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        everything about you is beautiful

        thank you for loving me

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      Wednesday, November 23

      Day Before Thanksgiving

      Passing Clouds 70/48 ℉

      

      ADAM

      

      “I might need to be drunk for this.”

      Steve eyed him from the passenger side. “Are you afraid?”

      “I might be,” Adam admitted.

      Steve snorted and let go of the car door handle and dropped his hand back into his lap. “Of Bex?”

      Adam’s eyes flicked out the windshield to the front door of the pizza place where Steve’s sister Bex worked.

      Steve didn’t even try to hide his amusement. “Bex? Little, scrawny, Baby Bex.”

      Adam rolled his eyes at his best friend. “None of those words describe her anymore.” And hadn’t for years. “She’s a fucking Valkyrie and she’s marked me for death.”

      Steve threw his head back and laughed. Hard.

      Nice.

      At least Steve found Adam’s terror hilarious.

      But Steve didn’t know. He hadn’t been there. He’d been at his new house with his brand-new wife. Only Adam knew how fast Bex had moved, how strong her grip had been on his shirt, how bright the fire in her eyes⁠—

      “It’s your fault anyway,” Adam sputtered to stop the memory before it confused him again.

      Steve made a noise in his throat that didn’t exactly deny the accusation.

      See, Steve and Anika had secretly gotten married a little over a month ago. They were waiting to tell their families because they’d wanted to avoid any meddling. Which Adam understood because while he didn’t know Anika’s family, he knew Steve’s family. And they were definitely meddlers.

      Not only that, the marriage itself was a sham. They’d basically decided to do it because they’d each needed a safety net. Adam had been the unfortunate idiot who’d suggested marriage in the first place. Making him both the best man and number one secret keeper in the same second.

      “If you’d just have told your family like you said you were going to, Bex wouldn’t have murder-eyes for me,” Adam said.

      Steve took a breath and nodded. “That’s true. I just—” Steve shook his head, a small smile playing on his lips as his gaze grew distant. “I just didn’t want to share her yet.”

      Adam narrowed his eyes suspiciously at his friend.

      Hmm.

      Steve and Anika were good friends. It wasn’t more than that. Right?

      “Well.” Steve faced him. “We need to get this sorted because I’m about to ask you for a favor.”

      Adam chuckled because of course Steve was asking for a favor. When wasn’t he? “No kidding.”

      Steve ignored Adam’s tone and tipped his head toward the restaurant. “It’s Bex.”

      Adam glanced out the windshield expecting to see her appear, but he couldn’t see through the reflection on the front windows. “Bex?”

      “You know her,” Steve said. “She’s always been so independent. She does everything on her own. I try to stop by a couple times a week to check on her. Make sure she’s okay. She’s terrible at hiding her mood so it’s easy to know if things are good or not.”

      “Okaaaay?”

      “I’ll be abstaining from pizza for a bit while Anika is in superhero training. I want to be supportive. Unfortunately, that means I don’t have a plausible excuse to drop by and check on Bex.”

      “That’s really cool of you, Steve,” Adam said, surprised but not surprised. Steve, while appearing to be an oaf, was unusually thoughtful. He cared about the people in his life in a persistent and present way. It was one of the reasons Adam looked up to him. But don’t tell anyone that.

      “On top of that I’m helping Violet move to Utah. And Anika asked me to come with her to Iceland after the New Year. So I won’t exactly be around. Would you be able to check on Bex for me?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Just stop by once or twice a week, get a pizza, talk to her, see if she needs help or anything. Even though she won’t ‘need’ help even if she needs help. You know?”

      “Not really.”

      Steve blew out a breath and looked towards the restaurant. “Sometimes…” He rethought what he was going to say and started over. “It’s like being the baby made her try even harder to prove she didn’t need to be babied. Does that make sense?”

      Adam’s mouth curved up at the corners as a memory flashed through his mind. It was of a ten-year-old Bex yanking a surfboard out of Steve’s hands and yelling, “Back off, Bigfoot!”

      Steve had been trying to tell her that it wasn’t safe for her to go out there because she was so small. She really hadn’t liked that.

      “To be fair,” Adam said. “You have always treated her like she was spun sugar. And I’ve seen her in action. She’s anything but fragile.”

      Steve made a face but didn’t disagree. “God help me when she falls in love.”

      “God help you?” Adam laughed. “God help him, the poor bastard.”

      Steve cracked a smile at that. He squinted at a car that pulled into the parking lot. “I just worry about her.” His voice dropped like he was talking to himself. “I think I saw one of her exes the other day.”

      “Is he a bad guy or something?”

      Steve’s baby blue eyes clouded over. “Yeah.”

      Adam sat back with Steve’s reply. Steve didn’t call anyone a bad guy unless they actually were.

      “Don’t tell her I said anything about it. I’m not supposed to know.” Steve faced him again. “Can you do this for me? Just check on her for a bit? Until I get back? I usually ask Bo and Kip but⁠—”

      “They’re also very busy,” Adam finished.

      Everyone in their friend group had paired off. Even Steve—which no one had seen coming. That left Adam as the only one who didn’t have anyone.

      Not that he felt weird being the ninth wheel. They wouldn’t stop including him in things. He was the one who hosted the BBQs after all.

      It was just another way he felt like an outsider. A feeling he’d struggled with since childhood. Which wasn’t anyone’s fault. It was just something he had to deal with in his own way and time. He had hope that someday he’d figure it out.

      “I think I can handle getting pizza a couple times a week,” Adam assured him. As far as favors went, this one was easy.

      Sort of. As long as Bex didn’t stay mad at him for keeping her brother’s marriage a secret.

      Steve nodded, expression serious. “And if something gets weird, you’ll tell me?”

      “You mean with the ex?”

      “Or anything.”

      “Yeah, of course,” Adam agreed without really thinking about it.

      How weird could it get?

      “Cool.” Steve relaxed and only then did Adam realize how tense the other man had been.

      “I hate to remind you of this, but you know she’s a grown woman, right?”

      Steve narrowed his eyes and Adam had to hold onto the laugh that wanted to fall out. Steve, for all his happy go lucky attitude, didn’t mess around when it came to his sisters. As the only boy among a sea of seven sisters, he took their well-being as seriously as Cerberus guarding the River Styx.

      “You know what?” Steve said suddenly, the energy shifting in the car. “Let’s go inside and you can see what I’m talking about. You can see the grown woman in action.”

      Adam had a feeling Bex wouldn’t like the tone Steve used when he’d said “grown woman,” but because he didn’t have a death wish, he wasn’t going to be the one to tell her.

      They got out of the car and Steve led the way.

      He stepped up onto the cracked and broken pavement of the sidewalk. It had pulled away from the foundation of the building, leaving jagged gaps. The brick on the front of the building was also a mess. Chipped away and crushed in areas.

      This place was in serious need of repair. He wondered how long it had been like this. He had memories of it looking less ragged when he was in college.

      He’d noticed the wear and tear recently, but it seemed more prominent tonight. Or maybe he was just noticing it more for some reason.

      The windows were clean. Mostly. A few smudges and fingerprints that could be cleaned up in the morning.

      As decrepit as the building appeared, the restaurant itself was always well cared for.

      Bex took pride in her job.

      Maybe it was because Adam had been raised by full-time working actors and surrounded by people with a work ethic that most wouldn’t understand, but he’d always respected the hell out of her. Especially the part where she seemed to know at an early age what she wanted to do and just went for it.

      When they got inside Steve didn’t pause, he went straight through the door that separated the lobby from the kitchen. An employee near the counter opened their mouth to say something but Bex beat him to it.

      “Brother mine.”

      “Sister,” Steve replied.

      Bex’s gaze flicked to Adam and back to Steve where it narrowed. “I assume you’re here to grovel.”

      Adam pressed his lips together to keep from smiling.

      As an only child, watching the dynamics between Steve and siblings had always amused him. It also left this weird achy feeling in his chest that he mostly ignored. They would do anything for each other except let one of them off the hook for something.

      “If I grovel, will you forgive me?” Steve asked.

      Bex leaned a hip against the stainless-steel table she stood by and crossed her arms. “Depends.” Her dark blue eyes flicked to Adam again and held for a beat. “Are you here to grovel as well?”

      Adam froze.

      “Yes, yes,” Steve said, sounding appropriately contrite. “It’s very sad how my best friend kept a secret for me.”

      Adam did smile at that. “Dude, I’m your best friend?”

      Steve made a face at him like he was being stupid. “Of course.”

      “You’re my best friend too,” Adam said wondering at the weird feeling in his gut with having said the words out loud.

      Steve shook his head, a small smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. “You don’t say.”

      “If you two weren’t so adorable I’d probably be a lot more pissed,” Bex said.

      “And because we’re so adorable you’re going to accept my apology for keeping my quickie marriage a secret, right?”

      Bex rolled her eyes, but her lips were trembling with the need to smile. “Fine.”

      “And you’re going to stop threatening Adam every time he comes in to get pizza?” Steve pressed.

      Bex took a deep breath and studied Adam for several seconds.

      He swallowed. Not because she was scary, but because he was scared and he couldn’t explain why. Having Bex dislike him felt wrong in a very fundamental, down to his atoms sort of way.

      He’d known her since she was a baby. He couldn’t ever remember being worried about her liking him because she always had.

      And then one day she seemed to stop.

      The easy jokes, the sibling-like teasing and affection—poof. Just gone.

      She didn’t act like she disliked him exactly. It was as if he was on the outside of things. Like they didn’t know each other well.

      Carefully polite, if he had to describe it. With a touch of distrust.

      It made him uneasy.

      And being uneasy with Bex was confusing.

      “Bex,” Steve prompted followed by an incredulous laugh. “You’re not actually mad at Adam.”

      “Of course I’m not mad at Adam,” she said. But her tone was unreadable. Almost flat.

      Adam mouthed “Sorry.”

      It worked because Bex’s mouth cracked in a smile. He grinned and she shook her head but her smile didn’t fade.

      The unease in his chest loosened just a bit.

      “And we’re here to help you put truck away to make up for it,” Steve said.

      They were?

      Bex looked away from Adam to make a face at her brother. “Don’t be stupid.”

      “Sorry. I was born this way.” Steve was already heading further into the back of the store.

      That’s when Adam noticed all the piles of product everywhere. Stacks of canned items, bales of flour, bundles of boxes. It made the already small kitchen a labyrinth of pizza making supplies. Some of the stacks were taller than Bex.

      “Do you want me to do cold stuff or dry stuff?” Steve asked, pulling open the walk-in door and revealing a wall of cardboard.

      It was obvious by Bex’s expression that she was both irritated at her brother for being so bossy and relieved to have some help.

      “Never mind,” Steve said, shimmying his way between boxes in the walk-in. “Tell Adam where everything goes.” The walk-in door fell shut behind him.

      Bex looked to the sky and put her hands on her hips. She grumbled something under breath and faced Adam.

      “Okay,” she said mostly to herself. “C’mere. I’ll have you put away the flour.” Adam followed her to the back and around a corner.

      She pointed out a steel pallet that stood about two feet off the ground. “The flour goes there. I’ve already moved the older bales to the table and wiped it down.” She grabbed a bale from the top of one of the new stacks and placed it length wise on the pallet against the wall. “It’s just like stacking Jenga blocks—alternating perpendicular layers.” While she was speaking she added five more bales to the first layer, front-to back. “So the next layer will go left-to-right. Make sure each layer is nice and solid before moving on. The tower will be pretty high when you’re done. Put the older bales on top. Got it?”

      He nodded and grabbed a bale of flour to start the next layer.

      Holy crap.

      They were a lot heavier than he’d expected.

      She nodded in approval at where he put it. “They’re just over fifty pounds so make sure to lift with your legs.”

      Bex was a lot stronger than she looked.

      “How long does a shipment like this last?” he asked.

      “A week.” She laughed. “If I’m lucky.”

      “You do this every week?”

      She just smiled and backed away. “Let me know when you’re done.”

      Adam looked around at all the product surrounding them. So this was what Steve meant by seeing the “grown woman in action.”

      On one hand he understood Steve thinking she needed help. There was a lot of work here. And Bex was small. Probably five-three and a buck twenty.

      But she wasn’t incapable. He’d witnessed the easy way she’d handled the bales of flour.

      Siblings.

      He didn’t have any, so he had very little to compare it to. But over the years he’d noticed that siblings usually saw each other as the littlest version of themselves. Sometimes that was adorable. And sometimes, like now, it was misguided.

      Adam didn’t think it was smart to underestimate Bex.

      While he stacked the flour in neat rows that made his brain happy, he could hear Bex talking and laughing with the one other employee there. He couldn’t really hear what they were saying but the tone was pleasant. Thuds and grunts came from the walk-in and Adam wondered how many times Steve had helped put truck away.

      When he was finished with the flour he went in search of Bex.

      He found her balancing precariously on a step stool that had been placed on two stacked pallets, lifting a bundle of boxes over her head onto a shelf.

      “This looks safe,” he said.

      She grunted a laugh and slid the bundle home. “It’s fine.”

      “Uh huh.”

      “I told you.” The employee, a young man no older than seventeen, laughed.

      “Shush,” Bex said, bending low and grabbing hold of another bundle of boxes, pulling it towards her. “I do this all the time.”

      The phone rang and the kid went to answer it.

      “Please let me help you,” Adam said, watching her get the bundle over the edge of the shelf and slide it back.

      “I’ve got it.”

      She sounded exasperated. Or maybe she was getting tired.

      She bent at the waist to get another bundle and wobbled. “Woop.” She chuckled and steadied herself.

      Adam had raised his hands to catch her but stopped and clenched them into fists instead. “If you fall when I’m right here, Steve will murder me.”

      Bex chuckled again. A deep throaty sound that he couldn’t remember ever hearing from her before. Another reminder that she wasn’t a kid.

      It was a nice sound.

      He grabbed the next bundle and handed it to her when she turned back towards him.

      Their gazes connected and her lips tipped up on the ends. “Thanks.”

      He didn’t say anything and just kept handing her bundles until they were all put away. Then he held his hand out to help her down from her ridiculous step stool contraption.

      She took it but rolled her eyes to signal her protest.

      “There’s no way that’s safety compliant,” he remarked.

      “How else am I going to put the boxes away?” She grabbed the step stool and brought it down.

      “You can’t reach that high?” He stretched his arm over his head and easily palmed the end of one of the bundles above them. “How do you get them down?”

      “I jump.”

      He knew he was smiling too big but he couldn’t help it. “How high can you jump?” She had to be kidding.

      She jumped up and grabbed a handful of the plastic that surrounding a bundle and brought it down with her, catching it in both arms as her feet hit the floor.

      That was…impressive.

      “Can you jump this high?” he asked, raising his hand as high above his head as he could reach like he was asking for a high-five.

      She eyed him, mischief and amusement sparkling in her eyes. He thought for sure she was going to try to slap his hand and he was delighted at the prospect for no other reason than it would be funny.

      But instead she poked him in his exposed armpit.

      “Hey!” he yelped, yanking his arm down.

      “I don’t do tricks on command, Sawyer. You know that.”

      He did know that. Well played. “I just wanted to see how high you can jump,” he defended.

      She gave him a look and he grinned. He also couldn’t help scanning her features. Something had been niggling at him since they’d walked in the door and he still hadn’t figured out what it was.

      “Have you always worn glasses?” he asked.

      “Yeah.” She brushed passed him and he spun around to follow her. “I usually wear contacts but I ran out because I forgot to order more.” She started making a pizza and he pretended to watch what she was doing but now that he knew it was the glasses that were different, he kept looking at her face.

      Bex had always been pretty. The whole family was genetically blessed. But Bex’s coloring was more along the lines of her mom than the rest of her siblings. Her hair a rich honey brown, her eyes a dark blue.

      While the rest of the Eriksons were tall, blond, and long-limbed. Bex wasn’t.

      And not that he’d been looking but one time his mom had remarked that Bex had what she called a “classic hourglass figure.” All Adam knew was that he liked it. Again, not that he’d been looking.

      She was his best friend’s little sister; he wasn’t stupid.

      Her glasses were simple, rectangle shaped and brown. But they did something to the blue in her eyes and he couldn’t stop looking at them.

      “You thinking about getting glasses?” she asked.

      He paused as he tried to figure out why she would ask that and concluded it was because he’d been staring.

      “Maybe. I do want people to think I’m smart.” He took on a more thoughtful expression. “Let me try yours on.”

      She chuckled, put the pizza she’d finished making into the oven, and took off her glasses and handed them over.

      He slid them on and blinked against the blurriness. “Let me guess. They look better on me, don’t they?”

      Her laugh was all the reward he needed. He wanted more.

      Putting on the most serious expression he could muster, he looked down his nose at no one and said in a truly terrible British accent, “The Mesozoic Era includes the Triassic, Jurassic, and Cretaceous Periods. It was also when Pangea broke apart and ruined everything.”

      The loud burst of laughter that came from Bex filled his entire soul with sunshine and he couldn’t stop grinning. “You like that, huh.”

      She shook her head, still laughing a bit.

      “Nice glasses.”

      They both glanced over to find Steve had finished in the walk-in.

      “I’m thinking of getting some, but Bex is worried I’ll be cuter than her.”

      “Not a worry I’ve ever had.” Bex plucked the glasses off his face and returned them to their rightful home.

      It happened so quickly Adam was a little stun-locked.

      “What else needs putting away? Sauce?” Steve asked already moving that direction. He met Adam’s gaze and lifted his chin.

      “You guys have already done enough,” Bex called from somewhere on the other side of the ovens.

      Steve rolled his eyes. “I always forget that asking you is an effort in futility.”

      Bex mumbled something neither one of them understood. Steve directed Adam how to put the boxes of sauce away while he reorganized the reach-in freezer.

      It was a weird experience being in the back of a working restaurant. Not an unpleasant one. Music blared through speakers in the ceiling and the doorbell started to go off continuously.

      Adam finished the sauce and started putting away other things. Most of it was obvious where it went. He rotated the older product to be used first because that made sense.

      Before he knew it, he was refilling the toppings in the makeline and restocking the pop cooler.

      The door closed on the last customer of the recent rush and Bex leaned over the counter to see what he was doing.

      He glanced up. “What?”

      “Nothing.” She shrugged. “Just checking to make sure you weren’t sticking the warm ones up front.”

      He scoffed. “Who would do that?”

      She rolled those pretty eyes again. “Nearly everyone. FIFO is a love language. You either get it or you don’t.”

      “FIFO?”

      “First in, First out.”

      He narrowed his eyes in suspicion. “That just seems…obvious.”

      A laugh bubbled out of her and she started restocking the red pepper and cheese packets along the counter. “If I didn’t know any better I’d think you were flirting with me.”

      Adam’s eyes darted to the back of the store where Steve was somewhere putting away cases of pineapple tidbits.

      “If I was flirting, you’d know.” He moved the last Dr. Pepper to the side and started putting the warm ones in the cooler. “I like to start with finger guns and then move right into a ‘how you doin’?’”

      Bex laughed loud and bright and Adam grinned.

      “Does that work?”

      He snorted. “No.”

      She laughed even harder and for some reason Adam was absolutely delighted with himself.

      Stopping by to check on Bex a couple times a week was not going to be a hardship. Especially now that she didn’t seem to want to kill him anymore. He wondered if truck delivery arrived at the same time every time and if not, how could he get notified of said truck delivery so he could help out consistently. Because, yeah, she had it handled.

      But he liked doing it.

      “So you said you get truck delivery once a week. Is it always on Wednesday nights?”

      “No, it’s usually Thursday mornings but the schedule changes around the holidays.”

      Oh, right. Tomorrow was Thanksgiving. He’d completely forgotten about that.

      “Do you have big plans for Thanksgiving?” he asked.

      “Phoebe is home for the weekend so Olivia is having a big thing. I’m bringing a pie.”

      Adam paused and went through the list of Steve’s sisters in his head. “Phoebe is the rocket scientist?”

      Bex chuckled. “More or less. She’s been busy in a cave in the desert studying dark matter. I think.”

      “And Olivia is the accountant?”

      “Harper is the accountant; Olivia is a dentist.”

      “Right.” Like he remembered. But he didn’t. Steve had so many sisters it was impossible to keep track. It didn’t help that they all looked the same—the female version of Steve.

      Except Bex.

      “What?”

      He blinked, realizing he’d been staring at her again. “Oh, sorry. I was just thinking about how out of all the siblings you look the least like them.”

      She rolled her lips inward, and her gaze drifted down.

      “That’s not a bad thing.” He stood up and let the cooler door fall closed. “You’re pretty like your mom.”

      Now why had he said that?

      She narrowed her eyes at him and too late he recognized the mischief there. “Steve!” she called. “Adam said mom is pretty!”

      Steve appeared out of nowhere. “Dude.”

      Adam’s mouth opened and closed as all of his brain cells scrambled to take cover. His gaze bounced from Steve’s displeased expression to Bex’s sneaky smile.

      The little devil.

      It wasn’t like he could explain himself.

      I called your sister pretty. And your mom.

      That would go over well.

      He shook his head at Bex because she knew she had him.

      “Wow,” he said. “Thanks for that.”

      Her smile was a thing of beauty. He’d be proud of her if he wasn’t so worried Steve was going to murder him.

      Instead, he gathered the empty soda crates and put them away in the back.

      While he washed his hands he listened to Steve and Bex discuss their family’s holiday plans and say their goodbyes. He kept his mouth shut so he wouldn’t say anymore stupid things that could be held against him later.

      He shouldn’t have been so surprised . Bex had always been quick and sassy. It was the ammo that he’d gifted her that had surprised him the most.

      You couldn’t just walk around telling your best friend’s little sister she was pretty.

      Rookie mistake.

      “Thanks again for your help,” Bex said as Adam followed Steve out the door. “Hey Adam?”

      Adam paused and glanced back. The door fell shut behind Steve.

      “I’ll tell mom you said hi.” Bex pumped her eyebrows once and she was too damn cute to be mad at.

      He felt himself smiling despite himself. “You’re trouble.”

      She batted her lashes in mock innocence and Adam barked a laugh before leaving the restaurant.

      That girl was going to get someone in sooo much trouble. Not him. Because he was too smart for that. But someone.

      In fact, it was a good thing Steve had asked him to keep an eye on her.

      Because, seriously, someone needed to.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

        

      

    

    
      Monday, November 28

      Scattered Clouds 64/57 ℉

      

      BEX

      

      “I’m getting real sick of everyone going to jail,” Bex huffed, sliding the closed pizza box across the stainless-steel table.

      Tomás barked a laugh and slapped the makeline ticket on top before sliding the pizza into the hotbox.

      Bex smiled ruefully. It was a funny thing to say. It was so painfully true though that it was downright hysterical.

      She was closing. Again.

      It was supposed to have been her day off. Good thing they’d been closed for Thanksgiving last week or she wouldn’t have had a day off at all this month.

      “What is it about the holidays that brings out the worst decisions in people?” she asked, not really expecting an answer.

      Her normal weeknight closer had violated his probation and was still in jail. She had no idea if or when he’d be released.

      This came on the heels of her weekday opener getting arrested for driving without insurance, expired tags, and a suspended license.

      At this rate, she was going to be working open to close for the rest of her life.

      “I can put my trip off a couple days,” Tomás offered.

      Bex frowned hard. “Absolutely not,” she snorted. He started to argue and she waved it away. “We do not change our life around to accommodate those with impulse control issues.”

      Tomás smiled and shook his head because they both knew she only half meant it. We wasn’t an accurate statement. She changed her life all the time for her employees. But she refused to let them do it.

      Besides, it wasn’t like she had kids or a significant other to worry about. Occasionally she had to go see a sister or help her Gran out, but overall, her life was the most flexible.

      Also, it was difficult to trust the store to someone else.

      “What’s that face for?” Tomás asked.

      Bex lifted her eyebrows and tried to relax her facial expression. She had never mastered being able to hide her thoughts and had been told on more than one occasion she had a “very expressive face.” Which she was pretty sure meant she couldn’t keep a secret to save her life.

      She tipped her head in the direction of the phone station where Celine was clocking in a half hour late. It wasn’t that Celine was late that Bex noticed. It was how red Celine’s eyes were from across the room.

      Tomás saw the same thing and snorted. They exchanged a look of amused incredulity and Bex headed that way. When she reached the eighteen-year-old she tried not to wince at the strong aroma wafting off her.

      Oh geez.

      She had to have been hotboxing right before walking through the door. Bex rolled her lips inward to keep from smiling.

      “Hey Boss!” Celine greeted in that happy, sleepy way that only stoners could pull off.

      “Hey girl.” Bex couldn’t even be mad at her. She’d done what two higher paid employees hadn’t been able to do that day which was show up.

      Still, Celine was supposed to be on counter during supper. It was clear she wasn’t in any shape to be counting back change.

      “Can you sweep the lobby for me?” Bex asked.

      “For sure,” Celine agreed as the doorbell went off.

      Bex turned to get counter, meeting Tomás’s eyes briefly. The guy was grinning like a loon.

      It wasn’t the first time Celine had shown up high.

      Bex got to counter and stopped short.

      Adam Sawyer stood in her lobby gazing up at the menu board like he was going to get something other than his usual.

      She had a fraction of a second to admire his handsome profile before he turned his attention to her.

      “Hey you,” she said with probably too much familiarity, but she couldn’t help it.

      She’d known Adam Sawyer her entire life. Or at least what she could remember of it.

      He’d been her brother Steve’s friend and was always around.

      He had also been her very first crush. And her third crush and her fifth crush.

      Every time he’d hit a new round of puberty, her little girl heart would flip out all over again.

      For a minute when she was eighteen and he was twenty-six, she’d thought he might have noticed her in a non-best-friend’s-little-sister way.

      But she’d been mistaken.

      That had been her final crush on Adam Sawyer.

      She’d scraped her sloppy feelings back together and finished growing up.

      Mostly.

      A small, miniscule, almost non-existent portion of her heart still fluttered and flopped and ached at the sight of him.

      How could it not?

      The sole child of Hollywood royalty he had the kind of genetics some people would kill for. Tall, broad shouldered, dark hair that he wore in a shaggy mop like he didn’t care. A straight, Roman nose, an angled jaw and strong chin that framed a wide mouth with soft, full lips.

      She assumed they were soft. She actually had no idea, but it seemed like a logical conclusion.

      Those lips smiled back at her and she withheld a sigh. Because, yeah, he was that pretty.

      “Pizza?” she asked, already calling up the order screen on the register.

      “How are the hot wings?” he asked.

      Her finger froze over the button for pizza and she blinked as she processed what he was saying.

      “The wings?” she clarified, looking up to meet his gaze.

      Most people thought he had blue eyes. All the tabloids said he did. As the son of a Hollywood starlet and an action movie mega star, Adam was one of those people the general public took an interest in knowing better. Without knowing him at all.

      Because his eyes were green. Almost turquoise.

      “Are they any good?” he asked again, a slight arch in his eyebrows.

      “Your eyes—?” She shook her head. “The wings? Yeah! Yes. Yes, the wings are good.” She cleared her throat and fidgeted with a couple buttons on the screen. “No pizza?”

      He shrugged. “Thought I might try something new.”

      She nodded. “The classic buffalo are my personal favorite, but the BBQ are also good.”

      “Favorite, huh?” The little smile he gave her was the entire reason production companies had offered millions and millions of dollars to get him on a reality dating show. He had declined. “Gimme an order of the buffalo then.”

      She pushed the appropriate buttons and tried to quiet that little fluttering piece of her heart that still thought Adam Sawyer was the most wonderful boy in the world.

      Celine came into the lobby with the broom at that point, distracting both of them enough that Bex remembered she was at work.

      Adam paid for his wings and took a seat on one of the four chairs in the lobby. Bex headed back to the kitchen to make his order.

      Ten minutes later she was on ovens, boxing them up. She glanced into the lobby and noticed Adam watching Celine with a peculiar look on his face. Granted, Celine had been sweeping the same corner since she’d started.

      Bex brought his wings up to the counter and he slowly stood, keeping one eye on Celine.

      “She’s uh…thorough,” he said, his expression reflecting the question he wasn’t about to ask.

      Bex nodded. “Uh huh.”

      Adam studied her face then took a small breath. “Have you seen my new car yet?”

      Before she could process his question enough to respond, he gestured with his head toward the door. “Come see it.”

      Um. Okay.

      It wasn’t like they were busy. It was a Monday, and she had already been thinking about who she could send home early. Celine was an obvious candidate.

      She untied her apron and hung it on the hook before joining Adam in the lobby. He’d waited for her with his back to the front door. When she emerged, he smiled a lazy smile and backed up, opening the door, and waited for her exit.

      “When did you get this?” she asked, eyeing the white Mercedes G-Wagon with tempered interest.

      She wouldn’t describe herself as a “car girl.” She’d driven a ‘99 Honda Civic for ten years and had no plans to get anything else until it died. That was because she was planning on using every single penny in her name to buy her dreams.

      But she could appreciate a Mercedes when she saw one.

      “After I sold the BMW to your brother.”

      “Please tell me you actually sold it him and didn’t just give it to him.” Steve had a way of finagling things in his favor.

      Adam chuckled. “He paid fair market value. I made sure of it.” He came around to the driver’s door and opened it. “Check out the interior.”

      Bex followed him and peered into the luxury SUV with an appropriate amount of awe. It did look pretty great with the all-white and black leather. She backed up and Adam leaned a bit closer, his eyes on the store behind her.

      “Is everything okay in there?” he asked, voice low.

      Bex almost laughed. “Why? Because Celine has been sweeping the same corner for a half an hour?”

      His gaze bounced from the store to her.

      “She’s high,” Bex offered by way of explanation. When his expression didn’t change she went on. “She’s very high. Last time she was this high, I had to rebuild the conveyor on the middle deck.”

      Adam blinked at her.

      “Sorry. The middle deck is one of the ovens. It has a conveyor system and she fucked it all up when she left a spatula on it. She just stood there and watched it get all wrapped in the gears.”

      He lifted his eyebrows, but amusement had replaced the concern in his turquoise eyes. Oh they were standing close. So close she could smell whatever expensive cologne he was wearing. She was suddenly very aware that she smelled like pizza and garlic bread.

      She took a small step away. “Is that why you wanted me to see your new car?” she asked, finding his excuse adorable.

      “Mostly,” he admitted. “I just wanted to be sure everything was okay. Why don’t you just send her home?”

      “I probably will. I just want to be sure she’s not a danger to herself first before I send her out into the world, you know?”

      He smiled at her and his eyes glinted with humor. Wait. Did he find her funny? Did he think she was a funny person?

      Why did the idea of that make her feel like she was just given a gift.

      Adam Sawyer thought she was funny.

      “Well, since you have this well in hand, I’ll leave you to it,” he said with a chin lift.

      She backed away and gave a low wave before going inside the store again.

      She really hoped he liked the wings.
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      Thursday December 1

      Broken Clouds 64/59 ℉

      

      ADAM

      

      When Thursday rolled around, Adam found himself eager to help put truck away again.

      Maybe it said something about how boring his life was because he’d literally counted down the days until Wednesday night. And then he could hardly sleep for the excitement buzzing through him.

      Bex had no idea he’d be showing up which was a good thing. He’d almost said something to her about it when he’d stopped by on Monday but had chosen not to. He was positive she’d decline his assistance. But he’d told Steve he’d keep an eye on her and he intended to. It just so happened he’d found a little bonus for himself.

      His friends thought he was weird for loving stuff like this. A while back Kip had needed a display built in the Soaring Bird store and he’d called Adam.

      He had zero credentials to do the shit he did, but it was still fun as hell.

      If someone needed something ridiculous moved or built, he was the guy for it. His mom said it was because his heart was naturally hype and sought out things that combined mental and physical. That’s why she thought getting him into dance and martial arts early on would help. It did for a minute. But then he’d get bored and want something else.

      On one hand, Adam liked things a certain way. Clean, organized, predictable. But the other side of him—the crazy maniac side—needed an outlet. Fun and wild and no rules. The trick was balance.

      It was one of the reasons his friend group consisted of extreme sports enthusiasts. They were the only ones who matched his energy and understood the structured side as well.

      But now there he was at thirty-two and no real plan for his life. Nothing past helping Bex put truck away.

      The parking lot was empty except for a lone car at the far end. It had to be Bex’s.

      He’d taken a chance and grabbed them both an iced coffee on the way over. An offering of sorts. He was hoping it would be enough to get him in the door.

      Balancing both cups in one hand, he tugged on the door handle and found it opened freely.

      Huh. Shouldn’t that be locked since they weren’t open yet?

      He stepped inside the darkened lobby and let the door fall closed behind him. The chime of the doorbell faded into the eerie silence.

      No rumble of the ovens, no chattering voices and banging pans.

      Just complete silence.

      He wasn’t sure he’d ever been in a restaurant that wasn’t open. It felt illegal.

      “Hello?” he called into the quiet store, a frown creasing his brow. “Bex?”

      No answer.

      The door between the lobby and the kitchen hung open and he headed toward the back where the lights were on.

      “Anyone here?” he called; his voice sounded unnervingly loud.

      Truck must’ve come because piles of product filled every available space like it had a week ago.

      Maybe he was the first one there?

      He glanced back at the front door. But then whose car was in the parking lot?

      Shit.

      Should he have stopped by last night instead? What if Bex had been kidnapped. Or worse?

      One week into Steve’s favor and he’d already lost the man’s sister.

      He put the coffees down on a small desk to his left. A set of keys and a cellphone sat atop what looked like an invoice.

      “Bex?” he called again.

      He headed further toward the back where the flour was stacked. Across from the flour was a closed door.  He knocked on it, and when there was no answer, he opened it. Bathroom. It was empty and the light was off.

      He checked another closed door that turned out to be some sort of mop room.

      Also empty.

      He unlocked and opened the back door and scanned up and down the empty alleyway.

      At what point was he supposed to panic?

      Sliding his phone out of his pocket, he contemplated how he would tell Steve his sister was missing. His thumb hovered over Steve’s name when he heard something.

      A muffled sort of shuffling. His eyes lifted and tracked towards the sound coming from his right. From the walk-in cooler. A place he hadn’t thought to check.

      He pulled the door open and quickly took in the sight before him.

      The back wall was lined with tall silver racks filled with trays and trays of doughballs. To the left was a shelving unit; the top two shelves had containers of vegetables. The lower shelves seemed to be holding large tubs of pizza sauce. And there, in the middle of the floor, was a pile of carboard boxes that came up to his chest.

      “Is someone there?” came a muffled voice from the bottom of the pile.

      “Holy crap, Bex! Are you okay?” He grabbed a box to move it out of the way, surprised by its weight. He peered at the label.

      Fifty pounds of shredded mozzarella?

      “You’ve gotta be kidding me,” he muttered. Okay, so he hadn’t lost her, but she was buried under an avalanche of cheese for God knew how long.

      He braced the door open with a foot and pivoted, placing the cheese box on the stainless-steel table just outside the walk-in door.

      “Bex?” he called, moving boxes off her as fast as he could. “It’s me. Adam,” he clarified.

      “Adam?” she finally responded, sounding confused. “Sawyer?”

      “Are you okay?” he asked again.

      “Umm…”

      He hustled, shoving box after box onto the table. Bex’s body started to appear beneath the pile. She was on her stomach on the floor, pinned down by hundreds of pounds of cheese.

      He moved faster.

      When he’d gotten enough off her that she could move, she pushed onto her hands and knees. The groan she let out had him reaching toward her and scooping under her armpits from behind. He lifted her to standing and then pulled her out of the walk-in. Probably a little more aggressively than he needed to.

      “All right,” she said, exasperated.

      He let go and took a step back as she turned to face him.

      “Eww,” she muttered, looking down at her shirt covered in whatever had been on the floor beneath her when she’d…fallen? Been attacked? Passed out?

      “What happened?” he asked, still not sure if she was okay. She seemed fine. All her limbs were still attached and there wasn’t any blood.

      Unless she was bleeding internally.

      “Are you bleeding internally?” he asked, taking his phone back out, ready to dial 911. He could probably get her to the hospital faster himself though. He’d ask the operator for advice.

      “Calm down, my dude. Let me take inventory.”

      He sucked in a breath to respond but managed to keep his mouth shut. He stood silently, his eyes doing their own check of her.

      Her hair had been in a ponytail but was now slightly askew; cheeks flushed, probably from the cold of the walk-in. He wondered how long she’d been in there before he’d found her. Her black work shirt was covered in grime⁠—

      His brain short-circuited when she grabbed the hem of her t-shirt and stripped it over her head in one move.

      She wore a white tank top underneath. Skin-tight and very thin, it allowed him to see the outline of her purple lace bra that held gloriously round breasts.

      She tugged her ponytail holder out and shook her hair free.

      Time itself seemed to slow as he watched her honey brown hair shine and shimmer, falling in loose waves down her back to her narrow waist. His gaze traveled leisurely over her form and his mouth went dry.

      He tried to swallow.

      She’s Steve’s little sister, he reminded himself.

      The sister of his best friend and forever off-limits. A rule that hadn’t needed to be a rule until six seconds ago.

      Because here was something just now occurring to Adam—Steve’s little sister was a fucking bombshell. In every sense of the word.

      Also, why didn’t he know purple was such a great color? Best color ever.

      But, again, best friend’s little sister.

      Best friend’s insanely hot little sister.

      Steve would murder him if he ever found out that Adam had even thought the word bombshell in reference to Bex.

      But for one terrifying, unexpected, death-defying second, he considered what it would be like to throw it all away for a shot.

      She twisted from side to side, testing muscles and stretching her neck back and forth as she put her ponytail back in. Completely unaware of the insanity happening in Adam’s mind. For which he was incredibly thankful. At least she hadn’t caught him checking her out.

      “My neck hurts,” she said, rubbing the back of it with a hand.

      “What happened?” he asked again, still worried she was injured.

      She rolled her eyes and gestured toward the walk-in. “I was trying to put the cheese away. But it’s been humid and a bunch of the older boxes caved in. I wasn’t fast enough, and they collapsed on me.”

      Then she blinked those inky black lashes at him like it was just now occurring to her that he was there.

      “I don’t mean for this to sound the way it’s going to sound, but what are you doing here?” she asked.

      He scratched the side of his neck and shifted on his feet. “I thought you might let me help you put truck away again.” He pointed at the desk. “And I brought you coffee!”

      Her eyes narrowed slightly but her lips curved into a bemused smile.

      “You need the cheese moved?” he asked, turning back to the walk-in. Mostly because he wanted to look at her too much.

      So much.

      She didn’t respond and he turned back toward her to see her walking away from him to the desk.

      “How did you get in?” she asked, reaching for the coffee with the straw wrapper still on the top.

      He liked that view too.

      Fuck him.

      “The door was unlocked.” He skipped the part where he’d started to worry she’d been kidnapped. That detail seemed irrelevant now.

      “That was lucky.” She snorted. “Overall stupid because anyone could have wandered in here. Thankfully it was you.”

      “I know, right? I wouldn’t have been able to rescue if it had been locked.”

      “I probably could have wiggled free.”

      He lifted his eyebrows. “You think so?”

      She nodded, looking very confident. “For sure. I was just about to put my plan into motion when you got here.”

      He narrowed his eyes. “That’s a weird way to say thank you.”

      She flashed a smile that hit him like a bolt of lightning to his senses. God, she had a great smile.

      She opened the bottom drawer of a metal filing cabinet next to the desk and pulled out a black garment. She slipped the fresh work shirt over her head, covering all those beautiful curves.

      Thank God.

      The shirt was way too big and came down to mid-thigh on her.

      “Oh good.” She looked down at herself. “I look like a toddler. That’ll get people to take me seriously.”

      He pressed his lips together because she wasn’t wrong. She looked adorable and tiny all of a sudden. Good thing she wasn’t his boss.

      Technically.

      But it did help to remind him that she was Steve’s little sister.

      “Just let me take a couple Advil and I’ll get it picked up.” She grabbed a pill bottle of the drawer in the desk.

      “Your neck?” he asked, worry sliding through him again.

      She wagged her head back and forth. “Yeah, but—” She tossed the pills back and took a drink from a water bottle that had also been on the desk. “There’s no crying in pizza.”

      “What?” he asked around a surprised chuckle.

      “There’s no crying in pizza,” she repeated then tapped the white board above the desk.

      Sure enough, in Bex’s feminine scrawl in black marker, were the words, “There’s no crying in pizza.”

      “Store motto?” he asked, once again amused by her ridiculousness.

      “Life motto,” she corrected. “Though,” she added with a tilt of her head. “If there was crying in pizza, it would definitely be done in the walk-in.”

      He laughed and noticed a look on her face he couldn’t place. It happened every time he laughed at something she said. It was a mix of confusion and delight like she couldn’t decide between the two.

      “How about, just this once, you let me do the heavy dangerous stuff and you supervise. No one’s here and I won’t tell. You won’t lose your reputation for being a total badass.”

      She’d begun walking towards him as he proposed his plan. When he finished, she crossed her arms and rolled her eyes.

      “It’s my job,” she said by way of argument.

      “So?”

      She laughed. “So, it’s not yours.”

      He shrugged like her words meant nothing because they kind of didn’t. “I’m not gonna sue you. Bex.” He put a palm to the center of his chest. “I like to help.”

      “I know.” Her shoulders dropped and he knew he’d won. She sighed. “Fine.”

      He grinned. He loved winning and that was barely even an argument. He grabbed her gently by her shoulders and turned her around. “Go sit down, drink your coffee, scroll the socials, and let me have some fun.”

      “Weirdo,” she muttered.

      He chose to hear affection in her tone.
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        * * *

      

      BEX

      

      Fine. He wanted to put away truck? Who was she to stop him?

      Truthfully, her neck and shoulders hurt way more than she was willing to admit. It wasn’t the first time cheese boxes had fallen on her. But it was more than it had ever been.

      Adam disappeared into the walk-in. Anyone else and she’d be paranoid that he’d do it wrong but with him she just wasn’t. He’d proven himself last week.

      Her phone beeped as she picked it up.  She was already smiling before she’d even opened the message.

      It was a text from her best friend Nerissa who had moved to Seattle two years ago. She worked as a janitor at a hospital and her texts were random and weirdly timed because of the shifts she worked. Also, Nerissa had a habit of treating their chat like a stream of consciousness.

      Bex loved it. She never knew what she was going to get when she opened a Nerissa text. It could be something deep and introspective about how short life is and how little time any of them really have, or it could be a chaotic retelling of an event at work.

      This one was a combination of those things.

      

      
        
          
            
              
        NERISSA: In the last thirty seconds, no joke, I’m at work and this happens:

      

      

      

      
        
          
        1. I step into the room I’m assigned. The patient is gone because they passed away

      

      

      

      
        
          
        2. Baby lullaby goes off overhead announcing someone gave birth

      

      

      

      
        
          
        3. The public address system announces a code gray (combative patient) tier two (swinging on people) in the end of the unit I’m in in the elevator I just left

      

      

      

      
        
          
        I feel like I just speed ran life

      

      

      

      
        
          
        I have officially achieved my dreams of becoming a weird cryptid who just hangs out on the border of life and death. Literally.

      

      

      

      

      

      

      Bex had barely finished reading those when Nerissa sent another one.

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Oh boy found out the code gray patient was not combative with a weapon, he was making a break for the elevator with his entire tacklebox out

      

      

      

      

      

      

      The laugh that burst out of Bex was the kind that only Nerissa could make happen: loud, surprised, obnoxious.

      “That’s quite the laugh.”

      Bex glanced up to find Adam watching her with a funny smile on his face.

      “Sorry.” She tried to sober herself but found it difficult. “Nerissa just sent me a text that…” She didn’t finish because she had to laugh about it again. She held out her phone and Adam took it.

      He read the screen and chuckled. “That’s hilarious.” He handed the phone back. “Nerissa is the one with the cool makeup?”

      Bex couldn’t help but smile at his description. Cool makeup was an accurate description of Nerissa. Last time she’d visited her eyebrows had been hot pink and her lipstick black.

      Bex always thought she looked cool as hell but not everyone saw it that way.

      It was the easiest litmus test of Bex’s life: if someone didn’t like Nerissa, Bex was already out the door.

      “You guys have been friends forever,” Adam said.

      “Feels that way,” Bex agreed.

      He tilted his head towards the walk-in. “I need to ask a question.”

      “Sure.” She winced as she got to her feet. That didn’t feel good. She pulled her shoulders back and made a face.

      “You okay?” Adam eyed her like she was about to drop dead any second.

      “I think so.” She rotated a shoulder, trying to loosen the tightness that had appeared in her traps and neck. “I’ll probably be sore for a couple days.”

      She followed him into the walk-in. Which was a lot easier to enter since the last time she’d been in it.

      “Look.” She pointed at the vaguely human shaped struggle on the floor. “Signs of a struggle.”

      She wasn’t sure what she expected but it wasn’t Adam throwing his head back and laughing. It was a great sound his laugh. Rich and full and masculine. She smiled, delighted she’d facilitated such a response.

      “Your brother said that to me once,” Adam said with a shake of his head. “Cracked me up then too.” His eyes stayed on her, bright and happy. His smile almost dreamy.

      After a few seconds she swallowed and glanced around the confined space. “You said you had a question?”

      He blinked and sucked in a breath. “Yes. Can I move these over here?” He pointed to the crocks of sauce on a pallet. “I think it’ll be easier to get them in and out of the walk-in. Then I can fit another row of cheese boxes back here. Might give you more room.”

      She studied the area and agreed. “Let’s try it. If it doesn’t work, I can always change it back later.” She looked around at the packed cooler. “We need a bigger walk-in.” She hummed to herself. Someday. She’d make sure of it.

      Leaving Adam in the walk-in, she decided to put away the red pepper and spice packets. No heavy lifting there.

      And tried not to think about Adam’s smile or the color of his eyes or how they crinkled at the sides when he smiled at her. Or how his laugh had lit up parts of her brain she didn’t realize had been dormant.

      That last one was the hardest not to think about. She was already plotting how to get him to laugh again just to see if she’d imagined it.

      After the packets were done, she moved on to the napkins and sauce cups.

      Adam finished in the walk-in and started putting the flour away. Slowly they worked their way towards each other as they put items away. With Adam helping it went twice as fast.

      She was getting ready to lift a case of pineapple tidbits when her phone went off with her grandma’s ringtone. She answered immediately and put it on speaker, setting the phone on the top of a stack of canned mushrooms.

      “Gran,” she greeted.

      Adam’s head swung her direction.

      “Do you want my couch?” Gran asked. “The blue one? I think it would like nice in your place.”

      Bex lifted the pineapple and ignored the twinge in her shoulder. “But then you won’t have a couch.”

      “I’m getting the pink one!” Gran’s excited voice made Bex smile. “They’re delivering it tomorrow.”

      “Well then I’ll take the blue one off your hands.” Bex straightened the cases of canned goods and stepped back. “I close tonight though. Can I get it in the morning?”

      “You’ll need someone to help you; it’s heavy.”

      “I’m sure I can find someone,” Bex reassured her. She could probably pay one of the guys who worked at the liquor store at the end of the strip mall to help her.

      They said their goodbyes and Bex put her phone back in her pocket.

      “I haven’t seen your gran in a minute. How is she?” he asked.

      Bex let out a sigh and smiled as she thought about her gran. “She’s good. Livelier than ever.”

      “Do you need a truck to move the couch? Because I can probably find one for you,” Adam offered.

      Bex leaned a hip against the cases of jalapeños and considered his question. “I don’t think so. Gran lives across the street in this swanky retirement community. It’s a three plex with her besties.”

      “You live across the street from your grandma? Is that on purpose or…?”

      She glanced up to catch the amused tilt of his mouth. “Someone’s got to keep those ladies out of trouble.”

      “And that’s you?”

      She chuckled. “I’m doing my best, but when those three get together…” She looked at him seriously. “Two weeks ago, they asked me to take them to bingo. They snuck out and went to a biker bar around the corner. I had no idea. I was playing bingo for forty-five minutes by myself.”

      Adam’s laugh sent happy butterflies through her stomach.

      “And I just know that if I don’t move that couch myself, they’ll hire male strippers to do it for me and I won’t know until it’s too late.”

      “You’re telling me Miss Betty knows how to hire a stripper?” he asked around his laugh.

      “Those three are a menace. It’s like they hit eighty and decided they’d had enough of doing the expected. This is their time now.”

      She smiled as she thought about it. She loved those women, even if they drove her bonkers most of the time. Hopefully she could be as fearless as them. She’d love to take over a retirement community with Nerissa someday.

      “I can help you move a couch tomorrow.”

      She froze at his offer. His easy smile was too disarming. It did funny things to her brain. She wasn’t sure if they were good things or bad things though.

      It was one thing to let him help at the store. Work was work. Everyone knew the score.

      Her house?

      Her home?

      That was too much.

      “No, it’s fine,” she declined. Her cheeks got hot. “I have a couple skateboards my nephews left at my house. I was going to strap it to those and see what happens. Or I can ask Wes or someone at the liquor shop to help.”

      Adam rolled those green eyes and smiled like she was being silly. “I haven’t seen Miss Betty in years. Let me be the one to help you.”

      She stared at him, waiting for the rushing in her head to stop. Everything inside her was shouting yes so why wasn’t she saying it?

      His eyes scanned her features and something soft and sweet entered his expression.

      “It’s just a couch,” he said. Voice low. Gentle.

      “Okay,” she said, surprising herself.

      He nodded once. “And then you don’t have to be mad at me anymore for not telling you Steve got married.”

      Her eyes immediately narrowed and he barked a laugh.

      “You’d have to move five couches for that to happen,” she said, totally joking.

      His laugh filled the store and again she tried to ignore how much she liked it.
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2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/namebanner.jpg
HEIDI HUTCHINSON

nemore adventure





OEBPS/images/caughtavibe.jpg
NS on







