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Author’s Note


Possible Trigger Warning: The hero and heroine in this story are from suffering the loss of his best friend who was the heroine’s twin brother. Tate’s death occurred on the battlefield in Afghanistan five years ago and is referred to by memory only, with no graphic description on the page.

Drive me Wild is a high heat Best Friend’s to Lovers, Rancher’s Daughter, Military, Billionaire, romance featuring the sexy af alpha cowboy, Levi Parker. It’s a standalone read, but book #6 in the Billionaire Cowboys Gone Wild series.

This book includes a preview of the super popular, enemies to lovers standalone romance Ride ’Em Hard. Although the book is also a complete standalone read, it’s the origin story of all the books in the Wild Wests and Billionaire Cowboys Gone Wild series. Drive Me Wild concludes at approximately 95%. Don’t forget to sign up for my Newsletter at the end! Happy Reading!

With love,

Adriana


Synopsis


This OTT alpha cowboy isn’t about to risk losing the bond he has with his virginal, curvy best friend. Or is he? After a surprise kiss, he’s ready to take her in his arms and prove they can go from friends to lovers.

His best friend Tiana Harmon just kissed him. Problem is, she’s the twin sister of the buddy he lost on the battlefield.

Billionaire alpha cowboy Levi Parker wasn’t born with a platinum spoon in his mouth. After years in the service, he’s battle ready. When he and his deceased best friend’s twin sister form a close bond over their grief, he doesn’t fight it. But now, she’s gone and turned his world upside down.

After that night he picked her up from the party, what was supposed to be a chaste, peck on the lips turned into a smoldering kiss from fantasyland-heaven.

He’d thought he was too scarred to feel passion again, but now, this protective alpha is obsessed. Tiana’s kiss stoked the quiet, dormant embers he hadn’t realized were still burning deep in his soul.

He’s on fire for her and there’s no turning back. He’ll either lose her forever, or he’ll be kissing and loving Tiana for the rest of his life.

Saddle up, Sugar. A new breed of cowboy-cavemen is here. Why be only dirty and filthy rich when you can be WILD too? Levi is the next Parker brother to meet in the irresistibly naughty Billionaire Cowboys Gone Wild Series of standalone reads.


PROLOGUE


The server brings the mimosa I ordered for Tiana. When it comes to alcohol, she’s a lightweight. She’s already had one full glass of champagne; another would give her a hangover.

“Here you go,” I pass her the drink, but she isn’t listening. Her brother Tate would get the same faraway look in his green and silver eyes. I’m still struck sometimes by how much Tiana looks like him, although I shouldn’t be. They were twins. “Everything okay?”

“Hmm?” She accepts the glass and studies the pale orange liquid. “Is this mostly juice?”

I peer over my glass’s rim and sip my whiskey. “Ordered it just for you.”

Her rose-colored lips curve into a smile. “Thank you. Yes. Everything’s fine,” she says softly.

“Then why am I not convinced?”

She inhales a long breath that shudders through her, and unfortunately, my eyes go straight to her cleavage, but not because I’m attracted to her. Well, technically, I guess I am, because if she were any other woman, nothing would stop me from kissing her right now. But Tiana isn’t any other woman. She’s my best friend.

“I don’t know.” She gazes at her sister, Vivi, the bride, dancing with my brother Judge, the groom. We’re at Casa de Estrellas, my family’s estate in Texas. Our siblings tied the knot in a quiet ceremony on their own a few weeks ago, but my mother insisted on throwing a real wedding for them here, and Valentine’s Day seemed appropriate.

I turn back to Tiana, who’s now starring off at a heritage magnolia tree covered with thousands of twinkly white lights. “What’s up?”

“Tate would’ve loved seeing Vivi and Judge together. I wish he could be here.”

The memory of my best friend’s grin flashes in my head, and I’m grateful it’s a happy image. For a long time, I could only remember the way he looked on the worst day of my life, the day he died in Afghanistan.

Our families had known each other for years, but Tiana, Tate, and I were especially close. When Tate passed, I made it my mission to be a support system for his twin. Over time, Tiana and I developed a bond of our own. And now that we’re working side by side every day at the sanctuary, we’re inseparable. She even calls me every morning so I don’t sleep through my alarm. I don’t know what I’d do without her.

I raise my glass to hers. “To Tate.”

“To Tate,” she echoes and sips.

“You never know.” I lean on the balustrade and watch my little niece Belle waltzing with her daddy. She has my brother Houston eating from the palm of her tiny hand. “Maybe Tate’s with us somehow, watching from another place, and we just can’t see him.”

Tiana trains her sparkling eyes on me and smiles. “That’s a nice way to think about it.” She nods. “I like that. Wonder whose ceremony Tate will drop by next?”

“Are you talking wedding?”

“Absolutely.” She scans the dance floor. “First, it was your side of the family with Blade, Houston, Cash, and Rhett walking down the aisle. Then my brother Cole jumped into the action and married Sophia, and now Vivi’s with Judge. It’s kind of cool that our families are officially linked through those two.”

“It’s kind of scary, if you ask me.”

She does a double take. “Why would you say that?”

“Well, I don’t know. It’s just that we all grew up together, and now we’re related by marriage. It’s damn close to being incestuous.”

She chuckles. “You’re just feeling left out because all your siblings are getting married. You never know, Levi. Watch out, you could be next.”

I take a step back and frown at her. “Oh, hell, no. You know me better than that. I won’t be getting tied down to anyone.”

“Anytime?” Her exotic eyes flash. “As in you’ll never get married, not even in the future?”

“I’m not the marrying kind, and if anyone would know, it’s you.” I loosen my tie to get a breath of air because the damn thing is choking me to death.

“Look at Judge.” Tiana insists on pressing the subject, and we both eye the ear-to-ear grin plastered on his face as he holds Vivi. I’ve never seen my brother happier. “He’s the last person on earth I thought would make a commitment, so don’t count yourself out, Levi. You never know. The right woman could come into your life and change your ways.”

I arch a brow and level my gaze at her. “That’s the most preposterous thing that has ever come out of your mouth. Marriage is out of the question for me.” I gesture to the server walking by, and Tiana grabs a fresh glass for me. “Thanks,” I say before chugging it. “Hell, if I was going to settle down with anyone, it would probably be you. I see you every day and can’t seem to shake you off.” I laugh, looking down at her. “All you do is pester me, so we’d bicker like we were a match made in purgatory.”

“Ha!” She throws her head back, making her shiny black hair gleam in the candlelight. “Can you imagine us together?”

“No way.” I shake my head. “We both know how ridiculous that would be.”


CHAPTER ONE


“Just a few more minutes, Miss Sookie, and I’ll have your palace sparkling.” A misty cloud of my breath hangs in the frosty air, but with my overalls, long johns, and goose down base layers, I’ll stay warm. I’m wearing medium weight tech gloves with my standard hat, neck warmer, scarf, and thick sheepskin jacket. March is cold in Montana, especially at four in the morning, but last month was colder, so I won’t complain. I check my phone to make sure the alarm’s set for seven so I don’t forget Levi’s wake up call. He never used to sleep through his alarm. Maybe he’s working too hard at the sanctuary.

“Sookie? Are you warm enough in that beautiful winter coat of yours?” The magnificent filly blinks her thick black lashes. For fun, I blink back at her, hoping she’ll mimic me, but she isn’t in the mood. “Fine.” I tease, flipping the latch on her temporary hold, and walk across the aisle to her empty stall. “Should’ve known better than to play with royalty.”

I grab the shovel and begin my chores. The sun hasn’t cracked yet, but my parents, brothers, and the revolving door of cousins, who live on our land temporarily, are freezing their asses out there in the frost. That’s the way it’s always been on Harmon Ranch, one of the twenty-five largest spreads in the state. It’s taken a century of back-breaking work to keep this property in our family, and we intend for it to stay in Harmon hands for the next hundred years.

Horses aren’t carnivores, so what comes out of them smells like moist soil, mixed with alfalfa, hay, and grain—not awful. I blow out a sigh and scoop a fresh pile of flaky poop. Not bad at all. Plus, I’m protected from the cold in this barn. If I’m troubled, I can talk myself through my problems and know the animals won’t tell a soul. Truth be told, I have the best job here.

After polishing up Sookie’s stall, I get her situated and run through the same routine with Busta, our eight-year-old gelding, and then move on to Toby, who’s ten. He’s so well trained, he walks into the stall across from his without a lead, and waits for me to finish mucking like a gentleman.

Through his stall’s tiny window, a peek of bright orange light breaks through the clouds. The forecast is calling for clear skies today, but the weather, no matter how fine, won’t add extra hours I need to my day.

Where will I find the time to buy a gift for Kelsey Bohen’s engagement dinner? Granted, counting lunches, this is her eighth celebration, but my attendance is required. I’ll also have to dig up something to wear other than my usual jeans and baggy flannel shirt. I prop a hand on the wall and rub the base of my spine.

“Isn’t twenty-seven a little young for your back to be aching?” My younger brother Greg comments from behind me, and I spin around, locking on to what he’s holding. “Mocha. Just for you.” He hands me a steaming mug with the same charming, cocky grin that’s finagled him out of trouble since high school.

“Thank you kindly, sir.” I bat my eyelashes and play up a fake twangy accent. “Did you drive all those miles to Starbucks to buy this for little ole me?”

“Sure did.” Greg seems exceptionally pleased with himself as he rakes a hand through his thick brown hair and watches me drink. There’s no such thing as Starbucks, or any kind of chain store in West Palomino. Our version of a mocha is filling a cup with the regular brew Dad makes and adding a squirt of canned whipped cream. If we’re being extra fancy, as my brother was today, we’ll add a few shakes of the powdered cocoa Mama leaves on the counter.

“Tickets for the gala still selling?” He leans against the wall where we hang our ropes and sips.

I nod and set my cup down before I start scooping again. “It’s all coming together.” The gala is a benefit for Warrior Ranch, the sanctuary Levi Parker and I created in honor of my twin brother, Tate.

With our grand opening, and our first fundraiser, in less than thirty days, I technically have three jobs now. After I finish my main chores here, I usually work at the sanctuary until six and spend the remaining hours organizing the gala until bedtime.

“Tonight’s going to be a push.” I blurt before tossing another round of green clumps into the pile.

Greg smirks and looks up from his drink. “Please tell me you aren’t going to Kelsey’s party. She was a bitch to you in high school. Her whole group was nasty.”

“Allow me to let you in on a secret about not becoming a social pariah.” He arches a brow. “In order to have a successful gathering, you need people. And as you know, we don’t have many in a tiny town like ours. So when you’re invited to celebrate someone’s engagement, you go.”


CHAPTER TWO


I pretend I’m not listening and focus on the ice melting in my cocktail. There are eight of us sitting in the corner banquette at Cash Parker’s Wild Cat Bar and Grill for Kelsey Bohen’s engagement shindig. And shindig suits this shitshow to a T because these witches have been kicking me in the shin with insulting digs for the past five hours.

Bianca Galzoni, the second in command in Kelsey’s mean girl army in high school flew in for the party. I should’ve worn earplugs. If I have to hear she makes fifteen thousand a month for posting pictures of her travels on Instagram one more time, I’ll toss my cookies.

I’m still in the same pathetic spot I was ten years ago when Bianca moved to California.

Still living at home.

Still a virgin.

Still no relationship.

Still a size fourteen, not that it should matter.

And it hasn’t gone unnoticed that I’m still doing manual labor at Harmon Ranch, just as I did when we were all in school together.

Their families have ranches too; they just don’t have to work on them twenty-four-seven, which is a good thing because I doubt any of these women would know how to clean out a stall or fix a fence if their life depended on it. Their families have hands, private veterinarians, a slew of contractors, cowboys, and all the money they need to hire help.

Unfortunately, I make the mistake of moving my head a fraction of an inch and meet Kelsey’s smug pink lipstick-covered smirk. She keeps her stare pinned to mine and cocks hers towards Bianca seated on her right. “What do you wanna bet Tiana still hasn’t had sex?”

“Have too,” I blatantly lie under my breath. It doesn’t help I’m bone tired and we’ve been drinking for hours. That comment hit below the belt. Mostly because it’s true.

I dip my chin low enough to snag the straw between my lips without touching it with my fingers and down the rest of my third strawberry Cosmo. The drink is so delicious; I slurp the very last bit of it from the bottom of my glass. “How do you know I don’t have a boyfriend?” I defiantly lift my head and stare down Bianca. When I zero in on Kelsey, she bursts out laughing, which is not the response I was hoping for.

Dejectedly, I grab the jug of the delicious pink concoction and give myself a refill. It isn’t the wisest move. I started feeling woozy after my first glass, but I’m in no mood to hold back. I gulp a swig. “It’s true. I’ve fallen in love with the man of my dreams.”

Misty, Emma West’s best friend and the only kind person here, perks up. “That’s great, Tiana,” she gives me a sincere smile. “Maybe you’ll be the next person to walk down the aisle.” It’s a typical thing to say, I suppose, considering we’re all the same age and half the women here are already married.

She scans my left hand, and I wriggle my bare fingers. “Last time I saw him, he said there was something very important he needed to ask me.” I wink, trying to be extra coy, but it only makes my vision blurrier.

Bianca tsks, tsks, “Yeah, no. I’m calling B.S.”

“B.S?” My voice is louder than it should be, so I lower it like the lady Mama raised me to be. “What do you call fucking day and night? Hmm?” Whoa. Did not mean to say that. I can’t stand how crass and shrill I sound, but do I stop digging myself into a hole? Of course not. “I’m so sore, I can barely walk,” I gush. “I’ve been keeping our relationship to myself, that’s all. But we’re over the moon for each other.” I fling my long hair over my shoulder for emphasis.

“There are no secrets in West Palomino.” Kelsey opens her puffy-lipped mouth with a slow disappointed shake of her head. “If you were over the moon, as you put it, we’d already know. My bet is you’ll never find anyone who’ll marry you.”

“What a fucked-up thing to say.” I blink back tears.

“Well, I, for one, believe you and can’t wait to meet him, Tiana,” Misty says gently. “But it’s almost midnight.” She shrugs. “So if you’ll excuse me, I have to be at work extra early tomorrow. Thank you for such a wonderful evening.” She glances at the now empty pitcher of Cosmos and slides out of the booth, creating a domino effect as everyone decides to leave.

“I’m going to hit the restroom, really quick,” Misty says as I grab my purse and scoot sideways out of the banquette.

“I need to use the potty too,” I say to no one in particular. A woman seated at a table nearby gives me an awkward smile. “Sorry, I didn’t mean for you to hear that,” I enunciate carefully so I don’t slur and tentatively make my way to the restrooms.

Now that I’m on my feet, I thank my lucky stars Kelsey’s brother is taking us home because there’s no way I have the motor skills to drive. Besides, I’m seeing double. I prop myself against the wall and wait for the women until finally, it’s my turn. After doing my business and washing, I stumble out of the ladies’ room.

“Tiana,” I hear Cash Parker calling me from behind. Cash is my best friend’s brother. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” I splay my hand on the wall for balance. “I’m just leaving. Don’t worry,” I crack. “I’m not driving.”

“No, you are definitely not.” He slides a brotherly arm around my shoulders and asks who’s taking me home.

“Kelsey’s brother is giving us a lift,” I inform him. “Thanks for the discount tonight. I know everyone had a good time.” A blast of cold air slaps my cheeks as soon as we exit the building. I scan the curb and then the parking lot. “Wonder where they are?”

“Was Jim in the blue van?”

I swing back to Cash with a nod.

“They took off a few minutes ago,” he admits sheepishly. “I didn’t know he was supposed to drive you home, or I would’ve made him wait.”

“Damn.” I slump, feeling the tears I’ve been holding back all night rush to the surface.


CHAPTER THREE


When Cash called, the first words out of his mouth were, “It’s Tiana,” and my heart dropped to the pit of my stomach with the level of dread I haven’t experienced since the night her twin ran over the IED in Afghanistan. I immediately thought something terrible had happened to her and my worst nightmare had come to visit me twice.

OEBPS/i/i1.png
DRIVE ME
WILD

000

L\ |
BILLIONAIRE

ADRIANA FRENCH





OEBPS/i/i2.jpg
ADRTANA
FRENCII

HOT A.F. ROMANCE





Copyright (c) 2011 TypeSETit, LLC (typesetit@att.net),
with Reserved Font Name "Playball"

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 1 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that the font
names of derivative works are changed. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.





Copyright (c) 2012, Vernon Adams (vern@newtypography.co.uk),
with Reserved Font Name Oswald

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at: http://scripts.sil.org/OFL

-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives, however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting, or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify, redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components, in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled, redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole, must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY, INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



The StarFont font is created by BB eBooks Co., Ltd., a registered company in the Kingdom of Thailand. This font is intended to supplement glyphs in various eBooks. It is freeware and may be used either for commercial or personal use.

http://bbebooksthailand.com 


OEBPS/cover.jpg





