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            Prologue

          

          DEVIN

        

      

    

    
      Watching my brother coo over his dog is the highlight of my day. I can’t wait to get Megan’s friend to the airport so I can get back home and tell the rest of the family this delightful little story. Seeing Harden on the floor, sweet-talking the sweater-wearing Rottweiler is worth getting up early on my day off. “Holy hell. Wait until I tell the others.” Attempting to contain my laughter, I continue. “The big, tough Harden Mackenzie is sweet-talking his widdle bitty puppy dog.”

      “What the holy hell?” is dragged from me as my body slams against Harden’s wall while my world implodes from the impact of seeing her. What the fuck is happening? My chest is burning, and blinking doesn’t clear the haze in front of my eyes. Standing five feet away is the most beautiful, crazy sight I’ve ever seen. Who the hell has pink hair? Is that eye color even real?

      “What’s your problem?” After blinking several times, I’m able to focus on Harden, who’s looking at me like I’ve lost my mind. I’m almost positive the dog has a pitying look as well.

      I pull myself together as the two crazy women simultaneously screech, “I’m going to miss you,” while hugging and spinning around the room. I look over at my brother and come up with a bullshit excuse.

      It pisses me off royally when I stutter out my fucking excuse. “No-nothing. Just thought of something I forgot to do.”

      Luckily, Harden forgets my reaction to his wife’s pink-haired friend, caught up in all the tears and wailing. I’m not so fortunate.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter 1


          

          TRICIA

        

      

    

    
      I’m not sure what put a bee up Mr. Hot Sheriff’s ass, but I’m ready to kill him, and we’ve only been driving thirty minutes. The first time I saw Harden’s younger brother, drool pooled in my mouth. He is one hot specimen, a little taller than Harden and a lot more muscular, too. Man does he have some muscles. From the look of his arms, I think his muscles might have muscles. His well-worn jeans fit his monster thighs and ass like a glove, and I’d love to see the material give up the fight and rip. His windblown brown hair looks effortless, but I’d bet my favorite Louboutins he spent more time on his hair than I did on mine.

      Back at the house, I got a peek at some hot dimples, but since we’ve been driving, those little beauties have gone into hiding. I really thought there was a connection between us when our eyes met at Harden’s house, then he looked at me with sheer distaste in his eyes, and my budding feelings died a quick death. Shaking my head, I remind myself he’s another drop-dead gorgeous asshole who thinks us mere mortal women are beneath him. Every time I attempt to start a conversation, he grunts, ending our discussion. “So, do you have a speech impediment?” I finally ask.

      “Huh?” Devin’s head whips around briefly, and he blinks several times before he turns back to the road.

      I look down at my nails then shrug. “If you do, it’s really not something to be embarrassed about. It happens to a lot of people. They get nervous and start to stutter. I heard you back at Harden’s, and I wondered if that’s why you won’t talk to me.”

      He growls—I mean, really, truly growls—before turning and glaring at me. “I don’t have a fucking speech impediment. I just don’t have anything to say to you.”

      Well, the jerk didn’t have to be such an asshole. I’m used to dickheads. I was married to the king of all dickheads and swore I’d never let another man treat me badly. This one will learn. “Oh, I get it. You don’t know how to talk to girls.”

      Darn, he sucks his breath in so fast, he ends up turning purple and choking on his spit. As I pound on the big baby’s back to save his life, I wonder if I’ll go to prison for manslaughter when the delicate sheriff succumbs to my teasing. Devin manages to jerk the truck over to the side of the road and turns to glare at me. He’s not too intimidating with the tears running down his face.

      “Look. You are a pain in my ass that I’d prefer not to deal with today. I’m wasting my entire day off, taking your ass to the fucking airport. The least you could do is shut up and let me have peace and quiet for the ride.”

      Yep, another he-man asshole just like my ex-husband. Time to have a little fun. I shake my head and turn to look out the window. I’ll wait a little and let the big jerk breathe a sigh of relief before I really have my fun. We still have a long way to go before we get to the airport.

      After another forty minutes or so, I decide it’s time to mess with Devin a little. “So, is it your time of the month?”

      There’s the growling and sputtering I’ve come to love during our short period of time together. “What the fuck is wrong with you? A man doesn’t want to flirt and fawn all over you, so you have to insult him and act like a raving bitch?” He isn’t even turning his red face toward me, but the knuckles gripping the steering wheel are white.

      Oh. I’ll show you a bitch, Mr. Hot Asshole. “I really need to use the little girl’s room at the next service station, and I’m sure we can get you some manpons.” Oops. I may have pushed my new friend a little too far. I don’t think neck veins are supposed to bulge quite that far. He doesn’t even answer me.

      When the next exit sign appears, Devin pulls into the huge truck stop and turns off the truck. He looks over at me and holds up his hand. “Before you run your mouth, let me talk. I’m about two seconds from leaving your crazy ass on the side of the road. Don’t push your luck. Go inside and use the bathroom.”

      I glare at the asshole for a second and decide I’ll have to come up with new forms of torture. Megan will kill me if she has to drive here to pick me up on the side of the road.

      After using the restroom and grabbing a bottle of water, I walk back out to the truck. Devin glares at me for a second, then mumbles, “I’ll be right back.” I’m tempted to ask if he needs a manpon, but I don’t want to press my luck. I’m still plenty salty.

      “It’s cold. Could you leave the truck running so I can have some heat?” I’ll make sure to leave it parked in covered parking at the airport, runs through my mind as I smile my most innocent smile. You want to see a crazy bitch? She just came out. After he walks into the service station, I scoot into the driver’s seat and pray he takes longer than two minutes to pee. God, I hope he’s too embarrassed to have me arrested. Oh well, what’s one more crime on my record?
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