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      Welcome to my world of steamy small-town romance, where rugged heroes fall hard and happily-ever-after is always worth fighting for.

      Pick Your Escape

      Small Town Romance

      All I Want

      Annapolis Harbor

      Ever After

      Second Chance Harbor

      Mountain Town Romance

      Mountain Haven

      The Wilde Brothers

      Beach Romance

      The Kingston Brothers

      Holiday Romance

      The Monroe Brothers

      The Calloways

      The Sterling Brothers

      Blind Date with a Small Town Romance

      Let fate choose your next steamy small-town romance. Each blind book is a surprise love story waiting to sweep you away.

      Go on a blind date

      Most Loved Tropes

      Fake Fiancé Love

      Best Friends to Lovers

      Gruff Single Dad

      Protector Small Town Heroes

      Second Chance Love

      Enemies to Lovers

      Shop the tropes

      Lea Coll Books

      Strong heroines.

      Protective heroes.

      Unforgettable love stories.

      Steamy

      HEA

      No cheating

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BINGE READ THE MOUNTAIN BROTHERS SERIES.

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: AN image of 6 ebooks with couples embracing.]
          
        

        Save 30% off The Sterling Brothers Series. Use Code: SB30.

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          CLARA

        

        
          
            [image: An image of Hart’s Inn surrounded by trees at the base of a mountain range.]
          

        

      

    

    
      I pushed open the door to the ballroom, wanted to escape from the overly warm room where happy couples were dancing with love in their eyes.

      My friends were getting engaged, then married, one by one. I wanted something for myself. I thought I'd have that with my ex, but we'd become more like friends by the end.

      I made it through the lobby of Mistletoe Inn without being stopped. With a sigh of relief, I opened the door to the outside, welcoming the cold gust of air.

      I tucked my head to avoid the worst of the wind and walked toward my shop where I'd parked my SUV. My feet pinched, walking in the high heels, but I was almost to my vehicle. Then I could escape to my house, the one that still housed my grandmother's doilies and hand-knitted afghans. I didn't feel right redecorating because it still felt like her place. I didn't want to remove her things and upset my mother.

      I always did the right thing. The expected thing. I never did anything out of the ordinary.

      The roar of a motorcycle came up behind me, and the bike parked at the curb next to me. The man took off his helmet.

      I slowed as I approached, my heart rate picking up.

      Was this the diversion I'd been looking for?

      His sharp jaw was lined with scruff, and I wanted to touch his hair to see if it was soft, unlike the hard edges of his face.

      I must have been staring because his gaze swung to me. "You know where the winter ball is?"

      My lips quirked as I came to a stop a few feet away from him. "You're going to the winter ball?"

      His eyes narrowed on me, and I couldn't help but slowly peruse his body: a motorcycle jacket unzipped to reveal a skintight shirt outlining every ridge of his well-defined muscles and dark jeans that bulged around his considerable thighs. He looked dangerous, the exact sort of man I usually avoided.

      My last boyfriend had worked for his father's law firm, his face smooth, and he wore suits everywhere he went, even out on dates with me. He was so predictable, so boring.

      But this man was intriguing. I wanted to do something crazy like climb on the back of his motorcycle and go home with him.

      I shivered, and it had nothing to do with the cold air.

      He raised a brow. "You don't believe me?"

      I bit my lip to stop the smile that threatened to break free. I hadn't felt so alive in forever. "Oh, I believe you."

      He considered me for a few more seconds. "You just came from there, didn't you?"

      I glanced down at my emerald-green gown, the one I thought would adequately represent my role as the Christmas Shop owner. I looked elegant and put together. I wasn't someone that drew men like him. The ones with a bit of an edge. "I was there," I finally said. I should walk away and forget I ever had the idea to engage with this man. He could be dangerous.

      "You don't think I should go."

      "It doesn't seem like a place you'd want to be."

      He arched a brow. "What if I'm supposed to meet someone?"

      "It's at the Mistletoe Inn." I waved in the general direction of the inn, my smile fading. Of course he was supposed to be meeting a woman inside.

      Then I turned and walked away, my heart sinking. I was intrigued for a few seconds, thinking I could do something crazy like climb on a stranger's motorcycle.

      That my life would be different. But that was a dream. I'd never get on the back of some guy's motorcycle. It was a temporary lapse of judgment.

      My life was boring because I was dull. I never did anything new or went out of my comfort zone. But then again, the comfort zone was safe. The routine familiar.

      The motorcycle roared to life, and my heart sunk. This one encounter that was entirely different than anything else I'd experienced in my life before was over.

      He'd meet someone inside and have an amazing night with her. Whereas I'd go home to my grandmother's house and sip my tea.

      I'd just reached my SUV when the man pulled his motorcycle in front of my vehicle. "Where are you going?"

      Heat flooded my body at the sexy maneuver. "Home."

      The motorcycle's engine continued to hum as he removed his helmet for a second time. "Is the party lame?"

      "I'm tired, and it's getting late." Now I sounded like someone who had to rush home before it got dark.

      "Are you Cinderella racing to beat the clock before you turn into a pumpkin?" His voice was low and smooth, and I couldn't help but smile at his princess reference, which was in direct contrast to his look.

      "Something like that." But in my mind, I was turning over the possibilities. I could ask him if he wanted to get out of here, maybe take me for a ride on his motorcycle. But that wasn't the kind of girl I was. It was completely out of character, yet my heart was racing. I moved closer to him. "Did you have a better option?"

      His lips quirked. "You want to go for a ride?"

      There was a roaring in my ears, and it wasn't from his motorcycle. "I thought you'd never ask."

      He handed me his helmet.

      I glanced down at my skirt. "Can I ride in this?"

      "Just gather it so it's not hanging down. You don't want it to get tangled."

      I put on the helmet, secured the strap, and climbed on the back of the motorcycle. I gathered my skirt, pulling it higher so that it didn't drag on the ground. Then I wrapped my arms around his waist.

      He touched my hands with his, and then said, "Are you ready for this?"

      "I've been waiting my whole life for this," I said honestly.

      He chuckled, and I felt the rumble more than I heard the sound, and he eased forward into the street, going slowly at first down the main thoroughfare.

      I wanted to let go and throw my arms in the air because, for the first time in my life, I felt free. Free from my inheritance and running the family business. I'd never had choices. Not really.

      But tonight, I did the unexpected thing. The dangerous thing. The one thing that could get me into trouble. And I couldn't wait to see where the night led.

      I'd never ridden on the back of a motorcycle before. It was exhilarating. The rush of the wind on my cheeks, my hair whipping in the breeze. The sheer power of the engine between my legs. Then there was the feel of the man in front of me.

      I rested my head on his back, which was rigid with muscle, and my hands wrapped around his waist. Occasionally, he touched my hands with one of his, as if to reassure himself that I was still holding on.

      I felt the heat of his body and the ridges of his muscles. He was fit. He either worked out in a gym or performed manual labor. He was a bit too polished to work in construction. I'd bet anything he was a businessman of some sort.

      But tonight, I didn't care what he did or even who he was. I wanted to be out with a random stranger. I wanted to do something completely crazy.

      I had no guarantees that he'd be a gentleman, and maybe that was the point. I wanted something a little different. Risky even. I wanted to play with fire and get burned.

      I wasn't the dutiful granddaughter maintaining my grandmother's legacy. I was the young woman with no constraints, who was enjoying a night on the town. If only my friends could see me now. They'd think I'd lost my mind.

      He drove us up a winding road, coming to a stop at a lookout. From here, we could see the town lights below.

      He angled his body so that I had a better view.

      I pulled off my helmet and handed it to him. "It's beautiful."

      We were silent for a few seconds, and then he said, "Is this where you saw your night ending?"

      I laughed softly. "Not at all. I figured I'd go home early and enjoy a cup of tea while I watched TV in bed."

      "Really?"

      "Thank you for saving me from a night of boredom." Normally, I'd want to unwind after a long day in the shop. But tonight, I wanted something different. Something exciting. Something that could break up the monotony, and I had a feeling he could. I hadn't even asked for his name.

      "I'm always happy to oblige a beautiful woman."

      I knew I was pretty, but I'd never thought of myself as beautiful. My hair was too straight, and no amount of styling or hair products changed it.

      "You always take women out for rides on the back of your motorcycle?”

      He chuckled. "I've never done this before."

      "It seemed second nature to you." Hadn't he been the one to invite me?

      "I saw an opportunity, and I couldn't pass it up. I have another spot I want to show you. Are you up for it?"

      "I'm not turning into a pumpkin until midnight," I quipped.

      He handed me the helmet. "Then let's go."

      He traversed the winding road, stopping at various lookouts. Eventually, he made his way down the mountain and onto a backroad, one I wasn't as familiar with.

      He finally pulled down a private lane lined with trees. At the end of the road was a cabin with a wraparound porch.

      He parked by the stairs.

      I pulled off my helmet and climbed off, my nerves kicking in. Was this really what I wanted? A one-night stand with a stranger? "Is this place yours?"

      He turned off the engine, the quiet of the evening deafening compared to the constant roar. "It's a rental. I can take you home if you want."

      My nose wrinkled at the thought of going home to all those doilies, the same flavor of tea, and the bedroom that I hadn't bothered to redecorate. I thought I was preserving my grandmother's legacy, but at some point, I'd lost myself. "I don't want to go home."

      Without a word, he took my helmet and led the way up the stairs to the front door. He unlocked it and pushed it open.

      I preceded him inside, hoping I hadn't made a huge mistake in going to this guy's home. My brothers would lose their mind if they knew. But at the same time, they'd never believe that I'd do something like this. I was always the careful, predictable one. The one that no one had to worry about. I always made the right decisions. But tonight, I wanted to do something different, be someone else.

      Inside, the walls were wood, and there was large, comfortable-looking furniture in the living room. The effect was warm and cozy, but the draw was the large windows. He hadn't turned on any lights, so I was able to easily see outside. I moved closer. "I bet this view is magnificent during the day."

      He followed me, standing slightly behind me so that his breath ghosted over my ear. "I rented the cabin for the view. I thought I should enjoy myself while I'm here."

      I hummed a response, because I had to agree. I could ask him to take me back to my car, and I knew he would. But I didn't want to."

      Instead, I turned and wrapped my arms around his neck, my heart pounding. "You have something that rivals this view?"

      He hesitated for a second, seemingly reassuring himself that I was serious about this next move. Then he growled as he took my mouth in a kiss that reminded me of what I wanted, a night to forget about my boring life.

      I wanted excitement, and something told me that this guy was the one to give it to me.
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      She hadn't even asked for my name or what I was doing here. When I'd seen her walking down the sidewalk in that dress, my heart had sped up. With that blond hair and the emerald dress, she'd looked like something out of a fairy tale and not Cinderella. She was much too vibrant for that characterization.

      Even though her gaze was wary, she'd engaged with me. She'd trusted me enough to get on the back of my motorcycle.

      I was supposed to be here on business and to meet up with an old friend, but that didn't mean that I couldn't indulge in a little fun for the evening.

      I didn't have to see her again after tonight. But I'd enjoyed having her on the back of my bike, and it had been nice to feel her wrapped around my body.

      I had a feeling this wasn't something she did on a regular basis. She wasn't the sort of woman you picked up in a bar. She was the kind you put a ring on and took her home to meet your parents. The one you planned a future with, the house and the kids.

      But I wasn't meant for any of that. I followed business deals. I didn't want anything that could tie me to any one place. It wouldn't be fair to either of us.

      This woman was dangerous because she wasn't the typical one-night stand. She might regret what we were about to do. But there was a chance she'd remember this night forever.

      I wanted to make it good for her, but I had a feeling she was a threat to my carefully controlled existence. But none of that made me want to stop.

      All I could think about were her breasts pressed against my chest, the softness of her lips, and her fingers which were playing with my hair at the base of my neck. I growled as I took her kiss deeper, needing more.

      I easily lifted her. Her legs wrapped around my waist as I carried her to the bedroom on the first floor. I didn't have the patience to carry her up the stairs to mine. I wanted her now.

      I should be drawing this out, but I couldn't hold onto any sense of logic with her hands on me. I set her down on the bed and followed her over, her legs widening for me as I lowered my body. Then I kissed her again, drawing out the kiss as my hands started moving over her body. I eased my hand down her legs, angling for the edge of the material so that I could feel her skin.

      I eased the hem up her legs inch by inch, and when I found her inner thighs, she moaned.

      "You want this?" I needed to be sure that we were on the same page. She might have changed her mind, and I wanted us both to be clear on what this was.

      The room was dark except for the moonlight coming through the windows. Her eyes were shiny with desire, and she nodded slowly.

      "I need the words."

      "I want you." Her voice was low and husky and hit on something primal inside me.

      She wanted what only I could provide. I'd make her feel so good; she'd remember this night forever. It would carry her through the long winter nights when she was alone in her bedroom. When she'd touch herself, thinking of me.

      The image of her touching herself only heightened my desire. I reached her panties, which were lace covering her wet heat. "Is this for me?" I murmured against her skin as she arched into my touch.

      "All for you."

      I growled again, loving the need I heard in her voice. I slipped a finger under the material and eased between her slick folds.

      She whimpered as I slid one finger into her heat and then a second. I hadn't even removed any of her clothes yet, and she was writhing beneath me.

      I pumped my fingers inside her and pulled her dress down in the front, pleased to see that she wasn't wearing a bra. Her gorgeous breasts were on display for me. "Am I what you expected?"

      Her cheeks were flushed, and she bit her lip before answering. "So much more."

      Her voice was breathless, and her hips rose to meet my movements. As much as I loved how she was reacting to my touch, I wanted to taste her. I wanted to experience everything with her. This wasn't a quick fuck. She felt like heaven.

      I pulled out my fingers, easing down her body and reaching under her skirt to find the sides of her panties. I pulled them over her hips and down her long legs. Everything about her was perfection. Her skin was smooth, and her body was so beautifully responsive. It was like she was made for me, which was a weird thought to have about a woman I'd just met.

      I pushed her skirt up so that she was exposed to me. "I want to taste you."

      She looked down her body at me and nodded. "Yes, please."

      "So polite," I praised before I eased my hands under her ass and lifted her to my mouth. She was just as sweet as I suspected she'd be. She cried out at the first flick of my tongue on her clit. I used my fingers inside her to drive her higher as I licked and sucked. Her nub was swollen and her pussy tight around my fingers.

      I wanted her to come on my mouth and my dick. I was feeling particularly confident tonight. I wanted to impress this girl. I wanted to give her pleasure so intense that she'd never forget about me.

      This woman was special, even if we only ever got one night. I didn't know anything about her. Hell, I didn't even know her name, but we were intimately connected, and it felt right. The thought of how good she felt made me feel a little lightheaded.

      I'd never felt this way about a woman I'd just met. There was something about her. But I couldn't put my finger on exactly what it was.

      The only thing that mattered was making her feel good. So good she forgot about whatever she was thinking about when she was walking down the street.

      Her muscles tightened, so I sucked on her clit, and she came hard, her muscles spasming around my fingers. I continued to pump my fingers and suck on her clit through her orgasm. Her muscles relaxed as she came down from the high, and I wiped my mouth on the back of my hand.

      "You still with me?" I asked, pulling off my shirt and shoving my jeans off.

      Her eyes were bright with desire as she watched me undress. "I need you."

      I reached for my wallet, pulling out the condom I kept there. I ripped it open and smoothed it over my dick, then moved between her legs. I slid my aching dick between her folds, causing her to buck.

      "I want you inside me."

      "I thought you'd never ask." I was waiting for the go-ahead, always prepared to back off if she said so. I needed to ensure that she wanted this. I slid the tip inside her, and we both stilled. I'd never felt anything this good before.

      My chest was full of emotion, and my heart was racing. The pleasure was intense, as if I'd explode if I moved.

      She gripped my forearms. "I need you to fill me up."

      I don't think I'd ever had a woman say anything like that to me before, and it set something off deep inside me. I moved, complying with her request and fulfilling the fantasy I had when she got on my motorcycle, to possess her, to make her mine.

      It was crazy thinking for someone I'd just met. But I couldn't discount my instincts. I braced my hands on either side of her and thrust, giving into my baser desires even as I fought against my instinct to race to a finish line.

      I never wanted this to end, but at the same time, I wanted to experience the intensity between us.

      She pulled me closer, and I complied, giving her my mouth. I kissed her deeply as I continued to move inside her, driving both of us higher, to a place we'd never come back from. This thing between us was surreal.

      I'd wake up tomorrow, and this would all be a dream.

      Not wanting to let go so quickly, I rolled us so that she was straddling my thighs.

      She lifted up as I cupped her breasts, rubbing my thumbs over her tits. Her entire body was flush with desire, her lips parted as she moved over me. "That's it. Ride me. Take what you need."

      She huffed out a shaky laugh. "You talk dirty."

      I arched a brow. "Do you like it?"

      She nodded jerkily. "I love it."

      I filed that information away for later, as if we'd have another shot at this. As if this was more than one night. But I was just kidding myself. You didn't build any kind of relationship when you started out this hot. Surely, it would only fizzle out once we learned each other's names.

      All the more reason to mark this under the category of a fantasy, and everyone knew those weren't real.

      I loved her like this, naked and riding my dick. I'd never get tired of looking at her body and touching her soft skin. I reared up so that I could take her nipple in my mouth.

      Her hands came to the back of my head as if she had to keep me there. I sucked as she rode me harder. I wasn't going to last.

      "I need you to go over first." I eased down to the bed, my finger circling her engorged clit, and she cried out.

      I wish she knew my name and was calling out to me. But it was my fault that I hadn't introduced myself before we got into bed.

      I thrust into her from underneath, and let go, the release coursing through my body more powerful than anything else I'd ever experienced before.

      She slumped over me, and I fought to catch my breath. This woman was dangerous. It was a good thing we hadn't planned on anything more than tonight. I wasn't sure I'd be able to let her go if we got in any deeper.

      I wanted to tie her to my bed and tell her she couldn't ever leave. But that was crazy. I wasn't even tied to anyone town, much less a house or a woman.

      What was it about her that had me reeling? Whatever the reason, I couldn't let on that she affected me so intensely. She'd run in the other direction if she had any idea.

      She wanted a diversion, not a man who fell hard over one night together. I discarded the condom, but I loved the weight of her on my chest, and I wasn't ready to move.

      She kissed my pec, which caused my heart to skip a beat. That wasn't the act of a one-night stand. She was changing all the rules, and I wasn't sure how to react.

      Should I encourage her to get dressed and leave, or did I ask her to stay? I wanted to sleep with her, curled around her soft, pliant body. I wanted to wake up and ease inside her again and again. I was losing my mind.

      She moved off me and went to the bathroom. When she returned, would she make her excuses and leave? Was that what I wanted her to do?

      I rarely brought a woman back to my place. I never intended to stay in one area for long, so starting anything, even something physical, wasn't smart. But everything that happened tonight was different.

      This woman was unexpected, and I still didn't know her name.

      By the time she returned, I was sleepy, and when the bed dipped with her weight, I drifted off. For now, she was here, and that was all that mattered.
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      I went to the bathroom and slipped into bed, unsure of what the protocols were for a one-night stand. I'd never done anything like this before. I was hoping for some clarity, but he was asleep. I was in his bed but hadn't learned his name.

      With trembling hands, I got out of bed and dressed as quietly as I could. I'd ridden here on his motorcycle, so my only option for leaving was a driving service, which was unlikely this far out, or calling a friend.

      I thought of the available options and decided to go with Hattie.

      I texted her.

      
        
          
            
              
        Clara: Any chance you could pick me up?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Hattie: Where are you?

      

      

      

      

      

      I texted her my coordinates and waited for her in the living room. When the lights shined through the windows, I grabbed my shoes and opened the door.

      I got into Hattie's car, and she backed out without a word.

      Once we were on the main road, she asked, "Are you okay?"

      I let out a breath. "Yeah, thanks for picking me up."

      "Of course."

      "I didn't think a car would be available out here."

      "I don't mind getting you. You want to tell me about it?"

      I sighed, settling into the seat. "It was a lapse of judgment. But it's over now."

      Her lips quirked. "Was he good at least?"

      I thought back to the night, how he'd appeared on his motorcycle, and I'd climbed on the back. How he'd taken me on a sightseeing tour. It was nice. And then things had heated up at his cabin. I still couldn't believe that I'd gone to a stranger's house and hooked up with him. It could have turned out a lot differently. But I'd felt safe with him. "Yeah."

      "So why are you sneaking out?"

      I let out a breath. "I don't know what to do in these situations. He was asleep. I didn't think I should stick around."

      Hattie was silent.

      "What are the rules when you have a one-night stand?"

      She laughed. "I don't make a habit of engaging in them."

      I looked out the window. "First time for me. I just wanted something different."

      Hattie glanced over at me. "And you thought hooking up with a stranger was the way to go?"

      "It was impulsive and completely out of character for me. But I'm not feeling any regret." I felt good, excited even. It was like I'd gotten a rush from the entire evening, feeling the wind on my face when I rode on the back of his motorcycle, the thrill of being alone with him in his house. And the sex was better than anything I'd ever experienced before. Maybe that was because I was used to having sex after I'd gotten to know a man and felt comfortable with him.

      Hattie grinned. "Then chalk it up as a good experience."

      "Lately, I don't feel like I've made any decisions that were my own."

      "Until now."

      "I don't know what it means, but it was a onetime thing. I have no intention of ever seeing him again." Maybe he was only in town for a bit. Hadn't he said he was meeting someone in town? But he'd never said who or asked for directions. Had I derailed his plans? Why was he willing to blow off his meeting for me? Maybe he was looking for a diversion too.

      "I'm glad someone had an exciting night. I went to the ball and then went home alone."

      "Were you hoping to meet someone tonight?"

      "I'm focused on getting more gigs with my hot chocolate truck, and I was thinking it would be good to go tonight to network with the other shop owners."

      "You only sell when someone invites you to a town event?"

      "Someone will let me know when they could use a hot chocolate truck. The jobs in Christmas Town have been steadier, and I was hoping to make it a more permanent thing. Aspen mentioned it once, but then she hasn't brought it up again."

      "I'm sure it's hard to start a business. I took over the one my grandmother had already built, so I haven't had to worry about establishing myself." In a lot of ways, it felt like an albatross around my neck. I was tied to the store and couldn't get away. I couldn't pursue other interests or even think about doing something for myself. My family thought it was important that I continued my grandmother's legacy, and I always did what was expected of me.

      "We're both going to get what we want," Hattie said confidently as she pulled next to my SUV.

      Her headlights shone on the rancher. "I'm not even sure what that is."

      Hattie smiled. "You'll figure it out."

      Maybe tonight was the first step in figuring out what I wanted outside my family's obligations. "Thanks for picking me up tonight. I owe you one."

      Hattie flashed me a smile. "Always happy to help. It's not like I was having an exciting night."

      "This isn't normal for me." But maybe it was something I should do more often, not necessarily a one-night stand with a stranger but trying something different.

      "You seem happy."

      I did feel more alive. "It was fun."

      "No guilt. No regret. Just enjoy it."

      "I intend to." I got out of her car, unlocking mine. As I slid into my seat, I remembered the entire evening playing out like a movie from start to finish. It was surreal, and I couldn't believe I was that girl. But at the same time, it was exciting. I felt different somehow.

      I could almost imagine I was the kind of woman who went after what she wanted. Who didn't always follow the rules. Who did the unexpected. Even if it was only for one night.

      When I got home, I went to my bedroom and got ready for bed, feeling like a different person. When I looked in the mirror, my cheeks were still flushed pink, and my eyes were bright.

      And as I slipped into bed, I wondered what he'd think when he woke up to an empty bed. Is that what he wanted? Or had he wanted me to stay?

      No man wanted a one-night stand to stick around. I'd done the right thing in leaving. I turned over onto my side. What would we have done if I'd stayed? Would he have woken me up and wanted to have sex with me again?

      Just the thought of that had my body heating up. Maybe I should have stuck around to see what would happen. But it wasn't worth the risk. I didn't want to feel the sting of his rejection. The night was perfect as it was. No need for a repeat. It would only detract from the magical quality of the evening.
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      The next day, I woke up, feeling like the evening had been a dream. I wouldn't have known that anything had happened, except for the fact that I was sore. It had been a while for me. Ever since my ex and I broke up, I hadn't wanted to be with anyone else.

      At work, the reminder of our night together was always there. Every time I moved, my mind drifted to last night. I wondered if anyone saw me get on his motorcycle. If not, I could pretend that it never happened.

      Hopefully, he was renting that cabin and only in town for a short time. Soon, he'd be gone, and I wouldn't have to worry about running into him. I just had to get through dinner tonight with my family, and then I could go back to pretending that nothing had changed. I was still the good girl, the one who did what was expected.

      But why did being bad feel so good? Had I been missing out all those years? I'd always secretly admired people who bucked their parents' expectations, who moved far away and had experiences very different from what anyone wanted for them.

      My sole act of rebellion was one hot guy on a motorcycle. I supposed it was a safe one. Nothing bad could come from it, and I'd never have to see him again. No awkward morning after, no expectations, and certainly no hopes of commitment or marriage. I'd already been in a long-term relationship and found it lacking. Love faded over time. There was no guarantee that anything would last.

      At one time, I thought the natural next step in my relationship with Andrew was to get married and have kids. But he'd never wanted that, or at least that was what he'd said to me when I finally got the courage to ask.

      It had been a blow, one I hadn't been expecting, but I was proud of myself for walking away. I'd already wasted six years with a man who had no intentions of ever committing. And now I wasn't sure what I wanted.

      I just

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/image-30-off-image-jul-4-2026-08_12_23-am.jpg
The Sterling

LEA COLL

LEA COLL





OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png





OEBPS/images/cabin-image-jun-29-2026-06_58_34-am.jpg





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Table of Contents
      


      		
        Find Your Next Small Town Escape
      


      		
        Binge read the mountain brothers series.
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Find Your Next Small Town Escape
      


      		
        Books by Lea Coll
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Copyright


      		Table of Contents


      		Find Your Next Small Town Escape


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


OEBPS/images/jon-ecover-copy.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

LEA COLL





OEBPS/images/jon-title-author-blk.jpg
ST

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR





