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Dear Reader,

Please note: This book was originally published under my pen name, Linzi Basset, as Just a Kiss

This trilogy comprises the stories of three sisters finding love when they least expected it. Be prepared for a suspenseful, yet humorous, slow-burn chemistry between Daphne and Carter...

One Kiss, Book 1.

Kill me now! How am I supposed to understand a word the man says when all I can think of while looking at his lips moving is how badly I want him to get inside my knickers?

Knickers, or panties, as most of you would call it. Yes, I’m that one. The one who uses medieval words and was the biggest nerd at school.

Okay, back to the hunk. There I was, driving and singing along at the top of my voice to my favorite rock band, when all of a sudden, a shrieking siren disrupted my enjoyment.

Speeding, my ass. The needle hardly hugged 75mph!

Ah, okay, apparently, this is a 60 zone. Bad girl. Bad, bad girl!

Daphne Fowler never thought receiving a speeding ticket from the sexiest cop she’d ever seen would turn into a torrid love affair. Least of all that she would lose her heart to him, especially amid an investigation, both of them became entangled in.

All it took was just a kiss...

Please note: Although the blurb is in 1st POV, the book is written in 3rd POV.

Enjoy and warm regards,

Sabel Simmons

––––––––
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​Chapter One
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Just outside of Provo, a city in Utah...

“Just a small-town girl. Livin’ in a lonely wo-o-orld!” Daphne wasn’t concerned that belting out her favorite rock song probably made Suzie, her bright yellow VW Bug, cringe. She was having too much fun, and besides, Suzie should be used to it by now. It was Daphne’s favorite pastime on long driving trips.

“Yes! Love this song,” she shouted, turned up the volume, and slammed her hand along the rhythm of the drums against the steering wheel.

“Oho, you’re in trouble now, Suzie!” she whispered loudly when flashing lights appeared in her rearview mirror. “Maybe he just wanna pass by, so let’s slow down a bit, shall we?”

Checking the speedometer, she let out a sigh of relief. She was still under the speed limit, thank heavens! Easing her foot a little off the gas pedal, she moved toward the side of the road. The road sign they had just passed indicated they were two miles outside of Provo, where she intended to spend the night before heading out to her end destination—Spanish Fork.

“Ah, damn. No such luck, Suzie,” she muttered as the black-and-white SUV with the blue and red warning lights still flashing stayed behind her. “It’s us he’s after.”

Bringing the car to a stop, she cut the engine and opened the window as a tall, muscular officer with brooding steel-gray eyes stopped next to the car.

“Oh, my,” she whispered. “He’s a hottie, Suzie. A heartthrob extraordinaire.” Daphne’s heart fluttered as she looked up and was immediately enamored by his chiseled jaw and salt-and-pepper hair.

“Morning, officer,” she said, watching his lips move, but all she could make out was a garbled sentence and a couple of words here and there. Not surprising since all she could think of watching his very kissable lips moving was to wonder how they would feel nibbling her throat. Not to mention envisioning how perfectly he would fit between her thighs as he stripped off her knickers and had his wicked way with her.

“I’m sorry, what did you say, officer?”

He leaned closer and promptly stole the little breath she had left. Upon closer examination, she became lost in the silver flashes of his steel-gray eyes. The dulcet tones were soaked in a gravelly undertone that warned her he brooked no nonsense from anyone.

“Perhaps if you turned the volume down, you might hear me clearly.”

“Oh! Of course! How inconsiderate of me,” she lilted as she turned down the song still bleating over the radio. “There! Is that better, officer?

“License and registration,” he commanded in a gruff voice.

“That’s me, Daphne Fowler,” she cooed brightly while batting her eyelashes as she handed over the documents.

He didn’t acknowledge her attempt at flirtation, barely glancing at her.

“Do you know how fast you were driving back there, Ms. Fowler?”

“Oh gosh, I don’t think I was since the needle was below 75 mph before I slowed to a stop.” Another flutter of eyelashes. “I just love belting out Journey whenever it comes on!” An exaggerated giggle escaped her lips—an uncontrolled reaction when she was nervous. This man had an effect on her she hadn’t felt in years. His handsome face held her spellbound.

“Exactly,” he said sternly. “You were going 15 miles over the limit. That’s reckless driving.”

“Oh,” she lowered her eyelids contritely. “I didn’t realize.” Blinking up at him, she offered a tentative smile as she poured on the charm. Her finances were okay as long as she controlled her expenses. An unforeseen speeding ticket definitely would tip the scales unfavorably. “Please accept my sincerest apologies, officer. I just got so caught up in the music. Can you blame me for rocking out to an absolute classic?”

Flashing her most dazzling smile, she prayed he’d let her off easy. Oh, c’mon, Officer Sexy! Give a girl a break, she wailed within herself as his expression remained impassive.

“I’m afraid your tendency for losing yourself in music and not paying attention to speeding signs isn’t a good enough excuse for breaking the law, Miss Fowler.”

“How about just letting me off with a warning? I promise I’ll pay attention from now on.” She waved her hand dramatically as he ignored her. “Please don’t throw me in the dungeon, good officer. Have mercy on this fair maiden!”

“It’s sheriff, and this is Utah, not medieval England,” he barked gruffly.

“My apologies, Sheriff,”—she squinted at his name tag—“Scott.” An impish smile curved her lips upward. “Love the salt-and-pepper hair, by the way. Very distinguished.”

He narrowed his eyes at her boldness. “Perhaps spending a night in jail is exactly what you need.”

“Y-You’re not serious,” she whimpered, but on the inside, she smiled. Finally, he showed some reaction to her not-so-subtle attempt at seduction. His threat didn’t bother her since she knew he had no legal right to lock her up. “C’mon, Sheriff Scott, not even a teensy-weensy smile for a distraught woman?”

“If that’s how you act when distraught, I cringe to see you when you’re not,” he grumbled under his breath as he began writing the ticket. Daphne’s gaze drifted to his muscular forearms as he scribbled. She was smitten with this handsome, slightly rough-around-the-edges sheriff. Well, her libido was. Proof was in how her nipples had turned into hard little nubs when he had glared at her. If only he wasn’t so obviously unimpressed by her flirtatiousness.

He’s a tough one. Usually, when I open the charm taps, men turn to putty in my hands. Guess I’ll have to find the right trigger for this gorgeous gladiator.

“You can settle this at the local sheriff’s office or the one in Salt Lake City. Alternatively, you can use the online link for payment,” he said, handing her the ticket. “Don’t let me catch you speeding in this state again.”

“If it means seeing you soon... I’d be doing donuts in the main streets and stomping on the gas pedal 24/7, Sheriff Scott.”

A frown scrolled over his brow. “Your boldness is going to come back and bite you in the ass someday, Miss Fowler. I suggest you curb your sassy nature. The next stranger who stops you in the middle of nowhere, with not a soul in sight, might just take you up on your offer.” He stepped back, crossed his arms, and tilted his head to the left. “Off you go, and don’t forget my warning.”

“Ah, it warms my heart that you care so much,” Daphne smiled and sighed dreamily as his eyes flashed darkly. “So stern, yet so tempting,” she mused to herself as she started the car.

“I’ll be seeing you, Sheriff Scott,” she called out as she pulled off, smiling brightly at his ominous frown.

The super sexy, totally kissable sheriff had just issued a challenge, and Daphne Fowler, although described as a ditzy nerd, was also very intelligent and one of the sharpest knives in the drawer. As an investigative journalist with numerous awards already stacked up, she was always alert and ready for action. Once she sniffed out corruption, she didn’t stop until she solved the case and helped to bring those to justice who did others wrong.

Sheriff Scott might not be a criminal, but he ticked all the boxes of the perfect man-list that she had engraved in her mind. He’d put himself on her radar, and there was no way she would let him get away. It was hunting time for Daphne Fowler.

“Oh, yes, Sheriff Scott. You will be seeing me again. That is a promise.”
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​Chapter Two
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“Good Lord, please let her just pass through Utah. I don’t need a little snip with an itch that begs to be scratched on the loose in my state.” Carter Scott’s gravelly voice echoed softly back at him as he stood watching the bright yellow VW Bug speed off. “Seems the speeding fine didn’t have much impact on her to follow the law.” Shaking his head, he got into the SUV. “That woman is trouble, with a capital T.”

However, as he recalled the way the beautiful brunette had flirted with him, the ghost of a smile spreading over his face proved he hadn’t been totally immune to her efforts. The hard ridge pressing uncomfortably against the zipper of his pants was unexpected since he was known for his iron control. That the little chit had such an effect on him was a surprise. He never gave in to temptation. He had learned early in his career not to give in to the wiles of women. Besides, he didn’t have time for the hard work and attention a relationship required.

“Except that little curvy feline isn’t after a relationship,” he muttered as he got into the truck and pulled off. “She’s out to get dick, that much she made very clear. Lord help the poor bastard she catches in her web. That woman is sure to wring a man dry.”

Carter only hoped she wasn’t out to cause trouble. As the Utah County Sheriff, he took his job seriously. Luckily, his office was situated in Spanish Fork, and the chance of running into her again was scarce. He was only in Provo for a brief visit to his sister and to welcome the new local sheriff to town.

“With all the crap this investigation is unearthing, a distraction like her is the last thing I have time for.”

Carter Scott was born and raised in Utah. As a boy, he spent his summers working on his family's ranch, where he developed a strong work ethic, hauling hay, chopping firewood, and tending to the animals and the land.

He earned an associate degree in criminal justice from Utah Valley University and began his law enforcement career as a patrol officer at the Pleasant Grove Police Department.

Carter worked his way up through the ranks and was eventually appointed chief of police until he ran for Utah County Sheriff. His leadership and dedication to improving law enforcement earned him the role of sheriff that same year.

Apart from joining the Utah County Metro SWAT Team to become the forward operations commander, he also worked on a U.S. Marshals’ joint criminal apprehension team.

To improve himself even further, Carter graduated from the prestigious FBI National Academy program in Quantico after completing their intensive three-month training.

“Sheriff Scott, are you there?” The voice sounding over the police radio and filling the inside of the SUV was clear and urgent.

“Go for Scott,” he responded. The call came from the local sheriff’s office since they knew he was in town.

“This is Deputy Sheriff Cooper.”

“What can I do for you, Tanya?” Carter had worked with Tanya Cooper on numerous cases in and around the Provo area. The case they were currently investigating stretched from Salt Lake City all the way to Spanish Fork, maybe even wider.

“We just took a one-on-one into custody who is a potential match on your list in the Black Diamond investigation.”

Carter allocated project names for each investigation, specifically so no one used the name of one of the main suspects when referencing it. It was an additional safety measure to keep information intact to ensure there were no leaks from within the department.

“I’ll be there in ten. Carter out.” With his expression grim, he punched down on the accelerator. They had been searching for a break in this case for almost a year. They had many pieces of the puzzle, but there was always one crucial part missing. He hoped this thug proved to be what they needed to finally make arrests that would stick and end up in a guilty sentence.

“I’ll be seeing you, Sheriff Scott.”

Carter cursed as the sensual promise of the sassy brunette echoed through his mind.

“What the actual fuck?” he growled irritably. She wasn’t his type. He liked blondes. Any shape or size, but his preference had always been blonde women. Brunettes just didn’t do it for him.

That she wasn’t rake thin—from what he could see of her, she had the perfect amount of curves to excite him—was irrelevant. He didn’t like sassy women who scratched where it didn’t itch.

“And that little snip didn’t just scratch; she dug in her nails with a vengeance.” His words slammed back at him. “Fucking hell, push those thoughts out of your head, Sheriff Scott, and concentrate on the job. She’s nothing but a distraction. You know it... and it’ll be best not to forget it.”

But damn, it was difficult to get those pouty lips and the way she had stared at him out of his mind. The fascination she’d had for him had been as clear as day in her eyes. She hadn’t even attempted to hide it from him. The seductive invitation had been blatant.

“There you have it. Women like her are on your avoid like the plague list.”

Just like she wouldn’t like to be treated as a sex object, Carter also resented being used like a piece of meat. He had no interest in becoming a dick magnet... not even for someone as compelling as her.
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County sheriff holding cell, Joaquin, Provo...

Carter stared at the man through the one-way window of the interrogation room. He sat fiddling with the cuffs where he was chained to the steel table.

“We need to solve this case, Tanya,” he said through clenched teeth. “Sooner rather than later, especially since it has been dragging on for over ten years.”

His office was currently conducting an investigation on the 2012 sex ring case, where charges related to sex abuse had been filed against a therapist. Two years later, they had been dismissed without prejudice. Since new victims were now making similar allegations, Carter had reopened the case. So far, in the ensuing investigation, they had discovered that other victims had previously reported similar forms of ritualistic sexual abuse and trafficking that occurred in Utah County, Juab County, and Sanpete County during the time between 1990 and 2010. He had already confirmed portions of those allegations.

“Let’s hope he has some information we can use, Sheriff. We seem to have hit a solid wall lately,” Tanya said, scanning the arrest report.

“Baker Cowell, forty-four years old, originally from Juab County. Apparently, he’s renting an RV at the Lakeside RV Campground. Been there since his arrival in Provo two years ago. Claims he’s a loner and has no friends or family.”

“Why is he here?”

“Drunk and disruptive behavior.” She handed him the folder. “I phoned you because the moment I logged his details, he was flagged as a sex offender in three states. That was an immediate red flag.”

“You did good, Tanya. For now, let the bastard sweat. Lock him in the holding cell. He’s useless in his current state. Fill his gut with coffee to sober him up. I’ll interrogate him in the morning.”

“Will do.”

“I’m going to use Sheriff Dutton’s office. I want to do some background checks on our perp.”

“You know you have an open invitation to use the office whenever you’re here.” She grinned. “If you need to use the computer, the password is—”

“On a sticky note stuck to the back of the keyboard.”

Carter joined in her laughter as he walked off. Minutes later, he read through pages of information gathered by various police departments and state institutions. The fact that not one of the charges laid against him had stuck or led to an arrest ever since he was listed as a sex offender stood out like a sore thumb.

Instinct warned Carter that Baker Cowell had friends in very high places.

“Yeah,” he sneered softly. “The kind of friends who are the brains behind this sex trade ring and have the money to cover up their tracks. Goddamn bastards!”
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​Chapter Three
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Hines Mansion Bed & Breakfast, Provo, Utah...

“Ahh, sweet relief!” Daphne exclaimed as she stepped into the marble-tiled shower. The lukewarm water streamed down her body as it gently eased the tension of the long drive. She leaned back against the cool tiles and let out a blissful sigh as the water cascaded over her curves to soothe her weary muscles.

After a long day of sweating in the stuffy yellow bug, the shower was a heavenly respite. As steam filled the room, Daphne felt the day’s stickiness and heat wash away. She took her time, enjoying every minute of the water working its magic as it washed away the fatigue and refreshed her spirits.

Stepping out, she wrapped herself in a fluffy white towel. “Hmm, feels like home,” she said as she breathed in the cozy ambiance of the room. With a hearty glass of merlot, she curled up in the plush wingback chair by the window. Her gaze was contemplative as she gazed at the mountains silhouetted against the dusky sky.
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