
  
    [image: A Chance Worth Taking]
  


  
    
      A Chance Worth Taking

      
        The Cedarville Series

        Book 5

      

    

    
      
        Bree Kraemer

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2025 by Bree Kraemer

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      It was a long shot. A huge gamble. But a gamble she had to take.

      Avery Davies was not a coward nor was she shy. But she was nervous.

      She was applying for a job as an assistant to a lawyer who was just opening up a new practice in Cedarville. She lived next door in neighboring Woodridge which was about twenty minutes away. She’d only been in Woodridge for a little over six months but she liked it. She had been moving non-stop for the last three years and she was finally ready to settle down.

      There was just one problem with the job.

      The ad said they were looking for an assistant but also someone who either had law experience or was a paralegal.

      She had neither of those things.

      She’d gone to college during any spare time she’d had over the last eight years. It had been hard with all the moving she had done but somehow, some way, she’d finally graduated. And now that she had, she was ready to settle down and stay in one place. What was the use of having a degree if you switched jobs every six months?

      She was done with that. She wanted to stay put and had finally found a town she enjoyed. It hadn’t been her choice to move all the time but her sister, Joy, was a nomad and because she was the only family Avery had, it had made sense to move with her.

      Not anymore.

      If Joy wanted to keep moving, she could. But Avery was putting down roots. She was finished with never having a home and never making friends. The time had come for her to start living her own life and not living Joy’s.

      Taking a deep breath, she grabbed her purse and bag from the front seat of her car and opened the door. It wasn’t a nice car, but it was reliable. Mostly. Carefully, she walked up to the sidewalk, bypassing some snow and ice. It was February in Ohio and that meant the weather could be anything. Today it was leftover snow from several days ago that had not fully melted. She walked by what looked like an art gallery and paused to glance in. She knew from reading the paper that it had just recently opened and that a local Cedarville resident who was a famous photographer, owned it. From the looks of it, he was doing well. There were several people milling around inside and all the parking spots in front of both the gallery and the office next door, where she was going, were taken.

      Walking again, she steadied herself before stopping in front of The Law Office of Ryan Ball. That was what the sign on the window read. Inside, it looked like the place was still under construction which made sense because the ad had mentioned that the practice wasn’t due to open until mid-March.

      Telling herself one last time that she could do this, she opened the door. There was no one around, at least that she could see so she called out.

      “Hello?” She walked further into the small office.

      “I’ll be right out!” she heard a female voice shout.

      She looked around while she waited, trying to be as casual as possible. It wasn’t easy when her insides were doing somersaults and she felt like she was going to vomit.

      “Hey,” a voice startled her, and when she turned she flinched because the woman in front of her was drop-dead gorgeous. The fact that she was wearing a dirty sweatshirt and jeans and her hair was in a high ponytail made no difference.

      Pulling herself together, she spoke. “Hi. My name is Avery Davies and I’m here about the job.”

      “Oh,” the woman said, “Ryan didn’t mention that someone was coming by.”

      “That’s because I didn’t call first. I wanted to come in person to plead my case.”

      The woman laughed. “I like you already.” Holding her hand out, she said, “I’m Addison, Ryan’s girlfriend.” Avery shook her hand. “Come on back and we can find a couple of clean chairs to sit on and talk.”

      Avery followed as they weaved through the office. In the back, there was a table and a few chairs where they each took a seat.

      “Ryan is next door at the gallery, let me just text him and have him come over.” As she texted Avery pulled her resume from her bag. She tried not to fidget but it was hard especially when she knew she might not be qualified for this job.

      “He’s on his way,” Addison said and set her phone aside. “Why don’t you go ahead and tell me about yourself?”

      Avery slid her resume across her table. “Here’s my history.”

      Addison waved it off with her hand. “I want you to tell me about yourself. Resumes are just a bunch of nonsense. I want to know the person.”

      Avery smiled. This woman was nice and made her relax. “As I said before, my name is Avery Davies and about three months ago, after eight long years, I finally graduated college with a business degree. I know you’re looking for a paralegal but I know I can do this job.” She wasn’t begging or over-selling herself. She believed one hundred percent that she could do the job.

      “What kind of jobs have you had in the past?”

      This was the part that made her fear she wouldn’t get the job. Because her sister was always on the move, she’d never held a job for very long and the jobs she’d had weren’t office jobs. “I’ve always worked in retail or restaurants while I was in school. I needed jobs that I could do while I took classes and those were really the only thing I could find. But I’m a hard worker. I’m organized, energetic, and don’t have a problem learning new things.”

      “Avery, relax.” Addison reached out and covered her hand with her own. “You don’t have to feel like just because you don’t have the experience you aren’t qualified. Everyone has to start somewhere. And putting yourself through school and making a living at the same time is hard.”

      Avery sighed and said what she’d been thinking since she’d walked in. “You are so nice.”

      “Here’s the thing. Ryan wants someone that can grow with him. He’s the most organized person you will ever meet so that won’t be a problem. What he needs is someone that can keep him grounded and in touch with reality.”

      As Addison finished speaking, the door opened and they both turned their heads. “Here he is now.”

      A man who was dressed very similar to Addison—jeans and a dirty sweatshirt—walked toward them. He was good-looking, with his dark hair and light stubble on his chin but he didn’t look like any lawyer she’d ever seen. Avery was just about to stand and shake his hand when he strode directly toward Addison and pulled her up and into his arms. “Missed you,” she heard him murmur as their lips connected. It was a quick kiss but that didn’t stop Avery from feeling embarrassed to witness it.

      “Sorry about that,” he finally spoke to her. “I haven’t seen her in a couple of hours and I missed her.”

      Pushing down her embarrassment, she stood. “No problem.” She shook his hand. “I’m Avery Davies.”

      “Ryan Ball.” He indicated to the chair she had been sitting in. “Please, have a seat.” He sat next to Addison and picked up her resume that was still lying in the middle of the table.

      “No.” Addison pulled it from his hands. “Just talk. Everyone you’ve interviewed so far has been horrible,” she glanced at Avery, “but I think Avery is different.” She got up and walked away taking her resume with her.

      Ryan watched her walk away before sighing and turning his attention back to Avery. “Since Addison is rarely wrong, I guess we should talk. Tell me about yourself?”

      “Like I told Addison, it took me eight years but I graduated from college in December with a degree in business. While I was putting myself through school I worked as much as possible but never in an office atmosphere.”

      “Were you living at home while you went to school?”

      She shook her head from side-to-side. “No, sir. It’s just me and my sister and we lived together to help share the cost.”

      “First, don’t call me sir. It makes me feel old and second, that’s admirable that you were able to finish school. I know how hard that is.”

      “Not finishing wasn’t an option,” she answered honestly. “I didn’t care how long it was going to take, I was determined to graduate.”

      He smiled. “I can see why Addison likes you.”

      “If you don’t mind me asking, how many employees do you plan to have?”

      “It’s just going to be me and whoever I hire. I’ve only recently moved to Ohio and as you can see,” he indicated the construction mess with his arm, “I am just getting started.”

      She hadn’t realized that she might be the only employee. Not that it mattered but if it was just her, there’d be no one to help her if she needed it.

      “What kind of things would I be expected to do?”

      “As the ad stated, I am looking for an assistant who I would need for scheduling, paperwork, billing, payroll, and things like that. But I’m also looking for someone that could do research and help out with laws and writing up contracts and such. I’m assuming that since you just graduated with a business degree that you aren’t a paralegal.”

      “No, I am not.”

      He studied her for a few minutes, his head tilted to the side before yelling out, “Addison.”

      She popped her head around the corner. “Yes, dear.” After only knowing her a few minutes, Avery was acutely aware that while it was said with love, it was also said with a fair amount of sarcasm.

      “I just wanted you to be here when I offered Miss Davies a job.”

      When Avery heard her name and “offer her a job” in the same sentence she almost squealed. “Are you serious?”

      “I’m very serious.” He stood, Addison coming out and standing next to him.

      “Ryan knows a good thing when he sees it.”

      Avery stood too. “But you didn’t even check my references or look at my work history?”

      “Are you trying to talk yourself out of the job?” Ryan asked, one eyebrow raised.

      “For your information, I just called two of your references and while they were sad you left so soon, they both thought you were a fantastic employee. I also placed a call to Ohio State to make sure that you did in fact get a degree but I’m pretty sure you aren’t lying about that.”

      Avery was dumbfounded. Somehow she had just gotten a job, a job she wanted and could have a future with. “I don’t know what to say.”

      “Don’t say anything yet,” Ryan told her. “I will email you later today with a formal offer and then you can decide. I should warn you, I can’t pay what other offices or law firms pay. I am just starting out and until I know if I’m going to get any clients, I have to keep my overhead low.”

      She nodded. “I understand. I really just want to get my foot in the door and get some experience.”

      She said her goodbyes and parted ways with Ryan who promised to email her later.  On her drive back home she had a hard time keeping her car on the road. She had just been offered a job. A good job. A job she could be proud of.

      It was crazy. He’d barely talked with her and yet he’d hired her. Who did that? Maybe he was an ax murderer and only wanted her to come work for him so he could kill her? No, that couldn’t be it. He had a girlfriend and she seemed so nice. Sure, some ax murderers probably had girlfriends but she really didn’t think these two were like those people.

      She told herself to chill out and when she got home she would search them online and see what she could find. Until then she was going to be happy that she’d been offered the job.

      Three hours later, she’d finished her search of both Addison and Ryan and came up empty. Well, not empty empty, but ax murderer empty. She’d found out that Ryan had lived in Baltimore for years where he’d worked at a huge law firm. He’d just passed the Ohio bar only a week ago which made sense why his business wasn’t up and running. He’d also had a brother who had passed away about a year ago.

      Addison was harder. There wasn’t much info on her other than her last name matched that of a security company in town. Sure enough, when she looked at the company’s website, Addison was listed as a partner along with her brother.

      Once she was sure they weren’t ax murderers she stopped her search. But that left her with nothing to do while she waited for an email to come through with an offer. Flipping on the television, she cued up her Netflix account and searched for something to watch. On her and Joy’s limited budget, Netflix was the one extravagance they allowed themselves. They didn’t have cable or even an antenna for local news. It was Netflix or nothing.

      About twenty minutes into watching, her phone dinged, an indication that she had an email. Quickly grabbing it, she tapped on the mail icon, and lo and behold, there was an email from Ryan Ball. As her eyes scanned the mail, she stopped cold when she came upon the amount he was going to pay her.

      It was almost double what she’d ever made before.  And for a minute she couldn’t catch her breath.

      To a more experienced person, it was probably peanuts, but to her it was everything.

      She could finally stop living week-to-week and eating boxed macaroni and cheese.

      God, she hated macaroni and cheese.

      Letting out a shout, she jumped up off her second-hand couch and did a little happy dance. She’d gotten a job. A good job that was going to let her start living.

      Falling back down on the couch, she finished reading the email. He was offering her a yearly salary along with paid vacation and holidays. The only thing he wasn’t offering was healthcare, but there would be a possibility of that in the future. She’d lived this long without healthcare, so she was sure she could survive another few years.

      The one big thing was that he didn’t need her to start until the office opened in March and that was a problem. She didn’t currently have a job and desperately needed the income. There was no way she could go a month without making money.

      Closing her eyes, she dropped her phone and tried to come up with something that would work. She heard the click of the lock on her front door and opened her eyes just as her sister walked in.

      “What a day,” Joy said as she slammed the door closed behind her. “I swear if I have to give a pedicure to one more lady who has crusty feet, I am going to barf.”

      Joy dropped down next to her and sighed. Avery looked at her sister. It still amazed Avery after all these years that she and Joy looked so much alike. They were twins but their mother was told at birth that they were fraternal, not identical. But that didn’t seem to mean anything. The older they’d gotten the more they looked alike. But looks were where it stopped. Avery was organized, meticulous, and neat. Joy was a free spirit and hated anything that made her follow rules. Her job as a nail tech was perfect and the fact that she was great at it was the only reason she could find jobs every time they moved to a new town.

      Avery on the other hand had to choose from the bottom of the barrel just to survive and all because her sister couldn’t stay in one place for very long.

      But no more.

      “I got a job today.” She wasn’t holding back anymore. She wanted to settle down and this was the place she chose.

      “I thought we’d decided that we were leaving?”

      “You decided we were leaving, Joy, not me. I like it here and I’m staying.”

      Joy sat forward. “Are you fucking kidding me with this?”

      “Joy, we can’t keep moving. At some point, we have to stop running?”

      “I’m not running, I just don’t like to stay in one place too long.” She stood and stormed away. “I’m leaving with or without you!”

      Avery sighed. She’d known her sister would react that way but she’d had no choice. It was time to start living her own life and doing the things she wanted to do.

      And no matter what Joy said, she was running. Had been ever since their mom had passed away seven years ago. Or maybe it was when their dad had died when they’d been five.

      Yeah, that had probably been when it had started.

      Avery didn’t remember too much about their dad. He’d been older when he and their mom had met. Forty-five to her thirty and as their mom told it, he hadn’t been interested in having kids. When she’d gotten pregnant, he’d accepted it and provided for the family but never really did much in the way of spending time with them. When he was fifty, he had a heart attack while at work and died immediately.

      Avery remembered being sad for a little while but because she never really spent much time with him, it passed quickly. But Joy took it hard. She cried every night for over a year but never talked to anyone about her feelings. From then on out she’d become an introvert and rarely wanted to play with Avery anymore. Their mom had done the best she could raising them but apparently, her dad had left her mom with massive debt and no life insurance. They survived but barely.

      And then the bottom dropped out when they were seniors in high school. Their mom was diagnosed with breast cancer and it was bad. So bad that the doctors had only given her a year to live. She’d exceeded that but not by much and six months after they’d graduated, she’d passed away.

      Nothing had been the same since.

      Joy had done a complete one-eighty after the death of their mom. She craved attention and took it wherever and whenever she could get it. Mostly from guys she picked up in bars.

      It was dangerous and foolish but Avery had no way to stop her. She was an adult and had to make her own choices.

      Same way Avery was making her own choice by putting down roots.

      If Joy chose to move on, it was a chance that Avery was willing to take. She loved her sister, but it was time she started loving herself more.
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      Dax needed coffee and he needed it soon. He’d already put in five hours of work and it was only ten in the morning. During those five hours, not one thing had gone according to plan. First, there was the wrong delivery from the lumber yard. That was easy enough to fix even if it fucked up his schedule by an hour. Not horrible but not great either. Then he went by to check on a job site and found out the measurements for the kitchen were all messed up. Somehow they’d been mixed up with another job and now they had counters and cabinets all cut the wrong size.

      As if that wasn’t enough, two of his guys had called in with some kind of flu.

      His day was going to hell in a handbasket.

      It was like everything that could go wrong, would go wrong and he still had hours left in his day.

      Thankfully there was a coffee shop close to his next job and he had just enough time to grab a large black coffee before his meeting. The job was a referral from his friend Logan and he was taking the meeting as a favor to him. He was seriously overextended and honestly had no plans on taking the job.

      When he’d started his construction business almost ten years ago, he never in his wildest dreams imagined it would be what it was today. He had twenty full-time employees and had no less than five jobs going at all times.

      It was crazy and insane but he loved every minute of it.

      Grabbing his coffee, he walked out the door and down the sidewalk to the address of his meeting. Opening the door, his first thought was what a disaster the place was. It was obvious, at least to him, that they’d tried to do the work themselves.

      “Oh God, please tell me you’re Dax Lange?” a man said from the corner.

      “I am and you must be,” he looked down at his clipboard, “Ryan Ball.”

      “That’s me.” Ryan walked forward and shook his hand. “Thanks for coming. Logan says you’re the best.”

      Dax hated praise and never knew how to accept it. “Logan’s a good guy.” They’d been friends for years since he’d started the business really, and Dax had built his house.

      “He mentioned how bummed he was when you weren’t available to do the gallery rebuild.”

      “It was crappy timing and there was no way I could fit it in.”

      “Well, I appreciate you fitting me in even though I know you might not be able to take the job. Come on back and we can talk.”

      Dax followed Ryan to the back of the office space where they sat at a small table.

      “As you can see, I’ve bitten off more than I can chew. I’m no contractor but for some reason, I thought that with the help of my friends and family we could maybe do this. I was wrong.”

      Dax listened to him talk about the office and what he was looking for. He made notes and comments when needed but mostly let him talk. In his opinion, it was always good to let the client get out what they wanted before you gave your two cents. Surprisingly, Ryan had good, solid ideas that weren’t too crazy or expensive.

      He continued listening but got distracted when two women walked in the front door. One was quite possibly the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. Tall, dark hair, dark eyes, and perfect skin. The other wasn’t as obviously beautiful but there was something about her that made Dax not be able to take his eyes off her. She was dressed down in jeans and a t-shirt with gym shoes on her feet. Her hair was pulled back off her face revealing pale, smooth-looking skin that made his fingers itch to touch.

      He shook off the feeling and went back to listening to Ryan. He heard the door open again and saw out of the corner of his eye that the woman he couldn’t stop looking at was leaving. The other was coming toward them.

      “Addison,” Ryan stood and pulled her into his side, “I’d like you to meet Dax Lange.”

      “Dax it’s so nice to finally meet you. I’m Addison Scott.”

      The name sounded familiar and then it hit him. “Tony’s sister?”

      “That’s me. I can’t believe we haven’t met before now with all the business you do with the company.”

      “I’m guessing I know why he kept us apart.” Her beauty was even more stunning up close. “You’re really beautiful,” he expanded.

      Addison looked up at Ryan who was now scowling. “Ryan thinks so too.”

      Quickly backtracking because he could now see that they were together, he said, “I didn’t mean anything by that, just making an observation.” He wasn’t sure how he’d missed it at first. The way they both looked at each other, it was obvious they were in love.

      Addison put her hand on his arm. “It’s okay. Ryan here is not the jealous type.”

      “Says who?” Ryan said.

      Dax laughed. “I promise I was just complimenting, not hitting on her.”

      “I think I should be offended,” Addison said, putting her hands on her hips. Dax could tell she was joking and smiled. “Anyway, I didn’t want to intrude on your meeting, but I did want to let you know, Ryan, that Avery is on her way to the office supply store to pick up all the things we need.”

      He kissed her lightly on the lips. “Thanks, babe.”

      “Nice to meet you, Dax.” She walked away, both of them watching her go.

      “Uh, I really am sorry about that,” Dax said.

      “She really is gorgeous so I can’t fault you.”

      “Tony mentioned that she’d moved to Cedarville recently to live with her boyfriend. I’m not sure how I didn’t put that together when she walked in.”

      “How is it that you know both Tony and Logan and yet we’ve never met?” They sat back down.

      “The company keeps me busy. I start my day at five and rarely end it before eight. There is no time for socializing.”

      “That’s no way to live.”

      He shrugged. “It works for me.” Most of the time. Sure he hated that he always missed out on the fun stuff like parties and gatherings but he was building a business. That was more important.

      “Why don’t I go take a look around and start writing up a bid.” He stood and Ryan followed suit.

      “Are you thinking about taking on the job?”

      He hadn’t been. He was swamped. But something had changed since he walked in the door. “Let me write up the bid and see what you think.”

      He got busy taking measurements and writing everything down. It wasn’t a big job, just a few new walls, some drywall, and paint. The one thing Ryan wanted that would be big was the bathroom. Right now there was one and it was in the back. He wanted to keep that one for employees but also wanted one in front for clients. It was going to almost double the cost of the remodel.

      “Hey, Ryan, are you sure about these two separate bathrooms? It’s really going to add to the cost.”

      Ryan walked over to him. “I’m open to suggestions but I really like the idea of having two.”

      “It’s just you though right? And clients would only be in here one or two at a time?”

      “I’ll have an assistant too and I don’t want Avery to have to walk to the back to go to the bathroom. It would be nice if hers was right up front.”

      Avery. She was the woman who had been in there earlier with Addison. The one with the touchable skin.

      The one that he hadn’t been able to look away from and still couldn't get out of his mind.

      “It’s your decision, I just wanted to let you know the cost difference.” He said the words even as his mind was focused on the face of the woman he’d seen.

      “Do me a favor, write it up both ways and I will look it over.”

      He nodded. “I think I have everything I need for today. I’ll work on this and get back to you in the next few days.” They shook hands and Dax headed out the door.

      He wasn’t sure why he was thinking about taking on the job. Sure Ryan’s girlfriend was his friend’s sister and Ryan was friends, basically family from what he’d heard from Tony about the child he was helping Logan’s cousin Carly raise, but that had never stopped him before from turning down a job.

      There was no reason he could think of for taking the job and yet, he knew he was going to do it.

      Jumping in his truck he drove back to his office. It sat on the outskirts of Cedarville and was really just a small warehouse. When he started the company, he'd lived in an apartment and did most of the work out of there. But as the years went by, he’d needed more space. He’d been lucky enough to find the empty warehouse for cheap and to this day it still worked. All the tools could be stored there at night rather than in the company trucks where anyone could steal anything.

      Inside the warehouse, he’d built himself and his top foreman, Flynn, each a small office. Flynn had been with him almost from the beginning. He’d been new to town and was looking for a job. He’d barely been twenty and had no other job prospects. Back then Dax had been a little bit of a sap and hadn’t been able to say no.

      It was the best thing he’d ever done.

      Flynn was smart, talented and the hardest worker he’d ever met.

      And there was no way Dax could run the business without him.

      The warehouse was empty when he arrived which was how it should have been since everyone was supposed to be on job sites. In his small office, he worked on writing up the proposal for Ryan. As he did, he couldn’t stop his mind from wandering to the woman he’d seen in the office.

      Avery. He said her name over and over in his mind. Something about her had drawn him in and he couldn’t stop his mind from thinking about her.

      Maybe it was because it had been so long since he’d gone out and done something fun. Even longer since he’d had sex. That was partly because at thirty-five he wasn’t as into casual sex as he had been when he was younger. And because of that and the fact that he rarely went out, it had been more than a year since his last sexual encounter.

      Shelby. He’d met her through a mutual friend and while what they’d had hadn’t been a relationship, it had been regular and agreeable. They’d met about once a week for sex and only sex. It had lasted about three months until she had met someone who piqued her interest more. From what he’d heard, they were now married and living in Woodridge.

      He’d just finished emailing the proposal to Ryan when he heard the warehouse door slam shut right before Flynn walked in.

      “I didn’t expect to see you here,” he said and dropped down on the extra chair in Dax’s office.

      “Just finished writing up a bid for that law office.”

      “You’re gonna do that? I thought you took the meeting just to be nice.”

      “I did, but once there I made the decision to do it.”

      He raised his eyebrows. “You’re choice.”

      Dax knew that tone. Knew that Flynn thought he worked too hard. “What are you doing tonight?”

      Flynn eyed him speculatively. “Going to The Inferno over in Woodridge with Dan. Want to go?”

      “I do. I’ll meet you guys there around eight.” He could have one or two beers and socialize for an hour or so. He needed to start getting back out there and there was no time like the present.

      Flynn saluted him and walked out of his office and over to his own.

      Dax was unsure why he’d chosen that day to start living again. No, that was a lie, he did know. The pretty woman he’d seen across the room had stirred his libido in a way that no other woman before had.

      Avery.

      Even thinking her name got him hot.

      Yeah, he needed to get out, and the sooner the better.

      He walked into The Inferno a little after eight and had no problem spotting Flynn and Dan. Flynn was tall, over six foot four but Dan was a giant. Six foot five if not more and built like a linebacker. He’d been working for Dax for more than five years and just like Flynn, Dax wasn’t sure where he’d be without him. He was the best electrician his company had and could do any job, no matter how big or small.

      Flynn noticed him first and slapped a beer into his hand as soon as he walked up. “You owe me ten dollars,” he said to Dan.

      Dan hung his head but pulled out his wallet and handed Flynn a ten.

      “You bet on whether or not I’d show up?” Dax wasn’t sure what to think of that. Sure he never went to things but if he said he’d be somewhere, he always showed up.

      “Can you blame us?” Dan asked. “How long has it been since you’ve met us out at a bar?”

      He didn’t have an answer. “Well, I’m here now.”

      The bartender handed Flynn another beer and he saluted Dax with it. “Yes, you are.”

      It wasn’t busy for a Wednesday night and that was just fine by Dax. He’d rather spend his night out talking with friends rather than yelling over the crowd or weaving through it.

      “Flynn here says you’re taking on a new job even though you told us all a week ago there would be no new jobs until we finished one of the ones we were working on.”

      He looked at Flynn and then back to Dan. “It’s not a big job and I figure I can mostly do it myself in my spare time.”

      “What spare time?” Flynn asked. “You work fifteen hours a day.”

      “I’ll find time,” was all he said.

      “Incoming,” Dan said and tilted his chin up to indicate someone was coming their way. Since Dax was the only one with his back turned, he moved next to Dan to see who was coming their way.

      And about had a heart attack when he did.

      It was Avery.

      Dressed in almost nothing or at least what he thought of as almost nothing.

      A short skirt that barely covered her ass, a crop top that barely covered her tits, and heels high enough to bring her close to his height.

      “Hey fellas, anyone want to buy me a drink?” She ran her fingers down the front of Dan’s shirt.

      Flynn was the first to speak up. “Not to be mean but we’re not really interested.” Even though the words had come from his mouth, he was looking at her strangely.

      “Is that so?” She stood, one hand on her hip. “Does he speak for all of you?” She turned her attention to Dax.

      “Afraid so,” he said without a problem in doing so. His mind was confused. Earlier, from his reaction to her at Ryan’s, he’d have assumed if he saw her out, he’d have had no problem taking her home with him. But this felt off.

      “Your loss, sugar.” They all stared after her as she walked away.

      “That lady would eat you alive in bed,” Dan said when she was out of earshot.

      Flynn, who was standing as straight as an arrow said, “That might not be so bad.”

      “Then why’d you say no?” Dan asked.

      “Just didn’t want to go there tonight.” He shook his head. “Tonight I’m hanging with my bros.”

      Dax stayed quiet not wanting to say anything. Somehow he knew he’d have been devastated if Flynn had taken her up on her offer.

      He had no claim on her, hell he’d never even officially met her, but he knew he did not want his friend sleeping with her.

      At least not until he could figure out the feelings going on inside him.

      He stayed and had a second beer with his friends all the while trying to find Avery again. Somehow she had vanished. He just hoped she hadn’t picked up some loser and gone home with him.

      He said his goodbye’s to Flynn and Dan and headed back to Cedarville and his big empty house. Years ago, when business had been slow, he’d begun building his own home. He bought two acres on the non-lakeside of town, where property had been inexpensive, and spent his nights and weekends building what would become his dream home.

      It had taken years and more money than a single guy should spend but it was what he’d wanted. Now though, there were times he hated it. He hated living alone, hated that it was just him in that big house.

      That was one of the reasons he worked all the time. So that he wouldn’t have to go home alone.

      Tonight was no different. He’d go straight to bed before waking up at four-thirty to head to the warehouse to load the trucks for the day.

      Except it was different because when his head hit the pillow, he couldn’t stop picturing Avery. Only it wasn’t the Avery from the bar, it was the Avery from the office. Gym shoes and all.

      He really needed to get laid.
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