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A note from the author:


Although most of the books in the Sutton Capital Series
can be read as standalones, this novella is very much a “superfan” story. I
wrote it to give fans of the series an update on all of the characters to date.
This means that a slew of people appear in the book very quickly. If you don’t
know the characters, it’s very possible you won’t enjoy that aspect of it. This
book centers on the marriage of Zach Harris and Jesse Bradley, a couple who
first appeared in The Baker’s Bodyguard. If you’d like to read their
wedding story, but haven’t read the rest of the series, you might want to read
this brief guide to the couples and characters of Sutton
Capital here. Thank you and enjoy! 


Lori 


 











Chapter One


Okay, so the heels might have been a foolish choice. 


Jesse Bradley flinched at the sight of her swollen ankle,
propped on a pillow and covered with an icepack. There was no might have
about this. The heels were a mistake. 


It’s not as if she hadn’t worn heels before. It’s just that,
with getting her new bakery off the ground, she’d spent the vast majority of
the last year and a half in rubber-soled safety shoes. Appropriate for racing
around on tile kitchen flooring, but they’re definitely not anything pretty or
delicate. So, for her wedding weekend, she’d gone a tad overboard. 


Four inches of nail-thin spiked heel overboard, to be exact.



“Here you go, gorgeous girl,” Zach said as he broke into her
thoughts and handed her a mug of hot chocolate with marshmallows. Jesse looked
up into the face of the man she would be marrying on Saturday and tried to
blink back the tears of self-pity. She knew she should be relieved. After all,
Zach had caught her mid-fall and stopped her from actually breaking her neck
rather than just spraining her ankle. 


But, how could she not cry? She’d be lucky to be able to limp
down the aisle to marry Zach Harris now, after a year of planning. The clinic
doctor the lodge concierge had directed them to after her fall had said if she
kept off her foot as much as possible in the next few days, iced religiously
for twenty-four hours, and used the air cast he’d put on her ankle, she might
be able to walk without a crutch by Saturday. Although, that would likely only
be for the few minutes it would take to make it down the aisle. The reception
was another issue all together. 


Her nose started to burn and the tears began to flow. Facing
the fact that she wouldn’t be able to walk down the aisle in a few days just
sucked. That’s the only way she could think to describe it. It flat out sucked.



Zach sat on the couch next to her and brushed her cheek with
the back of his hand. “Don’t cry, Jess. If you can’t walk by Saturday, I’ll
just carry you down the aisle.” 


She couldn’t help but laugh at the image that conjured up.
Zach would be practically covered up by the tulle skirt of her dress. No one
would be able to see him behind all of the fluff and puff of the princess cut dress
she’d chosen. But, she wasn’t surprised one bit.


 Zach had been her knight in shining armor from day one of
their relationship when he’d helped her get past the debilitating fear she’d
experienced after her sister, Kelly, had been kidnapped. That fear had kept
Jesse from following her dreams. In fact, it had begun to keep her from leaving
the house at all. At least, not without having someone with her at all times. 


When Kelly’s husband, Jack Sutton, had discovered what Jesse
had been going through, he hired Zach to stay with her in New York City while
she finished her pastry chef training. Somewhere in between the body guarding,
the lessons in self-defense, and helping her cope with panic attacks, Zach had
swept Jesse off her feet. She was hopelessly, head over heels in love with him.
Heels. Ugh. 


But Zach was right. What mattered was that Saturday would be
their wedding day. It didn’t matter if she was carried or wheeled, or if she
limped down that aisle. She’d marry the man she wanted to build a life with.
That was what mattered. 


She smiled at Zach. “How about a lift into the kitchen to
check on the cake? Cassie should be just about finished assembling it.” They’d
given her crutches at the clinic, but Zach had insisted on carrying her for
now. Jesse had to admit, she liked the excuse to curl up in her fiancé’s arms
and snuggle into his chest. She would never get tired of copping a feel of
those muscles when he lifted her as though she weighed nothing more than a
stuffed doll. 


“I should have known you’d want to check on the cake
eventually,” Zach said with an exaggerated sigh. 


As a pastry chef, Jesse hadn’t been about to let anyone else
do her wedding cake. She wanted the sheer pleasure of creating a one-of-a-kind
piece for her big day. To be honest, she’d choked up on more than one occasion while
sketching the cake design. But, she was also a realist. She knew she shouldn’t
be working on her wedding weekend. She’d prepared all of the tiers and the fondant
flowers that would cover the cake ahead of time. Her assistant, Cassie, had
driven everything up to the Stratton Snowcap Resort this morning and was currently
assembling the tiers and putting on all of the final touches in the resort
kitchen. Jesse couldn’t wait to see the end result. Nothing made her happier
than creating a personal piece of art for the brides who came to her, but
making her own had been incredibly special.


Just as Zach was about to lift Jesse from the couch in front
of the lobby fireplace, Jesse heard her sister’s voice. 


“No! Jesse, please tell me you didn’t break your leg. You
weren’t supposed to ski this weekend!” Kelly scolded, as she crossed the lobby
with her two-year-old daughter in tow. At least, Jesse assumed it was Maddie.
The toddler was bundled in more clothes than Jesse would have thought possible.
It was either Maddie or a mini Stay Puft Marshmallow Man in Kelly’s arms. 


Jesse cringed. “Not skiing, and thankfully, not broken. I
twisted my ankle on the staircase and would have most likely broken my neck or
a few limbs if Zach hadn’t caught me before I went toppling down the entire
staircase.” 


Kelly looked toward the wide lobby staircase and sucked in a
deep breath. “You really could have broken your neck. Oh, Jess, I’m so sorry,”
Kelly said, and Jesse knew her sister understood just how she felt. 


Kelly was Jesse’s Matron of Honor and had been by her side
through planning every detail of her winter-wonderland wedding. It was two
weeks before Christmas, the Vermont mountains were covered in snow, the tree
limbs iced over, creating a sparkling backdrop to what should have been a
perfect weekend with family and friends. And, here she was, sitting on the
couch with an icepack on her ankle. 


Jesse pasted a smile on her face. “It’s all right. The
doctor said it’s possible I will be able to walk down the aisle on Saturday.
And, if I can’t,” she said, leaning forward to take a smiling Maddie from
Kelly’s arms and settling the toddler into her lap, “I’m sure Mads here will
loan me her stroller. One of you can wheel me down the aisle.” 


Jesse made a face for her niece and rubbed her nose against
the chilly red one peeking out between the layers of scarf and hat. Maddie
squealed with delight and placed her tiny mitten-covered hands on either side
of Jesse’s face before planting a sloppy wet kiss on her mouth. 


“I’m sure she’d be happy to lend her stroller to the cause. What
I want to know is, what came out of your mouth when you fell?” 


Jesse rolled her eyes at Kelly, but Zach just laughed and
answered the question. “I believe it was something like jaaaaaaaa, which
I assume was intended to be jumping johozafit frog butts, but it never
really made it out of her mouth.”


Kelly and Zach laughed while Jesse tried not to crack a
smile. Her attempts not to swear were of great amusement to her friends and
family. Usually, she was able to substitute creative replacements for the
f-bombs she used to drop. It was only when she became truly livid that she slipped
up. 


Kelly still had a smirk on her face when she spoke. “Gabe
and PJ were out in the parking lot unloading when we came in. They should be
here any minute. I invited them to eat with us tonight, if that’s okay?”


“Yup. The more, the merrier. I haven’t seen them since they came
back from that New Zealand trip. Was it everything PJ had hoped it would be?”


PJ Cantrell—soon-to-be PJ Sawyer once she married Gabe—had
spent her life on the road as a famous country singer turned pop star. She had
traveled all over the world, but she rarely saw anything more of the cities she
toured in than the airports, hotel rooms, and venues she performed in. Since
her retirement earlier in the year, she and Gabe had been on more trips than
anyone could count so she could experience the things she’d previously missed out
on. 


“It was. Wait until she shows you pictures. They did some
backpacking while they were there. The shots she has of the mountains and ocean
are incredible. She said they almost bought a house and settled in there to
stay, it was so gorgeous.”


Jesse grinned. She wouldn’t be surprised in Gabe and PJ
bought a vacation home in at least half of the places they’d been vacationing.
Although they were two of the most down-to-earth people she’d ever met, between
the hotel empire he’d recently sold and her years topping the charts, they had
more than enough money to buy a home in every city in the world if they chose
to. It would almost be disgusting if they weren’t such nice people. 


“Zach was about to carry me to the kitchen to check on the
cake assembly. Want to come?” Jesse asked Kelly as Maddie wriggled down and
began to explore the other couches and the coffee table. Kelly reached a hand
out to steady the rack of magazines the little girl had almost toppled over and
smiled. 


“I think we’d better get Maddie settled into our room.
Jack’s checking us in. Can I meet you back down here for dinner in a few hours?”


“You bet,” Jesse said with one more smile toward Maddie as
she turned her over to her mother. Zach lifted Jesse in his arms and they
headed toward the restaurant. “We’ll meet you guys in the restaurant at six,”
she called over her shoulder with a wave, before lacing her arms around Zach’s
strong shoulders. 


At least Kelly and Jack had arrived safely. Jesse and Zach’s
parents would arrive tomorrow morning, as would her other bridesmaids, Jill Weston
and her husband Andrew, and her high school friends Lea and Kate. Jennie and
Chad had already arrived with their daughter Ella earlier in the day. Other
guests would be trickling in over the course of the next two days. 


After passing through the two-way swinging door that led to
the kitchen at the back of the restaurant, Zach put Jess down next to one of
the clean metal worktops so she could lean on the counter and not have to put
pressure on her foot. 


“It’s beautiful, Cassie,” Jesse said as she watched her
assistant place the last fondant ribbons that encircled the base of each tier
of the peach and ivory cake. Seeing her own cake, she had even more
appreciation for how her brides felt on their wedding days when she created a
cake for them. It was everything she’d dreamed of when she was a little girl
picturing her wedding day. It was elegant, with a classic style that was
understated but managed to speak volumes anyway.


“Thanks, boss,” Cassie said, not looking up from her work.
When she’d finished straightening the elegant bow that closed off the ribbon on
the bottom tier, she stood and wiped her hands as all three of them looked at
the cake. The kitchen was quiet, but it wouldn’t be for long. Any minute, the
room would be filled with activity and noise as the chef and his staff prepped
for the dinner crowd. 


“It’s perfect, Cassie. You did a great job! Zach can help
you wheel it into the cooler. Chef Allard said to put it in the walk-in marked
back-up so it’s out of the way.” 


“You both did a wonderful job on it,” said a voice behind
her, and Jesse turned to see the chef and the resort’s event planner, Amanda,
enter the room. “The cake is beautiful, Ms. Bradley,” said Chef Allard as he crossed
the room to kiss her hand. Jesse blushed at the man’s effusive nature. 


“I really appreciate you letting me do this. I know opening
your kitchen to an outsider can’t be easy.” She had been a bit surprised when
he’d agreed to it so easily. She thought for sure he would fight her on letting
her bake her own cake, much less, having one of her people assemble it in his
space. 


 “Honestly,” he said, with a bit of a grin to Amanda who had
nodded and smiled her greeting silently to Jesse, “it was somewhat of a relief
to have you take it over. I couldn’t imagine how I was going to prepare a
wedding cake following the strictures of a raw diet. It was a challenge in
itself to prepare a sit-down dinner that met your guidelines, but I think
you’ll be very pleased with what we’ve come up with.”


Jesse stared at the man in front of her, wondering if
perhaps she’d just imagined the words coming out of his mouth. 


“Ex-excuse me?” she stammered as she felt Zach and Cassie’s
gazes fall on her. She thought they must be every bit as confused as she was. 


“The raw meal plan you wanted. Nothing cooked above one
hundred and fourteen degrees Fahrenheit.”


Has this man lost his ever-loving mind? 


Jesse shook her head, a tentative smile on her face. Surely,
he and Amanda were playing some kind of joke on her. “I don’t understand.” 


“We’ve got the salad, of course, but that was the easy
course. I’ve found a wonderful recipe for a Portobello mushroom and spinach quiche.”
He said this last word with fake air quotes before continuing despite the
dumbfounded look Jesse was giving him. She was sure her look must match equally
stunned expressions on Zach and Cassie’s faces. “We’ll pair that with shredded Brussels
sprouts and hazelnut pesto stuffed tomatoes and a cold noodle salad.” 


He and Amanda both looked so utterly pleased with
themselves, Jesse almost regretted the anger she felt boiling inside at their
little joke. After her fall earlier and the news about her ankle, she wasn’t in
the mood for any jokes about her wedding preparations. But, Chef Allard
continued right on.


“So, you can imagine my relief when I didn’t have to figure
out how to make a tiered wedding cake out of raw nuts and coconut oils or
something along those lines. I’m looking forward to tasting what you’ve come up
with and dying to see how you managed to create a consistency that wasn’t too
heavy to stack but sturdy enough to hold together without eggs and baking.”


Jesse shot Zach a pleading look over her shoulder before
turning back to the two seemingly insane people in front of her. 


“Please tell me this is your idea of a joke.” Her voice was
a little faint and she knew they understood now that she had no idea what they
were talking about when the smiles dropped from their faces. 


“Uh, your menu requirements,” Chef Allard said. 


Amanda nodded. “Your raw food requirements for the wedding
dinner.”


“Oh, no, no, no, no,” Jesse said, shaking her head perhaps a
little too much, as though she might possibly be able to will this little
conversation away if she only said no enough times. “When Zach and I
came for our food tasting three months ago, we finalized the meal with three
choices for our guests. The filet mignon, chicken roasted under a brick, and
the cedar plank roasted salmon. We faxed over the final head count for the
orders to you two weeks ago.” 


Jesse’s voice was climbing in pitch and volume with each
word. If this was a joke, it was time for them to end it. But, as Jesse watched
Amanda scramble through the folder of paperwork in her hands, she realized they
weren’t joking at all. Somehow, Amanda and Chef Allard truly believed she had
asked for an all-raw menu. Jesse had certainly heard of people who ate an all-raw
diet. She just couldn’t fathom how someone would think that was appropriate for
a wedding menu. Or why on earth these two would be so convinced she had. 


Zach slipped his arms around Jesse’s waist while they
watched Amanda flip through pages as she and the Chef exchanged confused looks.



“Oh, no.”


That was so not what Jesse was hoping to hear from Amanda
when she finally settled in on one page in the folder. 


“I just don’t know how this could have happened.” Amanda turned
to the Chef, a panicked expression on her face. “Their order is in here, but
it’s covered by the order for the wedding next week. Something got misfiled and
no one noticed the names. This is the Bradley/Harris wedding and next weekend
is the Bradford/Horton wedding. It was so similar…” Her voice trailed off as
she looked from Jesse and Zach to Chef Allard before handing him the papers
she’d uncovered. 


“Please tell me it’s not too late to get what you need for
our meal. I can’t have a raw menu served to our guests,” Jesse said,
desperately shoving aside the urge to go utterly bridezilla on them. She’d been
on the receiving end of some bridezillas at her bakery and she wouldn’t go
there if she could help it. But, damn, she was close. Because, really? They
mixed up the orders and no one noticed? No one?


A flurry of activity followed. Chef Allard got on the phone
to his suppliers and Amanda apologized profusely, promising to reduce their
bill in exchange for the trouble. All of this took place as the sous chefs and
assistants swarmed the kitchen to prep for the evening’s dinner. Jesse was huddled
up with Cassie and Zach as they waited, trying to see what the Chef could come
up with as an alternative to a meal made of uncooked food. 


“Really, what’s the worst that happens? We serve quiches
that need air quotes because they don’t really contain any eggs—the primary ingredient
in quiche, by the way—to our guests? At least, I assume raw quiches don’t
actually contain any egg, because if they do, yuck. Am I right? Yuck.”
Jesse glanced back and forth from Cassie, who stood biting her bottom lip and looking
a bit uncertain, to Zach. He calmly rubbed Jesse’s arms and steadied her. 


“They’ll come up with something, Jesse. It might not be our
first choice of everything, but I’m sure they can come up with a beef, chicken,
and fish selection that our guests will love. No one ever remembers what they
put on the RSVP card for these things anyway. It’s not like your mom’s going to
remember that the fish selection should have been salmon and not something else
if we have to make a last minute change.” 


Jesse nodded and let out a breath. “You’re right.
Absolutely. If we need to change the menu, we change the menu. Not the end of
the world.” She looked to Cassie who simply nodded, but the expression on her
face seemed more hopeful desperation than confident support. Jesse looked back
to Zach. She’d do better to focus on him for reassurance right now. 


“Jesse,” Amanda said, approaching with more than a bit of
wariness. This was not what Jesse needed at the moment. She wanted confident troubleshooting,
not nervous, apologetic looks. “We were able to get everything we need. Almost.
Sort of.”


Chef Allard stepped forward and Jesse was happy to see him
looking more assured than Amanda had. “They were not able to do enough filets
to fill your order and unfortunately, they can’t substitute with a strip or a
rib-eye either. But I can do sirloin instead and we have what we need to do the
chicken and salmon. I know it’s not exactly what you wanted,” he said, sparing
a glare at Amanda who had the decency to look guilty, because, after all, there
was a long line of difference on the scale between sirloin and filet mignon,
“but I think you’ll be pleased with the meal.” 


Jesse nodded. So, it wouldn’t be what they wanted—not even
remotely given the vast difference between a filet and sirloin—but the truth
was her friends and family weren’t likely to care. And, she’d tasted Chef
Allard’s food several times. She was confident he could work wonders with any
cut of meat.  


“Good. Sounds good. Let’s do the sirloin.” She let her eyes
meet Zach’s and found him smiling at her. She wouldn’t let a crazy high-heel
accident and a mix up in the kitchen ruin their wedding. She’d just stay calm
through Saturday when she could finally marry the man she loved. 


 







Chapter Two


Zach grinned as he watched his bride-to-be after dinner that
night. She could have easily flipped out and pitched the royal fit of all fits
after spraining her ankle and then discovering that the resort had messed up
their wedding dinner plans, but she hadn’t. She’d taken it in stride, and he
loved her for that. Now, after dinner with their family and friends, he got her
settled in once again by the lobby fire, her sore ankle resting in his lap, as a
few of their friends took seats around them. 


“Are Kelly and Jack coming down?” Jill asked as PJ and Gabe
walked up beside the couches.


“No. Kelly wasn’t feeling well so they went up to their room
early,” Jesse answered, drawing a concerned frown from Jill. 


PJ took that moment to chime in. “And, I’m afraid we’re
going to do the same thing, guys. We just don’t seem to have caught up on our
sleep from the long flight back from New Zealand, and we want to be fresh
tomorrow so we can spend more time with everyone.”


Jesse smiled at her friends. “No worries, guys. We
understand. Get some rest and we’ll see you guys tomorrow.”


When the couple walked off toward the elevators after a
quick round of goodbyes, Jesse snuggled against Zach on the couch. He really
wouldn’t mind heading up to her room soon either. It had been a long day. There
was definitely something to be said for getting some rest before the wedding
festivities really kicked in with the arrival of the rest of their family and friends
and the rehearsal dinner the following day. 


“I can’t believe it’s finally here. It seems like you’ve
been planning this weekend forever, Jesse,” said Jill as she sat in one of the
overstuffed armchairs by the giant stone fireplace. Her husband, Andrew Weston,
situated the stroller holding their sleeping twins near them before sitting on
the arm of the chair. Andrew and Jill were really closer to Kelly and Jack,
since Jack and Andrew were best friends. However, during the course of opening
and running her bakery in the lobby of the Sutton Capital building, Jesse and
Zach had gotten close to not only Jill and Andrew, but also Chad and Jennie and
PJ and Gabe. Chad and Gabe both worked in the building and Jennie and PJ came
by for lunch at the bakery quite often. 


Zach grinned at Andrew and Jill. “Trust me, it feels like
forever on our end, too. But, Jesse’s been busy getting the bakery up and
running.”


Jesse chimed in. “We figured out pretty quickly after I
finished school, we could rush it and go with something really simple down at
the courthouse, or we could put things off and have the wedding we wanted.”


Andrew shook his head, but his smile was teasing. “You mean
the wedding you wanted. Let’s face it, it’s always the woman with the
big dreams and childhood fantasies of a princess wedding that have to be
fulfilled. Zach would have been just as happy with a courthouse ceremony.”


Zach laughed as Jill elbowed Andrew in the gut. “I want
whatever the love of my life wants.” 


“Hey!” cut in Jesse with a mock scowl on her face. “You were
just as excited about finding the perfect orchids for the table settings as I
was.” 


Zach watched Jesse try to keep a straight face, but she lost
it and those dimples he loved came out in full force. “Okay, in fairness, I am
happy we’re doing this up here in Stratton with everyone. We have so many good
memories up here already.” 


“Aw, you big sap,” said Jesse as she smiled at him. It
was about as sentimental as he was likely to get over the proceedings, at least
publicly. Men.


They had both been excited when they came up with the idea
for holding the wedding up on Stratton Mountain. Jack and Kelly, Chad and
Jenny, and Andrew and Jill were co-owners of some property up on the mountain
with several of their other friends. They all spent a lot of time up here and
had already built a lot of fabulous memories up here together. Holding their
wedding in the center of it all seemed natural. 


“I heard we narrowly escaped Brussels sprouts and mushrooms
for your wedding dinner,” Andrew said with a laugh. He had warned Jesse and
Zach to expect at least one thing to go wrong for the wedding and Zach hoped
they’d already gotten their bad luck out of the way. 


“They were able to salvage things, so you’ll all be getting
cooked food for your meals. It might not be the exact thing you ordered on your
RSVP card, but you’ll get something that met a flame or heat at some point
before crossing your plate,” Zach said. 


Andrew shrugged. “We’re good with anything. Trust me. When
you look back on this weekend, what you served or didn’t serve will be a tiny
blip on your radar.”


“What was your one thing?” Jesse asked Andrew.


Jill smiled. “Oh, for us, the D.J. didn’t play our first
dance music at the right time. Just as our wedding planner was ushering us to
the plates of food she’d had made for us to try to ensure that we got a chance
to eat, we heard our song start to play. We were so caught off guard that we
missed half the song before we got out there. Looking back, we should have just
ignored it and told her to play it later or had her stop and start it again,
but Jack’s right. In the grand scheme of things, it wasn’t a big deal.”


Zach laughed. “I don’t remember anything happening at Jack
and Kelly’s reception when they renewed their vows.” 


“That’s because only a few of us knew about it. The morning
of their wedding, the florist called. Their refrigerators had malfunctioned
overnight and all of the flowers were frozen. The table settings, the bouquets,
boutonnieres, all of it. Completely ruined. Jack and Kelly had to run over and
pick out all new stock from what the florist had in the refrigerators that
hadn’t gone haywire.”


“See. You guys didn’t even know it had happened, and even
though it definitely added stress to their day, looking back, it’s just a
little blip. Not a major deal. I bet when they celebrate their twentieth
anniversary, they’ll be wracking their brains to try to remember what went
wrong that day.”


Jack walked up to the group as Andrew was telling the story
and claimed a spot on the couch before picking up the conversation without
missing a beat. “That’s because, honestly, nothing went wrong. I married the
woman of my dreams and began building a life and a family with her. What could
be wrong about that?”


“Speaking of your wife, is she feeling better?” Jill asked. 


“Yes,” Jack nodded and crossed his legs. “She’s lying down.
I think she’s just worn out from packing everything up for the trip and then
chasing after Maddie. Maddie can be kind of a whirlwind after a long car ride.”


Before anyone could comment, one of the men sitting on the
couch behind Jack’s couch turned and addressed the group as if he’d known them
all for years. “My wife’s wedding dress was ruined three hours before the
ceremony,” he said, a heavy New Jersey accent letting them know he wasn’t from
the immediate area. 


Jesse gasped. “How did that happen?” Not only was her group
of friends focused on the man now, his group was watching him, waiting for the
story. A few of them laughed and Jesse guessed they either must have been there
for the wedding disaster or had heard the story in the past. 


The man was clearly a storyteller at heart, turning to look
at his group then back to them with a grin. “We didn’t have a lot back then, so
we was getting married up at her aunt’s house on the lake. My wife gets up
there with her dress and her bridesmaids and they’re all getting their bags and
stuff in the house to get ready. I’m over at the hotel getting dressed when I
get this frantic call. My wife put her dress down on the top of the Jacuzzi tub
on the back deck while she’s trying to get the door unlocked. She didn’t know
the top of the tub wasn’t all that strong. She hears her maid of honor
screaming and turns to see her dress soaked in water and sinking into the tub.
Whole thing’s ruined.”


“I can’t even imagine that,” Jill said as similar sentiments
came from everyone else’s mouths at almost the same time. 


“What happened?” Jesse asked, suddenly feeling better about
her circumstances. Honestly, it wasn’t the end of the world if Zach had to walk
her down the aisle in his arms and the chef was serving sirloin instead of
filet. 


Their new friend laughed and shrugged a shoulder. “Her aunt
took her over to a bridal shop and she picked a dress off the rack, they did
some emergency sewing or fitting or whatever you call it. She was disappointed
she didn’t get to wear the dress she’d picked out and dreamed about for a year,
but,” he shook his head and whistled, “I gotta tell you, she looked beautiful
to me. Looked like a princess coming down that aisle. My very own princess.”


Jesse smiled. She knew Zach wouldn’t care what she wore on
their wedding day and it warmed her heart to hear this man talk about his wife
with such clear love. “Is your wife with you on this trip?”


He laughed and nodded. “We make this trip every year. The
wives go antiquing, finish their Christmas shopping, and spend a little time in
the spa, while the guys and I hold a few business meetings.”


“What kind of business are you in?” Jack asked. 


“We own a few things here and there,” their new friend said
with a collective look at the rest of the men around him. “Mostly shoe stores
nowadays. Some kiosks with those, you know, those accessories and stuff. Mall
kiosks with sunglasses, cell phone covers. A few other things here and there,
but mostly shoes nowadays.”


Jesse glanced around wondering if she was the only one
having a Jimmy Gandolfini moment. She had never heard a more mob-like “little
of this and a little of that” answer in her life. Well, not one that hadn’t come
from a movie or a television. 


Their new friend, who she’d now named Jimmy in her head,
nodded to Jesse. “You’re the bride-to-be?”


Jesse smiled and nodded as Zach took her hand. 


“When is the big day?” one of the other shoe guys asked. 


“Saturday,” Zach answered, kissing the back of Jesse’s hand.
She still got goose bumps at the gesture. She knew it would always be that way.
Zach had affected her in a way no other man had from the very first day. She
remembered how nervous she’d get before they were actually together, when she’d
babble endlessly in his presence and hope he didn’t notice the fact that her
brains had flown out of her head. 


The Gandolfini clone spoke up again. “That’s a shame. Twisted
ankle right before your wedding.” He shook his head. “Hey, Tommy, run up to my
room and grab this beautiful bride a pair of the slippers in ivory. Medium.” He
handed one of the younger men in his group a keycard but he was still speaking
to Jesse. “You’ll love these. Our best sellers this year, by far. We’re going
to make a killing on them this holiday season. A full inch of memory foam in
the sole and the ivory satin will be perfect for under your wedding gown. Much
better than sneakers.” He nodded and smiled at the sneaker Jesse wore on her
left foot. 


“That’s so sweet of you, but you don’t have to…” Jesse began,
but he waved her off. And, apparently, Tommy had taken him seriously. He came
running back a little breathless, carrying the briefcase he’d left with in one
hand and a box in the other. He pulled a pair of what looked like the most
comfortable slippers ever made out of the box. Zach helped Jesse slip her foot
out of her sneaker and put the slipper onto her left foot. The other wouldn’t
fit around the air cast she wore on her right foot, but maybe for the wedding
she’d be able to take the cast off for the walk down the aisle and wear the
slippers. 


“They’re perfect,” Jesse said, smiling. “Thank you so much!”
She looked at the shoe guy/mob man. She felt awkward accepting a gift from
someone she didn’t know, but the man had that air about him that said he
wouldn’t take no for an answer. “I’m sorry. I don’t even know your name.”


“Anthony. Tony to my friends. And, you’re welcome. It’s my
pleasure.” He stood and his entourage followed. “Enjoy your special day. No
matter what happens, the day will always be yours.”


Jesse smiled warmly and looked around at her friends as the
shoe salesmen walked away. Anthony was right. Nothing could ruin this weekend
for her. Nothing could ruin her wedding day as long as she and Zach made it
down the aisle together. The food, her walk down the aisle, the dress—nothing was
important. She and Zach and her family and friends were all that mattered. 


 











Chapter Three


Jill smiled down at her sons, sleeping in the pack and play
that they’d brought up to the hotel for them. As twins, they often slept
together in the same crib for their naps at home, and Jill never tired of
watching them. She and Andrew had been blessed beyond measure to adopt Mark and
Nicholas six months ago. Jill knew having a baby would change her life. Having
two had changed it immeasurably. 


Yes, she was tired beyond belief. But, she’d also been
filled with a joy she knew she could never match. Each smile, every milestone,
every moment with her boys filled her with happiness. 


“Hey, gorgeous.” Jill felt Andrew’s arms wrap around her
waist as his mouth skimmed her neck and her body came alive. No matter how
tired she was; it seemed her body didn’t know the difference when Andrew was
involved. 


He’d just come from the shower, so she knew she’d likely
turn to find him in nothing but a towel. Andrew groaned as Jill closed her
hands around his hardened length and her thighs clenched in response. They
might not have been making love quite as often since the boys had come into
their lives, but it never ceased to be amazing when they did come together. 


Andrew tugged Jill toward the bed, but she shook her head
and pulled him out the door of the bedroom to the sitting room. She was
thankful they’d gotten a suite rather than one room. 


“Not with the boys in the room,” she whispered as she shut
the door behind them. Andrew’s laugh was deep, sending tingles down her spine
as he shook his head at her. 


“Yes, ma’am,” he said as he lifted her, wrapping her legs
around his waist and pulling her tightly against his body. 


It was Jill’s turn to groan as she felt the hard length of
Andrew’s erection pressed against her. She would never tire of that.


Andrew sat on the couch and pulled Jill down with him so
that she straddled his lap. She smiled and lifted herself enough to tug the
towel open, leaving him naked on the couch underneath her. A thrill ran through
her body as she gazed at him, nothing covering him beneath her while she
remained fully clothed. 


Jill ran her hands down her husband’s chest and felt the
familiar electricity in her fingers as they met the cut muscles of his chest
and abdomen. She could remember the days when he would sit at her kitchen
island as her sexy next-door neighbor. The days when she couldn’t just reach
over and touch him or press her mouth to his neck as she bent to do now. Even
though there was something tantalizing back then about the forbidden aspect of
him, it was more fun to be able to have her way with him. 


She heard Andrew’s growl seconds before her mouth touched
his collarbone and his arms came around her, lifting her so his mouth could
capture her breast through the thin camisole she was wearing. The warm heat
shot through her and she huffed out a breathless laugh. She knew her playtime
was over. Andrew would be taking over now and bringing her body to incredible
heights of pleasure. He’d melt her from the inside out, then set her on fire
with orgasm after orgasm. She loved every orgasm he gave her, but the ones
where he finally let himself loose, letting himself join her in falling over
the edge, those were her favorites. When she could feel him pulsing with
release inside of her. 


Andrew flipped their positions and sank to his knees between
her legs. Yup. Jill smiled to herself. Being in charge of the play or
letting him take over made no difference. Jill laid her head back and moaned as
his hands and mouth began their course over her aching and needy body. 


 











Chapter Four


After the mix up with the menu for the wedding, Jesse was
relieved that the rehearsal dinner was being held at a restaurant off the
resort. They’d decided to do a very casual buffet style meal at an Italian
restaurant they’d all spent a great deal of time at down in town. As she tried
to zip her dress, she glanced over at the clock. They’d actually done the
rehearsal itself earlier in the day, running through where everything would be
and who would stand where in the large banquet room where the ceremony would
take place. 


When they’d been selecting venues, the large bank of windows
that faced the mountains in this particular resort’s banquet hall had been the
selling point. That, and the proximity to Jack and Kelly’s cabin since Zach and
his best man, Logan, would be spending the night there. Jesse and Zach might
have been living together for the last year and a half, but Jesse was
superstitious. She didn’t believe the groom should spend the night before the
wedding under the same roof as the bride. He’d be coming back to the resort
tomorrow before the late afternoon ceremony. 


“Zach,” she called out to her soon-to-be-husband, “can you
zip me up?”


Zach came out of the bathroom with a devilish grin and that
look in his eye that told her he was up to something. It was the same look that
set her on fire many times before, and it had the same effect now.  


“Absolutely, baby,” he said, advancing on her. Jesse had the
fleeting thought that she should run with the way he was eyeing her like prey.
Except for the fact that she had no desire to avoid being caught. 


Zach’s hands went around her back and she felt her zipper
going the wrong way. She was breathless when she tried to object with a very
weak, “Up not down, Zach.”


He smiled that slow smile that had melted her heart and her
panties more than once and nodded. “Yes, baby,” but the zipper continued to
travel down her back. His mouth grazed her neck before traveling down her
shoulders as the fabric of her dress pooled around her feet.


Before she could object any further—not that she had planned
to object very strongly or anything—Zach scooped her up in his arms and carried
her to the bed. He laid her on her back and trailed his mouth down her body,
stopping to cover the flesh of her breasts that rose above the lace cups with
nibbles and licks. 


“We can’t be too long,” Jesse forced out, but the words were
breathless, the objection weak at best. 


“Only long enough, Jesse,” Zach promised. Well, she knew
from experience, that wouldn’t be long at all. Although the man had the control
and the power to draw out their lovemaking as long as he wanted, he also had
the ability to bring her to heights of arousal no one ever had before. And, he
could do it in no time flat. She never would have thought a quickie could be
satisfying before Zach Harris showed her what he could do with his mouth and
his hands. Never mind his—


Oh Lordy, there went his hands and his mouth right now.
Zach teased the skin of her inner thighs with his tongue as he pushed her legs
further apart, settling himself between her knees. His fingers teased her
entrance, skating over the already slick flesh with the barest of touches as
his tongue danced a circle around her clitoris. Jesse writhed up, pressing her
hips toward him. 


“Please,” she gasped, needing him to kiss her there.
Right there, where it would count, but the man seemed intent on drawing out her
madness as long as their stolen few minutes would allow. 


His tongue continued the teasing swirls as his finger
entered her, drawing her muscles around him in clenching desperation. It was
always this way with him. Zero to holy-hotness-wet-and-ready in a matter of
seconds. 


When she thought she would have to haul off and hit him if
he didn’t give in soon, he opened his mouth and sucked her clitoris inside in a
deep pull that sent her reeling just as he pushed a second finger into her. An
orgasm ripped through her as he continued to feast on her as his fingers
mimicked what she wished he was doing with his cock. Before she could fully
recover, he was there, over her, pressing his hard, full length into her. Her
legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him tightly to her. 


“Slow and easy, baby?” he asked with a roguish grin as he
pulled out slowly, leaving only an inch of his taunting erection inside of her.



“God, no.” Jesse let her nails rake the taut muscles of his
backside, knowing that would drive him to do what she wanted. As always, it
sent him lashing into her again and again with hard, powerful strokes.
Sensation cascaded through Jesse, beginning in the muscles that clamped around
Zach’s erection, but spilling over into every nerve ending of her body. The
tingling sweetness washed over her and she bit down on the lobe of Zach’s ear
knowing full well, if he wasn’t fighting it, that move would draw him to orgasm
almost instantly. 


And, apparently, he wasn’t fighting it tonight. As his
release took over and he groaned with the strength of it, Jesse felt a second
orgasm tear through her. Every bit as powerful as the first, it left her
feeling as though the man whose weight now lay comfortingly over her had melted
every bone in her body. She wrapped her arms around his powerful shoulders,
letting him catch his breath as she ran her hands over the muscles in his upper
back. Tomorrow, she would marry this man. Tomorrow, she’d be the happiest woman
on the planet. 


***


Kelly knew she was close to tears as she stood and began her
toast to her sister at the rehearsal dinner. She’d had a hard time putting into
words all she felt for Jesse. She blinked a few times and looked down at Jack
with a laugh as he handed her a tissue. She’d need a big box of these this
weekend. 


Kelly picked up her glass and met her sister’s gaze, a tight
knot forming in her chest. 


“I’m going to have a hard time making it through this
weekend,” she began, “and, it’s not because I’m not happy for you. I’m so
incredibly happy to see my sister so happy; to see her with a man who I know
truly loves her with all that he is. To have that kind of love is a blessing
and to have her find it with someone I care about and respect as much as I do
Zach is truly incredible. But, you’re still my sister, and I just get choked up
looking at you on your wedding weekend.”


Kelly smiled as she continued. “I can remember when we used
to pour through magazines as kids and cut out pictures of brides and bouquets
and every detail of our future weddings, down to the cummerbunds the groom and
groomsmen would wear. Your vision was always a winter wonderland. You chose the
dresses that looked like draping snow banks and the accents for the groomsmen
made of deep red velvet.


“Jesse,” Kelly said, raising her glass as the room joined
her. “To see you find not only the man you were made to be with, the man who is
your true match and love in every way, but to also see you have your dream
wedding, the wedding you chose as a little girl, means the world to me. I love
you, sis.” 


Their friends and family joined Kelly in a toast before
turning their attention to Logan, Zach’s best man, as Kelly reclaimed her seat.
Logan and Zach had been childhood friends and had stayed close throughout Logan’s
time in the military. Up until a couple of months ago, Logan had been a member
of the elite Navy SEALs, which meant he was out of the country most of the
time. He’d been forced to retire after being shot and was now consulting for
Zach’s security business. 


Logan stood and surveyed the room with a grin. “Believe me,
I’d love nothing more than to tell you about Zach’s childhood filled with
magazine clippings of tuxedos and boutonnieres, but he paid me to leave a few
things out of this toast.”


Kelly wasn’t surprised to hear laughter take over the room
before Logan continued. “And, I wasn’t here when Jesse and Zach finally got
together, but I’ve heard all about it. I’ve heard all about the way Zach
panicked and ran. About how he almost lost the woman he loved because of his
own stupidity and pride and some misguided notion that they couldn’t be
together. I know Jack and Andrew had to come to the rescue and help him get her
back.”


Since most of the people in the room had also heard the
story, they again joined Logan as he laughed and Zach shook his head with a
wide grin on his face. Kelly looked at Jesse and saw her sister trying
desperately not to laugh at her future husband, but it was a battle she was
losing. 


“Hey, I got her back on my own, thank you very much. Those
two had nothing to do with it.”


Logan shook his head at Zach’s attempt to defend himself
before continuing, undeterred. “But what I was here for, was the time
long before Jesse and Zach took off to New York together and fell in love. I
was here to witness Zach’s utter stupidity as he tried to figure out if Jesse
even knew he was alive.”


Now, Jesse buried her head in Zach’s shoulder as she began
to blush. 


“I can remember when he first started working for Jack and
Kelly on Kelly’s protection detail. Until that day, I’d never heard Zach lose
focus on a job. He was like a machine. But, there I was, listening to him talk
about how gorgeous Kelly’s sister was. How funny and sweet she was. How she’d
bring him cookies, and pies and cakes almost every day. And then, he goes on to
tell me he’s crushed that she isn’t interested in him. That she doesn’t talk to
him or even stick around. That she just drops off the sweets and then heads on
her way.”


At this point, everyone in the room was grinning at Jesse as
she continued to hide in the crook of Zach’s neck and a small squeak of
embarrassment was all the sound she made. Zach put his arms around her and
pulled her tight. 


“It was cute,” Zach said in defense of Jesse. “And also
really bad for my waistline.”


Logan laughed and then kept going. “So, there’s Zach
practically blubbering over the fact that Jesse doesn’t know he’s alive, when
it’s written all over her that she’s half in love with the man. She clammed up
every time she saw him. She baked for the man almost every day. And he’s all ‘I
don’t think she even knows I’m alive.’”


Logan paused and waited for the laughter to die down before
raising his glass. “I’m sure I’m not alone when I say I’m glad the two of you
finally got it together and, well… got together. To Jesse and Zach.”


Kelly felt Jack’s breath against her cheek as he leaned in
and whispered to her, “Keep crying and everyone’s going to know our secret,
Kelly. Your mom and your sister, at the very least. They know you can’t stop
crying at the drop of a hat when you’re pregnant.” 


Kelly elbowed him. “Shush. It’s a wedding. I’m allowed to
cry, pregnant or not.” She tried to sound harsh, but that wasn’t possible. In
all honesty, she couldn’t wait to tell everyone about the baby. She just hadn’t
wanted to take any of the excitement and attention away from Jesse this
weekend. There would be plenty of time for their announcement later. In fact,
it might be fun to tell everyone on Christmas Eve when they’d all get together
for a holiday meal. 


She felt her husband lean in and nuzzle against her neck.
“Yes, ma’am,” he said and a shudder she always felt at his touch raced through
her. Checking her watch casually, she leaned back into his arms. Only about
thirty more minutes and they could escape to the hotel, she thought with a
smile. 


***


Logan watched the woman in the green dress slip the cocktail
straw past those red lips again and wondered if she knew how sexy it was. With
most women, he would guess they not only knew it was sexy, but were also doing
it for that very effect. She wasn’t. He could tell that much, at least. She
seemed oblivious to the way the straw disappearing between her lush lips as she
twirled it around between her fingers, playing with the end of it, would come
off to those around her. 


Logan felt someone’s presence at his elbow before he heard
or saw Jack Sutton and turned his head slightly to acknowledge the other man’s
presence. 


“She’s single and from what I’ve heard, you’re almost as
good with computers as she is,” Jack said, by way of opening. 


Logan cut him a look but didn’t say anything. He liked Jack
but didn’t know him all that well and had no intention of discussing the woman
across the room with him. Although, he had to admit, he was intrigued that she
was into computers. And, if Jack was telling the truth, she had to be damned
good to be considered better than him. As much as he wanted to know more about
her, including her name, he wasn’t in high school. If he wanted information,
he’d go ask her. 


But, he wasn’t quite in his right mind yet. He’d only been
back from his last overseas mission a month and that month had been filled with
a lot of time in physical therapy rehabbing what was left of his shoulder. His
head was nowhere near on straight after the clusterfuck that was his last
mission, and he had no idea what he’d be doing in the future. The only future
he was sure about was this weekend. After that, everything was all up in the
air and sideways. 


“That’s actually what I wanted to talk to you about,” Jack
said. Well, hell. Logan could hold his own and keep a straight face in any
conversation, but when Jack appeared to have flat out read his mind, he had to
admit, it threw him a bit. 


“About your background in computers and technology,” Jack
said when Logan did nothing more than stare at him. “Zach told me about some of
the work you did in technology before entering the Navy and I’d be willing to
bet you used a lot of that background in your work as a SEAL.”


Logan still didn’t answer. He wasn’t trying to be rude. He
just didn’t see where this was going, and he wasn’t really able to talk about
his work on the SEALs’ teams. 


“I’m bringing in a new team at Sutton to focus more on
sciences and technology. We’re looking specifically at financing several
companies hoping to develop products for DOD. I could use someone who not only
understands the tech side of things but also gets the way the military works,
what you can sell and what you can’t to the politicians, and more importantly,
what the guys really need on the ground. Zach said you could be that guy.”


Logan nodded, but his eyes shot back to the woman across the
room, who laughed and nodded to something Chad’s wife, Jennie, had said. 


“She works for Sutton.”


Logan laughed now and took a drink of the soda he’d been
nursing for the last hour. “Are you seriously plying me with a woman, Jack?” 


Jack’s wince was actually visible. “Wow, now I sound like a
jackass. I didn’t mean it that way.”


Logan turned his full attention to the man next to him. “I’m
not sure what my plans are for the near future. I’m kind of…”


“In transition?” Jack asked and Logan had a feeling the man
really did get it. 


“Yeah. I guess you could say that.”


“So, come talk to me next week. See if it seems like the
projects we’re looking at would interest you. If they do, come on board
temporarily to see if it’s a good fit. I don’t need to lock you down forever. I
only need your loyalty while you’re with us, and your confidentiality during
and after you leave. If you’re not happy, you tie up what you’re working on and
head out. But, at least come by and we’ll talk and see if it seems like it
could be a good fit.”


Before Logan could answer, Jack grinned and continued. “And,
you can swing by and say hi to Samantha while you’re there. Maybe take her to
lunch,” he said with a nod to the woman who’d once again dragged Logan’s
attention to her like a magnet across the room. 


Samantha.


Before Logan could respond, Jack was gone. 


 


 











Chapter Five


Jesse awoke slowly, reaching over to the left side of the
bed, and finding it empty. It took a moment to dawn on her that it was empty
because it was her wedding day. Zach and Logan had gone up to Jack and Kelly’s
cabin on another mountain for the night. She’d be spending the morning in the
hotel’s spa with her bridesmaids and mom getting manis and pedis. He and Logan
would come down to the hotel just before the ceremony this afternoon. 


She stretched and yawned, glancing at the clock. Yikes! Only
an hour until she needed to be at the spa. Her eyes fell to the drawn curtains
and she wondered if they had gotten the predicted two inches of snow the night
before. She hoped so. It would be the perfect backdrop for her winter
wonderland wedding. The hotel’s banquet hall had large French doors that opened
onto balconies. No matter how cold it was, Jesse planned to go out on the
balconies at least long enough to have the photographer take advantage of the
fresh snow for a few shots of her and Zach. 


Jesse slid from the still-warm sheets and limped to the
window to draw back the curtains. And froze.


Drawing back the curtains hadn’t done a bit of good. The
windows were still blocked. 


“Noooo, no, no, no, no,” she said, doing everything in her
power to will away the sight before her eyes. Complete white out. The swirling
snow made visibility impossible and Jesse knew in that instant that, even if
this let up soon, the roads would still have to be cleared. Vermonters
certainly knew how to deal with snow, but she doubted the snowplows would be
out trying to get a jump on this with what looked like zero visibility. It
wouldn’t be safe for them to start clearing roads until the snow stopped, or at
least slowed dramatically. 


Tears beat at the back of her eyes as her cell phone rang.
Jesse hobbled to the bed and picked her phone up from its spot on the bedside
table, pulling the plug from its socket as she did. 


“Hello?” Oh, she might not be crying yet, but she sure
didn’t sound good. She sounded like what she’d imagine she would sound like if
someone were cutting off her air, which wasn’t surprising; she felt like there
was a vice around her neck, and she couldn’t take a deep breath to save her
life. This could not be happening. 


“Stay calm, Jess.” Zach’s voice was instantly soothing, as
it had always been to her. Zach had a way of taking care of things. But,
honestly, she’d never seen him manipulate the weather. She hated to doubt him,
but how could he possibly have a plan for this?


“I was so stupid to make you leave the hotel last night.
What was I thinking?”


“Nah. This is no big deal, Jesse. We have the snowmobiles
gassed up and ready to go. So, even if they can’t clear the roads right away, Logan
and I will get there. All we have to do is wait for the snow to slow down
enough to see where we’re going.”


“What if it doesn’t stop in time?” Jesse asked, closing her
eyes. It had to be a curse. There was some kind of wedding curse on her. She
mentally reviewed her karma. She and Zach were good people. They tried to be
good to those around them. What on earth could they have done to have brought
this all down on their wedding weekend?


She heard a muffled voice in the background and then some
shuffling before Logan came on the line. He was already like a brother to her.
She knew he loved Zach and that love seemed to have extended to her with no
questions asked when he’d come home. 


“Hey, Jesse. Go get dolled up. I got this. Navy SEAL,
remember? I’ll get him there whether the snow stops or not. We’ll see you in a
few hours.”


Zach’s voice came back on the line but not before she heard
him quip “arrogant much?” to his best friend. 


“Logan’s right, Jesse. Relax and enjoy your spa day. I’ll
see you in a bit. I’ll be wearing a penguin suit and most likely a little
snow.”


“I love you, Zach,” Jesse said and smiled. She knew if
anyone could get here, it would be Zach and Logan. And, she’d try to keep
thinking that until she saw them walk through the door. Until then, she had a
pedicure chair waiting with her name on it. 


“Love you, too, angel. See you soon.”











Chapter Six


Kelly’s eyebrows were raised and Jesse knew what her sister
was thinking. 


“I know. I’m awfully calm for someone whose fiancé is
trapped and might not get here in time for the wedding.”


“Yup,” Kelly said, rather succinctly. “Want to tell me what
you did to achieve this calm? Cause, I gotta tell you, the muscle relaxers
weren’t a good idea for the bride in Sixteen Candles and they’re not a
good idea for you now.”


Jesse laughed. “I haven’t taken anything. Zach called and
told me to stay calm and that’s what I’m doing. It’s too early to panic yet.
There’s plenty of time for them to get here, plenty of time for the snow to
stop, or at least slow down enough for them to use the snowmobiles to make it
here. It’s all good.” She nodded her head like that settled everything and
turned to enter the spa with the aid of her crutches. 


Looking down at her foot and then back at Kelly, she added,
“I wonder if they can do a pedicure on a swollen, injured foot.”


Kelly shook her head and held the door open for Jesse. Jill,
Jennie, and Kelly and Jesse’s mom all sat in puffy chairs in the lobby of the
spa waiting for them and Jesse smiled. There was another reason she was staying
so calm right now. She knew she had a lot of reasons to be grateful. She had
her health—mostly, provided you didn’t count her ankle, and that would heal—she
had her family and her friends, and she had Zach.


When Logan had come on the phone to assure her he’d get Zach
back to the hotel before the wedding, he’d actually done something else. He had
reminded her of the sacrifices he and other men in uniform had made for her and
the people she loved. Logan had been shot on a recent mission, and from what
Zach had told her, he was lucky to have made it back to the states alive. She
knew that Chad, Jennie’s husband, had served as an Army Ranger and most of his
team had not made it home with him on his final mission. Who was she to bitch
about screwed up wedding plans or whine like an infant because things might not
go exactly as planned? 


She and her loved ones were here, safe and sound. Anything
else was a bonus. 


Kelly and Jennie not only kept Jesse distracted during their
spa day, they kept her bent over nearly doubled with laughter. 


“No, I’m serious,” Kelly said, looking at Jill and Jesse.
“When you say you’re not in the mood, that you feel so unattractive when you’re
pregnant, the guys just assume you mean you feel fat.”


Jennie chimed in. “Ugh, I wish that was all it is.”


“It’s not? I always assumed women said that because they
were as big as a house and felt like it,” Jesse said. 


“That’s not the half of it. You either haven’t pooped in
three days or—” Kelly said before Jennie jumped in. 


“Or, you can’t stop pooping!” Jennie finished her sentence
before going on. “Or you’re gassy or so nauseous all you want to do is lie
still.”


“Without anyone touching you,” Kelly added and Jennie nodded
enthusiastically. 


Jesse turned to her mother, sitting in the pedicure chair
across from her. “Was it the same for you, Mom?”


Mrs. Bradley shook her head with an indulgent smile on her
face. “Girls, I’ve raised two boys and two girls. The teenage years of four
children completely overwrote any memories I have of the details of pregnancy.
As far as my mind is concerned, it was all rainbows and balloons and sweet baby
clothes.”


“Hey! We were good teenagers. We hardly gave you any trouble
at all,” Jesse said with similar sentiments coming from Kelly at the same time.



Their mother rolled her eyes at them. “Please. Two girls in
the house hitting their teens only two years apart? Between the two of you
routinely having PMS at the same time and your brothers trying to sneak out the
windows at night to visit girls, you all kept your father and I plenty busy.”


“Ugh,“ Jesse said with her own eye roll toward Kelly. “I
almost forgot how much Dad used to grill any boy who came to pick us up. It was
humiliating.”


Jill was laughing as Kelly nodded. “And, then Liam and David
thought they were old enough to get in on it, too. Ridiculous.”


“Your brothers used to harass your dates, too?” Jill asked
as Lea and Kate laughed. They had been friends with Jesse all through high
school and knew all about the harassment she and Kelly had been subject to at
the hands of her brothers. 


“Yup,” Jesse said. “The poor guys had to answer to Dad
inside and then our brothers would be waiting outside to ambush them on the way
to the car with a few threats of their own. It was crazy until Mom finally
managed to rein them in a bit.”


Mrs. Bradley was laughing at the memory as well. “I didn’t
rein them in. I simply began baking cookies before any of your dates. It kept
the boys busy while you were being picked up and the cookies would cheer your
dad up when he came into the kitchen grumbling that he hoped,” she lowered her
voice to a comical imitation of her husband, “this one’s not the one. Boy
couldn’t find his left hand if his right wrote out directions for him.”


“What did he say about Zach when we first began dating? Did
he ever grill him or give him trouble?” Jesse asked, realizing she couldn’t
ever remember her dad dragging Zach into his study to interrogate him. 


The smile on her mother’s face was indulgent and filled with
love. “No. Never needed to. We never once questioned Zach’s devotion to you. We
knew that man would never do anything to hurt you if he could help it. He was
made to care for you, protect you. It’s in his blood.”


Jesse teared up as she processed what her mom had said and
knew it was true. She hugged her mom tight and said a quick prayer that Zach
and Logan would arrive safely. 


 











Chapter Seven


Okay, a little of Jesse’s Zen state was slipping. She
watched anxiously out the front windows of the hotel, hoping to catch some sign
of Zach and Logan. The snow had eased up considerably and she’d even seen a few
plow trucks out. The guys had called well over an hour ago to say they were
headed out on the snowmobiles and should make it to the resort in plenty of
time to dress and get ready for the wedding. 


Jesse had yet to put on her dress or even do her hair and
makeup. She just wanted to see Zach. And, frankly, she’d expected him a lot
sooner than this. It should have only taken about forty-five minutes for them
to arrive. She tried to calm herself but she had to admit, there were a lot of
scenarios racing through her mind. Everything from bears attacking them as they
cut through the woods to lakes and rivers that might be invisible because of
the snow but still create a deadly trap for a snowmobile. They should have just
waited for the roads to clear and come through that way. 


“They’ll be fine, Jesse.” Her brother Liam rested his hand
on her shoulder. “They’re probably just moving slowly, making sure they don’t
run into trouble or lose their way.”


“Lost. Oh God. I hadn’t even thought of that possibility.”
Her heart raced as she watched the empty parking area for any sign of Zach.
“How are they finding their way? It’s not like there are roads and signs and
stuff.”


“Nice going, Liam,” her other brother David said as he
walked up to them. “They’re fine, Jesse. They both know how to find their way
out there without even a compass if they have to, and I’m pretty sure both of
them would have thought to bring one along. Trust me, they’re not lost.”


Liam raised his head. “Listen.” He pointed out toward the
far side of the parking lot, where the woods were blanketed in a heavy covering
of snow. “That’s got to be them.”


Jesse watched as two dots appeared at the edge of the woods,
becoming larger by the minute. She took the first deep breath she’d taken since
she plastered the fake smile on her face a couple of hours ago. She could make
out two riders headed this way. It didn’t take long to pick out Zach’s bright
red hat he loved, and she laughed as they got closer and she saw that Logan had
a garment bag strapped to his back. The tuxedos. They’d not only gotten here.
They’d brought the tuxedos with them. 


It took a few minutes for the guys to get in the door, but
once they did, Jesse didn’t have to wait long. Zach scooped her up and had her
in his arms instantly. 


“You ready to do this thing, Miss Bradley? I’ve been waiting
a long time for this, you know?”


Jesse laughed and put her hands on his cheeks. They were
frozen. “We have time to get you guys warmed up and into those monkey suits.
And, I have a dress to put on.”


Kelly chimed in. “Plenty of time, guys. We still have two
hours.”


Jesse laughed when she saw Jack and Andrew working at
removing the garment bag from Logan’s back. “Really? Duct tape, guys?”


“Had to have our hands free to ride,” Logan said, as if it
was blatantly obvious that the duct tape wrapped around his torso and up over
his shoulders was the solution and Jesse was the odd one for even questioning
his choice in tactics. But, the truth was, Jesse didn’t care. They were here. 


***


After dealing with the near-catastrophe of having her
husband-to-be almost miss the wedding because of her pre-wedding superstitions,
Jesse threw all of her previously held beliefs out the window and called Zach
to her room to ask him to carry her downstairs for the ceremony. Screw it. The
man could see her in her dress five minutes before the wedding. 


As they waited, Jesse smiled at her bridesmaids. Kelly,
Jill, Lea, and Kate all grinned back at her. They all wore a different version
of the same colored dress; a gorgeous ruby red that matched the men’s vests and
ties for the ceremony. Next to the ivory of Jesse’s gown, it did exactly what
Jesse had hoped it would do. It made her think of the holidays and family and
happiness. 


The banquet hall downstairs should already have the ivory
table clothes with ruby red napkins on them ready for the reception. Even the
Christmas trees that stood on either side of the huge stone fireplace in the
hall had been decorated in her ivory and red colors to draw the entire room
into the wedding motif. The ceremony would be off to one side in front of the
balcony with its floor to ceiling windows and French doors that provided a
perfect view of the winter landscape outside.


She turned at the knock on her hotel room door and sucked in
a breath as she took in the sight of Zach in his tuxedo. Zach in everyday
clothes floored her. In a tux? He nearly stopped her heart. 


Zach reached for her and let his hand trail down her cheek
as he often did when he first saw her in the morning or when he picked her up
after work for dinner. 


“How did I get to be so lucky?” he asked. He’d ask that same
question at each of those times as well. She usually teased him and told him he
really ought to have come up with an answer to that question by now, but this
time, she just melted into him and breathed in his scent. Their day was finally
here. 


“Okay, people,” said Kelly behind them. Jesse turned and saw
Kelly lift her crutches. Jack entered the room and picked up Maddie and her
basket of flowers, followed by Chad who took Ella from Jennie. Jill and Andrew
each carried one of the twins as Kelly continued. “I’ll make sure your crutches
make it into the reception hall. I assume Zach’s got the walk down the aisle
handled?” 


Zach grinned and scooped Jesse up into his arms. “Got her.”


Jesse snuggled into his arms as they all made their way to
the bank of elevators down the hall. Maybe twisting her ankle a few days before
her wedding wasn’t such a bad thing after all. 


“You ready for this?” Zach whispered to her as the elevator
doors closed and Jesse almost wished they were back in their hotel room alone.
There was something about the feel of his skin as his cheek met hers that made
her tingle. His skin felt…well, just so male against her soft skin. It
might be an odd turn on, but it was a turn on for her whether she liked it or
not. 


“You bet, Mr. Harris.”


“You’ll be Mrs. Harris in less than an hour.” His smile was
wide and easy and it got wider when Jesse heard her sister, Jill, and Jennie
all awwwww behind him. She peeked over his shoulder and grinned at her
friends and her sister. 


The elevator doors slid open and Zach led the group toward
the hotel’s lobby. The banquet hall where both the ceremony and reception were
being held was on the opposite side of the lobby, taking up one whole side of
the hotel. The hall looked out on the side grounds of the resort, which during
the summer months held gardens. In the winter, the manicured shrubs of the
gardens all held a blanket of snow, and the pine trees of the forest behind it
created a picture-postcard-worthy landscape. 


They had just stepped into the lobby when Jesse spotted the
shoe salesmen and began to wave, prepared to wiggle her slippers to show
Anthony how perfectly they went with her dress. It was then that the hotel
doors slid open and something Jesse could have only thought she’d see play out
in the movies began to unfold before her eyes. Before she could process what
was happening, Zach had her pressed against the wall, his body shielding hers.
She looked to her side and saw Jill, Jennie, and Kelly in similar positions
behind their husbands, with Logan standing guard in front of Lea and Kate. 


The elevator doors chimed and opened in seemingly slow
motion as Jesse processed the shocked looks on her parents’ faces as Zach
yelled at them to stay back when they tried to step out of the elevator. 


Police officers—a lot of them—swarmed the lobby and
surrounded the shoe salesmen, hands on their weapons at their sides while one
man in the front said something about warrants and seizures of property. Jesse
saw Tommy, the briefcase kid, as she now thought of him, skip into the banquet
room behind them as the police began to round up Anthony and all of his
cohorts. Mafia.


Jesse shook her head as it dawned on her. She’d been right.
There was something about the shoe guys that hadn’t seemed right and,
apparently, she’d been spot on. Well, not spot on maybe, since she still had no
idea what they were being arrested for as the police officers began to put
those plastic zip-tie cuffs on each of them; their wives began to scream about rights
and police brutality in a showing that would have made the girls of Jersey
Shore proud. 


The ridiculousness of the situation began to overwhelm Jesse
and she felt her anti-bridezilla defenses come falling down. Yup. She was on
the verge of a momentous bridezilla moment. Although, maybe if it’s justified,
it doesn’t count as a bridezilla moment. And this had to count. Because
not only had she twisted her ankle and come close to a wedding that was missing
a groom and only had raw food to serve, she now had a mafia arrest happening
before her eyes. 


But, was that enough? Apparently not. 


The universe decided to throw smoke at her also. Black smoke
billowing out from under the banquet room doors followed rather quickly by
Tommy pushing his way out, face buried in the arm of his coat as he tried to
control his coughing. From there, things began to blur a bit. She knows Zach
carried her outside, and she saw her parents, friends, and family make it
outside. Maddie was excited over all of the chaos and bounced in Jack’s arms.
Ella looked frightened and on the verge of tears as Jennie cooed to her. The
twins simply stared with wide eyes, arms wrapped tightly around Andrew and
Jill’s necks as Jesse and her wedding party watched in horror as fire trucks
arrived and began to spray water on the left side of the hotel. 


The left side of the hotel where her wedding should have
begun not more than ten minutes ago.  


And, that’s when Jesse lost it. Not in the normal way one
might have thought she would. Nope. First, she just felt laughter bubbling up
inside of her. Not normal laughter. This was that high-pitched laughter of the
crazy person in the slasher movies right before she cut everyone to bits. And,
then Jesse let loose with an impressive array of curse words that she felt sure
would put any sailor to shame because, well, that’s what Jesse did when she was
stressed. 


She heard Maddie telling Ella to cover her ears followed by Logan’s,
“Wow. That puts half my unit to shame.”


“Jesse.” Zach’s hands framed her face as he looked down at
her, his eyes wide, and his expression said it all. Even he was clearly at a
loss for words. Jesse felt the tears begin to fall and she swiped at her nose with
the back of her hand. 


“Well, that’s that. I’m pretty sure, that’s the final freaking
straw,” she said as she waved her arm in the general direction of the fire and
the police officers and the stupid, shoe salesmen mafia guys and their
screaming wives. She nodded but her face was covered in tears. “That clinches
it. No wedding for us today.”


Zach did all he could do. He pulled her into his arms as
they all watched on in silence. There really was nothing anyone could say or do
to fix it. Her winter wonderland wedding was in a shambles and she didn’t even
know where to begin to put it back together again. 












Chapter Eight


They’d gotten bits and pieces of the story, and oddly,
Jesse’s slippers played a key role. Well, not exactly her slippers, but
thousands of pairs just like them. It seemed the shoe salesmen were mafia. They
were into prostitution and drugs and who knew what else. And, their shoe stores
were one of the major ways they distributed their product all over the country undetected.
Because, who checks slippers? The drugs came into the country in Miami and then
were cut and packaged for street sale. Small bags of prepackaged cocaine were
slipped into the seam between the cushy one and a half inch of memory foam and
the sole of the slipper.


When the slippers arrived at their destination stores, the
drugs were removed and put into circulation. The slippers were sold. 


Apparently, the police had taken advantage of the fact that
the owners of the warehouses and shoe stores were all away on the annual trip
to Vermont to raid them and confiscate a recent shipment of drugs. On Jesse’s
wedding weekend. Wonderful. And, apparently, when Tommy had seen the police
arrive, he’d slipped into the banquet hall and taken advantage of the large
fireplace in the room. He’d tossed the briefcase—and all of the evidence it
presumably held—into the fire. For good measure, he’d dragged the two Christmas
trees that flanked the fireplace in front of the fire and shoved them in as far
as he could. Which, it turned out, wasn’t very far before the smoke overwhelmed
him and he made a run for it. 


After listening to profuse amounts of apologizing from the
hotel’s manager and event staff after the fire was put out, Jesse and the rest
of her family and close friends checked out. The fire had been isolated to the
banquet hall so the hotel remained open and some of their friends would stay in
the rooms there. The rest of the group caravanned up a nearby mountain to the cabins
that Jack, Andrew, and a few of their friends owned.


The “mountain compound” as Jesse had begun to jokingly call
it a year ago, was centered around one large cabin with a large center room and
kitchen combination that was surrounded by several small bedrooms. This was the
original cabin and it was now used mostly for guests and as a main gathering
area when all of the couples were staying on the mountain at once. In the last
few years, the couples had each built separate cabins around the main one that
had anywhere from one to three bedrooms and a small kitchenette and bathroom.
Hence, Jesse’s dubbing it the compound. 


She couldn’t help but smile as they pulled up the road that
led to the cabins and she spotted the old pair of skis that hung in a
crisscross on the outer wall of the main building. It was a bittersweet smile
as she realized she should have taken Jack and Kelly’s initial offer to hold
the wedding here, on top of their mountain. If she had, perhaps she and Zach
would be married now. Zach continued to pull the car around toward the back of
the main building, in front of one of the small cabins. They would be spending
the night in Jack’s friends’ cabin. Liz and her husband Gregg hadn’t been able
to come for the wedding since she was expecting their first baby in about a
week. Jack assured Jesse and Zach that the couple wouldn’t mind them spending a
few nights in their place so they would have privacy. 


“Ready, baby?” Zach said, breaking her out of her thoughts.
He’d of course already assured her that they could either get married quietly
at home when they got back to Connecticut or they could put things off until
next winter and try again. He said he didn’t care when or how they got married,
so long as they got to be together. Jesse understood how he felt, but she
couldn’t help being sad at seeing the wedding she’d always dreamed of as a
child literally go up in flames. 


She nodded her head and Zach squeezed her hand before
exiting the car and coming around to lift her out and carry her up the stairs. 


“This wasn’t exactly how I pictured being carried over the
threshold on my wedding night,” Jesse said. 


Zach dropped a kiss to her mouth. “I’m so sorry, Jess,” he
whispered against her lips, settling onto the couch with her in his lap. 


“It’s really okay.” Jesse frowned but tried to shove a smile
into place on her face. She had a feeling she only succeeded in scrunching up
her face with the attempt. “It just wasn’t meant to be. For whatever reason,
this weekend was cursed from the get-go.”


“We’ll do it even better the next time, Jesse.” Zach’s thumb
traced circles on her back as he held her tightly and drew her head to his
shoulder. “Maybe we’ll pick a tropical destination next time. We could get
married on the beach at sunset. That way, we only have to worry that a
hurricane or tsunami might interrupt things. We can deal with hurricanes and
tsunamis, right?”


Jesse couldn’t help but laugh. Zach was always able to do
that for her; to pull her out of herself when she was feeling down or
frustrated or angry. She didn’t know how he did it, but he had this calming
effect on her. And, it didn’t hurt that he always seemed to be able to make her
laugh or smile. 


“How about I heat up something for dinner and we throw in a
movie?”


Jesse smiled at Zach and her heart filled with warmth.
Wedding or no wedding, she was truly blessed. That was what she would choose to
focus on right now. She had her health, her family, her friends, and the love
of her life. That’s all she needed.


“Sounds perfect,” she said. 


She listened as Zach rustled around in the kitchen for a
bit. 


“Score!” Zach peeked over the kitchen counter at her, a container
in his hand. “Liz stocked the freezer with her chicken chili and there’s also
frozen bags of cornbread in here.”


Jesse grinned at him and snuggled into the throw she’d draped
over herself as he began pulling a pot out of the cabinet. Liz really did make
the most amazing chicken chili. 


***


Jesse and Zach had long ago polished off the chili and
cornbread and sat on the couch watching the end of Sixteen Candles. They’d
already watched Say Anything; Zach was letting her get her eighties fix.
She had her feet tucked under his leg to keep her toes warm and a small fire in
the wood-burning stove in the corner warmed the room. Every once in a while, it
would hit Jesse that they should be starting their honeymoon in the morning and
instead they were here. Zach seemed to sense when this happened and he’d
squeeze her closer as if he could ward off the sadness. 


It was close to midnight when they heard a knock on the
door. With a puzzled look at each other, they pulled apart and Jesse paused the
movie while Zach went to the door. She heard hushed voices and tilted her head
at Zach in question when he came back in, shutting the door with a strange
smile on his face. 


“Come put your coat on, Angel Face. You need to see this.”
He held a hand out to her, but she just narrowed her eyes at him. 


“You really want me to get up off the soft, warm couch and
go outside. Now? Are you nuts?”


Now he was grinning as he nodded. “You really need to see
this. I promise.” 


Jesse got off the couch and went to the door where Zach held
her coat up for her and then each mitten as she slipped her hands into them. “This
had better be more than a black bear. You know I’ve seen a black bear up here
before. That’s not new to me.”


Zach laughed. “It’s not a black bear.”


He opened the door and Jesse froze. The pathway leading from
their cabin door was lined on either side with those small paper bags and
candles. The kind of thing people line their streets with for Halloween or
Christmas. They created a path out to one of the large trees that filled the
space between the cabins. 


And there, under the tree that had been decorated with
strand after strand of white lights, stood her friends and family. All of them.
Everyone that had been at the hotel with them now formed a loose gathering
around the tree, each holding candles. At the center stood the minister that would
have married them at the hotel earlier today. 


“We thought, why not have your winter wonderland wedding up
here? It might not be everything you ever dreamed, but we just wanted you to
have the chance if you want to. If you don’t, that’s okay, too,” Kelly said
hurriedly to Jesse as she took her sister’s hands in hers and looked over her
shoulder to all of the people gathered under the tree. 


Jesse knew that maybe she should care that she was in her
boots and parka for her wedding, or that her hair was pulled back in a plain
ponytail and she probably had chili breath. Or that she didn’t have her cake or
the Mokara orchids floating in a pool of stones and water she had chosen for
her centerpieces. But, it didn’t matter. 


“You did all of this?” she asked Kelly as Zach stood with
his hand on her lower back, as if waiting for her decision. 


“With a lot of help,” Kelly said with a laugh. “But, it’s
really okay if you don’t want to do it.”


Jesse looked up at Zach. “I love it.”


“Then I love it, too.” 


“Are you sure? You’re not just saying that?” 


“Nope. It’s beautiful and perfect and it means I get to make
you my wife right now. And, that’s all I really need.”


“It really is beautiful,” Jesse said, looking at the
breathtaking view of the snow-covered branches and the candle flames flickering
in the cold night. 


“That’s a yes?” Kelly asked, looking ecstatic.


“That’s a yes,” Jesse said as Zach lifted her and carried
her down the path toward all of the people who mattered to them in their world.



Kelly followed them and took her place with her husband and
the rest of the wedding party gathered near the minister. There was no music,
but the hushed tones of the mountain night were all Jesse needed as a smile
stretched from ear to ear on her face. She couldn’t hold back the happiness and
peace she felt inside as they stood together in front of the minister and said
the vows that would bind them to one another for the rest of their lives. 


 


THE END


 


A Letter from the Author:


Thank you so much for reading and for continuing this
journey through the world of Sutton Capital with me. Legal Ease was my
first book and there are still so many characters in the series that are so
near and dear to my heart. 


I wrote this novella at the request of one of my street team
members and it was such a fantastic way to revisit old friends as well as
introduce a character for a future book. People ask me all the time if there
will be more Sutton Capital books, and the answer is, absolutely! As
long as you want them, I’ll keep writing them. If you remember Samantha from Legal
Ease and The Billionaire’s Suite Dreams, then you should be happy to
know she has a book coming soon. She was the computer genius who helps Chad
when Kelly is kidnapped and PJ is being stalked. I hope to get you at least two
more Sutton books in 2015. Maybe three if things really come together
and the stars align. 


Thank you again for reading! Please come connect with me on
Twitter, Facebook, or my website. I love to hear from readers. And, if you’ve
read a book of mine and loved it, please consider leaving a review on the
retailer of your choice or on Goodreads. 


Hope to see you online, my friends! 


 


Lori


 


 


Sutton Capital Series Character
Guide (contains spoilers!)


 


Jack and Kelly Sutton: Jack and Kelly met and fell in love
in Legal Ease, book one of the Sutton Capital series when they married
one another for business and financial reasons (I’m a sucker for a
marriage-of-convenience story!). They have a daughter named Maddie. Jack is the
CEO of Sutton Capital and Kelly is a law school student. Jack is best friends
with Andrew Weston and cousin to Chad Thompson. Kelly is best friends with
Jennie Thompson and is sisters with Jesse Bradley. Her brothers are Liam and
David Bradley and parents are Betty and Jim Bradley. 


Andrew and Jill Weston: Andrew and Jill knew each other in
their teens and ran into each other again in Penalty Clause, book two in the
series. They adopted twin boys in The Billionaire’s Suite Dreams, book
four in the series. Andrew is best friends with Jack Sutton and Chad Thompson.
He is the Chief Financial Officer of Sutton Capital. Jill is a freelance
photographer. 


Chad and Jennie Thompson: Chad and Jennie first met in LEGAL
EASE but didn’t fall in love until book three of the series, Negotiation
Tactics – or didn’t admit to it! Chad is the head of security at Sutton Capital
and is a former Army Ranger. Jennie works with Chad in the security division at
Sutton Capital. They have a daughter named Ella. 


Zach Harris and Jesse Bradley: The stars of this book! Zach
owns his own private security and protection firm and Jesse owns a bakery/deli
in the lobby of the Sutton Capital building. Jesse and Zach’s story began in The
Baker’s Bodyguard. To read this novella for free, go to my website (www.loriryanromance.com) and sign up
for my newsletter. You’ll get the book to download after you confirm your
subscription via email. 


Gabe Sawyer and PJ Cantrell: Gabe Sawyer made his first
appearance in Penalty Clause. He and PJ fell in love in The
Billionaire’s Suite Dreams. Gabe made his fortune building an international
chain of hotels before deciding to settle down in Connecticut near the Sutton
Capital gang. PJ is a country singer turned pop star, who spent her teens and
twenties on the road traveling for tours. 


Mrs. Poole: Jack Sutton’s housekeeper and pseudo
mother/grandmother to everyone. 


Mabry Thompson: Chad’s mother and Jack’s aunt. 


Logan Stone: Logan is making his first appearance in The
Baker, the Bodyguard, and the Wedding Bell Blues. This sexy former Navy
SEAL will have his own book soon! 


Samantha Page: Samantha has appeared as a side character in Legal
Ease and The Billionaire’s Suite Dreams. She works at Sutton Capital
with Chad in security and is his computer guru. She’ll have her own book in
2015! 
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