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Summer


I didn’t hear a word that the interior designer was saying. I was focused on the way Jonathon looked in those Wranglers. And his boots. And the freaking black cowboy hat that made his grey eyes stand out. I swallowed hard.


Jesus…could this guy get any hotter?


Jonathon caught my stare from across the room. When he smiled my panties nearly disintegrated. The man had never even touched me, and yet one look from him and I was damn near panting.


Yes, he could get hotter. Christ Almighty.


Before I could stop myself, my tongue ran over my dry lips. Jonathon’s brows rose and his boyishly handsome smile turned into a sexy-as-hell grin. When his eyes smoldered, my breath hitched.


I wiped my brow. Shit, is it hot in here?


Jonathon knew where my dirty little mind had taken me, and I was pretty damn sure his was going in the same direction. I closed my eyes and tried not to picture anything sexy, but failed. Me…up against the wall with him buried deep inside me, giving me a long overdue orgasm.


“Waylynn? Waylynn?” Ann’s voice pulled me from my naughty thoughts.


Popping my eyes open, I cleared my throat. “What? Huh?”


With a sweet smile, Ann repeated the question I had totally tuned out.


“The color scheme. Are you good with it?”


I frowned. What in the heck was she talking about? Color scheme? “Umm.”


The young woman waited patiently, while I stood there with my mouth open like an idiot.


“Color scheme?” I asked with a slight smile.


Ann laughed. “Did you even hear a word I said?”


My eyes darted to Jonathon. He was leaning against a desk in the middle of the room. It was the only piece of furniture that had been left by the previous owners of this space. His arms were now crossed over his massive chest, and he wore a shit-eating grin. Did the man know how freaking handsome he was? That sex appeal dripped off of him?


He winked, and I had to lock my knees to keep from falling.


Bastard.


He knew exactly where my mind had gone, because his was there as well.


Turning back to the interior decorator, I replied, “I’m so sorry. Jonathon was distracting me.”


One quick glance back and Jonathon’s smile vanished, replaced by a shocked expression. “Me?” he asked.


I nodded. “Yes. You.”


Ann was now staring at Jonathon. I could see by the look in her eyes and the way she chewed her lip that she was having similar thoughts. It was obvious by the way she was trying not to look in his direction while she talked. She was probably the same age as he was, and that pissed me off. Then again, I had to remind myself that Jonathon hadn’t been staring at Ann. He’d been staring at me.


“What did I do?” Jonathon asked.


I wanted to say that his hotness was making my panties wet, and the throbbing between my legs was making it hard to think, but I decided it was best to avoid the truth.


“That desk you’re leaning on. I keep wondering why the previous owner left it?”


Jonathon looked down at the desk as Ann asked, “Do you want to keep the desk? It would be beautiful refinished.”


I shrugged. “I’m not sure.”


Jonathon walked around it. “I’m sure we could put this to good use. I can come up with an idea or two.”


His head lifted and his eyes caught mine. I swore they turned as dark as the night sky. I swallowed, trying to ignore the pulse between my legs.


“Yes, I’m positive we can come up with a few ideas. Maybe you can even use the desk in your office,” Ann added.


I forced myself to look away and focus on Ann. “Yeah, maybe. Okay, so the color scheme?”


Clapping her hands, Ann started into the soft greens and blues. I had to stay focused on her lips, avoiding the temptation to look at the stud cowboy who was now walking around the room behind us.


“You’ve made a note of the wood floors I want in the studios?” I asked. Ann nodded and looked over to Jonathon.


He held up his folder and gave it a little shake. “I’ve got it all in here.”


“Now, Waylynn, do you want a window covering in your office for privacy?” Ann asked.


Why I turned and looked at Jonathon was beyond me. The left side of his mouth rose, and if I had been turned on before, now I was practically dead.


With a grin, I replied, “Yes. You never know when you might have that certain someone stop by and give you a quickie against the wall.”


Jonathon laughed while he shook his head and walked to the area that would be for the parents while they waited for their kids.


Ann stared with her mouth gaping. “Oh, um, I wasn’t really thinking for that purpose, but okay!”


It was time to wrap this shit up. The sexual tension in this room couldn’t get any heavier.


“Is that it for now?” I asked, as I gave Ann pleading eyes that were begging her to say yes.


Flipping through her notes, she frowned. “I think so. As we get closer I’ll bring in some fabrics for the chairs as well as some paint samples.” Ann walked over to Jonathon and placed her hand on his arm, smiling. “Jonathon? You’ll keep me updated on how things are moving along?”


He nodded.


“You have my cell number still?”


Still? Well, that’s interesting.


“I have it written down somewhere.”


Ann frowned slightly before plastering on a fake smile. “I’m sure you’ll be able to find it this evening.” She turned my way. “I’m so excited to be working with you, Waylynn. I’ve heard you’re an amazing dancer. You certainly have the legs for it!”


Peeking down, I looked at the long dress I had on that nearly went to the floor. When I looked back up at her, Ann’s face was flushed.


“Well, I mean, I watched a few videos from when you were a Rockette. You were amazing.”


I laughed. “For a second there, I thought things were about to get awkward, wondering how you knew what my legs looked like!”


Ann let out a loud laugh. “Oh, no! Ha! Well, I’ll be going.”


Following Ann toward the front door, she stopped short and nearly caused me to run into her back.


“Jonathon, are you coming?” she called over her shoulder.


“No, I’ve got a few things to discuss with Waylynn.”


Ann shook my hand. “Thank you for giving me the job. I know I don’t have as much experience, so I appreciate you taking a chance on me.”


“It’s going to look beautiful. Thank you, Ann.”


I followed her to the door and waved as she headed down the street to her parked car.


Spinning on my heel, I took a deep breath and walked into the building. I stopped when I saw Jonathon had moved the desk.


“What are you doing?” I asked.


He was measuring the desk. “I figure this will be about the middle of your office after the changes.”


I walked closer. My brows rose as I attempted to keep my cool and not let my raging libido take control.


“And why are you putting it there?” I asked, coming to a stop in front of him.


He smiled and my knees wobbled. When his hands began to lift my skirt, my heart nearly jumped out of my damn chest. Before I knew it, I was in his arms, my legs wrapped around his body, and he was setting me on the desk.


“If I’m reading this wrong, tell me now, Waylynn, but I’m pretty sure you want the same things that I want.”


His mouth was on my neck while his hand slipped inside my panties.


I couldn’t think; I was so overcome with desire. “I do. God, I want this…and you.”


His hands were everywhere on my body, causing me to go temporarily insane. This was wrong. He was six years younger than me. He was Cord’s best friend.


“Tell me what you want, Waylynn. Tell me, and I’ll do it, baby.”


My mind was screaming at me to stop while my body was screaming for more.


With shaking hands, I unbuckled his belt and made haste getting his jeans down. I hadn’t been with another man since before Jack. What in the hell was I thinking?


His mouth found its way to my ear where he whispered, “Tell me, baby.”


There was no use fighting it. I wanted Jonathon Turner more than I had ever wanted any other man. Pulling my earlobe into his mouth, he let out a groan as he pushed his fingers inside of me.


Finally finding my voice, I panted, “I need to come, Jonathon.”


He pulled back and stared into my eyes. His smile nearly had me coming, never mind the fact that his fingers were massaging my insides. “Fast or slow? I’m about to lose control, Waylynn.”


I returned the smile. “Lose every ounce. I’m all yours.”
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November


I stepped into my office and tossed the paint samples onto my desk. Ann was going to be the damn death of me. Who in the hell knew there were so many shades of green?


I moaned and dropped my head back. At least I could lose my shit in here if I needed to. The clear windows were covered with brown paper, giving me a sense of privacy. Of course, the paper would be replaced by shades in due time. Once the studio was finished, and we were open, I’d have a view of the main dance floor from my office. I’d never be able to let the instructors oversee the dancers completely; dancing was in my soul. This was my dream come true.


I faced the window that looked out to the small courtyard. I smiled, thinking about how fun it would be to take the little ones outside and practice our stretches.


“Waylynn?”


His voice sent tingles through my entire body. Taking a deep breath, I turned to face Jonathon.


“Hey,” I said, leaning against the windowsill.


He stepped inside my office. “I need to talk to you.”


I was never one to be nervous or scared around men, but being in the same room with Jonathon Turner scared the living daylights out of me. It also pissed me off knowing how much power this man held over me.


“About?”


He shut the door and stood with his cowboy hat in hand. I tried not to let my eyes scan his perfect body. He was toned beyond belief. Those three mile runs he ran every day kept the man in shape. Not to mention the nightly trips to the gym I knew he took because we always crossed paths, him coming in just as I left my yoga class.


“I can’t stop thinking about you,” he said.


My breath stalled in my throat. “I’ve already told you, Jonathon. This can’t work.”


He took a few steps closer, and I stayed as still as I could. My fingers itched to touch him.


“Then why did you seem pissed off that I brought a date to Steed and Mitchell’s birthday party a few weeks back?”


“I wasn’t upset,” I lied.


Jonathon took two long strides forward, standing in my space. His large, fit body inches from mine. I had to force myself to breathe.


“Can you honestly look me in the eyes and tell me you don’t feel anything?”


Lifting my chin, I kept my face neutral. “Feelings aren’t the issue here, the calendar is. I’m too old for you.”


He laughed. “Fuck that, Waylynn. You’re scared and you’re using age as an excuse. Look at me and tell me you didn’t feel anything when we were together.”


My chest rose and fell with each labored breath. Goosebumps broke out across my body as I thought about that afternoon months ago. My eyes closed as I remembered Jonathon moving deliciously fast and hard as he fucked me on the desk and then against the wall in my dance studio. It was raw. Passionate. Spontaneous, and hot as hell. And, yes…I had felt something. I felt something every time this man was close, a feeling I’d never experienced before, but I couldn’t admit that to him.


I smiled. “Two amazing orgasms…that’s what I felt, Jonathon.”


He leaned in closer, the smell of his cologne tangling with my libido. Shit. I needed him to step back before I lost control and begged him to take me right then and there.


He twirled a piece of my blonde hair between his fingers. “I know that wasn’t all you felt. I saw it in your eyes then. I see it now.”


I turned my head. “I’m six years older than you, Jonathon. I want things you can’t possibly give me.”


He huffed. “How do you know I don’t want the same things?”


With a harsh laugh, I stared him down. “I want to get married, and I want kids. At least three. Can you honestly look me in the eyes and say you want that at this point in your life?”


“Yes!” he said, cupping my face in his strong hands. “Waylynn, I’m not twenty fucking years old, I’m almost twenty-seven, and I want those things, too. I’m not saying let’s run off and get married tomorrow, but why won’t you give us a chance? I don’t care that you’re older than me.”


My heart was racing. “You want kids? What, like when you’re thirty-five, or something?”


He closed his eyes and shook his head before opening them and pinning me with his intense stare. “You can’t push me away with that. I can honestly tell you if it were up to me, I’d already be settled with a wife and kids. But no one has made me want to even think it’s a possibility…until you.”


My body trembled. “It…it could never work.”


“Why? And stop saying because you’re older than me.”


Memories of Jack flooded my mind all at once. Everything from him telling me I’d never make it in New York to him sitting with his lover at the restaurant. Was I ready to open my heart again? “It just wouldn’t.”


Jonathon pressed his body into mine, sending a rush of desire through my veins. His lips were inches from mine. The wall I had built was beginning to crumble piece by piece. I needed to be stronger.


When his lips brushed across mine, I gasped.


His hand moved up my dress, slowly sliding it up as he pushed his hard-on into me. I gripped his strong arms to keep my legs from giving out.


Damn it. What does this man do to me?


“Please, don’t push me away. I want you in more ways than just fucking you against a wall. Give me—hell, give us—a chance to show you that we can make this work.”


Electricity zapped through my body. I was about to break.


Maybe we could fuck one more time and that would satisfy the itch I had for Jonathon Turner. His fingers brushed across my panties and I squeezed his arms.


One. More. Time.


I knew that wouldn’t be enough. I needed more. I wanted more.


I opened my mouth to tell him to take me…when the perfect moment came to an immediate halt with the knock on my office door.


I pushed Jonathon away and dragged in a deep breath as I fixed my dress.


Jonathon walked to the other side of my desk, his hat positioned in front of his jeans to hide the bulge in his pants.


“Come…come in.”


Shit. My voice was shaky.


The door opened, and Cord walked into my office. He smiled with raised eyebrows when he saw me, which made me even shakier. I was still leaning against the windowsill, trying like hell to act like my panties weren’t soaking wet from the proximity of his best friend.


“What’s up, big sis? I saw your car parked out front and thought maybe you’d like to go to lunch?”


My eyes darted to Jonathon.


Cord turned. “Hey! I was hoping I’d see you here. Was I interrupting anything?”


“No,” I said.


“Yes,” Jonathon said.


Cord bounced his gaze between the two of us. “No. Yes. Which is it?”


Jonathon grinned. “I mean, no, it’s fine. I needed to find out if Waylynn had picked out which flooring she wanted.”


My head was spinning. I had already told him that months ago. “Birch is fine,” I softly said. Jonathon nodded.


“Listen, I know this is last minute, but a few of us are heading to Vegas tonight for the weekend. I’m taking a few days off from the bar. We’re each renting our own room in case of potential hookups.” Cord wiggled his brows while I looked away and I rolled my eyes.


Jonathon looked at me. “I can’t go. I’ve got to install the light fixtures in the ballet room.”


Our eyes met, and I knew what he was doing.


“You can’t take the weekend off, dude? I mean, it’s Vegas. Flights are wide open so getting a ticket won’t be a problem.”


Jonathon continued to stare at me. I regretted my next set of words before they even came out of my mouth.


“The lights can wait, and Cord’s right. It’s the weekend and you know what they say, ‘what happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas’.”


Jonathon narrowed his eyes at me.


Cord clapped his hands. “Awesome, then you’re free to go. What do you say?”


The look on Jonathon’s face about killed me. He looked hurt, and I hated being the person who made him feel that way.


Placing his hat on his head, Jonathon faced Cord. He plastered on a fake smile. “Sounds like a plan. I could use a little bit of fun. It’s been awhile since I’ve had any. Count me in.”


My heart dropped to my stomach, and I had to grip onto the windowsill to keep myself upright. It took everything I had not to show any reaction to Jonathon’s words. They hurt more than he could know, but then again, I deserved it.


Making his way toward the door, Jonathon cleared his throat. “I’ve got to run if I’m heading out with y’all.”


Cord gave him a light slap on the back. “You won’t regret it.” He leaned in closer and said, “I promise.”


Before leaving my office, Jonathon looked back, tipped his hat and said, “Waylynn.” It was meant to sound like a goodbye, but I knew what he was doing. He was giving me one more chance to stop him.


My heart was fighting with my head. I swallowed hard, trying to convince myself I was about to do the right thing by letting him go. “Enjoy Vegas, Jonathon,” I replied, trying to keep my voice even.


His eyes turned dark, his face cold. “I will.”


His words felt like a knife straight into my chest.


Jonathon looked at Cord. “Maybe I’ll even get lucky this weekend. Hell, maybe I’ll find myself a girlfriend. Someone to marry and have three kids with.”


Cord laughed. “Jesus, dude, we’re going to Vegas, not church. Hey, let me walk you out, I’ll fill you in a bit more on the plans.”


Glancing over his shoulder, Cord called out, “Be right back, Waylynn.”


I forced a smile and nodded before I turned away from them both. Tears filled my eyes as I stared at the large pecan tree that was blowing in the wind.


The courtyard matched the feeling in my heart.


Empty.
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Cord’s returning footsteps pulled me from my trance. “Hey, you ready for lunch?” he asked.


“Yep.”


“You want to go down to Lilly’s?”


“Sounds good to me,” I replied.


I shut and locked the door to the dance studio. I knew Jonathon wouldn’t be coming back this evening so there would be no reason I would need to come back either. Especially now that he had plans to leave for Vegas with Cord.


We walked in silence toward Lilly’s place. My mind raced. Should I call Jonathon? Ask him not to go to Vegas? How unfair would that be, especially after I had told him I wasn’t interested in a relationship.


“What’s on your mind, sis?”


My head snapped up to Cord.


“What?’”


Cord drew his brows in. “You’re preoccupied. Everything okay?”


“Yeah,” I answered, making sure my voice sounded even. “I’ve got a lot on my mind with the dance studio.”


“I can understand. It takes a lot to start a business. I remember what it was like when I opened the bar. You sure it isn’t anything else?”


We stopped walking and stared at one another. For a brief moment I wanted to tell him about Jonathon. Come clean about all of it, but I stopped myself.


“I’m positive. Stop worrying, little brother, okay?”


His dimpled smile made me grin. “Okay, then let’s get some food before I have to get back to the bar. I need to make sure everything is in order before I leave tonight.”


I wrapped my arm up in Cord’s. “Who are you leaving in charge?”


“Trevor.”


“I don’t think you have to worry. Trevor knows how to run that bar better than you.”


Cord chuckled. “Yeah, you’re probably right.”


“I’m surprised Trevor isn’t going with y’all.”


“Well, it’s last minute. We only decided to go earlier today. I hope Jonathon can get on the plane. I tried calling him earlier, but he must have had his phone on silent.”


The bell on the front door of Lilly’s rang as we walked in. A quick glance around showed that Cord and I practically had the place to ourselves. In the back corner, a group of teenagers sat in a booth, laughing loudly.


“Oh, to be young again,” I mumbled while Cord laughed.


“Ain’t that the truth.”


After we sat down, Lucy made her way over to us.


“How’s it going, y’all?” she asked, setting two waters in front of us.


“It’s going good. How are things?” Cord asked as he winked at the young woman and her cheeks pinked. Cord seemed oblivious to her reaction, leaving me to wonder if my brothers had any clue about their gifts with women.


With a shrug, Lucy answered, “It’s been slow today.”


“Where’s your mother?” I asked.


“She took the day off and headed into San Antonio. Said she needed a spa day.”


With a smile, I replied, “Good for her!”


“What can I get ya?”


Cord grabbed the small menu on the table that listed the specials. After looking it over he said, “Club sandwich for me, with a Coke.”


After jotting down Cord’s order, Lucy glanced my way. “I’ll have the same thing.”


“Perfect! I’ll get the sodas right out.”


When she walked off, Cord stared me down as I took a drink of water. I wasn’t prepared for what came out of his mouth next.


“So, when are you going to tell me who you were getting it on with when old lady Hopkins walked into your dance studio?” I choked on the water and Cord laughed. “Afraid the guy will get his ass beat?”


Ugh. When will everyone forget that Mrs. Hopkins walked into the studio when Jonathon and I were getting it on?


“Wh-why is it so important for everyone to know my business?”


Cord shrugged. “I don’t know. Just trying to figure out who it is. Brother’s duty.”


“Why? So y’all can harass him?”


He flashed me an evil grin. “Maybe.”


Lucy walked over and set our sodas on the table before heading back toward the kitchen. The interruption allowed me to compose my response to my nosey brother.


“Well, it doesn’t matter. It was only a one-time thing.”


Leaning forward, he said, “As long as it wasn’t Jonathon. Then I’d really have to kick some ass.”


When he sat back in his seat, he laughed again. I prayed that my face didn’t tell all of my dirty little secrets.


What in the hell? Did he know it was Jonathon? Was he kidding around or being serious?


Shit! Shit! Shit!


Cord’s phone went off, and he pulled it from his pocket. He smiled and looked back up at me. “Speak of the devil. Looks like Jonathon got the plane ticket for Vegas.”


I forced a smile. “Y’all don’t get into trouble, Cord. You’ve got too much to lose if you do something stupid.”


He scoffed. “Please, I’m not twenty-one, Waylynn. We’re going to have a bit of fun, that’s all. And if I happen to meet a girl who wants to hook up, then all the better.”


Rolling my eyes, I said, “Seriously, y’all are going to hook up with random women?”


“No. We’re going to gamble, and if we’re really lucky, we’ll hook up with a random woman…or three.”


I snarled. “Pig.”


“Says the girl who was caught doing the nasty by a poor old woman.”


“That was different. It wasn’t a random guy.”


Cord’s brows lifted. “Ahh, you’ve given me a clue.”


I smiled. “You’d love to know, wouldn’t you?” I asked, keeping my voice calm and clear.


He shrugged. “Like you said, sis, it’s your business. Not mine. As long as he treats you good and doesn’t hurt you. Not like that asshole you were married to.”


“Like I told you, we’re not an item. Maybe it wasn’t a random guy, but it was a random thing.”


“So you keep saying. By the look in your eyes right now, I’d say you’re not happy with that.”


I swallowed hard. “What?”


“You want something more than a one-time hook-up There’s nothing wrong with wanting a relationship, Waylynn. I’m sure you’re ready to settle down and pop out a kid or two.”


“Well, I don’t think this guy is ready for the whole white picket fence dream of mine. There’s an age difference.”


Cord rolled his eyes. “Who cares if he’s older or younger? As long as he makes you happy, that’s all that matters.”


Letting out a sigh, I took a drink of my Coke. “Like I said, we’re not together, so…”


Lucy brought our sandwiches. “Here y’all go. Anything else?”


Glancing at the waitress, Cord flashed his dimples and another wink. “Thanks, Lucy.”


Her cheeks heated again. “Sure thing, Cord.”


When Cord focused back on me, he picked up his sandwich and took a bite, then started talking. “I’ll tell you the type of guy you need.”


I rolled my eyes. “Do you always talk with your mouth full?”


He nodded.


“And you hope to pick up a woman—or three—with those manners? Tell me, Oh Great One, who is the type of guy I need?” I took a bite of my sandwich.


“You need someone hard working, but not married to his job. Someone who knows how to treat a lady and won’t step out on you. A guy who wants the same things as you. Marriage and kids.”


Nodding, I lifted my Coke to my lips. Maybe my brother did know what I wanted.


“Someone like Jonathon.”


The drink slipped from my hands and crashed on the table, spilling everywhere.


Cord jumped back. “Shit, Waylynn. What happened?”


I sat there stunned for solid seconds while Cord wiped the spilled drink. I hadn’t even noticed it had been running off the table and into my lap.


“Damn, I’m sorry. It slipped from my hands.” I tried to help him clean up while Lucy rushed over with a rag.


“I’m sorry, Lucy.”


“No worries. I’ll get you another one.”


Sitting down, I stared at Cord. “Why would you pick him as an example?”


Cord stared like I had lost my mind. “Why Mitchell?” He shrugged. “I don’t know. I guess because he’s devoted to making Corina happy. I could have said Steed.”


“Mitchell? You said ‘Mitchell’?”


With a tilt of his head, he asked, “Who did you think I said?”


I shook my head. “Um, I don’t know. I guess I didn’t hear you when I dropped the drink.”


“You sure you’re okay?”


Putting on the fake smile I had mastered long ago, I replied, “I think I need a spa day myself!”


We both laughed. The rest of lunch was filled with small talk. My heart had finally settled to a normal pace by the time we stood and walked outside.


“Thanks for lunch, Cord.”


Leaning over, he kissed me on the forehead. “My pleasure. We need to do it more often, especially with the dance studio across the square now. I better run. Love you, sis.”


I nodded. “Let me know when y’all get to Vegas…and stay out of trouble! Love you too!”


“What’s that you say? I can’t hear you, Waylynn.”


Laughing, Cord turned and started toward his bar, Cord’s Place. Right as he crossed the street, I cried out, “Be good!”


He spun around and shouted, “Where’s the fun in that?”
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Dropping the car keys on the kitchen island, I let out a long groan, opened the refrigerator, and reached in for a bottle of Great Northern beer. Amelia had turned me on to it after her little fling with Liam in New York. Finding the beer outside of the bright lights and big city of New York was a pain in the ass, but well worth it.


I twisted the cap off and leaned against the counter, looking around the guest house that I now called home. It was quiet. Too quiet.


Pulling out my phone, I hit Amelia’s number.


She answered on the first ring. “Hey, Waylynn. What’s up?”


“I’m bored and it’s too quiet in my house.”


Amelia chuckled. “Get a pet.”


“I don’t like cats or dogs.”


“Get a turtle.”


I laughed. “A turtle?”


“Yeah, you’re always pulling over on the highway to save them. Next time just bring Michelangelo home.”


“Michelangelo?” What the hell was she talking about?


“You know, the ninja turtles,” she said, laughing like it was the funniest thing ever.


Pursing my lips, I looked up at the ceiling. “Maybe I will get a turtle. I’ve always wanted one.”


“See, there ya go.”


“Yeah, but that’s not going to bring life into this place.”


“Then get a pig.”


“A pig? Can you be serious? I have a real problem here.”


Amelia sighed. “Your problem is not being able to admit that you want to be with Jonathon. If you let things flow naturally between you two, you’d be having him in your place right now, and he’d probably be making you cry out his name in every room of your house.”


I closed my eyes and sighed. “Nope. He’s on his way to Vegas with Cord. Their plan is to gamble, drink, and hook up with random women.”


“What? I mean, Cord I get, but Jonathon was down for that?”


I stayed silent longer than I should have as I made my way into the living room.


“What did you do, Waylynn?”


A groaned as I flopped onto the sofa. “I might have twisted his arm and forced him to go.”


“Oh, no! What happened?”


Leaning my head back, I closed my eyes. “I don’t know what I’m doing, Meli. I want to try this with him, but I’m sure it wouldn’t work. I want a family, and he’s younger than me. And there are already rumors flying around town about me. I don’t think I can handle more gossip.”


“First off, screw the rumors. The people in this town are either bored or jealous. And how do you know he isn’t ready to settle down? Cord mentioned Jonathon dated a girl from Uvalda for a couple of years. He was ready to get serious, but she wasn’t. He broke things off with her about a year ago.”


My heart dropped at the idea of Jonathon wanting that with another woman. “Really? What was her name?”


“I don’t know. Some girl he met at Cord’s place. She still shows up every now and then, Trevor said.”


“And why were you and Trevor talking about Jonathon?”


“It was a few nights back, Jonathon was at Cord’s Place and I casually brought him up to Trevor.”


“Ugh! Amelia, I don’t want anyone to put two and two together.”


She let out a frustrated sigh. “Jesus, Waylynn. I doubt it would make a difference. They already know you bumped uglies with someone. Might as well let them know who.”


“Cord asked me earlier today. I nearly told him.”


“What made you stop?”


“Do you not remember our brothers beating up Wade?”


Amelia chuckled. “They didn’t exactly beat him up, but I get what you’re saying. Listen, I was worried about what Trevor might do, and that actually turned out better than I thought it would.”


“I don’t know. I’ve driven around for hours thinking about it. Maybe I could convince Jonathon to keep it on the down low…I mean, if we gave this a go.”


“You really want to sneak around, Waylynn?”


I blew out a frustrated breath. “No.”


When my phone beeped, I pulled it away from my ear and saw an incoming text from Cord. I hit speaker and pulled up the text.


“Looks like they made it to Vegas,” I said as I opened the attachment.


“Yeah, I got a text too.”


When the picture loaded I felt sick to my stomach. “I’m heading to bed. I suddenly got really tired. Talk to you tomorrow.”


“Waylynn,” Amelia whispered. I knew she had opened the attachment.


“Night, baby sis. We’ll talk tomorrow.”


I hit End before she could say anything. The picture Cord had sent popped back up on my phone with the text we made it. It was a selfie of him at the casino. Behind him were Dustin, Tom, and Jonathon. There was a blonde smiling and hanging on Cord with her head thrown back, laughing. My stomach tightened as I looked at Jonathon. A brunette had her arms wrapped around his neck.


Swallowing hard, I texted Cord back.




Me: Didn’t take long for the buzzards to start swarming.





Cord answered almost immediately.




Cord: No shit! They were on us the second we walked into the casino.





Anger pulsed through my veins. Jonathon was like all the other guys. All they cared about was crawling between some whore’s legs.


I thought back to the day I was with Jonathon. I was no better than the girl hanging on his neck.




Me: Have fun with the Vegas bunnies. Wrap your stick.


Cord: Always, big sis! Always!





I erased the message and tossed my phone onto the coffee table before I dragged myself to the shower. The faster I got into bed, the better.
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The brunette was hanging on me like her life depended on it. With the amount of alcohol on her breath, she probably couldn’t stand on her own, and I worried that if a spark was lit anywhere near her, the whole place would go up in flames.


She was that drunk.


Reaching up, I pulled her off me. Dustin and Tom were already talking to the girl’s friends. The blonde next to Cord was waiting while he texted.


The blonde grabbed Cord’s arm. “You boys want to go up to our room? I’m thinking we can have a bit of fun.”


He looked up at her and smiled. “As fun as that sounds, I think we’re gonna gamble for a bit, sweetheart.”


She pouted and her little drunk friend was back to clawing up my body.


“I bet you have a big dick!” she shouted.


I pushed her away. “You’ll never find out, darlin’.”


Her smile faded, and she attempted to put her hands on her hips. “Why…why not? You think you’re too good for us, cowboy?”


“First off, you’re so drunk you can’t stand straight, and secondly, I’m not interested in a hook-up with someone who won’t remember my name in the morning.”


Her eyes slid over to Dustin who was also attempting to ditch the chick who was talking dirty to him.


“Listen, ladies, as much fun as a big ol’ orgy sounds, we’re not interested. We just got here, and we want to get a little gambling in,” Cord said.


The blonde pushed Cord back as hard as she could, and it only made her stumble. Cord grabbed her while Tom went in search of security.


We finally got the four girls away from us and left them with the security guys, and made our way back into the casino.


Tom slapped Cord’s back as we sat down at a blackjack table. “Jesus Christ. I like pussy, don’t get me wrong, but those girls were crazy drunk! One grabbed my dick, and I swear to God, she wanted to rip it off my body. Can you imagine getting a hand job from her?”


We laughed and placed our bets. It didn’t take long before Dustin and Tom wondered off to another table.


The cocktail waitress set my Bud Light in front of me. The second it hit my lips, Cord asked, “How are things going with the dance studio? Waylynn’s not giving you too much trouble, is she?”


I paused before taking a drink. “Things are good, and no, she isn’t giving me any trouble.”


He nodded. “Good.”


He flipped a chip back and forth between his fingers.


“What’s really on your mind, Cord?”


He let out a chuckle. “I need you to find something out for me.”


“You asking me to spy on your sister?”


He shrugged. “I guess. If you want to look at it like that.”


“I’m not spying on Waylynn. You want to know something, ask her.”


“I’ve tried. She’s hung up on someone and won’t admit it. I can tell she likes the guy.”


My heart froze. “What makes you think that?”


He turned and looked at me. “She’s my sister. I see it in her eyes, and she seems miserable. There’s a reason she’s pushing this guy away, and I want to know what that reason is because I’m not buying her excuses.”


I cleared my throat before speaking. “You ever think it might be her business?”


His brows rose. “My family is my business. I want to know if this guy used her for a quick fuck and moved on. So I can kill him.”


Dragging my eyes away from his, I stared at the dealer and tapped the table after looking at my cards.


“I don’t think your sister is the type of woman to let some guy use her like that.”


He didn’t respond at first. “No, neither do I. But she’s tight-lipped. The only thing she told me was that there was an age difference, and she didn’t think he was the white picket fence type of guy. If he’s anything like that asshole she married, I’m stepping in.”


“Well, I respect your sister, Cord, and I’m working for her. I won’t be your spy.” The dealer swept up our losing cards.


Cord sighed. “Yeah, I guess it is pretty shitty to ask you.” He turned and faced me. He let his gaze linger before he asked, “Do you know who it is?”


Fuck. Just come clean with him. Tell him the truth.


Forcing a smile, I shook my head when I remembered Waylynn making me promise not to tell anyone. “Nah, I don’t know who it is.”


“Another round of cards, gentleman?” the dealer asked.


Cord grinned. “Let’s hit the Craps table. I’m feeling lucky.”


I let out the breath I had been holding. Standing to follow my best friend, I pushed down the bile that was sitting at the base of my throat. I hated lying to him, but if I was going to try to make this work with Waylynn, I needed to at least have a shot before Cord put my ass in the hospital.
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By the time we got back to our rooms, it was three in the morning and I was exhausted. I tried calling Waylynn three times, and my text asking her to call me went ignored.


After a quick shower to get the smell of smoke and alcohol off of me, I made my way to the king-size bed. Dustin, Tom, and Cord had each picked up a girl and had taken them back to their rooms. The last thing I was interested in right now was a mindless hook-up. I’d never been the type of guy who cared about that anyway.


Sitting down, I reached for my phone.


Nothing.


I tried one more time.




Me: I know you’re asleep, but please call me when you get up. I don’t care what time it is.





As I went to put my phone down, it went off.




Waylynn: What’s wrong? The brunette didn’t do it for you?





I stared at her response for a good minute. What in the fuck was she talking about?




Me: What’s that supposed to mean?


Waylynn: Please do us both a favor and go back to treating me like the woman you work for and not the woman you want to fuck.


Me: You mean more than that to me, and what the fuck did you mean about a brunette?


Waylynn: You honestly think I’m going to believe you were all good little boys and went back to your rooms alone?





Anger pulsed through me.




Me: Not all of us, but I did. I’ve been trying to get a hold of you all night, Waylynn. You think I’ve been fucking a girl while texting and calling you?


Waylynn: I don’t know. You have proven you can multitask.





I hit her number. It rang about six times before she answered. “I’m not in the mood for this.”


“Then why in the hell did you answer?”


She sighed. “I don’t know. What do you want?”


“I want you, Waylynn Parker, and I’m not going to give up on us.”


“Us? What us? We fucked one time, Jonathon! That doesn’t make us anything.”


“Cord asked me to find out who you’re hung up on.”


The line fell silent for the longest time.


“Hello? Waylynn, are you still there?”


I heard a shaky breath before she asked, “Did you agree to?”


“No! Of course I didn’t. I told him I respected you too much to spy on you and that it wasn’t any of his business.”
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