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      Race tossed his cell phone onto his desk and sat back in his chair. He rubbed his hand over his mouth and wondered when he’d catch a break. He’d hoped that by steering his club into a direction that didn’t involve running guns for a Mexican cartel, all his problems would be solved. Somewhere in the back of his mind he’d known differently. The text he’d just read proved he’d been a fool to think much of anything would change.

      Chance, the president of the Black Horsemen MC and a support club to the Sons of Redemption, had reached out to tell him that a shipment, a legal shipment of their finest cannabis products had been ambushed by the Phantom Furies. They were a MC that had stepped up to fill the void when the Sons had gotten out of business with the cartel. Now, at the direction of the cartel, they were pushing into Redemption with hard core drugs and guns. It would seem they’d put the Black Horsemen on their list to try to fuck with, too.

      A knock at his door almost had him pretending he wasn’t there. He didn’t feel like dealing with anymore shit and he was more than ready to go home for a while. He hadn’t been home in a couple of days and as much as it pained him, he was going to have to break down and do some laundry.

      “Come in.” He leaned back in his chair and eyeballed the stack of mail accumulating on his desk and debated swiping off into the trash can next to it. There was also a report from Jackson regarding the books he kept on all the businesses the Sons were involved in as well as a report from Dillon, their resident plant geneticist, no doubt informing him of the success he’d been having with a new strain of marijuana. It was all a bunch of Greek to him and he didn’t understand half of what Dillon said, but he did appreciate the end results.

      Dagger stuck his head around the door. “You busy?”

      “Yeah, but come on in. Please. I need a distraction.”

      Dagger chuckled and took a seat in front of the desk. He leaned forward and dropped today’s mail on the already large pile.

      “Well, shit. Thanks, man. Nothing like kicking a man while he’s down.” Race rubbed a hand across his face.

      “Sorry.”

      “No you’re not.” Race could see the smile he was pretending to hide.

      “You’re right. I’m not.” He surveyed the surface of Race’s desk and shook his head. “Been telling you for a year now that you need to get someone in here to keep up with this shit.” Dagger leaned back to get comfortable and crossed an ankle over his knee.

      “What? Like a secretary?” Race picked up a stack of mail and started to absently shuffle through it.

      “Sure. Why not?”

      “Oh, I don’t know. Maybe because I don’t want any outsider having access to my office and getting into club business.”

      Shit. Most of the mail was business flyers and bullshit waste of paper. Advertisement from a car lot, coupons for different restaurants, a flyer from a funeral home. Geez. He chucked that one in the trash right away. He didn’t want to think about the need for a funeral plan.

      Hearing Dagger chuckling, Race’s gaze lifted to see a shit-eating grin on his VP’s face. He shook his head. The bastard was always fucking with him. He was lucky Race liked him so much or he might find himself laughing from his position of lying on the floor on his back.

      “We still on for the vote to patch in Chris and Darren?” Dagger wisely turned the conversation.

      “Yep,” he replied automatically. The two prospects had more than earned their place at their sides. It was past time that they were brought into the fold permanently. A small white envelope about the size of a birthday card fell out of the pile and into his lap. Setting the other mail aside, he picked it up, broke the seal and slipped a folded piece of paper out from the envelope. With his thumb, he flipped the paper open and frowned.

      “Tick tock.”

      “What the fuck is this?” He flipped the paper over, not finding a signature or any identifying marks on it. He picked up the envelope and checked for a return address. Nothing. The address of the Sons of Redemption MC clubhouse wasn’t even on it. Just his name. Race.

      “Whatcha got there?” Dagger dropped his leg to the floor and leaned forward, accepting the note and giving it a quick once over. “What the hell is this?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “Tick tock? What the hell is that supposed to mean?” Dagger scratched at his scruff and laid the note back on Race’s desk.

      “I have no idea. Probably just someone thinking they’re being cute and we won’t kick their ass for fucking with us.” Race shook his head and tossed it in his top drawer. From time to time the club received some lame ass attempt by someone trying to get noticed. Usually it didn’t come in the mail. This was a first.

      “What are you going to do?” Dagger jerked his chin toward his desk.

      “Nothing to do. It’s probably someone thinking it’s funny to poke the bear. Until something else happens or comes in the mail, I’m not going to worry about it.” He pushed his chair back from his desk and added, “For now, I’m going home. I have to do a load of laundry.”

      Dagger laughed. “Why don’t you wait until the weekend? Liza will do it.” He got to his feet as Race stood.

      “Because I won’t have any socks to wear before then. I’ve got my last clean pair on as it is. And another reason is I don’t want Liza taking care of me. When she comes over I want to spend time with her, not have her do my laundry and clean my house. She’s my daughter, not my maid.”

      “You could always bring it here and let one of the sweet butts do it for you.”

      “No. I have enough clothes here. I have to have something at my house, too.” Race waited for Dagger to step into the hall, then followed, closing and locking the door behind him. He needed to remember to text Jackson tonight to let him know he could go ahead and make out the paychecks.

      Dagger patted him on the back. “I’m heading out, too. The kids are all out of the house until later, so I’m going to go home and take advantage of an empty house. I just might fuck my wife on the kitchen counter just because I can.”

      Race laughed. “Well you better hurry up before one of the kids changes their mind and comes home early.”

      He waved goodbye at the gate, Dagger going in the opposite direction.

      Twenty minutes later and Race pulled his bike into the garage. The instant silence as he turned off his bike was almost as deafening as the sound of it bouncing off all the walls. He hung his helmet from a handlebar and entered through the kitchen. He didn’t immediately turn the light on, moving around by the light of a partial moon. He took off his cut and hung it on the back of a chair, then took a seat and removed his boots. He yanked his socks off and headed for the laundry room. He flipped the light on and curled his lip at the overflowing basket of dirty laundry he needed to wash.

      He poured some liquid laundry detergent in the washer, dropped his socks in, then dug through the basket pulling out everything white he could find. Before he started the washer, he went to his room and found another couple pairs of socks and a couple of white t-shirts on the bathroom floor. He went back and added it to the load to wash and started the washing machine.

      Before he could forget, he shot off a text to Jackson to go ahead and get paychecks ready.

      As he walked past his kitchen window, he noted lights on at Bellamy’s house. He grabbed a beer and went to the living room, taking up his position in his recliner. He left the lights off in the living room and picked up his binoculars. He focused on the kitchen window and spotted her as she turned the light off and reappeared in her living room. Fuck. Watching Bellamy move around her house was a lot more entertaining than watching T.V.

      He ran a hand over his face in frustration. The woman took up way more headspace than he cared to admit. Maybe he should just fuck her and get her out of his system. Then maybe his fascination with her would go away.

      “What are you wearing tonight, Bellamy?” he mumbled to himself in the dark. Sure he was being a perv spying on his hot neighbor, but he didn’t care. He couldn’t deny there was chemistry between them, but he refused to give in to it. He had no doubt that Bellamy was not a causal hook-up kind of woman. She was the kind that once you had her, you would never let her go.

      Unfortunately, he didn’t think someone like her would be the best old lady material, especially for a Sons of Redemption president. It didn’t matter that he admired the way she’d played him when she slipped her phone in his pocket so she and Calliope could track him to a safehouse. A house where the man who had abused Calliope so badly they’d all wondered if she’d survive was being held, waiting for Jackson to get his justice. Even more impressive was when the two women showed up and Calliope had gotten justice for herself. All that aside, it didn’t matter how impressed he’d been in that moment at how she’d had her girl’s back. The fact remained he wasn’t looking to get tied down.

      “Here we go.” Tonight, she was wearing pink flannel pajama bottoms and a short-sleeved white v-neck t-shirt. He bet her nipples were poking at the soft material. Yep. Just like he thought. Her nipples were hard little buds and he could barely make out their pink color through the shirt.

      One glance at Bellamy’s hard nipples and his dick was getting hard. Damn it. He needed to quit checking out his sexy neighbor because nothing good could ever come of it. Maybe he should evict her so that he didn’t have to be tempted on a daily basis? That idea held merit but would only work if Calliope didn’t bring her to club parties. Since Calliope was married to Jackson, a Sons of Redemption brother, the odds were not in his favor.

      The first time he’d laid eyes on her was at Redemption Days and he’d been intrigued. She was a friend of Calliope’s from back in Denver and after her business burned down, she’d moved here, temporarily staying with Calliope and Jackson. His brother had practically begged him to offer the rental property she now occupied, saying he wanted to be able to fuck his woman anytime he wanted. Race wasn’t sure if it was the best or worst idea he’d ever had when he let her move in.

      He focused in on what Bellamy was doing now. She was searching for something amongst her couch cushions. She stood up, smiled and did a happy dance, waving the television remote around. From what he’d been able to figure out, she lost the damn thing at least twice a week.

      Holy shit. There went her perfect tits jiggling. If she had any idea he spied on her in moments like this the woman would go nuts. He groaned and had to adjust the way he was sitting to allow more room for his growing erection. She stopped dancing and Race’s eyes went immediately to the hint of pink nipples under her t-shirt. He groaned and reached for the button of his jeans. He unfastened them, pulled the zipper down and allowed his dick to spring from its confines.

      “Fuck.” He dropped the binoculars to his side at the same time he dropped his head back on the recliner. Now he was good and worked up. He needed relief and his hand wasn’t going to cut it. He pulled his phone from his back pocket, searched for the name he was looking for and hit dial.

      “Hello, Race.” Charlotte’s breathy voice came over the line, like she’d been waiting for his call.

      Charlotte was a stripper working at Bottoms Up that he’d hooked up with off and on for several months. If memory served, she didn’t usually work on Wednesday nights which would allow him plenty of time to work out this pent-up sexual tension spying on Bellamy had caused.

      “My house. Thirty minutes.” He offered no greeting. None was necessary. Charlotte knew what his call meant. He wanted a quick hard fuck and that was it. No strings, no promises.

      “I’m on my way.”

      He hung up and willed his cock back down. He reached over and flipped the lamp on and then the television. He took a drink of his beer and surfed through the channels, stopping on the evening news.

      Twenty minutes later, a knock sounded at his front door. He got up to answer it, pleased with how quickly his entertainment for the night had gotten there. Swinging the door open, he found Charlotte standing in a lime green puffy coat with a matching beanie, wiggling side to side in the cold. He opened the door wider, allowing her to enter then closed and locked the door behind her.

      She kicked off her black insulated snow boots with white fur trim next to the door. She wore skin tight black leggings and a white sweater that left her tight tan stomach bare. She was five foot ten inches, had long blonde hair and dark brown eyes. She was long and slim with just enough curve to her hips to make it interesting. Her tits were fake and big; exactly what the Bottoms Up clientele loved to see. Her thin sweater pulled tight across her ample chest, showcasing her hard nipples. He smirked, knowing she wasn’t wearing a bra and he doubted she wore panties either.

      “I’ve only got a couple of hours before I need to be at work.” Charlotte leaned into Race, running a red painted nail down his chest.

      “I thought you were off on Wednesday nights.”

      “Usually I am, but Caroline called out sick and they needed someone to cover her shift.” Charlotte’s hand cupped his erection through his jeans, giving it a not so gentle squeeze.

      Smiling down at her, he said, “Then we better get to it.”
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      Bellamy finally found her television remote. She was the only one who lived in her house so she couldn’t figure out how it always managed to disappear. Nine times out of ten, it was stuck either between the couch cushions or under them. One time, it somehow managed to slip through the couch and ended up under it. She had absolutely no idea how that happened.

      She plopped down on the couch and flipped the T.V. on. She clicked through the channels until she found her favorite show. She sat at the edge of her couch eating reheated leftover chicken alfredo she’d made last night for dinner. It wasn’t as easy to cook for one as most people would think. No matter what she cooked, she ended up with lots of leftovers.

      She took a drink of her wine then reached for her phone. She dialed Calliope’s number, wanting to check in on her. She was pregnant with her first child and Bellamy hadn’t been around as much as she would have liked. She’d been really busy at her store, Bling Boutique, due to the holidays. Now it was January and things had slowed down enough for her to actually be home at a decent time and eat dinner.

      “Hello?” Calliope’s voice sounded in her ear.

      “Hey, girl! How’s the pregnancy going?” Bellamy took another bite of her pasta and turned down the volume on her television.

      “It’s going great! I’ve missed you.”

      “I know. I’ve missed you a lot, too. I’m so sorry my shop has kept me so busy that I haven’t been around that much, but now that things have slowed down, we need to make time to get together. I want to see how much that baby bump has grown.”

      Calliope laughed. “Well, it’s coming right along. I found out last week that we’re having a girl.”

      “Oh, I’m such a horrible friend! I can’t believe you’ve known for a week that you’re having a girl and I’m just now finding out.” Bellamy felt like a complete loser. Calliope was her best friend and she’d gotten way behind on things going on in her friend’s life. Truthfully, Calliope was more of a little sister than a friend which made Bellamy feel even more guilty.

      “No! You’re not a bad friend. You are actually the first person we’ve told the sex of the baby to. We wanted to give ourselves time for it to sink in before we started sharing it with everyone else.”

      Slightly mollified, Bellamy let it slide for now. She made a mental note to get together for lunch or something soon. Now that she’d hired a full-time employee and a couple of part-time employees, she could take the time to do little things like taking off to spend time with her best friend.

      “Have you come up with any baby names?” Bellamy took a drink of wine and scooped up another bite of pasta.

      “Uhh. Yes. He suggested Jasmine.”

      “What is wrong with Jasmine?” Jackson could be heard asking in the background. Bellamy could tell by his tone he was teasing her. Picking a baby name had become a game between the two soon-to-be parents. Now that they had gotten the official news it was going to be a girl, things would surely get interesting on that front.

      “It’s one of the most popular stripper names out there and my baby girl is not going to live with that kind of shadow.” Calliope had nothing against strippers or the name Jasmine. She was just being contrary because Jackson was trying to get her riled up. “He also suggested Eleanor which is too old and Liberty which is just no.”

      Bellamy laughed. She could hardly wait to hear what kind of outlandish names Jackson came up with in his effort to mess with his wife. She finished off her dinner and went to pour herself another glass of wine. She had her phone pinned between her head and her shoulder, tugging on the cork.

      A noise from outside caught her attention. Was that moaning? Was someone hurt? She squinted her eyes and leaned toward the window to get a better look. The glare on the window from the light didn’t allow her to see much, acting more like a mirror. She flipped the light over the sink off and tried to look again. “What the hell is that noise?” she mumbled absently. It sounded like a man moaning.

      “What? What noise?” Calliope asked.

      “I’m not sure. It’s coming from outside. Hang on.” She thought she saw someone on Race’s back deck but wasn’t sure. Was it Race? Had he fallen? Should she go check on him?

      All of a sudden Bellamy was able to see clearly where the noise was coming from and who was making it. Lights in Race’s hot tub illuminated the area giving her quite the view. “Holy shit,” she whispered.

      “What? What is it?” Calliope whispered back.

      “It’s Race. He’s in his hot tub and he’s not alone and they’re both naked. Fucking.” Bellamy didn’t know whether to be scandalized or turned on. Definitely jealous considering the size of Race’s penis and how he was using it.

      “You can see Race and another woman in his hot tub fucking?” Calliope squealed. “How big is he?”

      “Woman, you do not need to know the size of Race’s dick!” Jackson shouted in the background.

      “Well, they’re not fucking fucking. She’s giving him a blowjob. And let’s just say that even at this distance I can see the man has an impressive dick.” She took a drink of wine, her eyes never leaving the scene playing out in front of her.

      “Woohoo!” Calliope cheered, which, of course, earned a response from Jackson.

      “If you don’t change the subject right now, I’m going to fuck you on the floor so you remember you’ve got more than you can handle right here,” Jackson told her.

      The blonde bimbo with the fake boobs was kneeling in the water sucking him off as he sat on the edge. He had one hand fisted in her hair and was pushing her head up and down on his cock. “How the hell did she do that?”

      “Do what? Do what?” Calliope wanted to know.

      “She got the whole thing down her throat,” Bellamy replied in disbelief.

      “Wow. Race is definitely getting lucky.”

      “Calliope,” Jackson warned.

      “You better stop teasing him before he strokes out,” Bellamy laughed.

      Calliope laughed along with her. “Jackson knows I’m just messing with him. Don’t you, honey?”

      “I know, baby. I’m not worried. Every time I take your ass you tell me you can’t take anymore.”

      “Oh my God! Shut up! I’m on the phone!”

      Bellamy almost choked on her wine listening to the two of them go back and forth. “Calliope, should I let you go?”

      “No. I’m good. You still watching Race have sex?”

      “Yeah. Why not? If he’s going to do it out in the open, he should expect someone to watch.”

      Race pulled the blonde off his dick, helped her to her feet and bent her over so that her hands rested on the side of the hot tub so he could fuck her from behind. “Yeah, those boobs are fake.”

      “Maybe I should be the one to let you go. That way you can watch Race fuck uninterrupted,” Calliope teased.

      “Tell her she could go over there and join them if she wanted. Race wouldn’t mind,” Jackson blurted in the background.

      “Oh my God. I’m hanging up now.” Bellamy’s face heated in embarrassment. “I am not going over there and joining in.”

      Calliope was laughing. “He’s teasing.”

      “No, I’m not.”

      “Goodbye, Calliope. I’ll talk to you later.” Bellamy chuckled and hung up before Jackson could say anything more outrageous.

      As she watched, Race pounded into the other woman. She was a noisy thing. She kept begging for more and harder and make her come, which she finally did when he reached around the front with his hand between her legs. Then she screamed like a banshee. Race finished up moments after the blonde. He pulled her up so that he could help her out of the hot tub. The lights went out and they apparently went back into his house.

      Thank God that was over. She didn’t know whether to be pissed off at him for putting on the show or jealous of the woman for being the one he’d given the orgasm to. She shook her head and went back to the living room. What was wrong with her? If Race knew she’d watched him having sex with that woman, he’d never let Bellamy hear the end of it.

      Her cell phone dinged with an incoming message. It was from Race. Did watching me fuck another woman get you off?

      Oh my God! He’d seen her watching them? She was mortified. How would she ever face the man again?
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        * * *

      

      Race locked the door after Charlotte left. He’d thought a round with her would have worn him out and taken care of his hunger after spying on Bellamy. To think he’d been debating on whether or not he should feel bad for spying on Bellamy and low and behold, she’d been spying on him fucking Charlotte. Who’d have guessed his neighbor was a voyeur?

      He’d been getting sucked off by Charlotte while he watched Bellamy’s house, pretending it was Bellamy on her knees giving him head. He’d damn near come prematurely when her kitchen light came on and he’d seen her staring out her window toward his back deck. The fact that he and Charlotte hadn’t been the least bit quiet was probably what drew her to her window.

      Feeling the need to rattle her cage, he’d flipped the lights in the hot tub on, fully expecting her to tuck tail and run. To his utter amazement, she’d stuck around to the very end.

      He locked up after Charlotte left and picked up his phone, resuming his seat in front of the T.V. He had a message from Jackson. Your neighbor is enjoying the show you’re putting on.

      Before he could think better of it, he shot off a text to Bellamy. Did watching me fuck another woman get you off?

      About two seconds after he hit SEND he’d wondered what the hell he’d been thinking. He should be continuing to keep his distance, not waving a red flag in her face. The last thing he needed to do was engage in further encounters between the two of them.

      Standing next to his bed, he shucked his jeans off and slid in under the covers. He stared at his phone for a full minute wondering whether or not she would respond. When she didn’t he smiled to himself and plugged it up. He bet she was blushing as red as a tomato. He chuckled to himself, shut off his light and tried to go to sleep.

      He sighed heavily. All the hard work Charlotte put in to easing Race’s tension was completely undone with the knowledge that Bellamy had been spying on him. Fuck. His dick was rock hard again and he was too damn tired to take care of it.

      Somehow, someway, he had to find a way to get over this obsession he had with Bellamy.
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      Race was sitting on the end of the bed pulling his boots on when he heard a knock at the front door. He frowned as he snatched the black Henley off the bed and slipped it over his head. He made his way down the hall, toward the living room, wondering who it could be.

      Checking the peephole, he saw his kids and hurried to unlock the door. He pulled it open, a huge smile on his face. “Come here and give your old man a hug.” He stepped out onto the porch and pulled his youngest girl, Shannon, in for a big hug and kiss. He couldn’t believe his baby girl was nine years old already. She squealed as he squeezed her tight and left kisses all over her cheek.

      “Can’t breathe, Dad.” She pretended to wheeze at the same time returning his hug.

      He released her and allowed her to enter the house, then tugged his middle child, Liza, in for a hug and kiss. “How’s my girl doing?”

      Liza, short for Elizabeth, was fourteen and a freshman in high school. Smiling, she returned his hug and kissed his cheek in greeting. “Good. No homework this weekend.” He let her go so she could follow her sister inside.

      Not the least bit embarrassed, Derrick stepped into his dad and gave him a hug and slap on the back. “We brought doughnuts. Hope you have milk.” His son was sixteen and newly licensed to drive.

      “You’re in luck. Just stocked up.” He patted Derrick on the back and followed him through the door, closing it behind him. They didn’t stop until they were all in the kitchen. The girls were already pouring glasses of milk for themselves and Derrick. Shannon had paper plates already on the table as she waited patiently for her brother to bring in breakfast.

      Race went to the counter and started his coffee. While he waited, he leaned against the counter, his arms crossed over his chest and his legs at the ankles, watching his kids sort themselves out as they took their seats. Derrick looked so much like Race had at his age, it was sometimes hard to tell their pictures apart. They both had black hair and denim blue eyes. His son was already six feet tall and no signs of slowing down. Although he ate like a horse, he was still on the slim side. Race wasn’t worried because he’d been the same way at his age. He didn’t start putting on weight and muscle until his senior year.

      Derrick played football and baseball just like Race did in high school. Race had been good, but Derrick was better, especially at baseball. If he continued to play as well as he’d been doing all through high school, he saw no reason the boy wouldn’t get a scholarship. His son hadn’t talked much about what he planned to do after high school, claiming he wasn’t sure college was what he wanted to do. Race had mentioned maybe attending a trade school of some kind could be an option. Although he would love to see his son prospect for the Sons of Redemption, it was ultimately Derrick’s decision. No matter what he decided to do with his life, Race would always have his back.

      Shannon also had the black hair, blue eyes and slim build. Right now, she was daddy’s little girl and he loved it. He wished it could always be that way, but knew from his experience with her older sister that things would start to change once she hit her teens. He wasn’t in a hurry to see yet another daughter mature into a beautiful young woman with boys chasing after her.

      Liza had taken after her mother. She had her long blonde, sun-streaked hair, but where his ex’s was paid for, Liza’s was all natural from being outside so much. She also had her mother’s light brown eyes and was athletically built with an average size booty and chest. She played volleyball and was a straight-A student. Since she’d started high school this year, he’d tasked Derrick with keeping an eye on her. He wanted to know if any of those young bucks set their sights on his Liza.

      So, yeah, he was proud of his children and loved them like crazy.

      His coffee finally finished brewing, he poured a cup and joined his kids at the table. He piled two glazed doughnuts on his plate and dug in while listening to them talk about everything under the sun. No matter what he was doing, he always made time for his kids. He might not be living with them every day, but nothing would stop him from being there if they needed him.

      The official decision made by the court was every other weekend and every Wednesday. Seemed like the standard visitation rules for most guys finding themselves in a divorce with children involved. It didn’t matter, though. He and Eve got along better now than when they were married. The kids, especially as they’d gotten older, could come for a visit anytime they wanted.

      “So how did you all end up on my doorstep so early on a Saturday morning? Not that I’m complaining.” It wasn’t his weekend but today looked like it was going to be one of those spur of the moment visits. He didn’t care. He loved seeing his kids anytime he could. As they got older and were able to drive themselves, he hoped to see them more often. Eventually, they’d lead their own lives and he’d see them less and less.

      “Mom and Alex are having breakfast at the country club with his parents.” Derrick volunteered the information.

      Race was aware that although his kids liked their stepdad, Alex, they did not like his parents. They were, as his kids put it, hoity toity. They were richy rich and never failed to let people know it. His kids being his kids let it all roll off their backs. If their mother’s in-laws wanted to puff out their chests and strut around like peacocks, they didn’t care. What they did care about was when they started talking shit about Race and the Sons of Redemption. They were proud of their old man and wouldn’t allow anyone to talk trash about him.

      “It’s Ruth’s birthday,” Shannon added.

      “Ah.” Race tipped his chin up in understanding.

      “So what’s new with you, Pops?” Liza asked as she bit into a chocolate-covered custard-filled doughnut. Her favorite.

      “Not much.” Race took a drink of his coffee. “How about you? Any more boys trying to get your attention?” While he waited to hear what she had to say, his focus turned to Derrick knowing his son would tell him the truth. Liza frowned at her brother, aware he was about to rat her out.

      “Yeah, there’s a junior from the football team that’s been talking her up. He thinks since his dad owns a bank, he’s the shit and can have any girl he wants.” Derrick got up and refilled his glass of milk, pilfering a jelly-filled doughnut from the box while he was at it.

      Shannon snickered at Liza for giving Derrick squinty eyes.

      “Is that right?” Race’s attention returned to his too-damn-pretty-for-her-own-good daughter.

      “He just talks to me in Chemistry,” Liza explained. “I’m sure he thinks if he’s nice to me I’ll help him with is homework.”

      “Do you?” Race asked.

      “No. He can con someone else or do it himself. I have enough to keep up with without making sure he’s passing Chemistry.”

      Race liked the sound of that. He was proud that his daughter could see through this guy’s bullshit. “Why is a junior taking a freshman Chemistry class?”

      “I heard he kept putting it off and now he has to take it or risk not graduating next year,” Liza offered.

      Derrick snorted, totally agreeing with her. “Yeah. I heard that the coaches and teachers make allowances for him so he can play ball. That, and his dad gives lots of money to the Booster Club to make improvements to the football field and stuff.”

      “Dad, you don’t have to worry. I have no interest in the guy. He’s not as cute as he thinks he is and Derrick always manages to appear out of thin air whenever Clay comes around.” Liza finished her milk, got up to throw her paper plate into the trash and put her glass in the dishwasher.

      “That’s good. Glad your brother is looking out for you. Saves me from having to pay a visit to school.” Race got up to dispose of his trash and refilled his coffee mug.

      “Oh my God! You wouldn’t!” Liza’s eyes were huge at the prospect of her dad showing up at school and embarrassing her.

      “If I feel it’s necessary, you bet your ass I’d come to school.”

      “Dad,” she whined.

      “Keep the dickheads away from you and it won’t be an issue.” He leaned down and kissed the top of her head. “Learn from your sister’s mistakes, Shannon.” His baby girl rolled her eyes and laughed at him.

      Liza put the lid back on the box of uneaten doughnuts and placed them on the counter. She was always the mother hen when they were at his house. She looked out for the others and if he’d let her, she’d be all over taking care of him, too.

      Race followed the other two into the living room, watching as they came to a stop at the window with the view of Bellamy’s house. The same window he watched her through as he sat in his comfortable chair, in the dark, sometimes with binoculars. No. That didn’t sound creepy at all, now, did it? Seeing as it was Saturday morning, he was surprised he hadn’t heard Bellamy leave for work by now.

      Heading for his favorite chair—maybe he should call it his spying on Bellamy chair or his perv chair—he noticed Shannon staring out the front window, her focus on something outside. “Whatcha looking at, baby doll?” Coming up behind her, he pushed the curtain a little farther aside and discovered what had drawn her attention.

      Bellamy was outside trying to shovel the snow at the end of her driveway. It appeared sometime during the night the county road crew had been through plowing and ended up creating a two-foot barricade that her car wouldn’t be able to get through at the end of her driveway. He knew she drove a Hyundai Palisade and it had front-wheel drive, but it also had low clearance. No way she’d get over that.

      As he watched, he saw her load her shovel then toss it over her shoulder. She would load it pretty full, struggle under the weight, dump half off so she could toss it, then do it all over again. At the rate she was going, it was going to take forever and she’d be late opening her store.

      “Derrick. Get the snow shovel out of the garage while I grab my coat. We’re going to help the neighbor clear her driveway before she kills herself.” His son moved in next to him, assessed the situation and was off to the garage.

      Race set his mug of coffee on the side table next to his chair and quickly pulled his coat on. He was just grabbing his sunglasses by the time Derrick came back with the shovel.

      “Come on. Let’s go finish it for her so she can get to work.” Race led the way across the yard, making a mental note he’d have to clear the end of his driveway as well.

      He’d cleared his porch and sidewalk of snow yesterday and seeing Bellamy’s porch and sidewalk now, he thought maybe he should have shoveled hers, too. He tried to stay on top of clearing her driveway after each snow, telling himself he’d do it for any single woman living next door to him. Plus, he rationalized, he was her landlord and it was the responsible thing to do.

      She went to work early and didn’t get home until after dark. He doubted she had the time to do it herself. And she shouldn’t have to. He didn’t know why it never crossed his mind to shovel her porch and sidewalk before now. He supposed it was because she pulled into the garage every night and entered the house through there and he hadn’t given it a second thought. Maybe after they finished with her drive, he and Derrick could knock the porch and sidewalk out really quickly.

      Bellamy had her back toward him as he tapped her on the shoulder. She squealed, jumped and tossed the shovel full of snow over her shoulder, hitting him in the face and chest. Before she realized what she’d done, she’d spun around, her shovel whacking him in the chest and knocking him backward into the snowbank. Derrick immediately lost it. He doubled over laughing his ass off. His son thought it was hilarious and he’d give him that because if it had happened to Derrick, he’d be laughing, too.

      “Oh my God, Race! I’m so sorry! I didn’t know you were behind me.” She pulled ear pods out of her ears and dropped them in her coat pocket. It would seem she hadn’t heard him approaching and he’d scared the shit out of her. He hated those fucking things everyone was shoving in their ears these days. He never knew if people were ignoring him or if they had those pods in their ears. Drove him nuts.

      He motioned for Derrick to help him to his feet before the snow completely soaked through his jeans. He had half a mind to pull the little shit down next to him. Once he found his footing again, he spit the snow out of his mouth, removed his sunglasses and wiped them on the shirt underneath his coat.

      “It’s okay. We’re all good. I didn’t mean to scare you and I didn’t realize you couldn’t hear me coming up behind you with those,” he motioned toward her, “things in your ears.” They’d been completely hidden under her hair and knit cap.

      Bellamy’s gloved hand covered her mouth, trying to hide her smile. She wore a navy coat, white gloves, a white knit cap and a white scarf. Her cheeks were already pink from being outside in the cold and she was fucking adorable as she fought not to laugh outright in his face. “I’m so sorry. Did you need something?”

      He shoved his gloved hands in his pockets. “Don’t you have to be at work this morning?”

      “Yes. That’s why I’m trying to move the snow. So I can get my car out.” She was still struggling with not laughing as she rolled her lips inward.

      “Just laugh and get it over with, babe.” She was too damn cute.

      Like a dam breaking, the prettiest laugh he’d ever heard broke free. It was light and carefree. Like a spring morning with a clear blue sky. It drew you in, urging you to come explore. It hit him in the balls so hard, he had to drop his hands to cover the fact his dick was getting hard.

      “Feel better?” he teased.

      “Yes. Sorry. I shouldn’t have laughed at you getting snow thrown in your face. Especially since it was my fault.”

      He hitched a thumb toward his son and introduced him. “This is my son, Derrick. Derrick, this is Bellamy.”

      “Nice to meet you, Derrick.” She extended her gloved hand in greeting.

      “Same.” He leaned forward and shook her hand in return. “Nice job hitting Dad.”

      One of Race’s brows went up as he smirked. “That’s right, chuckles, keep laughing it up.” Turning back to Bellamy, he tipped his head toward his house. “The two in the window laughing like loons are Liza and Shannon. Liza is the blonde and the older one.”

      “They’re very pretty.” Bellamy raised her hand and waved to the girls. His girls waved back, huge smiles on their faces.

      A strand of her hair blew across her face, distracting the shit out of Race. He wanted to reach out and wrap it around his finger, pull her in close and kiss her full, plump lips. Those lips had been haunting him ever since he’d met the woman. They were damn near an obsession some days. It didn’t help that Calliope brought her to club parties either. It made her a constant temptation he was finding it harder and harder to stay away from.

      “Anyway,” he cleared his throat, “now that you have that out of your system, Derrick and I,” he motioned to his son standing next to him, “were coming over to shovel this for you so you can get to work.”

      “I couldn’t impose on you to do that.”

      “You’re not imposing. I’m offering for Derrick and I to do it.” He reached over and took her shovel from her before she could think to argue further. “Go.” He waved toward the house. “Get dressed for work. By the time you get ready, we’ll have this done.”

      “Are you sure?” she hesitated.

      “Yes. The sooner you get going, the sooner we can get this knocked out.” Thank God, she finally gave in. He really wanted to get it done. He’d wait until she left for work before they moved on to her porch and sidewalk. He didn’t want to risk a long, drawn out argument that was going to end with him and Derrick doing it anyway.

      With his son’s help, they were able to get it finished as her garage door was going up. She stood next to her car, waving at them. “Thank you!”

      Race gave a chin lift and a quick wave then followed Derrick back to the house. He propped Bellamy’s shovel next to his on the front porch until he came back out to get the sidewalk and porch. Right now he wanted a hot cup of coffee.

      “Oh my God, Dad! That was the funniest thing I’ve ever seen!” Liza started in as soon as he entered the house.

      “Yeah. Yeah. I bet it was.” He closed the door and removed his coat. He patted his butt and determined his jeans weren’t as wet as he thought.

      “Did you see the way she slung the snow in his face then turned around and knocked him into the snow with the shovel?” she was asking Shannon.

      “Yes. It was hilarious!” his little one agreed. Traitor.

      “Oh, I wish I could have gotten that recorded. I could’ve used it as blackmail down the road,” Liza added the last part almost to herself, but he’d heard her. He frowned, thinking he was going to have to keep any eye on her. He didn’t realize she had such a devious streak in her.

      He went to reheat his coffee in the microwave and pilfered another doughnut while he was at it. Returning to the living room, he found his girls standing at the window facing Bellamy’s house. Derrick was in his chair. Turd. “What are you two doing?”

      “Using these binoculars we found next to your chair and looking in Bellamy’s windows,” Shannon explained.

      “What?” he croaked, almost choking on his hot coffee.

      “Yeah. Did you know you can see right inside her house? Like, I can see what kind of cereal she likes to eat,” Liza informed him. “Raisin Bran, in case you were wondering.” She turned to exchange a look with her brother that definitely made Race uncomfortable. Did they suspect he was a Peeping Tom?

      “And did you also know that you can see into her living room? I bet you could watch her television from right here in your chair if you really wanted to. I mean, if you were into that whole spying on your sexy neighbor thing.” Derrick smiled wide. Yeah. He knew. Little fucker.

      “Out of my seat.” He waved his son to vacate his recliner. He set his mug on the side table and got comfortable.

      “Well?” his son pushed.

      “I imagine I could watch her television if I was of a mind to, but I don’t.” No. He enjoyed watching Bellamy walk around her house in a towel or in a matching bra and panty set. She had a purple lace set that made him sweat whenever he saw her in it.

      “I didn’t ask if you did,” Derrick pointed out as he took a seat on the couch, wisely sitting at the far end. “I asked if you could.”

      “Oh my gosh, Dad. Are you spying on the pretty lady next door?” Liza teased, her eyes round in mock surprise.

      Giving her the don’t push it look, he thought she’d drop it. She did for all of five seconds. “Do you have a crush on the lady next door?”

      “Liza,” he warned.

      “You should see her up close, Liza. She’s hot. She’s got this pretty light brown hair, with streaks of blonde all through it and her eyes are this cool brownish-yellow color. And by the way, Dad was checking out her ass, she’s got a really nice one.”

      Race turned to Derrick, frowning. “How do you know I was checking out her ass? I was wearing sunglasses.”

      Derrick laughed like he was silly. “You might have been wearing sunglasses, but you were totally focused on her ass as she was bending to scoop up more snow.”

      “Whatever.” Race picked up the remote and turned on the television. Yes, he’d been checking out Bellamy’s ass. She had a great ass and he was particularly fond of her form-fitting long skirts with the slit up the back. When she wore high heels with them, her ass was phenomenal.

      “So, do you use these binoculars to look inside her house?” Shannon asked innocently from the window.

      “Wow.” Race’s hand covered his heart as though wounded. “You, too, baby girl?” Shannon snickered, thinking he was funny.

      Just when he thought they’d all drop it, Liza and Derrick shared a look between them that did not bode well for him. It actually kind of made his balls shrink up. He had to put a stop to this before it got out of hand. “Enough, you two. I am not spying on my neighbor.” He was surprised lightning hadn’t struck him at the outright lie.

      “Yeah, Dad. Whatever you say.” Derrick’s smile was knowing, but he at least had enough good sense to drop it for now. Thank God.

      His son had been dead on when he described Bellamy’s eyes and hair and of course, her ass. But he didn’t say anything about her full, strawberry pink lips. He often wondered if that was their true color or if it was some kind of lipstick she used. He also wanted to know if they tasted like the strawberries they reminded him of. The problem was that if he ever got a taste of her sweet mouth, he was afraid he’d become addicted. Telling himself all he had to do was avoid her, he was convinced his obsession with Bellamy would fade.
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      Bellamy made it to work with just enough time to unlock the door and flip the sign to OPEN. If it hadn’t been for Race and his son shoveling the snow at the end of her driveway, she would have been a lot later. She needed to return the favor and do something nice for them. Maybe she could bake them some cookies or brownies or maybe a cake?

      It hadn’t escaped her notice that Race always had her driveway shoveled after each snow. He’d done it a couple of times and then men from the club started showing up to take care of it. When she asked him about it, he grunted and said he was her landlord, so it was his responsibility. She’d told him that she felt bad that the men were being taken away from their MC duties only to have him explain that the men were prospects and their duties were whatever he said they were.

      Whether it was Race’s responsibility or not, she was grateful. She didn’t think she had the strength or stamina to get it done. With that thought in mind, maybe she should fix dinner one night as a big thank you. Maybe she could do it on a night he had his kids so there wouldn’t be any awkward silences between them.

      She stowed her coat and purse in her office, then checked to see how much of a mess her hair was after wearing her knit cap. Not too bad. At least no static this morning. She filled her Keurig with water, popped a pod and lined up her mug. She hit the button and waited the handful of seconds it took to brew before it was finished. She added a little creamer and a teaspoon of sugar and she was set.

      She was working by herself this morning, her full-time employee, Cathy, needing the day off. One of her part-time employees would be in later this afternoon when she got done with her college classes.

      Moving to Redemption after her store had been taken out by a fire had been a gamble. In Denver she had an established customer base and a growing reputation that had made Bling Boutique the place to shop for unique women’s clothes and accessories. She’d been afraid of uprooting her business, but honestly, there was nothing keeping her in Denver now that her grandmother was traveling and Calliope had found her happily ever after with Jackson here.

      She’d been surprised at how well her store was doing. She owed it all to the citizens of Redemption welcoming her with open arms. They’d immediately loved the handmade, unique and sometimes one of a kind merchandise she offered. Even more surprising was seeing some of her Denver customers making the trip to Redemption to visit her store. Other customers who couldn’t make the trek had been asking if she would ever have an online store. She’d put some thought into it, but hadn’t gotten very far with it.

      She set her mug on the glass counter near the register, found a box cutter and opened a box of new merchandise she hadn’t had time to unpack yesterday. Reaching into the box, she pulled out a pair of stunning earrings. She was pleased to see they were even more beautiful in person than in the pictures she’d been sent. They were silver and turquoise. There was a larger circle in hammered silver with a smaller circle of turquoise in the center. Dangling off the bottom were small, round pieces of turquoise. Next, she pulled out a hammered silver cuff and a matching ring. Oh, she really liked these.

      Being the owner, it was sometimes tempting not to keep everything for herself. Needing to make a profit to pay her bills was the only thing keeping her from doing that. Sure, her brother would be more than happy to support her, but she just wasn’t built like that. She wanted to make her own money and make her own way.

      As she pulled items out of the box, she entered them into the store inventory and gave them each price tags. She absently replayed how she’d covered Race in snow and knocked him on his ass this morning. She’d felt bad, but it was pee in your pants funny, too. Race surprised her by not getting angry. Instead he found the humor in the situation, going so far as to tell her to laugh and get it out of her system. So she did and his smile had been breathtaking. Like, cause her breath to catch in her chest and feel her panties get wet amazing.

      In that moment he almost seemed human, approachable, not the complete jerk she’d known him to be. Especially when he introduced her to his son and pointed out his daughters standing at the window. They’d been so cute, smiling and waving their direction. She’d lived next door to him for a few months now and this was the first time she’d had an opportunity to meet them. She’d seen them at his house a lot and had to admit she liked the way he wasn’t too macho to show his kids affection. Like today, she’d been stepping outside when the kids arrived and had gotten to see the joy that lit up Race’s face at having his children at his house. It wasn’t the first time she’d witnessed it and it never got old seeing how much he loved them. And it was obvious how much they adored him.

      From her experiences with Race, the man could be semi-pleasant like today or a complete dick for what felt like to her ninety percent of the time. She didn’t know what she’d done to deserve his bad attitude and she didn’t care. She couldn’t say he was outright mean to her. It was more like cold and indifferent whenever she was around. Especially when Calliope dragged her along to club parties. He ignored her so completely, she felt like she was invisible.

      Growling, she shook her head, trying to clear all thoughts of Race. Instead, her thoughts went back to his son, Derrick. And in doing so, she couldn’t help but compare him to his father. Uh. There she was thinking about him again. Derrick was as tall as his dad, had the same black hair and dark blue eyes and they smiled the same. Heck, they even stood the same while standing side by side. She could already see it now. The boy was going to be a heartbreaker. From what little she’d seen of his girls, the older one was absolutely beautiful and the younger one was already showing signs of following in her sister’s footsteps.

      Finished with her task, she moved around the store, placing the new merchandise until the sound of motorcycle pipes coming down the street had her glancing out the window. She spotted a couple of the Sons of Redemption on their bikes despite the cold temperatures. She’d learned that if the roads were clear, it didn’t matter the temperature, those men were always on their bikes. She moved to the front window and watched as four Sons backed their bikes into parking spots in front of the building three doors down from hers. Calliope had told her that the club had been thinking about opening a tattoo shop in the space.

      “Oh, shoot.” Seeing Race’s club brothers reminded her that she’d forgotten to mention to him this morning that she thought her hot water heater was going out and her refrigerator was on the fritz. Before she could forget again, she grabbed up her phone and shot him a text. She didn’t expect him to deal with it while he had his children, but maybe Monday would be nice. Her showers were getting colder and shorter.

      Before she could set her phone aside, it dinged, indicating she had a text. She swiped the message. It was from her brother. How are things in Redemption?

      Great. Never better. Things with Bling Boutique were going great. It was things in her private life that left a lot to be desired. Hell, the closest she’d gotten to seeing any action in the last six months was seeing Race get lucky in his hot tub.

      Glad to hear it. I’ll be by sometime in the next week.

      Okay. See you then. Be safe. Love you.

      Love you, too, Bell.

      She smiled and set her phone aside. She loved her brother Isaac terribly, but due to his line of work, he tended to be a worry wart. He always took extra precautions when it came to contacting her or visiting her. That’s why he always called from a burner phone and only visited her at night.

      She realized that to most everyone he was thought of as an unforgiving crime lord. To her he was a loving older brother who sometimes tended to be a little overbearing. For example, he’d never liked her ex-husband, Dallas. He’d warned her that he was trouble, but she’d refused to believe him. He’d pushed for her to get a prenup, which she refused, and all but begged her not to marry him.

      Needless to say, she’d found out the hard way that her brother was right. Within two years of marrying Dallas, he’d figured out that her business was making money and he quit his job. The sad thing was she didn’t realize that he’d quit his job for at least nine months after the fact. She was so busy making her new business a success, she hadn’t noticed he was living off her. Since he did the bills at home, she didn’t realize he was no longer contributing financially. It took Isaac pointing it out for her to know what was going on. She still wasn’t sure how he’d figured it out. Oh, and he’d discovered that Dallas liked to gamble. Yeah. Nice.

      Instead of telling her “I told you so,” he’d offered to pay for a lawyer to rid herself of, as he liked to put it, “the dead weight.” When Dallas decided to drag his feet and tried to get alimony out of her, Isaac had stepped in and taken care of things. To this day she didn’t know exactly what he’d done to speed the divorce along and she didn’t ask any questions. She was through with Dallas and that’s all that mattered.

      Isaac had also stepped in when her original store in Denver had burned down. He’d wanted to know what happened and when she refused to tell him that some crazy man hellbent on finding her best friend Calliope had burned it to the ground, he’d gone behind her back and gotten the information. He’d insisted on taking care of everything, but she’d refused. And before he could get all riled up and go after the man responsible, she’d told him not to bother, Calliope and the Sons of Redemption MC had taken care of it. She didn’t know for sure, but she would guess that he’d contacted Race to confirm that the man in question had been dealt with and that there would be no blowback on her or Calliope.

      Throughout the morning she had several customers enter her store, some needing help, some not. Keeping busy made it easier to keep her mind off her cranky but sexy neighbor. She was half convinced that if she could get him drunk and have sex with him, she could get over this stupid infatuation she had for the man. Then again, it could be the biggest mistake of her life.
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      It had been over two weeks since Bellamy started sending her texts to Race. She just sent him another one telling him about the hot water heater and fridge, this time adding, “Since you have not responded to any of my previous messages I am left to assume that I am going to have to come by the clubhouse in order to speak with you. I’ll be by after five today.” She had half a mind to tell him she was going to show up on his doorstep at 6 a.m. tomorrow morning to use his shower and every subsequent morning after that until he fixed her hot water heater.

      What really annoyed her was that she’d had to stoop to spying on him, constantly being on the lookout to catch him at home so she could go next door and hash it out. So far she’d been unsuccessful given her window of opportunity began after she got off work. The one time she thought she might catch him, his kids showed up and she didn’t want to go all crazy bitch in front of them. She didn’t mind if Race saw that side of her but she’d prefer his kids didn’t think she was some crazy lady that lived next door to their dad. And at this point she feared nothing short of crazy bitch would get his attention.

      She’d come home last night completely exhausted from having to field phone calls from her ex, Dallas. The man never called unless he was on a losing streak and owed someone money. Then he would hound her, begging for her to lend him some money. She’d never lent him any money since the divorce, so why he thought she’d change her mind now, she didn’t understand. She could easily let Isaac handle it but she was afraid her brother’s way of handling it could mean pain for Dallas. Physical pain. So she kept her mouth shut for now.

      After ignoring Dallas’s calls all day, she wanted to come home and soak in a nice hot bubble bath, light some candles and have a glass of wine or two to unwind. What she got instead, was a quick ten-minute cold shower. She’d barely had enough time to rinse the conditioner out of her hair. She’d had to stand back and put her head under the water as she tried to keep the rest of her body out from under the cold spray.

      Thoughts of Race’s unanswered texts and Dallas’s unwanted calls kept distracting her from getting any actual work done. The most work she’d accomplished so far today was scanning through some photos of new designs one of her suppliers sent her. She also got her mail sorted through, but that was about it. Since it was around 10:30 and she’d been open an hour and a half, she had high hopes that she’d snap out of it soon.

      A ping from her phone sitting at the corner of her desk drew her attention. Finally. A text from Race. Seriously? All he’d sent was a big yellow thumbs up. What was that supposed to mean? Yes, she needed to come by the clubhouse? Yes, he got the messages and would take care of it? Or yes, he’d take care of it, but when? The man was infuriating.

      Her thumbs flew over the phone’s keyboard. What does that mean?

      His reply was I’m heading to your house now to check it out.

      About freaking time, she thought. She glanced at the time and made a quick decision to go to her house and make sure he checked out both the water heater and the fridge. Grabbing her purse from her bottom drawer, she hustled out to the front in search of Cathy. Spotting her at the counter checking a customer out, she waited for her to finish before she spoke.

      “Hey, Cathy. I need to run to my house for a little bit. Race finally showed up and is going to look at my water heater and fridge. I don’t want him escaping until he’s checked out both.” Cathy was fully aware of the struggle Bellamy had been having trying to get Race to come over and check things out.

      She might just hold him hostage until he finished the repairs. Or better yet, she’d force him to take a cold shower at her house so he could experience first hand how hellish it was.

      “Sure, Bellamy,” Cathy chuckled. “Go ahead. I know how long you’ve been trying to get him to fix things.”

      “Thanks. I appreciate it. I won’t be too long.”

      Bellamy made it to her house in record time. After hitting every green light and the roads being cleared of all snow for a change, she thought maybe her luck was changing. Entering the house, she dropped her bag on the counter and went in search of Race. There was a garden hose running from where she imagined Race was at in her laundry room and out the back door. The door was propped open by the hose, cold air leaking inside. She shivered and continued down the hall. As she suspected, she found him in the laundry room kneeling in front of the water heater, an open toolbox off to the side.

      “Oh, good. You’re still here.”

      “Yeah. Just got here,” he replied over his shoulder as he set the panel from the side of the water heater aside. He didn’t act very surprised to see her. Well, what did he expect after making her wait so long for even a simple response? “Can you hand me the Phillips?”

      “What?” Her gaze shot from where she’d been ogling his ass in his snug jeans to his face. Seeing that she’d been caught staring at his derriere, she could feel her face heat in embarrassment. Son of a bitch. Ever since she saw him naked it was all she could think about. Well, that was a lie. She also thought about how well blessed his dick had been even in the cold.

      “The Phillips. Screwdriver.” One side of his mouth kicked up in a smirk. He pointed to the open tool box behind her as he leaned back, his butt touching his heels.

      “Oh. Okay.” She turned to get him the tool. The laundry room was normally a decent size space with plenty of room to move around. Having Race and her both in there things were a whole lot more cramped.

      Trying to hide how flustered she was, she bent over, silently mouthing “fuck, fuck, fuck” for having been caught. She fished around the toolbox until she found what she was looking for. Turning back to Race, she handed him the screwdriver. It took him a moment to accept it, his gaze fixed on where her ass would have been when bent over. He took a deep breath, accepted the tool and turned to the water heater mumbling something under his breath that sounded suspiciously like “fucking killing me.” In a louder voice he asked, “How did you know which screwdriver was a Phillips?”

      “My brother used to work on old cars. If I wanted to spend any time with him I had to hand him tools. That’s how I learned the difference between a Phillips and a standard or flathead screwdriver.” She shrugged her shoulder like it was no big deal when he looked her way.

      “You didn’t have to leave work to be here. I have it under control.”

      “Oh. I know. I thought you might have some questions so I thought it would be easier if I were here.” What she didn’t say was “I was afraid you’d half ass the job and leave before checking out the fridge, too.”

      “Could’ve called you.” Race was not a man of many words. He was short and sweet and to the point. She should feel fortunate that he wasn’t grunting at her and scratching his balls.

      “As long as you’re here you can hold the flashlight.” Race handed her the light. “Point it right here.”

      She wasn’t sure what he was doing, but she held the light the way he told her. He moved to the left, so she stepped to the right trying to keep the light on his work area. “What’s with the hose running through the house?”

      “I had to shut the water off to the water heater. Now I need to drain it. You might want to step back so you don’t get your shoes wet.” He hooked the garden hose to the water heater as quickly as he could, but some still got out onto the floor. He reached for a dirty towel in the basket and laid it over the puddle. Satisfied more water wasn’t leaking out, he got to his feet and turned for the door. “I gotta go check to make sure it’s running out the other end.”

      Bellamy followed behind him through the house like a little puppy. He opened the door wider so he could get a better look and grunted. “What?” She caught the door before it could close and stuck her head out. Water drained out of the hose. That was a good thing, right?

      “Nothing. Pretty much what I expected. Looks like your tank is full of lime. Need to replace it.” He headed back to the laundry room.

      “How do you know it needs replaced?” she asked as she caught up to him.

      “There isn’t much water coming through the hose. Means your tank is full of lime. Bet you haven’t had much hot water.” Race continued down the hall to the laundry room.

      “More like no hot water. I haven’t had hot water for over a week now.” She slipped into the laundry room behind him.

      “You haven’t had hot water for over a week?” He spun toward her so suddenly she pulled up short, trying not to run into him.

      Too bad she slipped in some water and lost her footing. “Whoa!” She would have landed flat on her back if Race’s reflexes had been any slower. His strong arms wrapped around her, pulling her upright and into his body. She was shivering, but it had nothing to do with fright and everything to do with how good it felt pressed against his body. She bit into her bottom lip and clenched her eyes closed, trying to deny how much she liked being in his strong arms. Damn it. Could he feel her heart racing? She started to slip again only to have Race secure her more tightly to his chest.

      “Careful, Princess,” he cautioned, his mouth next to her ear.

      Oh my God. I’m going to hell. All she could think about was how solid his body felt against hers from chest to thighs. If she could feel his rather large hard member against her hip, she was sure he could feel her hard nipples against his chest. Did she mention he was rather large?
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