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​About Love and Honor
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SWORN OFF LOVE AFTER a devastating betrayal, Ward Hughes agreed to a marriage of convenience to rescue Hannah from her controlling father and an abusive ex. Despite a growing affection and admiration for his wife, Ward won’t pressure her for more.

Hannah is strong now, ready to fight for her marriage and the man she’s grown to love. But she needs to reveal a secret—her father, owner of a rival construction company, ordered her to spy on him. How can he still trust her, knowing that?

When arson attempts threaten to sabotage his business, will it force them apart, or make their marriage the real one they both crave?  

––––––––
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HONOR AND DANGER TEAM

Get swept away into a world of love and danger in these sweet shorter reads filled with romance and mystery as a group of very different men and women join forces to solve crimes and mysteries in their small town!

Prequel : Love and Honor (this book)

Book 1 : Code of Honor

Book 2 : Badge of Honor

Book 3 : To Honor and Protect

Book 4 : Way of Honor

Book 5: Call of Honor

Book 6: Word of Honor
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​Chapter One
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“WHAT?” HANNAH HUGHES dropped the fork onto her plate, and barbecue sauce ricocheted in her husband’s direction. “You’re okay having dinner with my parents?”

Ward frowned, picked up a napkin, and wiped the barbecue sauce from his face. “If you didn’t want steak for dinner, you could’ve just told me.”

“No. Yes.” Her mind whirled. She gulped down cold lemonade from her glass. “I mean, the steak is great. Dinner is fantastic.” The words sounded as hollow as her heart had been before she’d met Ward. Under false pretenses.

She studied him, needing to regroup and figure this out. His eyebrows drew together, but he was a man who often frowned. The frown now pulled at the scar on his right cheek, a feature that made his appearance more menacing than his bulk and wide chest did. A mountain of a man, he possessed fists like hammers, and they’d served him well in his boxing days. The black T-shirt now stretched over his massive torso didn’t help soften his presentation—though it did make her heart beat faster. He looked more like the brutal prizewinning boxer he’d once been than the successful head of a construction company he was now.

But she wasn’t scared. She was worried.

How could he consider having dinner with her parents as if nothing had happened? Hadn’t he heard her when she’d confessed her father’s intentions toward Ward’s company and her role in it? True, she’d turned around and walked to the window when she’d told him all that. She didn’t want to see the anger and disappointment in his eyes. She’d gotten her wish granted because, when she’d turned back around, his eyes were closed.

She’d persuaded herself he’d heard it all and forgiven her. After all, he’d agreed to marry her. But what if he didn’t? What if he’d just fallen asleep?

Hannah Hughes tensed. That could mean her marriage was not only based on convenience. It was based on a lie. Her fingers tightened around the fork, and she tried a bite. But she couldn’t taste the delicious steak he’d cooked himself.

“I’m kidding. I know you didn’t do it on purpose. If you wanted to harm me, you’d just throw a steak knife. And you’ve always had excellent aim.” He ran his fingers through his short-cropped dark hair.

The hair she loved to run her hands through, as well as along his square jaw now covered by rough stubble after a long day. He’d never doused himself in expensive cologne, like the previous men in her life, but smelled like fresh-cut wood and sometimes, strangely and faintly, of raw earth. That scent drew her in and kept her there.

Affection warmed her, but a chilling fear replaced it. If he hadn’t heard what she’d said and if he found out the truth about her family, about her... She regained her composure, a lesson her mother ingrained in her. Hannah learned early to appear calm when turmoil raged inside. “The steak is yummy. Thank you for making it. I’d give cooking a try—again. But nobody wants to be served charcoal with a side of regret.”

“It wasn’t so bad.” His frown ironed out, and he picked up a carafe and poured more lemonade into her empty glass.

She rolled her eyes, but her lips tipped up. “You almost broke a tooth when you tried the steak I cooked.”

“I could get a new tooth. I love cooking for you. For us.” One of those rare smiles made an appearance.

She’d often been the only recipient of them, and it pleased her. Unlike the smiles she’d seen growing up, his was always sincere and never failed to make her swoon. But she couldn’t afford to swoon right now. Had she made the wrong assumption about him knowing everything? That meant she’d have to tell him everything again. Just the thought terrified her.

She sipped her cold, tangy liquid because he knew her telltale signs, and she needed to hide them to get the courage to tell the truth a second time. He knew her better than anyone in the world. Even if theirs was a marriage of convenience. She winced as reality stabbed her more ferociously than she cut into her steak. She should’ve checked that he’d heard her then.

Their marriage appeared fine from the outside. But as she’d started falling for him, she wanted it all to be real. For their love to be real.

First, she had to risk it all by telling him the truth about herself—again. Her heart dropped to the marble floor. Would she lose him then? The thought was unbearable.

Not because she was scared of him, like she’d been when she’d come to interview for the assistant job at his construction company. At that time it was as if she’d met a giant grizzly bear who’d roared at her, and she’d wanted to run. But she had a mission to accomplish, so she’d smiled and gone to shake his giant paw—ahem, hand.

Now, she couldn’t imagine her life without him. She might have to do more than imagine soon, though.

“Are you all right?” His forehead furrowed.

“Yes. No. I’m fine. I think.” The fork quivered in her hand, so she tightened her shaky grip and took a deep breath, drawing in the steak-and-potato aroma. Hearty, should-be-comforting smells contradicted her thoughts, and the food roiled in her stomach.

“Are you sure? Whatever it is, please let me help.” A typical man, he wanted to jump to the rescue.

But she wasn’t a damsel in distress. She was a woman about to cause distress. “We’ve got to talk.”

His phone rang. He frowned again. “Whoever’s calling can wait. What did you want to talk about?”

He had strict rules about family dinners, so his employees wouldn’t call him unless someone was seriously hurt. Or worse.

A chill squeezed her heart. “Please take the call. It might be important.” Intuition told her that her life—their lives—were about to change, and she didn’t know whether for better or for worse.

“Hughes speaking,” he barked into the phone, probably making the caller shrivel.

She sipped her lemonade. His tone didn’t bother her. But the way his gray eyes narrowed as he listened to the caller did.

“I’ll be right there.” He growled.

Whatever it was, it wasn’t good.

He jumped to his feet and slipped the phone into his pocket. “Sorry. I’ve got to go. A house in our new subdivision caught fire.”

Her breath caught in her throat. “Not occupied yet?”

“Thankfully, no. And the house might be salvageable. But you know what this means.”

She did. She was his assistant, after all, and she took pride in that. 

Plenty of times, he’d offered her a much higher title to honor her contributions to the company. She’d refused every one of those offers, not wanting it to look like she’d made a career by being the owner’s wife. She’d never cared about titles. 

Except one. 

Ward’s wife. 

“I’ll go with you.” She pushed back her chair, making a scratching sound against the marble floor, snatched the steak with her bare hands, and shoved as much as she could into her mouth. Then she wiped her hands and mouth with a napkin. “Let’s do this.”

“Thank you.” His gray eyes softened as he scooped barbecue sauce she missed from her cheek. 

Her pulse skyrocketed from his simple touch, but she didn’t let herself dwell on it. They might have a huge issue on their hands.

Another builder in the area had fires in several houses three years ago. Faulty wiring had proved to be the cause. That person wasn’t building anything anymore.

Then there was the possibility of arson—it could also be made to appear as if something was wrong with the house Ward built.

What matters isn’t what people see but what they think they see. Or what you can persuade them they see. You can go far if you know how to use it to your advantage.

Her father used to say that. A lot.

And she knew who was interested in edging Ward out of business because once she’d been told to find out how.
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​Chapter Two


[image: ]




FEELINGS MADE PEOPLE vulnerable, as Ward had learned the hard way from being betrayed by the first girl he’d ever loved. He didn’t do vulnerable, so he didn’t do feelings.

So it surprised him again and again how much his heart stuttered in Hannah’s presence. Especially considering what he knew about her. But even if their acquaintance had started via false pretenses, nothing was fake in his raw affection for her. More and more every day, he enjoyed her wit, her work ethic, her intelligence, her dedication to their company, and yes, the enigma and tease in her dark-brown eyes that stirred his blood. Or the smile on her lips that smelled of cherries and made him desperate to kiss her senseless. 

However, he knew the terms of their arrangement and would never force her to respond in kind.

He glanced at her profile as he drove the truck and she rode shotgun. Her jet-black hair that reached her shoulders was like a curtain concealing part of her face and her thoughts. Currently, she was making calls in order to figure out what had gone wrong in the subdivision.

Yes, he worried about the fire, but he worried about other things, too.

What did she want to talk to him about? He had to tighten his fingers around the steering wheel to prevent himself from reaching out to her to push away that curtain. To see her eyes, to touch her tender, smooth skin. To feel her close, even for a moment.

Was she about to leave him? 

Just the idea knifed him, made breathing difficult. He forced himself to take a deep breath of the air tinted with a cherry scent like her lip gloss—though that had to be his imagination. It shouldn’t be so shocking, so devastating if she decided to leave. She’d made no secret of why she’d wanted to marry him. At least, one of the reasons. 

Now that she’d gotten out from under her parents’ thumbs and was independent, she might no longer need their marriage. He’d also given her stock in the company to thank her for taking it to heights he’d never have achieved on his own. She’d grown up watching how a construction company worked and had studied business a lot, too. And she had an innate way of finding solutions to everyone’s satisfaction where he’d just barrel through.

It was a shocker she’d stayed this long.

He was used to asking things straight out, but he didn’t this time. He just listened to her voice over the growl of the motor. Was he pathetic, trying to bargain for a bit more time with her? Hoping she’d change her mind?

He flexed his grip on the steering wheel and ground his teeth over whoever had caused the fire. Or was it accidental and his mind was conjuring things up?

“The firefighters have put out the fire. Now, they’re making sure there are no embers or smoldering spots.” Her hand touched his as if to comfort him. Or calm him down. Or both.

A fleeting gesture, and yet it traveled all the way to his heart. If she’d meant it to decrease his pulse, it had the opposite effect.

“Is an arson investigator there?” He pressed on the gas pedal and passed another car, ignoring their honking.

“Yes. He had to wait until the firefighters finished before he could start his investigation. So he had nothing to tell me yet.”

He floored the gas pedal again. “He will tell me by the time I get there.”

Instead of being irritated, she chuckled. “I know you’d have preferred to be the one asking questions. But I can get answers faster.” She purred, a panther turned into an adorable kitten. “Remember, you can get more flies with honey than vinegar.”

“You can also get more flies with manure,” he muttered as several slowpokes held up traffic. Drive it like you mean it! “So where does that logic take you?”

She laughed, the sound reverberating through him and reaching deep inside where he wanted to keep it for the day she left. “That logic takes me to calling the foreman and hoping I won’t step into what you just mentioned.”
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