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  SOUTHERN LEGACIES BOOK 1: THE GHOST AND THE WOLF




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid March 2007




  A vision in white lures Yankee soldiers south to prison.




  Known as the Wolf, a Confederate officer scouts for Jefferson Davis.




  Can love keep the ghost and the wolf together?




  





  SOUTHERN LEGACIES BOOK 2: HIS LADY AVERY




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid May 2007




  Admiral James Logan is a Confederate blockade runner.




  Avery Barrett steals his heart.




  Will Yankees, past history and pirates keep him from his Lady Avery?




  





  SOUTHERN LEGACIES BOOK 3: WOUNDED HEARTS




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid June 2007




  Ann Rutledge lives on the border of the war between the North and South, her world torn apart.




  Justin Capwell comes to her rescue until a Yankee unit tries to break him.




  Can Ann save him as he saved her or will wounded hearts never mend?




  





  THE HALLS OF BUCHANNAN




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid August 2008




  Nick Buchannan finds Delaney Johnson, his life perfect.




  An invitation to England threatens to bring Nick down.




  Can he hold together long enough to save his wife and the halls of Buchannan?




  





  SOUTHERN LEGACIES BOOK 4: REDEMPTION IN BLOOD




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid October 2008




  Wanted by the Yanks, Russell Steele does everything he can to undermine them while looking for the Southern salvation.




  Jordan Winthrop is the answer to his search.




  Will their love become redemption in blood?




  





  MY LORD BALTIMORE




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid May 2009




  A one-sided age old love affair has Finian Lord lusting after a gorgeous blonde.




  Cambria’s attraction follows her through time thanks to a brand in her genetic make-up.




  Will Finian protect her from his enemy or will she be forever calling him My Lord Baltimore?




  





  SOUTHERN LEGACIES MEGABOOK




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid September 1, 2009




  The Ghost and the Wolf work separately to undermine the Union while together in love.




  Avery and James find a life together even though the Civil War threatens them on a daily basis.




  Ann and Justin learn exactly how wounded hearts can be mended even in wartime.




  To anyone who has been tempted and took the challenge.




  THREE’S COMPANY




  Chapter 1




  “Do you think she’ll do it?”




  “It may take a bit of coaxing but I hope so.”




  “How do you intend to do that if she can leave at any time?”




  “Have you seen the weather forecast? Once it starts to rain, the roads wash out leaving the place cut off from civilization for the duration. That should be all the time I need to convince her.”




  “I hope you know what you’re doing.”




  “You and me both,” he said. “I don’t want to lose her and I sure as hell don’t want to lose you either.”




  “You won’t, my love. I’ll always be here for you in every way, no matter what.”




  Dale pulled Isa into his arms and kissed her. Moments later, they slid to the floor and took each other to yet another level in their relationship. Only time would tell if his plan would take it even further.




  * * * *




  Samantha Timmons—Sam, to her friends—walked down Figueroa Street to her job at the Staples Center. Working for the entertainment corporation that handled events at the center had been the dream job everyone wanted and she got. With her personality, she’d been able to work with promoters to schedule events while quietly becoming friends with several sports personalities and other celebrities.




  She’d literally fallen into the job the day she walked in to fill out an application. As she entered the offices, the person she eventually replaced ran out in tears after being terminated. The woman she met with took an instant liking to her which led to the interview with Dale Morgan. They’d been together both professionally and personally for ten years though the intimate relationship didn’t grow until a few months before.




  Making it a personal policy not to get involved with her boss, her resolve fell apart when she learned his wife had walked out on him, suing for divorce and half of his assets. Walking into the office when the future ex decided to have one of her public displays of hatred, Sam did her best to try to hide until the woman left. Her best efforts didn’t work as the woman stormed from Dale’s huge office through the private secretary’s area to reception. At the door, she stopped and turned glaring at Sam.




  “If you are one of his conquests, more power to you but I warn you, he’s more than you’ll ever be able to handle and his appetite is way out of your league, sister.”




  The woman stormed out, the walls literally quaking in her aftermath.




  Dale came running out to check on Sam and the others. Their secretaries had chosen his wife’s visit to take their lunch break leaving Sam as the only target—one his wife zeroed in on and nailed soundly.




  “Are you all right?”




  “I think so,” she answered, trembling a little. “I’m not sure.”




  Dale guided her into the office closing the door behind them. Pulling out his cell phone, he called Isabel Montoya—his personal assistant/secretary—and told her to take the rest of the afternoon off and to tell the others.




  “I’m closing the office for the rest of the day. Hurricane Flo just left and Sam got the brunt of the storm, so to speak.”




  After ending the call, he shut his cell phone off then went to the outer office where he locked the doors and turned off the lights. Once back in his own extremely comfortable office, he closed the door and locked it then went to where Sam stood trembling.




  “Would you like to tell me what just happened?”




  “My about-to-be ex-wife just informed me that she’s suing me for half of everything unless I give her what she wants.”




  “And that is?”




  “The house, three cars and an extraordinary monetary settlement.”




  “Why?”




  “She thinks she has information on me which can destroy me and she’s threatening to use it if I don’t give in.”




  “Will you?”




  “Hell no! If she goes and tells on me, she sinks her own ship as well.”




  “What’s so terrible that she’s…”




  “I’ll tell you later. Right now, I want to make sure you’re all right. I heard what she said to you and I’m very sorry.”




  “It’s all right, really. She just took me by surprise.”




  While they talked, he poured her a brandy and handed her the snifter.




  “Here, drink this,” he said. “It’ll calm your nerves.”




  Without a thought, Sam took the snifter and drank the brandy. The warmth filled her and it did help to calm her while stopping her from more shivering. His wife had bothered her more than she wanted to admit but Sam wondered how much the Morgans actually knew.




  Since they’d worked closely over the years and despite her personal vow, Sam had fallen in love with Dale and it had gotten to the point that sometimes it became very difficult to hide. Now, a door had opened but if anything did happen, she didn’t want to be the one he turned to on the rebound. Sam needed the man to want her for more than a quick lay before he started playing the singles’ scene again.




  Dale Morgan could have been a movie star with his gorgeous looks and his sparkling yet intense blue eyes. Those eyes had caught her attention one day, their effect on her riveting. Her emotions began several years of intense warring as her vow fought the woman in her who wanted him. Shit! What do I do now? Let it happen… But he’s the boss… Who is also a free man and the one you’ve saved yourself for like an idiot… But… Go for it, Sam—before you lose the chance and live with what might have beens.




  “Are you all right?”




  His question brought her back to reality and she nodded.




  “The brandy’s kinda making me light-headed. I skipped lunch and…”




  “Then let’s get out of here,” Dale said. “I know a quiet pub down the street where we can eat in peace.”




  “Sounds good,” she said while the war between her mind and her heart continued.




  * * * *




  Dale Morgan had been having an extremely trying day. With what had been going on over the past several months, the schedule had become a mess. While hosting rehearsals for an international star who’d begin a European tour in the fall, everything changed with his sudden death. Because of the star’s worldwide and phenomenal fan base, they now worked with the family to arrange a huge memorial service. The logistics easy, the time frame caused the big problem but they’d gotten through it and the service proved to be everything the family wanted.




  Before that, the Lakers had ended a very successful season winning the NBA championship and of course, the celebration ended at the center once the huge parade made its way through the streets of Los Angeles to the team’s home base. Now, if we could only bring Lord Stanley’s Cup here…




  An avid hockey fan, Dale loved that quirk of his job. He had his choice of literally any seat in the house and spent most of the season between ones at center ice and the corporate box. Having met many of his heroes, he told himself he could safely die and go to heaven though right now, his wife threatened that. If she proved successful in her quest, he could lose a lot of his hockey collection in order to pay her off. Then he came up with an idea.




  As he went to propose it to someone he felt he could trust, Hurricane Flo stormed into his office with more demands then left the same way but not before terrifying Samantha Timmons. Unfortunately, she’d come into his offices needing a file or something and got caught in the crossfire. This had not been how he planned to handle things with her.




  He’d been married to his wife for fifteen years but after the first few, she’d taken to looking elsewhere. When he spent time at the center either working or enjoying the events, she chose to find younger fare. A friend had seen her at a Hollywood party where she picked up an up-and-coming starlet and taken her to a hotel room. The fact his wife liked it both ways didn’t bother him, the fact she couldn’t be upfront about it did. Acting as if he didn’t know, he discreetly entered into a relationship with his secretary who became his personal assistant and keeper of his innermost personal secrets including the one his wife threatened to reveal.




  Isabel knew him better than he knew himself and nurtured his feelings. They enjoyed their time together though both knew their affair lacked something important—a third person. While both loved each other and the sex got better and better each time, Dale knew he wanted more and so did Isa. The one he wanted to bring into this more than likely would say no but he had to try and now, with his wife wanting the divorce, he had one less hurdle to jump.




  Since the day she walked into his office and their professional relationship began, Dale had wanted Samantha Timmons more than he could ever imagine wanting anyone. His body would react to Sam’s presence as it did to no other’s and the few times they’d touched, intense heat coursed through him. In the time they’d worked together, he’d wracked his brain trying to figure out how to get her into his life—and into a ménage a trois. Working with her had been a dream and the time they spent outside the office in the past several months had definitely heated up, proving something existed between them. With one problem out of the way and Isa’s help, he began to set his scheme into motion.




  “Did you book the house?”




  “Yes, and as you requested, it’s for the height of the rainy season at the end of the month. The owner couldn’t understand why but I offered him a small incentive and he happily leased it to me.”




  “Good,” he said, beaming. “Finish taking care of the arrangements and I’ll take care of my end.”




  “Do you think she’ll agree?”




  The conversation came back to him and as he looked at Sam downing the brandy he’d given her, he prayed it would work out in his favor.




  “Ready to go?”




  “I think so. I need to lock up first.”




  “No problem,” he said as they left his office and hopefully entered the next phase of their relationship.




  * * * *




  At the pub, he led her to the back of the restaurant where they took his favorite table. He sat with his back to the wall so he could see who came in—always cautious thanks to his wife—while Sam sat across from him. He gazed at her, finally relaxing enough to get a good look at her while wondering why he had not noticed some things sooner.




  “Is something wrong?” she asked.




  “No, you’re perfect. It’s just taken me a while to finally notice how gorgeous you are.”




  Seeing her blush made his cock swell, something he adeptly fixed while hidden by the tablecloth. His eyes slowly took in her face, her neck and shoulders then rested on her amazing chest. Mentally, he stripped her while wanting her even more. Leaning across the table, he took her hand—the heat intense.




  “Dale?”




  “I’m sorry if I’m making you uncomfortable but you’re driving me insane. I can’t begin to tell you what I’d like to be doing with you and to you.”




  “The feeling’s mutual, I’m afraid.”




  “What?”




  “I’ve always believed in not mixing business and pleasure but it’s getting harder and harder each day.”




  “What are you saying?” he asked.




  “I’ve been in love with you—a married man—for so long, it’s not funny. I’ve seen your wife and the way she treats you and…”
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