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Blurb

 

An agreement between two friends, made on a drunken night a decade ago, comes back to haunt one of them. Amelia Mason is happily single, living a quiet life with her island bookstore. When an old friend Kirk Ferron comes to the island and reminds her of a pact they made when they were younger, Amelia initially laughs it off until Kirk makes it clear he is deadly serious about their agreement to marry when they both reach thirty if they’re both single. He threatens her with a lawsuit if she doesn’t marry him, but her best friend Silas offers a solution which surprises everyone and Amelia begins to realize everything she ever looked for was right in front of her. Unfortunately, Kirk is a jealous psychopath and he vows revenge – revenge which could tear the happy couple apart forever…


Chapter One

 

It was on clear, bright, fresh mornings like this that Amelia really appreciated how lucky she was. The small island in Puget Sound was already waking up, and on Main Street, where her little bookshop sat, locals waved to her as she opened her store. Officially, her store didn’t open until nine am, but Amelia loved her job too much to bother about that. Often, she would open early and stay open until late at night, her loyal customers lingering for hours to chat or browse. Amelia’s best friends Hannah and Silas, brother and sister owners of the island’s coffeehouse across the street, would take turns bringing over coffee for Amelia and her clientele.

She saw Silas now, carrying a huge box of supplies into the coffeehouse. He grinned at her, his smile lighting up his handsome face. Amelia waved back. Silas Wolfenden had always been her crush, but as they had grown older, their friendship had deepened to the point where Amelia considered it too late for anything to happen between them. 

That didn’t stop Silas from flirting endlessly with her and often Amelia would fantasize about calling his bluff. She loved his shaggy dark curls, his permanent scruff, his intense green eyes. Silas had no shortage of admirers, both male and female, but he seemed happy to be single.

His sister, Hannah, Amelia’s best friend since third grade, was, like Amelia, six years younger than Silas, and the more outgoing of the two of them. She too was single but had a revolving door of young men in her life and she was utterly unashamed of how sexually active she was. 

Amelia herself, at almost thirty, was settled in her tiny ocean-front home. Orphaned at an early age, she had always been shy, and after college, she had returned to her hometown, wanting to be close to the only family she had ever known – the Wolfendens. Amelia’s parents, her French mother and African-American father had died in a sea-plane crash when she was fifteen and she had been alone ever since. 

Unlike her statuesque best friends, Amelia barely scraped five-five, but her petite frame was curvy and soft. With her long dark hair and brown eyes, she knew men found her attractive, but apart from the odd month-long relationship, Amelia had found that she preferred being single. She loved the solitude, but also loved the fact she could hang out with Hannah and Silas without having to worry about whether a partner would fit in with them.

 

Today, Monday, the start of the week, and Amelia was planning on cleaning her entire store. As she walked in, she breathed in the scent of the place, loving the smell of the new and second-hand books she stocked. The dark-wood floors and book shelves were pock-marked and well-loved – Amelia had spent hours cleaning and oiling the wood herself, and then had stuffed them with as many books as she could. The openness of the book shop, the big squashy couches – she had made a success of the store almost as soon as she opened.

A half-hour after she opened her doors, Silas appeared bearing a tray of hot coffee. “Hey, gorgeous.” He kissed her cheek, sending tingles down her body. She knew her face was red, but she ignored her own blushes.

“Hey, handsome. What concoction have you made for me today?”

Silas loved to experiment with different coffee flavors, and Amelia was his guinea pig of choice for the results.

“Well,” he said now, with a mischievous grin, “Due to the spectacular failure of my peppermint-strawberry-banana latte…” He laughed as Amelia pretended to gag. “Well, exactly. So, today, I made you just a simple hazelnut Americano.”

Amelia took the cup he offered and sipped the beverage. “Damn,” she said, licking the sugar from her lips, “that’s so good.”

Silas was watching her mouth and suddenly she felt the mood change between them. Her face burning, she gently put the cup down on the counter, then looked up to meet his gaze. Silas slid his hand over hers gently, tentatively and smiled. Amelia could feel her heart beating hard against her chest.

“Excuse me?”

The tension was broken by an elderly woman, a regular customer, who smiled at both of them. Amelia gave a soft laugh. “Hi Miriam, what can I do for you today?”

She helped the customer find the book she wanted and rang up her purchase at the register. Silas had moved away to pretend to study another book, and Miriam smiled wickedly at Amelia. “Dear,” she said in a low voice, “you should be with that man. If I was fifty years younger, I’d fight you for him. There aren’t many men like Silas Wolfenden in this world. And I can tell, he adores you.”

Amelia’s face burned and she smiled at Miriam. “Matchmaking again, Mirry?”

“Just saying what everyone on the island thinks. It’s inevitable…why put it off any longer?”

 

Amelia was still thinking of Miriam’s words later on in the day when the bookstore was empty for once. Was it inevitable? She looked across the street to the coffeehouse, watching as Silas laughed with his customers. The tension between them had always been there, but lately, she had been feeling as if it had been spiraling towards…something.

She closed her eyes and imagined what being naked with him might be like. What making love might be like, and she felt herself get wet at the thought of it. Opening her eyes, she grabbed her cell phone and called him. She watched him pick up and smile over at her.

“Hey, beautiful.”

“Hey…I was just thinking…” Her hands were shaking and her throat was dry. “I wondered if you’d like to come over and have a late supper with me tonight? If you’re free? I mean, if you’re not, it’s okay, I mean, I’m just doing some pasta…”

“I’d love to,” he interrupted her rambling, gazing over at her in a way that made her whole body tingle. “I’d love to, Amelia.” His deep, low voice was soft and gruff and she knew immediately he was feeling the same thing she was.

 

Silas arrived at her home at nine pm. He was wearing a dark navy sweater and jeans and looked so handsome that Amelia felt somehow disconnected from the world. He stepped inside her home and smiled down at her. “You look beautiful.” 

He bent to kiss her cheek, then paused and instead pressed his lips to hers. Amelia felt a charge of electricity shoot through her body and she gave a soft moan. Silas tangled his fingers in her hair as he kissed her, cradling her head gently. Amelia ran her hands over his hard chest. Finally breaking away, Silas, his eyes soft with desire, smiled down at her. “Guess what we’re going to do.”

Amelia couldn’t remember walking to her bedroom but then they were peeling each other’s clothes off and she couldn’t believe she felt no self-consciousness being naked with him. His body was incredible, hard-chested with a smattering of hair, flat stomach, and when she slid his pants down, his cock sprang up, thick and long. She stroked it against the swell of her belly. Silas was looking at her as if she were the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. “God, Melia
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