.”

“I’m not a child,” she bit out. “Ava, stop treating me like I’m made
of goddamn porcelain.”

That was all it took to make my temper snap. Suddenly I was
braced over her on the bed and she was leaning back in shock at my
abrupt, fast movement. “You have people who love you,” I said, my
voice hoarse, harsh. “Deal with it and stop acting like a brat.”

She studied my face, her swollen eye marginally better today
because we’d iced it through the night. “Good. You’ve stopped
tiptoeing around me. That’s all I wanted.”

I rolled my eyes and sat down on the bed. “Whether you like it or
not, you need to stay in bed for a few more days and you need
someone watching over you for the next twenty-four hours, per the
doctor’s instructions. Being a little shit to me isn’t going to change
that.”

“Well, here’s the plan,” Gillian announced. “Harper stays with Ava
for another night while Jason and I get our guest room ready for her.
Harper, you can stay with us for however long you like.”

“I don’t need to stay with anyone. I’ll stay here another night but
then I’m going home.”

“No, you’re not, and that’s an order from your boss,” Jason decreed.



“Gillian and I will be back tomorrow to collect you.” He put his hand
out to me. “Do you have her keys so Gillian can pack a bag for her?”

“Hello, I’m right here, stop talking about me like I’m not.”
Jason ignored her and I hesitated. I feared the idea of letting

Harper out of my sight. As if he intuitively understood this, he said
softly, “We’ll take good care of her.”

“But the kids?”
“Our guest suite is on the other side of the house. We’ll make sure

the kids don’t bother her.”
“The kids can bother me if they want,” Harper announced.
“It’s up to Harper.” I turned to her. “Do you want to stay here or

with Jason? And no, your apartment is not an option right now.”
After a moment of scowling at us all, she sighed. “Fine. I’ll stay with

you guys—” She gestured to Jason and Gillian and my heart fell.
I knew it was ridiculous to feel hurt by her decision, but I did. I

hadn’t been able to protect her from Vince, but I had hoped to make it
up to her in a small way by being there to take care of her.

Fighting the silly urge to cry, I got up off the bed. “Anyone want
tea? Coffee?” I asked, my voice sounding flat even to my own ears.

To my relief, Jason and Gillian decided not to stay. They took
Harper’s keys and left to get ready for her arrival.

I set myself up with a book on the armchair in the bedroom, giving
Harper my tablet so she could watch a TV show she liked on Netflix.
She fell asleep before the first episode was even finished and I
switched the device off, placing it on the nightstand.

For a while I couldn’t concentrate on anything but my best friend.
In truth, she had always felt more like my little sister, and I’d never felt
that more than I did watching her sleep. For the rest of the day we
barely spoke. I made her eat and drink lots of water and orange juice,
but beyond that our interactions were minimal.

Her anger toward me hurt, but I suffered through it, clinging to the
hope that her resentment was temporary. That she needed someone to
be livid at other than herself. Someone she knew would take it and still
be there for her in the end.

Later the next day, despite my disappointment and agitation that I
wouldn’t be able to hover over her every five seconds, I was actually a



little relieved when she left with Jason. Despite my rational
understanding of her motivations, I was injured by her grievance with
me.

When I hugged her gently, she didn’t hug me back. After all I’d
been through that weekend, being her emotional punching bag bruised
worse than I’d expected.

It wasn’t until after she’d left that I realized how drained I’d felt in
her presence.

Still, I’d only let her leave under the vow that she pick up her cell
when I called. Jason gave me a look that promised me he’d keep me
updated even if Harper didn’t.

“I’ll be out tomorrow evening to the house to check on you.”
She’d ignored that but once again Jason nodded, thanked me, and

bid me good-bye.
Then I cried when they left.
There was so much to cry over the tears took a long time to stop.

When they did, I was no longer stunned by the realization that the one
person I wanted to comfort me was Caleb. I knew if I called him, he’d
come. He’d already called and texted me several times over the last
two days. He and Jamie were eager for an update on Harper and even
suggested he come over. And although I wanted him there, I knew
Harper was embarrassed that the two brothers had witnessed Vince’s
abuse, so I didn’t allow it.

Now I wished he would call again.
But he didn’t.
And for some reason that made me want to cry more.
Instead, I gave myself a stern talking-to and spent the rest of the

evening cleaning the apartment and keeping myself busy so I didn’t
have time to think.



T
Twenty-five

he next morning, I was barely able to concentrate at work
between thinking about Harper and the Scotsman who had
swept into my life and turned it upside down. Harper hadn’t

replied to my texts, so I had to call Jason for an update, which pissed
me off.

“She’s fine,” Jason assured me.
“Good. I have to get back to work. I’ll be over tonight around seven,

if that’s okay?”
“I’ll be at the restaurant, but Gillian wants you to stay for dinner.”
“I can do that. Thanks.”
We got off the phone, and the urge to call Caleb and tell him how

hurt I was by Harper’s misdirected wrath was strong. But calling him
wouldn’t be enough for me.

Before I could rethink it, I texted him.

You free for lunch?

His reply was gratifyingly speedy.

Caleb: A quick one, aye. Can you meet me at my office? 12:30 p.m.?

I smiled and texted him that I’d be there.
Not long later I walked into the tall granite building in the Financial

District that housed a number of different companies, including Koto
Tech. Walking over to reception, I told them who I was there to see
and they called up to Caleb’s office.



The receptionist handed me a temporary security pass. “Tenth
floor.” She gestured to a bank of elevators.

I flashed my pass at security before I got on the busy elevator that
let me off on the tenth floor. I was greeted by a large reception area
with a huge reception desk in its center. On the curved wall behind the
desk hung engraved silver letters that read “Koto Technologies.” There
was a half-moon-shaped gray couch situated around a glass coffee
table. A woman in a tailored suit was waiting there, her laptop open on
her lap, her fingers moving with super speed over the keys.

A young man sitting behind the reception desk wearing an earpiece
stared at me, so I moved toward him, my high heels clicking on the
shiny black tiled flooring.

“Ava Breevort.” I smiled. “Here to see Caleb Scott.”
The young man nodded. “You’re expected.”
“Miss Breevort?”
I glanced to my left to find a woman of indeterminate age staring at

me. She was dressed in a light gray pantsuit with a soft pink blouse
underneath. Her ash brown hair was cut short in tight spirals and she
was immaculate from top to toe, from her smooth, wrinkle-free umber
skin to her pearls and Prada loafers.

“Yes?”
“I’m Elizabeth.” She held out her a manicured hand. “Mr. Scott’s

personal assistant.”
I shook it. “Nice to meet you.”
“The meeting he’s in is running a little late, but I have coffee for you

while you wait.” She gave me a small smile before turning around to
walk down the corridor beyond us.

I followed as we stepped from tiled flooring onto carpet. The whole
place still smelled like fresh paint. We wound our way past individual
offices until we came out into an open space that housed a desk and a
waiting area. Behind the desk was a large office door with a silver plate
on it that read “Caleb Scott, CFO.”

I couldn’t help but feel more than a prickle of pride for him and his
success.

Elizabeth walked over to a table by the seats in the waiting area
where there was a coffee machine. “How do you take it?”



But before I could answer, Caleb’s office door opened and
something fluttered in my chest at the sight of him. He had the door
braced open with one hand and was looking down at the individual
who was currently standing half in, half out of his office.

When that individual’s hand suddenly rested on his chest, I
dragged my gaze from Caleb to her. I tensed.

An attractive, very tall platinum blonde was smiling up at him
flirtatiously. She was dressed in a suit much like my own, except she
was all model-like lines and legs that went on forever. “Well, my offer
still stands,” I heard her say in a throaty voice. “If you need someone
to show you around Boston, I’m born and bred.”

Caleb nodded, thankfully not breaking a smile. “I’ll keep that in
mind. For now, I just need you tae get your team tae where you are. If
not, then you’ll need tae clean house, Jen. You have two more weeks
and any deadweight still remaining needs tae go.”

She dropped her hand but that smirky little smile of hers didn’t
leave her face. “It won’t come to that.”

“Good.” He glanced over at me, apparently having sensed me there
already if his lack of surprise was anything to go by, and I more than
liked the subtle softening of his expression. “My lunch date is here.
This meeting is over.”

I smiled at him and flicked a look at “Jen.” She drew her suspicious
gaze over the entire length of me and muttered, “Of course,” before
walking away. I didn’t bother to see if she looked back at us. I was too
busy forcing myself not to run at Caleb and throw my arms around
him.

“Hey.”
He gave me that little half-smile I loved as he closed his office door

behind him. “Hey yourself.”
Kiss me.
As if he heard my silent plea, he leaned down when I reached him

and brushed the softest kiss across my lips. They tingled as if telling
me they wanted more.

“Liz,” he said over my head as he slid an arm around my waist. “I’ll
be back within the hour.”

“You have a meeting in forty minutes,” she said, grimacing



apologetically. “Your meeting with Miss Granton ran over a little.”
He sighed. “Fine. I’ll be back in forty minutes.”
While he led me back the way I’d come, his hand resting

possessively on my lower back, I tried to stifle the urge to ask about
Miss Jen Granton and found I couldn’t. I kept my voice light as I
asked, “Who is the platinum blonde?”

Caleb hesitated a second before he answered, “The head of
marketing.”

“She wants to sleep with you,” I told him, as if he didn’t already
know that.

“Aye, well, she can want.” His hand pressed deeper against my
back. “I dinnae shit where I eat.”

It took everything within me not to stiffen at his comment, which
should have been, I dinnae want tae have sex with anyone but you.

“You aren’t jealous, are you?” he asked, a hum of amusement in his
tone as we stepped onto the elevator.

It was thankfully empty, so I could retort, “Kiss my ass.”
“With pleasure,” he murmured in my ear.
Still irritated, both at him and at myself for my jealousy, I stared

stonily ahead and attempted to ignore his roaming hand.
Caleb sighed and stepped away from me as the elevator stopped

and more people got on. It wasn’t until we hit the ground floor that he
returned his hand to my back and gently led me forward.

“You have no need tae be jealous,” he said conversationally, holding
the exit door open for me. Our eyes met as I moved to go ahead of him
and I was halted by his next words. “You’re all I need.”

And even though it was what I wanted to hear, I couldn’t help the
melancholy that swelled over me, because what he didn’t add at the
end of the sentence were the words “for now.” Yet those words hung
between us anyway, and I scooted out past him, forcing my gaze away
so he couldn’t see the turmoil in it.

“How is Harper?” Caleb sought to change the subject as we joined
the crowd on the sidewalk. It was a hot day, the sun beaming fiercely
against my head, and I felt envious of the businessman in front of me
wearing a fedora. I wished hats were more fashionable with female



business attire. It would be cute—very 1940s—and serve the purpose
of protecting my scalp from burning during the summer.

“Harper?”
I’d wanted to talk about this with him, so why was I stalling? Was it

the reminder that he wasn’t going to be my permanent shoulder to
lean on?

Sighing, I shrugged. “She won’t talk to me.”
At the hollowness in my voice, he took my hand in his, drawing my

eyes up to his face. “She’ll come around. She knows you love her, Ava.”
“I’d do anything for her.”
His grip on my hand tightened and something flashed in his gaze

that I didn’t quite understand. “Aye, she knows that too. You’re the
only one she’ll talk tae and she needs tae talk about it. I know you
dinnae want tae push but you need tae at least try tae feel her out
about what happened. She’ll get mad at anyone who tries, but you’re
the only one who might actually succeed in getting her tae open up.”

His words of advice settled over me and I decided he was right. As
much as the thought of confronting her about her emotions frightened
me because I didn’t want to push her away, I knew she needed to do it
before she buried what she felt. Burying it would only mean the
distinct possibility of it being unearthed sometime in the future. Still, I
had to ask, “I did the right thing?”

“You know you did. Stop beating yourself up about this.”
“How would you feel if it happened to one of your sisters? You can’t

tell me you wouldn’t blame yourself for not having stepped in sooner. I
know you, Caleb.”

He nodded, his eyes turning to ice chips at the thought. “You’re
right. I would. But I’d like tae think my friend Ava would tell me that
the blame didn’t lie with me.”

I smiled softly at his reply, the warmth of his words easing some of
my tension. I squeezed his hand. “I would. Thanks. Not just for saying
that, but for everything you did for me and Harper on Saturday. You
and Jamie.”

“You dinnae need tae thank me for that.” He let go of my hand but
only to slide his arm around my shoulder and tuck me into his side as
we made our way to the café.



T

I felt safe tucked into him.
Dangerously safe.

—
he Lutons lived in a midcentury ranch house in Winthrop, a mere
thirty minutes from the city. The shingles were a saltwater taffy

blue, and I knew from Harper that they’d put a lot of work into
restoring the large detached family home.

I’d decided against dinner at seven and called Gillian to ask her if I
could visit that afternoon instead, squaring it away with Stella that I’d
catch up with work after my trip out there to see Harper. The idea of
trying to talk to her, to get her to open up to me, while surrounded by
the Lutons and their kids sounded impossible—because it would be
impossible.

I parked in their drive at the side of their house, feeling ridiculous
that my heart was slamming against my rib cage. After my quick lunch
with Caleb, I still hadn’t relaxed and I knew I wouldn’t until Harper
and I had an honest conversation. Something I felt we could do now
that she’d rested up a bit.

“Hi, Ava.” Gillian stepped out of the front door onto the porch as I
made my way around the garden to the front stoop.

“Hey. How are you?” I asked as I climbed the steps.
She gave me a tired smile, surprising me. On all occasions that we’d

spent time together there was a constant bronze glow to Gillian’s skin
and a brightness in her hazel eyes that matched this irrepressible aura
of energy that athletes seemed to have. Today both her skin and gaze
seemed dull. She looked exhausted. “I have three kids and a
belligerent houseguest who has quite frankly made me terrified of my
kids becoming teenagers. Other than that, I’m fine.”

I passed her, walking into the beautiful entrance to their home.
Ahead of me was an expansive oak staircase with a light gray carpet
runner up the center. To my left was a formal living room with a baby
grand piano in the corner. To my right a larger family room, with a
lived-in corner sofa, armchair and stool, coffee table, television center,



and lots of knickknacks. Both rooms had a central feature modern
glass-box gas fireplace, neither of which was lit since it was June.

“She’s just restless,” I replied to Gillian’s comment. “She doesn’t
mean to be exhausting.”

“I know.” Gillian nodded. “Jason has agreed to let her back in the
kitchen tomorrow.”

“It’s probably for the best.”
“I agree.”
“Kids at school?”
“Yeah, I’m actually just heading out to pick them up. I’ll show you

to Harper’s room first. We put her in the guest suite at the back of the
house.” She led me past the staircase into a sprawling kitchen and
dining room. A set of French doors in front of us led out onto the back
garden. I admired the modern twist on the country kitchen. They had
pale green Shaker-style cupboards, a thick woodblock countertop, a
Belfast sink, and a matching island. Built in between cupboards was a
large black ceramic range cooker that seemed to have all the bells and
whistles. The freestanding combined refrigerator and freezer was one
of the biggest I’d ever seen. It was a huge kitchen, accented with
copper accessories and copper pans hanging from a rack on the far
wall.

“Love.” I gestured to kitchen.
“Thanks.” She grinned. “Our pride and joy. Most of our budget

went into it.”
With Jason being a chef, I had no doubt.
Double doors to our right took us into a fully stocked pantry. A door

at the back of the pantry led us out into a small corridor. Gillian drew
us to a halt and pointed to the door at the bottom of the hall. “Guest
suite.”

“Thank you.”
“I hope . . .” She lowered her voice. “I hope you can get her to talk to

you. She can’t keep what happened to her bottled up.”
I nodded. “I know.”
As soon as Gillian left, I knocked on the door.
“Gillian, I said I don’t need anything,” Harper grumbled from the

other side.



So I turned the handle and pushed the door open.
Harper was sitting curled up on an armchair in the corner of a

lovely room. There was a four-poster bed in the center of it, a TV
cabinet opposite the bed, and a door next to the cabinet that led into
an en suite bathroom. Behind the armchair were French doors that led
out onto the side garden.

Sunlight cast a halo over my best friend’s head as she looked up
from the book she was reading and let out a dramatic sigh. Her broken
wrist lay on her lap, and the sight of the small cast caused me to wince.
“I thought you weren’t coming until later?”

I shut the door behind me and dropped my purse on the bed before
rounding it to stand in front of her. Her left eye was much better now,
although the bruising had turned dark and brutal around it. The
swelling had gone down in her nose, and the stitches on her temple
and eyebrow were small, clean, and neat. The cut on her lip didn’t look
so bad either. Still, my stomach roiled at the visual evidence of what
she’d gone through. “We need to talk.”

“I don’t want to talk,” she answered stubbornly.
“You’re going to. We are going to.” I lowered myself to my knees,

tucking my skirt in neatly around them. “I’ll start.” I began by exhaling
shakily and saw Harper frown at the sign of my nervousness. “I feel
guilty for not pressuring you more to dump Vince. And I feel guilty
that I even pressured you at all because I’m worried that my doubts
about him are only intensifying your own guilt. And I’m terrified that
you feel guilty at all because you’re not the one to blame in this
situation. We have all trusted the wrong person at one time or another
in our lives, Harp. It happens. It’s shit, but it happens and we’ve got to
learn to give ourselves a free pass every now and then.”

Harper stared at me sullenly. “Wow. You just dived right into the
good stuff, huh?”

“Don’t.” I reached for her good hand, pulling it away from the edges
of her book. “This is me. Ava. Don’t think you can hide behind snark
and that I won’t see right through it. Be honest with me.”

She glanced sharply away, grinding her teeth for a second. And
then I felt her squeeze my hand ever so gently. “I . . .”

I waited patiently and not so patiently for her to continue.



Harper swallowed and finally, slowly dragged her eyes back to
mine. “I can’t believe I let someone do this to me. Again.”

“This is very different,” I said immediately. “I didn’t know Vince
was capable of this. I just thought he was an unsupportive wannabe
rock star who wasn’t good enough for you. And I know you didn’t
know he was capable of this, Harp. Did you stick around and tell
yourself that it was a one-off, that he was high? No. Did you listen to
him when he pleaded with you that he didn’t mean to hurt you? No.
You called me to come and get you out of there. Do you want to go
back to him?”

“God no,” she spat, jerking her hand out of mine. “What kind of
question is that?”

“The kind of question I needed to ask so you can see that you’re not
trapped in an emotionally and physically abusive relationship with this
guy. He showed what he was capable of and you have unequivocally
walked away.”

“I didn’t want to call the police. What does that say about me?”
“It says you didn’t want strangers dragging up ugly memories from

your past. It says you just wanted to walk away and move on.”
“And let him do this to someone else,” she muttered, self-hatred

gleaming from her eyes.
“You weren’t thinking about that then, sweetie. And no one can

blame you for it.”
“You should. I’ve been treating you like crap for just doing the right

thing.” Tears started to spill down her cheeks.
I moved forward and rested my arms on her knees before placing

my chin on them. “Yeah, and that lasted all of two days. And anyway,
you know I’ll be your emotional punching bag anytime you need me to.
That’s what family is for. To be good to each other, to be kind and
loving for ninety-nine percent of the time, and to forgive each other
the one percent of occasional shittiness.”

She wiped at her cheeks but the tears kept falling. “I let him, Ava,”
she whispered. “I was in so much shock I didn’t even fight back. And
then . . . all I could think about was if someone called the police and
people found out what I’d let happen to me. So I stayed quiet and took



the beating. I’ve never once not fought back in my entire life. I fight!
So why did I just lay there like a coward? I’m a coward!”

“No.” I lifted myself up to grip her by the shoulders, forcing her to
look me in the eye. “You are not a coward. You are one of the strongest
people I know.” My vision turned blurry with my own tears. “This bad
thing happened to you. You didn’t make it happen to you. Don’t let
this change you, Harp. Please.”

“How can I not?” She shrugged sadly. “I’ve tried so hard to stay
open with people despite everything. And look where it got me.” Her
shoulders shook beneath my hands as she started to sob harder. “Only
you, Ava. I’ve only got you. You’re the only one I trust.”

I grabbed her to me, feeling her tears against my skin as she sobbed
into my neck. I held her tight, when what I longed to do was break
down right along with her. Because I was afraid for her. I was afraid
too much ugliness was going to turn her bitter.

“Shh,” I hushed, stroking her hair. “You have more than me. Look
at where you are, Harp. Jason and Gillian are here for you too. And
you are still an amazing and successful pastry chef. No one can take us
or that from you.”

After a while she calmed down and pulled away. I got up to grab
some tissues from the bathroom so she could wipe her nose. Her smile
was small and shaky. “What a baby, right?”

“Babe, you mean,” I joked, sitting down on the edge of the bed.
She rolled her eyes. “Oh yeah, I’ve never looked hotter.”
“Well, you’ve never looked more badass.”
Thankfully she chuckled, throwing me a grateful look. “This is what

I need from you. I need you—everyone—to not treat me like I’m fragile
or like I might break at any second. I just want to be treated like
Harper. Not like Harper, the chick who got her ass kicked by her
druggy musician ex-boyfriend.”

“Okay.” I nodded. “I can do that. And so in that spirit I’m going to
ask you if you’ve heard from Vince since he got out on bail?”

My friend glowered, but it wasn’t at me. “Yeah, he’s been calling. I
finally answered the phone last night and told him that if he didn’t
stop calling I’d file harassment charges to go along with the assault
charges. And then I hung up. He hasn’t called again.”



“Good.”
Her sudden soft contemplation of me confused me. “What?” I

asked.
She shrugged. “I just . . . I used to wonder about you. And Nick.

After everything you told me about him, how much you used to love
him, I could never really wrap my head around how you could just
walk away from him even if he did cheat with Gemma. I never got it.
How could you just stop loving someone because he made a mistake? I
sometimes wondered if at first you were in denial about that . . .
whether distance was really what made you get over him. I didn’t get it
because there’s a part of me that still loves my mom.” Her eyes filled
with fresh tears. “Not the mom I left behind but the mom of my
childhood, you know. The one who loved me more than anything. I
can’t make myself stop loving that mom. So I didn’t get it. You and
Nick. But now I get it. His betrayal was a punch to the heart while
Vince’s was literally a punch to the face. A moment so big that it kills
every good feeling you ever had for them.”

“Yes,” I whispered.
“Shouldn’t I feel that about my mom too?” She wiped angrily at her

tears. “Is there something wrong with me?”
“No, there isn’t.” I moved back to her, needing to touch her,

comfort her, my heart breaking because hers was. “It’s like you said . . .
it’s Greta you love.” I referred to her mother by name. “It’s your
childhood mom. And as far as I’m concerned, she is a different person
from the woman you left behind.” I rubbed her back, trying to soothe
her, and when her breathing seemed to even out again, I said as gently
as possible, “Maybe you should think about talking to someone.”

Harper stiffened beneath my touch. “A shrink?”
“A therapist. Someone who can give you an unbiased, rational

sense of perspective so you can stop blaming yourself for feelings that
are only natural.”

She was silent so long I wondered if I’d made a very bad move by
bringing up the subject.

But then she gradually relaxed against my touch and whispered,
“Would you come with me? I know they won’t let you in but . . . you
could wait outside for me?”



Tears of gratitude blurred my vision and I leaned down to kiss her
forehead, the tears spilling over with the movement. “Anything, Harp.
I’d do anything.”

“Love you, Ava,” she whispered, her voice hoarse with emotion.
“I love you too.”
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nce a few days had passed, Jason and I moved Harper back to
her apartment, and I stayed with her the first night. While
she’d been at Jason’s, I’d had someone replace her door with

one even sturdier than the last. However, I also suggested she find a
new place so she didn’t have to worry about the possibility of Vince
dropping by. The suggestion was met with approval and we’d already
toured two apartments she liked, including a studio in Caleb’s
building. I didn’t tell her it was Caleb’s building because I was worried
she wouldn’t move in if she was embarrassed by what he’d witnessed.
But I liked the idea of her in that building with its tight security. Plus, I
would just feel safer knowing Caleb was there if she ever needed his
help.

Being busy with Harper meant I didn’t see Caleb for four days. We
stayed in contact and I heard his frustration the last time he called.
There was a part of me that could no longer deny that I hoped his
frustration was more emotional than sexual—or at least both.

Harper was back at Canterbury, and with each passing day she
worked more and more hours. She basically, according to Jason,
oversaw the kitchen and unnecessarily bossed people around. But in
her own words it made her feel human again, so Jason was allowing it,
as long as it didn’t interfere with service.

Finally, Caleb and I agreed I’d come over to his apartment on
Friday after work.

Caleb: Don’t wear any underwear. I’ve no patience for it tonight.



I’d laughed at that text, assuming he was joking. But then I began
to wonder.

That was a joke. Right?

Twenty minutes later I’d received:

Caleb: Since when do I tell jokes?

I’m wearing underwear. Deal with it.

Caleb: Then wear cheap underwear.

I don’t own cheap underwear. And why?

Caleb: Because I’m going to rip it off.

Then . . .

Caleb: I’m supposed to go into a meeting in five minutes and I’m hard thinking about
tonight.

A thrill of lust shot through me.

See you tonight.

Caleb: I hope you don’t have any plans tomorrow.

Why?

Caleb: Because I’m not letting you out of my bed for the next 48 hours.

Desire consumed me, making my cheeks hot.

Then I guess I do have plans. Very sexy plans with a hot Scot.

Caleb: Good. See you soon.



However, when Caleb’s apartment door opened later that evening, I
wasn’t greeted by the hot Scot I was most looking forward to greeting.

Jamie let me into the apartment, giving me an apologetic smile.
“Caleb’s running late. I said I’d wait around tae let you into the
apartment.”

His usual uniform of T-shirt and jeans had been replaced by a dark
navy shirt and suit trousers. I gave myself permission to acknowledge
that Jamie was sexy as hell.

“Hot date?” I asked, following him into the living room.
He shrugged. “Just some bird I met at the gym. Said I’d meet her

for drinks.”
Bird? Charming.
It almost made me not want to thank him, but he ultimately

deserved my gratitude. “I don’t know if I said this before, but thank
you for your help last weekend.”

Jamie grabbed his watch off the coffee table, and as he put it on he
studied me beneath his lashes. When the watch was on, he
straightened, sliding his hands into his trouser pockets and cocking his
head in contemplation. “You thanked me already. You know . . . I
misjudged you, Ava. I’m sorry.”

Remembering our first meeting, I nodded and crossed my arms in
an unconscious defensive maneuver. “Why did you get all judgy with
me when we met?”

“Because you reminded me of Carissa. Caleb’s ex-fiancée was just
like you. Or so I thought. Well put together. Designer clothes. Into her
looks and material shit that doesn’t matter. Everyone could see it but
Caleb. He thought she had hidden depths, but the woman was a
bloody kiddie pool.”

There was no way to describe what I felt in that moment. “Stunned”
didn’t quite cut it. Neither did “hurt.” Or “angry” or “bitter.” I was all
those things as Jamie continued talking as if he hadn’t delivered the
epic, discombobulating news that Caleb Scott had once been engaged
to be married.

“Carrie messed Caleb up. She really did. And there is something
about you that reminds me of her.”

“Gee. Thanks.”



He held his hands up in defense. “I dinnae mean—Look, you just
have that same quality about your physical appearance. But that’s
where the similarities end. I saw that for real on Saturday night. You
really care about your friend. And I think you really care about Caleb
too. I dinnae think Carrie ever cared about anyone but herself.”

Ex-fiancée.
Carissa.
Carrie.
WHAT?!
“Anyway, I best get going. Make yourself at home. Caleb shouldn’t

be long.”
I was barely aware of him leaving, my mind in chaos over the

information bomb that had just exploded about my supposedly
commitment-phobic friend with benefits.

Not even ten seconds after Jamie departed, the door opened again.
I marched across the living room into sight of the door as Caleb shut it
behind him and threw his keys into a bowl at the end of the kitchen
counter. His lips started to turn up at the corners at the sight of me.

Then he saw my expression.
Caleb drew to an abrupt halt. “What’s happened now?”
I glared at him even as I was desperate for some explanation that

would mean that the only man who I’d trusted to be completely honest
with me hadn’t goddamn lied to me this whole time! “Carissa.” The
name was supposed to come out in an angry huff. But I just sounded
sad and confused.

His eyes flattened, his features slackened, and he gave me that
blank look I hated as he began to loosen his tie. “What about her?”

Indignation fired through me. “What about her? What about her?!
How about the fact that she was your fiancée, Caleb? Mr. I’ve Never
Been in a Serious Relationship with Anyone. You lied to me!”

Whipping the tie off, he kept his blank expression all of five
seconds. Caleb started toward me, a flush of anger in his cheeks, his
eyes intimidatingly cold. “I didn’t lie.”

“You told me you’d never been serious with anyone before,” I
retorted as he strode right by me and into his bedroom.

I followed, ignoring the fact that he was shrugging out of his suit



jacket. “Well?”
“I never said that,” he bit out. “I said I didn’t do serious

relationships, not that I never had.”
Furious that he was trying to get out of this on a technicality, I

yelled, “You implied otherwise!”
“Do you want tae keep your voice down,” he growled at me as he

marched by me in just his shirtsleeves and trousers.
Where the hell was he going now?
The thought was answered instantly as he delved into the liquor

cabinet in his kitchen and poured himself a whiskey. I wanted to throw
it in his face! “You said you would never lie to me. And I stupidly
trusted you.”

Caleb turned to face me. “I didn’t lie tae you, Ava.”
How could he be so calm? “Yeah? It was a lie by omission.”
“I’m not talking about this. You can either march that sweet arse

back into the bedroom and take off your clothes or you can get out.”
I flinched like he’d slapped me. I was barely aware of the instant

remorse in his eyes as I grabbed my purse and began to make my way
to the door.

His strong hand circled my left bicep and jerked me around with
enough force to bring me colliding against his chest. Once there, Caleb
wrapped his arms around me, trapping me. “I’m sorry for saying that,”
he apologized, his voice hoarse. “But I’m not a liar, Ava, and I won’t let
you say I am.”

“We’re supposed to be friends,” I whispered, letting my feelings
show in my gaze as I looked up into his. “You know everything about
me. You know about my parents, about Nick and Gem. And now I
realize I don’t know anything about you.”

“That’s not true.” He gave me a little shake, his gaze accusatory.
“You know more than most.”

I immediately thought of Quinn. Confiding in me about his
brother’s death couldn’t have been easy and I felt ashamed for
momentarily forgetting that he had. Still, it didn’t erase my anger.
“Then why didn’t you tell me about Carissa?”

Like I’d suddenly turned scorching hot in his arms, he pushed me
away and turned around. I watched in confusion as he walked into the



living room, running a hand through his hair in seeming frustration.
“I dinnae want tae talk about her.”
“Well, I do!”
He spun around and yelled, “Tough shit!”
I winced, frozen to the spot, because he was more than a little

intimidating. I’d never seen him so furious and I began to dread
knowing the truth about his ex-fiancée. It cut me deeply that she could
elicit this kind of emotion from him. “Caleb . . . you’re still in love with
her, aren’t you?”

Instantly, his features arranged themselves into a harsh mask of
revulsion. “I hate the bitch.”

Shock parted my lips at the dark vitriol in his words. Now I really
wanted to know. “Tell me what she did.”

“Why?” He strode toward me, his chest heaving with emotion.
“Why are you doing this tae me?”

As I saw the desperation in him, my motivations changed in an
instant. It was no longer about me and my feelings, but about him. For
as long as we’d known each other, there had been this quiet anger
simmering within him. I hadn’t acknowledged it before, always putting
it down to whatever was happening in the moment. But it didn’t just
surface in moments of frustration like our first meeting or my
announcement that I was going on a date with someone else. It was
always there. “Because whatever happened to you is slowly eating you
up inside.”

He stopped, his body inches from mine, and stared at me with such
pain I wanted to reach out and soothe him. What had she done to
him?

“Ava . . .” My name sounded like it had been dragged out of him. It
was a plea.

“You told me that Harper needed to talk about what happened to
her. It’s time to take your own advice.”

Caleb exhaled a shuddering breath, and to my horror I watched his
eyes fill with tears. “She killed my baby, Ava. She killed my baby.”

Just the sight of him, this big, strong man who made me feel so
safe, in tears, in agony, so vulnerable, was enough to bring tears to my



own eyes. And his words caused a sharp streak of pain through my
chest. “Caleb.”

His whole body seemed to sag and he stumbled back toward the
couch and dropped into it. Resting his arms on his knees, he bowed his
head, breaking eye contact. “Carrie . . . We dated four years ago. We
were together a year when she fell pregnant.” His voice was so hoarse,
the words like sandpaper against rock. “I was happy. Thought she was.
I proposed even though my family told me they had doubts about her.
She was twelve weeks pregnant, and a day after saying yes tae
marrying me, she went behind my back and had an abortion. I was
dreaming of holding that wee person in my arms one day, of watching
him or her grow up, being part of a big family like I had been. And she
decided she didn’t want tae be a mum.”

He looked up at me now and the tears he’d been holding at bay
spilled down his cheeks. “The worst part? She said she’d lost the baby
when she was out shopping with a friend. She pretended tae be
devastated for about two weeks, until her friend decided I had the
right tae know the truth. When I confronted her, Carrie tried tae deny
it at first . . . until she couldn’t keep the lie up any longer. I asked her
why. Why did she do it behind my back? And she told me it was
because she was afraid of what it would do tae her physically and
emotionally. She said she still wanted tae have kids but later, when we
were older, and even then she wanted tae get a surrogate and employ a
nanny. Have you ever heard anything like it? That someone could be
so vain, so selfish, so cowardly, she’d kill the life inside of her without
talking tae me about her fears. She would take my child from me,
knowing I’d already lost my wee brother, she would add tae my grief.
And then think I’d still want her. How the hell did I not see it?”

“I’m sorry,” I whispered as I approached him. I kneeled at his feet
and grabbed his hands in mine, needing to touch him. Suddenly I
understood that the bitter grief I saw in the back of Caleb’s eyes
sometimes wasn’t just about losing Quinn. It was about losing his
child. “I’m so sorry.”

His pain was unbearable and in that moment I felt every stab of it
myself. I felt like my heart was breaking. I wanted to hunt his ex down
and destroy her for what she’d done to him.



“Wee yin,” he whispered, letting go of one of my hands to brush his
thumb down my cheek. “Dinnae cry.”

I stiffened because I hadn’t realize I was, but at his words I felt the
wetness on my cheeks.

And it hit me like a hammer to my chest.
I loved him.
His pain was my pain.
I was in love with him.
“How could she do that?” I wondered out loud. “How could she?”
Caleb didn’t answer. He stared at me, the tears having dried on his

cheeks. He looked calmer. Finally he asked contemplatively, “Did you
ever think about having kids? Before Nick and Gemma . . .”

This time the tears that spilled down my cheek were for me,
because I’d let Nick and Gem take so much and now here I was, in love
with a man who was afraid to love anyone. “I gave up on that dream a
while ago.”

“Aye,” he whispered, holding on to my hands tightly. “Me too.”
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here are many different kinds of love in this world. I knew that.
Silly me, however, to think I could control my complex heart by
telling it what kind of love it was allowed to feel.

You’re not allowed to love a man romantically, I told it.
I’ll do what I want, it eventually replied.
Reeling by how heartbroken I felt for Caleb and the obvious

conclusion that I had fallen in love with him, I was the perfect
companion for him that evening. Lost in the emotions I’d forced him
to face, we sat together with the TV on but neither of us really watched
the movie. We were handling our own feelings but with a reassuring
presence beside us.

Moreover, he didn’t ask me to leave and I didn’t tell him I was
going to. Instead we got into bed together and for the first time we just
held each other until we fell asleep.

I thought it was beautiful.
The beginning of something.
Little did I know it was the biggest mistake I’d made with Caleb

thus far.
When I woke up in his bed the next morning, I was alone. I quickly

washed in the bathroom and put on the wrinkled clothes I’d worn
yesterday. I wandered out into the apartment only to be greeted by a
pajama-clad Jamie eating a bowl of cereal. He swallowed his food at
the sight of me.

“Morning, Ava.”
“Good morning.” I searched the apartment but there was absolutely

no sign of Caleb. “Where’s your brother?”



Jamie frowned and stared determinedly ahead at the television as
he replied, “Oh, he asked me tae tell you that he got called into the
office. Some emergency.”

There was something off about the way he said it, but I didn’t know
him well enough to know if he was lying. Still, my heart began to
pound and a queasy, uneasy feeling began to roil in my stomach. “Will
he be gone all morning?”

“All day.”
“Oh.” What the hell was going on? “Right. I’ll get going. See you

later.”
“Bye, Ava.”
There was something in his tone that made me look back at him. As

if he was really saying good-bye. But he was still watching the TV like
nothing out of the ordinary was happening, so I shoved away the
thought, assuming I was paranoid.

As it turned out . . . I was not at all paranoid.

SATURDAY, JUNE 2, 4:43 P.M.

Ava: Hope everything is okay at work? Are you free tonight?

Caleb: In middle of crisis. Looks like I’ll be working well into the night to fix it.

Ava: Okay. I could swing by the office with food and coffee if you need it?

Caleb: No, we’re fine.

SUNDAY, JUNE 3, 2:23 P.M.

Ava: Crisis averted?

Caleb: Getting there.

Ava: Call me when you’re free.

TUESDAY, JUNE 5, 7:36 A.M.
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Ava: Free for lunch?

Caleb: Not today.

FRIDAY, JUNE 8, 9:32 P.M.

Ava: I’m at the bar at Canterbury, hanging with Harper. Come meet us.

Caleb: Busy. Sorry.

Ava: We need to talk.

Caleb: I’ll call you tomorrow.

SUNDAY, JUNE 10, 10:01 A.M.

Ava: You didn’t call.

Caleb: Busy week. I’ll call you later.

—
stared at my phone, my friend’s chatter with the real estate agent
background noise to my growing anger and frustration. That was

putting it mildly. The last week of Caleb avoiding me had filled me
with such anxiety and outrage it was a wonder I was able to focus on
work at all. He made me feel like a clingy girlfriend.

I just wanted him to be honest, even if that honesty was going to
break my heart.

The studio apartment we were standing in was the one in Caleb’s
building. It was on the second floor, had a view of the water from the
windows in the kitchen/living room/bedroom, and the entire thing
could probably fit into Caleb’s living room on the sixteenth floor.

For its steep rental price, it was a tiny 460 square feet, but it was
thirteen hundred dollars a month cheaper than my rent and it came



with security personnel and access to an indoor and outdoor pool,
sauna, and gym.

“I’d feel safe here,” Harper said, spinning slowly around in the
space.

It was our third viewing of the apartment, and because I sensed
Harper was on the verge of choosing this place I decided I needed to
fess up to her.

“Could you give us a minute?” I asked the real estate agent.
He nodded. “I’ll be outside.”
I waited until the apartment door closed behind him and turned to

an expectant Harper.
“What’s up?”
Although her wrist was still in a cast and her ribs still hurt, she was

looking a million times better. I was glad. It was hard to look at her all
bruised and battered and not want to kill someone. “Confession time.”

She frowned. “Okay?”
“Caleb lives in this building. His brother Jamie is staying with him

indefinitely too.”
“Why didn’t you say anything before?”
“I didn’t want it to affect your decision and I liked how secure this

place was. But it’s not up to me and you should know that you’ll
probably see them around if you rent this place.”

Harper nodded, the excitement dimming from her eyes as she
surveyed the space again. I waited as she walked slowly over to the
window and stared out across the water at Boston Harbor. “What must
they think of me?”

“Not at all what you’re thinking they think,” I said instantly. “They
were angry for you, Harper, not at you.”

“Then I shouldn’t be afraid to face them.” Her shoulders
straightened and she turned to me, looking determined. “I can’t let
other people’s opinions sway my decisions. And I can’t let Vince win
that way, you know. Time to be brave.”

I nodded in agreement.
“I feel safe here. I’m taking it.”
“I’m glad.” I gave her a relieved smile.
“And you”—she stepped toward me, her expression sober—“you



need to be brave too, Ava. No more letting Nick win. Because that’s
what you’ll be doing if you don’t tell Caleb the truth. You need to tell
him that you love him.”

I couldn’t even pretend to be surprised that she’d worked it out,
probably long before I did. “How did you know?”

“The way you talk about him. Especially now, after how he was with
me that night . . . it changed things for you. You love him. And I know
not seeing him all week has you paranoid and upset. Go work it out.”

Emotion choked me, so all I could do was nod.
Harper smiled a real smile for the first time in weeks. “He loves you

too, Ava. I know it. Make him admit it. Please. One of us needs to get a
happily ever after.” When she just continued to stare at me, I fully
comprehended her meaning.

“What? Now?”
“He lives in this building, right?” She smiled.
My pulse instantly sped up at the thought of just showing up at

Caleb’s place. There was no denying he was giving me the brush-off
this week and I knew that it was because of everything he’d told me
about Carissa. He had made himself vulnerable to me and I was pretty
sure it had spooked him.

However, I knew Harper was right. I couldn’t go on pretending I
didn’t love him and I definitely wanted to stop running away from my
feelings.

“Okay.”
Harper grinned and grabbed me by the shoulders. “You can do this.

Go. I’ll get all the paperwork signed for this place, and if you and Caleb
work things out, text me and I’ll just head back to the apartment.”

“Are you sure?” An angry swarm of butterflies suddenly erupted in
my belly. “Oh, I feel a little sick.”

“That’s because this matters.” She turned me around to face the
door and then slapped my ass. “Go get him, tiger.”

I rolled my eyes but released a nervous little laugh that made me
feel marginally better.

By the time the elevator took me up to the sixteenth floor, however,
my heart was racing so fast I thought I might pass out. Breathing in
and out slowly as I stood outside his apartment door, I fought for



calm, and reminded myself that, no matter what, this was Caleb. I
could trust him to be totally honest with me and I’d have closure, one
way or another.

I rang the doorbell and felt flutters in my throat at the sound of
footsteps coming toward me on the other side of the wall.

Caleb pulled open the door and froze at the sight of me.
He was wearing a plain black T-shirt and worn blue jeans. Last

week his beard was starting to become an actual beard—not that I’d
minded—but he’d trimmed it. Maybe even that morning. His hair was
wet, as if he’d only recently gotten out of the shower.

My eyes finally found his after perusing him hungrily.
Caleb wasn’t looking at me hungrily in return. He looked pissed.

“What are you doing here?”
Without giving him a chance to shut the door on me, I stepped

inside and walked toward the living room, seeing it was empty. “Are
we alone?”

“Jamie’s out. And I repeat, what are you doing here?”
I turned to face him, unhappiness and anger piercing me at the way

he was staring at me. Like I was a mere acquaintance who had decided
to inconvenience him on a Sunday morning. “Harper is interested in a
studio in your building. We were here anyway, and you’ve been
avoiding me, so I thought I’d drop by and ask why.” Thankfully, I
sounded much calmer than I felt.

His expression turned almost pitying and I think I loathed him as
much as I loved him in that moment. “You know why, Ava.”

Inwardly, I flinched, feeling a painful crack down the middle of my
chest. “Too much of a coward to just come out and say it?” I
whispered.

“We aren’t in a relationship. We dinnae need tae offer each other
explanations or owe each other a conversation. I thought my lack of
communication spoke for itself. I no longer want tae sleep with you.”
His eyes were hard, flat, his features carefully lacking in expression.

And I knew with soul-deep certainty that Caleb Scott was lying to
me.

“Liar,” I whispered.
His eyes narrowed as he walked toward me. “I never took you for



the clingy type. You knew what this was and you were good with it.”
I wanted to smack the unemotional look right off his face and shake

the flatness out of his voice. “We both know that it changed. And we
both know why you’re running scared now.”

Caleb shrugged. “I’m not running scared. I’m just done.”
“You’re in love with me.” I couldn’t hold back my emotion anymore.
He just stared at me. Giving me nothing.
So I wrenched the words out, hoping that he’d crack knowing what

they cost me. “And I’m so in love with you,” I whispered. Sadly. My
heart breaking because those words should be whispered in elation.
Not in sorrow and regret.

Because he was making me regret them with every second that
passed.

Especially when his eyes turned pitying again. “I dinnae. And I’m
not going tae feel bad, because we agreed this was casual.”

“What happened to our friendship?” I seethed now. “Or is this the
way you treat your friends?”

“I think we both knew that as soon as one of us lost interest in sex
with the other that the friendship would die.”

So matter of fact.
So cold.
“I don’t believe you.”
His eyes lit with anger and I almost rejoiced at the sign of emotion.

“Then believe this. I’ve got someone coming tae the apartment this
morning.”

I felt like I might throw up. “Someone?”
“Aye. Someone, Ava. Someone who is going tae stick tae the rules.”
Liar.
“And who is this someone?”
“Jen.” He answered immediately.
Jen Granton? Yeah. He was lying. My nausea eased. “That’s a little

pathetic, Caleb.”
Still, the thought that he might have started sleeping with anyone

already made tears prick my eyes. I hated him for it. “You were just
going to start sleeping with someone else without telling me this was
over?”



For a moment he was silent and then he looked away, as if he
couldn’t bear to stare at me any longer.

“Stop lying,” I said. “Jen isn’t on her way over.”
“If she was, it would be none of your business,” he snapped,

striding toward me suddenly, looking furious, masking what I knew
with certainty was panic. “We’re no longer each other’s business.”

I shook my head, frustrated that he wouldn’t just admit the truth.
Caleb was usually so brutally honest that I didn’t know how to handle
him like this. I had to make him admit that he loved me, but how?
“Why would you want me to think you’re with her?”

“Maybe because I am.”
“Nah. You’ve developed champagne tastes, Caleb. You can’t go back

to cheap wine.”
Something like admiration flickered in his gaze and he smirked.

“Arrogance doesn’t become you, Ava.”
“Yes, it does.” I stepped into his personal space and watched him

tense and glower instantly. “You want me right now.”
He put his hands on my shoulders and gently pushed me away from

him, dropping his hands like I’d scalded him. “I dinnae know how tae
make this any clearer. We’re done. You’ve forced the conversation so
here it is. I dinnae want you anymore because you broke the rules. You
think I didn’t know how you were starting tae feel after your tantrum
about Carissa?”

“Tantrum?” I sucked in a breath at the word. “Screw you, Caleb.”
“You’ve done that.” He moved away, walking toward the window,

his tone cold and sardonic. “Now find someone new tae do it with.”
“Stop this,” I demanded. “Just . . . stop! I know you’re scared. I’m

scared. But we’ve found something amazing here. Don’t throw it away
because of what she did. If I’m willing to be brave enough to give
something real between us a shot, then shouldn’t you be too?”

He glanced over his shoulder at me, his expression shadowed by
the glare of daylight from the window. Then he fully turned, strode
back toward me, and his voice was as icy as his eyes. “I’ve tried tae be
as diplomatic as I’m capable of here. Since it’s not working, here’s the
truth. I could never love you, Ava. Is that clear enough? Never.”

Each word was like a knife slice through my skin, every inch of me



seeming to burn from the pain. Some small spark of hope that was
clinging to the belief that it was his fear talking died as Caleb drew his
gaze down my body and back up again.

There was something in the way that he looked at me. Disdain he
was trying hard not to reveal.

It reminded me of the way Nick had looked at me when he told me
he could never love me like he’d loved Gem.

And that was when realization hit me with so much force I honestly
couldn’t breathe for a second or two. Survival kicked in and I gulped in
a huge gasp of air, not aware of Caleb taking a step toward me, only
aware of the sudden glaring truth.

“You don’t see me as anything but a piece of ass,” I said softly, not
seeing him, not seeing anything. “Just a pretty face.”

When he didn’t say anything, when he didn’t disagree, I tried to
make him.

“Your jealousy? Your possessiveness? They meant nothing?”
“That isn’t love. It’s lust. Pure and simple. You’re beautiful and you

know I’m attracted tae you. Aye, it made me possessive of you. But
that isn’t love. Not like you want. And that’s why this needs tae end.”

He couldn’t have said anything worse. He couldn’t have killed the
hope inside me any more proficiently. And in that moment my love
turned to hate as quickly as a match striking tinder.

I hated him more than I had ever hated anyone.
Finally I dragged my gaze up to meet his, feeling lost and sick, and

wondering how I was going to put myself back together again. Why
was I so unlovable? “What was it Nick said? That I’m empty? Nothing
to see here but a beautiful face.” My voice hardened with the bitterness
rising up inside of me.

All I saw was my pain and rage. I didn’t see the way Caleb paled at
my words. “Ava.”

I turned, needing to get out of there, to find someplace to lick my
wounds. Someplace where I could find the strength one more time to
not let Nick’s or Caleb’s treatment of me turn me into something cold
and filled with self-loathing.

That wasn’t here.
I needed to be as far away from this man, whom I had trusted more



than any man—I hated him!
“Ava.” I heard his footsteps behind me and I picked up my pace,

throwing his apartment door open. “Ava!”
Instinct made me run to the elevator, my hands shaking as I hit the

button. Thankfully, it binged right open.
“Ava!” I heard Caleb roar, but I wouldn’t look up.
“Shut the door, shut the door, shut the door,” I muttered in prayer.
It shut before he could reach it.
I heard the muffled shout of my name once more as the elevator

descended.
I was in so much pain I was almost numb from it. Like my brain

had frozen my pain receptors because it knew my body, my heart,
couldn’t handle it.

The elevator doors opened and I walked out into the reception in a
daze. Harper was waiting for me, sitting on one of the reception chairs,
reading a magazine. Her head lifted at the sight of me and she stood,
her smile faltering at my expression.

An overwhelming rush of love for her broke through the numbness
and tears began spilling down my cheeks before I could stop them. Not
wanting to have a public meltdown, I grabbed her good arm when she
came toward me. “I need to go home,” I whispered.

Concern and fury fought for dominance in her eyes but she
controlled both, taking hold of me to lead me out of the building.
“What happened?” she asked as she searched the street for a cab.

“He said just because I was beautiful didn’t mean he could love me.
It was Nick all over again.” I wiped angrily at my tears. “Why do men
want me to feel worthless? What is that?” I laughed harshly.

“I’m going to kill him,” Harper growled with such menace I thought
she might actually mean it.

Thankfully, a cab appeared before she could, and she waved it
down. Just as I was getting in it, someone shouted my name.

Not someone.
Him.
I glanced back over my shoulder to see Caleb standing outside the

building, his chest heaving like he was out of breath.
“Get in.” Harper practically pushed me into the cab. Then she



yelled, “Burn in hell, dickwad!” before sliding into the cab beside me.
“Mount Vernon Street. Now,” she ordered the driver.

He pulled away and I kept my eyes straight ahead, determined not
to look back.

“He’s a liar and a coward, Ava.” Harper wrapped her arms around
me as she spoke. “He loves you, I know it. But he doesn’t deserve you.
A man who knows what you’ve been through, who knows what saying
that to you would do to you, doesn’t deserve you. He chose to protect
himself over protecting you and that is not okay. Do you understand?
It’s not okay and you need to let him go.”

I nodded, feeling so dazed, it was a little like being drugged. I think
I might have been in shock. “You’re right.”

“You are the smartest, bravest, kindest, funniest woman I know. No
one can take that from you.” She gripped my hand tight. “You told me
you were afraid I’d lose myself after what Vince did, and I’m trying
really hard not to. And now you have to do the same. You can’t let
Caleb shatter all the pieces of yourself you put back together after Nick
and Gemma’s betrayal. Okay?”

I glanced up from our hands to hold her gaze. “Okay.”
“Promise?”
“I promise.” I took strength from her strength.
“We have each other. That’s more than some people ever get.”
“Damn straight.”
Our eyes were mirrors, reflecting back pain that we were

determined to obliterate with our silent solidarity and gratitude for
each other.



C
Twenty-eight

aleb called.
Five minutes after the cab pulled away, my phone rang.

Harper saw the gut-punch look on my face and promptly took
the phone from me and blocked Caleb’s number. She then proceeded
to give the cabdriver her address, in case the Scot decided to pay me an
immediate visit.

I felt exhausted as we climbed the stairs to Harper’s place. My
limbs were heavy, my eyes felt swollen, and all of my insides felt like
they’d just suffered through an internal earthquake. It almost felt like
the time when I was fifteen in the car with my mother when someone
slammed into us in an intersection. For a while afterward my body still
shook from the impact. That’s how I felt now.

My phone rang again in my purse and Harper shook her head at my
wide-eyed look of panic. “It can’t be,” she said. “I blocked him.”

Fumbling for my phone, I winced when I saw it was Stella. I was
not in the mood to take a work call, but I was also incapable of
ignoring calls from my boss. “Stella?” I said, hoping I sounded normal.

“Emergency,” Stella clipped. “Gabe is supposed to be going to New
York this weekend to get the specs on that Fifth Avenue penthouse he’s
been bragging about.”

I liked Gabe. But he was a bragger and, yes, he had not shut up
about that penthouse for the last week, not just because it was on Fifth
Avenue, but because it was owned by a famous actress. “Okay?”

“He has the flu. And did not tell me but proceeded to get ready to
leave for New York only to faint at the top of a flight of stairs in his
apartment building. Now he’s in the hospital and his fiancée is
blaming me for putting too much pressure on him.”
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“It’s not your fault,” I said immediately. “And is he okay?”
“He has a concussion, and of course the flu. As sorry as I am for

that, if he’d just told me, he would not currently be hospitalized and I
would not be panicking about losing this client. A Hollywood A-lister,
Ava. We haven’t had one of those in a while. If she likes what we do,
she will tell her friends.”

Realization hit me and my exhaustion actually doubled. “You want
me to go to New York.”

“Yes. First swing by the office. I’m here and have all of Gabe’s notes,
so you’re going in prepared.”

“I’ll be right there.”
We hung up and I stared dully at Harper, who was scowling. “Guess

I’m going to New York.”
My friend’s hands flew to her hips. “You just had your heart broken.

You should have told her that.”
“Well, Gabe has the flu and a concussion, which kind of trumps

broken heart at the moment.”
“Do you hear yourself? Your voice is all flat and sad. Not the

greatest impression to make on a client.”
“I’ll pull it together. In fact, this is just what I need. A distraction.” I

began making my way back down her apartment building steps. “I’d
better call another cab.”

“Maybe I should come with you,” Harper suggested.
I threw her a grateful smile over my shoulder, one I knew didn’t

quite make it to my eyes. “Hey, I’ll be fine.”
She did not look convinced. “Call me when you land.”
I hugged her. “Thank you.”

—
s it turned out, the trip to New York was exactly what I’d needed.
It forced me to stop myself from crumpling up into a ball in my

bed and sobbing until there was no water left in my body. Anytime my
thoughts turned to Caleb and our confrontation, my throat seemed to
thicken with too much emotion. I felt like I was choking on it.

So I buried my head in the client file Stella had given me.



Once I was in New York, I got to my hotel and could barely eat, but
I had a couple of glasses of wine knowing it would make me sleepy. It
worked and I thankfully slept, my alarm waking me early. On Monday
I was much too busy taking specs at the penthouse to dwell on
anything else. Just as I assumed would happen, I didn’t meet with the
actress, but with her personal assistant. We spoke at length about the
design and she hovered over me the entire time I was taking
measurements with my laser distance meter. It was a smart little tool
that worked out lengths, heights, and area volume. After I’d taken
copious amounts of photos of the space, the PA and I talked even
more. I spent a total of six hours with her, leaving just in time to catch
my evening flight back to Boston. The entire time on the flight I
worked on the project, jotting and sketching ideas.

I updated Stella in the taxi ride back to my apartment, and I did it
with the same calm I’d approached the entire weekend. Somehow, I’d
even managed to convince myself that I was okay.

So when I stepped into my empty apartment and closed the door
behind me, I was taken aback by the overwhelming pain that squeezed
my chest like a vise, forcing out the first sob.

My ass hit the floor and I cried like I’d never cried before in my life.
Big-hiccupping, can’t-breathe-properly, might-throw-up-all-over-my-
deep-pile-carpet crying.

When the tears eventually stopped, I was left with the horrific
unease in my gut and tightness in my chest. Panic. Panic and
loneliness.

“No,” I whispered to myself, shaking my head, seeing images of him
everywhere. Lounging on my armchair, staring at me with that
distinctive, brooding intensity. Leaning on my kitchen counter
drinking a cup of coffee and smirking at me like he thought I was
funny and cute.

My head rolled to the side and I looked through the doorway to my
bedroom.

I closed my eyes against the memories I found in there.
Loss.
The feeling . . . that terrifying, incapacitating feeling that was

creeping over my body like a phantom pain that couldn’t be
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explained . . . it was loss.

—
he next morning I dragged my butt out of bed and got ready for
work. I prepared myself for the day like it was any other day,

faltering only when I looked at the jewelry on my nightstand. The
watch I put on, the earrings too. But the diamond tennis bracelet I’d
loved so much only yesterday was a beautiful dagger to the heart
today. I clutched it tight in my hand, feeling its sharp edges bite into
my skin, and I promptly found an old shoe box buried at the back of
my wardrobe. I stuffed it in there, where I wouldn’t have to look at it.

Where Nick’s bracelet had chafed with the memories, Caleb’s
wounded me too deep to pretend otherwise. It would stay in the box,
image be damned.

The rest of my preparation went as well as could be expected.
Makeup was a wonderful thing. I didn’t know what I would have done
without it, because the puffy dark circles under my eyes from all the
crying and lack of sleep were no longer visible under my magic
makeup.

I still looked a little tired, but that could be explained away by
traveling, and not the result of a broken heart. I didn’t want Stella to
know about Caleb. I didn’t want anyone to know.

But that was not to be, because as I walked to work that morning I
got a call from my uncle David. We’d kept in touch during his travels.
However, my gut instinct told me somehow he’d found out. Not
somehow, actually. My gut told me Harper had called him.

“Hey, you,” I greeted, trying to sound like I wasn’t dreading him
asking me how I was.

“Hey, sweetheart,” he said, and I flinched at the underlying
sympathy and concern in just those two words.

“I’m fine,” I said, wincing at how agitated I sounded.
“Hmm. Harper called.”
“Yeah, I guessed that.” I was going to kill her.
“She’s worried about you.”
“I’m fine.”



“You don’t sound fine.”
“I’m hurrying to work, that’s why.”
“Sure.”
“Uncle David.” I blew out an exasperated sigh. “How are you?”
“I’m good. We’re good. How are you since some asshole broke your

heart?”
“I’d rather not talk about it.”
“Fearne and I were thinking about coming home a little early and

—”
“Nope,” I said immediately, attempting not to feel anger but only

gratitude that he cared that much. “Do not come home early because
of me. I am a grown woman and a nonrelationship relationship I was
in, unsurprisingly, did not work out. I am not going to wallow. And
having my uncle, whom I love dearly for thinking so much of me, cut
his travel plans short to come home and hold my hand is the
equivalent of wallowing.”

He was quiet a moment and then he sighed heavily. “No
wallowing.”

“No wallowing.”
“It’s just . . . Harper was worried that something this man said may

have caused serious emotional harm.”
Harper’s concerns for me were similar to my concerns about how

she would recover from Vince’s assault. I didn’t want him to change
her. And she didn’t want Caleb to change me. Yet that was inevitable.
However, as I stood frozen on the corner of Walnut Street and Beacon,
I was hit with powerful determination.

“No.” I shook my head, staring dazedly around me. “I’m not going
to let what he said undo all the good he did. He . . . my time with
him . . . it woke me up, Uncle David. Nick made me afraid to trust
people—he made me afraid to think about settling down with someone
worthy and starting a family. But I want those things. As scary as it is
to try to reach for them, as frightened as I am of someone hurting me
again, I have to believe that there’s someone out there who will love
me. I’ve seen it. I see it in you and Fearne, Jason and Gillian, Patrice
and Michael, Stella and Iain—hell, even in Mom and Dad in their own
weird way.”



“I’m glad to hear this,” my uncle said softly. “I worry about you
being alone.”

I didn’t want to be alone anymore.
It hurt that the person I wanted to be with didn’t want me, and I

could feel my throat tightening painfully with the emotion, but I
breathed through it, searching for calm.

“Ava?”
“I’m okay,” I croaked out. “Or I will be. Eventually.”
He was quiet so long I thought we’d disconnected, but then he told

me, “We’re all afraid of something, sweetheart. It’s up to us whether
we stay and fight that fear . . . or whether we run and hide from it. I’m
glad you’re not going to hide anymore. You have to promise not to
hide anymore.”

“I promise.” I swiped at a tear that escaped, ducking my head,
embarrassed I was getting emotional on a street corner.

He cleared his throat, as though uncomfortable with all the
emotion. “Well, good. I know . . . I know I’m gone a lot, but you know
I’m still here, don’t you?”

In all honesty, I’d let myself forget.
But I wouldn’t again. “I know. I love you.”
“I love you too. Fearne and I will be home in three weeks. We’ll

arrange a dinner.”
“I’d like that.”
We hung up and I continued on to work, shaking a little with my

epiphany. It was too much not to share with Harper, so I called her
while she was in the middle of bossing a junior chef around at
Canterbury. As I stepped into our building on Beacon Street, Harper
left the kitchen to hear me.

“You’re mad I called David?” she asked, sounding confused.
“No, but a little heads-up would have been nice.”
“I just wanted to remind you that you had more than me who loves

you. Like you reminded me that I have more than you.”
“I know and I get that. Actually, it was a good conversation.” I

waved to Stella as I passed her office and headed for my own. “I
realized something. I’m not giving up.”

Harper went silent. And then I could hear the glower in her tone,



“On Caleb?”
“No.” I flinched at his name. “That’s over. You were right. Even if

he does care about me, I couldn’t be with someone who would choose
to inflict that kind of pain on me just to protect himself. No . . . I’m not
giving up on love.” I paused, wrinkling my nose. “That sounded less
cheesy in my head.”

Harper chuckled. “What does that mean exactly?”
“It means I don’t want to be alone for the rest of my life. I want a

family. It’s time to get back out there, no matter how frightening it is
to make myself vulnerable to someone again. It’s time to start fighting
for what I really want.”

My friend went quiet.
“Harper?”
“When . . . you get all that—and I know you will because you’re

amazing and there are plenty of guys out there who will see that—so
when you get him and you start popping out little mini versions of
yourself . . . you won’t forget me, right?” She laughed, like it was a
joke, but I heard the pain underlying the question.

“Of course I won’t. But you know you’ll be too busy with your own
guy and little mini versions of yourself too.”

“I’m not there, Ava. I don’t know if I’ll ever be.”
I thought of the therapist, a Dr. Ren, Harper got an appointment

with at the end of the week. It was during my lunch hour so I could go
with her as a silent support in the waiting room. “We’ll see.”

I could practically feel her rolling her eyes. “I don’t know how I feel
about this optimistic version of you.”

“I don’t know how to feel about it either. She scares me.” I laughed.
Harper didn’t. Instead she brought tears to my eyes when she said,

“I think she’s brave.”
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red Russo was in the middle of showing me new curtain fabric
that he’d ordered, and I was oohing and aahing over the
beautiful shimmering silk taffeta, when my cell rang.

“Stella,” I told Fred, giving him an apologetic look before walking to
the other end of the storeroom for some privacy.

“Stella, I’m at Fred’s,” I said as a greeting. “Is everything okay?”
“Ask him for an update on my order for Lola Perera.”
“I will.”
“I’m just calling to let you know your handsome friend popped by

the office five minutes ago, seeming very anxious to see you. In fact, he
was under the impression I was lying about you not being here.
Trouble in paradise?”

Caleb had come by the office? During his workday?
My stomach churned at the thought of facing him. What did he

want?
“He said since he can’t get you on your phone, he’s left a message

on your office phone and would you please do him the courtesy of
returning his call.”

“Thank you,” I said, my voice flat even to my ears. “I really better
get back to Fred.”

“Ava—”
But I rudely told her I had to go and blew out a shaky breath. I

stared at my cell for a minute or two, trying to decide if I was ready to
hear his voice. Since I’d spent the entire morning convincing myself
that I was ready to face my fears, I really had no option but to dial into
my office voice mail.

“You have three new messages.”



D

I impatiently waded through the first two messages from clients
and then it felt like my heart stopped at the sound of his deep voice.
He sounded pissed.

“Ava, where have you been? I stopped around your flat on
Saturday and Sunday . . . We need tae talk. Call me immediately.”

I replayed Caleb’s message. I didn’t know it was possible to feel so
much from just hearing someone’s voice. Guessing at why Caleb
wanted to see me was too dangerous a game to play, so I refused to
allow my mind to go there.

I did, however, play the voice mail a second and third time, rubbing
at the ache in my chest as his voice rumbled in my ear.

“Everything okay?” Fred called to me.
No, I thought. No, it’s not okay.
But one day it would be.
I snapped my phone shut.
It had to be. Because the alternative was not an option.

—
espite my best efforts, I could not get Caleb’s voice out of my head,
and I agonized over whether calling him back was a good idea or

not. Even as I sat in a quiet café with a client, I wasn’t fully focused on
discussing the redesign of his bijou apartment. Part of me was
pondering the Caleb problem. Did I meet with him, let him say
whatever he needed to say, so I could move on? Or did I decide he
didn’t deserve that chance and cut him out of my life entirely?

Since both options made me feel sick with uncertainty, it was
proving a very difficult decision.

After the client meeting it was lunchtime. Nervous about heading
back to the office in case Caleb turned up again (and also because I
didn’t want to answer Stella’s inevitable questions), I stopped at the
Earl of Sandwich in the Common and grabbed a tuna melt and iced tea
to go.

I hadn’t eaten much the last few days, but I was determined to
nibble through the wave of nausea that had clung to me since my
conversation with Caleb. Lost in my thoughts as I strolled from the



Common toward the Public Garden, I was jolted back to my
surroundings when a man blocked my way.

“Ava?”
Blinking in surprise, I needed a moment before recognizing him.

And honestly, I didn’t know how to feel when I did. “Leo?”
He gave me that handsome boyish grin and waved a half-eaten sub

at me. “I’m on the go too. Where you off to?”
I gestured toward the Charles Street entrance into the gardens.

“Just walking. Eating.”
“Can I join you?”
Something about the interest in his eyes made me exclaim, “I’m no

longer looking for just sex. You should know that.”
Leo, thankfully, laughed good-naturedly at my embarrassing too-

much-information declaration. “Well, I just thought we’d walk and eat
and talk. If that’s okay?”

I blushed and nodded as he fell into step beside me. “How have you
been?”

“Good.” He bit into his sandwich and waited to speak until he’d
eaten the bite. “After we discussed the whole casual relationship thing,
I decided it was the right move for me and I’ve just been . . . you
know . . . having fun.”

I grinned. In other words, he was slutting himself up all over
Boston. “Having fun. Right.”

“Obviously, things have changed for you.”
Despite my weird announcement to him, I really didn’t want to

explain it to Leo. “I decided casual relationships aren’t for me after
all.”

“I knew it was too good to be true.” He chuckled.
“What do you mean?”
Leo shrugged as if it was obvious. “You’re the kind of woman a man

marries. You’re not the kind of woman he casually sleeps with.”
“Can I ask what the hell that means?”
“There are women you want to marry and women you just want to

have sex with.”
“What’s the difference between them?”
If he heard the agitation and growing annoyance in my voice, he



pretended not to notice. “Smart, successful, witty, and beautiful and
doesn’t need your money. You know, if she falls in love with you, she’s
actually fallen in love with you and not the kind of lifestyle you can
provide for her. Dumb or pretends to be dumb because she thinks it
makes you feel like more of a man, focused a lot on her looks, and not
interested in anything but stroking your ego and other sensitive manly
areas, then she’s just a casual sex partner.”

“You know, before you said all that I was actually feeling pretty
good about being your best buddy.” I scowled at him.

“What?” He shrugged before wolfing down the last of his sandwich.
“That’s chauvinistic crap.”
Leo wiped his mouth with his napkin and gestured to a bench on

our right. I reluctantly followed him, hoping he was going to save
himself. We settled onto the bench and I continued to nibble at my
tuna melt, waiting for a response.

“It’s not crap. I wish it were. But there are a lot of women out there
like that in my experience. Some guys see her as the marrying kind
because that’s all they want. Someone to stroke their ego, etc. But men
like me, if we’re smart, we learn from that lesson and move on.”

Understanding dawned. “Your first wife?”
“Interested in nothing but my family money.”
“I’m sorry.”
“Yeah, well, now I know better. If I’d done it the right way the first

time, the thought of marriage wouldn’t make my balls jump back up
inside my body.”

I’d just taken a sip of my iced tea and it promptly exploded out of
my mouth in my shocked amusement. Leo threw his head back in a
rich, deep laughter, and I coughed and laughed along with him. As our
hilarity faded to gentle mirth, Leo handed me a clean napkin so I could
wipe the iced tea off my chin.

It was as we were sharing a smile that I felt the burn on the side of
my face.

I knew that sensation.
Tense, I followed it, and my breath stuttered at the sight of Caleb

standing in the middle of the path. I didn’t have to wonder how long



he’d been there, because the furious glower on his face told me it was
long enough to have witnessed my camaraderie with Leo.

“Caleb.” My voice came out in a surprised croak. I cleared it and
stood up, sensing Leo stand too. He shifted his body, almost
protectively, close to mine. “Uh, what are you doing here?”

“Stella told me you take your lunch in the gardens when the
weather is nice.”

Damn Stella.
His glacial stare suddenly fixed on Leo.
“Uh . . . this is my friend Leo. Leo this is my . . . this is Caleb.”
Caleb’s nostrils flared at the introduction and I cursed myself for

forgetting that I’d told him Leo was the guy I was going to date when I
thought he wasn’t returning from Scotland.

“Nice to meet you.” Leo stepped forward and stuck out his hand.
Caleb stared at his hand like it was a piece of dung.
I winced.
Leo, however, cool as you please, just dropped his hand. “Or not.”

He shrugged, like he didn’t care, and I decided I liked him all the more
for it.

“We need tae talk,” Caleb said. I knew it was directed at me, but he
was still staring at Leo like he wanted to rip his head off.

I shouldn’t have cared.
But I did.
I felt a smug, soothing satisfaction that I could still make him

jealous. It meant he cared. And although it didn’t change what he’d
done, it was a small kind of balm to my pain.

“Leo.” I turned to my companion with an apologetic smile. “I
should . . .” I gestured to Caleb. “But it was really nice to see you
again.”

“Let’s do lunch. Properly.” He leaned down to kiss my cheek and
whispered so only I could hear, “Best bud.” When he pulled back, he
winked at me and I knew that all he was asking for was friendship.
However, he was deliberately provoking Caleb.

I shook my head, biting back my nervous laughter at his
mischievousness, and gave him a little wave as he walked away.

Caleb’s gaze followed him and I swear he looked ready to stalk Leo



and murder him.
Ignoring the zing of dangerous thrill at being in his presence again,

I started to walk away. “So talk.”
“Where have you been?” he demanded as he caught up with me,

grabbing hold of my arm to stop me on the bridge. A young girl passed
us, giving us a quizzical look, and Caleb sighed, easing his hold on me.

My arm tingled and I had to force myself from taking the last step
that would bring us chest to chest. Instead I looked up into his face,
feeling too many emotions—anger, grief, loss, love, hate—to choose
one. Anger, however, autonomously decided to trump them all. I
yanked my arm away. “Not that it is any of your business anymore, but
I had to go to New York to meet a new client.”

“Did you block my number?”
“Yes.”
He ground his teeth together, the muscle in his jaw flexing. “If you

had just given me a second tae explain . . .”
“I’m giving it to you now.”
With a clipped nod, Caleb took hold of my arm again and started

walking me off the bridge. We took a right just before the George
Washington statue and Caleb stopped us at the end of the path, under
the shade of a tree.

“I can see you better here,” he explained, his voice gruff as his eyes
seemed to drink in every aspect of my face.

The intensity of his stare made me shiver in awareness and I had to
pull my gaze away from his. “Talk, Caleb.”

“I think you’re wonderful.”
Astonished, I felt my gaze fly to his face to determine the

seriousness of this statement. He looked at once fierce and sorry.
“I can’t let you think you’re anything else. I tried tae tell you that,

but you ran out of my place before I could get the chance. As soon as I
realized you thought I was . . . I’m not Nick. I dinnae think like Nick.
No man in his right mind would, Ava. I am sorry for how I acted. I felt
ambushed. I wasn’t expecting you tae turn up, let alone force that
conversation. I honestly thought if I stopped calling you, you would
just protect yourself and move on without ever confronting me.



Bringing up nonsense about another woman . . . I acted like a child.
And I’m sorry.”

Before I could even get over the monumental moment of alpha guy
Caleb Scott apologizing and admitting to acting like a child, he reached
for me, his palms on my neck, his thumbs stroking my cheeks. I knew
he could probably feel my pulse racing beneath his hold. “You are the
smartest, funniest, most caring, loyal, determined woman I have ever
met. Having a beautiful face and a beautiful body doesn’t make you
any less of those things and it doesn’t make you more attractive. Who
you are makes you beautiful, Ava. When I met you, I thought you were
sexy, aye, but the more I got tae know you the more beautiful you
became. You are a find, wee yin. A precious find.” He pulled me closer,
and I gasped at the frustration and pain in his eyes. “If it could be
anyone . . . it would be you, Ava Breevort. In a heartbeat. But I just . . .”
He sighed, a shuddering, harsh sigh, and I felt the hopes he’d just built
up crash as he let me go and stepped back. “I dinnae have that left tae
give. She killed it when she—” Caleb cut off, his voice breaking, and he
glanced around the gardens as if seeking something.

When he didn’t find it, he stared off into the distance and
whispered, “I need you tae be a good memory.” He wrenched his eyes
to me again. “I could handle almost anyone else in my life turning into
a regret. But not you. I can’t have what we had together going bad. I
was an arse for trying tae make it that way. So we end it now the right
way. In honesty and kindness. Because I can’t regret you.”

His words were agony. Tears of exasperation filled my eyes. “You
know it would have been better if you never tried to explain. Better for
me to think of you as a bastard than—”

“Than what?” he bit out impatiently.
I shook my head. “Caleb, don’t you see? You changed me. You made

me brave enough to fight against what I was most afraid of and admit
that I’m in love with you. I wish I could make you feel brave too. But
that’s not going to happen apparently.” I swiped at my tears but
refused to break eye contact. He needed to understand the reality of
what he was doing to us. “Just because you’ve decided I’m not worth
the risk doesn’t mean that I’m not willing to take it again. So I have to
thank you for that. Because it might take weeks, months, but I will



fight to get over you. I will fight to find someone who loves me and
wants to make a future with me. I will move on.”

The look on his face . . . it nearly crippled me.
Caleb didn’t hide behind his usual blank mask. No. He looked

furious and tortured and resentful of my words all at once.
I placed a hand on his chest, over his heart, hating to hurt him like

he had hurt me but knowing it was necessary to get through to him.
“Does that hurt, Caleb? To think of me with someone else?”

His answering expression was almost menacing and it said it all.
“Then don’t you see? If you don’t fight for me, if you let me go . . .

there is no if or maybe about it. You will regret me.” I reluctantly
dropped my hand from his chest, waiting for him to answer. To wake
the hell up!

All he did was stare at me, so visibly conflicted I had to fight not to
comfort him. Instead I turned to my disappointment and my
resentment of him because they were the emotions that bolstered me.
They stiffened my spine and gave me the strength to walk away from
the man I loved.

For good.



W
Thirty

hat’s that song that guy sings? You know, the one with those
lyrics . . .

I’m only human after all.
Well, I am only human after all, and that’s why, after saying that I

wouldn’t, I gave myself permission to wallow.
I told Harper I was allowing myself a week and then she had to

drag me out of my gloom.
It didn’t quite work out like that. After seeing Caleb, I couldn’t

return to the office; instead, I called in sick and asked Stella to explain
to any clients who called that I’d be back in the office the next day. I
went back to my apartment, curled up on my bed, and cried until I
passed out from exhaustion.

Harper woke me later that evening calling to check on me, and that
was when I told her about my confrontation with Caleb and how I was
probably going to need a week to get over him. She acted like she
thought it made sense, but I’d soon realize she was just appeasing me.

Although I dragged myself to work the next day and the day after
that, the pain didn’t lessen. In fact, I had to retreat to this numb place
where I didn’t let any kind of emotion in, in order to block out my
grief. I was a black cloud of heartbreak, depressing everyone I met.

I was vaguely aware that Stella was quietly losing her mind over my
passionless interaction with the clients and Harper kept subtly
suggesting I should see her therapist.

By the end of week two I was not getting any better.
When I turned up to work on that Friday I was surprised to find

Patrice waiting for me in my office. “Stella called me. She’s worried



about you.” Patrice’s gaze drifted over me and she threw up her hands.
“What are you wearing?”

I glanced down at myself.
I had on the skinny jeans I loved so much.
But that wasn’t really the problem.
I was wearing a white T-shirt with a giant coffee stain on it.
Oops.
Patrice hurried at me, her eyes searching my face and growing

wider by the second. “You’re not wearing any makeup. And your hair
—” She gestured to me.

I patted my head where I’d tied my hair up into a messy bun.
“When did you last wash it?”
Oh, and I might not have washed it in a while.
My friend sighed. Heavily. Then she grabbed her purse off my desk,

and then came back to me. Taking hold of my arm, she led me out of
the building, calling good-bye to Stella before I could say anything.

“Where are we going?” I asked, totally confused.
“Back to your apartment.”
I didn’t need to ask why.
“Sorry,” I mumbled.
“What has gotten into you? This isn’t like you.”
I’m wallowing. I gave myself permission to wallow. “A month

tops,” I suddenly said.
“What?” Patrice frowned at me as she marched down Beacon

Street.
“It was supposed to be a week of wallowing. Allowing myself to

grieve for the bastard. You know . . . get it out of my system before I
move on to bigger and better things. But I’m thinking—” I glanced
down at my stained T-shirt and my unmanicured fingernails as they
clutched at the T-shirt. “A month tops.”

“I’m thinking neither. It stops. Today.”
I glared at her as she marched ahead.
You couldn’t just tell your heart to stop wallowing! And I never

allowed myself to wallow over Nick, probably because he wasn’t worth
the time. But it was my right now to wallow over he who shall not be
named!



Pain constricted my throat as I rushed after Patrice.
By the time we got to my apartment I was beginning to panic that

she might actually force me to stop my pity party before I was ready.
“Keys,” she demanded when we reached my place.
I handed them over and then, like a sullen teenager, followed her in

and up to my apartment. When she opened the door, she gasped with
all the melodrama of someone walking onto a murder scene.

As she stared dispassionately around at my space, I realized in a
way it was. A murder of neat freak Ava Breevort.

Every inch of the place was covered. In dirty clothes, food
wrappers, soda cans, takeout cartons, and the kitchen sink was
overflowing with dirty dishes.

What?
I was wallowing.
“Oh my God.” Patrice gaped at everything. “This is not your

apartment.” She took a sharp inhale of breath at finding a curry stain
on my cream carpet. “Have you seen this?”

I shrugged.
Her eyes widened in horror and she reached out to grab me by the

upper arms. “Ava, are you in there?”
I rolled my eyes. “Patrice.”
“The Ava Breevort I know would die at seeing her apartment like

this. There is never an inch of you or your apartment out of place.
This . . . Oh my God, what is going on?”

Seeing mold gathering on my dishes for the first time, I began to
feel a niggle of shame. “I should clean.”

“Yes, you should. But more importantly, why aren’t you losing your
mind over the state of your apartment?”

Now it was my turn to be disbelieving. “Really, Patrice? Really?”
Tears burned my nose and my lips shook as I waved at the place. “I
should care about a stain when I feel like my insides have been torn
out!”

The words echoed around the room and I bit my lip, wishing I
could pull them back because they’d acted like a huge sledgehammer
against my comfortable numbness.

Patrice’s eyes shone bright with sympathy. “Darling . . . I’m so sorry



I ever thought matchmaking you with Caleb was a good idea. Still, I
never thought I’d see the day when nothing else would matter to you
but a man.”

Not sure if I was being reprimanded, I stared her down. “I’m
allowed to be heartbroken. It doesn’t make me weak.”

“I never meant that.” She stepped over a pile of laundry to take hold
of my hand. “I just don’t want you to lose yourself.”

I nodded, wrinkling my nose as I saw the apartment from her
perspective, and repeated, “I should clean.”

“Yes.”
“But I don’t think it’s a bad thing to stop caring about the things

that don’t really matter. So much of my life felt out of my control that I
became obsessed with the little things I could control. Like my
apartment and my appearance. I wouldn’t even buy a pair of skinny
jeans, for God’s sake.”

“Uh . . . you’re wearing a pair of jeans.”
“Yes. I am. And I intend to wear more. I’m going to clean my

apartment and I’m going to wash my hair . . . but after I wash it I
might just throw it back up in a messy bun. And I might not wear
mascara if I don’t feel like it. Or high heels.”

Patrice seemed unsure. “To work? Events?”
I laughed softly, the act of it a relief. “Don’t worry, Patrice. I’ll be

my immaculate self for work and to any of your wonderful events. I
just might give myself a break on the weekends if I feel like it. And I’m
changing my carpet because there’s a stain on it and I live my life
tiptoeing around my own apartment, worrying about my guests
leaving stains on the carpet with their footwear and following them
around with coasters. It’s exhausting and I’d rather spend my time on
things that matter.” I gazed at the floor. “I think I’ll put down
hardwood and a nice big rug.”

“Oak.” Patrice nodded, tapping her mouth in thought. “It’ll warm
the room up. And I’d get rid of your white sofa.”

“I hate that sofa,” I agreed. “It looks pretty but I can’t eat cheese
puffs on it.”

“Then it should go.”
I locked eyes with my very understanding friend. “I’ll stop



N

wallowing.”
“Good. You can be as heartbroken as you want for as long as you

want. There is no magic number of days or weeks or months, my
darling. But wallowing makes you look and sound just awful.”

I cracked a smile at her bluntness. “I’ll jump in the shower.”
“And I’ll . . .” She made a face at the kitchen. “Call my cleaner.”
“I can clean my own apartment,” I said as I made my way into my

bedroom.
“Yes, but Stella said she needs you at the office. Hello, Anne-Marie?

Yes. I have an emergency . . . right now . . . I’ll pay you double . . .”
I rolled my eyes as she talked on the phone presumably to her

cleaner. But I did as she asked. I stripped and got in the shower.
And as soon as the water poured over me, I let go of my numbness

and let the pain back in again. I muffled my sobs, squeezing my arms
around my chest to try to stop the harsh racking of my body.

I missed him.
So much.
Knowing I’d never touch him again or feel him smile against my

skin while he was kissing me all over.
Knowing I would never be able to turn to him again when I needed

him the most, that he would never be a strong, supportive presence to
help bear the weight of future burdens.

One day I’d have that again with someone, but it wouldn’t be the
same. I couldn’t imagine anyone ever making me feel as safe as he did.
And I’d lost him before I ever really had him.

I never knew anything could feel so unbearable.
Finally, the sobs slowed to tears and I wiped them away, still

shaking but feeling calmer. And I promised myself that that would be
my last meltdown.

I had to let him go.
I just . . . I had to.

—
ot wanting a serious relationship because of Vince isn’t healthy,” I
said the following night.



I was doing my best to act like I was moving on by sharing a
celebratory drink with my best friend. Harper’s cast had come off,
much to her relief. Not only could she return to work in a full capacity,
but she said the cast coming off was the last physical reminder of what
had happened to her. She still had Vince’s trial to deal with, and it
wouldn’t be for months, but for now she could move on.

We were in a down-to-earth dive bar on Pearl Street. I was wearing
new skinny jeans and a Ralph Lauren tee I got on sale, and my hair
was washed. Moreover, I was wearing strappy sandals, because some
things didn’t change. I liked my heels.

Harper looked gorgeous as always, her bruises gone, and the dark
marks from the cuts that had needed stitches covered up with makeup.
However, having been informed that she planned on only having
casual physical relationships from now on, I felt an uneasy sense of
déjà vu.

“My therapist says it’s okay if that’s what I want.”
“Are you going to try to win every discussion with, ‘My therapist

thinks it’s okay’? Because I may regret asking you to make an
appointment with the shrink.”

Harper gave me her best dirty look, but her quivering lips gave
away her amusement. “Now I am.”

I leaned across the tall round table where we sat on our high stools.
“Seriously, learn from my mistakes. You’re not built for casual sex.”

“Right now I am. Look, I’m only twenty-six. I’m not saying that
from here on out I just want to do casual. Who knows what the future
holds? I am, however, saying that right now and for the foreseeable
future there is no part of me that feels like handing over the kind of
trust you need to give a guy to be in a real relationship with him.”

Since that all sounded reasonable and rational, I nodded at her in
support.

“What about you?”
That made me scowl, as I didn’t particularly want to talk about

moving on while I was still figuring out how to pretend to move on.
“What about me?”

“You look better. You’ve even gained back a few of the pounds you
lost with all that sex, and you look great.”



I flinched at the reminder I was no longer having sex with Caleb.
Harper winced.

“I’m sorry. Sometimes my mouth opens before it engages with my
brain.”

“It’s okay.” I glared at my drink. “He just ruined the entire act for
me, but it’s fine.”

“You’ll find someone just as good.”
At my brittle silence, Harper leaned toward me. “Don’t answer if it

pisses you off . . . but . . . was he seriously that good?”
I looked up at her with all the pain of my loss shining in my eyes.

“He wasn’t good. We were phenomenal. It was like we were made for
each other in that respect. It’ll never be like that with someone else.
That’s a once-in-a-lifetime thing. Now can we change the subject?”

“Another beer?” Harper replied in answer.
I nodded and watched her hop gracefully off the stool to make her

way through the busy room to the bar. Peeling at the label on my now
empty beer bottle, I studied her as she edged her way through the
crowd around the bar. Only a few months ago she would have
bulldozed her way in, grinning at the people she was pissing off, her
adorable dimpled smile giving her a free pass. She would lean across
the bar and flirt until the bartender served her next.

She wasn’t doing that now. Although she was still blunt and
straightforward, there was a tentativeness about her that wasn’t there
before. I could only hope time would take care of it.

“Ava?”
Caleb?
My heart stopped.
I whipped my head around, only somewhat relieved the voice

belonged to Jamie Scott and not his older brother. He stood just off to
my side, a pint of beer in his hand, eyeing me uncertainly.

“How are you?”
“I’m okay,” I said, my voice stiff. “You?”
“Not bad.” He took a step toward me, his eyes moving across the

room. “Is that Harper with you?”
Realizing he’d only seen Harper beat up, I nodded. “The one and

only.”



He scrutinized her, but not in the way a guy usually scrutinizes a
girl. There was definite curiosity, but I wasn’t sure it was sexual. Still,
as he continued to stare at her, I felt the need to say, “She’s off-limits.”

Jamie swung his gaze back to me. “Caleb says she lives in our
building. I haven’t seen her.”

“Jamie,” I warned.
He held up his hands in a defensive gesture. “It’s not like that. I

just . . .” His attention returned to my friend. “She’s striking. Do
you . . . do you think she’d let me paint her?”

“I don’t see how that’s any different.”
Jamie’s brows pulled together. “It’s completely different. I never

sleep with my models. The art is too important.”
There was so much sincerity and passion in his tone that I decided

to believe him. “I . . . You would have to ask her but . . .” If Harper was
even slightly interested in being an artist’s model, it would mean I’d
inadvertently be connected to Caleb again. It was bad enough I
couldn’t visit my friend at her apartment . . . “Maybe not now.”

Seeming to understand, Jamie nodded and I sank down into my
stool in relief.

Awkward silence fell between us and I kind of wished he’d just
leave. “Are you here alone?” I hinted.

His gaze sharpened in sympathy. “Caleb’s here.”
My heart rate, which had increased already in Jamie’s presence,

instantly took off like a rocket. I searched the bar.
When I found him, I wished I hadn’t. He was sitting in the corner

with a bunch of people, including Jen from his office, who was pressed
up beside him on a bench. Whatever she was saying, Caleb was
nodding.

I felt sick.
I was going to be sick.
Jamie cursed. “It’s not what you think, Ava.”
But I was already off my stool. “Tell Harper I’m outside. Don’t tell

your brother I’m here.” Before he could argue, I was weaving my way
through the crowd, trying to leave inconspicuously.

Then I waited nervously across the street behind one of the granite
pillars of an office building. When Harper appeared a minute later,



looking left and right with concern etched over her pretty face, I
stopped hiding like an idiot.

“Harp!” I called.
She caught sight of me, waited for a gap in traffic, and jogged across

the street. She immediately slung her arm over my shoulder and didn’t
say anything as we began to hurry away together.

We were a couple of blocks away when she finally said, “You are
way smarter than her.”

A surprised laugh burst out of me as I realized she must have seen
Jen next to Caleb. If I didn’t laugh, I’d cry, and I’d already promised
myself no more crying. “How could you tell?”

“He looked bored out of his mind.”
“Really?” I hadn’t noticed that. To be fair, I hadn’t noticed much in

all my panicking.
“Oh, God yeah. When you were in the room, he watched you like a

hawk. He looked at you like everything you said was fascinating. He
was barely looking at her at all.”

Although this information hurt, I also craved it. “He looked at me
like that?”

Harper nodded at me sadly. “He loves you. He might be too messed
up in the head to do something about it, but I can’t hate the guy for
loving you.”

That familiar burn started in my chest and I needed it to go away.
“Can you hate him for not loving me enough? Because I can’t, Harper.
I can’t hate him. You need to do it for me so I don’t look back on my
life and regret him. Because if my best friend hates him, then he isn’t
worth my regret.”

“I hate him,” she answered instantly and seriously. “He’s quinoa to
me.”

Harper detested quinoa. Like, more than she hated most things. “I
love you.”

“I love you back. Another beer? In a bar where there’s no quinoa in
sight.”

“Yeah.” I nodded, clinging to my strength. “This city is big enough
for the both of us.”

“It belongs more to you, though. He’s an intruder. He should really



leave.”
My heart ached at the thought even though I wouldn’t be in this

situation if he’d just stayed in Scotland. “He should. He can have
Scotland. I want Massachusetts. I don’t think I’m asking for a lot.”

“Yeah,” Harper agreed enthusiastically. “He should go and take his
little Mini-Me with him so you can visit my apartment.”

“Jamie wants to paint you,” I blurted.
Harper appeared stunned by this news. “What? Paint me?”
“You know he’s an artist?”
“Yeah?”
“He thinks you’re interesting.”
“Meaning he wants to get into my pants,” she scoffed.
“No, I actually think he really means he wants to paint you.

Apparently he doesn’t sleep with the models because his art is more
important to him than sex. From what I’ve gleaned about him, I think
that’s true.”

“Well, whatever.” Harper shook her head, seeming a little dazed by
the idea. “I don’t have time to be some guy’s model. Doesn’t he know I
am a very important person?”

“I don’t think he got that memo.”
“I’ll slip it under his door. ‘Hey, weird Scottish dude. I make very

important art too. And mine tastes better than yours so I win. Find
another muse, Mini-Quinoa.’”

I burst out laughing, my love and affection for my friend pushing
away the pain I felt at seeing Caleb. “I don’t know what I’d do without
you.”

“Lucky for you, that’s something you’ll never have to know.” She
stuck her tongue out at me playfully and skipped ahead. “Now let’s
find a bar. There are many sorrows to be drowned!”

Isn’t that the truth, I thought as I hurried to catch up with her in
my strappy heels.



M
Thirty-one

y carry-on suitcase bumped along behind me as I walked down
the Jetway to the plane. The nice thing about flying first class
—besides the more spacious seats and complimentary dining—

was getting on the plane first. There were very few things I disliked
more than waiting at a gate to board a plane. At least once you were on
the plane you could get settled and crack open a book or put on a
movie.

Not that I had been expecting to be getting on a plane at all. This
was the second time in as many weeks that Stella had put me on one at
the last minute.

The Monday after I saw Caleb with Jen Granton at the bar, I’d
walked into the office to start my day only to be interrupted by Stella.
She’d perched her pert ass on my desk and announced, “You need a
distraction.”

I wasn’t going to lie. A distraction would be wonderful. “What kind
of distraction are we talking about?”

“Chicago.”
“Chicago? The musical?”
Stella smirked. “No. The city.” She handed me a slim portfolio.

“Calum Scotia. Banker. Divorced. Looking for a design overhaul on his
penthouse apartment in the River North area. East North Water
Street.” Her smile was smug. “Quite the property and quite the find.”

“How did he find out about us?” I asked, reading through the
information Stella had collected on the potential client and what he
was looking for.

“He’s friends with one of our Boston clients. She recommended us.”



“And you want me to go out there?” I felt my excitement build as I
looked over the photographs of the property’s current condition. The
design was about fifteen years out of date and very feminine. But the
duplex had extraordinary views and stunning high ceilings and vast
spaces. There was a lot of fun to be had with it.

“Yes. Tomorrow.”
I raised an eyebrow. “Why such late notice?”
She shrugged. “He gave us late notice. He has a few other designers

coming out to give him their pitch. I don’t want to lose out on this. We
haven’t had work in the Chicago area in a few years.”

“Fine,” I agreed. In fact, it was more than fine. This was just what I
needed right now. Although, I said, “I don’t know if I’ll be able to
handle this design on top of everything else.”

“You’ll make it work.” Stella patted my hand reassuringly as she
hopped off my desk to leave. “The best thing for you right now, sweet
Ava, is to throw yourself into your career.”

I studied the portfolio again. This place would be worth the stress.
“Okay.”

“I’ve booked you on a first-class flight leaving tomorrow morning at
nine fifteen. Oh, and a suite at the Sheraton Grand. It’s not far from
Mr. Scotia’s apartment.”

“That was presumptuous!” I called after her.
“I knew you’d say yes!”
And my boss is always right, I mused as I boarded the plane. I had

a window seat, and whoever was sitting in the aisle hadn’t shown up
yet, so I managed to get my luggage into the overhead bin without
knocking anyone on the head. I winced at the memory and threw it
away.

This business trip was a distraction, I reminded myself.
Settling into my seat, I pulled down my tray table and placed the

portfolio with the photos and info about the client on it, along with a
sketchpad. Keeping my brain occupied was of the utmost importance,
and although I usually waited to sketch until I’d seen a space in real
life, I decided to get a head start on my ideas.

Soon I was so lost in my drawings that I forgot where I was. The
slight jolt of my chair filtered into my awareness and I realized the



person sitting in the aisle seat had arrived. I didn’t bother to look up,
but I felt their heat. As I sketched ideas for the kitchen, however, the
tantalizing scent of a familiar cologne began to invade my senses and
my pencil scratched to a halt on the page.

No.
Not possible.
Slowly, I think because I feared it was him, and feared that it

wasn’t, I turned my head to the right and felt the breath knocked out
of me at the sight of Caleb Scott sitting beside me. He stared at me
with such tenderness and affection my lungs tightened with the ache
of seeing it. Caleb wore his usual uniform of T-shirt and jeans, so all
his tattoos were on display. I preferred him like this, I decided finally.
The suits were hot. But this was the Caleb I first met, and the biker guy
look suited him better than Armani. All the longing and loss I’d felt
became so acute now that he was in front of me. Strangely, it hurt
more than it did when I couldn’t see him.

“How?” I whispered, not knowing what else to say. I was so
confused.

What was he doing here?
The corner of his mouth tilted up attractively. “I know a guy.”
I let out a noise of disbelief. “You know a guy?”
“I know a guy.”
That didn’t clear up my confusion. Caleb was here. Sitting in the

seat next to mine. And I had no idea how he’d managed it. But more
important for me to know was his reason for being here.

“Why?”
He reached out and took my hand in his, his thumb caressing my

knuckles. “Because I can’t regret you for the rest of my life. I won’t.”
Shock, elation, fear, bafflement . . . I didn’t know what to feel.

“What does that mean?”
“It means there is no Calum Scotia in Chicago.” He gestured to my

sketches. “Just a Caleb Scott.”
“Oh my God . . .” I shook my head and squeezed his hand, cursing

myself for not having worked that one out.
He grinned unrepentantly.
“Stella?”



Caleb nodded. “I didn’t know how tae do this. I was worried that if I
even tried, you wouldn’t give me the time of day. So I remembered the
last time I had you trapped.” He chuckled. “You couldn’t escape me on
our flights. And Jamie has an exhibition in Chicago this week. I called
Stella tae see if she’d help me and she agreed. She gave me your
identification details and I booked us on the flight together. She came
up with the Calum Scotia stuff.”

“I’m going to kill her.” I thought my heart might pound right out of
my chest.

He tugged on my hand, his eyes darkening. “Does that mean you
aren’t willing tae give me another chance?”

Hope began to build, swelling inside of me until I felt
uncomfortably stretched by it. It was at once a wonderful and
horrifying feeling. “Is this real?”

Turning toward me, Caleb took hold of my other hand and brought
them both to his chest. I could feel his heart banging hard and fast
against my palm. “I want tae be with you, Ava. Do you still want tae be
with me?”

There was a part of me that whispered I should leave him hanging
after the weeks of hell he’d put me through, but staring into his face—a
face I loved—I couldn’t. “No more running away?”

“No more running away, wee yin. Never from you. And I am sorry I
ever did.”

Recognizing the sincerity in his voice, I slid my hand up to cup his
face, to feel the familiar prickle of his stubble beneath my palm, and I
reached for him.

He reached back.
Our kiss was deep, tender, and filled with such longing.
It was also entirely inappropriate for the plane, but I didn’t care.
When we broke apart, we panted softly against each other’s

mouths, and I felt tears of joy sting my eyes. “Is this really
happening?”

“It’s really happening.”
“You hate flying,” I murmured randomly.
“Aye. But I have you tae distract me.”
Despite the euphoria and relief flooding me, my insides still felt



shaky with uncertainty. Caleb seemed to sense it, pressing soft kisses
along my jaw until he reached my ear, where he whispered, “You’re
mine forever now, wee yin.”

I fought back the tears his words incited and tightened my hold on
him. “And you’re mine.”

He drew back to look me deep in the eye and he nodded.
He was mine.
I smiled. Big and happy and I was rewarded with his grin. I touched

my fingers to his lips and whispered, “You should do that more.”
“I have a feeling I’ll be doing it a lot more from now on.”
We gazed at each other, taking in every little detail of each other’s

face, but the moment was broken when the flight attendant asked us if
we’d like a drink. I asked for two glasses of champagne and made
Caleb clink glass to glass. “We’re celebrating.”

“I can think of a better way tae celebrate than this.”
“Oh?” I knew that look on his face. He was going to say something

dirty and I was going to pretend to be appalled all while he made my
girly parts tingle.

His gaze smoldered. “We could join the mile high club.”
I glanced over at the curtain that hid the bathroom and galley. “Are

you kidding?”
“Not even a little bit.”
“We can’t.” Everyone would hear us.
“Who is going tae know,” he whispered. “Hidden behind the

curtain, everyone will think I’m just waiting in line for the loo. Instead
I’ll be inside it with you. While you come very, very hard but very, very
quietly.”

He reached out to put his hand on my knee and he caressed it, his
palm pushing the hem of my skirt up slightly.

“I need you, Ava.”
All cheekiness had faded from his voice, leaving just raw, serious

need.
“We shouldn’t.”
Hearing the change from “can’t” to “shouldn’t,” Caleb’s expression

tightened. “We should.” His fingers slid between the gap between my
knees, caressing my inner thigh, and my belly tightened.



“Caleb,” I whispered.
He leaned over to whisper in my ear, “One way or another I need

you. Here or in there?”
I pushed away his hand, even though it was the last thing I wanted

to do. “In there,” I said shakily, my pulse rocketing at the idea of
having sex in the bathroom of an airplane. I didn’t think the mile-high
club was actually a thing!

Not too long later the flight attendant took away our glasses and the
announcement came over that we were readying for takeoff.

Seeing Caleb tense, I reached for his hand again, bringing his
attention back to me and not the plane. “I saw you with Jen,” I said,
knowing the controversial subject would definitely take his mind off
everything but us.

Sure enough, he scowled. “Jamie told me. And I told you that
there’s nothing between me and Jen. There was a whole bunch of us
from the office in that bar. Jen just . . .”

“She squeezed her way in beside you, huh?” I tried to suppress my
grin at his agitated expression.

“She’s a pain in the arse.”
I chuckled. “I’m sorry I got jealous.”
“I’m not.” His gazed moved lovingly over my face. “I wanted you

back as soon as you walked away from me in the park. But I thought I
didn’t deserve you for making you feel like you weren’t worth the risk.
I fought with myself for two weeks and then when Jamie told me how
you reacted tae seeing me, I knew it was now or never. There was a
window between you loving me and resenting me and I couldn’t miss
it.”

“Leo is just a friend,” I replied, thinking it best to clear that up too.
“We bumped into each other that day at the park. That’s all that was.”

The muscle in his jaw popped as he clenched his teeth, his hold on
my hand tightening a little too much. I squeezed it and he loosened his
grip. “I dinnae like the way he looks at you.”

“Just friends,” I repeated. Then I laughed, suddenly remembering
our first time on a plane together. “I never would have imagined us
being here right now that first time flying from Arizona to Chicago.”

“No, me neither. But I was thinking about getting you into bed.”



“I never would have guessed that. You were so mean.”
“Hey, you were mean back.” His lips twitched, eyes dancing with

mirth. “It only made me want you more. When you got up to go to the
bathroom, I imagined following you in there.” His lips brushed my ear
again as he said in that low, sexy voice of his, “I imagined you pressed
up against the sink, your back tae me.”

My breath stuttered. “Is that what you’re going to do to me?”
I felt him shake his head before he drew back to look deep into my

eyes. “I need tae look at you when we’re in there. You’re not just some
sexy stranger now. You’re Ava.”

Suddenly the beep of the seat belt sign drew us out of our bubble
and we realized we were up in the air. We shared a smile.

“You’re so very good at distracting me, wee yin.” He caressed my
lower lip with his thumb.

I discreetly swiped at it with my tongue and then pulled away,
grinning at the hot look he gave me. “I think you were the one who did
the distracting this time.”

He nodded and then gestured to the aisle. “I think you might need
tae use the facilities, no?”

My belly flipped. “Now?”
“Aye,” Caleb practically growled. “Now.”
And that was how, on trembling legs, I got up out of my seat,

readying myself to join the mile high club. I felt his hand caress my ass
as I squeezed by him and I shivered, unable to fully comprehend the
reality of what I was planning to do because all I really cared about
was getting him inside me.

It felt like I hadn’t had him inside me in years.
And I never thought I’d get to love him like this again.
I pushed the curtain aside, giving the flight attendant a weak smile,

before I let myself into the bathroom with shaky fingers. I locked it.
And waited.

Less than a minute passed before I heard a knock. “It’s me.”
Lust tugged deep in my belly as I unlocked it and stumbled back in

the tiny space to let Caleb in. We were crammed together, our bodies
touching, as he locked the door behind us.

“I keep forgetting how tall you are,” I whispered, my head tilted



back to look up at him.
His answer was to lift me up and my legs automatically wound

around his hips, my skirt bunching up around my waist as he propped
me on the edge of the small countertop.

“Only you,” he suddenly whispered.
I looked into his eyes, questioning the hoarse, painful quality in his

voice.
He rested his forehead against mine, holding me tight. “You have

the power tae hurt me. Only you.”
Understanding caused a rush of emotion within me, tears stinging

my nose. “When you hurt, Caleb, I hurt.” My voice broke as I
promised, “I’ll never hurt you.”

“I love you,” Caleb choked out abruptly, the words coarse and
dragging, as if they cost him his soul to say it.

Relief, bliss, and sweet, painful connection made me smile in
sympathy. “It’ll get easier.”

“Tae say it?”
“No.” I placed my hand over his heart. “To feel it.”
His answer to that was a kiss so hungry and deep I miraculously

forgot where I was. I forgot everything but the need to be with him.



A

Epilogue

THREE WEEKS LATER

nod’s as guid as a wink tae a blind horse.”
Lying facing Caleb in bed, I felt my lips twitch in amusement.

“I have no idea.”
We were playing the “let Ava guess what Scottish words and sayings

mean” game and I was having no such luck in guessing correctly so far.
“It means, ‘Explain yourself more clearly.’”
“Yeah, I was never getting that. What?” I shoved him playfully.

“You’re making stuff up now.”
Caleb grinned and shook his head as much as he could since it was

propped up by his hand, elbow bent to his pillow. “Another?”
“Yes. I am going to get one eventually.”
“Is the cat deid?”
“Is the cat dead?” I translated.
“Aye. But it’s a saying.”
Bewildered and wondering if he really was just making phrases up

now, I announced, “How the hell am I supposed to know what that
means?”

He chuckled. “You would say it to someone to mean, ‘Your trousers
or your hem is too short.’”

“You’re lying.”
“Am not.”
“Why would you ask if ‘the cat is deid’ for that?”
“If your hemline is too short it’s like a flag flying at half mast.”
Understanding dawned and I felt a snicker rise in my throat. “Like

when someone dies.”



“Exactly.”
I threw my head back in laughter, tears of mirth drenching my eyes,

and I heard Caleb’s soft, husky laughter join mine. “Okay, that’s
funny.” I giggled. “Completely bonkers, but funny.”

“We’ve got tons of sayings like that.”
“And you all grow up saying them?”
“Nah.” He shook his head. “Most of them are from generations

past. I only know them because my gran still says them.”
I thought of the last three weeks of bliss together and how although

Caleb hadn’t repeated that he loved me; he showed it in his every
action. At his brother’s art show in Chicago, he barely let me out of his
sight, and Jamie looked genuinely pleased to see us together. Since
arriving back home in Boston, we hadn’t spent a night without each
other. The bathroom cabinet in my place was overflowing because of
the toiletries Caleb kept there, and I had my own products littering the
bathroom in his apartment. Although we were both busy with work,
Caleb wanted us to come home to each other at the end of the day and
I was not complaining. Not a bit.

In fact, we felt so much like a couple, I wondered if he would
introduce me to his gran and the rest of his family during one of their
Skype calls. I was nervous about their reaction to me after Jamie’s
presumption that I was just like Caleb’s deplorable ex.

Sweeping the thought from my mind to concentrate on my guy, I
smiled and leaned closer to him. It was a Saturday morning, we both
had nothing to do but laze around with each other, and so far it was
tremendous. “Tell me another one. One I might actually guess this
time.”

“Whit’s fur ye’ll no go by ye,” he answered, reaching out a hand to
draw his finger in a soft caress from the top of my shoulder down my
outer arm.

I translated its literal meaning in my head and melted into his
touch, realizing this wasn’t just another saying for me to guess, but one
with significance for us. “What’s for you will not go by you.”

“Meaning?”
I thought of a similar saying here. “What’s meant to happen will

happen.”



Caleb nodded, our gazes locked, and I felt a little breathless at the
shine of love in his eyes. “See, you guessed one correctly.”

“We were meant to meet at O’Hare,” I whispered, feeling emotional
because although I’d thought it at the time, I hadn’t dwelled on the fact
that we had kept weirdly bumping into each other everywhere. “Meant
to sit next to each other on that plane. It wasn’t just coincidence. You
knowing Patrice, staying with her, her being my client, my friend, and
then us meeting in Canterbury just when I was contemplating ending
things. It was all meant to be.”

He pushed up off the pillow and moved over me, pressing me
gently down on my back to brace himself above me. I opened my legs,
caressing the back of his calf with my foot and feeling more than a
spark of lust ignite through my body. “You really think that?”

“I never believed in fate until you,” I answered honestly.
Caleb studied me thoughtfully, seeming to drink in every facet of

my face. “I dinnae know if I believe it was fate.”
I frowned. “No?”
“Maybe the flights, aye, and I suppose it was quite the coincidence

about Patrice. But when she said your name, I could have just ignored
that she knew you and went about my business. I didn’t. I pursued
you. From that point on we’ve been in charge of this, Ava. When one of
us stopped fighting, the other didn’t. And I know you think you fought
harder than me for us, and I’m not saying that isn’t true—although you
know I plan tae make that up tae you from now on—but even if my
mind battled against wanting you, it didn’t always win.”

“I know that,” I said. I did. Otherwise we wouldn’t be lying in bed
together.

“No.” Caleb shook his head. “I’m talking about when I left for
Scotland. When I got offered the job in Boston. I talked it over with my
family tae see how they’d feel about it. I knew they weren’t too keen on
me leaving, but they wanted me tae do what was best for my career.
And it was best for my career . . . but it wasn’t the only reason I
accepted the job.”

My breath caught as I began to understand his meaning.
He nodded and gave me a rueful, boyish smile at odds with his

ruggedness. “I couldn’t even admit it tae myself at the time . . . but I



was addicted tae you, wee yin. And you swayed my decision tae get on
that plane and come back here.”

Tears pricked my eyes as my heart filled with too much emotion,
too much need and love. And guilt. “And I mentioned Leo the first
night we were together again.”

“You didn’t know. Hell, I didn’t even know really. I just knew I
wanted tae tear off his head and I didn’t even know him.” He lifted a
hand from beside my head and followed it with his eyes as he trailed
his fingertips down my collarbone, across my naked breast, and down
my ribs. I sucked in a breath as desire flushed through me. “All I knew
was that the thought of any other man touching you drove me crazy.
Still does.” His eyes came back to mine. “You’re the first person I’ve
ever wanted tae belong tae, Ava. The first person I ever wanted tae
belong tae me.”

“I never thought I’d ever want that,” I admitted on a hitched breath.
“But you have a habit of changing my perspective.”

He stared down into my eyes, his fierce with love and mine
reflecting the intense emotion back at him.

I’d never felt more cherished, more loved, more wanted or needed
as Caleb made gentle, sweet love to me that morning.

We kissed, sweet, luscious kisses that made me feel drowsy and
satisfied, and then Caleb lifted his head from my lips and said, voice
hoarse with vehemence, “I love you, Ava Breevort.”

I tightened my hold on him, anchored to him.
Safe with him.
Home with him.
“I love you too, Caleb Scott.”
This time his kiss was more savage, needful, and when he

eventually broke it, he nuzzled his lips against my neck, rolling so I
was lying sprawled across the top of him. We lay in sweet silence for a
while. A silence he ended when he whispered, “You’re right.”

“About what?”
“You make it easier tae feel it every day.”
I held on to him tighter and was just dozing off when his body

jerked beneath me. “What is it?” I raised my head to stare at him in
concern.



He was frowning. “What time is it?”
“I don’t know. Why?” I clambered off him to reach over to the

nightstand where my phone was charging. I flipped it open. “Just past
ten fifteen.” I glanced back at him, watching curiously as he relaxed
against the pillows.

He reached out to me. “That’s fine. Come back.”
I did, but as I crawled over him, I asked, “Why?”
“I forgot, I have a Skype call with the family at two o’clock.”
“Oh, you’ve got plenty of time,” I assured him.
“They’re looking forward tae meeting you.”
I tensed, my voice involuntarily high-pitched as I replied, “Today?”
His arms tightened around me. “That a problem?”
Glaring at him incredulously, I didn’t see any concern etched

between his brows. “You could give a girl some warning.”
“You dinnae want tae meet them?”
“Of course I do!” I slapped his chest. “But meeting your family is a

big deal and I haven’t even—Look at my hair!”
Relief flooded his features and he began to shake with laughter.

“You have plenty of time tae do your hair, wee yin.”
A thought occurred to me and I sat up, still straddling him. “Maybe

I shouldn’t. I don’t want them to think I’m like your ex the way Jamie
did. He said we both had that shiny, polished look. Maybe I should
leave off the makeup and not style my hair so they don’t think—” The
rest of my sentence was muffled against his big hand clamped over my
mouth.

He didn’t look amused anymore. “You’ll wear what you want. You’ll
be Ava and no one else for them. I’ve already told them loads about
you and they’re happy you make me happy. That’s all they care about.”

I slumped against his hold and he released my mouth. “You’re
sure? I want them to like me.”

He gripped my waist and gave it a squeeze. “I love that you care so
much about them liking you, but I dinnae want you working yourself
into a worry about it. My family will love you but all that matters is
that I love you and you love me. Right?”

And just like that I melted and my anxiety momentarily fled.
“Right.”



“And you already know Jamie likes you. That’s one down.”
I did know that. Jamie had made it clear over the last few weeks

that he was grateful to me for making Caleb happy again. For giving
him back hope for the future. Funnily enough, however, now that
Caleb’s simmering anger had abated, I saw clearly for the first time
that the similarity I’d noted between the two brothers had nothing to
do with physical appearance really.

They both had this underlying bitterness in their ice blue eyes.
“He doesn’t seem happy,” I whispered all of a sudden.
Caleb’s grip on me tightened in response. “Quinn,” he replied, his

voice like sandpaper against the name. “He was Jamie’s twin. Jamie
was in the car with him when Quinn lost control of the car.”

His words pierced my heart and suddenly that bitterness in Jamie’s
eyes made so much sense.

Although Caleb would never truly get over what Carissa did—and it
hurt that I couldn’t repair that damage—the bitterness in his eyes had
dissipated. Every day it got chipped away at by our love. Sound
cheesy? Maybe. But it was beautiful and it was true.

Jamie’s bitterness, however, was still there and now I knew why.
“I wish there was something we could do for him,” I said, heart

aching for his brother.
“Well . . . we can only hope one day he meets his Ava.”
Love broke through the empathetic ache in my chest. I was no

longer astonished by Caleb’s romantic side. He showed me it more and
more each day—the man he had been before Carissa. The man he was
becoming again. “We’re staying in this bed until one o’clock.” I kissed
him, pressing my lower body to his.

“Again?”
I kissed along his jaw, his stubble prickling and tickling my lips.

“I’m going to wring you dry, Caleb Scott,” I purred, biting his earlobe.
“Do with me what you will, wee yin.” He wrapped his arms tight

around me, binding me to him as he whispered in my ear, “Every inch
of me is yours.”
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One of my favorite feelings in the whole world is that moment I step
inside a hot shower after having been caught outside in cold, lashing
rain. The transformation from clothes-soaked-to-the-skin misery to
soothing warmth is unlike any other. I love the resultant goose bumps
and the way my whole body relaxes under the stream of warm water.
In that pure, simple moment all accumulated worries just wash away
with the rain.

The moment I met Cooper Lawson felt exactly like that hot shower
after a very long, cold storm.

The day hadn’t started out all sunshine and clear skies. It was a
little gray outside and there were definite clouds, but I still hadn’t been
prepared for the sudden deluge of rain that flooded from the heavens
as I was walking along the boardwalk in the seaside city of Hartwell.

My eyes darted for the closest available shelter and I dashed toward
it—a closed bar that had an awning. Soaked within seconds, blinded by
rain, and irritated by the icky feeling of my clothes sticking to my skin,
I wasn’t really paying much attention to anything else but getting to
the awning. That was why I ran smack into a hard, masculine body.

If the man’s arms hadn’t reached out to catch me I would have
bounced right onto my ass.

I pushed my soaked hair out of my eyes and looked up in apology at
the person I had so rudely collided with.

Warm blue eyes met mine. Blue, blue eyes. Like the Aegean Sea
that surrounded Santorini. I’d vacationed there a few years back and
the water there was the bluest I’d ever seen.

Once I was able to drag my gaze from the startling color of those
eyes, I took in the face they were set upon. Rugged, masculine.

My eyes drifted over his broad shoulders and my head tipped back
to take in his face because the guy was well over six feet tall. The hands
that were still on my biceps, steadying me, were big, long fingered, and
callused against my bare skin.



Despite the cold, I felt my body flush with the heat of awareness
and I stepped out of the stranger’s hold.

“Sorry,” I said, slicking my wet hair back, grinning apologetically.
“That rain came out of nowhere.”

He gave a brief nod as he pushed his wet dark hair back from his
forehead. The blue flannel shirt he wore over a white T-shirt was
soaked through, too, and I suddenly found myself staring at the way
the T-shirt clung to his torso.

There wasn’t an ounce of fat on him.
I thought I heard a chortle of laughter and my eyes flew to his face,

startled—and horrified at the thought of being caught ogling. There
was no smirk or smile on his lips, however, although there was
definitely amusement in those magnificent eyes of his. Without saying
a word he reached out for the door to the quaint building and pushed.
The door swung open and he stepped inside what was an empty and
decidedly closed bar.

Oh.
Okay for some, I thought, staring glumly out at the way the rain

pounded the boardwalk, turning the boards slick and slippery. I
wondered how long I’d be stuck there.

“You can wait out there if you want. Or not.”
The deep voice brought my head back around. The blue-eyed,

rugged, flannel guy was staring at me.
I peered past him at the empty bar, unsure if he was allowed to be

in there. “Are you sure it’s alright?”
He merely nodded, not giving me the explanation I sought for why

it was alright.
I stared back at the rain and then back into the dry bar.
Stay out here shivering in the rain or step inside an empty bar

with a strange man?
The stranger noted my indecision and somehow he managed to

laugh at me without moving his mouth.
It was the laughter-filled eyes that decided me.
I nodded and strode past him. Water dripped onto the hardwood

floors, but since there was already a puddle forming around the blue-
eyed, rugged, flannel guy’s feet I didn’t let it bother me too much.



His boots squeaked and squished on the floor as he passed me; the
momentary flare of heat from his body as he brushed by caused a
delicious shiver to ripple down my spine.

“Tea? Coffee? Hot cocoa?” he called out without looking back.
He was about to disappear through a door that had Staff Only

written on it, giving me little time to decide. “Hot cocoa,” I blurted out.
I took a seat at a nearby table, grimacing at the squish of my clothes

as I sat. I was definitely going to leave a butt-shaped puddle there
when I stood up.

The door behind me banged open again and I turned around to see
BRF (blue-eyed, rugged, flannel) Guy coming toward me with a white
towel in his hand. He handed it to me without a word.

“Thanks,” I said, bemused when he just nodded and headed back
through the Staff Only door. “A man of few words,” I murmured.

His monosyllabic nature was kind of refreshing, actually. I knew a
lot of men who loved the sound of their own voice.

I wrapped the towel around the ends of my blond hair and
squeezed the water out of it. Once I had wrung as much of the water
from my hair as I could, I swiped the towel over my cheeks, only to
gasp in horror at the black stains left on it.

Fumbling through my purse for my compact, I flushed with
embarrassment when I saw my reflection. I had scary black-smeared
eyes and mascara streaks down my cheeks.

No wonder BRF Guy had been laughing at me.
I used the towel to scrub off the mascara, then, completely

mortified, I slammed my compact shut. I now had no makeup on, I
was flushed red like a teenager, and my hair was flat and wet.

The bar guy wasn’t exactly my type. Still, he was definitely
attractive in his rough-around-the-edges way and, well, it was just
never nice to feel like a sloppy mess in front of a man with eyes that
piercing.

The door behind me banged open again and BRF Guy strode in
with two steaming mugs in his hands.

As soon as he put one into mine, goose bumps rose up my arm at
the delicious rush of heat against my chilled skin. “Thank you.”

He nodded and slipped into the seat across from me. I studied him



as he braced an ankle over his knee and sipped at his coffee. He was
casual, completely relaxed, despite the fact that his clothes were wet.
And like me he was wearing jeans. Wet denim felt nasty against bare
skin—a man-made chafe monster.

“Do you work here?” I said after a really long few minutes of silence
passed between us.

He didn’t seem bothered by the silence. In fact, he seemed
completely at ease in the company of a stranger.

He nodded.
“You’re a bartender here?”
“I own the place.”
I looked around at the bar. It was traditional décor with dark

walnut everywhere—the long bar, the tables and chairs, even the floor.
The lights of three large brass chandeliers broke up the darkness,
while wall-mounted green library lamps along the back wall gave the
booths there a cozy, almost romantic vibe. There was a small stage
near the front door and just across from the booths were three stairs
that led up onto a raised dais where two pool tables sat. Two huge flat-
screen televisions, one above the bar and one above the pool tables,
made me think it was part sports bar.

There was a large jukebox, beside the stage, that was currently
silent.

“Nice place.”
BRF Guy nodded.
“What’s the bar called?”
“Cooper’s.”
“Are you Cooper?”
His eyes smiled. “Are you a detective?”
“A doctor, actually.”
I was pretty sure I saw a flicker of interest. “Really?”
“Really.”
“Smart lady.”
“I’d hope so.” I grinned.
Laughter danced in his eyes as he raised his mug for another sip.
Weirdly, I found myself settling into a comfortable silence with

him. We sipped at our hot drinks as a lovely easiness fell between us. I



couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt that kind of calm
contentedness with anyone, let alone a stranger.

A little slice of peace.
Finally, as I came to the end of my cocoa, BRF Guy / possibly

Cooper spoke. “You’re not from Hartwell.”
“No, I’m not.”
“What brings you to Hart’s Boardwalk, Doc?”
I realized then how much I liked the sound of his voice. It was deep

with a little huskiness in it.
I thought about his question before responding. What had brought

me there was complicated.
“At the moment the rain brought me here,” I said coyly. “I’m kind

of glad it did.”
He put his mug down on the table and stared at me for a long beat.

I returned his perusal, my cheeks warming under the heat of his
regard. Suddenly he reached across the table, offering me his hand.
“Cooper Lawson.”

I smiled and placed my small hand in his. “Jessica Huntington.”
“Nice to meet you, Doc.”
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