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				Can a one-night stand turn into
						happily ever after?

				Bar owner Kevin Kowalski is
						used to women throwing their phone numbers at him. Even if lately he’s been
						more interested in finding Mrs. Right than Miss Right Now. Enter Beth
						Hansen.

				Kevin and Beth may have started
						out all wrong, with an impromptu passionate encounter at a wedding, followed
						by a walk of shame. Yet Kevin knows there’s more to their relationship than
						a one-night stand. Especially when Beth turns up pregnant.

				Kevin may be ready for the
						“next step,” but Beth doesn’t want a relationship with a former playboy,
						however irresistible he might be. And it’s going to take a lot to convince
						her to go on a second date with the father of her child….

			

		

	
		
			
				Praise for the novels of
New York Times and USA TODAY bestselling author

				[image: missing image file]

				“Books like this are why I read romance.”
—Smart Bitches, Trashy Books
on Exclusively Yours

				“This is the perfect contemporary romance!”
—RT Book Reviews on Undeniably Yours

				“Sexy, sassy and immensely satisfying.”
—Fresh Fiction on Undeniably Yours

				“Yours to Keep was a wonderful,
sexy and witty installment in this series....
This was a truly magical book.”
—The Book Pushers

				“This contemporary romance
is filled with charm, wit, sophistication,
and is anything but predictable.”
—Heart to Heart, BN.com,
on Yours to Keep

			

		

	
		
			
				Also available from
Shannon Stacey
and HQN Books

				Exclusively Yours

				And coming soon

				Yours to Keep

			

		

	
		
			
				[image: missing image file]

				Undeniably Yours

			

		

	
		
			
				Thank you to my editor, Angela James, for your support and for your tireless work in making my books stronger. And thank you to every member of the Carina Press and HQN teams for your dedication to bringing good stories to readers. I’m honored mine is one of them.

			

		

	
		
			
				Contents

				CHAPTER ONE

				CHAPTER TWO

				CHAPTER THREE

				CHAPTER FOUR

				CHAPTER FIVE

				CHAPTER SIX

				CHAPTER SEVEN

				CHAPTER EIGHT

				CHAPTER NINE

				CHAPTER TEN

				CHAPTER ELEVEN

				CHAPTER TWELVE

				CHAPTER THIRTEEN

				CHAPTER FOURTEEN

				CHAPTER FIFTEEN

				CHAPTER SIXTEEN

				CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

				CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

				CHAPTER NINETEEN

				CHAPTER TWENTY

				CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

				CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

				EPILOGUE

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER ONE

				October

				EVERY TIME THE NEW ENGLAND Patriots chalked one up in the win column, Kevin Kowalski got laid.

				 A score for them was a score for him. Not that he was always looking for a companion on a Sunday night, but the offers weren’t scarce. As he slid a foaming mug of Sam Adams down the polished surface of the best damn sports bar in New Hampshire’s capital city—which just happened to list his name as proprietor—he caught a blonde watching him. The Pats were lining up at first and goal on the big-screen, but her eyes were on him, letting him know the New England quarterback wasn’t the only guy in scoring position.

				 But tonight he was having a hard time concentrating on the blonde with the chemically enhanced lips, surgically enhanced boobs and alcohol-enhanced sex drive giving him the you could go all the way look.

				 He was too busy keeping his eye on the brunette at the other end of the bar. It wasn’t just the fact she was pretty, with a mess of dark brown hair falling to her shoulders and eyes to match. Or that her fisherman’s sweater and jeans hugged her body in all the right places, though that certainly didn’t hurt.

				 Mostly he was keeping an eye on her because her date was going downhill in a hurry. Either the guy in the uptight, button-down shirt and khakis had had a couple before he’d walked into the bar or he had the alcohol tolerance of a high-school freshman, because it had only taken a couple shots of Scotch for Drunken Asshole Syndrome to kick in.

				 Now there was some body language going on between the couple, and her body wanted away from his body. His fingers would start looking for a soft place to land. She’d deflect. Rinse and repeat.

				 Jasper’s Bar & Grille had three rules. No smoking. No throwing beer mugs, even at the Jets fans. And when a lady said no, it meant no.

				 The Patriots scored, and the glasses shook on the shelves as a triumphant roar filled Jasper’s. The blonde hopped up and down on her bar stool, her boobs testing the bungee ability of her bra straps. And the jerk with the wandering hands raised his empty glass to wave it in Kevin’s general direction.

				 He made his way down to the couple but ignored the glass. “We won’t be serving you any more alcohol, but you’re welcome to a coffee or a soda, on the house.”

				 Uptight Guy’s face turned as red as a Budweiser label, and Kevin sighed. He was going to be one of those guys. Jasper’s had a zero-tolerance policy, so as the guy’s ass lifted off the stool, Kevin gave Paulie the signal and watched her roll her eyes as she reached for the phone.

				 “I’m not drunk and I want another goddamn Scotch!”

				 The woman put her hand on the guy’s arm, as if to push him back onto his seat. “Derek, let’s—”

				 “Who the hell are you to tell me I can’t have another goddamn Scotch?”

				 Uptight Guy’s badass act was diluted a bit by the weaving. “I’m the guy who reserves the right to refuse you service.”

				 “Beth, tell this asshole to gimme another drink.”

				 Kevin shook his head. “You’re cut off.”

				 It happened fast. Kevin wasn’t sure if the guy was throwing a punch or reaching in to grab him by the shirt, but his elbow hit his date and knocked her backward. She didn’t fall, thanks to the guy sitting next to her, who was pleasantly surprised to find himself with an armful of brunette, but it distracted Kevin enough to allow the guy to land a weak, glancing blow to his jaw.

				 Uptight Guy, whom the woman had called Derek, sucked in a breath, as if he just realized what he’d done. Kevin watched as the guy’s fight-or-flight instinct kicked in and wasn’t surprised when he chose flight. Sadly for him, Kevin was six-two and had some experience collaring yahoos, whether they were crooks back when he’d worn a badge or his four rowdy nephews. He reached across the bar, grabbed the guy by the scruff of the neck and yanked him back.

				 Derek was struggling like a pickerel on a hook and, when Kevin’s grip almost slipped off the guy’s collar, he jerked hard. Derek’s head snapped around, and his nose exploded on the edge of the bar. Oops.

				 The guy screamed like a girl…and the crowd went wild. Jasper’s didn’t attract a real rough crowd, but everybody loved a good fight.

				 “Good fight” being relative, of course. Derek cupped his hands over his face, trying to staunch the blood and let out a high-pitched keening sound that made more than a few of the patrons wince.

				 “Shut up or I’ll knock your ass out,” Kevin yelled at the guy which, of course, got everybody in the bar chanting. Do it…do it…do it…

				 “Oh, my God, his nose!” Derek’s date untangled herself from her neighbor and grabbed a couple of napkins off the bar. She tried to get to Derek’s nose, but he kept pushing her away.

				 The crowd quieted when a couple of police officers walked through the front door. Derek’s keening changed pitch when he saw them, from a pain-filled squeal to an oh, shit desperation.

				 “Hey, Kowalski,” the older of the two cops said.

				 “Hey, Jonesy. Your old man like those tickets?”

				 “Are you kidding me? Tenth row, fifty-yard line? He was in heaven. Said to tell you thanks and give you his best.”

				 “Glad to do it,” he said easily, still holding on to Derek’s collar. He fostered a friendly relationship with the local P.D., not only because he’d been on the job once down in Boston, but because any good businessman did. Especially businessmen who served alcohol. “Got a live one here.”

				 “What happened to him?”

				 “Hit his face on the bar. You know how it is.”

				 In the split second between Kevin releasing him and Jonesy grabbing for his wrists, Derek stupidly decided to make a break for the door.

				 The rookie made a move to stop him at the same time Beth did. She accidentally—at least it looked accidental—tripped him, and the young cop fell on his face. Jonesy jumped over his partner and did the nearing-retirement version of a sprint after Derek.

				 Beth was practically hyperventilating.

				 The rookie scrambled to his feet as Jonesy took down his prey in a half-ass diving tackle that made the crowd roar in approval. Rookie had his handcuffs out, but it looked as if Uptight Guy was going all-in on a resisting charge.

				 “Why are you doing this to him?”

				 Kevin’s gaze swiveled to the woman, who looked almost as pissed as her date. “I didn’t do jack to him, lady. Did you forget the part where he hit you?”

				 “He didn’t hit me. He bumped me trying to hit you.”

				 Yeah, that was so much better. “How about the groping? How many times were you going to tell him no?”

				 She actually rolled her eyes at him. “I had it all under control.”

				 “No, now it’s all under control.”

				 “Look, it’s not what you… Forget it. You have to help him, though.”

				 Since Derek had two hundred pounds of veteran cop kneeling on his head while the rookie tried to secure the cuffs, there wasn’t much Kevin could do for him, even if he wanted to. Which he didn’t.

				 “It’s not what you think,” she insisted.

				 “I’m going to sue you for everything you’ve got, asshole,” Derek screamed over his shoulder. “And you, you dumb bitch, you’re fired!”

				 Oops. Kevin looked at Beth. “I thought he was just a bad date.”

				 She climbed onto a stool and dropped her forehead to the bar with a thunk. “You just cost me my job.”

				 Only several years of fine-tuning his brain-to-mouth filter behind the bar kept him from pointing out she was maybe better off without it. “Want a beer?”

				

A BEER? RAMBO THE BARTENDER here thought a beer was going to fix the mess he’d gotten her into? Beth Hansen curled her hands into fists to keep from reaching across the bar and shaking him like a martini.

				 So Derek was a drunken ass. So what else was new? It was nothing she couldn’t handle. She handled it once a week or so, as a matter of fact, and had been for three months.

				 After work, Derek would leave the office and walk down the street to have a drink. He’d call his secretary—that would be her—with some bogus excuse requiring her to stop by the bar. A paper that needed signing. A fax he’d forgotten to read but absolutely had to before he went home. She’d show up, he’d try to get in her pants, she’d put him in a cab and the next day they’d pretend it didn’t happen.

				 Sometimes, like today, he’d even drag her out on a weekend. Maybe not ideal working conditions, but she’d suffered worse.

				 But this time Derek’s usual bar was closed for renovations, so he’d kept on walking until he’d come to Jasper’s Bar & Grille. Now her boss had a broken nose, and she had no job.

				 A beer wasn’t going to help.

				 She lifted her head and propped her chin on her hand. “Did you have to call the police?”

				 “Yup.”

				 “You could have let it go.”

				 He rested his palms on the edge of the bar and looked her in the eye. God, he was tall. And that wasn’t all he had going for him. Besides the height and the blue eyes and the dimples, he had broad shoulders straining the seams of an ancient Red Sox T-shirt and thick brown hair that had that careless style of a man who didn’t want to fuss with it. Probably mid-thirties.

				 “Lady, he punched me in the face.”

				 “It wasn’t much of a punch,” she muttered, since she couldn’t deny it. “I almost had him talked into a cab, but you had to go and make it a big deal.”

				 “Hey, Kevin,” a younger guy called out. “Can we make a mimosa?”

				 “This is a sports bar, not Easter brunch.” He turned back to her, shaking his head. “All I did was tell him he was cut off. Not only do I have the right, but when a patron’s visibly intoxicated, I have the obligation. And I ain’t exactly a turn-the-other-cheek guy when it comes to getting punched in the face.”

				 Kevin had a point. It wasn’t his fault her boss was a jerk, so blaming him was probably a little unreasonable. But the only difference between the previous times and this time was him. “You didn’t have to break his nose.”

				 “That I didn’t really mean to do. He slipped. Kind of.” The sheepish, dimpled grin he gave her was so irresistible she could feel aggravation’s hold on her temper loosening.

				 She was about to respond when he reached his arms up to a high shelf. Muscles rippled under his T-shirt, and when he stretched for a stack of folded towels, a gap opened between its hem and the waistband of his low-slung jeans. The tantalizing glimpse of abs made her mouth go dry, which was okay because she’d forgotten what she was going to say anyway.

				 When he moved out from behind the bar to mop at Derek’s blood, she grimaced and moved over a stool. Not that she was queasy but because Kevin smelled as good as he looked. And the closer he got to her, the better he looked.

				 Then, without warning, her view was blocked by a busty blonde whose outfit made Daisy Duke’s look like going-to-church clothes. The woman handed Kevin what looked like a Jasper’s napkin with lipstick smeared on it. The same shade painted on the woman’s plumped and puckered-up mouth.

				 “Hi, Kevin,” the blonde said in pretty much the same breathless, baby-doll voice Marilyn Monroe had used to wish President Kennedy a very, very happy birthday. “Here’s my number. You know…in case you want to call me…or something.”

				 He winked at her as he took the napkin. “Thanks, doll. I just might do that.”

				 Beth managed to hold it in until Hooters-wannabe Barbie had simpered out the front door, then she rolled her eyes. “Doll? Smooth line, Mickey Spillane.”

				 “Hey, makin’ the ladies happy is good for business.”

				 “Yeah, and I bet you’re just the man for the job. You should go after her. She seems just your type.”

				 That wiped the naughty-boy charm off his face. “What makes you think you know anything about my type?”

				 She shrugged, making it clear she didn’t really give a damn. “Careful you don’t smear your napkin. And speaking of business, I need to go find another job now.”

				 “I feel bad about that, even though it wasn’t really my fault.”

				 “I’ll get over it.” She slid off the stool and started toward the door. “Have a nice life. Doll.”

				

KEVIN SMILED FOR THE WOMAN wielding the camera. Then he smiled again. And again and again and again.

				 “Okay,” the bossy photographer said. “Now a few of the bride and her ladies, and then we’ll do the groom and his brothers.”

				 With matching sighs of relief, Kevin and his brothers Joe and Mike, along with their brother-in-law Evan, moved away from the gaggle of women. They’d been at the picture-taking thing for twenty minutes already, and, early October or not, it was hot in a tux.

				 Joe’s reception was at some swanky hotel-slash-banquet center that specialized in wedding receptions. As far as Kevin could tell, that meant they had a shitload of places to take pictures. In front of the garden. In front of the rock waterfall. Under the gazebo thing in front of the pond. His cheeks were starting to ache.

				 Mike tugged at his collar but not so much the drill sergeant with the camera would bark at him. “I’m ready to hit the bar.”

				 Kevin nodded, though he didn’t fidget because their mother was giving them the I’m watching you look. “Joe, I swear, if they don’t hurry up, your wedding photos are going to look more like a Chippendales’ photo shoot.”

				 “If I’d known you two were going to whine like a couple of girls, I would have had you be bridesmaids instead of my best men. You’d look good in a dress.”

				 Kevin snorted. “Don’t make me kick your ass on your wedding day.”

				 “Terry sure looks good in her dress,” Evan said. “Kinda makes you want to—”

				 “No,” Terry’s three brothers said in unison.

				 Their brother-in-law scowled. “I hate that. I never get to share the good stuff.”

				 Mike laughed. “Joey and Danny are old enough to watch the younger two in a room of their own. I’ll be doing the good stuff to Lisa later.”

				 Must be nice. After the wedding, they’d all be heading upstairs to their rooms to do the good stuff. Joe and his gorgeous new bride, Keri. Mike and Lisa. Evan and Terry.

				 He, on the other hand, was stag at his own brother’s wedding, so the only good stuff he had to look forward to was losing the cummerbund and penguin shoes.

				 It had been a couple of years since Kevin’s marriage had exploded in a cloud of toxic flames, torching his career along with the relationship, and since then his libido had survived on a steady diet of bar bunnies. Less satisfying but also a lot less risk, like eating a microwave meal instead of preparing a five-course feast. A lot less painful to throw away if it sucked.

				 He’d gone through his share of willing companions after the divorce, when he bought the bar, but lately he’d been making the trip upstairs to his apartment alone more often than not. The kind of women willing to spend one night with a guy they didn’t know just because he filled out his shirts well—or so he was told—and owned the bar weren’t the kind of women he wanted to have breakfast with the next morning.

				 And definitely not the kind of women you brought to your brother’s wedding.

				 Unfortunately, thoughts of his type of woman led to thoughts of Beth, the pretty brunette who’d passed judgment on his type and been totally wrong. It had been two days since he’d busted her boss’s nose, and it irked him he kept thinking about her. It also irked him she’d left with the impression he was some kind of player.

				 If she wasn’t so prickly—and if he knew her last name or where she lived—he’d probably like an opportunity to show her she was wrong about his type. He wasn’t sure why he cared, but it bugged him she’d left with such a bad opinion of him. He wasn’t used to that.

				 “Almost our turn,” Joe said, jerking him out of his thoughts. “And then we should be able to go inside. And do more…girly wedding stuff. Whatever. Keri’s so happy she’s gonna bust, so it’s worth it.”

				 “So are you,” Mike pointed out. “I still don’t know how you pulled this all off.”

				 Joe snorted. “It’s called a blank check, my friend. Keri wanted fall foliage and I wasn’t waiting a year for her to be my wife, so I said the magic words—money’s no object.”

				 His brother didn’t usually make a big deal about the money the sick horror novels he wrote earned, but a blank check from him was a pretty big blank check.

				 The drill sergeant bellowed for them. “Okay, I want groomsmen lined up behind the groom, four inches between you and slightly angled away from the camera. You, the tall one—you’re in the back.”

				 Screw that. Kevin threw his arm around Joe’s shoulders and pulled him into a headlock. Joe jerked to the right, trying to escape, but he moved right into Mike’s waiting noogie. Evan laughed and added rabbit ears to the back of Joe’s head.

				 The photographer almost dropped her big, fancy camera, but the mothers of the bride and groom were hitting the shutter buttons as fast as their compact digital numbers would fire.

				 “Kowalski Wedding Photo of Doom,” the bride shouted, and Mike’s four boys and Terry’s almost-teenage daughter joined the pig pile.

				 They were all still laughing, a little breathless and more than a little sweaty, when the wedding planner finally pulled them apart and ushered them inside. Thankfully, the black tuxedos hid the grass stains, but his niece Stephanie’s dress was missing some lace around the hem.

				 They were supposed to go to the head table, but there were still toasts and formal dances and more freaking pictures to survive before the party could begin, and he wasn’t getting through all that with nothing but a sissy glass of champagne. With beer on his mind and a possible redheaded dance partner in his peripheral vision, he made a quick detour to the open bar.

				 And came face-to-face with Beth.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER TWO

				OF ALL THE WEDDINGS in all the world, she just had to be working this one. Beth took one look at Kevin in his tuxedo and knew it was going to be a very long night.

				 Tuxedo meant wedding party, which meant he was not only going to be there for the entire event, but he was a VIP. That meant she had to smile and make nice with the pain in the ass whose fault it was—kind of—that she was manning an open bar from six in the evening until one in the morning instead of sitting with her feet up after a fairly mild day answering Derek’s phones and syncing his calendar.

				 She felt a hot flush spread across her chest as his blue eyes met hers. She’d been kind of bitchy the day they met, and she felt bad about that. But mostly the hot flush came from the memory of what he’d done to her in her dreams last night.

				 This morning she’d blamed it on the microwave burritos she’d devoured too close to bedtime, but now, with the man once again in arm’s reach, she had to reluctantly admit—but only to herself—she might be attracted to him. Just a little. Since, even if she was looking for a relationship, it wouldn’t be with a guy who collected numbers on napkins, she’d prefer to blame the hot and sweaty night on nuked pseudo-Mexican food.

				 “What can I get you, sir?” she asked, hoping he wouldn’t remember her.

				 The way his dimples flirted with the corners of his mouth said no such luck. “Sam Adams.”

				 She grabbed a chilled bottle and popped the cap. “Glass?”

				 “Bottle’s good.” Instead of letting her set it down, then picking it up, he took it out of her hand, which caused his fingers to brush hers and her to shiver. “Glad to see you found another job.”

				 She shrugged and tried not to make too big a deal about pulling her hand away. “Part-time and temporary, but better than nothing.”

				 “Gimme your cell phone for a sec.”

				 “Don’t have one.” Not that she’d hand it over to him. She didn’t need him punching his number into it because she wouldn’t be calling him.

				 “You don’t have—”

				 “Uncle Kevin!” A teenage boy in a tux rushed over and took hold of Kevin’s elbow. “If you’re not sitting down in ten seconds, Grammy said she’ll drag you over by your earlobe and make you cry.”

				 Kevin laughed, then winked at Beth. “I’ll be back.”

				 That’s what she was afraid of. Unfortunately, things would be slow at the bar until the toasts were done and people felt free to get up and move around, so she had plenty of time to watch the goings-on.

				 When the DJ announced it was time for the best man’s toast, she saw Kevin laugh, which made the groom look nervous. Intrigued, she stood tiptoe, trying to see around the guests jostling for videotaping space. Kevin accepted the microphone from his dad, and a few people snickered when a guy she assumed, based on family resemblance, was another brother was handed one, too.

				 “Did I ever tell you you’re my hero?” Kevin asked Joe, and then he got down on one knee in front of him. The other brother stood behind him with his four sons—or so she assumed after watching them—gathered around.

				 Then they started to sing, and laughter rippled through the crowd. It seemed that besides blue eyes and dimples, not being able to carry a tune was a strong family trait for the Kowalskis.

				 But watching Kevin sing the worst off-key rendition ever of “Wind Beneath My Wings” to his brother, with his other brother and nephews singing backup, Beth felt the first alarming stir of a bad case of the warm and fuzzies.

				 It just got worse watching him interact with his family, especially dancing with his mom and a teenage girl Beth thought might be his niece. It was a big, affectionate, loud family, and their laughter was the soundtrack of the night.

				 Once the duty dances were over and then the dinner dishes cleared away, Beth lost track of time handing out mimosas to the women and mostly beer to the men. Once the older folks and kids went off to bed, the drinks would get stronger, but for now it was easy work.

				 “So you really don’t have a cell phone?”

				 Or it would be easy work if her body wasn’t tuned in like a quivering antenna to the vibe Kevin was broadcasting. “I really don’t. Another Sam Adams?”

				 He held up a half-full bottle. “I’m set. Mike grabbed me one.”

				Then why are you over here? “Okay.”

				 “Even my mom has a cell phone, and she can’t figure out how to check her email.”

				 “Why are you so hung up on my not having a cell phone?”

				 “Hung up?” He laughed. “Hung up. Cell phone. Get it?”

				 She rolled her eyes, but couldn’t stop herself from laughing with him. “That was bad. And I washed my cell with my jeans and haven’t gotten around to replacing it yet.”

				 “Got a phone at home?”

				 “Yup.” She turned away to make another mimosa for the beaming woman she’d figured out was the mother of the bride.

				 When she was done, Kevin slid a cocktail napkin toward her. “Got a pen?”

				 There was one next to the register, but when she held it out to him, he ignored it. He just grinned at her, with the pretty blue eyes and the oh-so-charming dimples.

				 “Oh, hell, no,” she said. “I’m not writing my number on a napkin so you can add it to your collection.”

				 “I don’t have a collection because I don’t want their numbers. I want yours.”

				 Before she could respond, another of the boys ran up and yanked on his arm. “Uncle Kevin, it’s time for the cake!”

				 Beth used the blank napkin to wipe down the bar, then tossed it in the trash. She was there to work, not dodge advances from a guy who thought his dimples would make her throw herself at him.

				 The dimples wouldn’t. The whole package might—the looks and the sense of humor and the very sweet way he was with his family, along with the steamy way he looked at her—but she wasn’t going to be a number on anybody’s napkin.

				

IT WAS ALMOST TWO in the morning before the staff got the go-ahead to call it a night, and Beth sighed in relief as she yanked out the elastic holding her hair back and tossed it into the trash. It had been one hell of a night.

				 Kevin Kowalski was persistent, she’d give him that. She’d sucked it up and presented him with nothing but bland professionalism until he’d seemed to catch the hint. Still, every time her gaze had landed on him—which had been a lot more often than she cared to admit—he’d been watching her. When they’d dropped the lights, signaling to the stragglers the party was over and it was time to get the hell out, he’d given her one last inviting look. She’d turned her back, making busy with a bus pan, and when she turned around, he’d been gone.

				 The pay phone beckoned, waiting for her to call a cab to take her home to her bed, but first she snuck out the back door and walked down toward the water. The grounds were beautiful, and now, with the twinkling party lights off, the moon dancing across the water beckoned. It was quiet, soothing her frazzled nerves.

				 “You look beautiful in the moonlight.”

				 She didn’t scream, but her heart seized in her chest like a blown engine. Because he startled her, of course, not because of the words Kevin said in a voice a man usually used with a woman who was naked under him.

				 He was sitting on one of the stone walls with a half-empty bottle of beer, his long legs stretched out in front of him and crossed at the ankles. The jacket, bow tie and cummerbund had been abandoned somewhere, and the white dress shirt was unbuttoned, baring his chest to the chilly night air. She tried not to give him the satisfaction of looking, but the expanse of chest led to taut abs she’d have to be dead not to want to run her hands over.

				 To his credit, he didn’t gloat at being so obviously ogled. He reached down under his legs and picked up an unopened beer. After twisting off the top, he held it out to her.

				 She shouldn’t. Even though she was off the clock, she was an employee and he was a guest. But there was something so lonely about the way he looked—unlike his usual life-of-the-party self—she couldn’t bring herself to refuse and walk away.

				 “Thanks.” She sat farther down the wall and took a sip of the ice-cold beer. Cloaked in the shadows, watching the moonlight ripple across the water, she had no idea what to say.

				 Then he grinned at her, and even in the dark, she could see those impish dimples. “Did your boss tell you we tried to get you free for a dance?”

				 “Oh, my God, what did you do?” Though it wasn’t really his fault she’d lost her last job, if she got fired again because he stuck his nose in her business, she might need a restraining order just to stay employed.

				 “Joe—the groom and my oldest brother—asked your boss if you could leave the bar long enough for a dance. She refused, so he offered to pay extra. Then she got really snooty and informed us, ‘this isn’t a dance hall and the young ladies in her employ are not for private hire.’”

				 His fake, snooty old-lady voice made her laugh, despite her utter disbelief at what they’d done. “And why would Joe do that?”

				 “Because I wanted to dance with you.”

				 The stark simplicity of his response made her shiver, and the tingle of desire mixed with leftover warm and fuzzies made for a dangerous combination. “I counted at least a dozen women who would have danced with you free of charge.”

				 His eyes were serious when he looked at her again. “I’m not that guy.”

				 “What guy?”

				 “The guy you think I am.”

				 The only thing she knew for sure about him was that she was trying like hell not to want him and doing a piss-poor job of it. “I don’t think anything. I barely know you.”

				 “Dance with me now.”

				 She laughed, and it sounded loud in the still night. “I haven’t danced in years.”

				 He put down his beer, then took her hand and pulled her into his arms. She set her bottle on the wall so she wouldn’t spill it down his back. She’d tried resisting him, but it was a lost cause. Wrapping her arms around those broad shoulders was inevitable.

				 As her hands clasped behind his neck, his arms circled her waist and pulled her close. “You don’t dance in your kitchen? You know, when you’re all alone?”

				 “No. I don’t dance in my kitchen, even when nobody’s looking.”

				 “You should. It’s good for the soul.”

				 No, good for the soul was swaying in his arms to the rustling, chirping music of the night as the water-reflected moonlight rippled over them. Okay, maybe not good for the soul, but it sure as hell was good for her body.

				 “Are you going to get all prickly on me if I try to kiss you?”

				 She tilted her head back so she could see his face. “I guess that depends on how well you kiss.”

				 Kevin’s eyes smoldered at the challenge—and invitation—and he threaded his fingers through her hair so he could tilt her head to just the right angle. Her eyes slid closed, and she sighed—a soft, breathy sound she couldn’t believe she’d made—as he touched his mouth to hers.

				 The man could kiss, and as the aching desire of the present wrapped up with the steamy memory of her dreams, her body practically trembled with need.

				 “Stay with me tonight,” he whispered against her mouth.

				 Some logical voice in the back of her mind wanted to argue against staying, but she didn’t want to hear it. “Yes.”

				 He took her by the hand, and, after they grabbed their beer bottles, they raced across the manicured lawn. They slowed down in the hall, where she hoped they wouldn’t run into any of the staff as they dumped the bottles in the trash, and then tried their best to behave in the elevator.

				 Kevin managed to unlock and open the door to his room one-handed, his other hand still holding hers, then he closed it behind them and pressed her up against the wood.

				 “Watching you tonight and not being able to touch you was killing me,” he said, and then lowered his mouth to hers.

				 She wrapped her arms around his neck and lost herself in the kiss, aware that even as his tongue danced over hers, he was slowly and not so stealthily trying to unbutton her shirt one-handed. It had been way too long since she’d been kissed, never mind had a man’s hands on her, so she pushed his hand aside to hurry it along. As his tongue brushed hers and their breath mingled, she unbuttoned her shirt and then slid her fingertips under his, feeling the solid muscles twitch under her touch.

				 Then his hands were on her shoulders, sliding her shirt off, and she let him go so it could drop to the floor. She dropped her bra after it. His gaze raked over her, the look in his eyes as smoldering hot as his touch.

				 His shirt joined hers at their feet as he stripped down to just his pants, and then, before she was quite finished admiring the broad expanse of naked chest, his hands and mouth were on her again. When he lifted her off the ground, she wrapped her legs around his waist and held on to his neck.

				 His kiss grew more urgent, and she couldn’t stop her moan when he backed her up against the door. With the cool wood against her skin and his hips between her thighs, her body trembled in anticipation.

				 Kevin licked his way down to her breasts, where his tongue flicked across one nipple and then the other. “You are so…freakin’…hot.”

				 She didn’t want to talk. She wanted those hips moving against hers as they had while they’d danced in the moonlight, but without any clothes between them.

				 As if he could read her thoughts, he turned and started toward the bed. She laughed when he dropped her onto the mattress, but the sound died in her throat when he dropped his pants and boxer briefs in one smooth motion.

				 Oh, yes, staying was definitely the right decision.

				 Ten minutes later, he had her naked, too, and so desperate she was horrified when a frustrated growling sound tore from her throat. He only chuckled and kept right on teasing her—kissing and licking and touching her, but never quite enough to give her what her body yearned for.

				 Finally, just about the time she was sure she’d go mad, Beth heard the telltale crinkle of a condom wrapper being torn open.

				 He settled himself between her thighs and rested his weight on his forearms so he could look down at her. His smile was warm, but his face was flushed, and naughtiness lurked in his gaze.

				 For a second she thought he was going to tease her some more, which might make her scream, but he kissed her instead. Beth threaded her fingers through his hair as he reached one hand down between their bodies and finally gave her what she wanted.

				 They both moaned as he slid into her, the sound mingling on their joined lips. He moved slowly, with short, gentle strokes, and she raised her hips to meet them. She savored the sweet friction of every thrust as he murmured in her ear—telling her how hot she was and how amazing it felt and how he never wanted it to end.

				 As his pace quickened, Beth ran her hands over his back, reveling in the light sheen of sweat and the way his muscles rippled under her touch. She was drowning in the intensity of his blue eyes, and she closed her eyes as the long-awaited orgasm took hold. He thrust harder, and she heard him groan as he found his own release.

				 As the tremors faded, he lowered himself on top of her, a hot, heavy weight she didn’t mind at all. He kissed the side of her neck, and she smiled, stroking his hair. They lay like that a few minutes, catching their breath, before Kevin rolled away. She felt the bed shift under his weight, and then he was back, pulling her against his body.

				 “I’m glad you stayed,” he said into her hair.

				 “Me, too.” Very, very glad.

				

A NIGHT ON HER FEET followed by a night on her back under Kevin without sustenance had Beth awake at too-early o’clock, her stomach rumbling in protest. Doughnuts, she thought. She’d sneak down to the continental breakfast nook, filch some doughnuts and coffee, and be back before Kevin woke.

				 It took her a few minutes of rummaging to find her clothes, and, when she was dressed, she went digging through Kevin’s clothes for his hotel key card.

				 And found napkins. The cocktail napkins she’d handed out with drinks, though they hadn’t had names and phone numbers scrawled on them at the time. Oh, and fun notes, too. I’m a former gymnast and I can still hook my ankles behind my head. Call me!

				 When she snorted, Kevin rolled over, barely cracking his eyes open, and muttered, “Make sure you lock the door when you leave.”

				 Beth froze as all the warm afterglow left her body in a disappointed whoosh. So much for him not being that guy.

				 She didn’t waste any more time hunting for his key card. Slipping into the hallway—and making sure the door locked behind her—she told herself she’d never see the man again.

				 And this time she meant it.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER THREE

				THREE WEEKS LATER, Beth was doing laps of the drugstore. She’d spent ten minutes analyzing lip balm. Another five smelling cheap air fresheners. Fifteen picking a card for her mother’s birthday, which was still three months away.

				 Anything to avoid her real destination—the feminine stuff aisle. The one with the tampons and freshening-up things and creams. And home pregnancy tests.

				 They’d used a condom. And she was only a week late. It could be stress. She should just take her lip balm, birthday card and paranoia and go home.

				 But her cycle ran like Swiss clockwork. And condoms were ninety-eight percent effective, which meant they had a two percent failure rate. She had a gut feeling statistics were about to kick her ass.

				 It only took her a few minutes to find the test that promised to be accurate as early as her first late day, and five more to walk home.

				 The smell hit Beth as she reached the top of the second flight of stairs and turned down the hall to her apartment—old cat urine and stale poverty. She should be used to it by now, since she’d lived in the building for three months, but she’d yet to acquire immunity to the smell of cat piss. It was a good thing she planned to be on to the next city before summer came around again.

				 But what if there was a blue plus sign in the window?

				 Her key was ready in her hand, minimizing the time she had to stand in the hall, and she closed the door as quickly as she could once inside. It wasn’t a lot warmer, thanks to a landlord who seemed to think ancient furnaces and a lack of insulation were sufficient for a New England winter, but it smelled a lot better. And that was thanks to a whole lot of elbow grease, not her landlord.

				 She tossed the drugstore bag on the card table that passed for a dining-room table, then crossed to the ancient rocking chair she’d rescued from the sidewalk to take off her shoes. The only other piece of furniture in the apartment, besides the metal folding chair that made the card table a dining room set, was a twin bed she’d picked up cheap at the Goodwill store. And it would all be donated back to Goodwill when she was ready to get on a bus again in three or four months. Whenever the mood struck.

				 Unless there was a blue plus sign in the window.

				 She couldn’t have a baby. A baby meant a home. A real home, not a cheap apartment or by-the-week motel room. And a minivan. Moms drive minivans.

				 Beth didn’t even have a car, never mind a Mom-mobile. She liked the bus—it was somehow reminiscent of hoboes riding the rails. She’d land in a small city she liked, find a job and a place to live, then earn enough money to move on to the next place.

				 It made income tax time a horror show, but she loved her life. Landing in a new place with nothing but a backpack and one suitcase was like starting over once or twice a year. Nobody to answer to, especially her parents. Leaving their nest, and keeping her nest on the move, kept them from hovering too much.

				 She wasted as much time as she could. The apartment was spotless, but she had a coffee mug and a spoon to wash. She sorted her laundry, checking her pockets carefully since she’d washed and dried her last cell phone. It hadn’t been a big deal because Derek the drunken asshole had supplied her with a BlackBerry, but he’d demanded that back. She always had a landline, though, just to please her father. He’d also coerced her into keeping one low-limit credit card she rarely used along with the landline so at least she’d have something on her credit report should she ever grow up and buy a house. What he didn’t seem to understand was leaving them behind, living the way she did, was the only way she could grow up.

				 When there was nothing left to distract her, she opened the home pregnancy test packaging and unfolded the directions. And…her telephone rang.

				 Credit report be damned. She wasn’t paying for caller ID, but it was either her parents or her boss. “Hello?”

				 “Were you planning to come home for the holidays?”

				 Her mother never said hello. She just opened her mouth and let her train of thought run loose. “I’m not sure yet.”

				 She wasn’t sure of anything with that damn plastic wand sitting on the table. She usually took the bus down to Florida at least twice a year for a visit, once usually being for Christmas.

				 “Adelle and Bob want us to go on a cruise with them because the Donaldsons were going to go with them but had to cancel last minute. They can transfer the tickets to us, but it’s in six weeks. Can you believe that? Six! Whoever heard of such a thing?”

				 “Who’s going to cover your line dancing classes? And knitting class? And the other billion classes you teach?”

				 A patented Shelly Hansen sigh. “Your father thinks I should slow down a little. We’re not getting any younger, you know.”

				 “You’re only fifty-two, Mom.” Just like that it hit her. She was twenty-six. The exact same age her mother had been when she gave birth to her only child who’d survived to term. “Crap.”

				 “What’s the matter? Is something wrong?”

				 “No, I…stubbed my toe.” It was on the tip of her tongue—the urge to lean on her mother’s shoulder, even by phone.

				 But she’d put off doing the test, so now she didn’t know for sure, and she’d hate to get their hopes up. Though she’d disappointed them by dropping out of business school to be a nomad, they loved her unconditionally, and a grandbaby would make them ecstatic. And they’d rejoice at her having an irrevocable reason for growing up.

				 There was also a possibility they’d drop everything and show up on her doorstep. The problem with being the only baby to survive five pregnancies? Smothering. Crushing, suffocating micromanagement and hovering. With the amount of time they’d spent coddling and hugging her as a child, she was surprised she’d gotten enough oxygen.

				 Then came her teen years. Where was she? When would she be home? The constant checking in. It only got worse when she started business school, and that’s when she’d first packed a suitcase and gotten on a bus. Not to sever her claustrophobic relationship with her parents, but to save it.

				 “About that cruise…”

				 Beth smiled, picturing her mother picking at her thumbnail. “You should go, Mom. Really. Where I work now gets busy with Christmas parties and stuff.”

				 “Are you sure? We can go another time.”

				 “I’m sure. Go with Bob and Adelle while you can. You know you and Dad will get bored with each other if it’s just the two of you. Send me postcards.”

				 “You won’t move while we’re gone, will you?”

				 That made her laugh, which got another sigh. “No. I’ll stay put so you don’t need to worry about me.”

				 They chatted a few minutes about life in a Florida retirement community. Her parents were on the young side, her father being a wise and lucky businessman, but it suited them as well as her wandering suited her.

				 “Your father’s waiting for me now. He’s got a coupon for the salad bar, but it’s only good during early-bird hours.”

				 After her mother assured her several times her cell phone would work on the ship, they said goodbye, and there was nothing left for Beth to do but pee on a stick.

				 Three minutes later, there was a blue plus sign in the window.

				 Her future flashed before her eyes. Diapers. Minivans. And Kevin Kowalski.

				

I CAN SUCK A GOLF BALL through a garden hose. Call me!

				 Because he was a gentleman, Kevin gave the woman a wink and a wave instead of letting her know claiming a level of suction that would turn his balls inside out wasn’t really all that sexy. And he waited until she was gone before tossing the napkin in Paulie’s direction.

				 It was almost a full minute before she stopped laughing. “Be cheaper in the long run to stick your dick in a vacuum hose.”

				 He shuddered, then took the napkin back and tossed it into the basket Paulie kept next to the register for that purpose. The guys would like that one.

				 “You should keep her number,” Paulie said. “She might come in handy if the sink gets clogged again.”

				 She was still laughing when she walked by, balancing a tray of drinks, and he slapped her on the ass as she went.

				 Paulie Reed was his assistant manager-slash-bartender-slash-waitress, and she brought in the big bucks. Flaming red hair, breasts that mounded into cleavage so spectacular a man could suffocate in there. Slim waist, legs that went on forever and she knew the ERA for every pitcher to take the mound at Fenway. She was a walking, talking, stats-spouting wet dream for a sports-bar-frequenting kind of guy, but if you laid a hand on her, chances were you wouldn’t be able to hold a fork for a while.

				 She’d come with the bar when he bought it a couple years back, and it had taken him all of about five minutes to realize she was worth every penny Jasper had paid her. It had taken another few days and one misguided, mutually disappointing kiss in the kitchen pantry to realize she might be one of the hottest women he knew, but they had zero sexual chemistry.

				 And speaking of sexual chemistry, he looked up just in time to see Beth walk through the front door, and the memory of their chemistry had an immediate effect on his anatomy.

				 She was either on her way to or from work, but even in a stiff white blouse and black pants, she would have turned his head. But unfortunately, she’d already turned his head and then turned him upside down with her little Cinderella act. Before he’d even opened his eyes the morning after Joe’s wedding, he’d been looking forward to taking Beth out for breakfast. And maybe breakfast the following morning, too.

				 Instead, she’d been gone. No note. No phone number jotted down on the notepad next to the phone. Nothing. The people she worked for wouldn’t give him a damn thing. It had crossed his mind a few times to give Officer Jones a call. If her info was on the police report from her boss’s arrest, maybe Jonesy would trade it on the sly for another pair of Celtics tickets.

				 Pride had kept him from picking up the phone, though. If she had wanted to see him again, she would have given him a way to contact her. But now, almost a month later, here she was.

				 “Hey, stranger,” he said, maybe too pointedly, when she’d hoisted herself onto a bar stool.

				 “Hi. Sorry I didn’t leave a note on my pillow. I didn’t think there was much of a point since it wasn’t going anywhere.”

				 It might have gone somewhere if she hadn’t dumped him like a bad blind date. “I’d hoped it would at least go as far as breakfast.”

				 She gave a short, barking laugh. “If you wanted me to stay for breakfast, you shouldn’t have told me to lock the door behind me when I left.”

				 He said what? “I don’t remember that.”

				 “You couldn’t even be bothered to wake up all the way. You kind of mumbled it at me and capped it off with a snore.”

				 He would have slapped himself in the forehead if she wasn’t standing there, watching him. “Listen, I was asleep. I swear, my plan was to take you out to breakfast. Get to know each other better and find out how soon I could see you again.”

				 She didn’t believe him. He could see it on her face. “I’m supposed to be happy you didn’t mean to send me on the walk of shame?”

				 It was a trap. Not an obvious one, but her tone and her body language suggested he had one foot hovering over a spear-lined pit. “I don’t know if it will make you happy to hear it, but I wanted you to stay.”

				 “Uh-huh. Makes me very happy to know I slept with a man who sends so many women on the walk of shame, he gives the exit line in his sleep by habit.”

				 “Beth, come on. I’m a single guy. I own a sports bar. I live right upstairs. You knew I wasn’t a virgin.”

				 “No, but I didn’t know you were a—” She stopped and raised an eyebrow at him. “Never mind.”

				 Never mind what? He didn’t want to never mind. He wanted to know what he’d done to deserve her low opinion of him. Unfortunately, Paulie chose that moment to appear at his elbow, obviously angling for an introduction. He never should have told her about that night.

				 “This is Paulie,” he said obediently. “She’s my assistant manager. Paulie, Beth. She’s… Well, you remember her. I broke her boss’s nose a couple weeks back.”

				 What was he supposed to say? This is the woman I told you about. The one I thought maybe was special, but she obviously didn’t feel the same. And no, I won’t say she broke my heart, but, yeah, it hurt a little.

				 He watched the two women shake hands, each giving the other a speculative look, and gave a sigh of relief when Paulie walked away after mutual nice-to-meet-yous were exchanged.

				 “I guess I deserved that,” Beth muttered.

				 “What did I do?”

				 “You couldn’t just introduce me as a friend? Or an acquaintance, at least?”

				 Paulie didn’t need to know she was the woman he’d thought might be special. “Was trying to avoid making you feel awkward. Failed, I guess.”

				 “No, I… Sorry. I’m a bit out of sorts. Can we talk? Privately, I mean. Or should I come back another time?”

				 He couldn’t imagine what they had to talk about, but he’d play along. His office had stacks of paperwork on every flat surface except his chair, though. “Paulie can handle the bar. We can go upstairs where it’s quiet.”

				 Her expression was grim, and, having some experience with rowdy patrons, he wondered if Derek the drunken asshole boss was making good on his threat of lawsuits.

				 He’d find out soon enough, he thought as he signaled for Paulie to take over for him. And he’d find out her damn phone number, too.

				

KEVIN DIDN’T TALK ON THE WAY up to his apartment in an elevator that looked more like a decrepit, oversize dumbwaiter. His silence made Beth nervous, but it also gave her more time to rehearse what she was going to say. Of course, she’d been rehearsing for two days and still had no clue what was going to come out of her mouth. She’d talked to her mirror, to herself, to her ceiling in the middle of the night. Didn’t help at all when she was standing here next to the man whose life she was about to turn upside down.

				 As he unlocked his apartment door and gestured her inside, her hands started to shake. He pointed to the couch and told her to have a seat, but she chose to sit in the single armchair. If he sat next to her—close enough to touch her—she might chicken out.

				 “You look awfully serious.” He sat on the couch, across from her, and propped his elbows on his knees. “And it’s not like you can lecture me on not calling you, since you didn’t leave your number. Hell, you didn’t even leave behind a glass slipper on the front step.”

				 “Sorry for leaving like that, but I didn’t see any point in staying.” He looked as if he was going to respond, and she didn’t think she had the patience for explaining her Cinderella act, so she blurted it out. “I’m pregnant.”

				 That shut his mouth with a snap.

				 “I know you used a condom,” she continued when it became obvious he wasn’t going to say anything, “but I… Let’s just say I’d been in a bit of a drought and I haven’t been with anybody else since, so, somehow, it’s yours.”

				 “A baby.”

				 “Yes.”

				 “My baby.”

				 “Yes.”

				 “Wow.” He leaned back against the couch, rubbing his hands on the tops of his thighs. “You’re sure?”

				 “I haven’t been to the doctor yet, but I took a home test and…yes, I’m sure.” She braced herself for whatever was to come. Denial. Accusation. Maybe he’d even throw her out.

				 And if he did that, she’d go. And if he still felt the same way after taking some time to digest the news, she’d be just fine. Having done the right thing and informed him of the situation, she’d be free to get on that bus to Albuquerque. Or maybe Florida, just to be closer to her parents.

				 “Are you okay?” he surprised her by asking. “I mean, are you feeling okay?”

				 She nodded. “I think it’s still too early for morning sickness. I got a book from the library yesterday and it said between four to six weeks. But some women don’t even get it. I’m hoping I’m one of the some.”

				 He still looked a little shell-shocked. “You’re keeping the baby, then?”

				 Even as she opened her mouth to tell him she was, her subconscious coughed up another alternative. She’d seen the Kowalski family dynamic at his brother’s wedding. They were close. Loving. She could stick it out nine months, then give the baby to Kevin and get on a bus.

				 Even as the thought snuck into her brain, she looked down and watched her hand come to rest on her stomach, as if it had a mind of its own. She didn’t know what would happen in the next nine minutes, never mind the next nine months. But she wouldn’t be walking away from her baby.

				 She watched horror creep into his features and anger tighten his jaw. “No.”

				 “No what?”

				 “Don’t do it,” he said, and there was a pleading note in his voice that didn’t make any sense.

				 “Don’t do what? I didn’t say anything.”

				 “Don’t have an abortion. Please.”

				 Frustration had a way of shortening her fuse, but she took a deep breath and realized she hadn’t said anything when he’d asked if she was keeping the baby. He’d assumed the worst. “I never considered that, Kevin. I swear.”

				 He blew out a breath and scrubbed his hands through his hair. “I don’t know what you want from me.”

				 “I don’t want anything from you. I thought you had a right to know, that’s all. Now you know.”

				 “I didn’t mean that the way it sounded. I meant more like…I don’t know what to do.”

				 She gave a short laugh because it was either that or cry. “Join the club.”

				 “Do you need money?”

				 “I’ll make do.” She always did.

				 “You don’t have any insurance, do you? Not being temporary part-time.”

				 The last thing she wanted to do was have this conversation with him. “No, I don’t have insurance, even though I have a second job at a family restaurant now. And my mother had three miscarriages before she had me and one after, so I’m scared I’m going to lose this baby because I can’t afford a really good doctor. So after years of telling my parents moving around a lot doesn’t make me irresponsible, I’m going to have to ask them for money.”

				 Crap. She hadn’t meant to tell him that much, but when she’d opened her mouth, the panic that had kept her up the night before had just sort of spilled out. Inside, Mister Happy-family-with-enough-money-to-throw-a-fancy-wedding-bash-with-an-open-bar was probably recoiling in horror.

				 The tears spilling onto her cheeks were the last dollop of whipped cream on the whole steaming hunk of humiliation pie.

				 “You don’t have to ask your parents for money.” Kevin handed her a few paper towels, which she used to hide her face as much as wipe her eyes. “They’re not having a baby. We are, and we’ll be fine.”

				We. Part of her was relieved to have a partner in panic and uncertainty, but we was also a level of togetherness she hadn’t expected to share with anybody for a while, especially with a guy whose Rolodex was filled out in Do-Me Fuchsia lipstick.

				 “Sit here and relax a few minutes,” he told her. “I’ve gotta run down to my office, but I won’t be long.”

				 “I should go.” She was tired, and emotionally, she was as wrung out as a cheap chamois cloth.

				 “Just give me a few minutes. I need to check on something and I’ll be right back.”

				 How could she say no? The poor guy not only had a weeping heap of drama dropped in his lap, but the news he was going to be a father, too. He was doing pretty well, she had to admit. “Okay. I’ll stay.”

				 Halfway to the door, he turned back. “Promise me you won’t leave.”

				 “I promise. I’ll be here when you’re done.”

				 When he closed the door behind him, Beth collapsed onto the couch with her wadded-up paper towels and sighed. She wasn’t going to see Albuquerque anytime soon. She’d be too busy staying here and being part of a we with Kevin Kowalski, whether she wanted to or not.
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