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      Tinsel is the town sheriff in Troping and she loves her job. The only downside is her brother's best friend Jack, who also happens to be her nemesis. He does everything he can to get under her skin, but she's always got a ticket ready to pass out to annoy him right back. 

      Jack has been in love with Tinsel since his best friend first brought him home for the holidays. The only problem is keeping his distance when all he wants to do is hold her close. For years he's kept his control, but it's not going to last much longer. How can a woman who is hell-bent on making his life miserable be the woman of his dreams? 

      Warning: Enemies to lovers and brother's best friend were never so much fun! Come with us to Troping, where you'll find all the best stories! 
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      He’s here again, and this time he’s not alone. Jack pulls up next to my patrol car in his fancy SUV that costs more than some people’s houses. Emily, who works the front desk and is Jack’s right hand, sits in the passenger seat. 

      That’s the second day in a row they’ve come to Snow Baked together to get their morning fix of coffee and some kind of delicious pastry. I’m here every morning but mostly because I live above the place. Who am I kidding? Even if I didn’t, I’d still be here for my morning sugar cookie coffee.

      Emily used to come alone to collect Jack’s order, but now they’re coming together. Why? Emily isn’t even from Troping. I suppose neither is Jack, but he and my brother are best friends, and he’s been around for years. 

      When my brother North came home from college, he brought Jack with him. Jack decided to open a snow resort for people who visited the town during the holiday. He’s also pretty busy in the summer too when we do Christmas in July. Troping is always decked out in holiday cheer because no one takes down their lights. If they do, it’s because they’re changing them out for a new color. 

      The first time I met Jack was when North brought him home for the holidays their freshman year in college. I remember being excited that my brother was bringing someone home. He’d told me that Jack lost his parents and didn’t have anyone to spend the break with. I felt terrible and went out of my way to make him feel welcome. I even made sure he had gifts under the tree so he wouldn’t feel left out on Christmas morning. 

      Wrong. Jack was more of a Jack-ass. My brother failed to mention Jack was a rich prick from the city. The very second I met him, he was an asshole, but for some reason, I’m the only one that gets that side of him. 

      It really stings because when he first walked into my parents’ house, my heart gave this tiny little flutter. I was sure it was the same feeling Mom told me she got when she met Dad and how she knew he was the one. Well, if Jack is the one, I’d rather live out my life alone. Guess I’ll die a virgin while I’m at it.

      Why he moved here when my brother came back after college, I have no freaking clue. But then he went and opened the snow resort, which kept confusing me. It’s even worse because although I wanted to hate the place, it’s so stinkin’ adorable. It’s also nice for people to have a place to stay when they pass through our town. The holidays are what keeps this town alive and thriving. Then in the off season we get to lie back and enjoy our small town all to ourselves. I love how we get a bit of both worlds in the town of Troping. 

      “You’re glaring,” Frostie says from behind the counter. 

      We’ve been best friends our whole lives. She took over the bakery from her grandma two years ago, right when I became a deputy. We share the apartment over the bakery, and I keep watch over the town while she keeps the people fed. 

      Pretending to find my coffee super interesting, I stare down at it as Emily and Jack get out of the vehicle. I don’t want to be caught staring. I don’t have to look to know that Emily will be dolled up. How does she do that? Honestly, I’m impressed. Most of the time she’s in heels too while I can barely get myself to put on some mascara and lip gloss. My hair is usually pulled back to stay out of my face, but Frostie actually braided it for me this morning. 

      I want to hate Emily, but it’s not her fault. Even if I want to choke Jack, I can’t stop the attraction I have for him, and it pisses me off. Why do they look so perfect side by side? Emily is always nice to me, and I hate it. Why can’t she be a bitch? 

      Jack usually wears a suit or some sweater that fits snugly. He must use the gym at the resort since it’s the only one in town. Of course he lets everyone use it even if they aren’t staying at the resort because he’s so nice. I roll my eyes thinking about it. 

      “Morning, Tins!” Emily chirps as she enters the bakery. 

      “Morning.” I give her a smile before dropping my gaze so that I don’t have to meet Jack’s glare. 

      “Morning to you, too,” Jack mutters. 

      I ignore him, which is something I’m terrible at. Biting the inside of my cheek, I don’t say a word as I scream internally. Picking up the frosted donut that’s covered in green and red sprinkles, I shove the last half of it in my mouth. That should do the trick. 

      “Maybe I should have the donut. It must be good.” Emily laughs as I chew with my cheeks puffed out. I bet I resemble a chipmunk right about now.

      My eyes catch Jack’s, and once again he’s staring right at me. Emily moves to the counter, her attention now on the display case, checking out the donuts. 

      “You got a staring problem?” I say as I swallow the rest of my donut. 

      “Is that against the law?” Jack smirks, and I loathe his cocky tone. Why is it reserved only for me? 

      I’m in my uniform, and although I’ve never really been self-conscious about my body or looks, seeing Emily, the perfect blond Christmas tree topper, has my uniform feeling a bit snug. 

      “You break enough of those, don’t you think?” I toss back at Jack-ass. 

      “I’ll swing by City Hall and take care of those tickets later.” He winks at me, and I grind my teeth.

      “You do that,” I snap back. Frostie’s and Emily’s eyes bounce between the two of us, and Emily’s brows are raised all the way up. “You ladies have a great day. Love the heels, Emily,” I say sweetly. I hate that Jack can bring out the snippy side of me like nobody else. 

      I get along with everyone in Troping. Hell, I know everyone too. So why is Jack so different? Why does he go out of his way to aggravate me and push my buttons when he doesn’t even give me the time of day? 

      Tossing my wrapper away, I take my coffee and head out to my patrol car. Once I’m inside, I pull up the records of all the tickets I’ve given Jack. 

      Sure, there are a lot, but that’s because I clock the man for anything I can. It doesn’t matter how small the crime is, I have this need to irritate him as much as he irritates me. It’s not as though he can’t afford the tickets.

      A smile pulls at my lips when I see today is the last day he has to pay the one I’d given him for parking in the handicap spot. If he doesn't, a bench warrant will go out for his arrest. 

      Okay, maybe he wasn’t fully parked in a handicap spot, and the tire of his SUV was on the line, but I really hope he forgets to swing by City Hall and take care of it.

      I’ve never actually gotten to arrest anyone before, but I wouldn’t mind Jack being my first.
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      “What’ll it be?” Frostie asks, and I turn my attention away from the window where I watch Tinsel grinning like she’s the cat that ate the canary. 

      “Just a coffee please. The usual.” 

      “Caramel macchiato with a sprinkle of cinnamon?” she asks, and I nod. 

      “Hey, Frostie, can I ask you something?” 

      “Go for it.” She keeps making my coffee as I move down to the other end of the counter. 

      “When Tinsel smiles like that, should I be worried?” 

      She laughs, and Emily comes up beside me. “I don’t know what you did to her, but she’s always nice to me.” She thanks Frostie for the donut and goes over to chat with Dr. Grayson, who is having breakfast with her son. 

      “You two just won’t quit.” Frostie sighs and shakes her head. 

      “She started it,” I tease as I drop some cash in the tip jar. 

      “If I were you, I’d steer clear of her today.” 

      “And what would be the fun in that?” I say as I thank Frostie for the coffee, and Emily and I leave Snow Baked.

      She used to come without me, but then she started mentioning that she saw Tinsel there every morning, and I decided to tag along. I couldn’t miss an opportunity to see the woman who occupies my every thought and maybe annoy her a little because of it. 

      Sure, she pushes my buttons, but I like to think I push all of hers right back. That’s what happens when you fall in love with your best friend’s little sister and she’s one hundred percent off-fucking-limits. 

      I remember the first time I saw her like it was yesterday. She was wearing a Christmas apron with little gumdrops on it, and some of her curls had fallen out of her ponytail. There was a little flour still on her cheek, and when she smiled, it struck me straight in the heart. I’d never felt like that before, and the only time I’ve felt like that since is when I look at her. Every fucking time I look at her, to be precise. 

      She stood there with bright eyes, lush curves, and a mouth made to suck—

      “Yoo hoo, Earth to Jack,” Emily says, and it brings me back to reality. “You missed the turn.” 

      “Shit, sorry.” I drive down Candy Cane Lane and make a U-turn. “I guess I was distracted by—” 

      My words are cut off when I hear the sound of a siren behind me, and then I see blue lights in the rearview mirror. 

      “Five whole minutes?” Emily checks her watch. “That must be a record.” 

      “Not necessarily,” I disagree. “She got me that one time for littering when I dropped my coffee and then cited me for defacing public property when it splashed on the barber shop.” 

      “Oh yeah, I forgot about that one.” 

      Putting on my brightest smile, I roll down the window just as Tinsel comes to a stop beside it. She’s already writing the ticket before I’ve had a chance to say a word. 

      “There’s no sign that said I couldn’t make a U-turn,” I say, but Tinsel ignores me as she rips off the ticket and hands it over. 

      “Have a great day,” Emily calls over me, and Tinsel smiles. What I wouldn’t give to have that smile directed at me. 

      “See you later, Ems.” Tinsel’s smile drops and turns to a glare before she walks back to her patrol car. 

      “You know you’d catch more reindeer with sugar,” Emily quips, and I roll my eyes. 

      “Trust me, this is one reindeer that doesn’t want to be caught.” 

      As I pull into the inn, Emily heads for the conference room to meet with the staff and go over the day-to-day operations. I’m the owner of Snowed Inn, but she’s the manager that keeps things running. She’s great at her job when she isn’t lamenting about how in love she is with her boyfriend who’s overseas until the new year. I can only hear about how great love is for so long before I have to tune it out. 

      Being in love is the worst. I would know because I’ve been in love with Tinsel for years, and I’ve had to suffer in silence. Sometimes I think about just laying it all out on the table, but I couldn’t take the rejection. Not with how much she hates me and how it could most definitely mess up my relationship with her brother North. He’s the only family I’ve got, and I wouldn’t want to hurt that because I’m the dumbass who fell in love with his sister. A sister who despises me. 

      There she was in that damn apron looking like I was Santa Claus come to life and all I could think was, fuck. I’d lost my parents and had no one other than North. When I looked at her, I was so damn angry because I knew I couldn’t have her. All the money in the world couldn’t buy what I truly wanted. I’d already had so much taken away from me, and I couldn’t stand to lose something else. Something so important. 

      “I’m headed to City Hall,” I call to Emily as I grab my coat and coffee. 

      It’s just across the street, so I decide to walk through the dusting of snow and enjoy the crisp morning. Days like this make me ache for Tinsel, and I know it’s because the holidays are coming. Every year, I spend it with her family, and every year, I have to sit beside her and use all of my control to not put my hand on her thigh and sink my fingers between them. 

      “Morning, Jack. He’s in his office.” 

      “Thanks, Joy,” I say to the mayor’s secretary. She’s looking over something on her desk, but I don’t pay attention to it as I make my way back. 

      When I walk into North’s office, he looks up from his desk and smiles at me. “What did she get you for now?” 

      “Making an illegal U-turn.” I toss the ticket on his desk, and he picks it up. 

      “I’ll take care of it.” He sighs and shakes his head. “I get that there’s not a lot of crime happening in Troping, but she seems to love making you a target.” 

      “Lucky me,” I mumble as I look out his window to the busy street. That’s when I see the patrol car come by and stop as a group of kids cross the street. It’s the very same spot where she gave me a ticket for jaywalking. Meanwhile, those kids get a pass with a smile and a wave. 

      There’s that damn smile again. What have I got to do to get her attention?
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      I stare up at the sky as snow starts to fall. We get snow year-round, but it’s thicker and fluffier in the wintertime. I close my eyes and let the flakes hit my face, and although it might be silly, for some reason, the snow can calm me. I don’t know why today I’m more annoyed with Jack than normal.

      Are he and Emily a thing now? I thought I’d heard she had a boyfriend overseas. They could have broken up. Did they break up because she and Jack realized they had a thing for each other? I bet they’d make cute babies. 

      What the hell?! Where did that random ass thought come from? I’m blaming it on my mother. It’s her fault because she’s always going on and on about how she’ll never get grandkids. I have to push all thoughts of babies and Jack out of my mind. 

      Today has been pretty uneventful, but most days are. There was only one 911 call, and it was from Sally. She was all worked up because her alarm hadn’t gone off. Last week, she claimed someone broke in and replaced some of her light bulbs with ones that were burned out. In reality, she just wanted someone to come change them for her. 

      I always go over and help her. Today she had the alarm clock set at p.m. instead of a.m. This wasn’t out of the norm since I get a call from her about once a week. It’s always around lunch time, which she has conveniently ready for me so I can eat with her. 

      As the end of my shift grows closer, I pull up Jack-ass’s tickets to see if he paid any. “What the snowball!” I hiss when I see they’re all gone, and I don’t mean paid. They have been completely taken out of the system. 

      There’s only one person that could have done this, so I turn on my lights and drive over to City Hall where I know my brother North will be. The man is a workaholic. If he’s not in his office, then he’s out doing something that has to do with work. My brother has a bit of an obsessive personality.

      Joy's eyes widen when I come storming in. I give her a quick smile but go right into my brother’s office without knocking. 

      “What the hell!” I shout, and North glances up from whatever papers he was reading. 

      “Aren’t you a ray of sunshine? Did Sally make tuna salad? It’s not the best, but it’s not terrible.” 

      “I know, right? It just needs a little more mayo or…” I trail off while my brother smirks. “You cleared all his tickets.” 

      “I did.” He doesn’t even try to hide it. Though my brother is not one to lie. Ever. At times I think he can be a bit too by the book. “Jack’s resort brings in more tax dollars than the rest of this town combined. You don’t need to write stupid tickets for no reason.” 

      “Stupid?” I hiss at my brother. North isn’t wrong; Jack does a ton of stuff for the town for free. It’s because he’s nice to everyone but me. 

      “I don’t know what your deal is with Jack, but he's a good guy. Stop being an asshat.” I gape at him. 

      “I’m the asshat? He’s the one that’s rude to me!” My brother can’t be this blind. “You’re a traitor.” I point my finger at him, and he shakes his head before he goes back to reading the papers on his desk. “You really want to play with me, North?” I put my hands on my hips. 

      “You can’t write me tickets.” He doesn’t bother to look back up at me. 

      “No, I suppose not, but I’m sure I can think of other things to do.” My sweet tone has him lifting his eyes in suspicion.

      “Tins,” he warns. 

      “North.” I give it right back. “You know re-election is around the corner.” 

      “No one is running against me. Nice try.”

      “As of right now.” I’m so bluffing. 

      “I’ll call Mom,” he says and makes a grab for his phone. 

      “You snitch!” I lunge across his desk, trying to rip it out of his hands. 

      “You’re a cop and you’re calling me a snitch?” he laughs. 

      “You know what?” I push off his desk and ignore the crap I knocked off. 

      My brother, being the A-type that he is, gets up and starts putting everything back in its place. While he’s doing that, I tuck my uniform back in place and push my hair out of my face. 

      “Go on.” 

      “What?” 

      “You said do I know what.” 

      “Oh right.” I get back to the task at hand. “You’ve chosen your side. Now you will have to deal with the fallout.” 

      “Is the fallout a snowball to my face?” 

      “I could add that on, I suppose.” 

      “Are we done here? I’ve got shit to do.” He drops back down in his chair behind his desk. 

      “Are you going to work all night?” He shrugs. Of course he is. 

      “Mr. North,” Joy says as she pokes her head into the office. 

      She moved to Troping two years ago to help take care of her sick grandmother. She’s sweet, but shyness clings to her and it makes it hard to get to know her. Even now, her cheeks are turning pink. 

      “Joy.” My brother stands up and abandons his papers. 

      “I was only letting you know I was heading out. Unless there’s anything else you need.” 

      “I’ll walk you out.” I cut in before my brother can respond. I don’t miss the tic in his jaw. 

      “Oh, you don’t have to do that.” Joy starts to wave me off. 

      “I walk her out,” North says, and Joy’s face turns more pink. 

      “Like every day? Is it because of the crazy crimes around here? It’s still light out.” 

      “Shouldn’t you be out working?” North growls at me, and I peek at my watch. 

      “Nope.” I smirk. “I’ll walk you out, Joy. I’m headed that way, and I’ve got a gun if there’s any real trouble. You know, someone throwing a snowball at us or something.” 

      “You’d shoot them?” Joy’s eyes widen. 

      “They’re rubber bullets,” I whisper as I snag her arm. “We should hit Jingle Bar. Half-price appetizers and spiked hot chocolate.” 

      “Right now?” She chews on her bottom lip. 

      “Yeah, right now. Well, I need to change first, but we can grab Frostie too.” I guide her toward my patrol car. 

      “But my vehicle—” She points to it. 

      “Will be fine.” 

      “I guess.” She gives in to my peer pressure. “I’ve never been in a patrol car before.” 

      “You want to drive?” 

      “Drive?” she squeaks. 

      “I’m messing with you,” I laugh as I put my seatbelt on. I don’t miss my brother standing at the top of the stairs that lead into City Hall glaring my way in the rearview mirror. 

      When will my brother learn I’m better at this than him?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          JACK

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      “It’s late and I’m tired. Remind me again why you’re dragging me out?” I sigh as I shove my hands deeper into my winter coat and walk up the next block with North. 

      “It’s literally across the street, how am I dragging you out? Besides, this will be worth your while.” 

      “Doubt it.” I can even hear the grumble in my own voice. 

      Jingle Bar is the worst bar in Troping. Lucky for us, it also happens to be the only bar. It’s decorated for Christmas year-round like the rest of the town, but this place got stuck in 1975 and hasn’t budged since. The worst part is all the decorations are creepy as fuck, like something your grandmother made you put out every year no matter how much it scared the kids. Oh, and there’s karaoke, which makes this officially the last place I’d ever want to be on a Friday night. 

      It’s not like there’s a lot going on in town, but this isn’t my first or fifteenth choice for entertainment in Troping. Jingle Bar falls right below visiting the fish hatchery on Route 4. 

      The smell of stale beer, old cigarettes, and cheap perfume hits me as we open the door. Then the sound of someone screeching “Jingle Bell Rock” into a microphone.

      “All right, I think that’s enough for me,” I say and turn around to leave. 

      North puts a hand on my back and pushes me toward the bar. “Don’t you want to say hello to my sister?” 

      “What? Why would I?” That’s when I see Tinsel on stage with a microphone in one hand and a cocktail in the other. “Holy shit.”

      Before I know what I’m doing, I move farther into the bar to get a better look. She’s wearing a dark red sweater dress that clings to her body and is cut low in the front. I have never seen her in this dress before or anything like it. I realize my mouth has fallen open, and I snap it shut before the drool can roll down my chin. 

      “She’s terrible,” I say, more to myself, but I can’t take my eyes off her. Why the fuck would North bring me here to see this? He doesn't know I’m in love with his sister. There’s no way. 

      When Tinsel sings the last note, the crowd erupts into cheers, and I watch her laugh as she takes a bow and passes the microphone off to someone else. Before I can blink, she disappears into the crowd, and I have to find her. 

      North has disappeared, but I finally track down Tinsel after I push my way to the bar. By the time I reach her, she and Frostie are throwing back a shot and then sucking on a lime. Watching her full lips move like that makes me so fucking hard. 

      “I had no idea you couldn’t sing,” I say, and then Tinsel’s eyes meet mine. 

      She glares at me before talking the lime out of her mouth and tossing it over her shoulder without a care. “Who asked you, Jack-ass?” 

      Frostie snorts and then quickly covers her mouth like she didn’t mean to do it. Then Tinsel tries to keep a straight face, but she fails miserably as she falls into a fit of giggles with her best friend and roommate. 

      “How long have you two been here?” I look at the empty shot glasses littering the bar, and Tinsel straightens enough to scowl at me. 

      “You’re not my brother, Jack-ass.” She pokes at my chest and then makes a noise. “Your chest hurt my finger. I should write you a ticket for that.” 

      “For what, being too hard?” As soon as the words are out of my mouth, I wish I could take them back. 

      Tinsel snorts and then somehow catches her ridiculously tall heels on nothing and starts to fall over. I reach out and grab her around the waist before she can faceplant, and then growl in frustration. Why do her curves have to be so fucking soft? 

      “Nice catch, Jack-ass,” Frostie says and then clears her throat. “I mean Jack. Sorry, she’s rubbing off on me.” 

      “I can see she’s a terrible influence.” For some reason I’m still holding on to her hips, but it’s a good thing because she begins to sway again. 

      “You’re the worst, you know that?” Tinsel is beginning to slur as she points her finger so close to my face she flicks my nose. “You with your perfect hair and body.” Then she flicks my hair too. “Just Mr. Perfect, that’s what you are, Jacky.” 

      “You’re drunk,” I say, and she shrugs. 

      “Might be, but that’s none of your business.” She turns to Frostie and holds up her hand for a high five. “Sick burn, right?” 

      “Totally.” She slaps her hand, and then the two of them nearly fall over. 

      “Okay, I think that’s enough for tonight.” I look around for North as I hear the two of them start to protest. He’s the one that dragged me out and now he’s nowhere to be seen. 

      “You two have fun,” Frostie says as she grabs her coat. “I promised my cousin I’d make her fresh cinnamon rolls for her gender reveal party tomorrow. I’m staying with her tonight, and she’s my designated driver.” 

      She waves to someone at the door, and I see Carol standing there with her round belly all bundled up. Frostie waves goodbye to Tinsel one last time, and there’s still no sign of North. 

      “Shit,” I say under my breath, and I grab Tinsel’s coat off the chair behind her and try to wrap her up. She doesn't need to show off this many curves—in public anyway. 

      “What are you doing? I’m not ready to go!” she shouts over the music. “I’ve got seven more songs to sing.” 

      “Not tonight.” Grabbing her around the waist, I practically carry her out of the bar with her complaining the whole time. 

      “You ruin everything,” she says and elbows me hard in the side. “I’m the only person in this whole damn town you can’t stand.” 

      “That’s not true,” I try to defend. “Gary at the post office is a dick.” 

      “That’s because you didn’t get him a gift last year for Christmas.” She scoffs. “He’s the only mail carrier we have, and you didn’t tip!” 

      “Of course I did, I…” I stop talking because I’m trying to think if I really did or not. 

      “See?” Her heels wobble again, and she starts to fall. “Shit.” 

      I grab a hold of her just in time, but in the process I slip in some of the wet snow. My arms go around Tinsel, and I press her against the brick wall of the alley between Jingle Bar and the barber shop. It’s dark in this little strip of space, but there’s enough light that I can see her looking up to me and just how close we are. 

      “Maybe if you stop yelling at me long enough, you’d see how much I like fighting with you.” 

      Her breath tickles my lips, and I smell the citrus of the lime and the tang of the shot she took. The moment stretches so thin that I can feel her heartbeat against mine as I lean closer. Can we have this stolen moment? Can we have just one kiss? The thought of doing this and losing her forever is too painful. She’s had too much to drink, and I know she’d regret it tomorrow. I won’t let this happen and drive a wedge between us. 

      “Come on, sweetheart,” I say as I lean back and tuck her loose curls behind her ear. “Let’s get you home.”
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      A groan leaves me as I start to wake. I’m so happy I don’t have to work today because there’s no way I could go in. How many shots did I have? Could I still be drunk? 

      I rub my eyes, thinking that this is all Jack’s fault. He was the reason one shot turned into two and then three. Wait, I think there might have been another three after those. When will his existence stop bothering me? 

      “Frostie, I’m going to need food.” 

      “Your donut is on the nightstand.” My eyes fly open at the sound of Jack’s voice. 

      What. The. Hell. 

      He’s standing at the end of the bed, and it’s then I notice that the bed isn’t mine. I open and then close my mouth because I have no idea what the hell happened.

      The night before comes rushing back to me, and I remember Jack made me leave the bar. I thought he said he was taking me home? What changed? I whimper when I suddenly remember that I threw up in his fancy Mercedes. 

      He stands at the end of the bed with his arms folded over his chest glaring at me. He’s already dressed in slacks and a button-up shirt. I wait for some snide comment, but nothing comes; however, he looks pretty pissed off at the moment. 

      “Where am I?” I glance around the room. 

      I’m in a giant fluffy bed that resembles a cloud. As I take in the wooden log walls, I quickly put together this is Jack’s house. I’ve never been here, but the beautiful cabin he had built sits up higher and off to the side of his resort overlooking the town. He had it built a year ago when before that he was staying at the resort. 

      “You’re in my bed.” He drops his arms only to run his hand down his face. “Would you please pull the sheet up,” he grumbles, and I glance down to see my bare chest. 

      “Ah!” I scream before yanking the blankets over me and falling back on the bed to cover myself completely. The only clothing left on my body are my panties. “Why am I naked?” 

      “Because I had to clean you up, and you refused to put one of my shirts on.” 

      He cleaned me up? Again, my mind flashes to the night before, and I remember Jack carrying me into his house and straight into his bathroom where I’d thrown up again. He held my hair back with one hand as the other rubbed my back. Did he kiss the top of my head? No, I must be making that part up. 

      Then I remember him using a wet cloth to wash my face and making me brush my teeth. Oh god, he even made me drink water and take something to help prevent a headache. It might have worked because my head isn’t pounding although I’m exhausted. 

      “You want to put the shirt on now?” He pulls the blanket down just enough to reveal my head. 

      The shirt hangs from his hand, and I snatch it from him. He smirks, and a growl erupts from me. 

      “Easy, love,” he teases, and my breath catches. 

      Did he call me love? No, I had to have misheard him. My brain is still foggy from all those shots. 

      “I’ll be in the kitchen. You’re going to need more than your morning donut.” With that, he turns and leaves me alone in his bed. 

      Quickly I sit up and pull the shirt over my head before I climb out of bed. My eyes linger on it and I wonder if he slept in here with me. Everything is fuzzy after the bathroom, and now that I’m thinking about it, I’m in dire need of it. 

      “Oh that’s bad,” I mutter when I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror. I grab the toothbrush I used last night and clean my teeth before I wash my face. Any makeup Frostie put on me is already gone since Jack washed it off. I remember sitting on the sink while he gently washed my face, and he was so sweet. 

      I rub the center of my chest because there’s a weird sensation burning there. Totally heartburn or what I’d guess heartburn feels like. The urge to get the hell out of here hits me hard. 

      In the bedroom, I can’t find anything of mine—no purse or my clothes. The donut sits on the nightstand, and that has to mean he went to town to get it? Does Frostie know I’m here? She has to know, or a search party would’ve been launched. 

      “This keeps getting better,” I grumble before I take a giant bite of the donut. 

      When I exit the bedroom, I almost choke on the sugary goodness when I get a look at Jack’s massive living room with a huge stone fireplace. This has to be the most gorgeous home I’ve ever seen or been in. It’s cozy and not what I thought it would be. 

      “Sit,” he orders, motioning to one of the chairs at the island in the kitchen. The whole space is open, but the most breathtaking part are the windows that give a perfect view of Troping. I bet it’s incredible at night when everything is lit up. 

      I only walk over to the island because I see my purse along with my dress folded neatly and my bra on top of it. He must have cleaned my clothes last night too. Jack stands at the stove cooking eggs and bacon, and I jump when toast pops up from the toaster. Jack chuckles, and I glare at him. 

      “Orange juice and your sugar cookie coffee.” He motions to the two cups. 

      “Did you go to town to get this?” I’m surprised, and it’s kind of sweet. 

      “Emily went.” 

      Okay, and fuck him then. “I’m not thirsty.” 

      “Liar.” 

      “I should go.” 

      “You should eat. I had Emily run to town because I didn’t want to leave you alone.” 

      “You think I’m going to steal something? I’m a cop.” 

      “You’re also nosy as shit.” 

      Damn, why hadn’t I gone through his crap when I had the chance? Clearly there must be something he doesn’t want me to find. I should have checked his nightstand. My stomach twists when I think about what might be in there. It’s probably nothing but condoms. Isn’t that what men keep beside the bed? Jack hasn’t dated any locals, but a lot of people come and go from the resort. I’ve seen plenty of people flirt with him. 

      “Emily doesn’t know you're here. Only Frostie does,” he adds when I don’t respond. Why does that make me mad too? Oh, now he doesn’t want her to know I’m here. Why? 

      “I should go,” I say again, and Jack turns off the stove before turning around to face me. 

      “What just happened?” His face softens. 

      “What do you mean?” I look anywhere but at him now. 

      “Your tone changed.”

      “My tone didn’t change,” I say defensively because he’s right. 

      “Jack!” Emily calls a moment before the front door opens. 

      So I guess she lets herself in? 

      Emily freezes, and her eyes widen before they bounce between the two of us. “Sorry, I…ah… Yeah, sorry.” 

      She stumbles over her words before quickly turning to leave. Jack mutters something under his breath that I don’t catch before he grabs a plate and puts the eggs and bacon on it. I stand there awkwardly wondering why he’s not going to say anything about that as he sets the plate down next to me. 

      “Eat.” Now he’s the one with a tone, and it’s grumpy. The softness he had moments ago is gone. 

      “I want to go home,” I grit out, hanging on to my anger. Too many other emotions are trying to escape, and I don’t want to think about them. 

      “Eat and I’ll take you home,” he bargains, and we glare at each other. 

      I’m the first one to blink, damn it. So I shove a piece of bacon into my mouth followed by some eggs. He butters the toast for me and then puts peach jelly on it. Does he know it’s my favorite? I eat that too before I grab my purse and clothes and go change quickly in his bedroom. I don’t know why but I shove his shirt into my purse and decide that it’s mine now. 

      “Can we go?” I ask when I exit his room. Which is something I’ll likely never do again. 

      “Fine.” He pulls his keys out of his pocket, and I follow him to the garage. 

      I keep my mouth sealed shut when we don’t take his normal Mercedes SUV but the white Land Rover instead. I’m never going to live down throwing up in there. 

      Great, now I’m going to go from giving Jack a million tickets and annoying him every chance I get to avoiding him at all costs.
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      “Fuck,” I grunt as I squeeze the base of my cock and then pull on the long shaft. I’m the thickest I’ve ever been as I think about Tinsel and her fat tits in my bed. “Fuck,” I say again as I pump faster and faster. 

      I slept beside her all night and watched her toss and turn. Every time I caught a glimpse of her tight nipples, my mouth would water and my cock would leak. Now I’m in my shower jacking off while I think about how badly I wanted to pull those pretty panties to the side and lick between her pussy lips. I bet they’re so pretty and soft, and my cock would slide right between them. What I wouldn’t give to have her on my dick. 

      She’s always the fantasy when I rub one out, but now I’ve got a highlight reel in technicolor playing constantly in my head. Every curve and every dip is tattooed in my brain, and now I want her more than ever before. I’ve always had to guess what she looked like under that uniform, and now that I know, it makes it impossible to stay away. 

      The image of her sitting up with her mouth open and her tits on full display makes my knees weak as I splatter the shower wall with cum. I keep pumping and praying that this will take the edge off, but even as the last drops of my release go down the drain, I know that it’s not enough. 

      Angrily I reach for the nozzle and shut off the water. While I’m toweling off, I think about the last time I saw her. Two days ago, I pulled up outside her house, and she ran out of the car and up to her apartment as fast as she could. She was all too eager to get away from me, and the thought pissed me off. 

      Maybe she was embarrassed at me seeing her like that, but it didn’t feel that way to me. She never stopped to consider what it was like on my side of those events, and having her ditch me like that hurt. If I wasn’t so fucking obsessed with her, this would have never happened. 

      After I’m dressed, I grab my coat and then swing by Emily’s place to pick her up. She looks at my car skeptically before getting in. 

      “Is your other one in the shop?” she asks, and I shake my head. We haven’t talked since she walked in on Tinsel and me, and I’m not ready to hash it out now. 

      “I’m having it detailed. They said it would be a few more days.” She seems chipper this morning, so I’m assuming she talked to her fiancé last night. Which is good because it gives me a chance to change the subject. “How’s Jacob?” 

      “Great!” She latches on to the question and dives in about one of his expeditions and how they’re counting down the days until they get to reunite. 

      As much as I like Emily, my heart isn’t in it today. I’m distracted by thoughts of Tinsel and the fact that she’s off limits. Also that she didn’t leave her apartment all fucking weekend. I would know because I stalked her like a desperate psychopath. She and her brother have that in common, I guess. I’ve been trying to get a hold of him since he ditched me at Jingle Bar, and all I got was a text saying he’d catch me up later. What the fuck is going on with the two of them? 

      “That’s awesome,” I say for the tenth time as I pretend to listen to what Emily is saying. I’m being a terrible friend, but Tinsel has somehow gotten under my skin, and I can’t get her out of my head. 

      “Looks like a full house at Snow Baked.” 

      I park out front and see she’s right. The place is packed, but there’s no patrol car in sight. I know for a fact Tinsel is supposed to be on duty, and she’s usually here at the same time every morning. Which is the only reason I come with Emily now. 

      It’s the busy season, and I should know because the Inn is booked solid for the next two months. I love being busy and having so many visitors in town, but it does make it hard to get around at the best local spots. 

      When we walk inside, I immediately scan for Tinsel but don’t see her. Frostie has two other helpers with her today, and they’re busy making coffee and taking orders. Emily and I wait in line, and I’m fidgeting the whole time. It feels like it takes hours but is probably only a five-minute wait before I get to the front. 

      “Hey guys, what can I get—” 

      “Where’s Tinsel?” I ask a little more forcefully than I intended and cut off Frostie in the process. 

      “Um.” She glances up and then her eyes quickly move away as she shrugs and pretends not to know. “I think she took a sick day.” 

      “Aww, that’s too bad,” Emily says, and Frostie latches on to it. 

      “I know, right?” 

      She’s lying. 

      “A sick day.” I scoff because Tinsel has never taken a day off in her life. 

      “It’s true.” Frostie’s voice goes up higher, and it’s all the proof I need. 

      “You can drive back,” I tell Emily as I pass her the keys. “I’m going upstairs.” 

      “That’s breaking and entering!” Frostie calls out after me, but I ignore her as I walk to the back of the bakery. “This is an outrage.” I hear some of the people in line laugh as I push open the door to the kitchen and then walk out the back. 

      A set of stairs takes me up to the apartment on top of the bakery, and when I get to the door, I hammer on it loudly with my fist. There’s music coming from the other side, and I pound on it again to get Tinsel’s attention. 

      “Jesus, get your panties out of your ass—” She stops talking when she swings open the door and sees me standing there. “What are you doing here?” 

      “I could ask you the same thing,” I say, and when she narrows her eyes, I’m reminded of how much I love fighting with her. 

      This is what I’ve missed the past two days. The banter, the tension, the way her eyes soften at the corners when she’s smug. Shit, I’m obsessed with her. 

      “I live here, Jack-ass.” She crosses her arms over her chest, and I realize she’s wearing my shirt. 

      She’s wearing my fucking shirt! 

      “Nice nightgown,” I say as I take my time looking her up and down. My eyes linger on her bare legs, and I have no shame. 

      “It’s laundry day,” she rushes to say, and the lie sticks in her throat. “This, um, was all I had left.” 

      “Yeah?” I say as I step into her apartment and move close. “Well, I’m here to get it back.”
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      Why is he here? It can’t really be over a shirt. I got a small peek into his massive closet, and it’s bigger than my whole bedroom and filled with clothes. 

      “No.” I drop my arms and then fold them over my chest again protectively. 

      “No?” He repeats the word, a smile pulling at his lips. 

      “Did I stutter?” He takes a step toward me, and I retreat a step. Damn it! I have to keep space between the two of us. It’s been working for the past few days. It’s been hard to avoid him, but I have to. Not only because I’m embarrassed, but my emotions are all over the place. Now he’s here, and I have to get him to leave. 

      “You didn’t stutter.” He kicks the door closed behind him. Oh crap. What’s happening here? “Now give me my shirt.” He holds his hand out. 

      “Are you serious right now?” I glare up at him, which is hard with him towering over me. 

      “Dead serious.” 

      “You know I’m a cop, right?” 

      “Don’t care,” he clips. The power dynamic has changed, and now I’m not sure I ever really had it. 

      “Clearly because you won’t even pay your tickets.” 

      “Fine, I'll write a check to the city.” 

      “That’s not the point,” I mutter. 

      “I’m starting to wonder what the point is.”

      “The point, Jack-ass, is that…” I trail off. What is the point? He tilts his head to the side while waiting for me to finish. He’s not letting me off the hook. “The point is we don’t like each other and—” 

      “I never said I didn’t like you,” he cuts in, and I roll my eyes. He’s full of it. 

      “I’ll return your shirt later. I can swing by and leave it at the front with Emily.” 

      “I’m already here.” 

      “Isn’t she waiting downstairs for you? I know you’re a jerk to me, but you don’t need to be one to her. She’s nice.” 

      “She is,” he agrees, and a flash of anger hits me hard. Before I know what I’m doing, I shove Jack’s chest. 

      “Get out of here.” He doesn’t budge even an inch. What is he made of, concrete?

      “I’m not going anywhere. Not without my shirt.” 

      “Fine!” I pull it off and throw it at him, leaving me standing there in only my panties. 

      He catches the shirt and then his eyes roam up and down my body. I refuse to cover myself because I won’t give him the satisfaction. 

      “You’re playing with fire.” 

      “Excuse me?” I put my hands on my hips, wondering what he means by that. 

      “Tinsel.” My name comes out as a warning, and the air in the room changes. It thickens somehow, and the space gets smaller.

      “That’s my name,” I bait. I’m not sure if I’m trying to provoke him, but I have no idea what I’m expecting to happen.

      “Are you always so eager to get naked in front of men?” 

      “You always stare at naked women when your girlfriend is downstairs?”

      His expression changes to confusion. “Are you talking about Emily? She has a man. Everyone knows that.” 

      My fingers twitch, and although it’s getting really hard to not cover myself, I’m not losing this battle of wills. He’s not making an effort to look away or leave. In fact, his eyes are still traveling up and down my body, over and over. 

      “Does her man know she comes and goes from your place and you two get breakfast together every morning?” 

      “First off, Emily is like a sister to me. Secondly, I don’t poach women that are in relationships.” 

      “How noble of you. It's nice you ask before you bang them.” 

      “Tinsel, your attitude isn’t going to work with me right now.” 

      “What are you going to—” My words are cut off as Jack descends on me. 

      I’m in such shock that I don’t realize what’s happening until he has me bent over the side of the sofa and my hands are tied behind my back with his shirt. I try to push up, but it’s useless. His hand on my back keeps me pressed down as the other yanks my panties down my thighs. I try to press my legs together, but he stops me by blocking it with his foot. 

      “What the hell are you doing?” My voice quivers as a thrill of excitement rolls through my body. 

      “Honestly, I’ve got no fucking clue, but you’ve had this coming.” His hand comes down on my ass, and I let out a loud gasp. 

      “You did not just do that,” I hiss. “Did you just spank me?” His hand rubs the spot he smacked before he does it again to my other cheek. “I’m an officer of the law.” My protest comes out weak. 

      “Give me a ticket.” He rubs the spot he spanked again, and although I tell myself to fight, I don’t move. His hand slips down farther between my thighs, and I close my eyes, knowing what he’s going to find. “Shit, I think you like it almost as much as I do.” 

      His finger slides through the folds of my sex to gently stroke my clit. Too gently. It’s not enough pressure to get me off, only to tease. 

      “So wet.” He says it like he’s surprised. 

      “It’s been a while, and a girl has needs. I haven’t had a chance to get them filled.” 

      “Love, you better be teasing me.” His finger slips lower, and I bite the inside of my cheek so I don’t cry out. “Guess I’ll find out for myself.” 

      He spreads my thighs until the panties around my knees won’t let them go any farther. When I feel him shift behind me, I peek over my shoulder to see him kneeling. 

      “Jack?” I whisper. 

      “You made me do this, love.” He slowly presses a finger inside of me and groans. “You’re a little liar. No one’s been inside of you.” My sex contracts around his finger, and I fight not to push back to make it go deeper inside.

      “Please.” The one word leaves me, and my clit starts to throb. I turn my face so he can’t see how flushed I am because I’m practically panting now. 

      “Please put a cock in you?” The sound of a zipper is loud in the room. Oh God, is this really happening? “Since for once you asked nicely.”

      I whimper as he presses the head of his cock inside of me, then his hand reaches around, and his fingers stroke my clit.

      “Jack,” I moan. 

      His thrusts are shallow, and he’s not really entering me any deeper. His fingers rub my clit until I cry out in pleasure. Warmth explodes through my body as I cum, and the orgasm is so hard I have to gasp for air before my body goes limp.

      Jack lets out a groan, and then I feel his cock slip out of me. A rush of warm liquid runs down my thighs, and I wonder if that’s from me or him. I don’t ask because my mind is still spinning. 

      He unties my hands then lifts me to turn and face him. Jack doesn’t say a word as his mouth comes down on mine in a hard kiss. 

      “Avoid me again and I’ll be back to give you another spanking.” I gape at him as he rights his clothes. “You can keep the shirt, love.” 

      That’s the last thing he says before he turns and strolls out the door. 

      What. The. Hell.
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      She’s avoiding me again. 

      Yesterday got out of hand, but fuck, I’ve never felt anything so good in my life. I’ve never spanked anyone before, but somehow I knew that’s what Tinsel needed, and God, did it make me hard. Her pretty round ass bright pink with my handprint across it was a sight I’ll never forget. She was so wet and needy when I rubbed her clit and watched her get off. 

      I should have thought through what I was doing before I put my cock at her opening and came inside her, but all I could do was go on instinct. The thing inside me that told me to hold her down and spank her ass was the same voice screaming at me to cum in her. All I could think about was making Tinsel my personal plaything while breeding her. 

      She wasn’t at the bakery this morning, so I decided to go to City Hall and skip the coffee. The thing that’s been weighing on my mind the most is North. As much as I want Tinsel, I need North to be okay with it too. I thought about it all night, and I’m not sure what I’ll do if he doesn’t want me to be with her. On one hand, fuck him, but on the other, he’s my best friend. He’s been like a brother to me and given me a family when I had none. 

      The more I thought about it, the more I knew that no matter what, I’m done pretending I don’t want Tinsel. Once she stops pretending she doesn’t want me too, we can do this thing for real. 

      Snow is blanketing the town now, and it looks like a picture out of a magazine. Troping really is something special, and City Hall is right in the heart of it. When I walk inside, I’m surprised to see North leaning over the receptionist desk. Joy, his new hire, is looking up at him with wide eyes like she’s a deer caught in headlights. 

      At the sound of my entrance, North snaps his head up and then says something to her I don’t catch before straightening and walking over to me. 

      “Hey Jack, what brings you in here? Another ticket?” 

      “I need to talk to you,” I say, and his smile falters. 

      “Is everything okay?” 

      “Let’s go to your office.” 

      When he closes his door, he turns to face me with concern in his eyes. “Tell me what’s going on. What’s wrong?” 

      The sigh that leaves me is heavy, and it feels like this conversion has been years in the making. I guess it actually has, but I’m finally ready to stop pretending. I’ve thought about how to say this, and I’m still not sure. I want to ease him into it so he doesn’t have a chance to freak out. I owe him a thoughtful and complete explanation. 

      “Jack, what is it?” 

      “I’m in love with Tinsel,” I blurt out and realize that this is nothing like I was planning. 

      North stands there frozen for a full two seconds, and I start to panic. “Sorry, I didn’t mean it, I mean, I do mean it, but I didn’t mean it to come out that way. Fuck, I’m doing this wrong.” 

      Running my fingers through my hair, I turn around and rub my eyes as I try to get a hold of my emotions. Since touching Tinsel and kissing her, I’ve lost all control of my brain. 

      “North, you’re like a brother to me, but you already know that.” I stare at the wall because I can’t stand to see the look of disappointment or disapproval on his face. “The first time I met Tinsel, I fell in love, but you were such a good friend to me that I didn’t want to cross that line. She’s everything to me and all I can think of. I understand if you’re angry, but I won’t stay away from her. I’ve tried, I really have, but I can’t love her from a distance anymore.”

      There’s another long stretch of silence, and I hang my head, hating that North isn’t taking this well. I’m trying to think about how better to explain this when I hear a sound that I never expected. 

      North’s laughter grows and grows until I turn around and see him bent over and grabbing his waist. There are tears in his eyes as he laughs harder, and my confusion turns to anger. 

      “It’s not funny,” I say, my voice cold. 

      North holds a finger up as he tries and fails to hold in his laughter. The last time I saw him like this was the time we got locked out of our dorm and I had to climb in the second-story window and ended up getting busted by campus security. I might have peed a little in the process, but that’s not something I like to bring up. 

      “What the fuck are you laughing at?” I cross my arms over my chest and give him another chance to knock it off. 

      “I’m sorry,” North says as he wipes away his tears and tries to catch his breath. “It’s just you were so serious when you said it.” 

      “Yeah, I know.” I’m beginning to get angry at how he’s dismissing what I just said. “I am serious about her.” 

      “No, I mean the way you said it was like I didn’t know.” He laughs again, and I stand there in confusion

      “What?”

      “Did you think I didn’t know?” He looks at me, and his smile gets impossible wider. “Wow, I can’t decide if you think I’m that stupid or you’re actually that stupid.” 

      “Watch it, North. I kicked your ass once, and I’ll do it again.” 

      “You accidently hitting me when I jumped out and scared you does not count as you kicking my ass.” North walks over to his desk and leans up against it with his big stupid smile in place. 

      “I thought I was fighting for my life.” I wave my hand to change the subject. “What the fuck, North? You knew this whole time and you never said anything?” 

      “It wasn’t my place.” He shrugs like I haven’t been suffering in silence for years. “You haven’t so much as glanced at another woman since you met her. Hell, I knew the first time I brought you home and you couldn’t stop staring at her. I just assumed that one day you two would finally figure it out.” 

      “All this time.” I feel like North lied to me, but he didn’t. It’s this strange weight off my shoulders, and now I’ve got to figure out what to do with it. 

      “You know how I feel about you, Jack. You’re my brother by another mother.” He nudges my side. “I couldn’t wish for anyone better to date my sister. But there’s one problem.” 

      “What?” I sit up, wondering what kind of bombshell he’s about to unleash on me. 

      “You’ve got to convince her of that.” 

      “Fuck,” I whisper as I look out his office window onto Main Street. “What the hell?” 

      Pushing off the desk, I go over to the window and see Tinsel walking into Carol’s dress shop. She’s wearing a long trench coat and—

      “Has she got on a wig?” North asks, and I shake my head. 

      “This is going to be harder than I thought,” I admit, and North laughs. 

      “Welcome to the family.”
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      Carol does a double take when I enter her dress shop. “What the hell are you doing, Tins?” 

      “You recognize me?!” I was sure this disguise was perfect. 

      I’m doing my best to avoid Jack at all costs. After what happened, I don’t think I can look him in the eyes. He spanked me and then came inside me before he just walked out. A girl can’t get some cuddle time? Not that I wanted any, but I would have liked the option to turn it down. 

      “I don’t want to hurt your feelings, but maybe undercover work isn’t your thing.” 

      “I’m not doing undercover work,” I mutter. 

      “Then what are you doing?” Carol laughs as she rubs her stomach. I’ve never seen anyone more adorable while pregnant than her. She has the perfect little baby bump that just popped out recently.

      “What’s with all the questions? I’m the cop here. You want to tell me where you got that baby bump?” I point at her stomach, and Carol flushes. 

      “Your mama never told you about the birds and the bees?” she teases me. 

      Oh, she told me. She just happened to leave out the parts about the bees spanking the birds. 

      “Why is it even called that?” I scrunch my nose. 

      “I think it has to do with bees pollinating flowers, which symbolizes male fertilization, and the birds laying eggs equates to female ovulation.” 

      “I think they need to do an updated story.” 

      Carol snorts a laugh. “Why don’t you write one?” 

      “I’m a cop.” Why do I have to keep reminding people of this? Carol shakes her head at me like I’m ridiculous. I should investigate what bee pollinated Carol. Now that’s a mystery I’d love to solve.

      “Is there something that brought you in here? You want to get your mom a dress for Christmas?” 

      “Hey, what if I want a dress? I rocked that red sweater dress the other night.” 

      “That was Frostie’s.” 

      “Jeez, you have to call me out?” 

      “All right, let me pull some dresses for you to try on,” she challenges, and I fold like a cheap chair. 

      “Whoa, let's calm down. I was only testing my disguise.” 

      “Well, if you think it’s going to work on Jack, you’re dead wrong. He was already by the coffee shop trying to find you.” 

      “Jack who?” Carol laughs. “Wait…” I snap my fingers. “He owns that resort, right? Place is a dump.” 

      “If that’s how you want to play it. It’s not like Frostie and I didn’t see him go up to your apartment and not come down for quite some time.” 

      Great, how many people saw that? Secrets in this town never stay that way for long. It’s probably why Carol isn’t saying who her baby daddy is. I have done the math, and I think it happened when she was out of town one week, but I could be wrong. 

      “Okay he kissed me,” I admit. “But there wasn’t tongue.” The bell over the door goes off, and Frostie comes walking in. “You told her I was here.” 

      “I did.” Carol shrugs unapologetically as Frostie locks the door behind her. 

      “A business must remain open during posted hours,” I remind them, and they ignore me. 

      “You’ve been avoiding me.” Frostie puts her hands on her hips. “You didn’t even come down for your coffee this morning.” 

      “I’m the cop around here! I don’t need extra coffee and donut stereotypes.” 

      “What’s going on with you and Jack?” Frostie pushes on, determined to get information from me.

      “You mean Jack-ass,” I correct. 

      “Whatever. What’s going on?” 

      “Nothing.” I pull the stupid wig off. This thing is freaking hot. “We hate each other. Don’t you all remember?” 

      “Nah, we’ve all had bets on when the two of you would finally crack,” Carol informs me. 

      “Seriously?” They both nod. “You’re telling me that Jack-ass is a jerk face to me because he likes me? What are we, in the fourth grade?” Now I’m getting mad, though I don’t think I would mind him pulling my hair. Oh my God, Tinsel. Get yourself together. 

      “We all see how he stares at you.” Frostie nods in agreement. 

      “You mean glare. He glares at me.” 

      “At the last winter festival, there was a group of college guys here from Townsin, and they were talking about how hot you were. One was going to ask you out, and Jack freaking lost it. He grabbed one by the collar and threatened him with an ass stomping if he or any of his friends went near you.” 

      “You’re shitting me,” I grit out. “I could have gotten him on assault. That would have been a good ticket.”

      “I wasn’t sure if it was some big brother thing or jealousy,” Frostie admits. “That's why I didn’t say anything to you about it.”

      “Oh, it was jealousy. I promise you that. I’ve never seen Jack so pissed in my life.” 

      “This is bullshit! Have you been to the resort? Those little snow bunnies flock to him, and I don’t say anything, but he’s scaring off someone that might want to date me? That’s messed up.” 

      “I’ve never heard about him hooking up with them,” Carol says, and she is a pretty good source. She knows most of the good gossip. 

      “Yeah, but he can sneak them back to one of his rooms or up to his fancy secluded cabin and no one would know. Not only that, if what you’re saying is true but if he’s been into me all this time, why hasn’t he done anything about it? He treats me like a jerk instead.” Frostie cringes, knowing I’m right. 

      “I’m sure it has to do with your brother.” Carol is always trying to be the voice of reason. 

      “Then he can date my brother. I’m apparently not worth fighting for.” I turn to storm out of the dress shop, but when I wiggle the lock, it doesn’t budge. It really ruins the whole storming off in anger when you can’t get the door to open. 

      “You’re not going anywhere.” Carol drags me back. “Why don’t we give him a taste of his own medicine?” 

      “What do you mean?” I perk up at that. 

      “Tonight the resort is hosting that cocktail party they have every other Wednesday during the winter season. They do festive drinks and finger foods for the guests, but we can crash it. I’m sure there will be out of towners since we don’t date locals.” 

      “Does Jack go to these cocktail parties?” I know they’re at his resort, but I’m sure he can’t be involved in everything. 

      “Let me see.” Carol pulls out her phone and sends out a text. A second later, an alert sounds.

      “Emily said he’ll pass through to check on things but doesn’t normally stay.” 

      “Yeah, passes through to pick up some chick,” I mutter. 

      “You’re really stuck on him hooking up with other women.” 

      “Why shouldn’t I be? He’s been scaring off men I could be dating all because he might have a stupid crush on me all the while doing whatever he wants. Fuck him.” 

      “Whoa.” Frostie’s eyes go wide. “Maybe this isn’t a good idea. She’s pretty mad and owns a gun.” 

      “No, I’m doing this. Doll me up, girls. I’m going to walk into that bar and kiss the first man I see.” 

      “This is going to be bad,” Frostie says. 

      “I think it’s going to be perfect.” Carol gets an evil grin on her face. “I don’t only have dresses. Wait till you see the lingerie I have too.”
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      “You’re coming, aren’t you?” 

      “What?” I turn around to see Emily standing in the door of my office and blink away visions of my cock buried inside Tinsel. “Oh, the cocktail party.” 

      “Are you okay?” She frowns at me, but I wave her off. 

      “Just distracted. I’ll swing by for a minute or two. I’ve got some things to take care of tonight.” The main one being to track down Tinsel and make good on my promise for avoiding me. 

      “All right, I’ll see you in there.”

      After Emily leaves, I force myself to concentrate and finish up the last things I needed to do before leaving. My mind is so distracted with thoughts of Tinsel and how I’m going to make her mine. She’s so damn skittish about letting this happen, but I plan on proving that this is the only path she can take.

      How else am I supposed to live my life without her? There’s no part of my future where I don’t see her in it, and now that I’ve had a little taste of her, I want the whole fucking thing. 

      Halfway down the hall, I can already hear the music from one of the party rooms. We have a few that we rent out for weddings or events, but every week, we have a mixer. It gives the people from out of town a chance to meet some locals and let loose. I’ve been told they can be a lot of fun, but I’ve never stayed to find out. I swing by to only check in on things. 

      It looks more crowded than usual, but then I remember it’s the tourist season. This is when we get the big rush for the holidays, and tonight is at its peak. Walking through the packs of people, I say hello to a few locals and a couple of return guests I remember. By the time I get a break in the crowd, I see the bar ahead and decide having a drink might be exactly what I need. 

      As I move closer, an older couple ahead of me moves to the side, and standing there is a woman that has dangerous curves written all over her. The tight navy dress is cinched tightly at the waist and around her ass, an ass I would know anywhere. 

      Tinsel turns around and leans against the bar but doesn’t see me yet. It’s a good thing because I’m standing there staring at her and drinking her in. The top of her dress is a corset that has her tits trussed up like an offering to the gods. 

      “Fuck me,” I whisper to myself, because seeing her like this literally takes my breath. Her hair is pulled to one side, and the line of her neck makes me want to sink my teeth into it. 

      Did I suddenly become a vampire? 

      I stare at her for so long my eyes dry out, and I have to blink a few times to clear it away. Was I so worried that she would disappear if I closed my eyes? Maybe. Deciding that I can’t stand the distance between us a second longer, I make my way over to the bar and crowd her space. 

      At first she’s shocked, and then she looks around to see who is watching. I don’t give a fuck if this is televised. She knew what she was doing when she put that dress on. 

      “You’re pushing me,” I say through clenched teeth, and then I hear the bartender clear his throat. 

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” She takes the champagne from him and brings it to her lips while her eyes stay on me. 

      “That’s the thing, love.” I put my hands on either side of the bar with her in between them. I’ve blocked her from the crowd in the room, and the only thing I see is her. “You know what I’ll do when you push me to the edge.” Bending down, I put my lips to her ear. “And you like it.” 

      Her breath catches, and I watch the swell of her breasts rise and fall. I lick my lips as I stare at them, and I don’t miss the way she watches me. The heat coming off of her could warm me for eternity, and I’d still want more. 

      “You’re wrong.” She says it with a straight face, and I smile my best cocky grin at her. That’s when I see the flash of anger that I love so much. 

      “Liar,” I say, and she turns to take a drink of her champagne. “Finish that,” I tell her, and she narrows her eyes. 

      “Don’t tell me what to do.” She takes another drink and gives me a side-eye. “Why?” 

      “Because as soon as the last drop of that is on your lips, I’m going to drag you into my office and fuck that dress off your body.” 

      The champagne flute pauses at her lips as her eyes widen. I can practically hear her heartbeat as I lean close and inhale her sweet scent. It’s so perfectly Tinsel that I’m conditioned to get hard every time I smell her. 

      “What if that’s not what I want to do?” She can’t look at me as she asks the question because we both know it’s bullshit and she’s stalling. 

      “I don’t remember asking.” 

      Normally, this would be the point where she jabs back at me or tells me she’s going to write me a ticket for something indecent. I expect her to get loud and push me away, but she does none of that. Instead, she keeps her eyes lowered as she drinks the last of the champagne and places the flute on the bar. 

      “Look at me,” I say to her, and it takes a moment before her eyes find mine. When she does, her lips are parted and glossy like she’s just run her tongue across them. “You knew what you were doing when you walked in here with that dress on. Don’t be surprised by the consequences.”

      With that, I grab her elbow in a possessive hold and cut through the crowd. There are people along the way who try to talk to us, but I ignore every one of them. I’ve waited years to have her and I’ll be damned if I’m waiting any longer.
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      This was not part of the plan. I came here to put Jack in his place, but now I’m letting him manhandle me, and damn do I love it. For so freaking long I’ve wanted his attention, and the only time I could get it was when I poked at him, and then he’d give it right back.

      It might have been me that instigated a lot of the things that happened between us, but he always gave as good as he got. Still, it doesn’t negate the fact that if he was really into me all these years, why did he never do anything about it? That shit burns.

      All those thoughts fade from my mind when Jack closes the door to his office and the sound of the lock clicking echoes in the room. I’m sure everyone saw him practically dragging me out of the party. If people weren't talking already, they will be now. I kind of hope they do. I’d overheard a few of the women that are guests at the resort talking about Jack and hoping that he was going to show up for the cocktail mixer. He did, but then they got to see him all over me. 

      I glance around his office and take in the space. It’s cozy with a fireplace that has two chairs sitting in front of it, and there’s also a couch against another wall. His desk is in front of a window that has a gorgeous view of the mountain and his home. 

      “Now what?” I try to jerk my elbow free from his hold, but it’s pointless. He’s not letting go of me now, and I’m not sure if that should scare or excite me. 

      If it was so easy for him to stay away from me for so long, it could be easy for him to walk away now too. I know I can be a bit much at times, but I’m not going to change. 

      “Now you’re going to strip for me.” He pulls his tie free as he walks over to the couch and takes a seat. 

      “Excuse me?” 

      “I’m not fond of repeating myself, love.” 

      “Don’t call me that.” 

      “I’ll call you whatever the hell I want to. Now remove that damn dress, or I’ll do it for you. I’ve stripped you before, and I’ll do it again.” 

      Damn it, why is that so hot? I hate how much I’m into him bossing me around, because it wreaks havoc on all my emotions. Why does wanting this make me feel weak? Am I giving in too easily?

      “If you want it off, you’ll do it yourself,” I challenge, trying to hold some ground. 

      For years, he’s been a jerk to me, and now he thinks I’ll strip at his demand? Okay, I might, but I can’t actually get the corset dress off on my own. Not that he needs to know that. 

      I turn around, giving him my back, and I’m ready for whatever kind of standoff we’re about to have. Jack surprises me by coming up behind me instantly and unhooking the clasps of the corset dress until it hits the floor. Now I’m standing here completely naked. With the corset top I didn’t need a bra, and since thongs have never been my thing, I decided to go without underwear altogether. 

      “Why are you doing this to me?” He scrapes his teeth up the column of my neck, and I let out a small gasp. He latches on to my neck, then I feel him sucking hard on one spot. 

      I push my ass back into him because I’m desperate for his hands, but the only part of him that’s touching me is his mouth. I want to demand he grab me, but I won’t allow myself to beg. He releases my neck, then places a soft kiss on the spot he just attacked. Then slowly, Jack bends down and picks up my dress before draping it across his desk. 

      “It’s mine now.” 

      “So I’m going to walk out of here naked?” 

      “You’ll be lucky if you can walk at all when I’m done with you.” Slowly, I turn to face him. 

      “Tinsel,” he groans, stepping back to get a full view of me. 

      “Are you just going to stare or is there a reason you brought me into your office?” I raise my chin defiantly.

      “You really don’t know when to quit, do you? You have no idea what I want to do to you.” 

      “Why don’t you tell me, Jack?” 

      A smirk pulls at his lips as he shakes his head. “If I told you, then you really would arrest me.” He steps closer, and I can feel the heat pouring off of him. “Now for once be a good girl and take my cock out.”

      My hands move before I can try and stop myself. I’m greedy for it, and as mad as I am at him, I know what he can do to my body, and I want more of it. After he left my place yesterday, I’d tried to get myself off, but I couldn’t get there. One orgasm from Jack and he ruined me. I yank his belt free before opening the button of his slacks just enough to pull his cock out. 

      “Knees,” he orders. “You brought this on yourself when you showed up here dressed that way.” 

      As if he’s somehow in control of my body, I fall to my knees. He still hasn’t touched me, and it’s driving me insane. My whole body throbs for his touch as he gives me orders on what to do next. 

      “Take me in your hand and open your mouth.” 

      I wrap my hand around the base of his cock and for a moment I just feel his hard length, tight and hot. I part my lips and finally he touches me by gripping my hair in a tight hold. 

      “You don’t move an inch. All you do is suck and nothing more.” I nod my head. “That’s my good girl.” 

      A whimper leaves me at his praise, and my breasts feel heavy as desire soaks my thighs. My clit is throbbing in time with my heart, and she’s begging for any kind of attention. It’s almost painful. 

      Oh so slowly, he slides his cock into my mouth while the grip on my hair never wavers. Then he’s gently thrusting in and out of my mouth while I kneel there and he takes what he wants. He’s pumping his cock in and out of my mouth and using me for his pleasure. I hollow out my cheeks and do what he commands. As much as this whole thing is turning me on, I want to get him off quickly. I might not know my way around a man's body, but I want him to remember this and what he’s been missing all this time. I want him to regret all the times he kept me at arm’s length. 

      “Yes, just like that,” he grunts, his grip tightening. “I’m going to cum in your mouth, and I want you to swallow it.” 

      Somehow, I let out a whimper, and it escapes around his cock as he roars my name and thrusts to the back of my throat. As his cock pulses, I swallow it down and keep on sucking. His thighs shake before he jerks back and his cock falls out of my mouth. 

      “Fuck.” His breathing is heavy, and he stares down at me with wide eyes. 

      I lick my lips then smirk. “Are we done now?” 

      Apparently that was the wrong thing to say, but then again, that was the point.
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      “Done?” The smile I give her is from the devil himself. “Oh, love, we’re just getting started.” 

      “Wha—” 

      Before she can ask her question, I’ve got her on her feet and I’m marching her over to the couch. She starts to ask something again, but I decide it’s time to stop holding back. It was all I could do not to fuck her right there on the floor, but she would’ve wanted that. It’s why she keeps pushing me, to see how far I’ll go. 

      In one fluid motion, I sit down and then drape Tinsel over my knee before pulling her ass so high in the air her head nearly touches the floor. From this angle, she can’t wiggle off my lap, and I’ve got complete control of her. 

      “Jack!” she calls out, and although I know she can’t move, she keeps wiggling to try to get away from me. 

      “Enough!” I call out and then bring my hand down on her rounded ass cheek. The loud snap of my palm on her flesh makes her squeal, and then I watch as she pushes her ass up higher in an attempt to find relief. “Do you have any idea how wet you are?” The way she’s positioned leaves her legs open, and I slide my fingers down her ass and to her pussy. “You can hear it, love. Even if you won’t admit it.” The sounds of my fingers pushing into her sex are lewd and sexy as fuck.

      “Oh god, don’t stop.” She’s open for me now as I rub her clit, and I smile as she rocks against my fingers. 

      With my other hand, I decide to push her a little further and bring that down in another loud smack to her ass while still rubbing her pussy. The sound she makes is a cross between a whimper and a moan as she keeps rubbing her pussy against my fingers while I spank her again. Back and forth I redden her ass as she climbs closer and closer to orgasm. 

      “You are acting like a brat,” I say, smacking the red spot that’s blooming on her round ass. “I think you need a good fuck to get it out of your system.” 

      “Maybe I’ll have to find someone who will give it to me.” She pops off and then stills like she just realizes what she’s said. 

      This time when my hand comes down on her, it’s the one that’s been rubbing her clit. I smack her wet pussy with my slick fingers, and she cries out and trembles. 

      “Stop pushing me,” I growl, smacking her pussy two more times. 

      Tinsel is covered in a sheen of sweat at this point, and her body is limp and obliging. She wants to cum so badly that she’s finally given herself over to my demands, and I couldn’t be prouder. 

      “That’s my good girl,” I say as I push two fingers inside her pussy and rub her G-spot. “Look how needy you are.” 

      She’s so turned on she’s dripped onto my leg and soaked my pants. I love seeing that there and knowing I’m the one that made her do it. Bending down, I brush my lips over her pretty pink ass and kiss all the places I spanked. With a few quick brushes of my thumb over her clit, she finally gives in and lets her body have what it’s been desperately searching for. 

      When Tinsel cums, it’s loud and long, and I keep rubbing her pussy to slowly drag it out. It goes on forever, and all I can do is watch how beautiful she is when she’s bathed in pleasure. 

      After the last of her orgasm has pulsed through her pussy, I gently pull her off my knee and lay her down on the couch. Her eyelids are heavy, and her cheeks are flushed as I get up from the couch. 

      “Where are you going?” There’s concern in her eyes as I lean over and give her a kiss on the lips. 

      “Nowhere.” Then I kneel on the floor and spread her thighs before I bury my face in her pussy. 

      My grip on her hips is tight as I cover my face in her release and dip my tongue in her opening. I lick over her clit and then suck on it like getting her off is my only job. She cums quickly with my mouth on her pussy and then cums again right after that. It’s like that first orgasm softened her body and gave her permission to do it as much as she wants. It’s so easy to keep getting her off like this, but now I want her on my dick. 

      “Hey,” I say, moving on top of her and pushing my pants the rest of the way down. I’m still fully dressed, but my cock is at her soft, wet opening, and my cock is hurting to enter her. “Look at me.” Tinsel’s eyes find mine as I push the head of my cock into her and hold it there. “Good girl,” I say when she spreads her knees open a little more and I slip in another inch. “Help me do it.” 

      I take her hand and move it between us so her fingers are around my length while the tip of my cock is lodged inside her pussy. She pulls on my cock for me to go deeper, so I give her only a little more. 

      “Please, Jack.” Her voice is soft as she raises her hips and then lowers them back on the couch. She does it again, and it’s like we’re fucking even though I’m not moving. 

      “Say you belong to me.” The words are out of my mouth before I have time to consider them, but I’ve never had anything that was only mine. In this moment, I realize that maybe that’s what’s been keeping me at a distance more than her brother or more than her pushing me away. Maybe all along it’s been the fear of losing Tinsel like I lost my family. “Tell me you’ll never leave me.” 

      “Jack,” she says softly and then reaches up to touch my face. 

      “Say it.” 

      “I’m yours.” There’s a light in her eyes as I thrust all the way inside her virgin pussy and seal her fate to mine. 

      I’m so fucking close from the spanking and from eating her pussy that as soon as I’m surrounded by her wet heat, I start cumming. I hold myself deep in her as I grind against her clit and fill her up. The friction is so sweet and then I feel her clench as she goes off too. 

      Together we fall into oblivion as our shared pleasure combines into one. It’s the single greatest moment of my life, and I never want to let her go.
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      With every step I take, I can still feel Jack all over my body. After that first time, things hadn’t ended in his office. We quickly went to his home, and I lost track of how many times we’d either made love or flat-out fucked. There’s really no other way to put it. At times, he seemed out of control, and his eyes took on a primal look. Then other times, he was soft and sweet, and I truly loved him both ways. 

      It wasn’t just the things we did but the things he made me say. That I belonged to him and that no one would ever touch me but him. In the moment, even though it was intense, I loved every second of it. Now that the sun has started to rise, doubt and the reality of our situation has started to come back to me. He never once said he belonged to me. 

      “This is one hell of a walk of shame,” Frostie laughs with her window rolled down. I told her to wait at the bottom of the driveaway for me. All I have on is a pair of oversized snow boots that belong to Jack and one of his sweaters that hangs almost to my knees. 

      “Shut up.” I jerk open the car door and quickly get in. 

      “Why are we sneaking out?” Frostie glances back up the driveway. I’m sure she’s thinking Jack is about to come barreling down it.

      Sneaking out was no easy feat. It was a slow creep, but thankfully, I think I wore him out. That’s my story at least. 

      “Because when he puts that mouth of his on me, I forget I don’t like him.” 

      “But you love him,” she says, and I glare over at my best friend. 

      “Whose side are you on?” 

      “Yours, I swear, but you’re not going to get far. There are only so many places in Troping a girl can hide.” 

      “It’s not about hiding. It’s about giving myself a minute to think.” 

      “You’ll probably only have seconds,” Frostie sing-songs as she starts to back out of the driveway.

      “I might have cuffed him to the bed.” That should give me a little extra time. 

      “What!” she howls. 

      “It was just one hand, and his phone was right there. He’ll be fine,” I explain, and Frostie keeps on laughing.

      “He’s going to be so pissed.” She has no idea. My ass still stings. “Why are you fighting this?” she asks when she gets her laughing under control. 

      “It hurts,” I finally admit. 

      “What do you mean?” 

      “Why now? I’ve been in love with that man from the moment he walked into my parents’ house, but for some reason I wasn’t good enough. What’s changed? Why now? Do I just give in after how he’s treated me?” 

      “You’ve been dishing it out as good as he has,” Frostie points out. 

      “He started it.” I fold my arms over my chest. 

      “Maybe it’s because of your brother, and he was worried about crossing that line?” I know that might be true, but why wasn’t I worth fighting for? He can marry my brother if he’s so worried about how he feels about this. 

      “It still doesn’t make up for him scaring away anyone that might have wanted to date me. God knows what he’s been up to all these years.” I close my eyes when the sudden burn of tears hits. I can’t think about him with anyone else. 

      “You really think you would have dated any of them?” I shake my head, but that’s so not the point. 

      “I feel…” My breath hitches. “Pathetic.” 

      “Oh, honey.” Frostie pulls into the back of the bakery and unclicks her seatbelt to reach over and hug me. “Men are stupid,” she whispers in my ear. “We all have our hang-ups and some of us have demons. But you’re making him chase you and I’m sure he’ll tell you why.” 

      “Maybe,” I mutter as we get out of the car. I hurry inside and up to our apartment to shower and change into my uniform. I check my phone, thinking that Jack is going to blow it up, but nothing so far.

      Later when I make it to my cruiser, my phone does go off, but it’s Carol. 

      “Hey,” I answer, putting her on speaker as I pull out onto Reindeer Lane. 

      “I think something is wrong.” 

      “What do you mean?” 

      “I don’t know, I can’t explain it.” I can hear the fear in her voice. “I had a few spots of blood, and I just…” She trails off, unable to say more. 

      “You at your shop?” 

      “Yes.” 

      “I’ll be there in two. We’re going to the hospital.” I flip on my lights and sirens before I take off toward the dress shop. When I pull up, she’s already coming out the door. 

      “Maybe I’m overreacting.” 

      “Get in the car.” I open the door for her, and she does as I instruct. “It’s better to be safe.” 

      “Dispatch.” I call into my radio after I hop in and take off toward the hospital. 

      “Girl, you’re in so much trouble. Jack is—”

      “Sophie.” I cut her off. “I need you to call Central Hospital and tell them I’ll be there in fifteen minutes. I have a pregnant woman with spotting and abdominal pain. She is twenty weeks along. Tell them I want a perinatologist and an OB on the ER floor when I get there.” 

      “On it,” Sophie responds. 

      “Wow, I’ve never seen you be serious.” Carol rubs her stomach. 

      “I keep telling you guys I’m a cop,” I tease, which gets me a small smile. “I went to training and everything.” 

      “I know. Besides, the sheriff wouldn’t have made you a deputy if he didn’t believe you could handle things when the time called for it.” 

      I pull onto the highway that leads out of town and towards the city. “How are you feeling?” 

      “I think maybe I overreacted, I don't know.” She keeps rubbing her hand across her stomach. 

      “Is there someone we should be calling?” 

      “I…ah. I don’t know.” Carol lets out a long breath, but I don’t push. This isn’t the time. 

      “Why don’t you tell me about you sneaking out of Jack’s this morning and Sophie saying you’re in trouble? That will keep my mind off things.” 

      “What the hell? Did Frostie tell you?” Carol shrugs. “Snitches get stitches.” 

      “You’re a cop, you can’t say that.” 

      “Yeah, well I handcuffed someone to a bed and left them there. I’m not sure I follow all the rules. I’m rogue.” That gets me another laugh from Carol and really that’s all I care about right now. 

      “You should talk to him. Put it all on the table.” Carol circles back to my dating life, even though I’m not sure you can call it that. 

      “It’s sex and fighting. Those are the only two cards.” 

      “Are you using protection?” She taps her belly. 

      “I’ve got a gun right here.” I tap my chest. “Vest on too.” 

      “I’ll take the avoidance of my question as a no. This isn’t about sex and fighting. Jack is a smart man. If he’s not using protection, he’s doing it for a reason.” 

      “Entrapment!” I shout. 

      “That’s not entrapment. He’d have to be luring you into doing a crime.” 

      “He is. Assault.” 

      “You’re so full of it. Or should I say full of him.” 

      “Carol! You’re supposed to be in emergency mode, not cracking jokes.” I pull off the highway as Sophie’s voice comes over the radio, letting me know the hospital staff is outside waiting. 

      “You’ll stay with me?” Carol asks, growing serious when I pull into the emergency bay. 

      “I’m not going anywhere,” I reassure her as I pray for some Christmas magic.
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      It’s late when I see Tinsel come out of the emergency waiting area and walk through the lobby. I stand up from the uncomfortable chair and realize I’ve been in that position for hours. They couldn’t tell us what was going on, and Tinsel didn’t have her phone. 

      So Frostie and I waited in the lobby in silence until we could get some news. Tinsel looks somber as she stares at the floor, not seeing either of us coming closer to her. 

      “Tin?” Frostie says, and finally Tinsel looks up. “How is she?” 

      For a half second, Tinsel is frozen as she sees me but shakes it off quickly as she addresses Frostie. “She’s going to be fine. It wasn't serious, but she needs to take it easy and try to rest.” Tinsel lets out a long sigh of relief. “Which could be sooner rather than later with how big she is.” 

      “Thank goodness,” Frostie says, and I see her grab her cell. “I’m just going to update a few people.” 

      “Why didn’t you call me?” she asks her roommate and goes to look for her phone in her pocket. “Shit, I must have left it in the car. I wasn’t thinking.” 

      “That explains one thing,” I say, and Tinsel cuts her eyes to mine. “We need to talk.” Without another word, I take her by the upper arm and lead her out of the hospital. 

      “No can do, Jack-ass. I’ve got things to do.” 

      Outside of the hospital, there’s a garden area for people to sit and enjoy the view or have lunch when the weather is warmer. Right now, it’s all covered in snow, but it’s still just as peaceful. Thankfully it’s empty when we reach it, and I let go before I turn around to face her. 

      “Enough, Tinsel,” I snap, feeling the anger course through me. “It’s enough.” 

      “I thought you’d fuck me a few more times before ending things, but I see how it is.” She goes to walk away, and I grab her hand to stop her. 

      “What?” Now my anger is melting into confusion. “What are you talking about?” 

      “All of this.” She waves her hands, and I see tears in her eyes. “You know what I was thinking when I was in there with Carol?” Before I have a chance to answer, she keeps going. “I was thinking, what if I’m pregnant and I have to do this alone like she is? What if my baby has a father that keeps them at a distance until one day, bam, they finally decide they’re worth it? I won’t do that to my child, Jack.”

      The anger that I was feeling dissolves instantly at seeing Tinsel distressed, and I rethink all of what’s happened and why she ran out on me this morning. 

      “Our child,” I cut in, and she sniffs before she tries to say something again. “No, I’m not letting you run down a train of thought that is complete bullshit.” She blinks up at me, and I move in closer, pulling her body against mine. “I’ve wanted you from the moment I laid eyes on you, Tinsel. The very fucking moment. I kept my distance not because I didn’t want you but because I was afraid of losing you. I see that now, and I see how much fucking time I wasted because of it.” 

      There’s a spark of hope in her eyes, but she crushes it down quickly. “It doesn’t matter. It’s too late.” She shrugs, and I lean closer.

      “You’re right, it is too late. It’s too late to go back to the way things were before. I’ve never touched a woman since that first time I saw you, Tinsel. Did you know that?” 

      “But…but what about all the—” 

      “No one.” My voice is filled with conviction as I gently cup her face. I’ve never been some big ladies’ man. I've always wanted what my parents had, but after losing them, I had a million other things to worry and think about. “There’s never been anyone but you for me, and I’m sorry I took so long to stop being afraid. The fear of never getting to hold you in my arms at night, or seeing you walk down the aisle wearing a white dress, or watching you rock our baby, or touching your hand as we watch our grandchildren play in the snow, is so much greater than my fear of losing you. My life without those things means nothing, Tinsel.” 

      “Jack.” She says my name softly as the tears fall, but I’m right there to wipe them away. 

      “There was part of me that was afraid of what North might say, but I realized that deep down, that wasn’t what was keeping me at a distance all those years. It was just an excuse so that I didn’t get hurt.” 

      She lets out a deep breath, and I feel her body relax against mine. It might be the first time that I’ve held her that her heart and mind are truly open. 

      “I love you, Tinsel. I’ve always loved you. You won’t ever have to worry about having our child on your own or getting rid of me. You can try all you want, but you won’t push me away. Unless you really do like the chase, in which case I can oblige on special occasions.” She laughs, and I bend down to press my lips to hers. 

      “I love you too,” she says between kisses, and my heart squeezes so tightly I think it might burst. 

      “Then it’s time to make this official,” I say as I take a step back, and she looks at me in confusion. 

      “What are you—” For the second time, her words are cut off as I kneel down in front of her. 

      “Marry me,” I say, and it’s not a question. “You’re already my better half, my best friend, my pride and joy, and my soul mate. Now I want you to be my wife too.” 

      “You know I could probably find a way to write you a ticket for this.” She sniffs as her smile widens, and she holds out her hand. “But let me check out the rock, and I might let it slide.”

      “Good to know you’re open to bribes.” I kiss her finger before I take the ring out of my pocket and slide the large oval-shaped diamond onto her hand. 

      “Holy shit,” she says a little loud, and I look up at her, laughing. 

      “If I told you I bought this the day after we first met, would you think I was crazy?” I ask as I pull her against me while I’m still kneeling in the snow. 

      “I’d think you were crazy for having it all this time and acting like an asshole.”

      “It’s a good thing you love me,” I say as I grab her ass with both hands. 

      “You’re so lucky.” Her smile is wicked as she presses her lips to mine and we officially seal our fate.
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      “What are you doing?!” I snap at Jack when he slips into the passenger seat of my cruiser. 

      Where did he even come from? I’d bet my life he has a tracker on me. I suppose it’s fair since I have one on his phone. Some might find it odd, but it’s not like we share a Facebook account or something. Jack doesn’t have social media, which is good because I would use it to stalk him harder.

      “I could be asking you the same question,” he says. “I didn’t call the police, so technically you're trespassing.” 

      I glare at my fiancé, and he shrugs.

      “Are you serious right now?”

      “I mean, if we were married, then this resort would be yours too, but at the moment you’re trespassing.” 

      I roll my eyes. If it was up to him, we'd have been at city hall and married already. Neither my mom nor I are having that. I might not be super girly, but I want a wedding, and more than that, I want Carol to make my wedding dress and Frostie to make the cake. As of right now, Carol is supposed to be taking it easy, so things are on hold until she’s okay. 

      “I’m undercover, and you’re ruining it.” 

      “Undercover? In a police cruiser?” Sarcasm drips from his words, so I reach over and smack his chest. 

      “Hey, I’m the one who went to the police academy. Not you. I don't tell you how to do your job; don't tell me how to do mine.” 

      “You don’t tell me how to do my job?” He chuckles. I might have made a few suggestions, but what can I say? I’m helpful. 

      “There!” I whisper as if the man in question can hear me from inside my vehicle. 

      He strolls through the front doors of the resort, right where I figured he’d end up. This is the only place to stay in town. I pull my phone out and text Emily. If he’s checking in, she’s going to have his name. His vehicle didn’t give me shit because it’s a rental, but I have a suspicion something is up.

      “You want to tell me why you’re checking this man out?” Jack grumbles. 

      “He’s been wandering around town and poking his head into places.” 

      “Isn’t that what most tourists do around here?” 

      “See, this is why I’m the cop and you're the sugar daddy.” 

      “Sugar daddy?” Jack lets out another laugh. 

      “What? I’m marrying the richest man in town. I think I get to call you my sugar daddy. I mean, look at this thing.” I hold up my hand, showing off my wedding ring. “Plus, you spank me a lot.” 

      “Fine, I’ll take it.” 

      “Good, that giant tree we put up last weekend has so much room for my gifts,” I tease him, but honestly, I’m sure Jack will be going overboard and filling all the space under it. 

      He’s been trying to make up for the years he thinks we lost. At first, I was annoyed that he waited so long to make his move but then he made me understand. He’s lost so much in his life that I can see how he thought if we did get together and things went bad that he would not only lose me but my parents and my brother too. They’ve all become his family over the years, and he was worried it could all disappear. 

      Plus, I think I needed a bit of time to grow on my own. I was young, and I know I would have been so wrapped up in him. Hell, I’m already doing it now. I moved in with him the day he asked me to marry him, and I’m already putting my touches everywhere on our home.

      I might have covered his home office in pictures of me. It was meant to be a joke, but it blew up in my face. Some of the best times I’ve had with Jack is when we’re teasing each other, but this one did go the way I planned. He loved all the pictures and thought I was being sweet when in reality I was trying to be a smartass. 

      “Are we going to talk about this stakeout and you still being on active duty?” 

      “You have no clue if I’m pregnant.” I could be knocked up, but I wouldn’t go on calls if we knew for sure. Plus, it’s not like the streets of Troping are crime-ridden. “It’s been five seconds. No way you already put a baby in me.” Damn, why does that sound hot? 

      “I’ve never been five seconds.” 

      “I don’t know; those first few times were close. Not that I can blame you. I mean, look at me.” I wiggle my brows. 

      “God, I love you.” He grips my chin, turning my head to face him and steal a kiss. 

      “I could ticket you for that. You can’t just kiss a cop.” 

      “I’ll do anything I want when it comes to you.” 

      I smile against his mouth. “I love—” I’m cut off when my phone chimes and I quickly grab it. 

      “Did Emily just give you personal information on one of our guests?” Jack asks as he reads my screen. He’s one to talk; he’s peeking over at a cop's phone. 

      “Who’s Emily?” I pretend to not know who he’s talking about. 

      “Babe.” 

      “I think he’s the baby daddy.” 

      “Baby daddy?” he asks, confused.

      “Carol’s baby daddy. He lingered outside the dress shop all morning, but it’s not open today. He even peeked in the windows and tried the door. I should go arrest him.” 

      “Under what grounds?” 

      “What if I wait for him to come out and then I walk in front of him and fall and scream that he pushed me? Then we arrest him, and the interrogation begins!” 

      “First off, that's not legal. Second of all, what’s with the we?” 

      “I wouldn’t really book him,” I say defensively. “Just a pinch of abuse of power. Men do it all the time, so why can’t I?” Jack ignores me. 

      “Thirdly, you're not flinging yourself on the ground. You’re pregnant.” 

      “You have no proof of this, and don’t say you know because I taste sweeter. I always taste sweet.” I smirk. 

      “All right, then let’s go take a closer look at the guy.” He reaches over and grabs the keys out of the ignition and pockets them. “Ticket me,” he says before he gets out of the cruiser and comes around to open my door for me. 

      Jack is full of crap. He’s not taking me in to get a closer look at anything except the couch or the desk in his office. Not that I’m going to complain. I send Sophie a message to start digging into the name Emily texted me. 

      When we walk inside, I don’t miss the man lingering at the bar near the entrance. From where he’s sitting, he can see everyone coming and going. He's really keeping an eye out. I’m not sure if I should give Carol a heads-up or not, and I don’t have time to think about it as Jack quickly ushers me into his office. 

      “Strip,” he orders the second the door is closed behind us. I do as I’m told, knowing the pleasure that awaits. 

      There’s only one thing better than Christmas morning, and that's the orgasms Jack gives me. Those are like waking up to presents every single day.
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