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Join Kelly as she peeks in on her characters as they reunite, discover secrets, overcome personal obstacles, heal old wounds, and ultimately find true love. She hopes you enjoy reading her fun, warm, and touching tales as much as she loves writing them!

Kelly has lived in Southern California, Arizona, and finally put down roots in Maryland to be close to her family. When she isn’t dreaming up another steamy romance she’s taking nature photos, hiking the beautiful national parks, hanging out with her furry kids, and exploring cemeteries and karaoke clubs with friends and family.  

She loves hearing from her readers. You can contact her any time:

AuthorKellyWallace@gmail.com
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Chapter One
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“Of all the friggin' times it has to rain!” Alicia Miles struggled to climb through the bedroom window. Why the hell had she forgotten her keys—again? Thankfully, she always left her bedroom window unlocked, though it only opened about twelve-inches. Any thief would have to be a child or anorexic. Though she was naturally slim, she had the ass of a Brazilian dancer, thanks to her mother.

She grunted, trying to squeeze her bottom half through the small opening. Once again, she reminded herself to get copies of her keys made and leave them with her friend and neighbor, Heather.

As her arms dangled inside the house, her legs hanging outside, a gust of wind blew her summer dress up. Her bedroom window was at the side of the house and nobody could probably see her bare bottom, but she still felt on display to the world.

“This is never going to work.” She would have to call a locksmith.

“Red always was my favorite color.” Alicia yelped as she felt familiar, strong hands around her waist, helping her out of the window and onto the ground. She looked up and Cole smiled down at her, one dark eyebrow raised high. “Though I never knew thongs were your style.”

Her hand shook as she pushed her wet hair out of her face. Even though they'd been divorced for over a year he still caused her heart to race whenever she saw him. That wicked smile and those soul-melting meadow-green eyes always did it. The fact that he had raindrops clinging to his thick lashes didn't help any.

In the next instant painful memories doused out any flames of desire the man ignited in her. She ignored his playful teasing, hitched her chin up, and said, “You're early. Where are the girls?”

He thumbed behind him. “Waiting in the car. I wanted to make sure you were home. I tried calling but it went straight to voicemail. Forget your keys again?” He grinned, and she didn't know if he was making fun of her or lightening the moment. No matter how hard she tried, things always seemed to border on chaos in her life. She was notoriously late for appointments, misplaced everything from her car keys to the kids' shoes, and usually forgot half the things she needed when she was at the store.

It's not that she was an idiot, she simply had so much going on in her mind. What would she make for dinner? Who had a dental appointment? When was the gas bill due? After the divorce, her brain took a flying leap off the deep end and things only got worse now that she'd been a single mother for a while, though she did her best. The house hadn't caught fire and the kids were clean and fed. She had her own business and bills were paid. It wasn't all that bad.

The look on Cole’s face was one of ... pity, reprimand, frustration? Probably all three, Alicia grudgingly mused.

Though summer rains were quite warm in Baltimore, a chill seeped into her bones. She wrapped her arms around her waist, looked at the half-opened bedroom window, and nodded. “Yeah, I forgot my keys.” She hoped to sound irritated, but even to her own ears her voice sounded defeated. While in this man’s company all she wanted to do was melt into his embrace and let him handle her every care. In some ways, she still felt like the fragile and naive seventeen-year-old she had been when she'd first met him.

Yet so much had changed in nearly two decades. They were older now, wiser in some ways, guarded in others. Only the twins kept them tied together and she wasn't sure if it was good or bad. On days like this when everything had gone wrong since she stumbled out of bed this morning, then seeing him standing before her still as gorgeous as ever, even with the splash of salt and pepper hair at his temples, she wished she could go back in time and tear up those damn divorce papers. But, it had been her idea. It was the only way she could heal from her loss and avoid the arguments. She and Cole had been through hell and back, and it had done irreparable damage.

“I don't know why you can't give me a copy of your key. It's not like I'll break in and steal your shit.” Alicia could tell that Cole was getting impatient with her. He probably wanted to get back to his girlfriend. Images of Cole and the other woman making love filled her head and spilled over into her heart. Two months ago, that had been her. The twins were sick with the flu and the first person she had called was Cole. She made the excuse to herself that her parents lived three-thousand miles away in Southern California and Cole lived just a few miles away.

Without hesitation, he had gone to the drugstore for Pedialyte and children's Tylenol then stayed until the girls fell asleep. He was on his way out the door, lingering there, waiting for something. She had touched his arm, noting it was just as firm as it had been when he was a teenager. Though instincts told her to pull back, she allowed her palm to run the length of his bicep, his pecs, loving the familiar feeling she had come to depend on.

In the next instant, he hauled her into his arms, kissing her hard, as if every ounce of sorrow, anger, and confusion was being let loose. And she'd returned his passion with full force. An hour later they were spent and gasping for air, lying across her bed. Sometime during the night, he left without a word. Neither one had mentioned that night again.

She swallowed the lump of remembrance growing in her throat and strapped on the bitchy suit of armor she'd worn for the past year of their marriage. She hated doing it, but it kept her safe. She'd lost two people in twelve months, she simply wouldn't allow herself to be vulnerable again.

Holding up a hand to stop anything else from passing through those sexy lips of his, she frowned up at him and said, “Can you get one of the girls and help her through the window? She can go unlock the front door for us. Unless you enjoy standing out here getting wet?”

Cole gave a curt nod and stalked back to the car. Alicia leaned against the side of the house, the rough stone of the 19th-century wall digging into her back, though she scarcely noticed. All she could do was stare in appreciation at Cole's perfect ass encased in denim. Was it so wrong to still be attracted to your ex-husband? Heather thought so and had set her up on a dozen dates in the past six months, though none of the men appealed to her. Sure, she'd had her share of flings, but sex was a far cry from making love.

With the back of her hand, she swiped at an annoying tear. Maybe she had PMS. After all, why the hell was she feeling so melancholy? Usually, she enjoyed her single life as a mother, and owner of Lost and Found—her unique business of finding just about anything a client was looking for. It made her a decent living, it kept her busy, and she could be home with the twins. Cole took the girls Friday night through Sunday evening, and those were the times when solitude really hit her.

Her mood lifted as Maggie and Melony tramped toward her, dressed in their matching pink raincoats and polka-dot rain boots. Cole was always the one to be prepared, most likely due to his time in the military. The man thrived on routine and stability, two things she'd had trouble with ever since becoming a mother. It was as if her short-term memory was constantly on the fritz. Hell, her long-term memory was shot most of the time too. Heather told her she simply had a terminal case of momnesia.

“Mommy!” The girls said in unison, splashing up water and mud in the process.

Alicia stooped down to hug them tightly. “Hey, chipmunks, did you have fun?” She glanced at Cole as he stood there looking down at them, arms crossed over his chest and an indefinable look on his face. She didn't want to think about it too much. All she wanted was to get into the house and dry off, take a couple Midol, then dig up some dinner for herself and the girls. They could huddle on the couch and watch cartoons while the rain continued to fall.

As the twins talked excitedly about their trip to the zoo and showed off the new dolls that Cole's current love interest had bought them, she felt herself bristle. Standing up she looked at Cole and said, “Are you going to just stand there getting drenched or could you find it in your heart to boost one of the girls up into the window?”

Blinking hard as if he was brought out of deep introspection, Cole frowned then picked up Maggie. The twins had just turned five and could easily fit through the partially opened window. Maggie was always eager to help and craved adventure. She quickly slipped through the window, trotting off through Alicia's bedroom and to the living room.

Without a backward glance, Alicia took Melony's hand and walked around to the front of the house and the covered porch. Maggie was waiting there with the door open and a big smile for having saved the day. Cole stood at the bottom of the steps with an expectant look on his face. Several times in the past he'd asked her to invite him in and she'd always declined. It wouldn't take more than one sultry smile from him and she'd have her clothes off in under a minute. They'd been down that road before and discovered that one wicked night of passion couldn't erase the years of distance and ultimate coldness.

“You'll be back Friday night to get the girls?” Thunder boomed, and lightning pierced the sky. She ushered Melony inside, telling the girls to take their coats and boots off, leaving them in the entryway.

Cole scalped a hand through his hair, shoving it off his forehead. With his hair wet and the gray skies above, his eyes looked even greener. For a second, Alicia felt transported back in time to the Rockabilly concert she had attended with her friends. He wore tight blue jeans, an even tighter white T-shirt, biker boots, and his hair slicked back. She had been dancing and bumped into him. It was like hitting a brick wall. She fell backward, sprawling to the ground. He offered her help up and there was an instant spark, a chemistry that she'd only read about in the romance novels she'd read. They were never separated from that day forward—until eighteen months ago.

“Of course.” He brought Alicia back to the present. “Same time, same place.”

“See you then.” She pressed her lips together as they trembled. She tried telling herself she was shaking because she was simply soaked to the core. The truth was, she still ached for Cole. But, they'd had their chances and now he'd moved on. In fact, she'd heard from one of his friends that he planned to propose to Sandy very soon, even though they'd only been dating a few months. That was so very different from the man she had fallen in love with all those years ago. It had been their third date before he even tried kissing her, then a year into their relationship before he suggested marriage. Oh well, people change.
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