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Prologue 

Kelsey Morgan was pregnant.

She stared at the two blue lines of the test in her hand and looked at herself in the mirror. She gazed into her own green eyes, brushed a stray lock of brown hair off her full cheek, tucked it behind her ear, and inhaled deeply. Her mother would not be happy.

Kelsey tossed the stick into the trash with the three other used tests, all positive, and turned to leave the bathroom. The smell of the apple pie baking made her smile. She was in the middle of fixing Tim’s dinner, a tradition they’d adopted just after they’d started dating. She and Tim were seniors in college; they’d been dating for almost three years. At the end of every break, the weekend before their classes resumed, Kelsey always welcomed him back with his favorite meal, just as her mother always did for her father when he returned from his conferences.

She’d returned to her apartment two days early to prepare for this dinner. She walked into the kitchen, peaked at the pie to make sure it wasn’t overcooking, then started washing potatoes. Once they were all clean, she carried them to the counter so she could slice them before putting them into a pot of water. As she picked up the knife, she glanced at the pictures taped to the cabinet. They were all of Tim and her. She grinned as she thought about the early stages of their relationship.

They’d met in a literature class during the fall semester of their freshman year. He started sitting behind her after the second class and by the end of the second week he was walking her to her Intro to Theater class before rushing across campus for his Biology class. His witty humor reminded her of her brother and how much she missed him. Tim’s unruly blond hair and clean cut look were different from any of the boys she’d known growing up, who believed jeans, t-shirts, and ball-caps were the highest fashion. He always knew the right thing to say to make people feel good about themselves, especially Kelsey.

He complimented her often, on her clothes, her hairstyle, even on something as small as her earrings. He was so charming; all the girls loved him and flirted with him constantly. He may have flirted a little with them, but he flirted hardest with Kelsey. She’d playfully scold him for his shameless behavior, but was secretly thrilled that he paid attention to her instead of, in Kelsey’s opinion, the prettier girls. By the end of the spring semester, they’d begun dating.

It hadn’t taken long for them to discover their mutual love for the outdoors and found themselves outside as much as possible. Whether they were rollerblading, biking, or simply studying, they preferred to be doing it outside if the weather was cooperative. They also loved going to the football games and post-game parties on Saturdays. Tim was her biggest supporter when it came to her performances in the school’s plays, as well. Whether it was a small role or one of the leads, it didn’t matter; he was always in the front row on opening night with a dozen red roses to give her after the performance.

For their first anniversary, he’d surprised Kelsey by taking her to a sushi restaurant. She’d been begging him to try it, but he’d always found a reason to say “no,” and she knew it was because he hadn’t wanted to eat raw fish. Her mother had always said that the best way to keep a man happy was to let him have his way, so Kelsey had never pressed the issue. She’d been ecstatic when he’d pulled into the parking lot and told her he’d try it for her. He had ordered something cooked from the kitchen but had also tried one piece of the California roll. They’d made love for the first time that night.

As they’d settled into their relationship, Kelsey felt as if they got along the way her parents did, or the way her sister, Janelle, and her husband did. Things were never hard for them, they almost never argued. Kelsey knew for sure that, like her parents and her sister, she’d found her mate. Tim was “the one” for her.

Kelsey shook her head back to the present and began slicing potatoes. Tim probably wouldn’t be happy about the pregnancy. But they’d been planning their future together and had even talked about marriage. She was majoring in communications with a minor in theater. She really wanted to go into acting in movies and television, and her choice of studies had been a battle with her parents. Her mother had insisted that she wouldn’t pay for Kelsey’s education if she majored in something useless like theater, while her father, a lawyer who had taught his children the value of a well thought out argument at a young age, had let her plead her case and agreed to allow her to minor in it.

Tim was a hospitality and tourism major and thought they should manage a ski resort together and put both of their degrees to good use. He’d told her she could always get into local theater when they settled down, if she had time. Eventually, they’d start a family.

It appeared that would be happening sooner than expected.

She put the pot with the potatoes on the stove to boil and began to fix the fried chicken. Forty-five minutes later, the meal was ready and Kelsey’s stomach was in knots. Since she’d decided to wait until dessert to break the news of the pregnancy to Tim, she hoped for the best. When she greeted him at the door Tim pulled her against his hard, broad chest and gave her a passionately warming kiss.

“I’ve been looking forward to this meal all day.” He grinned and abruptly kissed her again. “You make the best apple pie. Did you remember the vanilla ice cream?”

“Of course,” she said with a laugh.

His hazel eyes danced with mirth as he tweaked her nose and released her. “You always take such good care of me.”

“I try.” She knew how much he loved her cooking, but hearing him say it always made her feel special. She followed his tall, slightly muscled form into the dining room. “If you want to grab a seat, we can eat.”

“Great, I’m starving.”

Tim sat down and she brought the food in and set it on the table. They’d been through the routine a hundred times and there was something comforting in the familiarity of it. As soon as Kelsey sat down, he started telling her about his month off.

His parents lived near a ski resort and Tim had grown up on the slopes. He talked during the entire meal, describing the Blue Square and Black Diamond trails he’d skied, the new mogul courses that had been added, and the cross-country skiing he and his friends had done. Because it meant so much to him, she had tried skiing once, but hadn’t really enjoyed it. She’d never done it again and only had a vague idea of the lingo, mostly from listening to Tim talk about skiing so much. Channeling her mother, she patiently listened, nodded, and asked the right questions at the right times.

Finally, when dessert was served, he looked into her eyes and beamed brightly. Her heart skipped a beat and she almost felt giddy.

“So how was your break?” he asked.

She tried to smile around the lump in her throat and folded her hands on the table in front of her. “I’m pregnant.” Her eyes rounded slightly in surprise. She hadn’t meant to simply blurt it out like that.

He laughed out loud and shook his head. “Okay, okay,” he said, still smiling. “You’ve made your point. I did monopolize the conversation during dinner and I’m sorry.” He took her hand and kissed the knuckle. “You’ve got my attention. How was your vacation?”

Her already weak sense of happiness waned some more. “Tim, I’m pregnant.”

He laughed again, then actually looked at the expression on her face. “You’re serious?” he asked, still sounding amused. She nodded and his laughter stopped. His eyes narrowed slightly as he pursed his lips. “You can take care of that, can’t you?”

Her head tilted slightly. “I thought we could take care of it,” she said, “like a family.”

“Kelsey,” he said as he pushed his untouched pie away, “why would I need to go down to the clinic with you? I’ll pay for half, but I’ll give you the money up front.” He stood and walked to the narrow wall beside the kitchen door.

“What?” She could hardly believe what she was hearing. “Go to the clinic?”

“For the procedure.” He raised his eyebrows and nodded his head in a way that stated his meaning should be obvious.

Kelsey’s heart sank and she started to feel nauseous, and not from morning sickness.

“Procedure,” she breathed. “Tim, I can’t do that. You know how I feel about abortion.”

“Kelsey, we can’t have a baby now. We’re still in college,” he argued.

“We’ll have graduated by the time the baby’s born.” Her legs felt weak and she was glad to still be sitting. He took three steps toward the door.

“We’ve gotta find jobs and a place to live. We’ve gotta get settled. And what about going to Hollywood? You can’t take a baby to California,” he said, his eyes narrowing even more.

He’d blindsided her with that argument. While he supported her work on the stage, her dream of acting on the big screen was one that Tim almost always dismissed. Moving to Hollywood had never been an option for him. Until now, apparently.

“Then we’ll stay here and raise it,” she stated. “We’ll have four months between graduation and the due date, that’s plenty—”

“No,” he snapped. “Kelsey, we’re not ready for this. I’m not ready to be a father, not yet, not for a few more years.” He picked up his coat and opened the door. “I’ve gotta go.” He stepped out and a cool breeze slapped her in the face as the door closed behind him.

Numbly, she cleaned up the dinner dishes and put the food in the refrigerator. She replayed their conversation over and over again in her mind, trying to figure out where it had gone wrong. She’d expected him to be a little upset about the pregnancy; she had been. He had a point. They were still in school and had a lot to do before their baby was born. Although the abortion suggestion had been a shock, him walking out on her had been a bigger one.

When everything was put away, she crawled into her bed and stayed there for all of the next day.

Kelsey got to their Monday morning class early and saved him a seat next to her. Tim came in just as the lecture started and sat at the back of the room. He wouldn’t look at her and, when class ended, was gone before she could collect her books.

Tuesday was much the same. Tim arrived late and sat beside one of his friends. When the friend saw Kelsey looking at them, he elbowed Tim and pointed in her direction, but Tim ignored him. At the end of class, he disappeared before Kelsey stood up.

On Wednesday, after he’d made a point of ignoring her again, she was surprised to see Tim approaching her when class was over.

“Can I come over later?” he asked.

“Sure,” she said with a smile. “Do you want me to fix something?”

“No,” he firmly replied, and she knew things weren’t going to go well. “I’ll be there around four.” He was gone before she could speak.

When her last class let out at two fifty, she raced home and paced the living room for the next hour. Tim arrived right on time and came into her apartment like a stranger. He didn’t even take his coat off.

“Okay, so I’ve reconsidered,” he said and for a moment her heart floated with hope. “I’ll pay for the whole procedure.”

Just as quickly, hope sank.

“Tim, I’m not getting an abortion,” she said.

“Damn it, Kelsey,” he snapped. “Why do you have to be so stubborn?” He paced in front of her. “We’re not ready for this.”

“We’ll have time to get ready.”

“Are you trying to make me marry you?” His normally soft hazel eyes were dark, almost black.

Ice began to form in her veins. “It’s not like we haven’t talked about it,” she replied meekly. “We don’t have to get married before the baby—”

“We’re not having a baby, Kelsey!” his voice boomed.

She took a step back, speechless.

“We were safe. We used condoms every time. I even brought them with me so I’d know you didn’t—”

“Didn’t what?” Kelsey saw red. “So you’d know I didn’t tamper with them? Didn’t poke holes in them? They aren’t a hundred percent safe, Tim. Do you think I did this on purpose?”

“Didn’t you? You’ve been talking about marriage for a year now.”

“We’ve been talking about it, Tim. It wasn’t a one-sided conversation. You were an active part of it.” Her heart raced with anger and hurt as betrayal started to flex its fingers.

“I was always saying ‘if,’ Kelsey. You were always saying ‘when.’ There’s a big difference.”

She stopped breathing. Was he right? She’d never noticed before.

“I don’t even know this baby’s mine. Maybe you should find its real daddy and trap him.”

Her legs gave out and she plopped onto the couch. “Tim, you are the baby’s father,” she said quietly, tears pooling in her eyes. “I’ve never been with anyone else. You know that.”

“Don’t give me that shit, Kelsey,” he snapped. “You don’t think I believe it, do you?” Her eyes rounded with pain. “I’ve seen the way other men look at you.” He paused in his pacing to glare at her. “They flirt with you everywhere we go. And you . . .” he sneered at her and resumed his pacing, “you priss around, pretending not to notice as you bat your eyelashes at them.”

She’d never acted like that and he knew it. Yes, she’d noticed other men looking at her, but she’d never encouraged them or flirted with them in return. “Tim, you’re imagining th—”

“I am not!” he roared as he walked toward her, hatred written on his face. “You’re a fucking slut.”

Tears trickled down Kelsey’s cheeks and her body weakened under his misguided accusations.

“All of my friends notice it. Hell, you even flirt with them.”

“Tim,” she sobbed, “no. I’m not like that.”

“Save it,” he snapped and backed away. “You’re nothing but a whore, Kelsey. You should do real well in Hollywood. I’m sure you’ll get a lot of good-paying jobs that way.”

She bit her lip, stunned into silence.

“You know, there is one thing I regret.”

“What’s that?” she asked quietly, feeling defeated and small as she studied the coffee table.

“I wish I’d known sooner,” he growled. “Then I could’ve pimped you out and we both could’ve gotten something out of it.”

Wide-eyed, she looked up at him, tears streaming, mouth open. How could he be so cruel? Tim narrowed his eyes one last time before turning and walking out the door and Kelsey crumpled on the couch.
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Kelsey didn’t move from the couch for two days, not until her sister, Janelle, showed up at her apartment.

“Kelsey, why haven’t you been answering your phone?” Janelle asked after she opened the door with her key. When she saw Kelsey curled in a ball on the couch, she rushed to her side, her blue eyes filled with concern. “What happened?”

“Tim and I had a fight,” Kelsey sobbed.

“Just a fight?” Janelle questioned.

“He’s just a little upset with me.” A tear slid down Kelsey’s cheek. “He’ll calm down and it’ll be okay.”

“Sweetie, what was the fight about?”

Kelsey went through half a box of tissues as she told her sister everything. Janelle hugged Kelsey tightly, stroking her long hair as she listened, taking a few tissues for herself.

“What do you want to do?” Janelle asked softly after a few minutes of silence had passed.

“He’ll be back,” Kelsey murmured. She knew in her heart that he loved her, he’d simply been taken by surprise.

“Kels,” Janelle whispered as she released her sister. She put her hands on Kelsey’s upper arms and looked into her eyes. “We both know that’s not true.”

“Yes, it is. He has to come back. We’re having a baby,” Kelsey argued assuredly.

Janelle shook her wavy blonde head, the ends dusted her shoulders. “He’s not.”

Kelsey stared at her older sister’s rosy, tear-streaked cheeks, into her pained blue eyes, and knew she was telling the truth. Her shoulders drooped with the realization. “Maybe if I give him what he wants, if I get the abortion, maybe he’ll change his mind.” She couldn’t believe the words were coming out of her mouth. But she couldn’t raise a baby alone, and she knew the pain in her heart would go away if only she could get Tim back.

“I’m not sure that’d help,” Janelle disagreed quietly then slowly exhaled. “Are you really sure you want him back?”

Kelsey nodded. “I love him, Janelle. He’s the one for me, I know it.”

“Kelsey—”

“No, listen. I know he has his faults.” Kelsey pulled away from her sister. “All men do. Our brother, your husband, even Dad, they all do. But, Mom always says to accept your man’s faults and work with them. As long as he’s happy, that’s all that matters.”

Janelle rolled her eyes.

“I want to have a future with him. I’ll do whatever it takes to make sure that happens,” Kelsey stated emphatically.

“He called you a whore.” Janelle’s calm voice was betrayed by the anger Kelsey saw on her face. “He said he wished he’d pimped you out. Do you really want a future with someone who’d say that to you?”

Kelsey’s answering nod slowly changed to a shake of her head.

“I didn’t think so. You deserve better.” Janelle wrapped her arms around her sister. “You need some therapy. You can’t have liquid, so retail or frozen?”

Kelsey chuckled into her sister’s shoulder. “I haven’t had a shower in two days.”

“Frozen it is,” Janelle said and stood. “Do you have some in the freezer?”

Kelsey nodded. “Just not the vanilla, okay?” That had been for Tim.

“Pshaw,” Janelle scoffed as she rolled her eyes. “Everyone knows chocolate is better for a broken heart.”

As Janelle went to the kitchen, Kelsey noticed a photo album on the bookcase across the room. She walked over, retrieved it, and returned to sit on the floor between the couch and coffee table. She automatically turned to the middle, where the pictures of her and Tim began. Most of them had been taken at bars with their friends. Tim’s smile was wide and his eyes were dancing with joy. As she looked at the pictures, Kelsey’s eyes stung with new tears.

“What’s that?” Janelle asked, holding out a small bowl of chocolate ice cream to her sister as she sat on the couch. Kelsey glanced over her shoulder and lifted the book as she took the bowl. Janelle scrunched her nose. “Maybe you shouldn’t be looking at those.”

Kelsey put a spoonful of ice cream in her mouth as she shrugged her shoulder. She flipped a page and studied the pictures. “Can’t hurt,” she mumbled around the spoon. She turned to the next page.

“Were you happy?” Janelle questioned, still looking over Kelsey’s shoulder.

“Yes, why?” Kelsey replied and ate another spoonful.

“Because you don’t look it.” Janelle stood and left the room, quickly returning with a photo in her hand. “Look.” She laid the picture on the open book. Kelsey looked away from the smiling faces at the sushi bar. “Kels, look at it.”

Kelsey sighed deeply and did as she was told. Her gaze bounced back and forth, between the photo taken at the sushi restaurant, when it was just the two of them, and the three photos on the page, that had been taken at bars or with Tim’s friends. Kelsey was getting frustrated when she finally noticed it. It was in their expressions.

“Oh my,” she murmured.

Tim was miserable. In the picture taken at the sushi restaurant, yes, he was smiling, but compared to the other pictures, it was obvious he wasn’t happy. Her grins were exactly the opposite. She’d been truly happy at the sushi restaurant, not so much at the bars. She studied the bar pictures.

“I hate that beer.” Kelsey pointed to the bottle sitting in front of her in each picture. “Tim never asked what I wanted. He always bought what he was drinking.” She flipped the page. “I hate that bar too.” She pointed to four of the six pictures on the pages. On the next page, she saw a picture in which she looked particularly unhappy. “I wanted to go to a concert that night,” she muttered under her breath. She turned to another page, glanced at the pictures, then quickly slammed the book shut. “Damn it!”

Janelle knelt beside the coffee table.

“I’m such an idiot! Tim never wanted me to be happy. He never cared,” Kelsey said as she stood and began to pace, the bowl of ice cream still in her hand. She ate another spoonful as she collected her thoughts. “I never cared that I was unhappy. I did what I had to do to keep us together.” She wondered, had she been like that the whole relationship? No, it was only after she’d decided that she loved him and wanted to marry him that she’d become so accommodating. “Keep him happy,” Kelsey mocked her mother in a shrill voice. “Never mind that I was miserable. Never mind that I hated going to the damn bars almost every night. Never mind that we never saw the movies I wanted to see, only those shoot-’em-up action adventures that he loved. God, Janelle, I’m so stupid!”

“No,” Janelle said as she stood and came to Kelsey’s side. “No, you thought you were doing the right thing.”

“Did I?” Kelsey scoffed. She wasn’t sure who to be most angry with, herself or Tim. She’d had an older brother. He’d had friends. She’d never have allowed any of them to walk all over her the way she’d let Tim. And he’d done it too. If he’d ever really loved her, he wouldn’t have taken advantage of her. “Damn it!” she muttered again as she threw the spoon across the room.

Janelle took the half-full bowl of ice cream from her.

Kelsey closed her eyes on angry tears. “What am I going to do? I’m pregnant with the baby of a man who never loved me.”

“It’s your child, too, Kelsey. Don’t forget that.”

That wouldn’t be possible. She gave her sister a watery smile. “I won’t.” Kelsey slumped against the wall. “Mom’s gonna kill me.”

“I won’t let her do that,” Janelle promised as she wrapped her arms around her sister and her chin brushed against Kelsey’s cheek. Janelle wrinkled her pert nose. “You do stink, you know that?”

In spite of herself, Kelsey laughed. “I don’t know what to do, J.” She broke the hug and looped her arm through her sister’s. They walked down the short hallway to the bathroom and Kelsey stepped inside.

“Get a shower first,” Janelle answered, but before Kelsey could close the door, Janelle reached out to cup her cheek. “Think about it, but know that whatever you decide, we’ll get through this together.”
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Almost six years later . . .

Kelsey Morgan hated tabloids in general. Most of the time she ignored them. But the cover of the one she was currently thumbing through was graced by her current co-star, and the temptation had been too great. The epitome of tall, tanned, and handsome, Patrick Lyons stood several inches taller than Kelsey. His dark brown hair was perfectly styled with a part down the left side and his eyes resembled melted chocolate. His jaw was softly squared and his nose slightly narrow with a rounded tip. He was handsome and everything about him said that he knew it. And, loath as she was to admit it, he’d enchanted her the moment she’d met him at their screen test five months ago. Since filming on the set in Tennessee had begun, she’d struggled daily to keep him at arm’s length and had been looking for something in the article to justify her behavior. Having found nothing, she closed the magazine and glared at the smiling face of Patrick Lyons.

In Kelsey’s opinion, Patrick Lyons had one of the worst reputations where his leading ladies were concerned. In recent years, he’d become a tabloid favorite, gracing covers with his most recent lady love, a face that changed every other month. In the last three years, he’d been in eight movies and, according to the stories Kelsey had read and heard, had slept with every leading lady. So now Kelsey felt as though all eyes were on her, expecting her to take her place on the next tabloid cover.

She thought not.

Kelsey had spent the past five years struggling to make a good, clean, honest name for herself in Hollywood. She’d done everything in her power to hold on to the small-town virtues she’d grown up with and valued. Even when she was desperate for work, she turned down an offer from an adult film producer. Instead, she’d turned her attentions to signing on with a good agent, one who found her work—small roles in ads, music videos, television shows, and movies, all leading up to the role she was playing now.

She’d also spent the last five years trying to stay out of the sight of gossips. The last thing she needed was to draw too much attention to herself. Kelsey loved her career, but she also loved her life at home with her family and didn’t want anything to jeopardize their private time together. The idea of having a photographer dogging her heels everywhere she went, even for a short time, turned her stomach.

Kelsey sighed as she glanced at her watch and picked up a book. She’d been alone in her trailer for twenty minutes and didn’t expect the respite to last much longer. Since filming had begun, she’d spent most of her free time alone, studying her script or reading, hoping to minimize the effect Patrick Lyons had on her. She’d avoided visiting her co-stars’ trailers. As a result, they’d begun seeking her out in hers.

A loud knock on the door made her chuckle wryly. Right on time, she thought and shook her head. Kelsey, who was lounging on the sofa, tucked the tabloid behind the pillows at her back as Veronica Madison stuck her bright, blonde head in and placed a foot on the bottom step.

“Hey, Kelsey, mind if we come in?” Veronica asked with a brilliant smile.

Her blue eyes sparkled in a soft, heart-shaped face, but her body was thin, as though she could use a good home-cooked meal. Or three. She was bursting with a self-confidence that Kelsey hadn’t yet developed. Having parents with careers in the motion picture industry meant that Veronica had practically grown up on movie sets, and at twenty-five, two years younger than Kelsey, she’d been acting for eight years already.

“No, come on in.” Kelsey laughed as Veronica entered, bouncing up the steps. She was followed closely by their two male co-stars. Patrick Lyons flashed one of his gorgeous grins at her as he sat on the couch near Kelsey’s feet. She pulled her feet closer to her body and breathed deeply to soothe her rapidly beating heart as she turned her attention to the others.

“Hey, Red, reading again?” Grayson Reynolds plopped his broad, strapping frame into the chair across the room. His unruly black hair looked as if he’d just rolled out of bed, his scruffy jaw was wider at the ear and narrowed to his chin, and his thin lips twitched to smirk as he watched her with dancing green eyes.

Kelsey looked away and tried not to laugh. Of her three visitors, Grayson was the one she felt most comfortable with. They’d worked together once before and bonded, developing a sibling-type relationship. “Red” was his nickname for her and she still wasn’t sure whether it was because her hair had been dyed that color for the role or because of her Virginia-born, country-raised roots. Probably a combination of both, which was ironic given that Grayson’s childhood in Georgia hadn’t been much different from hers.

“What’s it this time?” Grayson questioned, sounding bored and impatient. Kelsey held up a much-worn copy of Pride and Prejudice.

“Ooo, I love that one.” Veronica cooed. She was sitting on her knees on the dining table bench, leaning over Kelsey’s shoulder. She glanced at Grayson and Kelsey followed the line of her vision.

Grayson looked mildly amused. “We’re going dancing tonight.”

Kelsey shrugged. “Have fun.”

“You’re coming too.”

“I beg your pardon?” Kelsey scoffed. “What makes you think I’d want to go dancing?”

“What makes you think I’d care?” Grayson returned and Kelsey narrowed her eyes. “You’ve had your nose in a book for the last few weeks, and I think it’s about time you stop being such a snob and do something with the rest of us.”

Surprised by his attack, Kelsey began to argue but exhaled slowly and closed her mouth. She knew he was right.

“Be nice,” Patrick muttered to Grayson and Kelsey turned to face him, wide-eyed and taken aback by his defense of her.

In the four weeks of their working together, he hadn’t made a pass at her. He’d been the perfect gentleman on set and was cordial and good natured, giving her the space she’d wanted off set. Despite her expectations, he’d never shown a bit of interest in her, but his presence still set her on edge. She was constantly on her guard around him, waiting for him to make a move. Was this it?

She focused on Patrick’s handsome visage and was momentarily lost in his deep brown eyes. Had they always been that dark?

“What Grayson meant to say was, ‘Would you like to go dancing with us tonight?’” he clarified.

“No, I didn’t,” Grayson snorted as Kelsey, without thinking, slowly nodded her head.

Kelsey’s sluggish thoughts drifted to the bodyguards who followed them everywhere while they were on location. Even with five years under her belt, she’d never had to deal with bodyguards before. If going out meant having a bodyguard or two in tow, she’d rather stay in her hotel room. “Going out can be such a hassle,” Kelsey murmured.

Grayson rolled his eyes. “No, it’s not. You get used to it, newbie.”

Kelsey smirked, imagining the places Grayson had dragged his entourage as she smoothed a corner of her book. Her smile faded when saw Patrick’s hopeful look and her heart skipped a beat. “Why’s it so important that I go?” she challenged Grayson as she reluctantly pulled her eyes away from Patrick.

“It’s important because, despite your reclusive tendencies, I like spending time with you,” Grayson said with a rare air of seriousness. “And I think Veronica and Patrick would, too, if you’d give them a chance.” They both nodded their agreement.

Kelsey closed her eyes in defeat. She’d spent the last four weeks keeping as much space as she could between herself and Patrick; she hadn’t considered Veronica and Grayson at all. Patrick was just the kind of man she could fall for, and she couldn’t risk that. She couldn’t risk the gossip, and she certainly wouldn’t risk her heart. But Grayson had a point . . . again. She was shutting him and Veronica out, and that wasn’t fair to either of them.

Kelsey clenched her jaw as she looked up at Grayson. “Okay. Where’ll we go?”
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Patrick followed his female co-stars into the bar, ignoring the gasps from the patrons the best he could. Veronica led the way, wearing a skirt that hit her just above mid-thigh and a loose, see-through white blouse over a black tank top. With four bodyguards flanking them, the male patrons could only gawk as Veronica walked through the bar. In contrast, Kelsey wore a pair of jeans and a form-hugging, burgundy t-shirt with a large floral print on the front—stylish but low-key.

Patrick preferred Kelsey’s more subdued look—but that no longer shocked him.

The moment he’d laid eyes on Kelsey Morgan, he’d known she was different. Most actresses he’d worked with fawned over him at the audition then spent every free moment they had with him when filming started. It was no wonder he’d slept with most of them; they’d made themselves so readily available. But not Kelsey, she’d wanted nothing to do with him. And that fascinated him.

Patrick had grown up in Hollywood. His father was a talent agent for several of the biggest names in Hollywood. His grandfather had been a producer for several hit television shows. His mother and sister worked behind the scenes. His family was a forceful presence and he had always gotten everything he wanted. At age seventeen, he’d won the role that had launched his career. At age twenty-one, he’d won his first Oscar. By age twenty-five, directors had been scrambling to work with him and actresses had been scrambling to be with him.

Now he was almost thirty and getting tired of all of the phonies who surrounded him on a daily basis. Kelsey Morgan’s attitude hit him like a breath of fresh air. Where other actresses allowed themselves to get caught up in the character and carried away by the emotion of the scene, Kelsey could execute a scene perfectly, showing the depth of feeling needed, then step back into reality when the director yelled “Cut!” He’d never be able to cross that invisible line between fiction and reality with her. And he didn’t mind that one bit.

It wasn’t that he didn’t find her attractive, quite the opposite. In his opinion, she grew more beautiful every day. It was that he respected her for her lack of interest in him.

His thoughts drifted back to the moment as Veronica continued to lead them past booths with thick red cushions and flat wooden backs. They chose a table just beyond the booths, against the deep-red wall covered with portraits of country music and rock ’n roll stars. As Grayson sauntered to the bar to get the first round of drinks, Patrick watched him stop to talk to several women on the way. As he took the seat next to Kelsey, he quickly scanned the crowd.

When he glanced at her, he saw that she was focused on the salt shaker she was spinning on the table. He cleared his throat to get her attention and was pleased when she finally met his stare. “So, are you going to dance with me?”

She shrugged and turned away. “Not likely.”

While he had expected the answer, Patrick still felt the sting of her words as keenly as if she’d slapped him. He looked away at the various small groups around the room. One group in particular stood out—a group of four women who looked young, probably college aged. The women were staring intently at him, but he was there to spend time with Kelsey. He’d practically begged Grayson to convince her to come, so he made up his mind that he wouldn’t ask any of them to dance.

However, it might be rude to turn them down if they approached him.

Grayson returned to the table with drinks for everyone and smirked at Kelsey. “Do you know this line dance?”

Kelsey listened for a moment, a pleased look of recognition spreading across her face. “Yes, but I haven’t done it in a long time.”

Without another word, he took her hand and pulled her to her feet. “You’ll remember.”

Grayson led Kelsey to the dance floor and after a few beats, they found their rhythm. It didn’t take long for a crowd to form around them. The grin on her face was broader than any Patrick had seen and before he realized, he was almost laughing.

After the song ended, Grayson wrapped Kelsey in a big hug. Patrick suddenly wished he was in Grayson’s place. He’d watched their relationship over the past four weeks and while it reminded him of the one he shared with his sister, he realized that Kelsey didn’t even show him half that warmth. The longer they were together, the more he wanted to receive her smiles and laughter himself and not witness them from the sidelines, as he was stuck doing now.

Grayson and Kelsey strolled toward the table, laughing and talking together. When she sat down, she took a sip of her beer and made a sour face. “That looked like fun,” Veronica said. Kelsey nodded, her countenance still bright, then glanced at Patrick.

He studied her face, his grin almost as wide as hers. “My turn?” he asked and her pleasant expression faded. He held her gaze until she swallowed and looked at the glass in front of her.

“No. I think I’d like to sit for a while,” she muttered through her heavy breathing.

He ground his teeth and groaned inwardly. He could have any woman in the room. Why was the only woman he wanted rejecting him? Their eyes met and he got lost in their green depths. A bubble of hope that she would change her mind formed and was just as quickly popped when she looked away.

“Are you Patrick Lyons?” asked a blonde with short hair. The group of four young women he’d noticed earlier was now standing beside their table.

He smiled automatically. “I am.”

They all squealed and out of the corner of his eye, Patrick saw Kelsey put a finger to her ear. He tried not to laugh.

“Would you dance with us?” asked the only brunette in the group.

They weren’t his first choice of dance partners, but at least they were interested. Kelsey was looking around the room, ignoring him, and Patrick made up his mind. He nodded once and sauntered to the dance floor with a girl on each arm.

Grayson drained his beer and slanted a look at Kelsey. “Guess you missed your chance,” he said with a wink.

Kelsey rolled her eyes and let the comment go. She was determined to enjoy herself and wasn’t about to discuss Patrick, especially with Grayson. She knew Grayson believed that she should be the next to warm Patrick’s bed and was looking for a reason to tease her about it. It hadn’t been hard to come up with an excuse not to dance with Patrick. Most of her balked at the idea of being in his arms, even for a brief dance. But there was a very tiny part of her that wondered what it might be like, and if Grayson had known that, he’d have pounced on it in a heartbeat. She took another sip of her drink as she glared at the women gyrating around Patrick in the middle of the floor. “I’ll be back,” Grayson announced.

Kelsey watched as he strutted to a group of three women on the other side of the dance floor. They had a similar, but slightly more subdued, reaction to his presence than Patrick’s groupies had to their idol. From across the room, Grayson flashed Kelsey and Veronica a broad, boyish grin as he led the women onto the floor, one on each arm and one behind him.

Veronica shook her head and looked at Kelsey over her shoulder. “Boys and their toys,” she murmured. Kelsey giggled. Veronica sipped her drink then faced Kelsey, her eyes a mixture of curiosity and mischief.

“What?” Kelsey swirled the bitter amber liquid in her glass. She hated beer. Would Grayson be offended if she didn’t drink it?

“Didn’t Patrick ask you to dance?” Veronica asked.

“Yeah. So?” Kelsey answered.

“Aren’t you going to?”

“Doubt it,” Kelsey replied flatly. Veronica tilted her head and Kelsey pointed to the dance floor. “He looks pretty busy to me.” At that moment, the perky brunette kissed Patrick on the cheek as one of her friends snapped a picture. He appeared to be enjoying himself and a twinge of jealousy squeezed Kelsey’s chest, which was ridiculous considering that she wanted nothing to do with the man.

“I’m sure they’ll have to go home soon so they won’t miss curfew,” Veronica said cattily. Kelsey laughed as Veronica tipped her drink up and finished it. “Do you think I should get another?”

“That’s up to you,” Kelsey shrugged. “So, who’re you going to dance with?”

Veronica sighed. “I don’t know yet. No one’s really caught my eye.” She spun her glass between her fingers. “Maybe we should partner up, since we’ve been abandoned by the guys.” Her eyes dilated with excitement. “Or we can dance with our guards.”

“Can we do that?”

Veronica laughed. “Why not? They’re here to protect us, and what better way than by making sure we don’t dance with some psychopath loser?”

Kelsey nodded, acknowledging Veronica’s point. The bodyguards sat at a table between her and the dance floor. One was focused on Patrick, one on Grayson and the other two were scanning the room.

A man approached their table and stopped a few inches away from Veronica. He cleared his throat then smiled. Veronica batted her eyelashes and Kelsey pursed her lips to stifle a giggle.

“Would you like to dance?” His thick Southern accent made Kelsey a little homesick. “You look so familiar,” he continued, not taking his eyes off of Veronica, who only nodded her encouragement. “I saw you in a movie last year. You must be here with them.” He thumbed over his shoulder toward Patrick and Grayson, who were still dancing with their adoring fans.

“Yes and yes,” Veronica said. “And I’d love to.” The man took her hand and led her to the dance floor.

Kelsey inhaled and exhaled slowly. She hadn’t set foot in a bar in more than six years, not since she and Tim had been dating. In the aftermath of their breakup Kelsey had taken some time to study her photo albums and her heart. She’d come to realize that she’d never really liked going to bars to begin with. The revelation had made her sick.

She remembered the last time she’d been in a bar. It had been the final night of exams before winter break of her senior year. She’d wanted to go to a nice restaurant to celebrate before meeting Tim’s friends at the bar. Instead, she and Tim had gone directly to the bar for dinner and his friends had joined them there. Kelsey had sipped on one beer all night while Tim had enjoyed several drinks. They’d danced together a few times, but she’d spent most of the evening watching him play pool and arcade games with his buddies.

When the bar had finally closed at two o’clock in the morning, Kelsey and Tim had returned to her apartment. She’d been tired, he’d been horny. As much as she’d wanted to sleep, she’d given in to his wants first. That was the night she’d conceived.

At the memory, a sharp pang of loss squeezed her heart.

Kelsey tried to shake off the awful memories. She was happy now, but things had turned out so differently from her expectations. She’d been played then and accepted the consequences long ago. But that didn’t take away the hurt.

A warm touch on her hand brought her back to the present. Patrick was leaning across the table, staring deeply into her eyes. He touched her cheek and she realized a few tears had fallen. Kelsey leaned away as she wiped her cheek, embarrassed by how pathetic she must look.

“Sorry,” she muttered.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing.” She shook her head then gave him a weak, self-deprecating smile. “I hate bars.”

His brow creased and the concern in his eyes grew by a fraction. “Then why’d you agree to come?” he questioned, a hint of sharpness in his voice.

Kelsey looked away and pulled her hand from his. She spied his dance partners in the middle of the dance floor, matching scowls on their faces. She blanked her humored expression before looking him in the eyes again and held up her index finger.

“One, y’all asked me to come.” Her middle finger went up. “Two, Grayson was right,” she added with a roll of her eyes. It wasn’t something she liked admitting. “I’ve been a bit of a recluse and it’s not polite.” She held up her third finger. “And three, I didn’t realize how much I hated bars until just this moment.”

Patrick’s lips twitched as he shook his head. “We could remedy that. Come dance with me.”

Kelsey glanced at the women behind him. Two of them had their arms crossed, toes tapping impatiently. “You’ve got your hands full already.” When she looked at him again, her treacherous heart began to beat a little faster.

His mouth was a thin line as he shrugged. The perky brunette approached the table and touched his arm. Irritation flashed across his face before he turned to the newcomer.

“Aren’t you coming back?” She motioned to the dance floor.

Patrick looked at Kelsey and waggled his eyebrows invitingly. She shook her head and his eyes narrowed.

The brunette assessed Kelsey for a moment then looped her arm through Patrick’s, eyeing Kelsey as she claimed her prize. Kelsey held back a laugh as she returned the look with one that said that she could have him. Kelsey was done dealing with charming players who would only break her heart. She wasn’t strong enough for that.

Patrick cleared his throat. “I’ll be there in a minute,” he said smoothly as he disentangled himself. The brunette nodded at him, shot Kelsey a dirty look, and walked back to her friends. “You’re sure you won’t? I hate seeing you sitting here all alone.” He took Kelsey’s hand and gave it a slight tug.

“I told you . . . I’ll be fine.” She pulled her hand away again. “Your harem awaits.” She motioned toward the girls with a game-show-type flourish.

“Why must you be so stubborn?” Patrick snapped, placing both hands on the table and leaning over them.

“Why must you be so persistent?” Kelsey answered. “Why can’t you get that I don’t want to dance with you through your thick skull?”

He inched closer. “Afraid you’ll enjoy it too much?”

“Not at all,” Kelsey said coolly, sounding calmer than she felt. “There’s nothing we could do together outside of work that I’d enjoy.”

The look in his eyes turned mischievous. “I wouldn’t be too sure about that. You barely know me.”

“I know enough about you.” She narrowed her eyes at him, daring him to argue.

He clenched his jaw then spun on his heel and rejoined the girls, throwing each arm around a skinny shoulder. Once he was on the dance floor again, Kelsey exhaled slowly and felt a little lightheaded. She shook it away, debated taking a long sip of her beer, then turned her attention to the dancers and other patrons at the bar.

Everyone’s focus seemed to be on one of her three co-stars, and it was easy to tell which one by the expression on the faces. Those watching Grayson seemed amused. The men watching Veronica looked as enamored as the man who had asked her to dance had been. The women seemed to care less; after all, with Grayson and Patrick there, they couldn’t be bothered with the type of men they saw every day.

The ones watching Patrick, however, had the strongest reactions.

Some of the men watched, openly in awe, while others observed him out of the corner of their eyes, mimicking his moves on the dance floor or the way he carried himself. The women were all desperate for his attention. Whether on the floor beside him or standing on the sidelines, they tossed their hair, batted their eyelashes, or wiggled their fingers at Patrick Lyons.

Patrick’s partners created a barrier around him. The girls took turns touching his arms and shoulders and occasionally got their faces within inches of his. He met Kelsey’s glare with a smile and a wink, then turned his back on her to fully devote himself to the brats. Kelsey rolled her eyes, annoyed with herself by how much it bothered her.

Grayson was in the middle of the dance floor, talking to almost everyone within earshot. It appeared he’d lost interest in the women he’d started dancing with, but they hadn’t lost interest in him. They were clustered on the floor, not far from him. Kelsey considered joining him until Patrick approached him and she looked somewhere else.

Veronica was still close to the outer edge of the dance floor, not far from her bodyguard at the end of the bar. She was clearly having a good time; she’d gathered a small group of admirers but wasn’t really paying attention to her original partner. He was obviously still smitten with her, however, and Kelsey felt sorry for him.

“C’mon.” A hand on her arm, trying to pull her out of her seat, took Kelsey by surprise. Grayson frowned down at her. “We’re dancing.”

She reluctantly stood up, hoping to ease his grip. “I really don’t want to.” She planted her feet and tried holding her ground, but he pulled her around the table and onto the dance floor.

“I don’t think I asked,” he stated. “You look pathetic sitting there by yourself.” Kelsey’s mouth fell open and the corners of his lips began to turn up as he took her hand and started dancing. After a while, she relaxed. “See, that’s not so bad,” he said as he spun her. She shook her head and he pulled her closer. She focused over his shoulder but could feel him staring at her face.

She leaned back to look at him. “What?”

“How’re you feeling?”

“I’m fine, why?”

“Patrick said you were upset. He asked me to look after you,” he replied.

Kelsey shook her head. “Thanks, but I don’t need a sitter.”

“No, but he seemed concerned.”

“So concerned he went back to dancing with those girls,” she argued.

“It was just a dance. You could be a little nicer to him,” Grayson scolded.

Kelsey pressed her lips together, still not in the mood to discuss this with him. “Maybe,” she replied softly.

“So, what’s up? This isn’t like you.” He raised an eyebrow and she sighed, knowing he was right. He continued, “Red, he’s just trying to be a friend.”

“I’m sorry, I’ll try to be nicer,” she said.

He looked away. “I’m not the one you need to apologize to,” he whispered in her ear.

They danced for another song and a half before walking back to their table. Veronica was already seated there, talking to some of the bodyguards. She grinned as they joined her. After Kelsey sat down, Grayson went back to the bar and returned with three more beers.

Kelsey tilted her head in confusion. “Where’s Patrick?”

“He left,” Grayson stated. “It’s his sister’s birthday and he needed to call her.”

Kelsey looked over the crowd and couldn’t locate the women Patrick had been dancing with. Grayson, who had been watching her, started to smirk.

Kelsey narrowed her eyes at him. “And his dance partners?”

Grayson chuckled before taking a sip of his beer. “Don’t know where they went.”

“Yeah, right,” she mumbled, mistrusting every word he said. Deciding to change the subject, she turned to Veronica. “You looked like you were having fun.”

“I was,” she replied. “He wasn’t a bad dancer, but I think he got a little bored.”

“I think you got a little bored,” Grayson said.

Veronica nodded and shrugged her thin shoulder. “What about you, Grayson? Did you have fun with your group?” she teased him.

He shook his head vigorously. “No,” he grumbled. “They argued constantly. Over everything! First it was who got to dance where, then one of them stood closer than the others and that wasn’t okay . . .” He gestured wildly as he continued to recount his evening, “. . . and they couldn’t agree on what movies I’d been in. And heaven forbid someone else want to dance with me. Some poor, brave soul looked at me for a second, and they wanted to take her out back and knock her into next week.” Veronica and Kelsey stared wide-eyed at him, laughing at his animation. He looked up thoughtfully. “Maybe we should hire them as bodyguards.” When he turned his attention back to Veronica and Kelsey, his face was a mask of seriousness. “I thought they might hurt me,” he whispered. “I had to waltz away from them and hope they didn’t notice.”

Kelsey wiped tears of mirth from her cheeks.

When they’d stopped laughing, they went back to the dance floor for a little while before calling it a night. Kelsey tried not to think of Patrick and what he was doing at that moment. She was trying not to feel angry at him for leaving.

She was also trying to quash the jealousy she was feeling.
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Grayson and Kelsey sat at the small dining table in her trailer, playing cards. They had filmed scenes together earlier; Patrick and Veronica were currently doing the same. So far, they hadn’t discussed the previous night, meaning Grayson hadn’t yet brought it up. Kelsey was beginning to wonder how long her luck would last.

Grayson played his card and looked at Kelsey with a smirk. She flipped her card and took them both. With a raised eyebrow, she waited patiently.

“So, when do you film the kisses and love scenes?” he asked, his eyebrows bouncing up and down.

She narrowed her eyes. “It’s only one love scene,” she corrected. She and Patrick were playing former lovers who reconnect at a class reunion. The love scene already had her stomach in knots. “Two weeks, I think.” She turned over a card and looked at him expectantly.

“Nervous?” He flipped a card and she took them both again.

She shrugged. “A little, I guess. I’ve never done a love scene before.” She laid down another card in an effort to keep the game going.

He did the same and took them. “You gonna practice?”

“Practice what?” Kelsey played her card, avoiding eye contact.

“Duh, Kelsey.” Grayson put his cards down and she looked up. “What do you think I’m talking about?”

“No, we won’t be practicing.” She ignored his last question.

“You’re sure?”

She slapped her card on the table. “Positive.”

“But he’s a pro. He could help you—”

She scowled at Grayson and he stopped talking. With a furrow in his brow, he picked his cards up.

They played four more cards before he asked, “What bothers you so much about him?” The seriousness in his tone had Kelsey studying his face.

“You mean aside from the number of women he’s slept with and the stories that follow him everywhere he goes?” She put her cards down. “Or how about the fact that he picked up a group of almost-underage fans last night and did who knows what with them in his hotel room?”

“Oh my god, are you serious?” he scoffed. “You don’t know if he took them back to his room last night—”

“And you do?” she interrupted sharply.

Grayson dropped his cards on the table as a brief flash of irritation crossed his face. He wiped it away with his hand. “Regardless of what you think he did last night, why is it such a big deal to you?”

Kelsey shook her head dumbly and glared at him.

“Don’t give me that condescending look,” Grayson snapped. “You’ve done everything in your power to avoid Patrick and now you have the gall to act offended by his actions?”

Her jaw dropped.

“It’s not just Patrick either. You make all of us come to you.” He motioned to his surroundings, her trailer. “You don’t put forth any effort to interact with us off set. You’ve been acting like a snobby bitch ever since we started filming, and it’s getting old.”

“How dare you!”

“Oh please,” he groaned. “Don’t act all righteous. You know it’s true.”

“Maybe so, but I have my reasons.” She folded her arms across her chest. “I wouldn’t expect you to understand.”

“You’re right. I don’t.” He shook his head. “I’m sorry, but I never took you for a prude.”

“I’m not!” she exclaimed defensively and quickly shut her mouth. “I just don’t want to get involved with someone like Patrick Lyons. I hear what the crew says about him. I know he’s slept with all of his leading ladies, and then some.”

Grayson raised his eyebrow and shrugged. “Again, why should you care? You’ve made it obvious to everyone, including Patrick, that you want nothing to do with him.”

Kelsey closed her eyes to keep from rolling them. Arguing with Grayson always made her feel like she was talking to a child.

Grayson stood, walked to the refrigerator, and retrieved two bottles of water. He returned to the table and placed one in front of her. “Half of what the crew says is just stories. I know for a fact they aren’t all true. I’ve worked with him on at least two movies in the last three years. And he’s worked with Veronica before and they haven’t slept together.”

She watched him sit down again.

He put the bottle to his lips and held her gaze. “No one likes to be hated because of rumors.” He took a sip of water.

“I don’t hate him,” she argued. “I just don’t want people thinking I’m next.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” he said and laughed once. “With the way you’ve been acting, no one would think that.”

She grabbed her water bottle and wished it were Grayson’s neck. “What does that mean?”

“Exactly what you want it to.”

She growled, stood, and walked to the counter. “Look, I’m just not interested in dating anyone, let alone him.” After what had happened with Tim, she’d had very little interest in dating, and had only tried it for a little while after moving to Los Angeles, but nothing long term. If she dated, she ran the risk of exposing herself, both personally and publicly. “I just want to keep a low profile.”

“What fun is that?” Grayson scoffed.

“For goodness sakes, I just met him,” Kelsey nearly screeched.

“Five months ago.”

“I don’t really know him that well,” she grasped at straws.

“That’s your fault,” he replied. “Even if you don’t hook up in some way . . .”

She narrowed her eyes.

He grinned and ignored her. “He’s a well-respected actor and it’d be good for you to have a connection like him. It could help your career.”

“Forgive me if I don’t want to help my career that way,” she snapped.

He stood and stalked toward her. “You need to forget the way you were taught to view certain things.” As he got closer, she stood taller. “You’re not in the Bible Belt anymore, my dear. Things are different here.” He folded his arms across his chest. “It could be fun and beneficial at the same time,” he murmured.

She looked him in the eyes. “Beneficial? How?”

He placed a hand on the counter beside her. “You might learn a thing or two.”

“I don’t need to learn anything from him.”

Grayson leaned closer. “Then just do it for the fun.”

“I think you worry too much about fun,” Kelsey grumbled.

He shrugged. “Everyone needs to have a little fun.” Grayson smiled with an impish twinkle in his bright green eyes. She scowled and put a hand on his chest to push him away as the trailer door opened.

Patrick climbed the stairs, staring at them. He had a feeling that he was interrupting something. Grayson winked at Kelsey and walked back to the table. Kelsey went over to the couch and sat on the end farthest away from the smirking Grayson.

Patrick watched the interactions between Kelsey and Grayson as he paused on the top step. “Everything okay?”

Kelsey nodded and Patrick was happy to not be on the receiving end of the sharp look she was currently giving Grayson.

“What’s going on?” Veronica had followed him in and plopped into the chair beside the door.

“We were just talking,” Grayson answered. “I’m not sure Kelsey was enjoying our conversation as much as I was.”

“What were you talking about?” Patrick asked.

“He was just trying to give me career advice,” Kelsey said stiffly. “And he’s right. I wasn’t enjoying it as much as he was.” Grayson snorted a laugh as Kelsey kept her head down and her cheeks turned slightly pink. Patrick’s curiosity grew, but when she looked up again, her color had returned to normal. “So, are you both done filming?”

Patrick nodded. “For now.”

Veronica sighed deeply.

Kelsey’s expression softened as she turned to Veronica. “You look tired,” she said as she pulled her knees up to rest them against the back of the couch.

Veronica nodded and closed her eyes. “I think I’m going to spend the night in my room, doing as little as possible.”

“I thought we were going out,” Grayson grumbled.

“Ugh, not again,” Kelsey groaned without looking at him.

“Why not?” Grayson whined. “Last night was fun.”

“No, it wasn’t,” Kelsey mumbled.

Patrick silently agreed. The dancing had started out promising, but by the end of the night, he’d been miserable. He had hoped that Kelsey would dance with him and her stubborn refusal had bewildered him so much, he’d left earlier than he’d intended. To make matters worse, Grayson had come to his hotel room later to inform Patrick that he’d gotten Kelsey to dance with him. Again. Then Grayson had tried to laugh with him over Kelsey’s idea that Patrick had actually taken those immature brats back to his room.

Patrick hadn’t found that the least bit funny.

“It was fun for everyone but you, Red, and that was your fault,” Grayson chided.

Patrick felt the heat from Kelsey’s fiery look from where he stood. “We can find another way to entertain ourselves without going out tonight,” he suggested, trying to placate them both.
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