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Snow was falling lightly as Lita made her way home from work. Fat, white flakes trickled down around the streetlights and settled silently on the ground. The roadway was already dusted with the white powder, but by morning there’d probably be a few inches of accumulation.

Too bad it was too late.

“Christmas was three days ago,” she sighed.

Then the ground had been brown as... well, as dirt. For somebody having a hard time getting into the holiday spirit, the barren view outside her window certainly hadn’t helped. Even now with the snow glistening, she couldn’t find that special excitement within herself. Instead of appearing picturesque, the midnight landscape just looked cold. Isolated. Lonely.

She let out a long breath. God, these winter blues were getting old.

Wanting to get home, she stepped on the gas. The light was yellow as she crossed Sycamore Street, and a car suddenly swung in behind her. The headlights reflected off her rearview mirror, making her jump so high she nearly bumped her head.

“Oh, for heaven’s sake.” Reaching up, she adjusted her mirror so the lights wouldn’t blind her.

Still, her heart rate kept its accelerated pace, and she sat a little straighter in the driver’s seat. Unable to help herself, she kept looking to the mirror and the car behind her. 

Every night.

Every night, the same car pulled in behind her. It kept pace with her, turning when she turned, slowing when she hit her brakes, following her until she got home...

She flinched when the lights atop the car started flashing blue and red.  

“What?” Quickly, she looked at the dashboard. Her speed seemed okay. She hadn’t run any stop signs, and that light had definitely been yellow. “What did I do?”

Letting out a frustrated groan, she pulled over to the curb. She shifted into park and looked again at the rearview mirror. The car behind her came to a textbook police stop. Suddenly self-conscious, she focused on her own reflection. There wasn’t much she could do but run her fingers through her hair, trying to give it a sexy tussled look.

The door of the patrol car opened, and her attention immediately shot back to the officer who stepped out of the car.

“Damn,” she whispered.

He looked good tonight. Really good.

Officer Pirelli started towards her, and the strangest thing happened inside Lita’s chest. Her heart rate actually slowed – only the tattoo of it threatened to break right through her ribs. Nervously, she rubbed her damp palms against the steering wheel. 

He approached her car carefully, even though he knew she was the one inside. She always was. She lowered the window as he came to a stop beside her car. Cold winter air rolled in, and her breaths appeared as puffs in front of her face. “Hi, Troy.”

“Lita.” 

She gave him a hesitant smile. “Did I do something wrong?”

“You tell me.”

Her smile fell. “I don’t think so.”

The dislike in his voice hurt, although she knew the source if it. Still, a gal could hope. When he’d first started following her home, she’d thought it was to harass her. Lately, though, she’d begun to wonder if it was something else – like maybe he was interested.

Her blue mood quickly squashed that idea; Officer Troy Pirelli detested her.

“Driver’s license and registration,” he ordered.

“You know they’re good from the last time you pulled me over.”

He just held out his hand, watching her like a hawk.

Lita sighed and leaned over to open the glove box for her registration. She fished her license out of her purse and handed both documents to him.

He studied them, and she took the rare opportunity to study him. The black bomber jacket of his uniform made his shoulders seem wider, and he had his hat pulled down low. Still, snowflakes clung to the tips of his hair. That didn’t stop her from wanting to run her fingers through it. They were tingling so badly, she curled them into her palms to try to stop the sensation. “The light was yellow,” she said, taking the offensive.

“I know.”

The two simple words effectively tripped up her battle plan. He’d pulled her over before, but there had always been a reason – and a resulting ticket. But if she hadn’t run the light... “Then what’s the problem?”

“You,” he muttered quietly.

“Me?”

He handed her back her things. His gaze settled on her then, and it was as hot as the night was cold. His attention started on the clenched fists in her lap. Self-conscious again, Lita dried her palms on her jeans as that observant gaze drifted upwards. Her body warmed under the attention, and her heart thudded harder. That observant gaze finally landed on her face – or more precisely, her lips. They prickled with heat before he looked directly into her eyes.

“Could you step out of the car?”

She blinked. “Why?”

A muscle in his jaw flexed. “I have concerns that you’ve been drinking.”

For a moment, Lita couldn’t process the low words. When she finally did, her head snapped back so hard it bumped against the headrest. “Drinking?”

Of all the things he could have said, that was the last she’d expected. “Why would you even think that?” she sputtered.

“Your cheeks are flushed, and your eyes are glazed.”

Well, yes, but that wasn’t the reason. Flustered, she tucked her hair behind her ear. Suddenly, she wasn’t so concerned about looking sexy. “No, I haven’t been drinking. And just so you know, I resent the accusation!”

He didn’t budge as he stood over her. “You were weaving down the road, and you drifted over the center line going through that last intersection.”

She looked back at her tracks, clearly visible in the newly fallen snow. They proved that she had taken a rather S-shaped path, but his implication was ridiculous. She wasn’t drunk; she’d been watching the snow coming down. “Give me a break, Pirelli. I can’t even see the center line. If I crossed it, it was only by about six inches. You’re going to have to do better than that.”

The set of his shoulders hardened. “Get out of the car.”

Lita’s eyes narrowed. What was up with him tonight? Was he taking a new tactic and trying to piss her off?

Because it was working.

She yanked on the door handle, and he stepped back as she got out of the car. The way he watched her made her feel like something in a lab experiment. She slammed the door behind her. The sound was abrupt in the midst of all the cold, winter stillness.

“You know I just got off work,” she said. “They’d fire me if I was drunk on the air.”

“Then this should be easy for you. Let me see you stand on one foot.”

Unbelievable.

Lita looked away. Well, this was just the capper to a perfectly miserable holiday season. Snowflakes pelted her in the face, and she wiped away the trails of moisture that started down her cheeks. Indignantly, she shoved her hands into the pockets of her KIWU jacket and lifted one foot. “See? I didn’t even get a whiff of the eggnog tonight.”
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