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This one is for my FP girls. You know who you are and you know that I love you something crazy. There are some things you can only say to the ones who can understand . . . and you girls understand.
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Prologue

“Your mom brought me the letter today.” The pain in my chest was so sharp I had to fight to keep from bending over and screaming. “I read every last word. Several times.”

The autumn wind caressed my face but wasn’t enough to dry my tears. The tears were endless. Never ceasing. Swallowing hard, I forced myself to continue. I needed him to hear me. “It isn’t fair, you know. . . . A letter isn’t the proper way to say good-bye. It sucks, Josh. It sucks so damn bad.” A sob tore from my chest. I pressed my fist against my heart. How much more pain could it take before it just exploded into a million pieces?

“You always told me we’d grow old together. We’d sit on our front porch swing, holding hands and watching our grandkids play in the yard. You promised me that,” I choked out as I pressed my thumb against the tiny diamond solitaire that he’d placed on my finger just six months ago.

“You broke your promise. You’ve never broken a promise before. This time you let me down and left me this letter. How do I move on from this, huh? Did you expect me to just read it and everything would be better? Did you expect me to cry a few tears, then move on?” I would get no response. Nothing more than the letter weighing heavily in my back pocket. It was so tear stained now that several of the words were hard to read. Didn’t matter, though. I had it all memorized. Every. Last. Word.

“I started to write you a letter and bring it to you today. My chance at a few last words—but I couldn’t. I can’t scream and yell in a letter. Words on paper can’t hold the emotions churning inside me.” I reached into my pocket and pulled out the worn letter that would haunt me for the rest of my life.

“Instead of writing you a letter, I decided I’d respond to yours in person. It’s only fair. No . . . it isn’t fair,” I spat out angrily, “because none of this is fair, but this is all I get. This is all you allowed me to have.”

I opened the one-page letter carefully. I didn’t want to tear it because the words written on it were all I had left. I began to read aloud:

“ ‘My Eva Blue.’ ” Fresh tears streamed down my face. Just reading the nickname Josh had given me when we were nine years old was painful. How could I read this entire letter aloud without crumbling to the ground?

“ ‘The fact that I’m writing this letter pains me more than you could ever know. This isn’t something I ever want you to read, but I know that you deserve a good-bye. You deserve so much more than that, and God willing, you will get the perfect life that we’ve spent hours together daydreaming about.’ ” I stopped reading and lifted my eyes from the words on the paper.

“We made those plans, Josh. You and me. Those aren’t just my plans. They’re our plans, damn you! How could you just leave me? We had it all figured out. All those nights spent lying under the stars, choosing the names of our children, the color of our bedroom, the flowers we’d plant in the pots on our front porch, the summer house we’d have on the beach—ALL THAT WAS US!”

Another tear rolled down my face and I quickly swiped it away with my hand before it could drop onto the paper below. I had to finish this. As hard as reading this was, I had to finish it. This would never be closure. I’d never get closure. This would be the closest thing I’d ever get to a good-bye.

“ ‘I’ve loved you since the moment I looked into those pretty blue eyes of yours. Even at five years old, I knew there’d never be a girl who could take your place in my heart. No one would ever compare to you. It would always be you for me, Eva Brooks. Always. Please remember that: You were all that ever mattered to me. No one else ever touched my heart the way you did. My life was marked with every year I grew more and more in love with the wild, crazy, beautiful girl next door. I lived in awe that this perfect angel wanted me, that this amazing woman would be my wife. The life we planned, the life we dreamed about was what kept me going as long as I did.” Sinking to the ground, I pulled my knees against my chest and sobbed as I forced my eyes to focus on the words I had to read. I had to. I had to.

“ ‘I pray to God you never have to read this letter. I want this to be a letter I pull out of my box one day for you to read when we are old and gray. We can smile and realize how much we have to be thankful for because this letter was never needed. But, Eva, if you do receive this letter from my mom one day, then know: I loved you until my last breath. You were the only thing on my mind when I closed my eyes the last time. Our time together was more perfect than anyone’s life should be. The life I lived was heaven on earth because I spent it with you.’ ”

“Oh, God, Josh, I can’t do this without you! I can’t do this without you. I love you so much. Please, please, God.” I wept loudly. No one heard me. The graveyard was empty. The last few lines of the letter were the most impossible to accept. How could he even think that his words were possible?

“ ‘One day you will heal. Life will go on for you. Another guy will be lucky enough to find a place in your heart. When that happens, love him. Move on. Live that life of happiness that you deserve. Know that I loved you. Know that you made my life complete. But move on, Eva. Love again. Live your life. Love, Josh.’ ”



Chapter One

Eighteen months later . . .

CAGE

“Thanks for giving me a ride,” I said, reaching for my duffel bag holding my entire summer wardrobe.

“I did it for Low,” Marcus Hardy reminded me for the second time. My best friend, Willow, was a chick—a smoking-hot chick. Marcus, her fiancé, was an elitist ass at times, but I dealt with him. Had to if I wanted to keep Low in my life. All that mattered was that he understood that Low walked on fucking water. As long as he kept that in mind and treated her as such, I could live with the prick.

“I never questioned that,” I replied with a smirk, pulling the straps of my bag up onto my shoulder. Turning my attention from Marcus, I looked at the large white-and-tan farmhouse in front of me. It was surrounded by miles and miles of green grass, trees, and a helluva lot of cows—my purgatory for the entire summer. Glancing back at Marcus, I nodded and started to close the door. I knew he was ready to get back to Sea Breeze, where Low was waiting on him. No one wanted to be stuck in this fucking cow town.

“Cage. Wait,” Marcus called out before I could completely close the truck door. Slowly, I opened it back up and arched an eyebrow in question. What else could Marcus want with me? He’d barely spoken to me on the hour’s ride up here.

“Don’t screw this up, okay? Stay sober. Don’t drive a car until you get your license back, and try not to piss off your coach’s brother. Your future is riding on this summer, and you’re upsetting Low. I don’t want her worried about you. Think about someone other than yourself for a change.” Well, hell, I’d just got a parental lecture from Marcus fucking Hardy. Wasn’t that sweet?

“I know what happens if I screw things up, Marcus. Thanks for the reminder, though.” I let the sarcasm drip from my voice.

Marcus frowned and started to say something more before just shaking his head and putting his truck in reverse. Conversation over. Good. The guy should learn to mind his own damn business.

I slammed the door and turned my attention back to the house while Marcus’s tires spun out of the gravel drive. Guess I’d better go meet my warden for the rest of the summer and get this party started. All I had to do was make this guy happy. I’d take care of his cows and do manual labor for two and a half months, and then my coach wouldn’t kick my ass off the baseball team. The DUI he’d had to bail me out of jail for would be forgotten and my baseball scholarship would remain intact. I only had three problems with this plan:

1. No girls.

2. I hated manual labor.

3. No girls.

Other than that, this wasn’t all that bad. I’d get Sundays off. I’d just have to get my fill of sexy little sorority girls in tiny bikinis on Sundays. I reached the front door of the house. The wraparound porch was pretty damn nice. I wasn’t into the farm thing, but this place wasn’t half bad. I bet the bedrooms were a nice size.

“You must be the fella Wilson hired for the summer.” A guy in a pair of faded jeans and some worn-looking, badass boots started up the steps of the porch. He was smiling like he was really glad to see me. Must be the guy’s son. I’d be shoveling hay and cow shit all summer instead of him. Bet he liked me a lot.

“Yeah,” I replied, “Cage York. Coach Mack sent me.”

The guy grinned and nodded, sticking both his hands into his front pockets. All he needed was a damn piece of straw hanging out of his mouth to look like every stereotypical country boy.

“Ah, that’s right. I heard about you. DUI. Man, that sucks. ’Specially since Wilson is a damn slave driver. My brother and I worked many a summer for him through high school. I swear you’ll never drink and drive again.”

Guess he wasn’t the old man’s kid after all. Nodding, I turned to knock on the door.

“Wilson ain’t back from the stockyard yet. He’ll be here in ’bout an hour.” The guy held out his hand. “I’m Jeremy Beasley, by the way. I reckon we’ll see enough of each other over the summer, seeing as I’m the next-door neighbor. And, well, then there is Eva.” He stopped and his eyes shifted from me to the door. I started to ask him who Eva was when I followed his gaze to find the light at the end of the tunnel standing in the doorway.

Long brown hair that curled loosely was draped over one bare shoulder. The clearest blue eyes I’d ever seen, framed by long, thick black eyelashes and full red lips, completed the perfect masterpiece of her face. My gaze slowly traveled south to take in smooth, tanned skin that was barely covered by a bikini top and a pair of tiny shorts that hung on her narrow hips. Then legs. Legs for miles and miles until two small bare feet with red toenails finished the fucking ridiculously perfect package in front of me. Damn. Maybe I should have come out to the country more often. I didn’t realize they grew girls like this out here.

“Eva, you aren’t ready yet? I thought we were going to make the six thirty show,” Jeremy said from behind me. Ah, hell no. Surely not. This goddess was with that guy? I brought my eyes back up to her face to find her blue eyes staring directly at me. They really were the bluest damn eyes I’d ever seen.

“Who are you?” The icy tone to her voice confused me.

“Down, girl. Play nice, Eva. This is the guy your daddy has helping him this summer.” Her eyes flashed something that looked like disgust. Really? I’d seen that look in a girl’s eyes, but never before I’d used her and then tossed her. Interesting.

“You’re the drunk,” she stated.

It wasn’t a question. So I didn’t reply. Instead I flashed her a smile that I knew affected any female’s panties and took a step toward her. “I got a lot of names, baby,” I finally responded.

Her eyebrows arched, and she straightened her stance and shot me the coldest glare I’d ever witnessed. What was this chick’s deal? “I’m sure you do. Let me guess: STD, Loser, Jackass, and Drunk, just to name a few,” she clipped, stepping out of the door and slamming it behind her. She swung her gaze to Jeremy, who I could have sworn just chuckled.

“I can’t make the movie, Jer. I need you to ride over to Mrs. Mabel’s with me and help me get her well working again. It needs to be primed.”

“Again?”

“Yes, again. She really needs a new one.”

Eva walked past me, grabbed Jeremy’s arm, and pulled him toward the stairs. Apparently, I had been dismissed.

“Has your dad called her boys yet? They need to get their asses down here and help their momma,” Jeremy said as they started walking away without a backward glance.

What the hell? Who just walks off and leaves a guy standing on their porch without a word? She was one insanely gorgeous but crazy-ass bitch.

“Hey, do I just go inside?” I called out.

Eva stopped and spun around. The same disgusted expression was on her face as before. “The house? Uh, no,” she replied with a shake of her head like I was crazy. She lifted her hand and pointed toward the two-story red barn that was located back behind the house. “Your room is in the back of the barn. It has a bed and a shower.”

Well, wasn’t that just fucking fantastic . . . ?

EVA

I hated guys like Cage. Life was a joke to him. There was no doubt in my mind that females of all ages drooled at his feet. He was healthy, alive, and throwing it all away like it was a game.

“Pull in the claws, sweetheart. You got your point across. He won’t come sniffing ’round you again.” Jeremy reached over and squeezed my leg gently, then turned on the radio.

“He’s a jerk,” I said through clenched teeth.

Jeremy let out a low laugh and shifted in his seat. I knew he was deciding on how to respond to me. The only other person who had known me as well as or better than Jeremy did was Josh—his twin brother and my fiancé. We’d all grown up together. Jeremy had always been the odd one out, but Josh and I had done our best to include him as much as possible.

When Josh had been killed by a bomb just north of Baghdad eighteen months ago, the only person I could stand to have near me had been Jeremy. Josh and Jeremy’s momma said it was because Jeremy was the only one I felt could understand my grief. In a way, we’d both lost our other half.

“And how’d you get that outta the brief conversation we just had with him? Seemed like a nice guy to me.” Jeremy was always optimistic. He always saw the best in people. It was up to me to keep people from taking advantage of his trusting spirit. Josh wasn’t here to do that anymore.

“He’s here because he was drinking and driving, Jer. That isn’t exactly a small offense. He could have hit a family. He could have killed someone’s kid. He’s a selfish loser.” Who really was too good-looking to be real. I’d have to get over that, though. His pretty face wouldn’t get to me.

“Eva, lots of people drink and drive a little. He probably was just going a short distance from the bar to his house. I doubt he was on a road trip. Probably just had a couple of beers.”

Sweet Jeremy. Bless his heart, he had no idea how depraved some people were. It was one of the things I loved about him. I happened to know Cage York was lit up like the Fourth of July when he had been pulled over. I’d heard Uncle Mack talk about what a thug he was and how the only thing he ever took seriously was baseball.

“Trust me, Jer, that guy is trouble.”

Jeremy didn’t respond. He leaned his elbow on the open window and let the warm breeze cool him down. The inside of Daddy’s farm truck was smoldering hot this time of year, but it was the only vehicle I’d drive. My vehicle sat in the garage, untouched. I couldn’t bring myself to drive it, and I couldn’t bring myself to get rid of it. The pretty silver Jeep that Daddy had bought me hadn’t been driven since I’d gotten the call from Josh’s momma telling me he’d been killed. Josh had proposed to me in that Jeep, overlooking Hollows Grove. Then he’d turned the music up on the radio and we’d gotten out and danced under the stars. I hadn’t laid eyes on it in a year and a half. Instead I drove the farm truck. It was just easier.

“Eva?” Jeremy asked, breaking into my memories. He always seemed to know when I needed someone to stop me from remembering.

“Yeah?”

“You know I love you, right?”

Tensing, I gripped the steering wheel tightly. When Jeremy started with something like that, I never liked what he was going to say next. Last time he’d asked me that, the next thing he’d said was that I should really start driving my Jeep again because Josh would want me to.

“Don’t, Jer,” I replied.

“It’s time to take the ring off, Eva.”

My hands stung from the death grip I had on the worn steering wheel. The gold band on my finger dug into my skin, reminding me it was there. I’d never taken it off. I never would.

“Jeremy, don’t.”

He let out a long, heavy sigh and shook his head. I waited patiently for him to say more and was so thankful when we pulled into Mrs. Mabel’s. I all but jumped out of the truck before it came to a complete stop in my determination to get away from him before he could say anything else. The engagement ring Josh had put on my finger couldn’t be removed. It would be as if I was forgetting him. Like I was moving on and leaving him behind. I’d never leave him behind.



Chapter Two

CAGE

This could not be my room. It was the size of the closet in my bedroom at my apartment. I dropped my duffel down onto the twin bed that sat crammed in the corner of the tiny room. On the opposite side, a small, round bedside table barely had enough space to fit between the side of the bed and the wall. Then, at the other end of the narrow room, was a shower. The cement floor had a drain in the far corner and a small showerhead came out of the wall. A dark-blue shower curtain hanging from a simple rod was the only barrier between the shower and the bed. I was pretty sure if I got too carried away in the shower, I’d get the bed wet. My phone started ringing in my pocket, and I pulled it out to see Low’s name lighting up the screen.

“Hey, baby,” I replied, backing up and sinking down onto the bed. Surprisingly, the mattress wasn’t bad.

“So how is everything? Are they nice?” Just hearing Low’s voice made me feel better—not so alone.

“I’ve only met the guy’s daughter and the next-door neighbor.”

“Oh, so there’s a farmer’s daughter?” The teasing tone in Low’s voice made me chuckle. Yeah, there was a farmer’s daughter all right, but it wasn’t what Low was thinking.

“There’s a farmer’s daughter, but she hated me on sight. Crazy, I know. And to think, I thought it was impossible for a female to hate me until after I bagged her and then forgot her name in the morning.”

“She hates you? That’s . . . odd.” Low’s voice trailed off like she was deep in thought.

The loud sound of the barn door swinging open caught my attention.

“Low, I gotta go, baby. I think the old man’s here.”

“Okay, be on your best behavior.”

“Always,” I replied before hanging up and slipping my phone back into my pocket.

“Hello?” a deep, husky voice called out.

I walked out of the small broom closet they’d stuck me in and headed for the sound of his voice. As I turned the corner, I stopped short. The dude was huge. At least six foot seven, and three hundred pounds of hard muscle. The straw cowboy hat cocked back on his head showed that he was completely bald.

“You Cage York?” he asked. His serious expression reminded me a lot of Coach, but that was as far as the similarities went. Coach was not this fucking massive.

“Yeah,” I replied, and the man’s eyes narrowed, and he took a step toward me. It took every last bit of my self-control not to back the hell up.

“Boy, your daddy ever tell you it’s rude not to respect your elders? I expect any kid your age to respond to me with a ‘Yes, sir.’ That understood?”

Really? What the hell was Coach thinking? This would never work.

“When I ask you a question, I expect a response,” the giant growled.

Fine. I’d give him a fucking response. “No.”

His frown grew deeper, and annoyance flickered in his eyes. I had a lot riding on this damn job, but I wasn’t one to handle this kind of shit well.

“No, what?” he asked in a slow drawl.

“No, my daddy didn’t teach me anything but that his fucking fists were bigger than my momma’s and how to skip out on your family,” I replied with a sneer in my voice.

The angry scowl on his face didn’t change. I hadn’t expected it to, but then I also hadn’t expected to tell the man my personal shit. It had just come out. My family was something I’d only ever talked about with Low, and that had been when we were younger and it still affected me.

I watched as he reached up and rubbed the scruff on his jaw, never once taking his eyes off me. I was ready for this meeting to be over with and for him to tell me what it was I was supposed to do exactly.

“Mack wants to help you. I trust his judgment. But listen here and listen good. I ain’t above kicking your ass off my property if you do any drugs or drive a vehicle while drinking. That was stupid, kid. Beyond stupid. And most importantly, stay away from my little girl. She’s completely off-limits to you. Got that?”

Considering Eva had hated me on sight, the man had nothing to worry about. Besides, no girl was worth fucking up my future. Not when there were so many other willing, available females in the world I could enjoy.

“Got it. I don’t want to lose my scholarship,” I replied with complete honesty.

With a nod of his head, he stuck his large hand out toward me. “In that case, I’m Wilson Brooks. Now let’s get your ass to work.”

EVA

“Boy ain’t got no dad. Those are the kinds you stay away from,” Daddy said in way of greeting as he opened the screen door and walked into the kitchen. I rolled my eyes as I went back to battering the chicken breasts I was going to fry for dinner.

“I mean it, Eva. He ain’t had the same upbringing you had, and he’s cocky, with no respect for authority. Just rubs me the wrong way.” Daddy set his hat down on the table and walked over to fix himself a glass of sweet iced tea.

“I wasn’t impressed by him. Stop preaching at me. I’m not on the hunt for a man.” I’d never date again. I had Jeremy, and until he met a girl and fell in love, I would have a companion to do things with. The familiar pang in my chest reminded me that I held him back from a life. I hated that he put everything else aside to take care of me. He was always so worried about me. I knew for a fact that Chelsea Jacobson had a crush on him. I really needed to do something to push him in her direction.

“Hmph,” Daddy mumbled as he sat down at the end of the kitchen table. “I know you aren’t looking for a guy, Eva girl, but honey, you’re a woman. One day you’re going to have to open your heart again.”

“Daddy, don’t, please. I just want to fry this chicken, make your favorite blueberry cobbler, and enjoy dinner. Let’s not talk about anything else. Okay?”

With a deep sigh, Daddy finally nodded. He reached for his hat and placed it back on his bald head. “It’s times like this I think I made a mistake not marrying again. Maybe you did need a momma after all. Because right now I don’t know what to do to fix this for you, baby girl.”

I laid the last piece of battered chicken on the plate and washed my hands under the faucet. Then took an extra-long time scrubbing my fingers with the soap before turning to look at my dad. “You were enough. You are enough. Don’t say that anymore. I’m happy just the way things are. I don’t need someone to fill Josh’s place in my life. I don’t want someone to fill his place. Okay?”

Daddy closed the distance between us and gave me a quick, hard hug before turning and leaving the kitchen through the same door he’d entered. I knew my disinterest in dating other guys and moving on bothered him, but I couldn’t. I wouldn’t. Josh had been my future. Now he was gone.

The door swung back open behind me. I wasn’t expecting Jeremy tonight for dinner, but I’d made enough just in case.

It wasn’t Jeremy. It was him.

Cage held up his hands as if to say he came in peace. The easy smile from earlier was gone. He wasn’t looking at me like he wanted to take a bite, either. Instead he looked disinterested.

“I just need a drink. Your dad sent me in here and said to ask you. But I can see you’re busy, so if you’d point me to the glasses, I’ll get my own water.”

Was this the same guy from earlier? I forced myself not to continue gawking at him, and I turned to get a glass out of the cabinet. I handed it to him. “I keep a pitcher of ice water in the fridge. We have well water here, and water from a well tastes better when it’s really cold.”

He nodded. “Thanks.”

I turned back around and checked the temperature of the oil on the stove.

The sound of Cage gulping down the water had images flashing in my head of how his throat muscles would move with each swallow. I closed my eyes tightly, trying to stop my imagination. I listened as he opened the fridge and poured himself some more water. Then once again he drank it quickly. The silence in the kitchen only intensified the sound of his drinking.

“That’s better. I was fu— uh—really thirsty. Thanks for the glass and the water.” Cage sighed and walked to the sink. “You want me to wash it, or is that something you’d rather do?”

“Uh, I can get it,” I stammered, still completely thrown off balance by his behavior.

“Thanks. But I don’t mind washing it.”

“No, really, I can do it. I’ll just rinse it and stick it in the dishwasher anyway.” I was rambling.

The kitchen door swung open again, and I was so thankful for the interruption until Becca Lynn came bouncing into the house, all blond curls and smiles. Normally, I enjoyed Becca’s bubbly interruptions in my life, but not now. Not when Cage was standing here. Becca was an idiot when it came to attractive guys, and Cage York went beyond attractive.

Her big brown eyes slowly took him in. I cleared my throat, trying to get her attention, but she wasn’t aware anyone else was in the room. The tight tank top and cutoff shorts complete with cowboy boots were Becca’s summer wardrobe. It was all she ever wore, and she wore it well. I shifted my attention from Becca to Cage, whose sexy smirk had returned, and he was enjoying the view just as much as she was. I couldn’t call Becca Lynn my best friend because Josh had always been my best friend. Nevertheless, she was the closest female friend I’d ever had. Where Josh and Jeremy grew up to the right of me, Becca Lynn grew up on the farm to the left of me. So when I’d needed a partner in crime who wasn’t male, it had been Becca. She and Jeremy had once had a thing back during our sophomore year of high school. I was pretty sure she’d been the one to take his virginity. But it was short lived. Jeremy had ended it without an explanation, and Becca Lynn had cried on my shoulder for a few days and then moved on the next week to Benji Fitz.

“You didn’t tell me you had company, Eva,” Becca Lynn cooed, twirling one of her long blond locks around her finger while batting her eyelashes in Cage’s direction. Good Lord, she was ridiculous.

“I don’t have company, Becca,” I retorted, hoping to get her attention, but it didn’t work. “This is Daddy’s summer help. He’s working with our cows. Because he got a DUI and he’s serving time.” Maybe that would snap her up out of her worshipful gaze. It didn’t.

“Oh, so you’ll be here all summer?” she asked, still smiling up at Cage like he was a freaking rock star.

“Looks that way,” he replied in an amused tone. Great, even the man whore beside me thought she was making a fool of herself.

“Well, when you’re not working and get bored, I could keep you company—”

“Becca Lynn.” I raised my voice to stop her from offering to come warm his damn bed in the barn.

Finally her eyes shifted off Cage to meet my gaze. The twinkle in her eyes told me she knew exactly how it sounded and she didn’t care one bit.

“Thank you. I’m sure that I’ll be needing someone to show me what to do for entertainment when the workday is through. I can’t think of anyone else I’d rather have take me around and enlighten me about the things to do out here in the country.” The sexy drawl thing he had going on just pissed me off. It also gave me goose bumps and made my heart race.

Becca Lynn’s eyes swung back over to eat Cage alive. “That sounds like a really good plan,” she cooed, closing the distance between them and holding out her perfectly manicured hand. I was sure the hot-pink nails that she wiggled in his direction invitingly matched her toenails. Becca was as high maintenance as they came around here. “I’m Becca Lynn Blevins.”

Cage stepped closer and slipped his hand into hers. Did Becca just shiver? “Cage York, and it’s a pleasure, Becca.”

“Oh.” She breathed out, her head tilted back as she drank him in. I swear, if he kissed her in my kitchen, I was going to throw my cobbler batter at him.

“I got to get back to work. I’ll be looking for you to come entertain me soon, Becca Lynn,” Cage said in a low whisper, then stepped around her and headed out the door without a backward glance.

The second the door closed behind him, Becca pulled out a kitchen chair and sank down into it with a loud thump. “OHMYGOD!” she squealed. “I swear I think I just creamed my damn panties.”

Cringing from the mental image, I shook my head and made a gagging noise. “I was ready for you to lie on my table and spread your legs for him right here. You really need to get a grip on yourself, Becca. You came off as a complete slut.”

Becca let out a loud sigh. “Oh, who cares! He was the most incredibly delicious male specimen I have ever laid my eyes on. I want to marry him and have his babies and wash his body and dress him, and hell, Eva, I just want to touch his body all day long. I could do it the rest of my life and never grow tired.”

Before I could think of a response that would hopefully be a source of wisdom for her, the door swung open again and Jeremy walked inside. His presence eased me. Just the familiar face that was so much like his brother’s helped remind me I’d had it all once. Jeremy’s eyes found Becca sitting at the table with the dazed expression still on her face. A knowing grin touched his lips.

“I see Becca Lynn met Cage.”

I nodded and dropped a chicken breast into the oil, which was finally bubbling.

“I bet he ate you up, Becca. Poor boy got a rude welcome from Eva earlier. Having a female actually drool over him must have been nice for his ego.”

Jeremy would have to bring that up.

“You were rude to that piece of perfection?” Becca Lynn asked incredulously.

I focused on frying the chicken in front of me. I wasn’t going to talk about this. “You two staying for dinner?” I asked instead.

“Is he eating dinner with you?” Becca Lynn asked hopefully.

“Of course not. He’s the help. Besides, Daddy isn’t a fan of his. I’ll fix him a plate and send it out to the barn.”

“MEMEMEME! Can I take it out to him?” Becca asked. I didn’t have to look back to know she was bouncing up and down in her seat.

An image of Cage York with his shirt off, pressing Becca up against the wall and actually putting his hands on her, had me shaking my head.

“Daddy won’t like that. I’ll have Jeremy take it.” I was sure Daddy wouldn’t really care who took it as long as it wasn’t me. For some reason, the idea of Becca touching Cage bothered me. I wasn’t sure why exactly, but it did. The idea of my friend pregnant and unmarried with a loser as the baby daddy was probably the main reason.



Chapter Three

CAGE

Those damn cows came running when I showed up with the feed. They actually knew it was chow time and I had the goods. It was also scary as shit to have those sons of bitches running at me like they were going to trample me. Wiping my forehead with the towel Wilson had left me this morning saying I’d need it soon enough, I sat down on the tailgate of the truck and reached for the thermos of ice water he’d also brought me. It was almost gone. It had to be at least ninety-five degrees already today and it wasn’t even lunchtime. I’d been hoping the little blonde with the boots would show up today and give me a brief distraction. She seemed like the easy kind. The no-strings-attached sort. I needed to blow off some steam. Especially if I was going to have to watch Eva Brooks strut around in a bikini top and tiny shorts all damn day. Reminding myself that she was completely off-limits was difficult.

Eva wasn’t the first girl I’d had to refuse myself. I’d refused to touch Low, but for different reasons. She was my best friend. I respected her. I wanted to know that when we moved into a relationship that included sex, that she would be my only one. That had never happened. Honestly, I doubted it ever would have. Even if Marcus hadn’t come along. I just wasn’t a one-woman guy.

The difference with Eva was that the only reason I wasn’t touching her was because her daddy would hang me up by my nuts and then fire my ass, and I could kiss my scholarship good-bye. Well, that and the girl really didn’t seem to like me much. But I wanted a taste of her. Bad. Real bad. She had such a hot little temper, it would be fun to see what she was like during sex. Shaking my head, I stood up and reached for my towel to tuck it into my back pocket. I wondered if I’d even be thinking about her if she wasn’t so off-limits. The whole “wanting what you can’t have” thing always did bug the hell out of me.
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