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​Dedication




​This book is dedicated to my daughter, Maggy.




My tomboy, working in a man’s world, who is not afraid to

speak her mind and go after what she wants.


​Book List




​

The Finding Love Series:

“Deaf Love”: A Short Story - Book 1

The Power of Love - Book 2

Love’s Little Rewards - Book 3

To Love a Man  - Book 4

Love Hurts - Book 5

Worthy of Love - Book 6

Teach Me to Love  - Book 7

Love’s Elusive Dream - Book 8

A Healing Kind of Love - Book 9




All books can be read as stand-alones; however, you will see repeating characters throughout the two trilogies.  To purchase or read more about any of these titles, please read the excerpts at the end of this book, or click here.


​Book Description




​Amy Young likes her life just the way it is. She's on her own, making her own way, and answers to no one. She loves the hot Texas summers, hates the cold, and fears poverty more than anything in the world. If she ever makes a commitment, it will only be to a wealthy man.

Trey Barrington, a millionaire oilman from Oklahoma City, needs to get away. He is tired of the stress of running the family business after having it dumped in his lap after his father’s death. He’s tired of the hassles of big business and being chased by every socialite that wants his money.

When Amy meets Trey, she thinks he’s just a poor guy on a fishing trip, and all her best-laid plans for herself start to crumble. She can’t seem to fight the attraction she feels for him. Trey sees an opportunity to have a woman love him for who he is and not what he has. Can Amy stay strong and live her life the way she wants, not committing to any man? Or will she find that in the end, love always trumps money?


​Prologue




​The woman in the twin bed fought the sleep-disturbing dream.  The sweat poured from her wrenching body, leaving her light red hair wet and tangled on her abused pillow.  She writhed wildly, fighting the bitter cold that engulfed her mind.  She couldn’t stop the treacherous storm.  No one could.  She heard a blood-curdling scream.  It was all so unnecessary.  If only you’d been there, she heard the voice in her dream say.  If only you hadn’t left.

“No,” she called.  “Don’t go Mama, stay here!   I need you!  I love you!”

The unbearable cold wouldn’t go away.

“Someone help!  Please,” she cried.

The storm raged on.  No one stopped it.  It felt hopeless.  She heard loud, rolling thunder in her head.  She fought to get awake as the explosion continued.

“Amy, wake up!  It’s Clay.  It’s another bad dream.  Stop, Amy!”  Clay shook her lightly not wanting to startle her.  He’d done this so many times before, but it had been three weeks since the last one.  For a time, the dream had been every night.

Amy fought the nightmare and the cold terror.  Someone shook her.  She felt the motion.  Her head swam as she heard a voice calling her name.

“Wake up, Amy.  It’s me, Clay.  I’m here to help you.  Please wake up.”  He continued to shake her and talk to her gently.

The cold slowly left in her mind.  It didn’t feel quite so real now.  The voice was louder and the shaking was harder.  She felt the wet on her flushed face, knowing she was sweating and crying.  Amy tasted her own salty tears on trembling lips.  With the cold beginning to recede, her body began to calm and the breathing became more regular.  The man’s anxious voice could still be heard.

“Amy, it’s Clay.  Everything’s all right.”

She whimpered quietly and slowly opened her eyes.  At first her long, dark lashes fluttered, and then she raised her lids slowly, afraid to look, afraid of what she might find.

“Clay,” she whispered tearfully.

“Yes, it’s me,” he answered softly.

“Oh, Clay.  It was so real.  So real, again.”

She pushed herself into a sitting position and Clay took her in his strong, possessive arms, comforting her from the storm raging within.

“You’re okay, Amy.  It was just the dream, only the dream.  You’re good now.”  He rocked her gently, his face showing the worry he felt.

She still cried, but it was becoming quieter.

“Thank . . . thank you for coming, Clay.”  She hiccupped softly.

“Hey, no problem.  You know I’m here for you anytime you need me.”

“I know.  I think maybe I can rest now.  I’ve never had two dreams in the same night.”  Amy Young took both hands and pushed her long curling, damp hair away from her flushed, wet face.

“Are you sure?”  Clay asked skeptically, before he stood to leave.

“Yeah.  I’m sure.”  She put a trembling hand in one of his. “Thanks again, Clay.”

“Any time.  Like I said, I’m here if you need me.”

Amy settled back down under the covers even though the temperature in the room was stifling.

Clay walked to the door and looked back once again, at the disturbed woman on the bed, to convince himself that she would be alright.  He finally slipped through the door and closed it firmly behind him.  In the hall, he leaned against the jamb and closed his eyes tightly.  His strong features contorted, as he realized her pain.  He ran a trembling hand through his sleep tousled blonde hair.  After several moments, he made his way back to his own room down the long, dark hall.


​Chapter 1




​“I’ve got to get out of here for a while,” the tall, ruggedly handsome company executive breathed out shortly.

“Look, Trey, you can’t just go off like this.  It isn’t good business practice.  Barrington Industries needs you here,” the distraught man said.

“No, you look, Gordon.  You’re my right hand man and you know just as much about this company as I do.  You’ve been with me ever since Dad died and left me in charge.  You were with him thirteen years before that.  Don’t dare tell me that you can’t take care of things while I’m gone.”

Trey took a deep breath and placed his strong, lean hands on his hips and said, “I’m leaving you in charge.  You understand the business and I fully trust you.  Now, help me get my desk cleared so I won’t feel guilty about leaving.”

Trey Barrington, president and owner of Barrington Industries in Oklahoma City, Oklahoma, walked over to his huge oak desk.  At six foot three, he towered over his associate, and was dark and handsome to go with it.  As one of the most sought after bachelors around, he was used to being chased by women, but tended to be his own man.  Many considered him arrogant, but very much the boss.  And he was very tired, at the moment, of big business and the hassles and problems left in his lap, five years earlier, at the death of his father.  Beginning to manage a multimillion dollar family business at the age of twenty-six had not been easy, and it hadn’t improved much.

“Okay, Gordon, thanks for your help,” Trey said, as they finished off the desk.  “By the way, here’s my itinerary.  It’s not much.  I’m going to White Fork Lake near Cramer, Texas.  A college buddy of mine has a quiet, secluded cabin there.  I don’t want to be bothered unless a disaster is about to happen.  Only you and the guy that owns the cabin will know where I am.”

Gordon grunted.  “As long as you know what you’re doing.”

“Look, I just need some time alone to think.  I need a little breathing room.  I’ve been so busy with the company, I haven’t even had time to really discover myself, let alone have the life that I want.”

“Sure boss.  I’ll do my best.”

“I knew I could count on you,” Trey said, slapping Gordon on the back.  He took one last look around his office.  “Well, I’m out of here.  I’ll see you when I get back.”  He headed out the office door, waving as he went.

Trey walked out of the Barrington Industries twelve story office building into the hot, dry, early July, mid-day sun.  He headed for the bright red sports car parked in the lot out front.  Opening the door, he threw the now light briefcase behind the seat, then folded his tall, lean frame into the suffocating interior of the vehicle.  He smirked at the Reserved for Trey Barrington, President sign before backing out of the parking space.

He drove several miles, outside of the city, to the long, winding drive of his ranch.  He thought his home looked more like an estate, and that’s just what he didn’t want it to be.

Trey stopped the car and turned off the engine, at the end of the drive, pushing back in the seat to take a good look.  The Barrington family home had been built by his great-great grandfather for his wife.  Preston Barrington had been an Englishman who had brought his full-blood Cherokee bride, west from Virginia.  Together they had built a family empire, in oil, that was now the largest privately owned oil company in the state.

Trey knew he’d miss his home, while he was gone, loving the quiet and the seclusion and the time spent here.  But right now, he didn’t feel that it was enough, because there were too many people in it.  He wouldn’t deny that he loved Claire.  She’d been his nanny when he was young and still took good care of him.  But, on the other hand, there was Tina, his sister, and Crystal, and they were two of the ones crowding in on his solitude.

He cherished the time he spent with his best friend, King, a ninety-pound Siberian Husky, that was going with him on this trip.

Trey opened the car door, stepped out, and heard the front door of the house open.  Claire walked out onto the porch, and King was close behind her.  Seeing his master, he bounded down the steps to jump onto Trey’s shoulders, with his front paws.

“Hi there, old boy,” Trey greeted, scratching his ears.

“Mr. Trey,” Claire informed.  “If you don’t keep that dog off those expensive suits, the cleaners are going to start refusing to clean them because of the dog hair.”

“Oh, it’s all right,  isn’t it King?  We’ll just buy more,” Trey said.  “Come on boy, let’s go inside.”

“But Mr. Trey,”  Claire started.

“Shhh, Claire.  It’s okay.  Don’t worry about it.”  Trey bent and kissed her on her rosy cheek, knowing that she knew him and his sister better than anyone.

“Yes, sir,” Claire said huffily, with a little smile on her lips.  “By the way, what are you doing home,” she asked curiously.

“I’m going away,”  he stated, walking into the house.

“What do you mean, you’re going away?”  She cocked her head sideways and squinted her eyes narrowly, as she followed him, shutting the door behind her.

“I’m taking some time off from the business.  I’ll be leaving the state for awhile.”

Astonished, she asked, “Where are you going?  You never do anything like this!”

“I know, and you don’t need to know where I’m going.  Then you won’t be accountable to anyone to tell them where I am.”

“What do I tell Miss Crystal,” she asked snobbishly, turning up her nose.

“I don’t care what you tell her.  Don’t tell her anything.  She’s one of the main reasons I’m going.  Gordon knows where I’ll be if there is an emergency,” he informed her.  “He can get in touch with me if there’s a need.”

“Crystal Collins”, he whispered under his breath, disgustedly.  A blonde airhead who only wanted money, and that’s all she thought about.  And he wanted no part of a woman like that.

“I need a few things packed, if you’ll help me out, such as jeans, T-shirts, and a light jacket.  I’ll wear my boots and my baseball cap, so don’t pack them,” he said, starting up the long curved staircase with King at his heels.  “And Claire, tell Sam I’ll be using his gardening truck.  Then call Ed, out at field sixteen, and have him bring Sam one of the company pickups in.”

He smiled as he listened to Claire mumble under her breath and head for the kitchen.  He moved on up the stairs.

In his rooms, he showered and put on jeans and a T-shirt.  Out of the back of his closet, he dug out his rod and reel.

“This baby hasn’t been wet in over six years,” he told King.  “But it’s getting wet this trip,” he finished.

Trey dug farther back in the closet and found his overstuffed tackle box.  He carried it all to his king sized bed to inspect the contents.

“I’ll have to get some new fishing line,” he said, still talking to the dog.  “This is just a tad bit old, but I think I have everything else I need.  Let’s get this stuff downstairs and let Claire do her thing.  Come on boy.”

“Woof, woof,” the dog agreed.

“You bet, buddy.  Let’s go.”  They crossed the room, walked out the door, and then walked down the long hall to the stairs.

“Claire,” Trey said, meeting her in the hall at the top of the stairs.  “Will you get that bag packed now?”

“Yes, Mr. Trey.  If you still insist on going.”

“I do.  And thank you Claire.”  He leaned over and kissed her cheek once again.

“Hump.”  She walked away from him, toward his rooms, with another smile on her face.

Trey laughed throatily as he descended the long staircase.

“Trey darling, what’s this I hear about you leaving us and going on a silly little old trip?”

“How did you find out so quick, Tina,” he asked coolly, continuing with his decent down the stairs.

“Gordon told Johnny and Johnny called me.  You have them so upset.  They wanted me to talk you out of this little excursion you have planned,” his sister vocalized dramatically, while also talking with her hands.

“No way, Tina.  Nothing’s stopping me this time, so don’t try any more of your drastic plays.  I’ve made these plans twice before, and twice before they’ve been foiled.  But not this time.  No one is stopping me from going on this trip.  Not Gordon, not Johnny, not you, and especially not your friend Crystal,” he added.

“But Trey, just think of poor Crystal.  She’ll be devastated when she finds you’ve gone,” Tina whined.

“I’m trying not to think of her at all,” he responded.

“You’re not even going to tell her you’re leaving?” she asked, with a look of surprise on her creamy, white face. 

“You got it.”

“But, Trey.”

“Stop, now.  I’m going and like I said before, not you or anyone else can keep me here.  Now put a lid on it.”  He turned and headed for his study.  At the door he did a half turn.  “Don’t pout, Sis.  It’s putting wrinkles on your face.  And go tell Gordon and your dear husband that it didn’t work.  See you when I get back.”  He raised a hand in salute.

“Ohh!  That brother of mine,” Tina screamed, at his closed study door.  “I’ll never understand him.”  She turned and stormed out the front door. 

In his study, Trey smiled and gave a little chuckle before walking to the polished, massive, mahogany desk, to make a phone call.

“Conners and Conners, Attorney’s at Law,” he heard the soft female voice say, on the other end of the line.

“Paul Conners, please,” Trey requested.

“Whom may I say is calling?”

“Trey Barrington.”

“One moment, Mr. Barrington.”

“Thank you,” Trey said.  He waited.

“Trey,” Paul greeted over the line.  “How are you?”

“I’m great.  I’ll be better when I get to that cabin of yours,” he admitted to his old friend.  “I got the key in the mail day before yesterday.  Thanks.”

“You’re more than welcome.  We don’t get to use it much these days, but maybe when things slow down.  I stay snowed under here at the office.  You know how it is,” Paul finished.

“I know exactly how it is.  That’s why I’m slowing things down myself.  They weren’t slowing down fast enough, on their own, to suit me,” Trey said.

“Now there’s an oxy-moron if I’ve ever heard one.”  Paul laughed deeply.  “Anyway, I hope you enjoy it.  It’s a nice little place and a lot of fun.”

“I know I’m going to.  So how are things in Lubbock?”

“Lots of changes going on.  The city is growing like crazy.  Guess that’s why we stay so busy,” Paul added.

“More important then, how is Anne and those boys?”

“Anne’s perfect and the boys are a handful.  Even at six and eight they demand a lot of my time and all of Anne’s.”

“I can imagine.”

“By the way, Trey, since you’re going to be so close I’d like to ask a favor of you.”

“Sure.  What is it?”

“I’m going to be made a junior partner.  Granddad and Dad are finally going to take me in permanently,” Paul announced, laughing.

“Hey, that’s great.  I know you’ve wanted it for a long time,” Trey said heartily.

“Yeah, I have.  But you know Granddad.  You’re not worthy until he says you are.”

“I know.  Now what’s the favor?”

“To celebrate, we’re going to be having a reception at the Meriman Arms Hotel here in Lubbock.  I’d appreciate it if you would come.”

“That’s the favor?  That’d be a pleasure.  I wouldn’t miss it!  Just let me know when,” Trey said, agreeing to the invitation.

“I can let you know in plenty of time, through Mac Green, the owner of the marina, there at the lake.  I’ve already called ahead and let him know about your coming.  If you need anything, just let him know.”

“Thanks.  You’re a pal.  And Paul, I just wanted to let you know I’d be leaving for the lake here in a little while.  You and Gordon Thomas, my assistant, are the only ones that know where I’ll be.  I’d like to keep it that way unless there’s an emergency.  I’m taking my cell phone, but it’ll be lucky if it’s turned on once a day.”

“I know how you feel.  The stress of big business can really get to you.  Your secret is safe with me.”

“Thanks, Paul.  I’ll be in touch.”

“Sure thing.”

After hanging up the receiver, Trey sat back in his overstuffed leather office chair behind the gleaming desk.  He thought about the peace and quiet of his upcoming trip.  He could hardly wait.  He rose, after several minutes, and went upstairs to get his tux.

The pickup sat loaded and Trey was ready to go.  King was in the cab waiting patiently, not intending to be left behind.

“You take care now, Claire,” Trey said.  “And hold down the fort.  I know you can do it.”

“Since you’re going no matter what, Mr. Trey, you have a good time.  And be careful.”

“I will.  Okay?”

“Okay,” Claire said, reluctantly.

“Bye now,” he told her, getting in the pickup and slamming the creaky door.  “I’m not sure when I’ll be back.  I’m here when you see me.”  He looked down at the cell phone in his hand.  “Claire, if you need me, call my cell phone.  It’ll be off for the most part, but I’ll check it periodically.  Only an emergency, okay?”

“Yes, Mr. Trey.  Only an emergency.” 

He started the pickup motor and drove away.

Trey looked at his thin, gold watch, the only thing that he had on that would radiate money.  It now showed six-thirty in the evening.  He hadn’t left as early as he’d intended.


​Chapter 2


​Trey made his way through Oklahoma, after being on the road for quite some time.  The wrist watch showed eight forty-five.  He realized, in another twenty minutes, he would cross the Texas line and the Red River.

It was another half hour before he pulled into Wichita Falls and realized he’d soon start hitting small towns and getting into the Texas Caprock.  While in Wichita Falls, he decided to stop at a busy truck stop for something to eat, some strong, black coffee and gas, before getting back on the road.  He dodged semi-tractor-trailer rigs, families and couples on vacation in motor homes and mini vans, while trying to find a parking space.  

He put King on his leash, after finding a place to park, and walked him around for some exercise.  Letting down the tailgate on the pickup, King jumped into the back.  Trey poured some water and food out of plastic containers into the dog’s food and water bowls, then hooked his leash to the pickup, leaving the dog to eat alone, as he made his way into the café.

He took a booth next to the window, looking out over the parking lot, so he could watch the dog and the truck.  A cute little brunette waitress bounced up to his table and placed a glass of ice water in front of him before addressing him.

“Can I help you?” she asked seductively.

“Maybe,” Trey said, wincing at her interest in him.

“What is it you need?”

“First, I need something to eat.  Can you help me with that?” he asked.  He gave her a small, tentative smile and rubbed his whisker-roughened jaw with his left hand.

“Sure can, sweetie.  What’ll you have?”

“Give me a cheeseburger, fries, and coffee.” 

“Is that all?”

“For now,”  he stated.

“Any dessert?” she asked, wiggling her shapely hips.

“Not right now.  Maybe later,” Trey suggested.

“All right.  Thank you for your order, honey.”

“You’re welcome.”  He watched her walk back to the register, appreciatively.  He’d admit she was cute, but the next woman he had anything to do with was going to have to really grab him.  He decided she was going to have to be something pretty special.

The waitress must like what she saw in him, because he noticed she didn’t take her eyes off him, as she stood behind the counter.  He was used to women staring.  Not that he liked it, but he couldn’t seem to stop it.

She brought his late supper to him and enticingly backed away from his booth.  He didn’t feel comfortable as he ate, because of the way she devoured him with her eyes, so therefore he gulped his food down way too fast.

Trey rose from the red vinyl seat and walked to the register to pay his bill.  When he reached his destination, he heard,  “How about that dessert, big guy?”

“Not this trip.  Maybe next time,” he said, looking at the waitress, trying not to be rude.

“That’s too bad.  I was looking forward to sharing it with you.”

“Let me have a roll of antacid tablets on that bill,” he ordered.  He suddenly felt a bout of indigestion coming on.

Trey walked out of the café and to the pickup to see if King was finished eating.  The food was gone and he dumped the remaining water out on the still hot asphalt drive, and heard it sizzle as it hit the pavement.  Untying the dog and putting him back in the cab, he crawled in behind him.  Trey pulled the truck next to a vacant gas pump, ran his debit card, and filled the tank.  Once the tank was full, he pulled out onto the road again.

He traveled the next five hours through the Texas Caprock.  He stopped for gas once more, at an all-night convenience store in Cramer, and also bought a few groceries, before covering the last thirty-four miles to the lake.

Around one o’clock that morning he drove up to the back of Paul’s cabin.  The front of the cabin had a view of the lake and Trey thanked Paul silently for giving him accurate directions.  Taking the key, he opened up the cabin and turned on the lights. He unloaded the groceries and his gear, promising to check in at the marina, later that morning, after he got some shut eye.  

He put everything away and went to shower off the travel grime.  It felt great and he was already enjoying the place and had just arrived.  He and King bedded down for the rest of the night, in the only bedroom.

At nine the next morning, Trey parked in front of the marina, got out of his pickup, and walked inside.

“Hi,” he said to the man, as he stepped up to the counter.

“Hey, there,” the man said.  “Can I help you?”

“Trey Barrington,” he told him, extending his hand in greeting.  “I’m staying at Paul Conner’s place.”

“Yeah, he called and said you’d be coming.  Mac Green,”  he said, shaking his hand.  “Glad to meet you.”

“Good to meet you, too.”

“Can I help you with anything this morning?”

“Yeah, I need some minnows, night crawlers, and a fishing license.  Oh yeah, and some new fishing line.  Haven’t used mine in so long it’s about rotten.”

“I can fix you right up, then.  How about daily permits?”

“What about them?”  Trey asked.

“You have to have one to stay on the lake,” Mac informed him.

“How much?”  Trey asked, as if money was an object of concern.

“Two dollars a day, or a yearly family pass is thirty.”

“I might be back this year.  Give me the yearly pass.”

“Okay, let’s get the license out of the way first.”

“Okay.”

“I’ll need to have a look at your driver’s license.”

“Sure,” Trey said, digging his hand-tooled leather billfold
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