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      Heath

      The off-season sucked.

      November wasn’t so bad, because after a long season of baseball, his body, mostly his arm, needed the break. That rolled into December, which was mostly taken up by Christmas and family.

      January was when he started to get antsy.

      This explained why he was throwing a ball up and down in the air repeatedly while he paced his kitchen.

      Fucking January.

      At thirty years old, he’d been in the big leagues for almost ten years. He should be used to the misery that came with the off-season. And yet, he was bored out of his mind wishing the season would start already.

      That thought had him catching the ball, gripping it tightly, and holding onto it instead of throwing it back up. He had no life beyond baseball. It was the only thing he cared about outside of his family.

      Which would be fine if he were still a rookie, or even in his first few years. But after ten years, he should have more.

      Shouldn’t he?

      He threw the ball back in the air, catching it easily as he wondered if he was actually living his life to the fullest. Maybe he should take a trip? Or get a hobby? He groaned out loud because none of that sounded fun to him. He liked vacations as much as the next person, but going alone held no appeal. In the early days of his career, he and a few guys would jet off to somewhere tropical and spend a week or two drinking and picking up hot babes. Now, all those guys were married or in committed relationships.

      He was the lone single guy in his group of friends.

      As for getting a hobby, no, thank you. Old people had hobbies, not young guys in their prime. Not to mention that things he’d like to do, such as skydiving, mountain biking, and surfing, were all forbidden in his contract.

      No activities where he could hurt himself.

      Zara may be a whiz as an agent, but even she couldn't get a team to remove that stipulation from a contract.

      Zara Dewan was his sister, Hannah’s, best friend, and also his agent. She was also in a relationship with Noah Ashe, his friend and teammate.

      Another person he knew in a relationship.

      Everywhere he looked, people were pairing up. His damn sister was even about to pop out a baby. Sure, he was excited to be an uncle, but why was everyone moving on but him?

      The ringing of his phone interrupted his pity party. Grabbing his phone, he saw it was Hannah and wondered, not for the first time, if she had some sort of camera in his house to spy on him. She always seemed to call when he needed it most.

      “Hey,” he said when he answered the phone.

      “Get on a plane.” Only it wasn’t Hannah’s voice he heard but her husband, Edwin’s.

      Panic set in. “What’s wrong?”

      “Hannah’s water broke, and we’re headed to the hospital.”

      He froze in place. “But she's not due for four more weeks.”

      “This kid doesn’t seem to care about my carefully put-together schedule!” he heard Hannah shout into the phone, her voice hinting that she was in some pain.

      “What she said,” Edwin said.

      Heath finally realized that standing there as still as a statue wasn't going to get him to his sister. He needed to move. “I’m on the way.”

      He clicked off the call and immediately got into motion. After packing a few pieces of clothing, it dawned on him that he’d need a flight to Michigan. Shit. What if there wasn’t one? He got on his phone and quickly searched an airline website. Before a list of flights could pull up, his phone rang in his hand.

      Zara.

      Of course, it was Zara.

      She didn’t even give him a chance to speak when he answered. “Meet us at the airport in an hour. I have a plane ready to take us all to Valley Falls.”

      A huge load of stress left his body. “You’re worth every penny I pay you.”

      “And don’t you forget it.”

      She hung up before he could say anything else, making him smile. He finished packing, shut down everything in his house, and drove to the airport. It was a local airport that only did charter flights and was a lot closer to this house than LAX. The only time he flew out of LAX was if he flew commercial.

      He found Zara and Noah already waiting when he arrived. Zara was tapping her foot impatiently.

      “You’re late,” she said.

      “Actually, I’m not.” He understood her need to get to Hannah as quickly as possible. He wanted the same thing. “We can’t leave before the plane’s ready. Unless you’ve somehow figured out how to beam us to Valley Falls in the last hour, we’re doing all we can to get there as soon as possible.” If anyone could force someone to figure out traveling through time and space, it would be Zara.

      “Babe, he’s right,” Noah said, pulling her to his side. “We can’t get there any faster.”

      Zara groaned and stomped away. “I hate this!”

      Heath raised his eyebrows in question to Noah. “Has she been like this since you found out?”

      Noah nodded. “She was supposed to leave yesterday to spend time with Hannah before the baby shower, but she changed her mind at the last minute, and now she’s kicking herself for it.”

      “Stop talking about me!” Zara shouted. “I can hear you, assholes.”

      Noah just shook his head. “It’s killing her that she’s not there.” He didn’t seem at all phased that his girlfriend just called him a name.

      It was killing him too. This was his sister, and she was having a baby. A freaking baby. Everything about that messed with his head. He didn’t want her in pain, nor did he understand how someone could willingly want a baby. They were tiny and cried and pooped all the time.

      Plus, what happens if you accidentally drop them? Then what?

      Yeah, he wasn’t so sure babies were his thing.

      When the plane was ready, the three of them got on and got comfortable. Heath pulled out a book to read but couldn’t concentrate for shit. It wasn’t helping either, that across from him, Zara was nervously bobbing her leg up and down. Every few minutes, he’d catch Noah squeezing her thigh, and she’d stop. But it wasn't long before the bouncing started again.

      “Grace says Hannah is giving orders left and right at the hospital,” Zara said, obviously only talking to Noah, but speaking loud enough for him to hear.

      Hearing the name Grace had Heath listening in. He only knew one Grace, but there was no way Zara was talking about her.

      “She keeps trying to leave the hospital, but Hannah won’t let her.”

      Heath was actively paying attention now, his book completely ignored. Could Zara really be talking about Grace from the animal shelter? The Grace who had driven him crazy with directions and demands for weeks leading up to the bachelor auction he’d been roped into doing?

      The same Grace whose petite frame and sharp-witted tongue haunted his dreams despite how much he disliked her?

      There was no way. Why would Grace be in Valley Falls?

      “Why does she want to leave?” Noah asked.

      Thank you, Noah.

      “She thinks she doesn’t belong there and that she’s just in the way.” Heath had known Zara long enough to know from her tone that she was rolling her eyes.

      “As much as I try,” Noah said. “I will never understand women. I thought they were friends.”

      “They are, but Grace thinks because they are new friends, Hannah is just being polite by asking her to stay.”

      Heath scoffed before he could stop himself. His sister might be nice and have more tact than Zara, but she'd make it known if she didn’t want someone around.

      “Exactly!” Zara threw up her hands. “Hannah doesn’t do anything just to be polite.”

      This was his opening. “Are you talking about Grace from the animal shelter?”

      “Yeah,” Zara said. “Hannah invited her to the baby shower, and she came out a few days early to visit.”

      Well, fuck. Now, not only was he about to be out of his league with a baby, but the woman who believed him to be incapable of following simple instructions was also going to get a first-hand view of how clumsy he was when it came to babies.

      He’d only met Grace once, the night of the auction. But he’d talked to her several times. Mainly because she’d assumed that he’d fuck up and do something wrong. Every time he’d spoken to her, she’d berated him and made him feel like a child who’d done something wrong. When they’d finally met in person, he’d been a little shocked at his reaction to her.

      Some might describe her as plain, but to him, she was far from it. Her small frame and lack of height probably had people glossing right over her, but not Heath. He’d noticed her immediately, even before he knew who she was. Her blonde hair, that almost looked white in certain lights, had drawn him in, and then her eyes, bluer than any ocean he’d ever seen, finished the job.

      Then she’d opened her mouth, chastising him for being late, and instead of being annoyed, his dick had gotten hard.

      Since then, he alternated between being annoyed by her and wanting to strip off her clothes and see what was underneath. All of that when he'd only ever seen her that one time. It had been months since the bachelor auction, and still, he thought of her.

      Both with hate and lust.

      It was a conundrum, that was for sure. And now he had to see her again and, somehow, keep his feelings to himself.

      The only thing that had saved him the last few months from blurting out how much she drove him out of his mind and over the edge with need was that he hadn’t seen her. The first few months had been easy because he’d been busy with baseball. It got even easier when his team eventually made the playoffs and the World Series. He’d only had tunnel vision for one thing during those weeks.

      Winning it all.

      Once that was over, she’d somehow popped back up in his mind.

      Something he’d not been happy about.

      In fact, he’d been so annoyed by thoughts of her that he’d typed out text after text to her in his notes, but never sent them.

      The act of typing them out gave him some relief from his thoughts.

      Not nearly enough.

      His mind raced with thoughts of Grace, both good and bad, and before he knew it, the plane had landed.

      After grabbing their bags, they had a car take them directly to the hospital where, as far as they knew, thanks to Zara getting updates from Grace, Hannah was still in labor.

      His mom and dad were the first people he saw when they arrived in the waiting room.

      “Heath,” his mom said, immediately coming to hug him, “I’m so glad you’re here.”

      He looked over her head at his dad, who was grinning from ear to ear. “I’m also glad you're here, son, but not for the same reason as your mom. She needs someone besides me to talk to.”

      His mom pulled back from him, shaking her head. “He’ll miss all that attention when the baby gets here, and he gets none of it.”

      “How’s Hannah?”

      “She’s good,” his mom said. “We were told to send you in as soon as you got here.”

      “I’m a little offended she wants him over me,” Zara said, hugging his parents.

      “You were a close second, sweetie. Grace is in there now, but, Heath, you can go back.”

      That explained why he hadn’t seen Grace, even though he’d checked the waiting room a dozen times since he'd just arrived a couple of minutes ago.

      Get it together, man.

      His mom told him the room number and pointed him in the right direction. He heard Hannah’s laughter as he approached and also the laughter of another woman.

      Grace.

      He steadied himself outside the room, taking a deep breath and willing his cock to stay down.

      Pushing the door, he said, “Sounds like a party in here.”

      “Heath!” Hannah cried out. “Finally. Did you take the slowest plane in the world to get here?”

      “You’d have to talk to Zara about that.” He leaned in for a hug, rubbing her large belly. “How’s this little one doing?”

      She sighed. “Already causing problems. She must take after her Uncle Heath.”

      “She?” Heath stared down at his sister. The last he’d heard, they’d refused to learn the sex of the baby.

      Hannah grinned and shrugged her shoulders. “I couldn’t wait anymore. I made Edwin call the doctor a few days ago to find out.”

      Across from him, in a chair next to the bed, Edwin was lounging comfortably. He shrugged. “Whatever Hannah wants, Hannah gets.”

      “He’s been saying that all day.”

      Heath turned in the direction of the voice, taking in Grace for the first time.

      Dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, she looked even hotter than when he’d seen her in a fancy dress at the auction. Her hair was down, falling down the front of her shirt, completely covering her breasts.

      She looked sexy and fuckable.

      “Hey, Grace,” he said, when he finally got this tongue unstuck from the top of his mouth.

      She gave him a shy wave. “I’m gonna grab a drink and say hi to Zara while you guys chat.”

      Heath nodded, staring after her until the door shut behind her.

      “Isn’t that interesting,” he heard Hannah say.

      “Babe,” Edwin said, “don’t start.”

      Heath finally looked at them both. “What are you talking about?”

      “Nice of you to notice we’re still here,” Hannah smirked.

      “What are you talking about?” He played dumb because he knew exactly what she was talking about.

      “Don’t you stand there and pretend that you weren’t just drooling over Grace as she left.”

      He raised an eyebrow. “Drooling?. Really, Han?” He might have been watching her ass as she left, but that wasn’t the same as drooling.

      “Really, Heath. Do you have a thing for her? I thought you hated her.”

      “I don’t hate her; I just hate that she treats me like an imbecile.” He sighed, shaking his head as he moved around the room to sit on the small couch-like chair in the corner. “Since when are you friends with her?”

      “Since the auction. When we were working together, after I took it over for Zara, she and I hit it off. Why do you care?”

      “I don’t.” He most definitely did.

      “I know you, Heath Bailey, and I know how you are with women. Do not fuck with my friend.”

      “What the fuck, Hannah? How am I with women?”

      “You sleep with them and move on. Case in point, when was the last time you had a girlfriend?”

      She had him there. It had been years since he’d had anyone who fit that bill in his life. The last few years had been mostly hookups. The last few months, though, there'd been nothing.

      No hookups, no sex, and no women at all in his life.

      Unless you counted thoughts of Grace.

      “In case you haven’t noticed, I’ve been practically a monk these last few months.” He was getting irritated.

      She tilted her head. “You have. Why is that?”

      “Hannah,” Edwin reached out, placing a hand on hers, “let it go.”

      Thank god for Edwin. Heath gave him a small head nod in thanks.

      Hannah grumbled. “You never let me have any fun.”

      “I doubt that’s true,” Heath said. “I’m guessing you had a lot of fun the night you made this baby.” While he hated thinking of his sister having sex, poking his sister about anything was one of his great joys in life.

      Edwin laughed. “He’s got you there, babe.”

      Hannah looked down at her belly before shouting, “Why won’t you come out!”

      She was frustrated, and he understood that. He just wished there was something he could do to help. “What do you need from me?”

      “I don’t know.” She laid her head back on the pillow, closing her eyes. “I just don’t know anymore.”

      Edwin stood up, sitting down beside her, and kissing her head. Heath watched as he soothed her and told her how amazing she was doing and what a good mom she was going to be. When Hannah started crying quietly, Heath slipped out of the room to give them privacy.

      And ran right into Grace.
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      Grace

      Her mind was not where it should be.

      It should be on her friend and a safe and healthy delivery of her baby.

      Instead, it was on her friend’s brother.

      The insanely handsome and sexy, but also irritating and annoying, Heath Bailey.

      This would explain why she was pressed against him with his arm around her back.

      She’d been on her way back to Hannah’s room when she ran into a wall. Or, what felt like a wall, but turned out to be Heath.

      Just her luck.

      A part of her wanted to stay right where she was. His body was strong, and he smelled amazing. The other part of her, the smart part, knew she needed to push him away.

      Fast.

      “Steady,” he said in a deep whisper.

      “I’m fine.” She tried to push away, but he didn’t loosen his grip. When she tipped her face upward to tell him to let her go, her mouth went dry at how sexy he looked with a beard.

      He hadn’t had a beard at the bachelor auction, and she was sort of glad for that. He was sexy enough without it. With it, he might have started a riot.

      Wait, since when did she like beards?

      Or Heath, for that matter?

      She pushed away from him with a little more force, and he finally let her go. “Sorry for running into you. I wasn’t looking.”

      “Neither was I.” He was looking down at her still, his eyes unreadable.

      Sometimes she hated how short she was. Especially when she was standing next to someone so tall. She knew from the auction that he was six foot four, which towered over her five foot two and a half inches.

      And yes, she absolutely counted that extra half-inch.

      To her, that extra half inch was similar to when a guy told you his dick size. They always rounded up to the nearest half-inch to make it sound better.

      In her experience, that never seemed to matter. They were all on the small side. She had friends who swore their husbands or boyfriends were large, but she had no proof that was true. Only in some of the porn she’d watched had she seen a large penis. Her real-life experience told her that most men were below average.

      Well below average.

      Thinking about penis size, she glanced down at Heath’s crotch, wondering what size he was. She imagined she’d be disappointed, just like she’d been with every other guy she’d slept with.

      How freaking hard was it to find a guy with a big dick?

      It wasn’t that she was obsessed with big dicks. Well, actually, she was. It was just that to her, it was an anomaly. A unicorn, if you will. The Loch Ness Monster.

      She really needed a Loch Ness Monster.

      Heath cleared his throat, her head snapping back to his amused eyes. “Something down there you want?”

      She frowned. “In your dreams. Now if you’ll excuse me, I need to get this ice to Hannah.”

      He stopped her with a hand on her arm as she passed him. “I wouldn't go in there if I were you. Hannah had a little meltdown.”

      Any anger or annoyance or even thoughts of Heath’s dick size evaporated. “That's been happening here and there.”

      “I hate seeing her like this.” He ran a hand through his hair, and she could sense his frustration. “She’s my baby sister. I’m supposed to be able to help.”

      She had the urge to reach out and touch him to try and comfort him, but she stopped herself. Touching Heath was bad. “She doesn’t need you to help. She just needs you to be here.” Since she’d gone into labor, Hannah only wanted her brother. She’d talked about him nonstop until he’d arrived and went on and on about what a good uncle he was going to be.

      For Grace, who had two brothers, the real love and connection between Hannah and Heath was foreign. Her family was close, but she wasn’t sure any of her brothers would show up if she were having a baby. It was a different sort of close.

      They didn’t hesitate to ask for favors or money, but they didn’t just call to talk or when things were good.

      She’d obviously been under the wrong impression about what a close family really was.

      “I get that, but it’s not easy to just sit and wait. What if something goes wrong?”

      She’d never seen him so obviously fearful. Technically, she’d only seen him that one time so that wasn't saying anything, but she’d heard about him a lot from Hannah and Zara, and she’d seen him in the media. He always came across as light and happy.

      “Come on,” she said, doing something she’d probably regret later. “Let’s join everyone else in the waiting room and see if we can get them some food.” Keeping busy would be good for him.

      She’d always been a sucker for a lost dog. This felt eerily similar.

      When they reached the waiting room, Grace told Zara to go back and see Hannah. Even though Hannah had wanted to see Heath first, she knew Zara was a close second. There were emotions you could show to a friend that you didn't want to show to family.

      “Grace and I are going to make a food run. Let us know what you’d like, and we’ll pick it up while we’re out.”

      Well, shit. When she said they should get everyone food, she thought he’d do it himself, or they’d go to the hospital cafeteria. She had no idea she’d have to ride in a car with him.

      This was part of why she disliked him. He made assumptions and never even asked her if she wanted to go with him. Everyone seemed to fall in line around him like he was some sort of god.

      Not her. She didn’t care that he was Heath Bailey, All-Star pitcher for the Los Angeles Emperors. That didn’t make him king.

      “Actually, I need to check in at work.” She didn’t look at Heath as she walked away because she knew if she did, she’d cave and go with him.

      He had that sort of power.

      Which added to why she disliked him so much.

      He literally thought the world revolved around him, and that pissed her off. She’d worked hard to become the director of the Los Angeles animal shelter. It was her dream job, even though it barely paid her bills. He played baseball for a living. Not that it was easy, but it was a game. A game he made millions of dollars playing.

      She made her way through the corridors of the hospital and down the elevator to the main lobby. She didn’t really need to check in with work, but she might as well if she had the time. She’d just pulled her phone out when she heard someone say her name. Turning around, she found Cassidy Melton walking toward her.

      She’d met Cassidy at Hannah’s house when she’d first gotten to town a few days ago. They were friends, and Cassidy’s husband, Benji, was a teammate of Edwin’s. She was also Shane Bradley’s sister.

      The same Shane Bradley who had paid an extreme amount for Noah Ashe at the bachelor auction, saving the day and practically funding the shelters in LA for years.

      “How’s she doing?” Cassidy asked when she was closer.

      Grace liked Cassidy immediately when they met. Like both Hannah and Zara, she was easy to talk to and real. “Good and also not good, if that makes any sense.”

      Cassidy laughed. “I think I understand what you mean. I imagine she’s an emotional mess. I think I’ll be the same way.” Cassidy touched her belly, and while her baby bump was barely there, Grace knew she was about five months along.

      “You both are very lucky to have such big support teams.”

      “Honestly, that sort of scares me more than actually giving birth. Shane is going to be a mess, and that’s going to stress me out.”

      “Hasn’t he already been through this?” Grace had read in the news that Shane’s wife Allana had given birth a few months ago.

      “Yeah, and he was a disaster. Allana kicked him out of the room more than once before she actually gave birth. And when they told him she needed a C-section, I thought he was going to lose it.”

      Grace had a hard time imagining billionaire Shane Bradley losing it.

      “I guess I better get up there,” Cassidy said. “Are you coming?”

      “I need to check in at work, and then I’ll be back up. There are quite a few people already up there.”

      “And there will be more before the day is over.” Cassidy waved goodbye as she walked toward the elevators.

      Grace made good on her statement of checking in at work while trying not to think about the fact that Hannah had so many people in her life who loved her. Before meeting Hannah, she had one real friend, Hope, who she hadn’t even seen in more than a year, thanks to their busy schedules. Other than Hope, it was her parents and her brothers. Those were the people in her life.

      She’d never been a person who needed lots of people in her life, but she was starting to wonder if maybe that was a mistake. Seeing Hannah and Zara surrounded by family and friends made her envious. She wanted people in her life who would be there if she needed them.

      People who genuinely cared and didn’t just come around because they wanted something.

      In order for that to happen, she was going to have to try harder to make friends. Hannah had basically pushed her way into Grace’s life and brought Zara with her. It made Grace laugh when she remembered how Hannah had called and texted until Grace had given in and met her for dinner one night when she was in town.

      After that, there has been no stopping them from becoming friends. Hannah wouldn't let it as much as Grace tried.

      Not that she hadn't wanted to be friends with her, there were just times it was awkward. Hannah and Zara had money and didn’t think twice about choosing a place to eat that was completely out of Grace’s budget. She refused to say anything, though, because she knew if she did, one of them would offer to pay for her.

      She didn’t need charity.

      Although most nights, Zara picked up the bill claiming it was a write-off.

      When Grace had tried to buy her own ticket for this trip, Hannah had stepped in, offering airline points, saying that if they weren’t used, she’d lose them. That was the only reason Grace had agreed.

      It was bad enough that she was staying at Hannah’s house. It was good that she planned to be gone before Hannah, Edwin, and the baby left the hospital to come home..

      She didn’t want to be in the way, and even though Hannah said she wasn’t, Grace didn't want to overstay her welcome.

      She stayed in the lobby waiting room, hidden in a corner, for over an hour. It was long enough to see Heath leave the hospital and then come back carrying several bags of food. She waited another ten minutes and then made her way back upstairs to labor and delivery.

      “The baby’s coming,” Zara said when she spotted Grace. “They have Hannah pushing now.”

      Grace looked around, noting that everyone looked a little nervous. Her heart cracked a little when she spotted Heath alone and pacing in the corner. He was obviously nervous for his sister and that made any hate she felt for him dissipate.

      It was hard to hate someone who so obviously loved their family the way he did.

      She took a seat next to Zara, digging into the sandwich Heath had picked up for her.

      “I still can’t believe my best friend is about to have a baby,” Zara said.

      “She’s going to be fine,” Grace said. Zara, who was normally calm and in charge, was a little out of sorts.

      “I know, it’s just so hard to sit and do nothing.”

      Which was exactly what they did for the next two hours. When Edwin finally came sauntering into the waiting room with a huge smile on his face, everyone knew things were fine.

      “It’s a girl.” His smile grew. “A beautiful, tiny little girl.”

      Everyone rushed to congratulate him, but Grace stayed where she was, still feeling a little like an outsider.

      A shadow fell over her, and when she looked up, she saw Heath.

      “Congratulations, Uncle Heath.” She smiled, trying to come across happy. Really, she was a little sad. Not because Hannah had a baby, but because her own life was stagnant. She was almost thirty, and she was in the same place she’d been at twenty-five. It was like those five years didn’t even exist.

      He stayed standing where he was, and a smile appeared on his face. “Thanks.”

      It felt a little awkward with him staring down at her, and she fidgeted in her seat. “I wonder what they named her.” She did wonder, but she was also talking just to have something to do.

      “Why don’t we go find out.” He held out his hand for her to take. Without too much thought, she reached out, putting her hand in his and standing. Together, they made their way over to Edwin, who was telling everyone all the things about Hannah and the new baby.

      Together.

      That word felt foreign in her mind.

      She and Heath weren’t together. They weren’t even friends. They were barely acquaintances. They were two people connected because of another person.

      That was it.

      “What’s her name?” Hannah’s mom asked.

      “Harper,” Edwin said, still smiling. “And her middle name is Meredith, after Hannah’s Grandma.”

      From there, everyone took turns going back to visit Hannah and the baby. She waited patiently because family and close friends should be first. When it was finally her turn, she made her way down the hallway toward Hannah’s room. The door was cracked, letting her see inside just a little.

      What she saw made her stop.

      Heath was cradling the baby in his arms, talking softly to her.

      He was walking back and forth, his head low as he whispered words she couldn’t hear. He looked completely smitten with the tiny baby, and for a second, Grace’s ovaries tried to rebel against the hate she had for him.

      She was frozen in place watching this giant of a man, who she did not like, hold a sleeping newborn.

      It was a foregone conclusion that her body would react. It didn't have to mean anything.

      Deciding she would come back later, that she needed a breather before going in there, she started to turn, her shoes squeaking on the floor. Heath’s head snapped up, his eyes connecting with hers.

      So much for a quick getaway.

      “Hannah, Grace is here,” Heath said, making it so she could no longer retreat.

      Taking a steadying breath, she pushed open the door. “Hey.” She avoided looking at Heath and instead looked at Hannah in the bed. “Congratulations.”

      “Thank you.” Edwin was sitting next to her, his arm slung over her shoulder. “Do you want to hold her? Heath has been hogging her for the last thirty minutes and not sharing her with anyone.”

      “What do you expect,” he said in a soft voice. “She’s perfect.”

      She finally turned to look at him again and saw him smiling down at the baby in his arms.

      “Give her up,” Hannah said.

      Heath glanced up, walking toward her. When he was close, so close she could smell his cologne, he handed off Harper. Their arms grazed, and for a moment, it felt like he lingered longer than needed, but she was too caught up in the adorable newborn in her arms.

      “Oh my,” she cooed, “she’s beautiful.”

      Heath had stayed where he was, saying, “The most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.” But when she glanced up, she saw he wasn’t looking at Harper, but at her.

      He couldn't be talking about her. Could he?

      “I guess she just wanted to come out early,” Edwin said. “She couldn't wait to meet everyone.”

      Needing to get away from Heath, she started walking and rocking the baby. “I can understand why. She’s gotta have two of the coolest parents ever.”

      “I don’t feel very cool right now,” Hannah said. “Having a baby is a lot of work.”

      Grace looked at Hannah and could see the exhaustion on her face. “You need to sleep.”

      “She’s right,” Heath said. “Both of you. I can keep an eye on Harper and wake you if she needs to eat or be changed.” He grimaced. “Because, as much as I already love her, I don’t think I’m ready for those things yet.”

      “I’ll get out of your hair and let you rest.” She handed the baby to Edwin rather than Heath because she wasn’t sure she trusted herself being that close to him.

      She also didn’t tell Hannah that after a good night's sleep, she planned to return home. Hannah had plenty of people around to help her, and she didn’t need Grace underfoot with a new baby.

      And Grace needed to get out of Valley Falls and away from Heath Bailey, before she did something stupid, like start to like him.

      She needed to remember the hate and annoyance she had for him. It was better that way.

      Now if she could just get the image of him holding his niece in his arms and looking smitten out of her head.
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