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)Jake Cameron. Here. At her parents’ house. With her family. Wearing—was that her mother’s apron? Sophia blinked hard, twice, but when she opened her eyes, Jake still stood mere inches away, his expression serious despite the frilly apron covered by pink potbellied pigs. 
She was dreaming. That was the only possible explanation. She was still asleep at some by-the-highway hotel, her face smashed into a cheap pillow, having a doozy of a nightmare. The breeze carried the scent of charcoal, the sound of her family’s greeting, but none of it was real. 
Jake even looked as he always did in her dreams. Too tempting for her peace of mind and too good to be true, she thought, her hungry gaze taking in rugged features that had become breathtakingly familiar in such a short time. The setting sun burnished his brown hair, bringing out the highlights in the slightly shaggy strands, and turning his skin to gold. Faint lines fanned out from his light brown eyes, hinting at a smile that could flash lightning quick or start her body on a slow burn with sexy, seductive deliberation. 
If she closed her eyes, she could still feel the heated promise of his lips against hers in intoxicating kisses that made her forget the harsh lessons of the past. But she didn’t need to close her eyes because she was already asleep. Sophia was sure of it…
Until Jake reached out, trailed his fingers down the all too sensitive inside of her arm, and took her hand. Her heart slammed into her chest, hard enough to stop its beat and steal her breath, and Sophia knew this was happening; this was real. Because nothing—not a dream, not a nightmare, not a figment of her imagination--could affect her like this. 
Nothing but living, breathing, flesh and blood Jake Cameron could make her feel this way. Sophia jerked her hand from his as she choked out a whisper, “What—what are you doing here?” 

image1.png




