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Dedication.

To my husband; as always. His unstinting support allows me the time and confidence to write.

To Mira; once more, I’d be less without your help.

To all of my readers; creation is in itself satisfying, but sharing it makes it so much more.

Hugs and kisses to you all! 

The Book:

Casey Wolfe is a horndog. He has no interest in a serious relationship. Attractive and honest, he has no shortage of female companions.

Sheridan Christian is new to Hope. She left behind her life in NYC after her fiancé cheated on her. Not given to one-night stands, she nonetheless agrees to spend the night with Casey, but she sneaks out before he wakes up to save herself some embarrassment.

That should be that, except Casey cannot forget her. He wants more from a woman for the first time since he was eighteen. Sheridan’s anxiety, Casey’s past, and a jealous ex- conspire to keep these two apart.
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The Author:

Suze E Prescot is a former teacher and lecturer, who lives in NW England with her husband of more than forty years, four cats and a German Shepherd. Loving crafts, baking, reading (just about anything) and writing, she writes romances with a variety of scenarios.

Her heroines tend to be intelligent and brave, but shy, while her heroes are alpha males who suddenly learn what love is all about. Sometimes they are in a dangerous situation, sometimes their lives are more straightforward, but either way, the course of true love will not run smoothly.
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She was sitting at the bar by herself. Well, by herself aside from the idiot trying to keep her attention. I knew she wasn’t interested, despite the nods and ‘m-mm’s she was indulging him with. I knew because of the covert glances she was casting my way. 

I’m not being conceited. I mean I am a prize specimen; six-four, 185 pounds of prime muscle, a full head of hair, and eyes I’ve been repeatedly told are mesmerising. I say repeatedly, but that isn’t the word used by most of my hook-ups; to be honest, it’s a big word for the little fluffy brains of the girls I usually fuck, but I get the message. To be fair, my prey tonight looks as if she would not only know the word, but could spell it too.

Long dark hair, curling at the end, ‘bout five-five, 130 pounds, although her breasts might make that heavier. Damn, she has big tits. More than a handful, and I have pretty big hands. I reckon she’s mid- to late twenties. She’s dressed in denims and a sweater, a small silver chain around her neck, no ring on her left hand. Not that that would always stop me. I can see her dark eyes each time she looks my way, and there’s something about her face which suggests intelligence, despite the boredom she’s trying to politely conceal. She’s drinking a Jack, with Coke; that ought to be a crime, but heck, in her case, each to her own.

I like this bar; Hooves and Spurs is my second favourite in Hope County. It has this terrific wooden ceiling and square wooden booths; there are cattle heads hanging like trophies on the walls and an ornate, highly polished bar with arched mirrors behind. Love Lennie’s over in Breakridge, but you wouldn’t find a woman like her in there unattended. She came in alone; she had just ordered when I spotted her, and then she got company while I was still in the appreciating stage.

I continue sipping my beer, watching and waiting and, at last, the idiot goes to the john. I slide down around the corner of the bar until I am leaning on it beside her.

“I’m Casey.” I say, and pause before adding, “And you are gorgeous.”

And actually she is. Up close, she’s stunning. Her eyes are beautiful; deep dark pools, with a glitter that reminds me of the brown topaz ring my grandmother wears. She laughs, her head rising slightly, exposing her neck and making me want to lick and bite it. It’s a great laugh, full and genuine, and her smile dazzles me. I’m actually taken aback now I’m up close.

“Does that usually work?” She asks, the twinkle in her eye even more defined, and I see she’s laughing at me, and realise I need to up my game if I want the night to end the way I hope it will.

“Sorry. I guess that was a bit cheesy. Don’t make it a lie though. You’re the best looker in here tonight, and the best for a long time.” I hold out my hand. “Casey.”

“Sheridan.” She takes my hand, and I don’t let go.

“Have we met before?” I ask her.

“That’s either another cheesy pick-up line, or an insult. Or both. And actually, it is two insults, so thank you.”

“Two? How is it even one?”

“One, because the implication is I’m easy to forget; that we have met before but you don’t remember. And secondly, that if we have met and you are newly interested in me, that you are so self-involved that when you hook-up with a woman, you either don’t do seconds or they are not worth you recalling them.”

“Wow!” I look at her sideways. “That is some judgment on someone you’ve just met.” And then she laughs again. And I see the genuine amusement on her face which calls to me.

“Okay; no more pick-up lines. Mind if I join you?” I hold her gaze. “Or are you with someone?” Out of the corner of my eye, I can see the idiot coming back from the men’s room.

“Er, no. I’m not. But there was someone sitting there before you.”

I shrug nonchalantly just as he arrives.

“Hey, man, I was sitting there.” He looks at her for support. “Wasn’t I Sherry?”

The flash in her eyes is brief, so quick I only caught it because I was looking at her so closely. It gives me an in.

“Her name’s Sheridan,” I lay the emphasis on the ‘dan’, “and there’re other places to sit. Man.” I lay equal emphasis on the last word and his face twitches before he huffs and reaches past me for his beer, and I watch him walk down the bar to another stool. She’s raised her eyebrows at me, but there is humour still in her eyes, so I know I’m safe. For now.

“Would you like another?” I nod at her drink, and she hesitates. I try to school my features; no need for her to see my anxiety. I don’t want to get her drunk, but more relaxed would make it easier for what I have in mind. Somehow, I get the feeling she isn’t the type to fall easily into my bed. But I’ll persevere though; I do like a challenge.
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Casey is a good-looking man; dark, thick, slightly wavy hair, blue eyes, a moustache and stubble on his chin, and a body straining at the seams of his clothes just enough to reveal his muscles. I’ve never been too good at gauging ages, and certainly not of a guy like him who works outdoors, but I figure him for about thirty-three, thirty-four. That was why he had caught my eye. I wasn’t deliberately trying to entice him over; just window-shopping with no intention to make a purchase. But, I’d been bored to tears with the man talking to me earlier, and the good-looker at the end of the bar had been a welcome diversion. 

It wasn’t just that the man who’d cornered me wasn’t my type physically; after all I’m not really looking, and he’d just come over to me and started talking. I’m not even sure why I told him my name; I’m out of practice in dealing with strange men in bars, and I was being good-mannered, but it seemed he instantly forgot it. No, the biggest issue was his self-centred conversation. I now knew more about silos than I ever wanted to know, and who knew that there was so much information about them? And, let’s be honest, he couldn’t even remember my name correctly which confirmed my notions about his self-absorption. 

When Casey came over, it was a relief. A way of escaping the tedium. I’d been sipping my Jack and Coke, but listening to the boring-young-fuck had made me drink faster than is usual. When Casey invited me to have another, I was torn, but then I decided, what harm could it do? But before I accepted, I wanted to make something clear.

“Thanks, but just to let you know, I’m not looking for a relationship.”

“Neither am I. But we’re both here, alone, and like I said you’re the best-looking girl in here. I’d like some company and maybe you would, too. Can’t we just enjoy this evening?”

I nodded and smiled at him. Again, I thought ‘why not?’ I didn’t know that many people in town, and a little attention with no expectations would be nice.

“Where’re you from?”

“Here.” I answered starkly, my smile fleeing. I was hating the chat-up lines. “You?”

He blinked at my tone, but when he answered he was still being charming.

“Breakridge. But I’ve been in here a time or two. Never seen you before. And yes,” he smiled. “I would have remembered.”

I knew the town he mentioned. I’d passed through on the bus on the way to Hope. It was only about thirty-five miles away; about forty-five to fifty minutes in a car, I thought.

“I moved here last month. A new start.” I was trying to ameliorate my attitude, but regretted the words as soon as I said them; thankfully, he didn’t ask the inevitable question. Instead, he said.

“What do you do?”

“I’m a paralegal. I’ve just joined the local attorney’s office.”

“Whoa! A real smart cookie!” My face must have shown my feelings about the scornful term. He held up his hands. “No offence, but when I was over there, I figured you for having a brain.”

I frowned, then decided to laugh; why get offended? It was easier and politer to take the pleasant route. I took a sip of my drink before asking him the same.

“What about you? Why are you in Hope?”

“Business. Selling some horses. Brought them down this morning, but the buyer wanted to try them out and as the day wore on, I decided to stay over.”

So he worked on a ranch. He seemed like a stereotypical cowboy. I didn’t know any real cowboys, but I’d seen the movies, read the books. The Stetson was a bit of a giveaway. He was wearing jeans, too, and a shirt. But then I was in jeans, too. I was from a small town, as well, but over on the east coast. No cowboys there, lol. His voice was husky and his accent reminded me of James Garner; yes, he was an attractive cowboy, indeed. Yippee kay ay!

“Look, a booth’s opened up. Let’s go over there.”

By the time I had looked where he had nodded, he had both drinks in his hands and was headed over, so, with a sigh, I just followed him.

“You hungry?” I ‘ummed’ and he continued, “they do great burgers here.”

A waitress arrived just as I agreed. I hadn’t eaten since lunch, and it would save me rustling something up when I got home.

“Hi Casey.” She smiled at him, archly, but then allowed her genuine smile to encompass me, too. “What can I get you both?”

“Hi Jody. House special for two, please. I’ll have another,” he drained his glass and placed it on her tray. “Sheridan?” 

“Just a glass of water for me, please.”

“Sure thing, coming right up.”

The waitress walked away, and I smiled a little nervously at Casey.
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I was disappointed that she didn’t want another drink, but we seemed to be getting on okay, and as I say, I wasn’t looking to get her drunk, that wasn’t my style. I just wanted her to loosen up a bit. 

I knew Jody. We’d hooked up a couple of times, but she understood it was casual; just two lonely people with an understanding. Kinda what I was hoping for with Sheridan. Sometimes, I thought Jody wanted more, but I figured I’d made my intentions clear; at any rate, there was no tension between us, even when I was picking someone else up.

Sheridan seemed a little anxious, so I asked her how she was finding the move to Hope, and she relaxed as she answered, telling me a bit about her new job and new home.

The food arrived and we continued chatting amiably. She was funny as well as intelligent.

“I hope you didn’t mind me interrupting your conversation with...”

“The boring young fart?” She laughed gently, her expression taking the sting out of her cruelty. “Not at all. I’m sure he’s a nice guy really, but he’s also such an egoist, I think he’ll do better looking in the mirror to have a conversation. That way he’ll get his own undivided attention.”

Now I laughed.

“That bad?”

“And not very bright either, although he’s clearly unaware of his shortcomings. He was talking about silos - he seems to know all of the manufacturers and types - and how useful they are. Then he moved onto how people have died in them. He said he didn’t understand how you could die if you were inside when it was filled!”

“Those things hold tons of grain!”

“Yes; he thought you should be able to climb up and out. I tried to explain about being ‘drowned’ even if you aren’t immediately crushed, but of course he wasn’t interested in listening to me.”

I got the feeling she didn’t appreciate being treated that way, and why should she? She was bright and likeable.

“Sounds to me like a sanitarium is missing an inmate.”

She frowned at me; I suppose it could have been considered a tactless comment in these ‘woke’ days, but then she grinned albeit with a guilty look. It was adorable. She seemed to be a genuinely nice person if she felt bad about laughing at such an idiot.

The bar had a music system and a small area set aside for dancing, so once we had eaten, and with a few people already on the floor, I persuaded her to join me, taking her hand and almost dragging her from her seat.

She was a good mover, and when the right music came on, I took her in my arms and held her close, grinding my hips into hers. I watched her face; she was enjoying the dance, but her pupils suggested she was also enjoying the intimate moves I was making. The next song was a slow one, and she wrapped her arms around my neck as I held her waist, and we swayed together. I was pretty sure I was onto a winner.

I held her close, and we danced another couple times before I led her back to the booth. This time, I sat on the same side as her. She stayed near to me, and I was now certain the night would end the way I wanted it too.

I offered her another drink, but she demurred, so I ordered a couple of coffees which we drank while we chatted a little more.

“So, what’s so special about Hope that you’ve moved here?” I phrased the question with care. I knew how to tease information out of people, and her face earlier made me think she wasn’t ready to divulge everything.

Her face went taut, and I placed my hand on hers.

“Sorry, if that was a tactless question.”

She looked up at me and smiled a tight smile and shook her head slightly.

“No. It’s okay. I don’t mind, I guess. I went to school in the Big Apple and stayed there afterwards.” She took a deep breath. “I was living the dream in New York,” the caustic tone she now used was painful to hear, “a big law firm, spacious apartment, and a lying, cheating, horse’s ass of a fiancé. When I realised I hated both him and living in the city, I looked for a new life somewhere else.”

The anguish in her voice, in her eyes; it was heart-breaking. Part of me was looking forward to some good ol’ rebound-revenge sex, but what really surprised me was how much I wanted to find the sonofabitch who’d hurt her, and tear him apart.
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I had met Oliver when I began working for the firm in which his father was a senior partner, and where he was just starting out. I suppose he made a play for me from the start, but I thought he was being friendly and kind to the new girl. I’d not long graduated and decided to stay in New York. I had enjoyed my time there as a student and thought I would love working for a big fancy firm in the big city. After all, isn’t that the dream?

Well, Oliver helped me out a few times, and then sought my advice or help with research, and soon we were friends. He was good-looking in a slick way; neatly trimmed goatee/moustache combination; short groomed hair; a manicure every week; designer suits. At first, I didn’t even realise that he was Mark Manning’s son. It’s not that uncommon a name, after all. A few weeks in, and after he had been praised for the court prep I had worked on with him, he invited me out. We had dinner, and the relationship grew.

I was not widely experienced. I had grown up with my Aunt Martha - she is my great aunt really - and it was in a small place where everyone knew everyone else. I dated my first real boyfriend for eighteen months in senior high, and lost my virginity to him at Prom. So far, so predictable. He was a nice guy, and I had romantic dreams of our future together, but as soon as we packed our bags for college, he packed up with me; to be fair, he was only moving across the state line, while I was moving to New York. He came home right after college, while I stayed in the city to do my paralegal training, and according to my aunt, he married a girl who had been Homecoming Queen the year after us.

Anyway, New York; Oliver and I dated, I met his parents, officially, and we moved in together. A few months down the line and he proposed, and I thought I was happy, although, as I said to Casey, I missed small town life. The city feels so impersonal at times. Each time I visited with Aunt Martha, I would get a pain under my ribs when I had to leave.

I never thought Oliver would cheat on me, which was unbelievably naïve, especially after I saw his father out with a woman who wasn’t a client or his mother, and Oliver’s reaction was to simply laugh and say, ‘she’s a looker; good for him’. 

Well, they say the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree, and when I discovered Oliver in the photocopying room, trousers around his ankles, with one of the interns on her knees in front of him, I didn’t even wait around for any excuses.  I went straight back to my desk, wrote and handed in my notice, moved out of our apartment, and started looking for a job - anywhere else in the country - before he’d even finished work that day.

I’m not saying he didn’t try to win me back. Flowers, chocolates, baskets of fruit, fine wines; they all turned up on whatever doorstep I was behind, with handwritten notes begging for me to talk to him. I didn’t. And guess what? Flowers from a cheat still smell and look good, and cakes, chocolates and fruit from a liar still taste great, and I toasted goodbye and good riddance to absent deceivers with some very good wine.

The position in Hope appeared on the search engine within the week and after researching the firm and the town, I applied for and got the job. So here I am. And I’m happy. If a bit lonely. That’s why I braved it and went to a bar, alone. Aunt Martha would be horrified! She’s a great old gal, but she is stuck in the nineteen-fifties when women were way more lady-like than I’ve ever been. She raised me with love and old-fashioned ideas; but to be fair, Springville is the type of place that hasn’t changed in half a century. Whenever I watched It’s A Wonderful Life, it was like watching my home town in black and white.

Even my name had echoes of old-time America. My parents were killed in a car crash on the way to their last holiday before they became parents. The hospital kept my mom alive until I was ready to arrive. Sherman and Danielle Christian were both orphans too. Mom had been raised by Aunt Martha before I was, and it was she who chose my name, commemorating both my parents.

I had spent a week with my aunt before moving here. She’s eighty this year, but she has a wide circle of friends, her church, and she is adamant that I need to live my own life; but she was thrilled I was moving to a small town, even if it wasn’t home. She believes in small town living and was never happy while I was in New York; always warning me to take care, to watch out, and so on. Now I have a lovely small home and a job in a welcoming firm, and to be honest, I hardly miss Oliver at all. But I miss closeness, even though I am not looking for a relationship. I was honest about that. I am in no hurry to get back into that situation. I need to learn to trust my judgement again.
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As we chatted, I found I was enjoying Sheridan’s company more than I had expected to, but I had already spent a lot of time with her and I wanted to get to the main feature. There was a tightness to my jeans which reminded me of why I was with her in the first place.

We were sat very close to one another, and I was half-turned towards her, and she to me, as we talked. She laughed at something I said, and a lock of hair fell across her forehead. Before she could move, I brushed it back with my fingers, letting them linger on her face, tracking down her cheek. When I reached her chin, I looked deeply into her eyes, watching for resistance, as I lowered my lips to hers.

The kiss was motivational. Her lips were soft, and she needed very little coaxing to open her mouth for me. My tongue slipped in, and she tasted so sweet that I sighed. I fucking sighed. Like I was a girl. I slipped my hand around her head, pulling her closer. She softened against me and I felt those magnificent breasts pressing against my chest. I had to have her. I had to.

I stroked her hair with one hand, pulling her closer with the other. It wasn’t the most comfortable position for kissing, but I managed to mould her to me as much as possible. Eventually, we came up for air, and her eyes were glassy and her breaths short. The kiss had affected her. Now I had to take care not to scare her away.

“Come back to my motel?” I asked calmly, but my voice had a little hoarseness to it. Her eyes widened, and I watched as she swallowed uncomfortably, seeing her neck flex. I couldn’t help but imagine her throat doing that when her lips were wrapped around my cock, which of course increased the blood flow to that particular body part. I tried not to move away from her to adapt to my rising erection. I didn’t want to spoil the moment. I knew this was the point at which I would win or lose.

“Erm, I don’t; er, I mean, I’ve never... Oh, God.” It wasn’t an out-and-out refusal. But she had flushed, which was adorable. 

“Hey. I don’t judge, and I don’t like anyone else making that type of determination about you, either.” I trailed the back of my hand along her face again. “You don’t look the type for casual sex, but, why? Or why not? I can’t change the way you feel about things, but I can promise you a good time, no strings.”

“I, I don’t know.” Her further hesitancy gave me an in.

“Sheridan,” I made sure she was looking at me, directly into my eyes. “I’m not married, not engaged, not even dating. I don’t make false promises. I don’t cheat. I don’t do any of that.” She was listening, focused on me. I paused. “I am not being cruel, but there are plenty of women willing to spend time with me.” Her features hardened. Shit. Too soon. I had to make my Hail Mary play before I lost her completely. “But I have really enjoyed your company tonight, and I’d like to spend more time with you. I’m not gonna lie and suggest it will be any more than one night of - really hot - sex. But if you’re willing, I think we’ll enjoy ourselves. And, since I think you’re the type to get a bit embarrassed, let me assure you, I don’t live here and I won’t be around Hope for a while, so you ain’t gonna be running into me at the market or the coffee shop tomorrow, so there’ll be no next-day awkwardness for you to worry about, either.”

Her face had softened and taken on a cautious but curious look. I kissed her lightly again, then excused myself and suggested she considered it while I went to the john. It was a risk leaving her, but my being there would make her feel pressured and wouldn’t help my case.
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