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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 has put down roots in Baltimore, 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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“Well, don’t you look good enough to eat up.”

Emma’s brain froze, forgetting her worried thoughts. The smooth Texas drawl poured right through her soul and made her lower stomach flutter. She swallowed hard and her hand shook so badly she dropped the pen she’d been jotting down her budget with.

The noises of the animals around the shelter faded as her heart beat heavily in her ears. She looked up from her desk, forcing herself to stay put and not jump to her feet and run like hell.

Time seemed to move in slow motion as her gaze traveled up powerful thighs encased in snug denim and an impressive package hiding behind a zipper. A slim waist accented by a leather belt, and a firm chest and biceps wrapped in white cotton got a good look-over as well.

Emma braced herself as she took in the man’s square jaw and sensual lips. Finally, she met those blue, blue eyes ,and everything around her faded to black.

It was then that she realized she’d been holding her breath.

After letting it out in a big whoosh, she pasted on the most uninterested expression she could muster up while tamping down the hot lust swirling between her thighs.

“Liam Brooks ... what are you doing back here in Doveport?” Emma cringed at the sound of her voice. Here she was, trying to not act surprised, trying to keep her pulse under control, trying to ignore the lump of emotion in her throat that time hadn’t erased. She did a crappy job of it. Instead, her words came out with a burnt edge of hurt and longing.

Tipping back his gray Stetson, Liam sat on the edge of her desk and grinned right at her as if they’d just finished another session of the best sex ever. With a silent groan at her runaway memories, Emma pushed herself back a few feet in the rolling chair and crossed her arms over her chest; a conscious barrier.

“Aww, aren‘t you happy to see me, Freckles?” He reached out to touch her but she smacked his hand away and stood up. “You let your hair grow. It looks good, even if it is held back in that clip. You know, I always did have a thing for redheads.”

She let out an impatient sigh. “I got tired of cutting it.” Pushing her reading glasses up on top of her head, she peered at the rugged cowboy who had stolen her heart and changed her life forever then left without so much as an adios. “Umm ... correct me if I’m wrong, but it’s been four years since I’ve seen you. After we spent the weekend making love—twelve times!—I wake up to find you missing from my bed. Two days later I get an impersonal email saying you got a job offer in New Mexico and that working on your dad’s ranch wasn’t for you.” She hated herself for letting her emotions rise to the surface. “What are you doing back here?”

He let out a slow sigh through his nose and actually looked apologetic. “It was the opportunity of a lifetime and I wasn’t going to pass it up. My family knew about it, but I couldn’t stand to see those green eyes of yours sad or angry, and I wanted a weekend to remember.” He held a big, upturned palm in her direction. “I tried contacting you but you never replied.”

The shield around her heart slipped a bit. With his next words, she thought she’d shatter into a million pieces.

“I eventually got married and made a decent life for myself.”

“Well, good for you.” Clearing her throat of the tears gathering there, Emma put her glasses back on and grabbed her daily schedule from the desk, pretending to focus on the lengthy to-do list. Her 9am check-in was late and she really needed the help. Running the animal rehabilitation center was up to her, a few volunteers, and people doing community service to work off their tickets.

Sheriff Birch had called last night and mentioned the court was sending someone over today. She could care less if the guy ran a red light or robbed a bank, the extra pair of hands would be a blessing.

“Again,” she said as calmly as she could, “why are you here? Did you want to apologize, tell me all about your lovely wife, jump back into bed then race off again, or what?” She threw the notebook on the desk, angrier at herself than Liam. Sure, they’d had a whirlwind affair, but he’d never promised her more than that. No, she was the one who let her feelings get involved. Over the past year, she’d thought she’d finally healed from it all.

Seems she was very, very wrong.

Liam stood to his full six-plus-feet and withdrew a folded piece of paper from the back pocket of his jeans, handing it to her. “Looks like I’m here to work for a while.”

“You’ve got to be joking.” She read the paper with the court seal stamped on it, raising her eyebrows. “I didn’t think your old pickup could go that fast.”

He let out a short laugh and said, “The old pickup couldn’t, but a Ferrari can.” A wide grin that had her knees about to buckle followed the statement.

“I see.” So not only was he married now, but he was wealthy too? She didn’t know which fact bugged her the most. “What are you doing here if you found your dream job and dream woman in New Mexico?”
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