

  [image: Cover]




Renee Curtis

Still Chasing You


love/life Series Book 2





  
    First published by Renee Curtis 2025

  

  Copyright © 2025 by Renee Curtis


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters, and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  
    Renee Curtis asserts the moral right to be identified as      the author of this work.

  
    Renee Curtis has no responsibility for the persistence      or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not      guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

  
    Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks.      All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks,      and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any      product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the      book.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  
    
      
        Editing by KSO Editing Kerrville Texas

      
    

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  





  To all the people who still chase love







  
    
      “Sometimes we are given a second chance because just maybe we weren’t ready the first time.”


    

    
      — J.R. Rim
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  Foreword



This novel is part of the love/life series and can be enjoyed as a standalone. However, certain elements may hold deeper meaning if you read Someone To Watch Over Me, which is currently available in Amazon KU, eBook and paperback formats.
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SMITH




Sitting in the living room waiting for the premiere episode of season 2 of the TV show we wrapped six months ago, I was reflecting on the life I had. A nice house, money in the bank, and a family who was always supportive. From the outside, I have it all. On the inside, it feels miserable and incomplete.

Don’t get me wrong I do have it better than a lot of people. But not as good as others. The ones who have found their person. The one they will have till their dying days. The jealousy in my heart is huge. I watch as my sister Carmindy stares lovingly at her husband as he rubs her belly. The vessel of pure love that will give me my first nephew in two more months.

My parents sit across from me, holding hands and chatting quietly. Thirty-three years of marriage. And they still look at each other like they are newlyweds. My co-stars Lacy and Justin met on our first publicity outing, fell in love, and married in Vegas right before season one began filming. There is so much love floating around my home, and yet here I sit, with a fake smile on my face, wondering what Avery is doing on this cool September evening.

I have tried for the past ten years to move on. I’ve had other girlfriends, though few lasted more than six months. I’ve had one-night stands that leave me more lonely afterward. I haven’t seen her face in person in all these years, but I know she’ll still be the most beautiful girl in my eyes. Carmindy suggested I look her up on social media. I said no. I couldn’t put myself through that, knowing I’d never be a part of her life again. She was my first love, and you just never forget how that feels.

“Hey, it’s almost time,” Mama says as she hands me the remote. “I was going to turn it on, but you do the honors, hon.”

I take the remote and turn on the television, then the surround sound. Everyone grabs their plates, and drinks, and descends into the living room. It makes me genuinely smile when my baby sister waddles past with two plates and a bag of chips, with her cup tightly between her teeth. If this baby comes out weighing less than ten pounds, I’ll be shocked. She’s taking the phrase eating for two literally. But I am so proud of her. After all the things that happened, she is getting her happily ever after. And believe me, it’s been a lot.

When she was 19 and in college, some creep started leaving notes on her car. We didn’t give it much thought, probably just some guy who didn’t have the cojones to talk to her. She was cast in a nighttime soap opera out in California that same year. The crazy son of a bitch followed her and ended up breaking into the house she shared with another actress intending to kidnap her. He went to prison for five and a half years. Or so we thought.

After she was selected for Falling Star, Wyoming, we all went to New York for a week to promote the series. He turned up there, murdered one of our co-stars, and then stalked her out to Wyoming, where he was successful in holding her hostage for several hours. That’s how she met her husband, Colby. Pops hired him to protect her. They had one of those weird love-at-first-sight things and got engaged like 4-5 days after meeting. Now here they are on my sofa together as happy as two people could ever be.

“After all that happened the first year, to be sitting here with all of you is just amazing,” Carmindy said, eyes wet with tears.

“Ahh, honey, don’t cry,” Lacy says as she pulls my sister into a big hug. “We are the luckiest people on the planet, and we’re not going to bring the past with us.”

“That’s right,” Mama echoes.

I watch as she grips Pop’s hand tightly. The events in Wyoming have aged my parents. They dealt with the fallout with a calm bravery that I would never have. Losing Car would have devastated our family. We thanked God every day for the team of men who saved her.

When the show ends two hours later, we toast to our hard work and look forward to seeing the numbers on Monday. The season one premiere had been the most successful episode of a new show in five years. So we have a lot of hope for this one. My cell rings and I move to the kitchen to answer. The caller ID shows our creator & director Brett’s name.

“Hey man, how’s it going?”

“Really good. Did y’all watch tonight?” Brett asks.

“Yeah, we’re at my house for a little celebration. Do you already have numbers?”

“No, but if the reaction I saw at this watch party in Dallas is any indication, I’ll be writing your granny another big check to cover location fees in a few months. They went bananas. The scene with you and Makenzie was fire.”

“That’s great. Do you wanna talk to Car or anyone else?”

“Nah man, y’all enjoy the rest of your evening. I’ll reach out tomorrow. Have a good night,” he says as the call disconnects.

I lean on the counter and consider what another year of filming will look like. I am grateful for the work. I bought this house two years before being asked to work on the show. Originally, I was just the horse wrangler and would do a cowboy clinic on basic riding and handling of the livestock on set. Then one of the studio heads asked me to take a speaking part. I had been saving money to do a renovation, and the amount they offered more than covered what I wanted to do, so I signed on to play Sam. I was only supposed to be on camera for four episodes, but after New York, I was written in as a recurring character.

The success of season one earned all of us a hefty pay raise and I purchased the one hundred and eighty adjoining acres to build on later. One day I’d have a nice ranch to pass on to my children was my reasoning at the time. Now because of the filming schedule it sat mostly untouched. At least I’d have a few more months to work on it till we went back to work come springtime.

I return to the living room. Mom is picking up plates, and Pops is talking to Justin and Colby about football. Carmindy and Lacy are watching a home renovation show on HGTV. And I smile. Having these people here has given me a boost I didn’t know I needed.

When the house is once again empty and quiet, I walk into my office and sit down. I pull open the bottom drawer of the desk and remove my high school yearbook. Opening it to the section titled Homecoming. Her beautiful brown eyes stare back at me. The smile that could light a whole city smiles at me. And my heart aches all over again. It seemed like every page had a photo of us together. The county fair and rodeo where I won my last buckle for bronc riding, with our arms around each other. A photo of us sitting in the library, she was looking at a history book, and I was looking at her, thinking of our future.

I set it aside and pull the photo album out next before reaching for the bottle of Johnny Walker. Each picture brings me right back to that moment in time. For three years, we were nearly inseparable. Birthdays, Christmas, and spring break trips. Weekends riding around in my truck before driving somewhere secluded and loving each other. I pour a hefty amount and took a drink. The amber liquid burns my throat as my heart burns for her.

I finish off the whiskey and put my best memories back in the drawer before heading to the shower and then bed with her on my mind like every night before.








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  




AVERY




I sit in my downtown Charlotte office looking over presentations that I’d spent countless hours on. The company has taken a loss in the last three quarters, and they are looking at me and my team to find a way to make it appealing to the masses once more. This is all on us, my boss said. They have given us a nice-sized budget despite the complaints from the board. The shareholders are scared, and we have seen a massive unloading of our stock in the last 6 months.

Because I have faith in the people I work with and feel this ad campaign is the Hail Mary we need, I put almost all of my savings into purchasing stock at less than fifty dollars a share. Fifteen hundred shares, which when we pull this off, will be enough for me to purchase a house. The cute little blue one with the white shutters on Magnolia Circle near my best friend, Jenny Lee.

The knock at my office door brings me back to reality as the door opens.

“I hope you have something good to show them today, Avery,” my a-hole boss says as he sits down across from me. “If this fails, we’re all out of a job, you know that, right?”

“Yes, Jesse, I understand. And if I didn’t, you’ve said it a hundred times this week. We have something that’s going to go viral.”

“Yeah, ok, whatever that means,” he replies as he continues scrolling through his phone.

“It means that the ad campaign is going to have every woman from eight to eighty wanting it. Every social media influencer will be talking about it.”

“You better hope so,” he exclaims as he walks to the door. “If not, you’re the first one I’m firing.”

Most people would freak out if their boss said that, but he says it so often to pretty much every person in the office, that no one even blinks an eye anymore. Besides, only his dad, a very kind man, has the ability to fire us. Jesse only has a job because he needs to be kept under thumb. We all despise him but his father is a national treasure.

Claude Emery Beauregard Sr. founded what is now the Clover Shoe Company in Asheville before moving to Charlotte when his beloved wife Margaret died giving birth to their only child George in 1935.

Learning the trade of shoe-making and repair became George’s life passion. Opening the doors of the first official shop when he was twenty. Using the best leather and materials, he produced shoes that would last a lifetime. The business grew so fast that his wife, Helen became the salesperson and eventually her three sisters became the models for the newspaper ads. The first factory was built in 1958. The rest they say, is history.

I started working as an intern for Clover in my second year of college. Every day at 2 o’clock, George would arrive on our floor and greet each person by name. I was working with the advertising team the first time I set eyes on him. A tall, handsome, blue-eyed man with a shock of longish white hair and a beard. He looked as if someone had tossed Santa Claus and Donald Sutherland in a blender and out popped George. I was smitten. He had the attitude and swagger of a man half his age, but the wisdom, heart, and kindness of someone from a bygone era.

I had been at Clover for six years when he went into semi-retirement. And now we had to deal with Jesse, his only child, who was the product of George’s third marriage. To say Jesse was a complete moron gives morons a bad name.

I see the rest of the ad team putting on their jackets and applying lipstick. It’s go time!

* * *




We walk into the conference room. My assistant Charlie takes the mock-ups and begins setting them on easels. George doesn’t like all the tech. He wants to visualize each piece as the artist sees it. He doesn’t like all the music and women running and girls hopping around. He said it cheapens the product to ‘Hollywood it up’.

I glance at the head of the long table, but he isn’t here yet. The others are talking among themselves, and if they notice his absence, they don’t make much of it. He’s ninety, and his name is on the building; he is allowed to be late.

Thirty minutes go by and finally, the door that leads to his private office opens, but it isn’t George who enters. It’s wife number three, followed by Jesse. Then George’s assistant of thirty-five years comes out wiping her eyes and blowing her nose. This is bad and from the looks around the room, everyone comes to that realization at the same time.

“Good afternoon, everyone,” Sophia Beauregard whispers as she takes George’s seat. “I come bearing the sad news that my beloved, dear husband George has passed.” The fake nose-blowing and eye-wiping fooled no one in the room.

Joan, who has worked for George since she was twenty-five begins crying in earnest. I cross the room and hug her as Sophia glances our way and rolls her eyes. It is all I can do to keep from launching myself at her.

“On his deathbed, he said that it was time for a change. And a change we will make,” Sophia says as she begins walking towards the easels at the other end of the room. “George was tired. Tired of his company going broke. He was ready to call it quits.”

“With all due respect, George loved this business. He never gave us any indication of shutting down,” I reply as I meet her from the other side.

“Are you calling me a liar?”

And even though I know better than to answer the question, it doesn’t stop me.

“I think you’ve been waiting for this to happen so you could sell the company then take the money and run.”

The gasps of everyone in the room could likely be heard in the next county. Charlie runs to me and moves me away from her quickly.

“You won’t get away with this, the board won’t allow it,” I shout as my team manhandles me out of the room. By the time they push into my office, I am in tears. George is dead. And now his idiot son and wife will ruin his legacy. And this company that I love so much will be gone.
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SMITH


The sun is high in the sky by the time I attempt to drag myself out of bed. My head is pounding, and I cover my head with a pillow and try to lie perfectly still. Too much beer and whiskey on top of it is a recipe for a hangover. And this one is a doozy.

I haven’t felt this bad in a while. My foot gingerly seeking out the cool spot on the bed causes the room to tilt slightly, and I stop moving, waiting for the moment to pass. And after a long while, it finally does. I can’t lie here forever because I have to pee. Whatever feeling I am about to encounter, I have only myself to blame.

With all the energy I can muster, I roll to the edge of the bed and push off. I make it to the sink before I throw up. I step into the shower, allowing the cold water to blast my body. I don’t know how long I stand there, but it seems like years. Once I empty my stomach of all the alcohol, I take a proper shower. I almost feel human again as I step out and wipe the steam from the mirror. Too bad I don’t look like one. My eyes show dark circles underneath, and a scraggly bearded face stares back at me. I reach for a razor and scissors and get to it.

After I clean up the sink and the shower, I dress and head down the hall, stopping as I pass my office. The photos and the ghost of my past beckon me but I pull the door shut.

“Enough,” I whisper. “Enough already.”  I reach for my hat and walk out the door. 

Aside from the land I bought, I’ve been frugal. I still drive the same truck I’ve had since high school. It still runs great, and there is no reason to get rid of it. That’s what I’ve repeatedly told myself all these years, but in reality, there are some mechanical issues. The real reason I can’t bring myself to get rid of it goes much deeper.

* * *


For all the years I was in rodeos, I saved every penny I won. I worked every summer at one farm or the other. Building miles of fences, breaking horses, or hauling hay. I wasn’t scared of a hard day’s work. In March of my senior year, I had managed to save almost nineteen thousand dollars. While my girlfriend Avery was at a golf tournament, I asked my friend and her best friend, Parker, to go with me to the mall.

Parker had always been a part of my life, even before Avery moved from Longview to Houston. We had been in daycare together at First Baptist, then every school together after that. She was the first girl I ever kissed at a lock-in back in eighth grade, playing





































* * *
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