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S

CHAPTER	1

Twenty-nine	years	earlier
TARTLED,	THE	LITTLE	BOY	AWOKE.
Confused	and	scared,	his	eyes	fluttered	then	opened	wide	as	he	gazed

into	the	darkness	of	the	room.	Strange	noises	had	woken	him.	Or	had	it
only	 been	 a	 bad	 dream?	 No,	 not	 a	 dream…	 there	 they	 were	 again.	 His	 heart
sprinted	 at	 the	 low	 growls,	 shrieks,	 and	 whispers.	 Was	 someone	 hurt?	 He
couldn’t	tell,	but	it	scared	him.
His	ears	pricked,	and	he	strained	to	pick	up	any	sound.	He	knew	no	monsters

hid	under	his	bed	or	crouched	in	the	corners	of	his	room.	But	still…	what	if?
Suddenly,	a	bolt	of	lightning	flashed	and	split	the	night	sky	with	an	erratic	zig-

zag	across	 the	horizon.	The	boy	 relaxed.	Scaredy-cat	he	chided	himself	 aloud.
It’s	only	a	storm.	The	low	moan	of	the	approaching	storm	had	roused	him	from
his	sleep.
Storms	 didn’t	 scare	 the	 little	 boy–his	 dad	 had	 taught	 him	 how	 to	 stay	 safe.

And	his	dad	was	his	hero	–	he	was	a	soldier	and	knew	everything	about	safety.
The	boy	watched	and	 learned,	bonding	with	his	dad	over	 fun	outdoor	 trips	…
like	when	 they	went	 camping.	 Just	 the	 two	of	 them.	But	his	 dad	wasn’t	 home
that	night.	His	unit	was	on	a	military	field	exercise.	The	boy	closed	his	eyes	and
said	a	prayer	for	his	dad’s	protection.
His	fists	uncurled,	releasing	the	bedsheet	from	a	steely	grip	as	he	counted	the

seconds	to	the	next	crashing	boom	of	the	thunderclap.	As	the	thunder	rolled,	he
thought	 he	 heard	 the	 strange	 noise	 again.	 What	 was	 that?	 Did	 the	 rumble
disappear	into	the	night?	No.	The	sound	came	from	the	end	of	the	hall.
With	his	frightened	heart	slamming	against	his	ribs,	he	gathered	the	courage	to

get	out	of	bed	and	hitched	up	his	Teenage	Mutant	Ninja	Turtles	pajama	pants.
Barefoot,	 he	 padded	 across	 the	 room.	 With	 great	 care,	 he	 quietly	 turned	 the
doorknob	and	stepped	out	into	the	hallway.



He	had	 to	 pee	 but	 didn’t	 have	 far	 to	 go.	The	 bathroom	door	 across	 the	 hall
from	his	room	stood	open.	He	slipped	inside,	softly	closing	the	door	behind	him.
When	 he	 finished,	 he	 opened	 the	water	 faucet	 just	 enough	 to	wash	 his	 hands
under	a	warm	trickle	before	he	slipped	back	into	the	hall.	That’s	when	he	heard	it
again.	That	noise.	Without	making	a	sound,	the	boy	crept	along	the	wall	until	he
stopped	 in	 front	 of	 his	 parents’	 bedroom.	 Pressing	 his	 ear	 against	 the	 flimsy
wooden	door,	he	listened.
There!	 The	 sounds	 he	 couldn’t	 label	 came	 from	 inside.	 Fright	 washed	 over

him.	Mom!	What’s	wrong?	Why	are	you	crying?	With	a	racing	heart,	and	hands
clammy	with	a	cold	sweat,	he	turned	the	knob	with	great	care.	He	eased	the	door
ajar,	just	wide	enough	to	peek	through	the	opening.
Heavy	 drapes	 obscured	 the	 faint	 lights	 of	 the	 night	 sky,	 causing	 the	 boy	 to

blink	 a	 few	 times	 against	 the	dim	 shadows.	His	 eyes	 adjusted,	 and	he	 tried	 to
make	sense	of	the	burly	shape	silhouetted	against	the	inky	dark	of	the	room.	The
boy	stood	motionless,	his	feet	rooted	to	the	hardwood	floor,	blood	pounding	in
his	 ears.	 In	 horror,	 he	 watched	 the	 dark	 shape	 bending	 over	 his	 mom.	 She
whimpered.	To	the	small	boy’s	ears,	the	sound	was	a	cry	of	pain.	Like	when	I	fell
and	scraped	my	knees	the	other	day,	he	remembered.
A	 high-pitched	 cry	 broke	 the	 boy’s	 paralysis.	 “Mom?”	 he	 probed.	 BOOM!

Another	 thunderclap	 cracked	 the	 air.	 “Mom?	Mom….	 are	 you	hurt?”	 the	 little
boy	cried	out	as	he	flung	the	bedroom	door	wide	open.
“Fuck!”	He	heard	the	man’s	cuss	at	the	same	time	his	Mom	screamed.
“Ryan!”	she	shrieked	and	grabbed	a	throw	blanket	as	she	jumped	off	the	bed.

“Get	out!”	Enraged,	she	grabbed	his	arm	and	pulled	him	into	the	hallway.	“Why
the	hell	aren’t	you	in	bed?	You	should	be	asleep!”	His	mother’s	voice	sounded
harsh	as	she	dragged	him	to	his	room	and	pushed	him	inside.	“Go	back	to	bed…
and	stay	in	your	room!	Go	to	sleep!”
Confused	 and	hurt	 the	boy	hurled	himself	 onto	his	 bed.	Embarrassment	 and

shame	twisted	in	his	tummy.	But	why,	he	didn’t	know.	He’d	angered	his	mom.
She’d	been	furious,	–	but	he	had	just	wanted	to	help.	A	sick	feeling	settled	in	his
belly.
The	boy	knelt	on	his	bed	and	propped	his	elbows	on	the	windowsill.	His	hands

cradled	his	face	as	he	watched	as	the	lightning	strikes	became	fewer	and	fewer.



The	 storm	 finally	moved	 away.	As	Ryan	watched	 dark	 clouds	 rush	 across	 the
night	sky,	tears	rolled	from	big	blue	eyes,	dripping	onto	his	pajama	sleeves.	He
felt	all	tangled	up	on	the	inside.	What	is	this	man	doing	to	my	mom,	and	why	is
she	so	mad	at	me?	He’d	just	wanted	to	check	out	the	weird	noises	and	see	why
she	was	crying.
When	 dad	 had	 left,	 he’d	 hugged	 Ryan.	 “Take	 good	 care	 of	 Mom	 for	 me,

buddy,”	he’d	said,	and	the	boy	nodded	his	promise.
His	mind	shaped	a	large	cloud	into	a	dinosaur,	and	he	wished	he	could	ride	it

across	the	sky	to	visit	his	dad.	His	battle	buddy–that’s	what	dad	called	him.
The	storm	had	 long	passed	when	 the	boy	awoke	again.	His	mom	was	 in	 the

kitchen,	 reading	 the	 newspaper	 and	 drinking	 her	 morning	 coffee	 when	 he’d
shuffled	into	the	room.
“Good	 morning,	 sleepyhead.”	 Looking	 up	 from	 the	 paper,	 she	 sounded

pleasant.	But	the	boy	was	suspicious.	Is	she	still	mad	at	me?
When	he	didn’t	answer,	his	mother	frowned.	“Swallowed	your	tongue,	boy?”
“Mom,	who	was	 that	man	 last	night?”	He	moved	 towards	 the	 table,	 rubbing

the	sleep	out	of	his	eyes.
“What	are	you	talking	about,	Ryan?”
“The	man	in	your	bedroom…	what	did	he	do?	Did	he	hurt	you?”
Her	tone	sharpened.	“Ryan,	come	here.”	Grabbing	his	small	arms,	she	pulled

him	 until	 he	 came	 to	 stand	 between	 her	 knees.	 “Look	 at	me,”	 her	 stern	 voice
demanded.	But	the	boy	kept	his	eyes	glued	to	the	kitchen	floor.
His	mother’s	manicured	fingers	shot	out	to	push	up	his	chin.	He	stared	into	her

eyes	with	a	blank	face.
“You	had	a	nightmare.	No	one	tried	to	hurt	me.”
“But	 I	 saw	 him.”	 The	 boy	 knew	 he	 wasn’t	 supposed	 to	 talk	 back,	 but	 he

disobeyed.
“Nonsense	 Ryan!”	 She	 shook	 the	 boy’s	 small	 shoulders,	 but	 the	 defiance

didn’t	 leave	his	eyes.	“There	was	no	man!	And	nobody	was	 in	my	room.	Stop
making	 up	 stories.	Do	 you	 hear	me?	And	Ryan?	 I	 don’t	 expect	 you	 to	 bother
your	father	with	this	make-believe	monster	story	when	he	comes	home.	Do	you
understand?”
Ryan	nodded.	He	understood	this	tone;	he’d	experienced	it	often.



Sour-faced,	 she	 released	 him	 from	her	 grip	with	 a	 dismissive	 push.	 “You’re
just	like	your	father.”	The	boy’s	throat	closed,	and	his	eyes	watered	at	the	dislike
he	heard	in	those	mumbled	words.	It	didn’t	take	much	to	irritate	his	mom.	She
was	often	agitated–with	him	and	his	dad.	As	much	as	he	wanted	to	please	her,	on
certain	days,	he	could	do	nothing	right.	No	matter	how	he	tried.	She	doesn’t	love
me.
“I	 asked	you	 a	 question,	Ryan!”	A	 final	 shake	 of	 his	 shoulders	 and	 the	 boy

answered,	as	if	on	autopilot.	“Yes,	ma’am.”	But	he	knew	because	he	had	seen	the
man.	When	 he’d	 watched	 the	 clouds	 move,	 he	 saw	 him	 coming	 out	 of	 their
house,	get	into	his	car	and	drive	away.
It	was	the	first	time	Ryan	realized	his	mom	lied.
	



I

CHAPTER	2

Present
T’S	FINISHED,	HE	THOUGHT.	BUT	IT	WASN’T.
How	could	 he	 have	 foreseen	 the	 turn	 of	 events	 that	were	 set	 in	motion

three	days	ago?	A	false	sense	of	security	had	settled	since	the	arrests	of	Tom
Henley,	and	Joseph	Maynard	–	two	vital	participants	 in	a	disturbing	enterprise.
As	he	looked	back,	Ryan	realized	his	mistake.	He	should	have	known.
Because,	 three	 days	 ago,	 on	 this	 late	 September	 evening,	 his	 charming

southern	 hometown	 showed	 first	 breaks	 in	 its	 foundation.	 Cracks	 that	 opened
wide	in	time.
Tranquil,	sleepy,	historical,	a	place	to	soak	up	small	town	traditions–a	popular

travel	magazine’s	gushing	review	of	Oak	Creek.	But	on	Friday,	its	tranquility	got
as	disturbed	as	a	hornet’s	nest	poked	with	a	stick.	It	was	the	night	Ryan	became	a
witness	to	the	largest	drug	bust	in	the	county.
He	knew	he’d	have	 to	 testify.	Hell…	he	wanted	 to	 testify	 against	 that	 smug

son	of	a	bitch.	Like	most	of	Oak	Creek’s	good	citizens,	Ryan	still	had	difficulties
wrapping	his	head	around	this	sick,	surreal	ordeal.	Overnight,	the	distinguished
CPA,	Tom	Henley	became	the	town’s	most	infamous	resident.
Caught	 in	 the	 center	 of	 a	 long-kept	 secret,	 gossip	 of	Tom’s	 role	 spread	 like

wildfire.	At	the	breakfast	table	over	bacon	and	eggs,	at	offices	water	fountains,
barber	 shops,	 coffee	 shop,	 bars	 and	 pubs,	 his	 fate	 was	 the	 main	 topic	 of
discussions.	 Suspicion	 ran	 rampant.	 Why	 was	 Tom	 involved	 in	 this	 drug
business?	Everyone	wanted	to	know.
Ryan	never	liked	the	pretentious,	arrogant	fellow.	But	Tom	Henley	excelled	at

his	trade,	and	until	now,	Ryan	had	been	a	client,	too.
On	 Monday,	 he	 drove	 the	 short	 distance	 to	 the	 courthouse	 where	 Tom’s

arraignment	 was	 scheduled	 for	 10	 AM.	 Ryan	 was	 curious	 whether	 the	 judge
considered	Tom	a	flight	risk	and	kept	him	in	jail,	or	if	he’d	grant	bail.



On	his	short	drive	to	the	courthouse,	his	memory	jogged	back	to	the	night	of
the	drug	bust.	Since	Friday’s	arrests	the	entire	surreal	experience	scrambled	his
mind.
He	and	Emily	were	on	a	stakeout	at	 Joe’s	barn	where	an	opiate	 transfer	and

marijuana	 enterprise	 hid	 within	 the	 dilapidated	 building.	 The	 stakeout	 now
seemed	 like	a	damn	foolish	decision.	They	should	have	 trusted	 the	authorities.
But	then,	hindsight	was	always	twenty-twenty.

Ryan	 stepped	 into	 the	 low-voiced	 chatter	 of	 spectators.	Reporters	 representing
local	and	major	networks	and	papers	crowded	the	room.	Just	as	he’d	expected.
Tom	Henley’s	 involvement	 in	 this	drug	and	money	 laundering	operation	was	a
spectacular	development,	and	as	the	number	of	reporters	clutching	their	notepads
confirmed,	it	was	an	aspiring	news	reporter’s	wet	dream.	Ryan	picked	a	seat	in
the	last	row	of	wooden	benches,	and	let	his	eyes	travel	across	the	room.	Besides
news	reporters,	he	recognized	a	 few	familiar	 town	folks.	Distracted,	he	rubbed
his	scruffy	chin	and	considered	their	motivation	for	attending	the	arraignment.
In	 front	 of	 him,	 two	 gangly	 fellows	 slouched	 in	 their	 seats,	 voices	 held	 in	 a
whisper.	Students?	Criminal	Justice?	Ryan	caught	snippets	of	their	conversation
as	 he	 looked	 around.	Without	 a	 doubt,	 these	 real-life	 proceedings	would	 be	 a
much	greater	lecture	than	any	textbook	studies.	A	compelling	case	to	follow.
Henley’s	 lawyer	 sat	 at	 a	 rectangular	 oak	 table	 at	 the	 front	 of	 the	 room.

Appearing	calm	and	aloof,	he	was	leafing	through	sheets	of	paper,	unaffected	by
the	 gathering	 behind	 him.	 When	 a	 uniformed	 officer	 escorted	 Tom	 into	 the
courtroom,	 his	 physical	 transformation	 struck	 Ryan.	 The	 orange	 jumpsuit
highlighted	the	pallor	of	Tom’s	skin,	his	thin	hair	hung	dull.	Stripped	of	the	daily
use	of	pomade,	it	had	lost	its	shine.	Tom	appeared	even	smaller	than	on	Friday
night	when	Ryan	captured	the	arrest.
As	anticipation	zapped	around	the	room	like	an	electric	current,	Ryan	thought

of	 Emily.	 She’d	 reported	 having	 accidentally	 listened	 in	 on	 a	 scheduled	 drug
sale,	but	suspected	that	police	didn’t	 take	her	claim	seriously.	Officer	Woodard
gave	her	a	lecture	on	trespassing,	and	Ryan	agreed.	She’d	been	so	damn	reckless
to	enter	that	abandoned	house.	But	in	the	decaying	building,	she’d	discovered	a



flourishing	 marijuana	 operation.	 Too	 bad	 the	 reported	 information	 had	 been
questionable	and	obtained	illegally.	In	retrospect,	Ryan	couldn’t	think	of	a	single
logical	reason	he’d	ever	agreed	to	this	harebrained	idea.
When	the	bailiff	raised	her	voice,	announcing	the	Judge’s	entrance,	the	chatter

died	in	an	instant.	The	only	sounds	filling	the	room	was	the	shuffling	of	feet	as
people	pushed	to	stand.
The	proceedings	began	as	soon	as	everyone	sat,	again.	As	the	Judge	read	the

charges,	Tom	Henley	and	his	attorney	rose,	their	expressions	as	animated	as	wax
figures.	At	 the	question	of	Tom’s	pleading,	his	attorney	answered,	“Not	guilty,
Your	Honor.”
Contempt	flushed	through	Ryan.	Almost	every	time	there	was	a	heinous	crime

on	 trial,	 he	 asked	 himself	 the	 same	 question.	 How	 could	 anyone	 defend	 that
criminal,	yet	feel	satisfied	with	doing	an	excellent	job?	Watching	the	procedures
unfold,	 Ryan	 felt	 the	 same	 in	 Tom’s	 case.	 But	 Tom,	 too,	 was	 innocent	 until
proven	guilty.
To	 Ryan,	 the	 entire	 court	 session	 seemed	 dry	 and	 rehearsed.	 Surprise

registered	with	a	collective	gasp	when	the	judge	granted	bail	and	set	the	full	cash
bond	at	$75,000.	And	like	that,	the	hearing	was	over,	and	the	officer	led	Tom	out
of	the	room.
Ryan	passed	through	the	sliding	glass	doors	of	the	justice	building,	pulling	the

key	 fob	 from	 his	 pocket	 when	 someone	 bumped	 into	 him	 causing	 him	 to
stumble.
“Hey—watch	 it!”	He	 turned,	and	 instincts	 flashed	danger.	A	hideous,	gaunt-

looking	dude	crowded	his	space.	Whoa!	This	was	no	accident.	Skinny,	wiry,	clad
in	 black,	 the	 stranger’s	 shaved	 head,	 scrawny	 neck,	 and	 one	 side	 of	 his	 face
sporting	 severe	 tattoos.	 Scary	 tattoos.	Glittering	 eyes	 flickered	 ominously	 in	 a
pockmarked	face.
If	 he’d	 been	 in	 the	 courtroom,	Ryan	would’ve	 noticed	 him.	Of	 that	 he	was

sure.	With	 his	mind	 still	 on	 the	 arraignment	 proceedings,	 the	 freak	 seemed	 to
appear	out	of	nowhere.
An	ugly	sneer	covered	 the	guy’s	 face	as	he	shoulder-bumped	Ryan	a	second

time.
“Eh…	Shutterbug!	Better	keep	your	trap	shut.	Got	it?”



He’d	 disappeared	 before	 Ryan	 got	 around	 to	 respond,	 but	 not	 before	 Ryan
recognized	the	hostility	in	the	man’s	dark,	flickering	eyes.	What	the	hell	was	that
all	 about?	 Irritation	 spread	 like	 poison	 ivy,	 leaving	 Ryan	 puzzled	 about	 those
words.	The	muscles	in	his	face	tightened.	No	mistake	–	this	served	as	a	warning.
Ryan’s	testimony,	a	reliable	and	independent	witness	account,	would	back	up

the	charges	brought	forward	by	the	prosecution.
Was	someone	trying	to	shut	him	up?	Keep	him	from	testifying?
He	wouldn’t	mention	it.	Shook	up,	Emily	was	still	processing	the	events	from

Friday	night.	No	need	to	worry	her	with	what	had	just	happened.	She,	too,	would
testify	in	her	own	case	against	that	piece	of	scum,	Joe.

Since	 Friday,	 Ryan	 had	 stayed	 overnight;	 a	 comfort	 to	 Emily	 when	 nightfall
pushed	against	the	windows,	and	darkness	pressed	against	her	soul.
This	morning	her	 spirited	outlook	was	packed	with	 fierce	determination	 to	put
the	harrowing	experience	with	Joe	into	the	past.	He	recognized	the	slow	burn	of
independence	growing	strong	again.
During	 the	 short	 time	 they	 dated,	Ryan	 understood	Emily	 despised	 the	 very

thought	of	openly	displaying	hurt	 feelings	and	emotional	bruises.	 It	wasn’t	her
thing.	Not	wanting	to	appear	weak,	he	thoughtshe	kept	them	to	herself.	But,	the
accident,	the	discovery	of	her	aunt	Millie’s	secret,	topped	off	by	the	kidnapping
–	all	of	 it	had	 turned	her	 into	a	blubbering	mess.	He	supposed	she	desperately
wanted	to	change	that.
The	 morning’s	 cool	 had	 given	 way	 to	 sunshine	 on	 this	 late	 September

morning.	 Ryan	 sat	 in	 the	 hideously	 upholstered	 yellow	 chair	 in	 the	 bedroom
pulling	 on	 his	 boots	while	 Emily	 rummaged	 through	 a	 drawer.	With	 her	 back
turned	to	him,	she	pulled	out	a	light-weight	T-shirt	and	held	it	up	for	inspection.
Girls	just	want	to	be	CEO.	“Yes…	that’ll	do.	It	matches	today’s	attitude.”
“Want	 me	 to	 stay	 another	 night?”	 The	 speed	 with	 which	 she’d	 spun	 and

leveled	a	glaring	stare	at	him	startled	Ryan.
“Oh,	no!	 I’m	done	with	 this	B.S.	 I	will	 not	walk	around	 scared	of	 someone

whose	butt	is	sitting	in	jail.	And	I’ll	be	damned	 if	I	let	this	piece	of	crap	crawl
under	my	skin	one	more	day.	Or	night!”



Ryan’s	 brows	 shot	 up	 in	 surprise	 as	 she	 jabbed	 a	 finger	 at	 him,	 a	 flush
creeping	 up	 her	 cheeks.	 “I	 refuse	 to	 live	 in	 fear	 of	 the	 memory	 of	 what	 this
S.O.B.	did.”
Whoa!	 The	 eruption	 astounded	 him.	 Maybe	 he	 should	 have	 phrased	 the

question	 differently?	 Patting	 the	 air	 with	 both	 hands,	 he	 said:	 “Slow	 down,
Emmy.	Okay?”	The	fierce	reaction	came	unexpectedly	at	the	heels	of	his	offer.
Irritation	scrunched	her	face	as	she	pulled	the	shirt	over	her	head.	No,	Emily

wasn’t	a	delicate	china	doll	in	need	of	protection,	but	a	ballsy	beauty.	It	was	here
resilience,	and	zest	for	independence	underneath	the	sexy	exterior	that	drew	him
like	 an	unseen	magnet.	But	 she’s	putting	up	a	 front,	 he	 thought.	Emily’s	 tense
posture	 and	pinched	mouth	 just	 didn’t	match	her	words.	Emotions	had	 shaded
her	calm	facade.	Did	she	try	to	convince	him	or	herself?	Ryan	had	doubts.
As	 quickly	 as	 the	 temper	 rose,	 it	 deflated.	 With	 a	 lift	 of	 her	 chin,	 Emily

smiled.	 Her	 eyes	 –	 Ryan	 compared	 the	 color	 to	 cornflowers	 –	 met	 his	 own
piercing	blues.	“I’m	sorry,	babe.”
“You	got	it	out	of	your	system	now?”
“Yes,	 I’m	okay.	 I’m	 really	 sorry…	 I’m	okay.	Trust	me.	 I’m	 taking	back	 the

wheel,	and	you’ve	got	things	to	do,	too.”
Nodding	 towards	 Bentley,	 she	 softened.	 “Besides,	 my	 bodyguard	 will	 sleep

right	 next	 to	me.”	 The	 dog	 followed	 the	 exchange,	 his	 gaze	 flicking	 between
Emily	and	Ryan.	With	a	heavy	sigh,	he	lowered	his	head	between	his	paws.
“Seriously,	Emily?	Let	me	get	 this	 right.	You’d	 rather	 sleep	with	your	hairy

bodyguard	then	with	me?”
With	the	tension	dissolved,	Emily	laughed	at	the	fake	shock	covering	his	face.

His	eyes	glinted	as	he	grabbed	her	forearm,	and	with	a	swift	motion,	pulled	her
into	his	lap.	“How	can	you	be	so	cruel?”
“Oh,	for	Chrissakes,	Ryan!”	she	yelped	with	surprise,	then	twisted	to	face	him.
“Call	if	you	change	your	mind?”	His	fingers	tenderly	caressed	her	back.
“I	promise.”	A	murmur.
His	lips	brushed	hers,	ending	the	conversation.	In	a	flash,	his	senses	aroused	at

the	lemony	scent	of	her	hair,	the	taste	of	her	warm	skin,	and	the	weight	pressing
against	 him.	When	 she	 curled	 her	 fingers	 into	 his	 hair,	 the	 tip	 of	 her	 tongue
teasing	 his	 lips,	 she	 extended	 an	 invitation	 he	 couldn’t	 resist.	 With	 a	 husky



groan,	he	led	her	into	a	slow,	deep	kiss,	their	mouths	a	perfect	fit	for	each	other.
Tiny	kisses	caressed	her	jaw,	and	when	he	found	the	sensitive	spot	just	below	her
ear,	the	breath	caught	in	her	throat.	A	small	whimper	reached	him	as	he	nipped
and	scraped	his	teeth	over	the	delicate	column	of	her	neck,	and	desire	took	hold
of	him.
He	stood,	lifting	Emily	with	him,	and	carried	her	the	short	distance	to	her	bed.

It	was	the	first	time	since	her	terrifying	encounter	with	Joe	that	they	made	love.
Slow	and	gentle	as	the	kisses	they’d	shared,	he	took	her.	On	a	moan,	the	surge	of
pleasure	rose	and	ripped	through	her	body.	The	release,	powerful	and	sweet,	left
no	room	for	anything	else	in	her	mind.
Leaving	 Emily	 on	 that	 afternoon,	 he	 wondered	 if	 he	 could	 ever	 resist	 this

beautiful,	feisty	woman.	Or,	if	he	even	wanted	to.	Hell-bent	on	settling	into	her
new	 home	 she’d	 start	 to	 make	 a	 new	 life	 for	 herself.	 And	 he	 was	 sure	 she
wouldn’t	let	anything	stand	in	her	way.
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