Excerpt for Doubletalk by Teralyn Mitchell

She didn't wait for me to say anything else, spinning on her heels and
heading for the nearest store or restaurant where she could sit down. |
chuckled and turned to head in the other direction. A hard wall of muscle
made me stumble. Two strong hands gripped my upper arms. | looked up
to see who had saved me from falling and who | needed to thank. The need
to be polite shriveled and died when | saw that it was Zeke holding onto my
arms.

‘Are you okay?"

The combination of his deep voice and his hands on me caused me to
shiver. | shook him off. What the hell? Why was | always reacting to him? |
didn't like him or his stupid good looks. | crossed my arms over my
stomach.

“Why are you always where | am?" | snapped.

“‘Small town?"

“We're in Burlington.”

“Still small, Ror. You also don’t have a monopoly on all things Vermont."

| rolled my eyes. He had me there. “So, you're telling me you normally
wander the Marketplace on a cold Sunday?”

“When | have something to do, | wander around,” he said. “And maybe
Stacey texted me and told me the two of you would be here.”

| clenched my teeth. Of course, she told him we'd be here. She went out of
her way to make my life hell. So even though today had been about me
getting her back, somehow, she'd figured out how to stick it to me too. |
mean, not really. It'd probably been innocent, but | was going to blame her
anyway.

It was frustrating to continuously run into Zeke. He had a point about it
being a small town. This was what | dreaded when | realized he was back in
Vermont and living in the town | now called home.

“You and Stacey talk often?"



The smirk on his full lips made me narrow my eyes at him. | hugged myself
tighter as my stomach clenched. A tingle down below, that | was not
acknowledging, had me pursing my lips. Why did he have to be so
goddamn handsome? | was sure women fell all over themselves when he
smiled at them like he was smiling at me right now. Especially when that
dimple in his left cheek popped, but | wasn't going to. Delight danced in his
hooded light brown eyes. His sharp jowline was sprinkled with hair that
looked good on him; it wasn't a full beard but cut close to his skin. Not that
| was looking, or rather, staring.

‘Jealous?”

| groaned. “Not even a little, but | do want to have the facts right when |
confront her about divulging my location to the enemy.”

He let out a deep laugh. “You've always been a bit of a drama queen,” he
teased. “Stace and | exchanged numbers the last time we happened to be
at the Busy Bean. We've only talked a few times.”

“Whatever." | was done with this conversation and being around him.

| started walking, only for him to fall into step beside me. | let him walk
beside me for a few minutes before | couldn't resist saying something.
“Can | help you?"

‘I don’t think so, unless you work at Burlington Records.”

“That's where you're going?" | asked.

“Yep."



