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A Note to Readers

 

 

Love Profound is book two in the Cowboys and Angels series. The books in this series are not stand-alone books. Stories intertwine between books and continued to grow within each book. If you have picked up this book and have not read Lost Love, I strongly suggest that you read them in order.

For a list of characters in the series as well as other fun extras, please visit the series website: www.cowboysandangelsseries.com




[image: ]

 

[image: ]

Early March

 

I stared at my computer screen with a goofy smile on my face. “Come on, April. I’m on a deadline, sweetie. I need you to push that calf on out.”

“Who are you talking to?”

I glanced over my shoulder as my smile grew bigger. “April.”

My brother, Mitchell, rolled his eyes. “The giraffe?”

With a chuckle, I replied, “The one and only. Come on, tell me you’re not the least bit curious about her.”

“I’m not the least bit curious about her.”

I huffed, turning back to my laptop. I was on a deadline with this book and the last thing I really needed to be doing was staring at the ass of a giraffe.

“Where is everyone?” Mitchell asked.

“Well, Steed and Paxton are on their honeymoon, in case your forgot, and Mom and Dad took Chloe out for a ride.”

My older brother sat down in the chair, sighing. “I knew about Steed and Paxton, smart ass. I meant Mom, Dad, and Chloe.”

“Are you off work today? What brings you by?”

“I’ve got the week off,” he said.

I raised my eyebrows. “And that’s why you’re here pouting?”

He frowned. “I’m not pouting.”

“You’re pouting.”

“I’m bored. I thought taking spring break off was a good idea, but I’m too used to working.”

“Want to come to New York with me? I leave tomorrow morning to hang out with Waylynn. Sister bonding trip and all.”

His eyes lit up. “New York, huh?”

With an evil grin, I added, “We can get drunk and have fun. By fun, I mean have meaningless sex with good-looking, rich people.”

Mitchell laughed. “Damn, I don’t think I like the sound of my baby sister talking about fucking people.”

“I said meaningless sex. I didn’t say fucking.”

His head pulled back in surprise. “Meli, isn’t that the same thing?”

“No. When you say fucking it sounds vulgar. When I say have meaningless sex, it doesn’t sound so bad.”

“It’s fucking, no matter how you spin it.”

I let out a long groan. “Fine. You could go to New York and fuck a bunch of new women whom you haven’t already fucked in the back of your truck before breaking their hearts when they quickly realized the only thing they’re getting from you is your dick, and only long enough for them to call out your name a few times.”

His brows rose. “Holy shit, do you always talk so filthy?”

My jaw fell while I stared at him, dumbfounded. “Are you serious right now?”

He shook his head. “Dad would wash your mouth out with soap if he heard his little angel talking that way.”

With a chuckle, I shook my head. “Well, Dad would want to do a lot more to me if he knew all the things I’ve done. How do you think I write such hot sex? It’s called on-the-job training.” Flashing him another evil smile, I winked. “Matter of fact, your friend Rodney might have taught me a new position or two.”

Mitchell’s face turned red. He stood, nearly knocking over the barstool he was sitting on. “I’ll fucking rip his dick off if he touched you.”

I grinned. “He did a lot more than touch, big brother.” Leaning back, I grabbed the table and started a pretend orgasm.

Balling his fists, Mitchell’s eyes nearly popped out of his head while he paced. “I’ll kill him. No. I’ll lose my job if I kill him. I need to find someone who will kill him. But make him hurt first…for a long time.”

With a roar of laughter, I got up and walked over to him. “Mitchell, do you honestly think one of your friends would ever touch me? Hell, half the guys in this town are afraid to even look at me, let alone sleep with me. Oh, wait, as you put it…fuck me.”

“Don’t say that.” He covered his ears.

I rolled my eyes. “Sit back down, and don’t put a hit out on Rodney. He’s a nice guy. I tried hitting on him once. I used my best moves and he turned me down flat. Said he valued his life over his dick.”

Mitchell’s body relaxed and he let out a chuckle. “You realize you almost had me wanting to kill one of my closest friends, Amelia?”

I shrugged. “You do know I have had sex before and with some people you know.”

He shuddered. “Why are we having this conversation?”

“You brought it up!”

“No, I didn’t. I simply said I was on vacation. You brought up having sex!”

My father, mother, and Chloe walked into the kitchen and stopped. Mom looked at me and asked, “Who is having S-E-X?”

“That spells sex!” Chloe called out as she ran by all of us and headed into the game room.

“Lord Almighty, that child is a good speller,” Mom said.

“Back to my original question, who is having S-E…oh, hell, sex?”

“Mitchell…” I said a little too quickly. He turned and glared at me.

With a serious look, my mother said, “I hope you’re wearing a C-O-N—”

Standing, he held up his hands. “Mom, please.”

Mitchell shot me the finger when my parents weren’t looking, and I hid a smile behind my hands.

“Don’t ‘Mom, please’ me, young man. Practicing safe…festivities…is never anything to shy away from.”

My hands dropped to my lap as I stared at my mother.

“Festivities?” Mitchell and I said at once.

“Little ears around. Little ears,” Mom said with a wink and a smile. “Amelia, the same goes for you.”

A loud bang caused both my mother and me to let out a scream. Mitchell nearly jumped behind something to take cover.

My dad stood in the doorway, a large roasting pan at his feet with the contents of a roast and veggies scattered across the floor. His expression was horrified. “Amelia…what?”

Standing, I chuckled and said, “Well, I think this is the perfect time for me to go play with my niece. Later, y’all.”

I made my way into my old room, and I couldn’t help but smile when I found Chloe on the floor, playing with all of my old Breyer horses. As I slid to the ground, I spied my favorite one.

“Spirit,” I said with a huge smile on my face.

“You named them all?” she asked with a tilt of her head.

Turning the plastic horse in my hand, I nodded. “If you look on their bellies, you’ll see the name of that horse. Grammy couldn’t remember them all, so she had to write them down.”

Chloe giggled. “Is it okay that I’m playing with them, Aunt Meli?”

I reached for another horse. “Of course, Chloe. I got them down from my bedroom closet and gave them to your dad for you to play with.”

Her grin reached from ear to ear. “Thank you! I hope Santa brings me my very own horse for Christmas. Like Stanley is your very own horse.”

“Oh, he totally will!” It was out of my mouth before I could stop myself.

Chloe’s eyes lit up with hope and excitement, while I cringed secretly. Crap. I basically told her she was getting a horse for Christmas. Steed was going to kill me.

“Do you think Daddy and Mommy are having fun on their honeymoon?”

With a grin, I replied, “I bet they are. Your mommy has always wanted to go to Ireland.”

Chloe picked up a horse and stared at it.

“Why the sad face?” I brushed a piece of her blonde hair behind her ear.

“I wanted to go with them, but Daddy said I couldn’t.”

I let out a soft chuckle. “Oh, sweetie, I’m sure they are both missing you so much.”

“Then why didn’t they take me with them?”

Lord. How do I explain this?

“Well, when mommies and daddies get married, they always go on vacation by themselves. It’s a way to celebrate becoming one.”

“One?”

Those blue eyes were staring into mine. “It’s just a phrase.”

“Phrase?”

“A saying?”

“Huh?”

I rolled my eyes. “Never mind all of that. Okay, let’s try this. Some day when you get married, you’ll go on a honeymoon with your husband. All alone. It’s a tradition.”

She smiled. “I like traditions! Let’s make a tradition, Meli! Like playing with horses.”

Chloe grabbed another horse and fell right into a scene from one of her movies. Letting out a soft sigh, I mumbled, “I should have started with that first.”
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“Are you sure you’ve got everything?” Mom asked.

I stared at my phone in shock. “The live feed is down!”

“Live feed?”

“It’s the damn giraffe, Mom. She is obsessed with it,” Trevor said as he took my suitcase from my hand.

My mother tsked, like only a mom could. “Goodness, Amelia. Do you not have anything else to do besides watch a pregnant giraffe all day?”

After I had hit refresh and April reappeared on the screen, I dropped my phone into my purse. “Yes, I’ve got a book due in three weeks. I need inspiration to get me writing.”

“And staring at a giraffe’s ass is doing it for you?” Trevor asked.

I hit him on the arm. “Shut up. You know how much I love the anticipation of her birth. When I found out about April, I fell in love. Now I need to see her through to the very end. Like when you’re reading a good series and you have to finish it so you make sure everyone gets their HEA!”

Both Mom and Trevor rolled their eyes.

With a slight chuckle, Trevor said, “Come on, let’s get you to the airport. By the way, I’m picking up Wade a few hours after you take off.”

Narrowing my brows, I asked, “Wade?”

Trevor shut the back door and faced me. “Yeah. I went to Texas A&M with him. He was a year ahead of me, has a degree in Agriculture.”

“Why’s he coming here?”

He smiled and winked. “I hired him for the ranch.”

I could see the happiness in my brother’s eyes. My father knew how much Trevor loved this ranch, not that my other brothers didn’t, but Trevor lived for it. His goal was to take over the ranch from our father and run the day-to-day business.

Mom entwined her arm with mine. “He’s proud of you, Trevor. The things you’re doing for the ranch do not go unnoticed.”

I smiled as my brother tipped his hat to our mother and leaned in to kiss her cheek. “We best get on the road if we want to get you there on time, Meli.”

Nodding, I faced Mom. “I’ll miss you.”

Her hand landed softly on the side of my face. Sweet, loving eyes stared into mine. “I’ll miss you, sweetheart. Tell Waylynn I miss her, and I can’t wait to see her again.”

My hand covered Mom’s. “I will. I’ll only be gone two weeks.”

She smiled and stepped to the side as I climbed up into Trevor’s truck. I rolled the window down and waved.

“Oh! If Steed asks, it wasn’t me who gave Chloe the idea of a horse for Christmas.”

Her grin faded, she closed her eyes, and shook her head while Trevor lost it laughing.

The two-hour drive to the San Antonio airport seemed to drag. Trevor was listening to some sports talk show on the radio, and I was about to pull my hair out from boredom.

“So, who is this Wade guy?” I asked.

Reaching over to turn the radio down, Trevor peered at me before looking straight ahead. “I already told you.”

“No, you told me you went to school with him and that he was coming to work at the ranch. What made you want to hire him? You have a degree in ranch management.”

He chuckled. “Yeah, well, his degree goes more into the science side of running a ranch. The land, food the cattle graze on, benefits of going organic. All of that.”

“Organic? Y’all are switching over to organic?”

With a shrug, he replied, “I don’t know. That’s where Wade will come into play. The guy is smart as all get out when it comes to cattle. Hell, not just cattle. He’s already working on a side gig with some girl in Fredericksburg who makes all natural products from goat’s milk. She’s looking to find someone to buy it from, and Wade’s thinking we might be able to sell her some of our goat milk for her products.”

“Wow. Wade sounds like a go-getter. Where has he been working?”

“His daddy’s place in Colorado.”

I turned to Trevor. “Colorado?”

“Yeah. Why do you sound so surprised?”

With a silent chuckle, I shook my head, staring back out the front window. “Not surprised, tickled, I guess you could say. My latest book is based in Colorado. I was actually thinking of taking a trip up there.”

In my mind I pictured this Wade character as a skinny, nerdy cowboy who loved science, but not enough to give up his roots.

“Were y’all good friends in college?”

Trevor laughed. “Yeah. We were. He took me under his wing when I started partying a little too hard. He’s more of a book guy over a partying guy.”

Ding. Ding. Ding. Yep. Cowboy nerd.

“Well, maybe he can help me if I have any questions about Colorado.”

Trevor laughed. “Oh, trust me, he’ll help you with anything the moment he sees you.”

I was about to ask what he meant, but Trevor pulled up to the curb and put his truck in park. “Alright. Have a safe flight, little sis, and kiss Waylynn for me.”

I jumped out of his truck and waited for him to get my suitcase from the back seat. “I will, and be careful driving back home, okay?”

With a full-on smile, dimples to boot, Trevor wrapped me up in his arms. “I love you, Meli.”

I hugged him back. “I love you more, Trev.”

Standing on the curb, I watched as he drove off to kill time before Wade showed up.

I reached for my suitcase and headed into the airport where I checked in and made my way to the gate. As I sat waiting, I stared at the blank Word document in front of me. This was the worst case of writer’s block I’d ever had.

Shit. Shit. Shit.

What was wrong with me? I chuckled. I knew what was wrong. I needed to get laid. It had been far too long. Pretty much ever since Ryan, my ex. The one guy I opened my heart for only to have him stomp on it, the cheating, rotten bastard. I’d been with a couple of guys since, but nothing serious.

After staring at the screen for ten minutes, I packed up my laptop and began one of my all-time favorite activities. Well, other than watching to see if April had given birth yet.

I people watched.

Unfortunately, all the happy couples around left me snarling. Ugh. The one sitting across from me seriously needed to get a hotel room. Rolling my eyes, I looked away. I didn’t want to admit my heart ached to have a man look at me that way. I wrote about love, but it seemed I was destined to never find it.

Another couple caught my attention. The man gently placed his hand on the side of the woman’s face, smiling at her with so much love I wasn’t sure if I should cry or scream. Then he leaned in and gave her the sweetest kiss.

“Stupid freakin’ love,” I mumbled as I reached into my oversized purse and pulled out my favorite go-to book. The Lace Reader by Brunonia Barry. I was soon lost in Towner’s story and quickly forgot about my own real-world problems.
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My sister’s scream echoed through the airport and caused me to let out a wail of my own. The second I saw her I rushed to her open arms.

“Waylynn!” I cried as she wrapped me in a hug and held tight.

“I’m so glad you’re here,” she whispered in the saddest voice I’d ever heard.

Pulling back, I searched her face. “What’s wrong?”

She shook her head. “Nothing. Everything is amazing now that we’re together.”

Something deep in my gut told me she was lying through her teeth. I could see it in her eyes. We might have been ten years apart in age, but we were closer than if we had been twins. It was Waylynn who got me drunk for the first time. Taught me the proper way to French kiss a guy, and even showed me how to give a hand job on an oversized cucumber. The things she and I got into… If my father ever found out, he would have put us both in a convent.

“What trouble are we after?” Waylynn asked as she hooked her arm with mine and guided me to the luggage area. Her forced smile wasn’t lost on me.

“Well, if I don’t manage to get laid in New York City, then we have a serious problem.”

My older sister let out a chuckle. “First on our list of things to do: get you laid.”

I dropped my head back and looked up to the heavens. “Thank God!”
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“You know you don’t have to stay in a hotel, Meli.”

Dropping my computer bag in the desk chair, I faced my sister. “I know, but I’m more comfortable here. Besides, I know Jack doesn’t care for me.”

Waylynn sighed and sat on the edge of the bed. “Jack doesn’t care for anyone but Jack.”

I leaned against the desk. “We’ve been worried, Waylynn. Mom asked me to do some digging while I was here. Things aren’t going good with y’all?”

She let out a fake chuckle. “I figured as much, especially with how often Mom texts, asking how things are going.” Waylynn sighed heavily. “No, things aren’t good. He’s never home, always on business trips and when he is here there’s always some damn function I need to attend to ‘represent’ him like I’m a window dressing at Macy’s.”

I huffed. “You realize you’re nothing but his arm candy, Waylynn. Why do you put up with him?”

With a frown, she stood. “I love him. Or, at least, I used to love him. These days I’m not so sure how I feel anymore.”

My heart broke for my sister as I walked over and held her tightly. “I’m so sorry, Waylynn. I know how much he’s meant to you.”

She let out a sniffle but then pulled back, her façade in place again. “Let’s go cause some shit! You’re in New York, after all.”

I grinned and shook my head, letting it go for now. “Sounds like a plan!”

We spent the rest of the day exploring the West Village in New York City and eating everything we could get our hands on. By the time I got back to my hotel, I was feeling sick to my stomach. When Waylynn’s text came through, I groaned in protest as I dragged my ass off the bed and over to my phone.

 

Waylynn: I’ve got us an invite to the Electric Room!

 

My heart jumped with excitement. I smiled and replied:

 

Me: Are you shitting me? Waylynn, do you know how hard it is to get into that place?

Waylynn: LOL! Yes! I’ll have Jack’s driver get me at eleven and then we’ll pick you up. Sound good?

Me: Yes! I’ll be ready.

 

The next text I sent off was to my best friend, Jen, back in Oak Springs.

 

Me: You’ll never guess what?!

Jen: I bet I can play this game better. But what?

 

My curiosity piqued.

 

Me: You think you’ve got something better than me?

Jen: Oh, I’m almost positive I’ve got something better. Book worthy.

 

My brows lifted, and I hit her number.

“Hey,” Jen panted.

“Are you running or something?”

“Yep. I needed to clear my head.”

This had to be bad. Jen never ran. “What happened?”

“Are you sitting down?”

I sat on the edge of the bed. “Yeah.”

“I had sex with Martin.”

My eyes widened in shock. “Martin, as in the hot UPS guy?”

Jen groaned. “Oh, God. Amelia, I’m going to go to Hell.”

Laughing, I dropped back on the bed and stared at the ceiling. “Why? ‘Cause you had sex with a hot guy?”

“He delivered my latest BOB, and I might have slipped and told him what it was. He asked me about it, and I thought I was being cute by asking if he wanted to help me try it out.”

I shot up to sitting. “You did not!”

“I did! And before I knew it, I was saying yes, and we were all over each other. Clothes flying. We didn’t even make it to my bedroom. He fucked me with my brand new vibrator in the damn hall and then again with his rather large dick in the living room.”

I covered my mouth to keep from laughing, and stood up. “I knew he was big! You could just tell.”

Jen groaned again. This time louder. “I had sex with the UPS guy. I’m like one of those lonely housewives who ends up having an affair with the mailman or the pool boy!”

I chuckle. “It’s kind of funny…and how can you have an affair when you’re not even married!”

“Yeah, I guess so.”

“Did you have fun?”

The silence on the other end of the phone was my answer. She had liked it, but was too embarrassed to admit it.

“Am I a slut if I say I did? And…that he’s coming back over tonight.”

“No, you’re not a slut. You’re a woman and he’s a guy and y’all have flirted since high school. Hey, wait. Wasn’t he engaged to Melanie Anne?”

“Yeah, but they split up. I keep thinking, how many other women does he fuck when he makes deliveries? Is he like the naughty Santa bringing the ‘special’ packages to only the good and bad women around town? Oh, my God, what have I done?”

I chewed my lip. The same thought had crossed my mind almost at the exact same time that Jen voiced it. “Not all men are pigs, Jen. Just the ones I date. I think you’re pretty safe.”

She laughed, and I could hear the shower turn on. “I better get into the shower. He’ll be here soon. I’m making dinner and then we’re heading over to Cord’s Place.”

“If you’re worried about it, ask him. But for now, have fun.”

“I will, on both accounts. And you, too! Hook up with some rich business guy who wants to bend you over his desk and take you from behind.”

“Those things only happen in my books, Jen.”

“Well, so does sleeping with the UPS driver, and look at me!”

We both laughed as we said our goodbyes.

After hanging up, I made my way onto the balcony of my suite. New York City was breathtaking, but it didn’t hold a candle to the view from my parents’ back porch. I’d take that over this any day. Sitting in a chair, I blew out a deep breath. I was happy for Jen. She deserved to find someone, whether it was an old, high school crush or some rich, oil tycoon. She longed for love. Like I had once, until my heart was shattered into a million pieces.

The memory hit me full force.
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The knock on Ryan’s door went unanswered. I was about to turn and leave, when I reached for the doorknob to try it.

Open.

Smiling, I made my way into his parents’ house. We were both home on spring break. The last one of our senior year before we graduated from Texas A&M.

I made my way through the house, wondering where Ryan was. His truck was in the driveway so I knew he was here somewhere.

The loud bang from upstairs caused me to climb the stairs. I opened my mouth to call out Ryan’s name when I heard a moan. A female-sounding moan. My heart seized tightly in my chest.

“Yes. Yes. That feels so good.”

My hand covered my mouth as I slowly walked up the last of the steps. The moans grew louder—Ryan’s mixed with what sounded like two other women.

A sickness rolled through my body and settled right in the pit of my stomach.

“Yes! Ryan, yes!”

I stopped outside his parents’ room where the voices were coming from.

“Angelica, God, you feel amazing.”

Who was Angelica?

Everything in me screamed that I should run. Instead, I reached for the door handle and turned. The door opened slowly, and I couldn’t believe my eyes.

Ryan was in bed with not only one woman, but two. He was screwing one while the other watched and got herself off.

The girl sitting off to the side looked at me. “Sorry, honey, I’m next.”

The room started to spin and the only thing I could do was stand there like an idiot and watch the man I’d given my heart to screw some woman while he sucked on the tit of another one.

“Having fun?” I finally managed.

Ryan quickly pulled out of the girl and jumped off the bed, not even bothering to cover himself. His floozies also didn’t seem to care that they had been caught naked.

“Amelia! What are you doing here? I didn’t think you were coming home until tomorrow.”

Without answering, I slipped the engagement ring on my finger off and threw it as hard as I could at him.

“Don’t even think of contacting me. If you do, I’ll tell me father what I walked in on.”

Spinning on my heel, I headed out of the bedroom, down the stairs, and out of the house. Never once letting the burning tears fall.

The knock on the hotel door pulled me out of the memory. I made my way through the room and opened the door. A bellman stood there holding a dress bag.

“Delivery for Amelia Parker.”

“That’s me,” I said with a smile and took the bag and envelope from him. “One second.”

After giving him a tip, I laid the bag on the bed and pulled it up to reveal a beautiful, black and white cocktail dress. Opening the envelope, I found a note from Waylynn.

 

[image: ]

 

Smiling like a silly girl, I stripped out of my clothes and headed to the shower. Tonight I wasn’t going to think about old boyfriends and broken hearts. I was going to drink and have fun.
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“Amelia, are you even listening to me?”

I glanced up and smiled at my agent, Allysa. We’d met up at Café Bene near Times Square to talk shop while I was in town. “Sorry, I’ve got a massive headache. Waylynn and I went out last night. I might’ve had a little too much to drink.”

Allysa smiled and nodded like she understood. I doubted that she did. She was thirty-three, married to a lawyer, and had two small kids. I bet she hadn’t been to a club in ten years.

“I was mentioning the plan for shopping that series you pitched.”

Nodding, I said, “Yes, I think that sounds perfect.”

She frowned slightly, before grinning. “You know, they’re recording your audiobook right down the road.”

My body perked. “No kidding? Would we be able to take a sneak peek while it’s happening?”

She pulled out her phone. “Let me see if I can make that happen.”

It didn’t take her long to complete the call and announce that we could go visit the studio. My heart started pounding as we quickly paid and hailed a cab.

Why am I so nervous?

Nervous as fuck was more like it.

Stepping into the room where one of my romance novels was being recorded for the audiobook version, the first thing I noticed was the drop-dead gorgeous guy in the booth who was bringing my words to life. His dark blond hair appeared disheveled, probably because he was one of those guys who had a habit of running his hands through it.

Well, hello there, James.

I had to wipe the drool from the sides of my mouth. James was the hero in my book, and this piece of hotness in front of the microphone fit my character’s description almost perfectly. Purely a coincidence, I was sure, but nonetheless, it made my insides melt a little.

I could hear him talking through the speaker, and my pulse raced, my stomach dipping. Jesus. The man had a voice that could talk the panties off any woman. My readers were going to love this audiobook. Hell, I was sucked in, and it was my own book.

“We’ll finish this chapter and then give you a chance to meet Liam,” my agent said.

I quickly thought of Liam Hemsworth. Yummy.

A few minutes later, Liam walked into the control room. I swallowed hard while I took him in.

Tall. Check.

Built like a Greek god. Check, check.

Handsome as all get out. Check-a-dee, check, check.

Liam extended his hand. “Amelia, so nice to meet you.”

Find your voice, for Christ’s sake, Amelia. “Liam, the pleasure is all mine. You’re Australian?”

He smiled, and I was pretty positive I heard angels singing. It should be illegal for a man to smile at a woman like that. “I am.”

I nodded. “How long have you lived in the US?”

“Four years now.”

I nodded again. All I seemed to be able to do was nod. This guy had my body aching to do some seriously naughty things.

“Well, thank you for bringing a voice to my James. From the sound of it, you’re doing a great job.”

Liam leaned in close and whispered, “He’s a bit of a dirty bloke, isn’t he?”

My cheeks heated instantly. “Yes. He is.”

Drawing back, he winked. “You’re from Texas?”

I nodded, trying to get his sexy voice out of my mind. “I am. Ever been there?”

He laughed. “No. I’d love to visit, though.”

I didn’t say anything to that…mostly because I was fighting the urge to tell him he could come home with me. But only after he makes me come.

After a few awkward moments of silence, I said, “You should visit some time.”

Wait, what? Why in the hell did I say that?

His megawatt smile nearly had me stumbling backwards. “I’d love to…Amelia.”

Oh. My. God.

Say my name again! Say it again!

My teeth sank into my lip, and I was pretty sure I was going to leave marks from how hard I was biting. I hadn’t had a guy light my fire in a long time. Maybe it was because he was playing the part of James—my favorite character I’d written so far. He made me swoon in nearly every chapter.

Is Liam the swooning type? I wondered.

“We’d better let Liam get back to work. They’re on a tight schedule,” Allysa said while glancing between Liam and me.

“Oh, yes, right. Well, it was nice meeting you, Liam,” I said, extending my hand toward him.

He took it and placed a soft kiss on the back of it. When I turned to follow Allysa out, I felt a hand on my arm, pulling me to a stop.

“Join me for bevvies this evening.” His husky voice slid against my ear.

My eyes scanned the room. No one was paying attention to Liam and me. We had fallen behind everyone. Turning to him, I lifted a brow. “What in the heck is a bevvie?”

He chuckled. “Join me for a beer later?”

I chewed on the corner of my lip. Digging into my oversized purse, I found a card in the little pocket and handed it over. “I’d love to. Here’s my card. It has my cell on it.”

Spinning on my heel, I walked out the door with a huge smile.

Well, my trip just took a turn toward fun.

I see your UPS man, Jen, and raise you a hot Australian actor.
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“What do you mean you’re meeting a guy for dinner?” Waylynn asked as we strolled through the shoe department at Bergdorf Goodman.

“He’s doing the voice recording for my audiobook. It’s fine, Waylynn. I didn’t pick the guy up on the side of the road and ask him to fuck me.”

“You want him to fuck you?” she asked, surprise lacing her voice.

Laughing, I replied, “Well, now that you ask, I don’t think I would mind trying out Aussie dick.”

She slapped me on the shoulder and shook her head. “You’re bad.”

I gave her a wink. “Not yet.”

“Ugh. Where did my baby sister go?”

“She grew up. And excuse me, wasn’t it you who set me up with Doctor Hot Pants the last time I was here? If I remember correctly, he and I had a lot of fun together. Matter of fact, I think that was the last time I actually had real sex.”

Waylynn stopped walking. “Real sex?”

“Yeah, sex with something other than a battery operated device.”

Two older women walked by and huffed, shooting both of us dirty looks.

“Manny Tate was your last hook up?”

I snapped my fingers. “Manny! That’s his name.” I looked up in thought and smiled. “Yeah, he certainly knew what he was doing with his hands.”

“TMI, Meli. T-M-I!”

I picked up a pair of Jimmy Choos and frowned at the price tag. I owned one pair, and I had spent weeks in despair over paying so much for them. Unlike my sister, standing next to me in her expensive-ass Manolo Blahnik pumps that must have cost her over a thousand dollars, I couldn’t spend money that way. Or course, she was also married to one of the richest men in New York City and was told to dress the part. When she was at home she was in yoga pants, an old T-shirt, and a pair of Converse sneakers. Out in public she had to be dressed to the nines to fit in with the Who’s Who of New York City socialites. I knew she hated it.

“So, how come you’re not dating anyone?” she asked.

Letting out a gruff laugh, I said, “Hello? Do you not remember Ryan?”

She turned to me and frowned. “You’re not still hung up on him, are you?”

“God, no. But I won’t ever let myself be hurt like that again.”

“What’s that supposed to mean? You’re never going to date again?”

I shrugged. “I’ll date when I find a guy I connect with. One I can trust. It just hasn’t happened yet. Pretty much all men are cheating pigs.”

“Our brothers aren’t.”

Turning to her, I lifted my brow. “They’re manwhores. They can’t cheat on women because they won’t date them seriously in the first place. I can’t tell you how many women Trevor and Cord have slept with. Trevor’s banged pretty much every single one of my friends. Three of whom have yet to talk to me since he broke their hearts.”

Waylynn laughed. “Well, any woman in Oak Springs should know the Parker boys are not the settling-down type.”

“Well, they all thought they could settle him down. Needless to say, he proved them wrong. Besides, I don’t believe in love anymore.”

Waylynn stopped walking. “What? You make your living writing about love and you say you don’t believe in it?”

I shrugged. “I guess I believe in it. But I don’t think it will happen for me. I thought I had it once, but spending so much time with Steed and Paxton, I see what Ryan and I had was nothing more than physical attraction. When it wore off for him, he moved on.”

“Amelia, just because you had one bad apple doesn’t mean the whole bunch was ruined.”

Lifting a brow, I replied, “One bad apple spoils the rest, that’s what I’ve always heard.”

She frowned and shook her head. “Love will come when you least expect it, Meli. Just wait.”

“What about you? Are you happy in love? I mean, you gave up your career as a dancer for Jack.”

With a huff, Waylynn picked up a pair of Louis Vuitton pumps and looked at the price tag. I couldn’t help but look myself. Over six hundred dollars. Waylynn lifted the shoe and nodded to the young sales lady. “Size six, please.”

Waylynn turned to me, her eyes filled with sadness. “I can honestly tell you that Jack Monroe was the worst mistake of my life.”

I was stunned to finally hear the full confession, but not surprised. “Oh, Waylynn. I’m so sorry. What can I do? Here you are telling me love will come when I least expect it, but when will it come for you?”

A fake laugh slipped from Waylynn as the sales lady took the sleek, black pump from a thin box. Waylynn sat down. “Don’t be sorry. I’m the idiot who let it happen and nothing can be done to fix this mistake. Meli, this is my reality. I’ve fully accepted that love has already bypassed me.”

After the second shoe slipped on, Waylynn stood and walked over to a mirror, staring at her reflection. She wasn’t even looking at the shoes.

“How do they feel, ma’am?”

Slapping on her signature window-dressing smile, she said, “Fine. Everything is perfectly fine.”

I studied my older sister, understanding just how unhappy she truly was.

“I’ll take them,” she finally said. When she turned back to face me, she gave me that same fake smile. “Might as well spend his money if that’s the only thing he gives me. Right?”

Before I could offer words of comfort to my sister and best friend, my phone buzzed in my purse. Reaching in, I saw a local NYC number.

 

212-555-1212: Hey, Amelia! It’s Liam. We still on for bevvies tonight?

 

I glanced over to my sister again who was sitting next to me. She had launched into a conversation with the sales lady, so I focused on the text.

Grinning like a silly teenager, I quickly stored his number in my phone.

 

Me: Am I going to have to go buy a book…How to Speak Australian…just to go out with you?

Liam: No. I promise not to speak Australian.

Me: NO! Speak it! It’s hot as hell.

 

A few minutes passed, and I was worried I had scared him off.

 

Liam: Then I’ll be sure to lay it on thick and heavy tonight.

 

“What’s that smile?” Waylynn asked as we walked outside, waving for a cab like a madwoman.

I chuckled. “Liam is texting about tonight.”

Waylynn wiggled her eyebrows. “Well, by the look on your face, I think we need to make one more stop before heading back to your hotel.”

“Where?”

“The drugstore…for condoms.”
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“You’re going out on a date with the author of the book you’re recording? Isn’t that…against the rules or something?”

Fixing my hair one more time, I pulled my eyes from the mirror and turned to Nancy, my roommate and ex-girlfriend.

“No. At least, I don’t think so.”

“Huh. Well, you better be careful. You’ve got a good-paying job, and you don’t need some woman messing it up for you.” Nancy and I had dated for over two and half years before deciding we made better friends than lovers.

“I didn’t mess things up with you,” I said, and laughed. “You’re just worried I won’t make rent if I get tossed out on my can.”

“Something like that,” she said as she brushed past me. It didn’t go unnoticed that she was dressed sexy as sin tonight. Sometimes I wondered if Nancy wanted me back in her bed. It seemed like every time I had a date, she dressed a little racier, making more than her normal, fair share of sexual comments.

“Just be careful, Liam. You’ve worked too hard to give it all up for some girl.”

With a light-hearted chuckle, I replied, “I think I’m okay, Nancy. You a bit jealous?”

She leaned against the counter and stared. “If I wanted your cock, all I’d have to do is spread my legs and you’d be inside me.”

“Is that right?”

Sitting on the counter, she lifted her skirt higher on her thighs and spread her legs open enough so I could see she wasn’t wearing panties. But I couldn’t be bothered any more with someone like Nancy and her jealous ways.

“Is this you saying you want me to fuck you?” I asked.

“Maybe. You interested?”

I reached for my wallet and pushed it into the back pocket of my jeans. It pissed me off that she thought she could flash her pussy and I’d jump. Fuck that. “Don’t wait up for me. I’ll be home late.”

Shooting a dirty look, Nancy jumped off the counter and grunted. “Don’t come looking for me tonight when she turns you down.”

Not bothering to answer, I headed to the front door and made my way to the stairs. I hardly ever took the elevator. The seven floors to our apartment were a good form of exercise, a way to blow off steam. And after what Nancy had just pulled, I definitely had some steam to blow off.

I waited for the Uber driver to show up. Once he did, I told him to take me to the Ritz. I was meeting Amelia in the lobby before dinner.

The moment I walked in, I sought her out. She was sitting at the bar laughing at something another woman had said. Both of them were knock-out gorgeous, but the other one seemed to be a few years older.

I made my way to the bar and smiled when Amelia glanced up. Damn, those blue eyes were fucking breathtaking. The other girl looked at me, her eyes the same piercing color.

Sisters. They had to be. One had dark blonde hair, the other red, but those eyes and the smile were the same. The blonde leaned in and said something to Amelia, causing Amelia to push her away.

“Ladies,” I purred as I flashed them a grin.

“Liam, it’s good seeing you again. This is my sister, Waylynn. She lives here in New York.”

Waylynn reached her hand out, and I was surprised by the firmness of her shake. “Liam, it’s a pleasure meeting you.”

“Pleasure is all mine.”

Her brow quirked, and she leaned in closer. “You harm one hair on her head and I’ll shoot your ass. We clear?”

I swallowed hard and my eyes darted to Amelia. She shrugged, then winked. “Just agree and you’ll be fine.”

“Ah,” I mumbled as I looked back at Waylynn. “Not a single hair on her head will be harmed.”

Waylynn grinned, reached for her shot of whiskey and downed it. “Good, my five brothers will be happy to hear that.”

“Five? You have five? Brothers?”

Waylynn looked me over. “Do you often stumble on your words, pretty boy?”

“No, ma’am, but I don’t often come across beautiful women who threaten to shoot me within the first two minutes of meeting them.”

With a sinful smile, Waylynn replied, “It wasn’t a threat, sweetheart. It was a promise.”

Jesus, who is this woman? Annie Oakley?

Glancing back at her sister, she waved. “Have fun, Amelia. See you in the morning.”

Amelia lifted her hands and wiggled her fingers at her retreating sister. I watched Waylynn walk out of the bar, her high heels clicking against the tile.

“Holy fuck. She’s terrifying.”

Amelia laughed. “Don’t let her scare you off. Please sit, let me buy you a drink.”

I slid onto the barstool and pointed at what Amelia was drinking. “Is that an old fashioned?” I asked.

“Yep.”

“I’ll have the same,” I said. The bartender quickly went about making my drink as Amelia and I slipped into a comfortable conversation.

“What brought you to America?”

“Modeling.”

She chuckled. “Of course.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked before taking a sip of the godawful drink in front of me.

“I figured you were either going to say actor or model. My sister swears she’s seen you on the side of a bus.”

I shook my head and laughed. “She might have. I did an ad campaign for a high-profile chain store. They fucking had my face everywhere. Even I got sick of seeing it.”

She smiled, and my cock jumped. Oh, yes. I wanted in this girl’s knickers.

“I’m not sure how anyone could tire of that face,” she said.

I took another drink. “You’d be surprised.”

The heat between us was undeniable, and I wondered if she felt it, too.

“So, you moved here to be a model. How did you end up voice acting?”

“My ex got me into it. She’s an actress, or trying to be. She did a little voice work and always told me I had a sexy voice. I auditioned for a job she told me about, I got it, and the rest is history. Now I get paid to recite how much your characters love fucking in showers.”

There went that sexy-as-fuck grin of hers. This time she raised the ante and ran her tongue along those plump lips.

Goddamn, I was attracted to this girl, but I couldn’t very well ask her to head up to her room yet and fuck her every way I could imagine

“Do you want to grab something to eat?” I asked, finishing off the dreadful drink.

“What are you in the mood for?”

Your pussy.

“Ladies first,” I replied with a wink.

She rested her chin on her hand and looked at me with sultry eyes. “Listen, Liam, I’m going to be up front and honest with you.”

My heart raced. “Okay.”

“What I really need is a beer and a damn good slice of pizza.”

I stared at her for a few seconds to let what she said soak in, then laughed. “Beer and pizza. I think I can deliver that.”

I threw some money on the bar and reached for her hand. As we stood to leave, she said, “You better be able to deliver more than that before this night is over.”
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