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  Introduction

Reckless Lovers


Three couples. Three bold choices. Three love stories that prove the heart wants what it wants—no matter the consequences. 

Return to Clare, where the community is tight-knit, the gossip travels fast, and love demands courage from those willing to break the rules.

PART-TIME LOVERS
Yvonne McDonald is done being Nolan Penrith's dirty little secret. Now that his reality TV stint is over, the arrogant farmer thinks he can waltz back into her bed? Not a chance. She's a divorced mum with two boys and zero patience for a man who's ashamed to be seen with her. But Nolan's determined to prove he's changed—and his brand of persuasion involves the kind of raunchy reconciliation that makes her forget why she was angry in the first place.

ENEMY LOVERS
Dallas O'Grady knows better than to stop for a Drummond. Their families have been feuding for generations, and nothing good can come from getting tangled up with Laura Drummond—no matter how tempting her curves or sharp her wit. When a storm strands them together, one reckless night ignites a passion that defies everything they've been raised to believe. But the feud isn't finished with them yet.

MAVERICK LOVERS
Christina Kingston's life is falling apart. Her friends have moved on, her career is stalling, and she's battling the black dog of depression. When she reconnects with childhood friend Gabriel on Waiheke Island, she finds an unexpected lifeline—and an undeniable attraction. But Gabriel comes with a complication named Aidan, and Christina must decide if she's brave enough to embrace an unconventional love that breaks all the rules.

Three steamy contemporary romances featuring:

★ Enemies to lovers (the feuding families kind)
★ Second chance romance with a stubborn farmer
★ A love triangle that becomes something more
★ Single mum finding her worth
★ Forbidden attraction across enemy lines
★ Dominant heroes who know what they want
★ Reality TV aftermath
★ MMF romance with guaranteed HEA
★ Finding light in the darkness
★ Meddling families and small-town gossip
★ New Zealand charm from Clare to Waiheke Island
★ HEAs guaranteed
★ Perfect for fans of Claire Kingsley, Melanie Harlow, and Adriana Locke
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  Dedication


For Paul, my partner in crime and fellow adventurer.
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  Introduction




Now that Nolan Penrith is finished with the Farmer Seeks a Wife reality show, he’s ready to get back to the farm and a normal life free of publicity. Normal also means resuming his relationship with divorced, solo mother Yvonne McDonald.

Except she seems determined to resist any talk of reconciliation. On to plan B: woo her to his way of thinking. And if persuasion includes plenty of raunchy sex, he’s ready to man up.

Yvonne might still have feelings for Nolan, but she resents the way he expects to pick up right where they left off. Still, she’s a healthy woman with a body that—damn it—melts for him, so maybe she can twist this situation to suit her needs. 

All she needs to do is hold her heart out of reach, hold her head high, and enjoy his brand of lusty sex without a care in the world. Easy-peasy. At least until her plan gets a little kink in it…

Warning: Contains hot country loving between an arrogant, sexy farmer and a woman on a mission who intends to prick his confidence and slap him down—her way!






  
  Chapter One


Lord, her feet hurt. 
Yvonne McDonald thumped the spent coffee grounds into her bin and started making a soy latte and two flat whites. While the coffee dribbled into cups, she filled a teapot with peppermint tea leaves and poured over boiling water. She tried not to think about her cozy sheepskin slippers waiting for her at home.
The Clare town festival to celebrate the New Zealand spring was great in theory. Aunt Gina was cackling gleefully about their bumper takings this week, but they needed someone stationed at the door to draft customers into their bookstore café in manageable groups rather than massive herds. A set of the mobile yards the local farmers used for their cattle would do the job.
The bell over the door dinged a cheerful welcome. Yvonne didn’t bother to glance up since they’d hired two students to help. The two teenage girls could do the smiling thing. She bashed her bell to signal order up.
“My feet hurt.” Kelsey loaded her tray with the coffee, tea and a plate of fresh scones, jam and clotted cream.
“We need to hit Gina up for spa visits,” Yvonne said, almost moaning at the decadent thought. What she wouldn’t give for a man to greet her at home. Never mind the hot sex. She’d settle for a foot rub.
A flood of whispers stormed the café. Stray words struck Yvonne like bullets. Farmer. Reality show. Susan. Nolan.
“Yvonne.” The familiar masculine voice hurled her into the past…
A dark bedroom.
Naked bodies sliding together.
Mind-zapping touches.
Pleasure storming her body, culminating in sweet, sweet bliss.
Stellar sex. Superior and awesome and stellar sex.
Another word bullet hit, and her head jerked up at the repeat of her name.
Nolan.
Damn, the man.
Her gaze settled, and irritation punched her in the chest, stealing her ability to breathe for a few seconds. She glared at Nolan Penrith, the bane of her life. Tall and lean from hard physical farm work, he was a male in his prime. His light brown hair—currently full of blond streaks from a fortnight of spring sunshine—needed a cut but he suited the unruly curls. His brown eyes sparkled with open admiration as he stared at her, and his sensual lips curved upward in a smile of greeting.
This acknowledgment with the underpinning of lust was a new development, and the hair lifted at the back of her neck in a silent warning to take care.
She directed her scowl away from his tempting smile and started to build the next order. A skim milk latte and a hot chocolate. Her disobedient mind refused to focus and like a rambunctious child, darted back to thoughts of sexy Nolan.
The man owned a farm on the outskirts of Clare and recently he’d brought fame and notoriety to the country town when he took part in the reality show Farmer Seeks a Wife. The minute he’d started dating women from the show, their…fling—the best description for their relationship—ended.
Kaput. A full stop on her sex life.
Yvonne frothed a jug of milk, the hiss and whir of the coffee machine overly loud and rubbing her nerves raw. The café section of the bookshop had become library quiet, but she didn’t intend to glance up to see why.
She. Would. Not.
She sucked in a deep breath, tried to ignore the zing of sensual awareness tugging her breasts, the tremor of her hand guiding the coffee machine, the clamp of invisible hands constricting her ribs. She brushed off her hormones’ celebratory rumba.
“Yvonne.”
Cursing under her breath, she gave up the fight. She tore her gaze from the steaming milk and glowered at the man. “Nolan, what can I get you today?”
“I’m here to ask you to dinner,” he said in a husky, jump-in-bed-with-me-now voice. “Tonight.”
Yvonne’s mouth dropped open. Shock kicked her square in the solar plexus while irritation charged like a mad bull seconds later. “You have got to be kidding me.”
Her voice emerged in a high-pitch shriek, the register of her tone reminding of her of a squeaky cartoon character. The customers in the café were pin-drop quiet now, entertained by the impromptu Nolan and The Dumped Girlfriend show.
Nolan straightened, his good humor visibly cooling. He shot a glance to his left, one to his right. “No. I’m asking you on a date. If tonight doesn’t work, we can try another night.”
“You’ve treated me like a dirty secret,” she snapped. “And I don’t need your mother’s shrewish attention focused on me again.”
The man had rocks in his head if he thought she’d come running after his behavior. And the way his witch mother had flown around town on her broomstick to spread rumors about Yvonne’s morals. Bah. Elizabeth Penrith might consider herself Clare royalty, but that didn’t give her the right to treat people like crap for not measuring up to her lofty standards.
“Our dating has nothing to do with my mother. Look, we can’t discuss this here. The café is too busy. I’ll see you later at your place.”
The bell tinkled as someone left the café.
Yvonne didn’t blink. “I’m not a disposable commodity for you to discard then pick up when you have no better offers. I’m tired, my feet hurt and all I want to do is go to bed.” Her good-for-nothing husband had left her and walked away with another man. Nolan had searched for a wife elsewhere. The third time was not a charm.
“You tell him, love,” an elderly woman called from her table over by the magazine stand.
“Make him grovel,” another woman shouted out her advice.
“Don’t throw him away,” a teenage girl called. “Give him a chance, or better yet, toss him my way.”
“Make him work for you. He should apologize.” Elderly Mrs. Wright added her two cents in a deep voice.
Yvonne felt heat rise up her neck to take residence in her cheeks and gave silent thanks to her Māori grandmother. Not many people would notice her discomfort.
“Tonight,” Nolan repeated in a firm voice. He turned to face the café patrons and bowed from the waist, straightened and strode from the café. The doorbell tinkled for long moments then silence fell—a long one in which everyone studied Yvonne.
Ignoring the weight of stares, she focused on her coffee art. Once she’d completed her design on the top of her latte, she set the coffee on the counter. “Order up!”

      [image: ]Nolan strode down the main street of Clare, past the florist, a menswear shop, an ice cream parlor and a store specializing in jeans. Everyone he passed stopped to stare, and he bit back a snarl of frustration. Now that filming on the reality show was over he’d hoped his life would settle into normal routine.
No such luck.
“Nolan. Nolan! Wait for me.”
Nolan halted outside a real estate agent’s office and waited for his mother.
“Lorna Wright told me you asked that woman for a date. In front of everyone.” She started her lecture before they’d traded greetings. “How could you embarrass me like that? You need a wife of good moral character. I know several single women who are suitable.”
“Stop,” Nolan snapped. “Listen, because this is the last time I’m going to say this.” He nailed his mother with a hard expression. “You will stop interfering in my private life. You will stop spreading gossip about Yvonne.”
“I—”
“You will stop judging her, belittling her in front of other people.”
“But she made you look stupid in front of the café customers. People are still speculating about the kinkiness you alluded to on TV. You must keep your head down.”
After his recent behavior, Yvonne was due a few digs. “Nothing to do with you,” he said, his tone uncompromising. “Leave Yvonne alone. Have I made myself clear?”
“But she has children,” his mother said, furrowing her brow.
“So?”
“Someone else is the father. You don’t want to bring up another man’s children.”
Fury jerked his shoulders straight. “I’m not you, Mother.” His mother might treat Tyler, Nolan’s younger brother, like crap because their father chose to have an affair. Nolan didn’t intend to cast the father’s sins on Yvonne’s sons. He wasn’t his mother.
His mother sniffed. “They’re little hellions.”
They were healthy boys who enjoyed rough and tumble play. “Stay away from them, and stay away from Yvonne. If I hear one more rumor, one more word from you about Yvonne or her children, I’ll spread gossip of my own.”
His mother gasped and her pompous air switched into disbelief. Some of the indignant color fled her face. “You wouldn’t.”
“Try me.” Rumors and gossip were already circulating after his father moved out of the family home. “A few more juicy tidbits will add a pinch of spice.”
Mother and son gazed at each other for an extended moment. His mother broke their visual connection.
“Very well,” she snapped. “You make your own bed and lie in it. Just don’t come running to me when the bed leg breaks.” She swiveled and marched two doors down to the second café in Clare—the one she and her pals frequented.
Nolan noted the interest from passersby and huffed out a sigh. It was his mother’s fault he’d gained notoriety in the first place. She’d sent off his application to the damn reality show.
He dodged a group of women who were pawing through a rack of clothes outside a ladies wear shop. A sale, the sign said. He hastened his pace. The glow in their eyes, their fervor served as a warning to any male with common sense.
Clear of danger, his mind headed back to his immediate problem. Yvonne.
He hadn’t expected her to act with such hostility. He’d thought she’d understood he wasn’t interested in the women on the reality show. Damn, the female sex was confusing.
Tonight he’d explain everything, tell her he wanted her, tell her he didn’t need any other woman, tell her the two of them were in a relationship.
Together, they had a future.

      [image: ]Yvonne picked up her sons from the babysitter and drove down the busy streets to her small rented home, not far from Clare school. The recent reality show had put the town on the map, as had the news the show’s producer intended to film again in the town.
A white compact cut in front of her and slowed rapidly.
She slammed on the brakes, her seatbelt stopping her from flying into the windshield. “Idiot!”
“Mummy called the man a mean name,” David said from the rear seat.
Yvonne turned to check on David, her four-year-old, and Michael, her six-year-old. “Okay?”
“Can we have a puppy?” Michael asked, his earnest gray-blue eyes a mirror image of her own. His curly black hair, pale skin and slim build came from his father.
David took after her with light brown hair and an olive complexion. “Oh, yes.” His brown eyes sparkled with enthusiasm. “We’d like a puppy.”
“I don’t think so. A puppy would get lonely while you’re at school and kindergarten. They don’t allow dogs,” she said, forestalling their next logical argument. Her sons were the only good thing to come from her marriage.
The driver behind her honked his horn, and Yvonne muttered under her breath. While the surge of visitors helped local retailers, today the strangers and their aggressive driving were working her last nerve.
At home, she started dinner preparations and organized bath time, put on a load of washing and directed the boys to do a little tidying. She pushed thoughts of aching feet into the far recesses of her mind. Once the pasta was cooked, she poured over her meat sauce. It was full of disguised vegetables in the form of grated carrots and zucchini and diced tomatoes, so she was glad to see the boys eat with enthusiasm. One less battle to wage.
An hour later, with the boys in bed, she poured herself a glass of wine and collapsed on the sofa. She wriggled her toes. Sheer bliss. Then the doorbell rang. Yvonne groaned and pushed herself to her feet.
A few seconds later, she yanked the door open, her scowl deepening when she identified her caller. “What are you doing here?”
“I told you I was going to stop by.”
Yvonne stood firm in the doorway. “I don’t suppose you’d go away?”
“No.”
Yvonne let out a heavy sigh and limped down the passage. She took a right into the lounge and lectured herself sternly. Don’t touch. Keep your hands to yourself. He’ll hurt you again. Her trepidation sailed close to panic. Why had he come when she’d told him so clearly to stay the heck away?
She hesitated, glanced at the couch. No. No sitting. She didn’t want him to get comfortable. She picked up her glass of wine and took a swig. The chair called to her throbbing feet. She ignored her aches and pains, the siren lure of comfort.
“Are you going to offer me a drink?”
“I don’t have any beer. I used the beer you left in my fridge to make bread.” Satisfaction tinged her words, the petty act still giving her pleasure.
His eyes glittered with amusement, and her hands curled to fists. The man stood on boggy ground. She was in the perfect mood to commit physical violence.
“Is there more wine?”
Ingrained manners had her stepping toward the door before her brain registered the act. Bother. She came to an abrupt halt, briefly thought about freeing the sharp words tickling her tongue, then continued to the kitchen. It wouldn’t hurt to regroup.
The creak of the floorboards behind her straightened her shoulders and made her last steps to the kitchen self-conscious and jerky. Drat the man. Her hands were unsteady—again—as she retrieved a wine glass from the cupboard. The show of nerves continued when she poured the wine, drops of liquid sloshing on the counter before she regained control.
“Do I make you nervous?”
“You piss me off,” she snapped. “I don’t understand why you’re here when I’ve made it clear we’re over.”
He propped his hip against the counter and studied her closely—until she felt like a creepy-crawly laid out on a microscope slide. She thrust the glass of wine at him and finally, finally, he released her from his gaze. “We’re not over. I want you as much as I always have, and if you’re honest, you want me too. Yvonne, we’re good together.”
Yeah, yeah. Her marriage had been agreeable at the start—pleasant and enjoyable even—but look how that had turned out. Not that she was bitter or anything.
“Yet you decided to publically search for a wife on a reality show,” she said sweetly. “And when we were seeing each other, you’d come here, stay long enough to get your rocks off and sneak out again. I was a convenience.”
“We’re good together,” he repeated, pinning her with his determined gaze.
“We fucked,” she said with brutal intent. “We scratched an itch. I don’t want that again. I refuse to sneak around. When I start dating again it will be with a man who doesn’t act as if he’s ashamed to take me out in public, a man who likes my children, a man who’ll rub my feet at the end of a busy day. Damn.”
Angry at herself for thinking of her ex-husband and for having to deal with Nolan, she limped back to the lounge and dropped into her favorite easy chair with a loud sigh. A man—this man—wasn’t worth the aggravation of aching arches. Gingerly, she lifted her feet and placed them on the matching footstool. She closed her eyes.
Ah, the simple things in life.
“Why didn’t you say you were exhausted?”
His harsh voice, right next to her ear, made every muscle stiffen. Her eyes snapped open. “I thought it would be obvious to anyone with half a brain. It’s been a busy week.”
“Look, I know I’ve screwed up, but I didn’t apply to the reality show. My mother did, and by the time I realized, it was too late to pull out. My grandmother persuaded me it would be good for Clare, gain us some publicity, and I decided to play my mother and teach her a lesson, which is why I picked Susan. I like Susan. She’s great, but she’ll make me a much better sister-in-law.”
“So it’s true? Tyler and Susan are getting married?”
“Yeah.” Nolan smiled—a wide and genuine smile that grabbed every one of her female hormones and embraced them tightly. Her fingernails bit into the flesh of her thigh to halt her impulse to touch.
“That’s…ah…nice,” she finished.
“My mother thinks she can direct my life,” Nolan said. “I guess you’ve heard my father has moved in with me.”
“Yes.”
“Tyler and I learned a few other things recently. We’re half-brothers.”
“Is that why your mother is always so horrid to Tyler?” Yvonne asked, curious despite herself.
“Yeah. Look, I don’t want to talk about my parents. I want to make things right between us. I care about you, Yvonne.”
Yvonne blinked to break their connection. She reached for her wine and ran her finger around the rim. “I have my sons to worry about. My aunt needs me. I…you hurt me, Nolan. I’m sorry, but I don’t have the energy for a relationship. Not with you.” The truth—she still hurt. Every time she’d heard gossip about that stupid reality show it had felt like dull knives ripping through her flesh. She wasn’t dumb enough to put herself through the same pain again.
Nolan was silent for a long time. “I understand. Can—could we be friends?”
Her heart did a rapid dance, a victory bop against her ribs. Yvonne forced her brain to do the talking. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”
“Because we’re more than friends?”
“No,” she blurted. Oh, Yvonne. Too quick. She risked a glance at him and her heart did another crazy Snoopy dance.
A slow, very sexy smile spread across his lips, stealing her breath, filling her with longing. “What’s that saying about the lady protesting too much?”
Yvonne squared her shoulders and prepared to lie.
“Would you like a foot rub?”
“What?” Aware she was gaping, she snapped her mouth shut.
Nolan lifted her legs and sat on the footstool. Bemused, she let him arrange her feet on his hard thighs. She swallowed, struggling with what to do, how to react. He plucked off her sheepskin slippers and dropped them on the floor.
“I don’t think— Ah!” Her moan of pleasure reverberated through the lounge, accompanied by his soft laugh. Those talented fingers of his pushed and stroked, used pressure on the arch until every muscle in her body relaxed. He started on her other foot, and her head told her she’d be stupid to send him packing at this particular moment. Half an hour of foot rubbing and then she’d kick him to the curb.
“Is the bookstore still closed on Sundays?” he asked.
“No, but I don’t work on Sundays.” And she’d trained three local high school students who covered for her on Saturdays. She’d wanted to spend time with her boys, do normal things like watch Michael’s rugby games and take the boys to the beach. Sometimes she managed to talk Gina into going with them, and they made a real family day of the outing.
“The local agricultural day is next week. Would you and the boys like to come with me? Dad is taking care of the stock entered in the show. I’ll probably check in with him to see if he needs anything, but other than that, I have a free day. When Tyler and I were kids we used to look forward to the show. Tyler and Susan are going. We could have lunch with them. What do you say?”
“No, I don’t think that’s a good idea.”
“The boys would love the rides.”
Their friends were attending, and Michael had already started his pleas. Her heart overruled her head, and she wavered. “Are you willing to go on the dodgems and some of the other rides?” Yvonne loved the rides but found it difficult to supervise both her boys.
His eyes gleamed as he scented success. “Count on it.”
Yvonne frowned, the grimace smoothing out when he started rubbing her foot again. A sound close to a purr rumbled from her throat. Her boys would love a day out with masculine attention. “Tyler and Susan will be there?”
“With Katey,” he said, referring to his young niece. “Probably Josie and Eric as well.”
Josie and Eric were Tyler’s in-laws. They’d recently sold their farm and intended to move north to Auckland. Yvonne liked them both very much.
“All right,” she said finally. “Where should we meet you?”
“I’ll pick you up,” he said. “The show starts at ten, but could you be ready at nine thirty? That’ll give me time to swap the car seats over into my vehicle and check in with Dad at the show. Would Gina like to come with us?”
“She’s going with a group of her friends,” Yvonne said while her mind struggled with the changes in him since their last private meeting. The Nolan back then wouldn’t have known of the existence of car seats, let alone considered the time needed to swap them from vehicle to vehicle.
“Do you want to watch a movie?” he asked.
“Okay,” Yvonne said, perplexed by this change in him. In the past, he’d slunk into her house and dragged her off to bed. An hour later, he’d left. No chit chat. No cuddles. No soft words. Nothing but an empty bed and the sense of ill-use.
“What do you want to watch?”
Inspiration struck. “I taped one of my favorite movies last week and haven’t had time to watch it. Romancing the Stone,” she said, watching him closely.
“Do you want a top-up of wine before I start the movie?” The man hadn’t even flinched.
“Sure,” Yvonne said. “I’ll get—”
“No,” he said, staying her with a gentle hand. “You wait there while I get the wine.” He plucked her glass from her hand and strode from the room.
Yvonne studied the curve of his butt, which was faithfully outlined in a pair of well-worn jeans. When he disappeared from sight, she blinked, her heart thumping hard. She wasn’t ogling. No, she wasn’t. It was merely feminine appreciation of a nice, tight backside.
Thoughts of an earlier conversation with Gina popped into her head. They’d discussed body language, and Gina had quoted from the book she was currently reading.
“‘Women like men with broad shoulders and muscled arms, men with long, strong legs because we need them to provide food for us. We look for men with small, tight butts because that means they have good forward propulsion and are able to direct sperm and make lots of babies.’”
Yvonne shuddered. Nolan bore all the necessities, according to Gina’s book, and especially the ability to pass on his sperm with excellent forward thrust. A shiver of heat dispersed through her body, frisking her pleasure points on the way to converge in an achy awareness between her thighs. She shifted her weight. It didn’t ease her tension.
The movie, she thought, glancing around the room for the remote control. Concentrate on something else.
Nolan arrived back with their wine before she managed to struggle from the chair. “Stay,” he said, handing her a glass. “I’ll sort it out.”
In his usual capable way, he had the television on and the movie queued to start. “One more thing,” he said. “Hold on to your glass.”
Before she could form a question, he scooped her off her chair and resettled her on the couch. He plopped beside her, and slung his right arm around her shoulders. She stiffened and knew he must have felt the strain of her muscles, but he merely picked up the remote and hit start. The opening credits began and soon Joan Wilder filled the screen. The actress was crying while writing the final words of her novel.
Every rapid breath Yvonne took filled her nostrils with his scent. Masculine with a hint of herb. Not aftershave, but the more subtle aroma of soap or a body wash.
“Relax,” he whispered against her ear.
Easy for him to say. A romantic chick flick suddenly struck her as a poor choice of movie. Too much incentive to ponder hot and heavy thrusts. Yvonne sucked in a large breath and let it ease out in steady increments. The man wasn’t trying to cop a feel or seduce her in any way. All he was doing was a little cuddling while he watched the movie.
Meantime, her thoughts took a corner onto a different street altogether. She thought about more forward thrusting of the naked, kinky kind, and the reaction spread through her body. The ache in her pussy grew, arousal dampening her panties. Thank goodness she knew this movie well and didn’t need to pay attention. She drank more wine and stared at the screen.
Nolan might have rubbed her feet and talked her into an outing for the coming weekend. No way in hell did she intend to add the reality of forward thrusting to her crimes.






  
  Chapter Two


“I miss sex.” Yvonne handed her friend Carol a caramel latte and propped her butt against the counter while she stared moodily out the front window of Carol’s flower shop. For once, not even the sweet scent of erlicheer and the sight of bunches of tulips, standing like soldiers on parade in their containers, cheered her. 
Carol’s brown eyes twinkled from beneath a fringe that badly needed a trim. “I suppose we could give up on men and have sex together.”
Yvonne flashed a broad grin at her friend. “Thanks for the offer, sweetie, but I like the working parts of a man. They might look weird face-to-face but I miss touching them.”
“Well if it’s just touching you want, I’m sure there are any number of Clare men who’d volunteer their man bits for you to grope.”
“Ha!” Yvonne sipped her coffee and frowned out the window when she saw four women enter the bookstore. She crossed her fingers. If any more people entered the café, she’d need to end her break early. This time of the morning, after the breakfast trade, there was normally a lull. “I miss sex with Nolan.”
“We put a hex on his male parts. We made gingerbread men and poked skewers in his likeness, remember? His tools don’t work any longer.”
Yvonne sighed. “I know. He came into the store yesterday and asked me for a date in front of everyone. I basically told him where to go, but he arrived at the house last night after I’d put the boys to bed.” She heaved out another hard breath. “He rubbed my feet and watched a movie with me. Romancing the Stone.”
Carol’s eyes widened. “Without complaining?”
Yvonne nodded. “And he asked me and the boys to go to the agricultural show on Sunday.”
“Wow, sounds serious if he’s taking you out in public instead of sneaking around.”
“I don’t think I can do this dance again. He broke things off with me to do the show and pretty much ignored me. His mother doesn’t like me, and I don’t understand what’s going on with him now. He’s changed the rules.”
Carol set down her coffee, picked up a piece of greenery and deftly poked it into her spring arrangement. She stood back and circled the piece before giving a decisive nod. “What do you want? You didn’t like the sneaking around before.”
“I want…” Yvonne paused and wrinkled her nose while she considered the possibilities. “I want a friends with benefits arrangement. I want lots of kinky, hot sex without complications, but I refuse to turn into a dirty little secret again.”
“So preempt him. Before whatever he has in mind goes any further, spell out your rules. Tell him what you want instead of waiting for him to dick you around like he did last time.”
The door opened and an elderly gentleman stepped inside. He frowned down at his hay covered boots and halted on the mat. His checked shirt and mud-splattered jeans, along with the boots signaled his farmer occupation.
“Don’t mention dicks,” Yvonne muttered in a low voice. “I’m frustrated enough already.”
Carol barked out a single laugh before greeting her customer. “How can I help you, Mr. Rogers?”
“It’s my anniversary next week.” He produced a photo from his pocket and held it out. “Can you make my Martha a posy like the one in the photo?”
Carol took the photo and studied it. “Daisies. I can do that for you easily enough.”
While Carol discussed the order with her customer, Yvonne sipped her coffee and thought about sex and Nolan.
Friends with benefits.
That would be perfect. If she knew the rules going in, her heart would remain stanch instead of getting trampled beneath Nolan’s gumboots. Yeah. She’d tell him what she wanted when she wanted, and if he didn’t play by her rules he could find another tame woman to prime his man parts.

      [image: ]“I want sex,” Yvonne said the second Nolan entered her house. She shut the door with a firm click and turned to him, crowding into his personal space.
Bemused at the change in her attitude—her willingness—he took half a step back, and his spine connected with the wall. She kept coming until her breasts pressed against his chest and her hands curled around his biceps. His dick twitched with interest, and when her lips covered his, all his blood shot south, crowding into his cock in a pained rush.
Her kiss was skilled, familiar, her lips firm over his. Her tongue traced his bottom lip and danced across the seam in a bold demand for entrance. He, of course, didn’t have an ounce of argument in him—not with his cock directing proceedings. His hands skimmed down her back and settled on her lush arse. He pulled her tight to his hardness, his mind racing with fervent prayers of thanks.
God, it had been so long. This woman, she did it for him, and the months since they’d last been together told him he couldn’t—wouldn’t—settle for a replacement.
She was it.
He loved the taste of her, the look of her and her quick mind kept him entertained. Oh yeah. She was perfect for him, and he didn’t give a flying fuck what his mother thought. He was an adult, and this time he intended to go after his treasure.
Yvonne.
Yvonne’s boys.
A family.
His family.
She pulled out of the kiss, her harsh breathing telling of her arousal. “Let’s go to bed.”
Still in shock at her easy acquiescence, he trailed her like a friendly puppy, letting her tug him down the dark passage to her bedroom. Luckily for both of them, her boys were heavy sleepers. As much as Nolan enjoyed the boys’ company and their endless supply of questions, this night was for him and their mother.
In her bedroom, she flicked on one of the bedside lamps. A warm glow highlighted the double bed with its silver cover and the contrasting purple pillows. She tossed the fancy cushions on the floor and started shimmying out of her clothes.
Nolan stared, mesmerized by the unveiling of her body. The full breasts, the creamy milk-and-coffee skin that told of her Māori blood. So stunning. So pretty. A trim waist that didn’t show much evidence of the two babies she’d carried, the flare of her hips. Womanly hips that were perfect for him to grip while in the throes of passion. Her jeans hit the floor to reveal long legs. Her feet were big and she often complained about finding shoes to fit. He smiled at the bright red toenails. Sexy.
“Are you going to spend all night staring?” Her voice was a husky purr of objection. “I can always get out my vibrator.”
She was kinky fun in bed and game to try anything. They’d laughed a lot in this bed, and they’d had some risqué, seriously hot encounters.
Nolan started on his clothes, his eyes narrowed as he watched her feminine grace. She raised her arms in a lazy stretch, then freed her hair from its tight knot at the back of her neck. The brown locks fell halfway down her back.
Yvonne climbed onto the bed and parted her legs to reveal trimmed curls and pretty pink flesh. She’d shaved, and he stared at her folds and the glistening juices that already coated her skin. Her finger slid down to circle her clit. “Sex,” she said. “You remember how to do it?”
Nolan unzipped his jeans and yanked them down his legs. A swift curse rang out when he realized he still wore his leather boots. He did an ungainly, one-legged dance while he rectified the situation.
“You want to taste me, Nolan?”
“Yes,” he snapped, wondering when the hell he’d lost control of this encounter.
Naked—finally—he moved between her legs and boosted her higher with his hands beneath her arse. He settled in to feast, her sweet yet musky flavor bursting across his taste buds.
“Yes,” she said. “Suck my clit.” Her hands grabbed for his head, fastened on his ears and using them like handles, she tried to direct proceedings.
Grinning against her flesh, he used his tongue to circle the swollen bud, not giving her exactly what she wanted.
“Nolan.” She yanked his ears. Hard.
“Ow, woman.”
“Give me,” she demanded.
He swept his tongue over the straining bundle of nerves. Once. Twice.
Her hips canted upward, into the pressure of his mouth. She groaned, long and loud, her hips jerking with the force of her release. Nolan backed off on the direct stimulation, giving her just enough to draw out the orgasm.
Her lashes flickered, and she opened her eyes. Without warning, she twisted her body away. Her eyes gleamed when she met his gaze. “On the bed. Flat on your back.”
Nolan stared, part of him shocked. Who is this woman?
A sharp crack across the side of his buttock made him start, and this time he blinked.
“I believe I said I needed you flat on your back.”
Slowly, Nolan crawled up the bed and turned over. Immediately, he sought her gaze while wondering what the hell was going on. She’d hit him. His arse still tingled from the contact.
She studied his body, and he watched her do it. She smiled and leaned over to trace his lips with her fingertips. He sucked one fingertip inside his mouth, his lips working the single digit in a very sexual way.
A quick gasp escaped her, and she let him continue for a few seconds longer before pulling away. She explored his chest with her hands, and he sucked in his breath, his balls so hard he thought they might burst. But he forced himself not to move and let her continue to take the lead.
Her tongue flicked over a nipple. Back and forth she licked, worrying the flat disc until he shuddered. She ignored the other and moved down his body. Yes. She was going to touch him, put an end to the months of sexual drought. Instead, she blew a stream of warm air along the length of his dick, the final burst hitting the crown. Another tremor swept him as cool fingertips tugged his sac.
She pulled back, removing her touch almost as soon as she’d started. He was about to object, but swallowed his complaints when she retrieved a box of condoms. She ripped one foil packet open and sheathed his cock in a quick, efficient manner.
He started to move, but she stilled him with a hand on his hip. She straddled his body and guided his cock to her entrance, pushing down a fraction until her scalding hot pussy choked the head of his dick. It was the best of times and the worst of times…
What the fuck?
She’d scrambled his brain. Yeah, his recent abstinence had shorted something. Why else would he mentally quote some long dead writer in the middle of getting laid?
He gave himself an invisible head slap—an intellectual kick start.
Yvonne took a fraction more of his cock.
Oh, yeah. “God, Yvonne. Take me deeper, please.” He eyed her breasts. “Lean over so I can suck your tits.”
She gave a breathless laugh and sank down an increment more. He groaned and his hips rose. He surged deeper into her heat, and it felt so bloody good he thought he might explode.
“You feel good inside me,” Yvonne said. “You fill me, make me ache. I want to go slow, but it’s sooooo hard.”
Nolan didn’t know if she was talking about his cock or her trouble going slow. Didn’t care. His hips rose in a hard thrust until he was embedded balls-deep in her moist heat.
Yvonne sat back on her haunches and wriggled around a little. Then, to his great relief, she started to ride him with a fast up and down. With her head thrown back and her breasts playing peek-a-boo in her hair, she was a real picture, a visual he’d certainly recall tomorrow during his work day.
Didn’t seem as though he was gonna get to taste her breasts, though. Later.
Part of him wanted to close his eyes to savor the current of pleasure swamping his senses. But Yvonne swaying above him was a sight to behold. He forced his eyes to remain open and watched her pull her bottom lip between her teeth, her long hair flowing around her shoulders. The scent of sex and arousal floated around them and combined with the lingering citrus of a furniture polish.
She slid her hand down to where their bodies joined and combined some finger action with her frantic up and down. Her breath hitched, and the vision and sensations were too much for Nolan. He came hard, his seed spurting from him in almost painful contractions. Her vagina pulsed around his dick, the tight grip extending the length of his orgasm. A cry of pleasure emerged from deep in her throat, gradually settling a humming note.
God, she was beautiful. Maybe not in the traditional sense, but when she smiled, or times like now, with the bloom of release flushing her skin, she was a stunner.
She leaned toward him and he drew her against his chest, wrapping his arms around her sweaty body. She sighed, and contentment filled him. He’d stupidly allowed his mother to maneuver him into the reality show. He’d hurt Yvonne, made her doubt him. His arms tightened momentarily before he caressed her back. She’d obviously forgiven him, and now they could move forward into the future.
Yvonne stirred, pushing back to clamber off him. She flashed him a grin, and he found himself responding in kind.
Nolan took care of the condom and held out his arms. “Come here.”
“What’s the time?”
Nolan glanced at his watch. “Almost nine.”
“Okay. My favorite TV show is on at nine-thirty. Thanks for the sex. It was great.”
“What?” Nolan was pretty sure his face wore a stunned expression.
Yvonne picked up his shirt and handed it to him. “We both needed sex. We had it. End of story.”
“But…but…” Good god. He was stuttering.
Yvonne thrust his boxer-briefs and jeans at him. “This new arrangement will work much better.”
“What arrangement?” His voice was faint, his brain juddering because he was missing his normal smooth gear changes.
“Friends with benefits,” she said. “Yes, I think this will work perfectly. Show yourself out. I don’t want to miss the start of my show.”
Nolan gaped after her. What the fuck?

      [image: ]Carol laughed until she cried, and Yvonne’s mouth twitched as she reached into her handbag for a packet of travel tissues. She passed them over to her friend and waved away the waitress with a quick nod of her head.
“We’d better decide what we want to order,” Yvonne said.
Still smirking, Carol picked up her menu and scanned the contents. “The scallops and salad,” she said decisively. “So you thanked him politely for the sex and ordered him to leave.”
Yvonne took a sip of white wine. “When he tried to talk to me before he left, I told him I’d ring when I felt the urge for more bedroom gymnastics.”
Carol leaned forward, her eyes big and bright. “You didn’t.”
“I also told him I’d ordered some new sex toys and some wonder cream that’s meant to do interesting things to a woman’s libido. I told him to make sure he got plenty of rest.” A gurgle of amusement rang out. “You should have seen the look on his face.”
“No!”
“Then, I turned my attention back to the historical costume drama and ignored him until he left.”
“Has he contacted you since?”
“No, but the agricultural day is tomorrow. I’m assuming he’ll still take me and the boys.”
“And if he doesn’t turn up?”
“I’ll take the boys myself and grab my best friend to help me control my two excited sons when they want to head in opposite directions.”
“Deal,” Carol said. “What’s your next move?”
“I want to keep him off-balance. I really did order some sex toys, so if he doesn’t take us to the show, I’ll give him a call in a couple of days and invite him over to help me test out my purchases.”
Carol cackled and dabbed at her eyes again. “I need to find a man, too, one that performs on demand.”
“Anyone in mind?”
“Not really. The new vet seems nice, but he already has a welcome party of single females in the surgery. My cousin works as receptionist-nurse and she said the domestic pets in Clare have mysteriously developed rare diseases and require immediate treatment. They’ve never been so busy.”
“Maybe someone interesting will arrive with the film crew doing the reality show about the Shakespeare sextuplets.”
“One can but hope,” Carol said in a prim tone.

      [image: ]Nolan spent the rest of the week mustering sheep and moving the flock down from the hill paddocks to prepare for early lambs. The weather forecast was good, which made him happy. While he arrived home dog-tired, he spent his nights twisting and turning, his mind replaying the last time he’d seen Yvonne.
He fed his three dogs, checked their water and walked to the house. He pushed open the rear door and pulled off his boots before he entered the kitchen.
She’d thanked him for the sex and dismissed him.
Now, the night before the start of their date, he wasn’t sure what to do. Did he turn up at Yvonne’s place as discussed?
Thanked him for sex. His snort echoed through the kitchen.
Samuel Penrith, his father, glanced up from where he sat and rose. “Didn’t think you’d ever finish. Want a beer and a shower before you eat?”
“A couple of the yearling heifers got out on the road.” Nolan shrugged. “They didn’t want to go back into their paddock.” Nolan opened the fridge and pulled out a beer. “I’ll grab a quick shower. I can smell myself and it isn’t pretty.”
In the bathroom, he stripped off his dirty clothes and stuffed them into a hamper. He’d need to put on a load of laundry later tonight.
The water took long minutes to run hot, but Nolan didn’t bother waiting. He took a quick sip of beer, set the can aside and stepped into the shower. Cold water cascaded over his shoulders and down his back, the temperature gradually heating and relieving some of the fatigue in his muscles.
Talk about a surprise. She’d mentioned next time and added a spiel about sex toys. He had to admit his mind hadn’t heard much past the sex toys. A woman couldn’t expect a man to process conversations when she lobbed verbal bombs. And kinky ones at that. He really liked that about Yvonne—sexually, she was a fireball.
Blood crowded his cock, and he ignored his erection. He grabbed the soap and started to wash with brisk, economical movements, thoughts of Yvonne swirling through his mind.
On Sunday, he’d go and pick up her and the boys, just as they’d arranged earlier. Yeah, he’d proceed as he’d planned and play the day by ear. He’d get her in private at some stage during the day and demand answers.
God, why would she thank him for sex anyway? They’d had sex before—quite a lot of it before he’d participated in the reality show. She’d never thanked him. He hadn’t given polite appreciation either. They’d had mutual respect, exhausting each other while they’d burned up the sheets. A couple of times they’d both fallen asleep and the boys had almost caught them together.
She hadn’t expressed her gratitude then. No, she’d woken him abruptly and kicked him out of her bed. Women.
God, they confused him.
Dressed and back in the kitchen, Nolan grabbed another beer. The scent of tomatoes and rich gravy filled the air, a hint of garlic and basil.
“I’ll serve dinner,” his father said, pulling a casserole dish out of the oven.
“Thanks for cooking,” Nolan said.
“I enjoy it,” his father said, surprising Nolan.
“You do?”
“Your mother would never let me in the kitchen. I thought about training to be a chef rather than following my father’s footsteps. My father had very firm ideas about the roles of men and women.”
“Yeah?” Nolan passed his father the warmed dinner plates. Since his father had moved out of the family home, they’d become closer. His father had bloomed—for want of a better word—since he’d split from Elizabeth. “Where did you get this recipe?”
“Looked it up on the net,” his father said as he dished up the mashed potato, boiled peas and some sort of casserole. “I like trying new things.”
Sure as hell beat coming in late and cooking for himself. “Are you going to try to make up with Mum?”
“It’s too late. I hate the way she drove Tyler away. I share the blame because I didn’t stand up to her. I’ll have to deal with the guilt for the rest of my life.”
“How are things with you and Tyler?”
“He’s wary, and I don’t blame him. Josie told me once the farm is sold all of them are moving to Auckland.”
“Tyler always preferred art to farming.”
“He takes after his mother,” his father said. “She had a passion for art.”
Cooking was a form of art, no matter what his father said. “You could always go up to Auckland for a holiday. There’s nothing to stop you visiting Tyler.” Nolan’s phone beeped to indicate an incoming message. He ignored it and continued working on his pile of mashed potato. “This is really good.”
“It’s a small way to pay back your support, son.” Samuel ate some of his own meal. “I don’t mind taking responsibility for the cooking and shopping. Beats tromping through the mud with my gammy leg.”
Nolan’s phone beeped again.
“Do you need to get that?”
“Later,” Nolan said. “I’ll help with the dishes.”
His father beamed. “I made apple crumble.”
It was almost two hours later when Nolan retired to his bedroom and set the alarm. His phone beeped and he plucked it from his pocket, hitting a button to illuminate the screen. Yvonne had sent him a text. Several texts.
R u ignoring my txts?
He scrolled down, his eyes widening when he read the other two texts and studied the attached photos. The first one showed a bright blue vibrator and something that looked like a butt plug. There were a couple of other items in the photo, which were difficult to identify. The message said, My sex toys arrived. We need to make a d8 2 try out.
Nolan scowled at his screen. So she could thank him again in that oh-so-polite tone. His hand fisted around his phone, and he had to force himself to unclench his fingers and check the next message.
Sat night, around 8? The attached photo showed deep cleavage, and immediately his cock went to half alert.
The woman was trying to kill him.
She’d changed, and he had no idea what to make of the sultry beauty who’d taken her place.
Nolan cleaned his teeth and shucked his clothes in preparation for bed. He turned his head to stare at his phone where he’d left it on the bedside cabinet. Ring her. Without a second thought, he picked up his cell and hit speed dial. Yvonne answered almost immediately.
“Hello.”
“It’s me,” he said gruffly. Had her voice always sounded so husky?
“Ah, I thought you’d decided to ignore me.”
“I was late getting in tonight. Dad and I were eating dinner.”
“How is he?”
“Fine.” He didn’t want to discuss his father or his parents’ failed marriage.
“I’m feeling naughty tonight. I’d ask you to come over, but we’ve both got an early morning tomorrow. You are still picking us up?”
“Yeah, nine thirty,” he confirmed, smothering a yawn. It had been a long day.
“Would you sleep better if I talked dirty to you?”
“What?”
She laughed softly. “What are you wearing?”
“Nothing.”
“Right,” she said briskly. “I want you to turn off your light and climb into bed. Get yourself comfortable and put your phone on speaker. Imagine I’m there with you, my lips on yours, my hands roaming your body.”
With her husky voice purring suggestive things in his ear, it didn’t take long for blood to race to his dick.
“Curl your hand around your cock, stroke it. That’s me,” she whispered. “Holding your steely strength with just the right amount of pressure.”
“Steely strength?” Amusement threaded his voice.
“Yes, that’s the way you always feel to me. Warm and hot and strong.”
Emotions curled through his chest. There was amusement and respect and caring, but along with those emotions came joy. Yvonne was…
“I take you in my mouth and rub over your crown with my tongue. You like this so much that pre-come is already beading at your slit.”
Yvonne was a siren sent to seduce him. Unbidden, he started to stroke himself, falling under her spell. He felt the tension riding his shoulders sink down his body to converge in his groin. His hand slid up and down, the initial dry strokes soon smoothed by pre-come.
“My tongue is stroking your sensitive underside each time I take you into my mouth. You can feel the heat of my mouth, the tight seal of my lips. When you look down at me—did I mention I’m kneeling at your feet?—the visual is as much a turn on as my mouth around your cock. You meet my gaze and hold it. Your legs are planted firm, but your breathing is fast. Your pretty eyes are glittering with passion. Your fingers thread through my hair—”
“Is it loose?” The silky drift of her hair against his skin never failed to get to him.
“You spear your fingers through my curls, holding my head in place, directing the way I suck you.”
Nolan’s balls tightened to the point where he knew that no matter how tired he was, he would come…or lie awake for the rest of the night.
“I’m taking you deep now, almost to the back of my throat and it’s absolutely perfect. I’m breathing through my nose and taking you easily. Feel the delicious slide against my tongue, the tight suction of my mouth.”
Oh yeah. He could feel it. Nolan closed his eyes and sank further into the fantasy, letting the low tone of Yvonne’s voice seduce. He worked his shaft with his callused hand, his fingers a tight vise.
“Your legs start to tremble and your breathing changes. I know you’re getting close. You’re talking to me, telling me I’m doing a good job and my mouth feels good. Wet and tight and perfect.”
Nolan hissed, wondering briefly why they hadn’t done this before. The thought swirled away, replaced by the tight pressure of impending climax. His muscles were tense, his balls pulled high and tight, his breathing hoarse. Excited.
“I add a swirl of my tongue, a different move than what I’ve been using. You groan.”
Nolan moaned on cue, so close to orgasm he wondered if his heart might gallop out of his chest. He continued the hard strokes, the pulls at his dick while he listened to Yvonne’s sexy purr.
“I take you extra deep and swallow around the tip of your throat. You hold my head tight so I can’t move. I don’t struggle and long moments later, you pull out and slide inside again. I swallow and with a roar, you come down my throat.”
Nolan’s climax burst from him at her demand—hard and painfully good—semen shooting over his palm and fingers. His heart hammered his ribs, the contractions of his cock taking a long time to subside.
“I manage to swallow most of your come and start to lick you clean, but you tell me you’re too sensitive and you need to sit before you fall because that was some supreme head.”
Nolan chuckled and used the corner of the sheet to wipe up the mess. Another item to add to the laundry tomorrow.
“You pull me up and kiss me, wiping a bit of come off the corner of my mouth.” She paused before continuing. “Sweet dreams, Nolan. We’ll continue this tomorrow night in my bedroom. You can have dinner with us after the agricultural show, and we’ll go from there. Sex toys optional.” Pure naughtiness wrapped around her tone before a click indicated she’d hung up.
“Damn,” he muttered. Score another to Yvonne, the sultry temptress. She was turning him inside out, pulling him off-balance. Nolan resettled in his lonely king-size bed. Part of him looked forward to tomorrow—the sudden challenge Yvonne had thrown into their game. The other part of him was bloody terrified.






  
  Chapter Three


Yvonne organized her sons, and by nine thirty David and Michael were waiting for Nolan to arrive, both boys constantly peering out the window and bouncing around in their excitement. 
The phone rang and she picked up, hoping it wasn’t Nolan to say he needed to change plans. Her boys would mutiny.
“Gina,” she said in relief when she heard her aunt’s greeting.
“I’ve packed a picnic basket for you,” her aunt said in a gruff voice. “Make sure you get Nolan to stop by to pick it up.”
“I was just going to grab some muffins and a few sandwiches,” Yvonne said.
“Don’t argue, Missy,” her aunt said in her forthright way.
Gina Muir might scare a lot of people with her blunt attitude, but Yvonne knew the woman hid a heart of gold beneath her no-nonsense exterior.
“Thank you. Are you sure you don’t want me to come back and relieve you?”
“It’ll be quiet. It was yesterday. I intend to close early, probably at two after lunch. That’s plenty of time for me to check out the displays in the Food Hall and meet with my friends. Enjoy your time off. You work too hard.”
Anyone else might have focused on the abrupt delivery. Yvonne heard the concern and caring and her heart swelled with love. Gina had been her savior after her marriage fell apart, offering a job and a new life, and Yvonne would never forget her aunt’s generosity.
A car sounded outside in the driveway.
“He’s here!” Michael shouted.
“Yahoo!” David hollered.
Both her sons ran for the door in a full-on race with thumping feet and yells of jubilation.
“Nolan has arrived,” Gina said, hearing the racket. “Don’t forget to stop by the store.”
“See you soon, and thanks.”
“No thanks necessary,” Gina said and hung up.
Yvonne picked up her handbag, plus jackets for herself and the boys. She walked through the open door and smiled at the way the boys gamboled around Nolan like playful puppies. He’d already started to transfer the car seats to his vehicle and was bent over while he fixed the first one in place.
“Good morning,” she said, letting her gaze rove over his jeans-clad butt. Very nice.
“Morning,” he said after he’d backed out of the car. He picked up the second car seat and had it fastened and secure in half the time it took her. “In you go, boys,” he said. “We have a show to attend.”
Yvonne grinned at the mad scramble, although part of her noted her sons’ hero-worship in concern. Michael and David had only met Nolan a few times, but he was a natural with them. They needed a man in their lives—not that she intended to settle. Nolan had already let her down once, and she wasn’t about to give him a chance to hurt her sons.
Nolan checked the boys were buckled in, then grinned at her and reached for her hand. He tugged her against his chest and started to kiss her before she could voice an objection about her boys’ presence. His hands stole up her back to hold her face in place while he ravaged her mouth. Lips, tongue, teeth. His entire arsenal of kissing experience came into play and every one of her objections died a quick death. She looped her arms around his neck and held on for the ride, pleasure setting off detonations throughout her body.
When he lifted his head, his breathing was rapid. She didn’t want to think about her reaction. He shifted his hands and tugged off her scrunchie. Her hair released from its tidy ponytail and danced in the soft breeze.
“Much better.” Nolan guided her to the passenger door and opened it for her. He gave her a swift tap on the butt of her jeans. “In you go. We have things to do.”
“He kissed you, Mummy,” Michael said.
“Why did he kiss you?” David asked.
Nolan slid into the driver’s seat. “I kissed your mummy because she’s my girlfriend.”
Damn and blast. “His grownup girlfriend,” Yvonne said hurriedly, after visions of phone calls from concerned mothers floated through her mind. Michael was a gregarious soul and made friends easily. Many of them were girls, and she didn’t want him scaring them with exuberant kisses. “You can’t kiss girls like that until you’re eighteen,” she added for clarification. She glowered at Nolan when he snorted out amusement.
“Your mother is right,” Nolan said as he backed out of the driveway. “You can’t do that until you’re eighteen.” He lowered his voice and slid her a sly look. “Lots of fringe benefits for an eighteen-year-old.”
Time for a change of subject. “Gina organized a picnic basket for us. We need to swing by and pick it up.”
At the show grounds, Nolan parked his vehicle in the competitors’ car park and placed a paper badge on the dash.
“No running off,” Yvonne said, turning to face her boys. “We need to go with Nolan to look at the animals first.”
“If you’re really good, we’ll go on the rides later this afternoon,” Nolan said.
The boys jumped up and down, and Yvonne smothered a grin. “You have to behave.”
“I’ll come back for the picnic basket later,” Nolan said.
Spring had arrived much earlier than normal this year, and Yvonne left their coats in the vehicle. She picked up her handbag and fell into step with Nolan. The boys ran ahead, arms outspread like plane wings.
“I enjoyed last night,” Nolan said.
Yvonne brushed a lock of hair off her face. “Did you sleep well?”
“I did.”
“My work is done,” Yvonne said.
Nolan checked on the boys. They were still running ahead, arms outstretched. “What sort of sex toys?”
Yvonne scanned their surroundings before answering. “I have a clit stimulator, a vibrator, a butt plug and some ben-wah balls.”
“We haven’t tried anal—” Nolan broke off when a group of elderly ladies climbed out of a newly arrived vehicle.
Nolan’s mother. Great. Just great. If Elizabeth said anything rude to her sons, Yvonne intended to deck the woman. And she wouldn’t pull her punches.
“Ah, Nolan,” Elizabeth Penrith said. “Good timing. We need help to carry our things to the Exhibition hall.”
“It will have to be quick,” Nolan said. “I have to help Dad with the cattle we’ve entered in the show.”
“Oh, good,” one of Elizabeth’s friends said, her stern face softened by gratitude.
“Michael. David.” Yvonne summoned the boys to her side.
“Excellent.” A third woman with tightly rolled blue curls handed Michael a small blue box. “Can you carry this for me, young man?”
“I don’t think—” Yvonne started.
“Nothing breakable,” the woman said. “Boys like to feel useful. It keeps them out of mischief.”
Yvonne knew her boys and wasn’t so sure.
Elizabeth threw visual daggers, and Yvonne ignored them, taking a box of assorted flowers, ribbons and fabric in her arms.
They followed the elderly ladies to a large hall. The cavernous room was abuzz with conversation when they entered, the scent of flowers and baked goods heavy on the air. Some of the displays had obviously been done the previous day. Elizabeth led Nolan, Yvonne and her boys to an area that was currently empty of entries.
“Is this a timed competition?” Yvonne asked the blue-haired lady. Mrs. Williams, she thought, dredging through her memory.
“Yes, and it’s always such fun. We have a short time to organize and start at ten.”
“Good luck, ladies.” Nolan casually snared David’s hand and stopped him from racing away down the aisle. His other arm, he slipped around Yvonne’s shoulders.
Yvonne almost chortled at the dried prune expression on Elizabeth Penrith’s face and cuddled into Nolan, presenting a family unit to anyone who glanced their way. Petty, yes, but she enjoyed it all the same.
Yvonne took charge of Michael, and they wove in and out of men and women carrying flowers, sponge cakes and boxes of jam and chutney.
“My mother has an unerring knack for popping out of the woodwork when sex toys are involved,” Nolan said, his voice casual as if he were discussing the weather. “We’ll lock the front door and the bedroom door tonight to be on the safe side.”
Yvonne croaked, a garbled sound that combined shock with laughter.
“Tyler’s here,” Nolan said, his pleasure at seeing his younger brother obvious. “And Susan.” He swung David up and onto his shoulders and increased his pace to the entrance of the building housing the cattle for show.
Yvonne followed more slowly, slivers of jealousy creeping stealthily into her heart. Susan from the reality show—the woman he’d picked from all the applicants. But he’d chosen her
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