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FOREWORD


One of the enduring genres in television, films and books is the Western. People have always been fascinated with cowboys. That has not changed in over 150 years, and I don’t expect it will anytime soon.


Personally, I have been in love with cowboys since I saw my first Western about forty years ago as a little girl. And when I read my first Western romance? I was HOOKED. Utterly hooked.


One of the questions people often ask me is, “Why do you write Westerns? There are better genres out there.”


No, there aren’t any better than Westerns! The reason I write them? Because cowboys are my kinda men. Being a cowboy in the nineteenth century was different from being a cowboy today. Yet, the core of the cowboy remains constant. That’s what appeals to me, calls to my inner feminine side.


Calloused hands, well-worn jeans, broad shoulders, powerful thighs and the lean-hipped swagger. It’s like the secret formula to an addiction I can’t control.


What else defines a cowboy? For me, they are like modern-day knights. I know that sounds a bit corny, but let me ’splain. Knights were fierce warriors, but they had a code that set them apart from other men—honor, integrity, dignity and balls of steel.


Cowboys have to be hard, inside and out, but at the same time they feel as deeply as anyone. If not deeper. How could I not write and read stories about cowboys? I fall in love with them from the moment I type their names, feel their hands and hold their hearts in mine.


The stories in this anthology bring you, the reader, on a wild ride. So grab a glass of ice water, settle back and get ready for some cowboy heat.


Beth Williamson


Bestselling author of Unbridled and Hell for Leather




INTRODUCTION


For years, I lived in the Texas Hill Country, where my ranchstyle house was one of many look-alikes in a rural subdivision, with my backyard butted up against a working ranch. After I woke to the insistent mooing of a cow at my bedroom window and her moist breaths fogging the glass, I put up a chain-link fence, which gave me a unique vantage.


My view was panoramic—grassy fields, clumps of wild-flowers, rolling hills, a tall, rugged escarpment in the distance and cowboys riding horses and motorized mules as they herded cattle.


Those cowboys came in all sizes and shapes, but wore “the uniform” well—chambray shirts year round, occasionally torso-hugging T-shirts, if they didn’t expect to be in the sun too long, Wranglers (do cowboys wear anything else?) and scuffed, broken-in boots.


And then there was the hat. Those cowboys I watched from my backyard might have worn the same brand of pale, straw cowboy hat, but the brims were shaped according to their individual preferences—some draped low over deep-set eyes, some brims curled tight at the sides to tell you the man wearing it was a little wild and likely playful. If I’d known what I was going to be when I “grew up,” I would have learned the language of those hats.


What I did learn was that their muscled frames weren’t honed in any gym—cowboys work damn hard. And they take pride in what they are—a living, American icon. Honest, protective and on the side of justice, they walk the walk.


My favorite memories are of strolling down the sidewalk in the small nearby town and passing a tall, lean cowboy coming the other way. Without fail, he’d touch his hat and give me a nod. More often than not, he’d say, “Howdy, ma’am.” As corny as that scenario might be, that greeting never failed to make me blush and smile. Back when I wasn’t free to act on my attraction, I had my little fantasies. Maybe cowboys made me what I am.


Seems plenty of writers love a sexy cowboy, too. Narrowing down the choices from the deluge of sexy stories I received for this collection was tough. In the end, I selected the stories that turned me on and made me wish I was the girl enjoying her first cowboy. You’ll meet rodeo cowboys, Outback jackaroos, cowboys from all over the Western states—all of them turning up the heat on the one girl they can’t let go. Enjoy the slow burn.


Delilah Devlin


Central Arkansas




MRS. MORGAN AND THE MARSHAL


Emma Jay


Sybil Morgan swung down from the wagon, her skirt and petticoat trailing in the stirred-up dirt of the road outside the general store. She looped the reins over the hitching post and tugged at the waist of her bodice. Wearing a dress was only one reason she hated coming to town. Out on her ranch, she could wear britches and move around with ease, not worrying about getting dirty, getting snagged, being so damned hot.


But a respectable widow had to keep up appearances. She straightened her bonnet and measured her steps so she didn’t trip on her skirts as she walked into the general store.


A few townspeople were in the store, which was stifling despite the open doors and windows. Determined to get this chore over with as quickly as possible, she pulled her list out of the pocket in her bodice and waited for the shopkeeper to finish with the other customers. Unaccustomed to standing still, she shifted from one foot to the other.


The air changed and she turned her head to see the town’s marshal, Addison Taylor, in the doorway, removing his hat. He nodded in her direction and she inclined her head in response before turning her attention back to the shopkeeper, who now stood behind the counter with his hand outstretched for her list.


She passed it over. “I’ll be back for the supplies in a few hours. I have other errands to attend.”


“Yes, Mrs. Morgan.”


She turned, head high, and sailed past the marshal, who stepped aside to let her pass before turning to follow her.


“Mrs. Morgan,” he said, his voice a low rumble, barely heard above the sound of his boots on the boardwalk. “I’d like to have a word about the recent incidence of rustling on your ranch. Would you mind stepping across the street into my office?”


“Of course,” she said, her nipples hardening beneath her confining bodice when he curved his hand beneath her forearm and guided her from boardwalk to dirt street, past riders and other pedestrians. He released her to step ahead and open the door to his office, letting her precede him. When she paused in front of his desk in the empty office, he locked the door behind them, took her hand again and led her into the back and up the stairs to his rooms.


Her heart thundered harder as she absorbed the feel of his rough palm against her bare hand, as she tried to match his determined stride, stumbling on her skirts, damn it.


He tugged her into his apartment over the office, closed the door and latched it in a flurry of movements before he turned to her and loosened her bonnet. He pushed it back from her face so it tumbled to the floor, and curved his hand over her cheek.


“It’s been too long,” he said softly, and covered her mouth with his.


She bowed into the heat, into the strength of him. She curled her fingers into his shoulders, those broad shoulders she loved to hold. He hadn’t shaved, and the prickles of his beard scratched her lips. Instead of pulling back, she pressed closer, parting her lips, welcoming his tongue.


She loved the taste of him, coffee and whiskey and male, loved the slide of his tongue along hers, the intimacy of it. He was skilled at kissing, her marshal, his tongue clever in its knowledge of her mouth, knowing if he touched her there her nipples would ache, and her sex—he called it her pussy, but she had trouble even thinking the word—would grow hot and damp. She could stand here and kiss him all day, savoring the roughness of his unshaven flesh against her tender skin.


He reached between them as he kissed her, and unfastened her bodice, starting at the bottom. She held her breath as if that would help him, but that made kissing difficult.


Her husband had never undressed her, had always waited in the bed for her to join him. They’d never kissed outside of bed, had never touched, not even in the most casual of ways. That her marshal seemed to delight in it delighted her. She stepped back just a bit to let him push the stiff fabric of her bodice off her shoulders, then he closed his hands around her corseted waist. He didn’t kiss her again right away, just looked at the way his fingers circled her, almost touching, his hands rough against the silky fabric.


“You don’t need this,” he murmured in that rough drawl of his.


“Proper ladies wear them whether they need them or not.”


His gaze flicked to hers, brown eyes amused. “Is there a proper lady I don’t know about under all those clothes?”


She blushed and took a step backward, but he hauled her against him. She’d tried to resist, she had. But one look from him and she lost all sense of propriety, needing only to be in his arms, held by him.


So strange, because she ran her ranch herself since her husband died, and needed no man. But being with her marshal made her feel safe and secure and cherished—things she hadn’t known she needed to feel.


He unlaced the corset, which fastened in front since she had no one to dress her. His movements, combined with the way he looked into her eyes as he loosened the garment and let it fall away, heated her blood. Then his hands slid up her sides, over the damp wrinkled fabric of her chemise, and he stroked his thumbs over her breasts.


She let her eyes flutter shut as he circled her nipples. Her favorite thing, the way he touched her like that, his movements easy and unhurried, as if he didn’t know the caresses sent arrows of heat straight to her sex.


He lowered his head and his breath gusted against her skin a moment before he brushed his mouth lightly over her chin, following the line of her jaw back to nuzzle the soft spot beneath her ear.


She whimpered—a sound she only made with him, only made when he was touching her.


He chuckled and brought her closer, his hands spanning her back, her breasts crushed to his chest. She curled her fingers into his hair, holding him to her, guiding him where she wanted his mouth.


He allowed her control for a moment before breaking free and drawing her shimmy off her shoulders, baring her breasts, staring for a long moment before lowering his head to take one dark nipple between his lips.


No, this was her favorite thing, she remembered, as her knees buckled, as her sex swelled and throbbed with need.


“Please, please,” she whispered.


He released her nipple with a pop and looked up at her. “Please what?”


She didn’t know. Well, she did—she wanted him to touch her sex, to take this horrible hunger for him down to a more manageable level—but at the same time, the anticipation was delicious.


“Don’t stop,” was all she managed.


He bent his head again and blew a cool breath over her damp nipple. It tightened so much it ached, but instead of appeasing her, he turned his head to her other breast.


As he suckled her, he reached up and pulled the pins from her hair, letting the heavy mass fall down her back. The cool sensation of it against her naked shoulders and back was almost as arousing as his mouth at her breast, because she knew soon it would be the only thing she was wearing.


He unfastened her skirt with one twist of his fingers. The garment caught on the width of her petticoats, which he untied without looking. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her in her shimmy, stockings and boots. He lifted her from amid the puddle and carried her to his bed, lowering her to the mattress and sliding down her body to push her shimmy up and unfasten her cotton stockings. He held her gaze as he rolled them down, his hands rough on the sensitive skin of her thigh. Her shallow breathing only made him take his time, caressing every inch of her leg before disposing of one stocking and turning his attention to the other one.


“Aren’t you a picture?” he murmured once the garments were tossed aside. He slid his hands up her legs, pushing the shimmy so it bunched at her middle. His fingers rested lightly on her hips as he looked at her sex, then pressed a light kiss to the inside of her knee.


Everything in her began to quiver. The last time they’d been together, he’d coaxed her legs apart and kissed her there, shaming her, initially, but in the days that followed, she could think of nothing but the pleasure he’d given her with his mouth, his tongue. And he’d taken pleasure in it, too. That had surprised her as much as anything.


Feeling a little bold, she parted her legs in invitation. He chuckled and glided his hand across her belly to stroke the curls cloaking her sex. She pressed her tongue to the roof of her mouth as heat flooded her channel. She could feel her wetness in her folds.


“Ah, god, Sybil.” His voice was choked and his eyes were hot.


She parted her thighs wider and could smell her own musk. Her head swam with desire, and she had to ask. “Will you kiss me there again?”


“Kiss you where?” His smile canted, so handsome he made her heart hurt. “Here?” He pressed his lips to the inside of her knee, in the same spot he’d kissed before.


“Higher.”


He slid between her parted knees, his body hot and hard, and kissed her inner thigh, letting his stubble rasp the tender skin. She bit her lower lip against a keening cry.


“Higher.”


He lifted himself over her and kissed below her navel. She twisted in frustration, hooking her feet on his belt to push him down.


“Lower.”


His lips slid over her belly, just above her curls. “Tell me what you want, Sybil.”


No one called her Sybil anymore. Even her husband hadn’t. And she loved the way it sounded on his lips, gentle despite the roughness of his voice. Tender.


Dear heaven, was she falling in love with this man? That wasn’t supposed to happen. This was an arrangement for two independent people who didn’t need love, didn’t need marriage.


“Kiss me. Between my legs.”


“On your…” He trailed his voice off, leading her.


“On my…puss.” She thought her face would burst into flames as she said the word, looking into his eyes.


He smiled and lowered his head, his thumbs parting her, and then a flick of his tongue over her tender flesh sent her bowing into him. He repeated the caress, sliding one hand under her bottom to hold her still. Her entire being focused on the movement of his mouth on her slick petals, the circling of his tongue, the heat of his breath, each caress building, building, winding around in her. She didn’t realize her hands were twisted in his hair, holding him to her, until he reached up to loosen them. Then he pressed her legs open farther, focusing on the little nub he’d helped her discover, flicking and sucking until she couldn’t breathe, couldn’t see.


She climaxed with a cry that might have been heard all the way down Main Street, but she didn’t care as waves of pleasure rolled through her, loosening her muscles, her inhibitions.


He lifted his head and looked at her. “I love to watch you come.”


Come. That was what he called her climax. Orgasm, too, was another word he’d taught her. And fuck. She’d been so sheltered until she met him, until she’d allowed him into her bed. She hadn’t known she was made like this, made for passion, until she met him.


She closed her legs when he shifted to lie on his side, fully dressed beside her. “Is there something I can do to you that brings the same pleasure?”


His eyes darkened, the passion in them almost frightening. “You can lick my cock.”


She frowned. “And that feels as good to you?”


“It can. Or you can put it in your mouth.”


She mentally recoiled. How could she…oh, no. No, no, no, no, no. But twice he’d put his mouth where she’d never expected, and she owed it to him to try. She rose on her elbow and began unbuttoning his shirt.


He allowed it, watching her face, which meant she kept her gaze on the buttons, and on the skin she bared. She ran her palm over the light fur covering his chest, a delicious sensation. Then with his help, she pushed the garment from his shoulders. Regaining some of her boldness, she kissed his shoulder, brushing her lips back and forth over the cap of muscle, feeling it bunch beneath her mouth. She followed her instincts, her own pleasure, and trailed her lips across his collarbone, down the center of his chest, feeling his breath hitch with each inch she moved.


Something about that, about having that effect on him, made her feel powerful, and she rose to unfasten his belt. Her fingers faltered a bit, but she managed before he had to come to her aid. She pushed his pants down just enough to free his thick cock. Just thinking the word had her blushing.


He was hard and long and arching toward her, as if understanding what she meant to do. She rubbed her tongue against the roof of her mouth for a moment, then bent to lightly swipe it across the head of him.


His groan echoed in the small room, so she did it again. He reached down to close his fingers around himself.


“Right here,” he said huskily, pointing to an arrow of flesh beneath the thicker head. “Lick there.”


She did, hesitantly, with the point of her tongue, then again, with the flat of it. The taste of him wasn’t unpleasant, and the scent of him was arousing, concentrated. She licked again, then changed her angle to guide him into her mouth, parting her lips wide.


He tensed his stomach, his thighs, his hips, as if he was holding himself back. “More,” he rasped, and she did her best to comply, easing her way with her tongue along his shaft.


The sound that ripped from him was barely human, and she felt his muscles quivering, his pulse hot and fast against her tongue. She felt suddenly very powerful, and opened her mouth wider to take more of him.


“Up and down,” he urged. “My god, Sybil.”


She did as he asked, mimicking what she thought it must feel like to be inside her channel, bobbing her head, sliding her tongue. His hands fisted in her hair, guiding her movements before he pushed her away, leaving her mouth swollen and empty.


He rose from the bed and shed his pants with an economy of movement, then dropped back over her, parting her knees with his hips, parting her lower lips with the head of his cock before driving into her.


They both cried out as he plunged in to the hilt. He cupped the back of her head and pulled her up, covering her mouth with his in a carnal kiss, giving her a taste of herself on his lips and tongue, absorbing his own taste from her mouth. She wound her arms around his neck, returning his kiss, and wound her legs around his hips, holding him to her, deep inside her.


Then he began to move, his cock caressing the depth of her channel, stretching her so that every nerve inside her felt exposed, aroused. His hips flexed, each movement powerful, each thrust, each withdrawal exciting her. His body pressed rhythmically against the nub that focused her passion, and she bumped against him with each plunge, driving her own desire higher.


They found their rhythm, reaching together for the pleasure they could only find with each other. He rose over her to look into her eyes as he made love to her, as he reached between their bodies to find the nub with his rough thumb, to circle it, flick it until…


“Oh!” She pushed up against him as the orgasm swamped her, tightening everything in her before sending her spiraling in long, deep pulses.


The contraction of her orgasm tightened her channel around him rhythmically, pulling on him, and her legs tightened on his hips. With a shout, he broke free, pulling out of her and coming on her stomach in hot wet streaks.


He collapsed beside her, one arm crooked over his eyes, the other tightening around her, pulling her to his side, unmindful of the mess he’d just made. When he caught his breath, he brought her close for a long, deep kiss.


“We should get married,” he murmured when the kiss ended.


The tension that had washed from her body with her climax, with his kiss, returned triple-fold, and she pulled away, rolling off the bed to deal with the mess. “I’ve no desire to marry again, to give any power to a man.”


“You give me power every time you come to my bed,” he said, rolling onto his side, not appearing the least bit offended.


“And you give it to me.”


“What’s to say that wouldn’t carry on in our marriage?”


“Because that’s not the way of the world.” She wiped her stomach with a rough towel dipped in water from the basin near the window.


“Sybil, we’re in Texas. The ways of the world don’t matter much here. You know that better than anyone.” He rose and stood behind her, wrapping his arms around her and pulling her back against his chest.


She loved it when he held her like this, loved his strength and his heat and his tenderness. But not enough to give over the control of her ranch, her life.


“I’ll never forget the first time I saw you, riding hell-for-leather after those rustlers. At first I thought you were just a kid.” He cupped her breasts briefly and smiled against her neck. “Never was I so glad to have my powers of observation fail me.”


She remembered his surprise so well, first anger, then grudging admiration for a woman who took matters into her own hands. He’d joined her in her search for the rustlers, though she knew he’d wanted to send her home. She’d proved to him she could take care of herself, and anything else that came along, and saw the shift in his attitude.


And when he’d kissed her for the first time out on the trail of the bandits, well, she had let him. Who was she fooling? She’d loved it, and everything else he’d done to her. But was she ready for something more permanent?


“Don’t you want to stop waiting for a month to see each other? To stop sneaking around? To have children?” He curved his hand over her belly. “I would love for you to be the mother of my children. They’d be fierce and strong and loving.”


His words made her heart trip. She had thought about children—after all, why work so hard on the ranch if she had no one to pass it to? And children with him—why should the idea of growing large with his baby send this rush of pleasure through her, a pleasure almost as strong as when his body was inside hers?


Because she was in love with him. But she could never tell him, could never give him that ammunition. As soon as he knew that, he’d never give up on this crazy desire to marry.


“I need to go. Mr. Damien will be waiting for me.”


“We haven’t had lunch yet.”


“I need to get back.” She wouldn’t meet his gaze. “There’s so much to do.” She broke free of his embrace, though it pained her to do so, and went about the business of getting dressed.


She was perfectly presentable when she walked back into the general store to pay for her supplies. It wasn’t until she was on the road to the ranch that she burst into tears.


A little over a week had passed since she made her escape from Addison and his proposition. She couldn’t exactly call it a proposal, could she? He hadn’t asked her to marry him, just stated that they should. And while she dreamed at night of waking up beside him, of corralling their children—she thought maybe three, God willing—she had fought long and hard for this ranch and was damned if she’d hand it over to a man who could do as he pleased with it.


She didn’t know what she’d do, exactly, when she went back to town, if she’d act like the conversation never took place, or if she’d ignore him completely. But at the same time, she didn’t want to cut him out of her life. She would just make him see the arrangement they had was the best all around.


One of her hands gave a shout and she stepped out of the barn to see two riders approaching the ranch, one tall in the saddle on a roan horse she recognized, the other shorter and clearly uncomfortable on the back of the paint pony.


She wiped her hands on her britches, her heart thundering. Addison never came out here, even when she’d had the rustling trouble. What could have gone wrong? She moved to the gate to meet them, trying to read Addison’s expression as he rode toward her. He nodded at her and touched his hat, a respectful gesture that belied the heated look in his eyes as he took in her attire.


“Mrs. Morgan, would it be possible for us to speak in the house?”


She looked from him to the stranger and lifted a brow.


“This is Mr. Cavanaugh, a lawyer from San Antonio.”


A lawyer? Nerves dancing along the outside of her skin, she motioned for the two men to ride toward the house while she followed on foot. She watched Addison dismount with easy grace not echoed by his lawyer friend, then pumped fresh water into the trough by the hitching post.


“A lawyer, Marshal?” she asked, not allowing her voice to show her nervousness.


“We’ll speak inside,” he said, removing his hat and gesturing with it to the house.


Mind whirling at the possibilities, she led the way into the house and into the sitting room, where she offered both men a seat. The lawyer took her up on it; Addison didn’t. Instead, he drilled her with those whiskey-brown eyes. She held his gaze for a long moment, but then he looked past her out the window.


He cleared his throat. “After our last conversation, I decided to consult a lawyer. I had a hard time finding one who would do what I wanted, which is why I haven’t been out before today. Mr. Cavanaugh here is from San Antonio because every other lawyer told me he couldn’t create this.” He turned back to Sybil. “What we have here is a contract, legally binding, saying I want no part of this ranch, that you will have the final say as long as you’re living, and that you and any children we might have will be in total control.”


“Any…children?”


He stepped forward and grabbed her hands in his.


She realized she still wore her work gloves, and his hands were bare. She wanted to feel his touch but didn’t want to remove her gloves in front of the lawyer, and thus draw attention to her rough ways.


“I love you, Sybil, and I want to marry you and have a life with you, a family. If this ranch is in the way, well, I won’t let it be. And now it’s not. It’s yours, and we have the contract to prove it.”


He turned to the lawyer, who held the piece of paper and a pen. Addison released her hands and took the pen, signing his name with short, spastic movements. Then he knelt on one knee.


“Sybil Morgan, I just signed away any claim or rights to this land in order to win your hand in marriage. I want to go to bed with you, wake up with you, grow old with you. I want you to be the strong and brave mother of my children. I love you. Will you marry me?”


Since he’d made his announcement, she couldn’t catch her breath. He’d done this for her, so she would retain control? So the ranch would never come between them? How did she deserve a man like this, so giving and so appealing? She looked down into his eyes and saw he was holding his breath as he waited for her answer.


“Yes, Addison, I’ll marry you.”


He rose then and cupped her face in his hands to kiss her, a very improper kiss in front of the lawyer, who cleared his throat.


Addison drew back, his fingers stroking her wild hair back from her face. She looked into his beloved eyes and said the words she never thought she’d say, never thought she’d feel.


“I love you.”




REMEMBER


Mia Hopkins


          There will come a time when you believe everything is finished; that will be the beginning.


—Louis L’Amour


Eliza was almost through her first bottle when the phone rang. She checked the number before answering.


Penny, Eliza’s maid of honor, didn’t waste time with hello. “Should I come over? We can get takeout and watch old movies.”


Eliza sat down on the floor, still clutching the neck of the bottle. “No. It’s all right.”


“Have you even gotten out of bed today?”


“I went to the gym a couple of hours ago,” Eliza said. “I even showered. I’m just dandy. No need to worry.”


“So what are you doing?”


“Drinking the wine. All of it. ’Til I pass out.”


“Jesus. Two hundred bottles. Can’t you return them?”


Eliza looked at the stacks of boxes in her living room and took another swig. “No,” she said. “He wanted custom labels. ‘Eliza and Ryan, Today I Marry My Best Friend.’” She sighed. “At least it’s good cabernet.”


“Sure you don’t want company?”


“I’m fine.”


“Tonight was supposed to be your bachelorette party. We should do something involving alcohol. Alcohol and promiscuity.”


Wine fumes swirled in Eliza’s head. “Well,” she said. “I’ve got the alcohol part covered. After that I’m going to bed. You go be promiscuous tonight.”


“Eliza, you take care of yourself. I’ll come round tomorrow and we’ll go to brunch. Okay, sweetie?”


“Okay.” Eliza put down the phone and stood up slowly, putting her hand on the wall to steady herself. After another swig, the bottle was empty. She plunged her hand into the nearest box for another. She opened it, took a swallow, and lay down on the floor.


Eliza had been hiding out for two days, ever since she’d come home to an empty apartment and a letter from her fiancé. The wedding was supposed to have been in a week, but Ryan had run off with his ex-girlfriend as though his relationship with Eliza had been nothing but an ill-advised fling.


The doorbell rang. Eliza staggered up to open it, the wine bottle still in her hand. She was wearing a T-shirt, yoga pants, and a messy ponytail. “I told you not to come over, Penny,” she said, opening the door.


“Excuse me, miss,” said the stranger. His voice was a deep drawl. “Is this Apartment B?”


Eliza put the bottle down on the hallway table and turned on the porch light. The man was wearing a white cowboy hat; his face was still in shadow.


“Um, yes. Who are you?”


Well over six feet with long legs and a broad chest, he cast a big shadow over Eliza, whose eyes widened as she looked him over. Jeans, chaps, cowboy boots and a sleeveless flannel shirt that showed off arms that were manifestations of the diagrams in her old nursing textbooks. And he was carrying a boom box.


“I’m here for Eliza, the bride-to-be. I believe Penny’s arranged a party for her.”


Oh, Jesus, thought Eliza. She forgot to cancel the stripper.


He tipped his hat back, inadvertently flexing his bicep and revealing the most incredible eyes Eliza had ever seen. They were sky blue, but half of the iris of his right eye was brown shot through with shards of gold. Heterochromia, thought Eliza. Eyes of different colors. As if God couldn’t make up His mind.


Her skin began to tingle under his gaze.


“Are you Penny?” he asked.


Once, after watching Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid over chow mein, Eliza had mentioned to Penny that she thought cowboys were sexy.


“Cowboys? Really?” Penny had asked. “But you’re such a city girl.”


“I know,” she’d replied. “There’s just…something about cowboys.”


Like she always had, Penny stored that tidbit of information away, waiting for the opportune moment to use it. Mr. Opportune Moment flexed his jaw as he squinted at Eliza. Five o’clock shadow shaded his perfect cleft chin. “Wait, are you Eliza?” he asked, taking a step forward.


Eliza thought wine was supposed to dull the senses, but as he came toward her, his scent filled her nose. Sagebrush and pine, but also something more elusive: leather. His own skin. He smelled like sex. Eliza breathed deep.


“Um,” she said, blocking his way and nearly colliding with his chest. “The party’s been canceled. I’m sorry.”


“Rescheduled?”


“No. The wedding’s off,” she said.


He stood so close to her that she could feel the heat rising off his arms. “But…you’re Eliza, right?” he asked.


“Yes.”


“Hmm.” Again his gaze raked over her.


Her body tightened in response.


“Listen, Eliza,” he said slowly. “Your friend’s already paid me in full, and I’ve got no other appointments tonight. I can still dance for you. If you’re up for it.”


“Let me guess. You have a no-refunds policy?”


“Something like that,” he said.


“And you dance for one person at a time?”


“Sometimes,” he said with a smirk.


He was all kinds of handsome. She was all kinds of heartbroken. Eliza reached back and picked up the bottle of wine again and took a drink to give her courage. Then she opened the door wide and let him in. “What the hell,” she muttered.


Heaven help her, he sauntered right in.


“Do you want a drink?” she asked, closing the door.


“Got any whiskey?” he asked. He put his boom box down on the coffee table and sized up the room.


“No,” she said. “But I’ve got red wine. Lots of it.”


“Red wine gives me a headache,” he said. He looked at all the boxes.


“And whiskey doesn’t?”


“I like the kind of headache whiskey gives me.” He turned off the overhead light and switched on a small lamp on the mantle. “Can I move this?” he asked, indicating an armchair that she had set up next to the window.

OEBPS/images/9781627780506.jpg
“Dellah Devin..will make you hot under the colar"—USA Today






OEBPS/images/image1.jpg





