
  
    
      WOLF VALLEY: GRUMPS

      VOLUME 1

    

    
      
        SHAW HART

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Want a free book?

      

    

    
      
        
          A Very Grumpy Best Friend

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

        

      

      
        
          A Very Grumpy Biker

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

        

      

      
        
          A Very Grumpy Billionaire

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

        

      

      
        
          A Very Grumpy Boss

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Want a free book?

          

          
            About the Author

          

          
            Series by Shaw Hart

          

          
            Also by Shaw Hart

          

        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2026 by Shaw Hart

      www.shawhart.com

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this publication may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, distributed, stored in or introduced into any information storage or retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic, photocopying, mechanical or otherwise, without express permission of the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages for review purposes. This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, story lines and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblances to actual persons, living or dead, events, locales or any events or occurrences are purely coincidental.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Formatted with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WANT A FREE BOOK?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        You can grab Sweets Here.

        Check out my website, www.shawhart.com for more free books!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            *

          

        

      

    

    
      Welcome to Wolf Valley, where grumpy men hide out in the mountains… until love finds them anyway.

      This binge-worthy romance collection is packed with grumpy/sunshine, forced proximity, protective heroes, and curvy heroines who refuse to let these rugged men stay lonely for long.

      They swear they don’t want love, but in Wolf Valley?

      The grumps always fall first.

      

      Books in this collection include:

      A Very Grumpy Best Friend

      A Very Grumpy Biker

      A Very Grumpy Billionaire

      A Very Grumpy Boss
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      We were always meant to be more than just friends. 

      

      Lilliana:

      I’ve been best friends with Foster since I was a kid.

      I’ve been in love with him for just as long.

      We’ve always been close.

      Just not as close as I’d have liked us to be.

      

      Foster:

      Lilliana has always been mine.

      I thought that she knew that, but after an incident in high school, I wasn’t as sure.

      That’s why I came up with the marriage pact.

      When she had agreed to it, I had felt relieved.

      Now that the pact is almost up, I’m worried that she might have forgotten about it.

      Luckily for her, I’m ready to remind her and to show her just how perfect we’ll be together.
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      Foster

      

      “I’m surprised that you even came in this morning,” my twin brother, Ford, says as he takes a seat across from me.

      “Why wouldn’t I?” I ask him, even though we both already know the answer.

      “Um, maybe because Lilliana is coming back today.”

      I give him a blank look, and he rolls his eyes.

      “Don’t give me that. We both know that you’ve had this day circled in your calendar for freaking months.”

      “Prove it,” I grumble, and he rolls his eyes.

      “Are you finally going to tell her that you’ve been obsessed with her for your entire life?”

      “Probably not right away. I was thinking that I’d welcome her back to town and stuff first, maybe help her get settled.”

      “Smartass,” he says with a laugh, and I grin.

      “It must be hard for you that I got all of the brains and the looks,” I say with a sigh, and he flips me off.

      “We’re identical twins, moron.”

      “Am I interrupting a brotherly squabble?” Ransom asks as he joins us at our table.

      “Almost always,” we say at the same time, and Ransom grins.

      We’re at the Nosh Diner, but it’s mid-morning and the place is empty. I’m sure that won’t last long. This place is always packed. It’s one of the only restaurants here in Wolf Valley, after all.

      Ford actually owns this diner. The previous owner, old Mr. Riley, sold it to him right after high school. Well, sold it to us. Ford couldn’t have afforded it without my investment, and neither one of us could have afforded it without the money that our mom left us when she passed.

      “What are we talking about then?” Ransom asks.

      Ransom came to town a year ago and moved in next door to me. We became fast friends and try to grab breakfast or lunch together once a week. I had forgotten that today was when we were meeting for a late breakfast so I’m lucky that I had a lull at work and came over.

      “Lilliana is coming home today,” Ford informs him.

      “Ah, Foster’s long lost love. I can’t wait to meet her.”

      I glare at him, and he grins, grabbing a menu and pretending to look it over.

      “You’ll love her,” Ford tells him, and jealousy starts to eat at me.

      Lilliana is finally coming back to town and I don’t want to even think about sharing her with anyone else. It’s been too long since we were last together, three years to be exact. We’ve stayed in touch, texting or talking on the phone every few days or so, but it’s not the same as seeing her face to face.

      “I’m sure,” Ransom says, and I know that they’re both just messing with me.

      “Are we eating or what?” I snap, and they share a look.

      “She left for college, right?” Ransom asks, and Ford and I both nod.

      “Yeah, she went to the Pratt Institute in New York,” I tell him.

      “That’s a long way to go for school. Are you sure that she wasn’t trying to get away from you?” Ransom asks, and I know that he’s joking, but my stomach drops at his words, and my mind flashes back to high school, to one of the last times that I saw her in person.

      Ford thinks that I’ve never tried to tell Lilliana how I’ve always felt about her, but that’s not true. There was a party towards the end of summer that we all went to. Lilliana and I had snuck outside for some fresh air and wound up sitting on this porch swing staring up at the stars.

      I had brought up the idea of a marriage pact if both of us weren’t married by twenty-four, and she had agreed right away. I thought that was a good sign that maybe she liked me too. I mean, normally, marriage pacts are made for later in life, not like six years in the future.

      Still, even with her agreeing to the pact, it had taken me almost an hour to work up the courage to turn to her and try to kiss her. I had almost done it, too, but then she had pulled back.

      Thinking about her pulling away from me still makes me flinch, and I clear my throat and try to focus on happier things.

      She’s coming back to town and I’m finally getting my friend back.

      Plus, there’s the marriage pact…

      “Are you two going to order or what?” Ford asks, and I blink.

      “Of course. I’ll have the burger,” I order, deciding that it’s late enough in the morning for lunch food.

      “Same,” Ransom says, and Ford nods and heads back around the counter.

      “So, what’s the plan?” Ransom asks me as we wait for our food.

      “Plan for what?”

      “For winning over your girl.”

      “I’m just going to welcome her back to town, help her move in and stuff. Then maybe ask her out to dinner or a movie or something.”

      “No, that’s not going to work. You have to do some big gesture, really lay your heart out on the line for her,” he tells me and I stare at him like I’ve never met him before.

      “Big gesture. You don’t know words like that. Who the hell are you?”

      “Shut up,” he mumbles, and I laugh.

      “What do you know about grand gestures? Who are you trying to romance?”

      “No one! We’re talking about you,” he reminds me, and I smirk.

      I see the way that his eyes look around the diner for a certain brunette.

      “Ruby isn’t working today,” I inform him, and his eyes snap back to mine.

      “Okay?” He asks, pretending that he wasn’t just looking for her.

      “Maybe we should be talking about your love life instead,” I say as Ford brings over our food.

      “Why? You got a girl, Ransom?” He asks, taking a seat next to me.

      “I’m going to stop coming here if I just get interrogated all of the time,” he threatens.

      “Seems too defensive for the answer to be no to that question,” I say to Ford, and he nods.

      “Who is she?” He asks.

      “Yeah, do we know her?” I add with a grin.

      I don’t know how Ford hasn’t noticed that Ransom has eyes for one of his waitresses, but I’m not going to tell him. It doesn’t seem like my place.

      Ransom glares at us as he takes a big bite of his burger.

      “How’s work going?” Ransom asks me, and part of me wants to keep questioning him about his own love interest, but I relent and let him change the subject.

      “It’s going good. It’s been busy,” I tell them.

      I took over the mechanic shop from our dad. He just retired a few months ago, and now the shop is all mine.

      Ford was the chef in our family, but I’ve always been good with cars or anything with an engine. They make sense to me. There’s always a reason for every problem, unlike with people.

      “My bike has been acting up. I was hoping to bring it by later today,” Ransom says, and I nod.

      “Of course.”

      A group of tourists pours into the diner, and Ford stands.

      “I’ve got to get back to work. I’ll see you guys later. Are you going over to Dad’s place today?” He asks me, and I nod.

      “Yeah, right after this,” I confirm.

      “I’ll make a to-go bag for him. Tell him I said hi and that I’ll be by on Sunday.”

      “Will do.”

      He waves and heads back behind the counter, and Ransom and I finish off our lunch and get ready to go our separate ways.

      “I’ll come by in a bit,” Ransom says as he climbs into his old truck.

      It’s weird seeing him in it. Usually, the guy is always on his motorcycle. Even when it’s freezing out, he still prefers to ride his bike.

      “Okay, give me a call if I’m not there when you drop it off.”

      “I will.”

      He waves, and we head off in opposite directions. My dad still lives in our childhood home in the northern part of town, and I head that way. I pull into his driveway a few minutes later, and my eyes still slide over to the house next door.

      Lilliana grew up there. Her parents sold the house two years ago and moved further south then. I had been afraid that maybe Lilliana would move south too after college or stay in New York, but she’s always loved Wolf Valley. Hell, she stayed in New York, taking classes during the summer too, all so that she could graduate a semester early and come back to this place.

      “Hey, Dad!” I call as I walk in through the garage door.

      “Hey, Foster. I was wondering when you would be by,” he says with a smile as he pushes himself up from his favorite armchair.

      I set the takeout bags that Ford packed for him on the counter, and he smiles when he sees them.

      “How’s your brother doing?” He asks as he opens the bag and grabs a fry.

      “Good. He said he’ll be by on Sunday.”

      “Good, good. What about you?”

      “I can come for dinner on Sunday.”

      He nods, smiling.

      It’s been just our dad and us for the last eight years. Our mom passed away when we were fourteen, and we were all devastated. I know that Dad won’t ever remarry. He always says that Mom was the love of his life and that no one could ever replace her.

      I know what he means. Lilliana is the love of my life. I just wish that I was the love of hers.

      “Lilliana comes back today. Are you ready?” He asks me, and I sigh.

      “Ready for what?”

      “To woo her.”

      “People don’t say woo anymore, Dad.”

      “Sure, they do.”

      I don’t bother arguing with him.

      “You would think that Lilliana would know since everyone else in town seems to know that I love her,” I grumble, and my dad laughs.

      “She doesn’t because you’ve always treated her like your girlfriend, just without the kissing and all of that.”

      “So, how do I change that now?”

      “You don’t. You just need to tell her how you feel about her. How you’ve always felt about her.”

      “Not always,” I argue weakly, and he snorts.

      “Son, I saw you that first day that she moved in. You looked like you had been hit by a truck when she got out of the moving truck. Trust me, you’ve always been in love with her.”

      I know that he’s right. It’s always only been Lilliana for me. I never dated in high school and never even looked at another girl. Hell, even after she left, I never tried to date or paid any attention to other women. It’s Lilliana or nothing for me.

      Now, I just need to figure out how to get her to see that we’re meant to be together.

      My phone buzzes in my pocket and I pull it out, my heart lodging in my throat when I see Lilliana’s name on the screen.

      “Go get your girl,” my dad tells me, and I look up.

      “Yes, sir,” I say, giving him an excited smile as I head back out to my truck and climb behind the wheel.

      She texted me her new address, saying that she stopped for gas but should be there soon, and I head that way. It’s right in town and I’m there in under ten minutes.

      I pull up behind her old Ford Explorer with the U-Haul trailer attached to the back, and just like all of those years ago, as she climbs out of the SUV and our eyes lock, I fall in love with her all over again.

      Now, I just need to work up the nerve to tell her that.
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      Lilliana

      

      Being back in Wolf Valley is amazing. I never came back when I was in college, partly because it would have been expensive, but also because I didn’t trust myself not to stay here. This place has always been my home, and I knew that once I graduated, I would be back. I just had to leave for a little bit to chase my dreams.

      Now I’m finally back, and I don’t think that I’ve stopped smiling since I saw the town welcome sign.

      The man that has fueled every single one of my fantasies hops out of his truck, that familiar smile that he only ever gave to me, and occasionally his brother tugs at his lips, and I relax.

      Foster.

      If I’m honest with myself, he’s what I missed the most about this place.

      “Welcome home,” he says, wrapping me up in his arms, and I grin as I wrap my arms around his trim waist.

      “I missed you,” I whisper, and he hugs me tighter.

      “I missed you too, Snow,” he whispers back.

      The old nickname has unexpected tears stinging my eyes. He used to call me Snow all of the time when we were kids because he said that I looked like Snow White. I have to admit that with my long black hair and pale skin, I can see the resemblance, but I’m about eight sizes bigger than any fairytale princess.

      We pull back at the same time and I take him in. He still looks the same. His dark brown hair is a little longer, but those blue eyes are exactly how I remember. He’s a foot taller than me, and I have to crane my neck to meet his eyes.

      “How was the drive? I still think you should have let me come and drive with you,” he grumbles, already reaching past me to open the back of the small U-Haul.

      “It was good. I had my roommate with me for most of it. It was just the last hundred miles or so that I was alone,” I remind him.

      He grunts, and I smile. I’m used to Foster’s lack of words. He was always happier to sit and listen to me talk than make conversation. I guess that hasn’t changed in the last few years either.

      “You don’t have to help me unpack. There’s not much. I can get it later,” I tell him, and he gives me a hard look that has me lifting my hands in surrender. “Or you can carry it all upstairs. Whatever makes you happy.”

      He grunts again and grabs the first few boxes.

      “I thought that was you,” Ford says as he comes up and wraps me up in a tight hug.

      “Ford! I missed you,” I say with a laugh, hugging him back.

      “Did you hear that? She missed me,” Ford tells Foster.

      He rolls his eyes, juggling his grip on the boxes.

      “She told me that she missed me more,” Foster tells his twin, and I dig my keys out of my purse and open the door leading up to my new apartment.

      “She was lying,” Ford tells Foster, and I giggle as I grab a box and lead the way upstairs.

      I missed being around these two. They were always teasing each other, but it’s obvious how much they both love each other, and I know that if the other ever needed them, they would both drop whatever they were doing to be there.

      Sometimes I wished that I had siblings, someone to always have my back. Luckily for me, I had the Miller brothers living next door, and they were the next best thing.

      I’m out of breath by the time we reach the top of the stairs. Meanwhile, the two brothers aren’t even breathing hard.

      “What have I missed around here?” I ask them as I drop the box and unlock the door.

      “Not much. A few new businesses opened up on Main Street. Just a few doors down,” Ford tells me.

      “Like what?” I ask as we all head inside.

      The apartment is small and smells like coffee from the coffee shop downstairs, but I don’t mind. There’s floor to ceiling windows overlooking the street below, and I smile as I walk closer to them.

      “A sex toy shop, dirty bakery, and romance bookstore,” Foster says, and I spin around, gaping at him.

      “Really?” I ask him, and he nods.

      “Have you been to them yet?” I ask.

      “Just the bakery,” both brothers say at the same time, and I laugh.

      “I want to go to all three.”

      “Alright,” Foster agrees.

      “I’m just here to help with the boxes. Then I need to get back to work,” Ford says apologetically.

      “We’ll go tomorrow or something then,” I tell him.

      They set the boxes down by the kitchen counter and we head back out to the truck.

      “How’s the diner been?” I ask Ford as we make another trip up.

      “Good, busy.”

      Just like Foster, Ford doesn’t really have much to say. Ever. He’s always been sweet to me, maybe even flirted with me a few times, but I’ve never felt anything other than friendship for him. My heart has always belonged to Foster.

      I can still remember the day that I fell in love with him. It was my first day of school after we moved to Wolf Valley, and I was so nervous. I was joining fifth grade in a town where everyone knew everyone, and I was sure that I would stand out like a sore thumb.

      I did. I was the one that everyone stared at as I walked into the school, and I hated it. I never really liked to be the center of attention, and I didn’t know how to handle it back then.

      I must have looked like I was going to be sick. I can still remember my palms sweating as I tried to unfold the school map and find my classroom. Then Foster and Ford had walked up to me. Ford was busy talking to one of his friends, but Foster had looked right at me and smiled.

      He had taken the map from me and then walked me to class. It turned out that we had the same teacher, and he had sat next to me and turned so that I couldn’t really see the rest of the classroom or the students. I had relaxed then.

      He had spent the whole day acting as my personal bodyguard. By lunchtime, I learned that he and Ford lived next door from me, and by the time that the Miller boys walked me home that afternoon, I was thinking of Foster as my own personal knight in shining armor. I didn’t fall in love with him until we were almost back to our houses. My shoelace had come undone, and he had stopped me before I could trip or fall and bent down to tie it for me. When he looked up at me and gave me that crooked smile, I knew he was the boy I wanted to marry someday.

      Unfortunately for me, somewhere over the years, I seem to have been firmly put in the friend zone, and I never knew how to get out of it.

      I blink out of my memories and follow Ford and Foster back out to the U-Haul. The boys run down to grab the furniture I brought back with me and I unpack some of the boxes. I really don’t have much. Hopefully, now that I’m home, I can start to put down more roots.

      “This is the last of it,” Ford announces, and I smile.

      “Thanks again for helping. It’s so good to see you,” I say, hugging him goodbye.

      “No problem. Come by the diner tomorrow and I’ll get you something. On the house,” he offers.

      “I’ll take you up on that.”

      He waves goodbye and jogs back downstairs, leaving Foster and me to unpack everything.

      “Where do you want these boxes?” He asks, and I peek inside to see some clothes.

      “In the bedroom, please.”

      He nods, grabbing the boxes as I unpack some of my design gear and fabric.

      “I can’t wait to see your latest designs,” he tells me, and my face flames with a bright red blush that has him freezing and giving me a funny look.

      I’m not surprised that he wants to see what I’ve been working on. Foster was always my biggest supporter. When I told him that I wanted to design clothes for plus size women, he encouraged me to go for it, even when no one else thought that I could do it. He was always cheering me on.

      Foster heads into the bedroom with the boxes and comes back out to see me fidgeting in the kitchen still.

      “What? You don’t want me to see?” He asks me, and I shake my head.

      “No! It’s not that. You can see them. It’s just that I actually started designing lingerie,” I tell him as he heads toward my bedroom carrying my comforter and pillow.

      BANG!

      I gasp, my eyes going wide as Foster drops the blanket and rubs at his forehead.

      “Are you okay?” I ask him, rushing over to his side at the same time that he turns to me and blurts out, “Lingerie?”

      We stare at each other for a beat, and an image of me modeling some of my designs for him flashes behind my eyes.

      I want that.

      But I can’t lose Foster. He’s my best friend, and that’s all that he’s ever going to be.

      Unfortunately.
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      Foster

      

      The image of Lilliana in lingerie was enough to have me almost blacking out.

      Or that could have been because I might have just given myself a concussion walking into her door frame.

      My cock strains against my jeans, and I grit my teeth, trying to think about the splitting pain in my head and not my best friend wrapped in sexy, lacy things.

      “Here, sit down,” she urges me, leading me over to the couch that looks like it’s from the early nineties.

      The floral pattern is a bit of an eye-sore, but it’s surprisingly comfortable as I sit down.

      “I don’t think that there’s any ice,” she apologizes as she checks the freezer.

      “It’s fine. I’m alright,” I promise her, and she sighs as she sits down next to me.

      We’re silent for a beat, and I clear my throat.

      “Lingerie, huh?” I ask, and she nods, smiling slightly.

      “I know. I still do some clothes, but I did lingerie for an assignment last year and fell in love with it. Plus, there are not a lot of sexy plus size options. Most of it is just white, beige, or black, and they all look the same. I want to change that.”

      “Then you will.”

      She beams at me, and my heart beats wildly against my ribs. I love making her look at me like that.

      “I’ll show you some of the ones that I designed next time we hang out,” she promises me, and my mouth drops open at the thought of Lilliana standing in front of me in nothing but one of her designs.

      “Sounds good,” I say, sounding half strangled.

      She gives me a funny look, and I try to get ahold of myself when there’s a knock on her door. A second later, Cameron comes rushing in.

      “You’re back!” She screams, and Lilliana smiles as she jumps off the couch to hug her friend.

      “I missed you so much,” Lilliana says as they embrace, and I stand, trying to get my hard-on under control now that we’re not alone.

      “I wanted to come by before I head to work. Can’t have this one monopolizing all of your time,” Cameron says, pointing at me with a knowing smirk.

      I just blink back at her, and she rolls her eyes.

      Cameron and Lilliana were friends in high school, and I put up with her because Lilliana likes her. That’s the same reason why I’ve been giving her free oil changes and tune-ups too. Well, that and the fact that Ford has been half in love with her since she moved here in high school.

      “I want to hear all about everything that’s been going on around here,” Lilliana says.

      “I’m surprised that Foster hasn’t caught you up to speed,” Cameron says as both girls sit on the couch.

      “I already told you about the new businesses.”

      “That’s not what I mean. Who’s dating who? What’s the latest scandal?” Lilliana asks, and I frown.

      “I don’t know,” I tell her, and she smiles.

      “Figures. Foster never talks to anyone. Someone could propose right in front of him and he wouldn’t even notice,” Cameron says, shaking her head at me.

      “They’re not proposing to me, right? So, what would it matter?”

      Both girls giggle, and I sigh.

      “I need to get to work. Ransom is supposed to be bringing his bike by.”

      “Who?” Lilliana asks.

      “Ransom. He moved to town like a year ago. He’s this big, sexy biker. Totally hot, and I think that he’s single!” Cameron tells her helpfully.

      “Oh, are you going to hit on him?” My girl asks her friend, and I’m glad that she doesn’t seem all that interested in him.

      “Maybe,” Cameron says, and I file that away to rub in Ford’s face later.

      “Dinner tomorrow?” I ask Lilliana, and she nods.

      “Yeah, I’ll text you later and we can make plans.”

      “Sounds good. Welcome home,” I say when she stands to hug me goodbye.

      “Thanks. It’s good to be back.”

      “Cameron, I’ll see you around,” I say with a wave as I head for the door.

      I jog downstairs and over to my truck, pulling out my phone as I go. As I climb behind the wheel, I wonder if I have enough time to go home and take a shower. A very, very cold one.
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      Lilliana

      

      “So, what have I missed?” I ask Cameron.

      “Not much. Remember Xavier from high school?” She asks me.

      “Kind of. He was a year ahead of us, right?”

      “Yeah, he joined the military but moved back a year ago, and he brought his hot friend with him.”

      “Ohh,” I gush, even though the only man that I can think about just walked out of my apartment.

      “Xavier is dating one of the Baker sisters. The one who opened the bakery,” she goes on.

      “I heard about the bakery and stuff. Have you been yet?” I ask her, and she nods.

      “Yeah, the Baker sisters are really nice, and the bakery is so good. I may have also gotten myself a little toy from the sex shop too. And then I needed a romance book to go with it,” she says with a laugh.

      “Of course,” I agree good-naturedly.

      “Foster is still single too,” she says out of nowhere.

      “Oh, um, that’s good.”

      “Is it?” She asks, giving me a knowing smirk.

      “I mean, I wish that he was happy and with someone.”

      “Yeah, with you,” she tells me, and I blush.

      “Now that you’re back, are you finally going to tell him that you love him and want to have his babies?” She asks me.

      “No, we’re just friends.”

      The familiar lie rolls off of my tongue and only kind of tastes like dirt.

      “No, you’re not,” she sighs. “You want to know why Foster is still single?”

      “Um,” I start, but she continues before I can say anything.

      “It’s because he’s always been in love with you. He’s only ever had eyes for you. It’s painfully obvious to everyone except for you, apparently.”

      My heart feels like it’s lodged in my throat at her words.

      Could Foster really love me the same way that I love him? Could he want me as much as I’ve always wanted him?

      An image of us in high school, sitting on a porch swing in the backyard of Kye Lightfield’s house at his end of summer party flashes behind my eyes. We had been all alone out there, and I had decided that I was going to kiss him and tell him how I felt before I left for college. I had leaned towards him, and I could have sworn that he leaned in too.

      Then he had pulled back.

      I had been so embarrassed. I left a week later for college and vowed to try to get over this crush. I failed.

      “Want help unpacking?” Cameron asks as she looks around at all of the boxes.

      “You don’t have to do that,” I say, but she’s already standing and heading over to the first box.

      “Nonsense. Come on, we’ll work and talk.”

      We head into the kitchen and start to open up the boxes. I don’t have that many things, and we have the mismatched dishes and silverware put away in no time.

      “How’s work?” I ask Cameron.

      Cameron is an artist. She’s been selling some of her work online and picking up some orders on the side. She told me that sometimes she draws tattoos for clients too, and I’m not surprised. She’s an incredible artist.

      “It’s slow,” she admits. “I’m going to need to look for a part-time job or something soon if things don’t pick up.”

      “Is there anywhere in town that’s hiring?”

      “Not really, but we’ll see. I still have a bit of savings left. What about you? What are you going to do now that you’re home?” She asks, clearly wanting to change the subject.

      “I’ve sold some of my designs back in New York. I’m hoping to see if maybe somewhere in town will carry them too. I’ve been working on my website too, and there are some orders coming in from there, too.”

      Cameron smiles as I break down the boxes.

      “I need to return the U-Haul. Want to grab something to eat?”

      “I wish that I could. I need to get back to my place and finish up a piece. I’ll see you tomorrow, though, right?”

      “Of course.”

      We head downstairs, and I dig my keys out of my pocket. Cameron hugs me goodbye before she hops into her car and heads back to her apartment. I climb up into my SUV and pull up directions to the U-Haul lot. I groan when I realize that they closed ten minutes ago and turn my car off.

      “Guess I’ll have to do that tomorrow,” I say to myself as I head back upstairs to my apartment.

      I’m actually kind of glad to put it off. I’m exhausted from driving and hauling boxes around.

      I get showered and changed, and as I climb into bed, I smile.

      It’s good to be home.
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      I hear Ransom’s old truck pull up outside the bay that I’m working in, and I climb out from under the car that I’m trying to fix to greet him.

      “Hey, how’s it going?” He asks me as he gets out of his truck and heads my way.

      “Good. I figured out your bike. It needs a new cylinder block. I went ahead and ordered one. Should be in tomorrow or the day after.”

      “Sounds good.”

      I wipe my hands off on an old rag and squint at him as he shifts from one foot to the other.

      “What?” I ask when he still doesn’t say anything.

      “Nothing.”

      “You’re being weird.”

      He sighs, and I lean back against the bay door frame, trying to stretch out my back. I’ve been bent over one car after another all morning, trying to finish up with work so that I can go see Lilliana. I came in extra early this morning just so that I could leave and take her out to dinner tonight.

      “How’s your girl?” Ransom asks, and I frown.

      “She’s good. We got her stuff all moved in yesterday afternoon.”

      “That’s good.”

      “Uh huh,” I mumble, staring at him like he’s grown a second head.

      “Did you tell her yet?” He asks, and I shake my head.

      “No. We’re supposed to grab dinner tonight.”

      “And you’re going to tell her then?”

      “No, why does everyone seem to think that I should just blurt it out to her?” I ask, my voice coming out harder than I intended. “I mean, she just moved back to town. She just graduated, and she’s trying to get settled and get her designs out there. I don’t need to go dumping all of this on her right now.”

      Ransom blinks, and I realize that my hands have tightened into fists at my sides.

      “Obviously, this is a sore spot for you,” he says, and I grit my teeth and glare at him.

      “Why do you care anyway?” I snap.

      He hesitates, and some of my annoyance starts to fade. I can tell that he’s worried about something.

      “What’s going on, Ransom?” I ask, my tone more even.

      “There’s a girl…” he starts, and I nod.

      “Yeah, I know. Ruby.”

      “How do you know?” He grumbles, and I snort.

      “I have eyes, and I have seen you staring at her every single time the two of you are in the same room. When we went to that car show the other month, I thought you were going to break your neck when we saw her walking to the diner.”

      He rolls his eyes, his cheeks turning slightly pink.

      “She doesn’t seem to notice,” he tells me.

      “Doesn’t notice you or your crush on her?” I ask him.

      “Both,” he admits, looking glum.

      “So, why don’t you just tell her? Ask her out or something,” I suggest.

      “I just…” he starts, trailing off. “I don’t want to mess things up with her. What I feel for her… it feels big. Important, you know?”

      I do know. That’s how I’ve always felt about Lilliana. It’s why I was always so afraid to try to tell her that I loved her when we were younger.

      “Yeah, I know,” I say quietly.

      “I guess that I was just hoping that you would have told Lilliana and could have given me some tips.”

      “I wish I could, but I’m still working up to that.”

      “Maybe I should start with being her friend,” he says, cracking a smile.

      “Couldn’t hurt,” I say with a shrug.

      “Couldn’t it?” He asks me quietly, and I think about it.

      Has being Lilliana’s friend been painful? Sometimes. Especially when we were teenagers. Wanting her this badly and not being able to be with her in the way that I want has hurt.

      “Sometimes,” I say finally.

      We’re silent for a minute, watching as the traffic drives by on the icy roads.

      “Well, it’s not like I can ask Ford either. Cameron came into the diner this morning when I was there, and he almost tripped over his own feet trying to get to her table.”

      I snort, not at all surprised.

      “Yeah, I guess the two of us don’t really have much luck with the ladies,” I sigh.

      “I don’t know about that. You’ve done the hard part and found your soulmates. Now you just need to figure out how to get them to see that.”

      “That feels like the hard part,” I grumble, and he laughs.

      “Maybe you’re right,” he agrees.

      “You’ll figure it out,” I assure him, and he nods.

      “Thanks, man. I’ll let you get back to work. Good luck tonight.”

      “Thanks. I’ll see you later.”

      He waves and heads back to his truck while I get back to work. It’s only noon now, and I have a few things left to do here before I head home and clean up. I’m hoping to be at Lilliana’s apartment by six tonight to take her out to dinner, but I have a feeling that I won’t be able to wait that long to see her again.

      I grab my phone and smile when I see that she responded to my good morning text.

      

      Foster: Did you sleep in?

      Lilliana: A little bit. I was so tired!

      Foster: Glad that you got some rest then. Are we still on for dinner tonight?

      Lilliana: Yep! I’m going out to lunch with Cameron right now, but then I’ll be free for the rest of the day.

      Foster: Have fun with Cameron. I’ll see you later.

      Lilliana: See you!

      

      I toss my phone back onto the cart next to the car that I was working on and take a deep breath. I try to focus on work as I climb back under the car, but all I can think about is seeing Lilliana again.

      By four, I throw in the towel, close up my shop, and head home. It’s time to get cleaned up and then to go get my girl.

    



OEBPS/images/sweets.jpg
SHAW HART





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

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/wv2.jpg





