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        Family is everything. The McCords love hard and protect fiercely.

      

      

      I hope you enjoy this series! It’s full of that small town feeling, angst, and most importantly, that happily ever after. You can always expect that from me. I am a sucker for a happy ending. But I also love to add a dose of angst, so don’t expect the journey to be easy. If you want to stay connected with me, make sure you sign up for my newsletter [image: love letter] HERE! I’d love for you to be a part of my news family!

      
        
        Much love & happy reading,

        Amanda Siegrist
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            ALWAYS KIND OF LOVE

          

          A MCCORD FAMILY NOVEL

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      I hope you enjoy book 4 in my McCord Family Novel series. This story is a bit shorter than the first three books, but that’s because it was a part of the Risking Everything: A Steamy Anthology of First Responders. We had a word count we had to adhere to. All proceeds went to the charity - the Stephen Siller Tunnel to Towers Foundation.

      

      You’ll also notice at the beginning of chapter 1 I have a writing prompt noted. That’s because the very first scene in Ethan’s point of view was written during one of my weekly flash fiction, something I loved to write every Friday!

      
        
        Happy reading!

        [image: heart suit] Much love, Amanda Siegrist
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          WRITING PROMPT ~ HEARTS AND SLOPPY KISSES…

        

      

    

    
      Do you really want to test me?

      That wasn't generally a question he was asked. And when it did pop up, as it had about five minutes ago, his immediate response was, “No way.”

      Ethan McCord wasn’t an idiot. He generally went with the flow. Not much upset him; he could usually find the humor in any situation. What was the point of getting upset? And, Deja, his sister-in-law, could skewer a person with one scorching look with her bright blue eyes. He never wanted to test that particular demon.

      So, when she asked him to stop by the office to pick up the paperwork she’d left sitting on her desk—and he hesitated—it prompted a stern gaze from her, and he automatically answered with, “Of course.”

      In reality, he just wanted to go home, relax, and have a beer. His last shift at work hadn’t been a good one. He’d slept all morning into the afternoon, trying to recover from yesterday’s grueling day.

      But Emmett, his brother, was working late, and Deja insisted she needed those papers before tomorrow, but she was cooking and couldn’t leave the house. Why she couldn’t ask Emmett, her husband, who would gladly swing by the office and pick it up, was beyond him.

      Sometimes it was easier to let it go. It wouldn’t take him more than twenty minutes out of his routine to grab her stuff. Then he could veg out in front of the TV with a cold one and decompress.

      Pulling into the parking lot where Emmett rented a building for his landscaping business, he parked right next to a small, red vehicle.

      Odd.

      It was late. Almost eight o’clock and all the businesses were closed for the day. No other vehicles should’ve been around.

      Of course, that wasn’t what he found odd.

      The car itself looked weirdly familiar. But he couldn’t pinpoint why.

      Shaking his head, afraid he was losing his mind from the tiring day, he got out of the truck, grabbed his spare key, and swiftly made an entrance.

      He didn’t bother turning on the lights since Deja said the stack of papers she needed would be sitting on the corner of her desk. Except when he walked the few steps from the front door to her desk, he didn’t see a damn thing.

      A clean desk. Obsessively clean. Nothing out of place. The computer was shut off. All the pens and pencils were sitting in a white cup next to the keyboard, a small notepad next to it. Nothing else littered the desk.

      Deja was a neat freak when it came to her workspace. She kept everything orderly and very organized. So if she said the papers would be on the corner of her desk, they should’ve been.

      Maybe she meant Emmett’s desk. He turned around and paused when he saw a splash of yellow light peeking out from underneath Emmett’s office door.

      Shit.

      Someone broke in.

      Probably the same someone who parked right in front of the building.

      Were they that dumb? Why would they park right in front of the building and break in?

      And how did they break in? The door was locked. No windows appeared to be broken.

      Plunk!

      Ethan took a step forward when he heard the muffled sound of something falling.

      He knew he should call the police, but he didn’t know how long the suspect had been in the building and they could walk out of the office at any moment. Better if he caught them off guard instead of the other way around.

      Shoving his keys in his pocket, he grabbed an umbrella from the cute umbrella holder Sophie, his cousin Austin’s wife, made out of old pieces of wood, then wrapped his hands around it with a tight grip. He might not be a cop, but he was a firefighter, and he could hold his own. The police department was right next to the fire department, and he worked out all the time with some of the other cops. He knew how to take down a suspect.

      He’d restrain the perp, then call the cops.

      Heart pounding a fraction, he grabbed the door handle and swung it open, the umbrella high in the air.

      The umbrella arched down.

      A scream rented the air.

      Then a hard object hit him squarely in the face, right in the cheek, almost hitting his left eye.

      “Shit.” The umbrella immediately fell from his hand as he covered his face with his arm.

      “Ethan?”

      He pressed the back of his hand lightly to his cheek, checking to see if he could feel any blood. Whatever it was that hit him had hit hard. He stared, dumbfounded, at the woman standing a few feet away.

      Well, damn.

      That’s why the red car looked familiar.

      And not in a good way.

      “Penelope.” Just saying her name sent a shiver rushing down his spine.

      “What are you doing here?”

      His brows rose in surprise, which in turn made him cringe from the ache in his cheek. “Me? What the hell are you doing here? How did you get in?”

      She pointed a long finger at him, her nails painted a bright, shiny red. “How did you get in here?”

      “With a key.” He patted his pocket, then reached up and rubbed his cheek. It hurt. He could honestly use that cold one right about now, and not to drink, but to press it against his wound.

      Her expression changed from confused anger to concerned worry in a flash. Within three large steps, she stood right in front of him and cupped his cheek and tilted his head.

      Like she had some right to touch him.

      “Oh, I’m so sorry. You startled me whipping open the door like that, and I threw the first thing in my reach.”

      Ethan tried to control his breathing with her soft hands on his face. Oh, the delicious memories of her hands on other parts of his body. He couldn’t stand the concern in her eyes—as if she actually cared. Averting his gaze, he caught sight of the object she threw at him. A paperweight in the shape of a baseball. Round and heavy.

      Damn heavy since his cheek still throbbed with pain.

      “It’s starting to bruise a little. Are you okay? Maybe I should take you to the hospital.”

      Enough of this. He didn’t want her fake concern.

      Steeling his spine, he found the strength to back away from her touch. He was surprised he hadn’t been able to when she’d first touched him. Her hands drifted off his cheek. And damn if it didn’t piss him off that he missed her touch immediately.

      “I’m fine. It doesn't hurt.”

      She rolled her eyes, then bent down and picked up the paperweight, setting it back on Emmett’s desk. “You’re a terrible liar.”

      Whatever. He wasn’t going to admit it hurt like hell.

      “What are you doing here? I’d like to know.”

      Her gaze narrowed on him like she was deciphering whether to continue to beat around the bush or tell him the truth. “My friend asked me to pick up some papers for her. Nothing nefarious going on. What are you doing here?”

      He was going to kill Deja slowly and painfully. He didn’t care that she was married to his brother, he didn’t care that he lived with her brother, Dare, and they’re the best of friends. None of that mattered because Deja set this up. Did she know that he and Penelope knew each other from high school? Or was she simply trying to play matchmaker?

      It was, unfortunately, something she and Sophie enjoyed doing the last four months since they both tied the knot, living in married bliss. They thought he and Dare needed to be just as happy. Well, more so Deja than Sophie if he had to guess. He was about fed up with all these little tricks and games they kept playing on him and Dare. By the annoyed look Dare always gave his sister, he was sick of it as well.

      “Same thing, apparently. The mysterious papers should’ve been on the desk out there,” Ethan said with a harsh tone, pointing a hand in the direction of Deja’s desk.

      Oh, man, he was trying so hard to keep his cool, to hold back his anger, because he didn’t get angry often. But seeing her…

      Penelope…

      It was too much to bear.

      Penelope’s eyes glanced toward the door, then back to him. “You know Deja?”

      Wow. Was she that clueless? He almost thought for a moment Penelope was in on the whole ordeal because she sure liked to play games in high school.

      Of course, he didn’t want to think about the past.

      “She’s married to Emmett.”

      Penelope’s mouth opened then closed, like a fish gulping for air. “I just moved in next door to her. I haven’t met her husband yet. I had no idea.”

      “Well, now you know.” And now he knew he wouldn’t be visiting Emmett as often as long as Penelope was their neighbor.

      “You’re still mad at me.” Her brows pleated in confusion, her eyes filling with pain. “I guess I made the right decision, then. It seems you still haven’t grown up.”

      “Oh, I grew up. I learned not to trust certain women. The kind who loves red and says shit they don’t really mean.”

      “That is⁠—”

      “I don’t want to hear it.” He shoved his hand in his pocket and pulled out his keys. “And do us both a favor and tell Deja that her little plan to get us together is a lost cause.”

      He slammed the office door on his way out just because he could. The sound reverberated around the tiny office.

      Penelope Justice.

      The only woman to ever capture his heart.

      The only woman to ever destroy his heart.

      Hearts and sloppy kisses…

      Some people say you never forget your first love.

      Well, Ethan worked hard every day to forget Penelope Justice even existed.
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        * * *

      

      Penelope drew in a deep breath and released it slowly in an attempt to regain her composure. She would not cry.

      Damn it. She wouldn’t.

      Crying for the past month had been enough tears for her. Did she have any left inside? And to spill tears over that arrogant, spiteful man-child wasn’t worth it. He didn’t deserve her tears.

      Looking around the office one more time to make sure she didn’t miss the papers, she let loose a heavy sigh.

      Ethan called the papers mysterious as if he knew something she didn’t.

      Like…

      Oh no.

      Deja wouldn’t do that to her. Would she?

      Try to set her up with some guy.

      Geez, they were friendly with each other. They chatted a few times when they’d happen to be checking their mail at the same time, but she wouldn’t necessarily call them friends. Like, real friends. Didn’t only real friends set each other up?

      Shutting off the lights, she locked the door and headed back home to find out what was going on. When she finally pulled into her driveway less than ten minutes later, her heart was racing a mile a minute.

      Gripping the steering wheel hard, she could feel her hands shaking. She took a few more deep breaths to calm herself down.

      Although tears weren’t on the verge this time, she could feel a panic attack threatening to surface. They didn’t happen too often, but in the past month, they happened more than she cared to admit.

      At first, she thought she was having a heart attack. Considering her father recently passed away from a heart attack, she didn’t think it was farfetched. Except, when she visited the doctor and explained her symptoms, they said it was more than likely a panic attack, not a heart attack.

      It had been so laughable she actually laughed at the doctor. Penelope Justice, all-star cheerleader, class president, and magna cum laude graduate from one of the most prestigious colleges in the country did not get panic attacks. Something she vehemently told the doctor. Of course, the doctor responded with a typical look she saw all the time by a few of her friends in college. The ones who always thought they were right about everything and arguing with them was pointless. She decided it wasn’t worth arguing with the doctor and thanked him for his time. She also took the information about how to reduce the likelihood of a panic attack and what may be causing it.

      But it was silly. Because she didn’t panic. She was the calmest person in the world.

      Seriously. Didn’t seeing Ethan McCord, the only man to ever destroy her heart, indicate she could remain calm? Of course, she could.

      She kept her composure the entire time she stood in the room with him. Even when he left, she kept her composure.

      She would not allow that man to bring her down again. No, thanks. She saw the pits of hell once, and she refused to visit it again.

      Breathing slowly, she let her heartbeat settle down to a comfortable pace, then relaxed her hands and removed them from the steering wheel.

      No big deal. She’d have a quick chat with Deja. Let her know, in no uncertain terms, that she did not want to be set up with another guy. She was so done with dating, and she definitely didn’t want to be set up with the asshole Ethan McCord.

      No way. Not a chance.

      As she exited her car and made her way across the lawn to Deja’s front door, she knew she was lying to herself. A bad habit she had obtained in the last few weeks, if not years.

      If he hadn’t stormed away, she would’ve asked him to grab a cup of coffee or dinner—anything to have a chance to catch up, talk to him. Maybe even rekindle what they once had.

      Obviously, that moment of insanity had been just that. Complete and utter insanity.

      Because Ethan McCord was the same childish, irresponsible man he was at the age of eighteen when they last parted ways.

      Nine years had not changed a thing.

      Knocking on the door with Deja’s key in her hand, she waited more impatiently than she liked. She could feel shivers wrack her body as the seconds ticked by.

      The door swung open.

      Luck was not on her side today.

      “Wow. Oh, hey. Umm…” Emmett looked at her, confused as if grappling to remember her name.

      “Penelope.”

      “Yeah, I knew that. I did.” He smiled.

      It did nothing to ease her anxiety.

      Ha!

      Maybe it was anxiety attacks, not panic attacks. She knew the doctor was an idiot. She did not have panic attacks. Although she didn’t get anxious very often either. She didn’t even want to say she had anxiety attacks.

      There was nothing wrong with her. At all.

      “Did Ethan call you?”

      Emmett’s eyebrows rose. “He did not. Was he supposed to? Are you two⁠—”

      “Absolutely not. He’s a man-child, and I don’t have time for someone like that.” Penelope held out her hand. “I’m returning Deja’s key. Please tell her I did not see the papers she was talking about, so I come here empty-handed besides the key.”

      Emmett nodded. “Right. Gotcha.” He took the key from her. “Why don’t I grab Deja and you two can have a chat?”

      “That’s not…” Her words trailed off as Emmett walked away before she could get her full sentence out.

      The entire evening was turning into the worst night ever. Could it get much worse?

      Deja approached the open door with an apologetic look on her face. Then a bright smile appeared as if that would butter her up or something. She only wanted to go home, pour a glass of wine, and unwind from the hectic day.

      “Did your husband tell you anything?”

      Deja looked surprised. Probably because of the attitude in her tone that she couldn’t manage to hide. “Only that you were at the door and returning my key. He looked puzzled but didn’t say anything else. Is everything okay?”

      She sighed heavily. “Please tell me you didn’t try to set me up with some guy. I didn’t find your mysterious papers.”

      Sure, she mimicked Ethan’s words, but it was true. Where were these papers Deja wanted?

      The guilty look on Deja’s face said everything.

      “He’s a great guy. I promise. I didn’t mean any harm in it. My friend Ava is rubbing off on me because I can’t stop meddling in Emmett’s brother’s life and my own brother.” Deja widened her smile as if that would help her case. “I like you, Penelope. I think you’re wonderful, and I want to see my brother-in-law Ethan with someone I like. Because I’ll be honest, I’m not a fan of most of the women he dates.”

      Penelope lost all pretenses, not that she had much to begin with when she knocked on the door. She didn’t smile. She didn’t grin. She didn’t give a small laugh. If anything, she gave the meanest look she owned.

      “He is not a great guy, and he is the last man on Earth that I would ever want to be with. Trust me when I say he feels the same about me.”

      Wow. She just told a bald-faced lie.

      She would’ve jumped at the chance to reunite with Ethan. She had missed him so much and…

      It was better not to think about him.

      “Oh.” Deja winced, instantly realizing her error. “You two know each other already?”

      “It was a long time ago, and I don’t care to get into it. I like you, too, Deja. You’ve been wonderful welcoming me into the neighborhood, and I appreciate that. But please don’t do this again. I’m not looking to date anyone, and if I were, it would not be Ethan McCord.”

      Liar!

      “Got it loud and clear. I’m sorry.”

      Penelope couldn’t deny Deja honestly looked apologetic. Therefore, she removed her angry scowl and replaced it with a smile. “How about we grab drinks later this week and forget this ever happened?”

      “I would love that.”

      Penelope nodded and said her goodbyes. She walked calmly back across the yard to her front door when deep inside, she was aching to rush across the lawn like the devil was on her tail.

      She couldn’t believe she managed to unlock, open, and close her door without one shake. As soon as she was enclosed inside her sanctuary, her body started to tremble.

      Deep breath in and a deep breath out.

      Over and over, she did that until she was able to center herself back into reality.

      What was she thinking to ask Deja to grab a drink? The woman was married to Emmett McCord. She even lived next to him.

      If she planned to avoid the one man who could destroy her once again, she’d have to move.

      Because she couldn’t risk running into Ethan.

      Not even once.

      That composure she worked so hard to maintain would crumble into tiny shattering pieces the next time she saw him.
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      One loud rap against the door sounded, inching up Ethan’s already annoyed mood. But he couldn’t ignore his brother because ignoring him wouldn’t do a damn thing. If Emmett had something to say, he’d damn well say it. They all acted like that in the McCord family. It might hurt sometimes to hear the truth, but they never hid from it.

      “Yo, it’s open.”

      Ethan hated hollering it, but he preferred to get the inevitable conversation out of the way. He knew Emmett would come over after Penelope most likely told Deja what happened at the office. Which was why he left the door unlocked, knowing Emmett would stop by. And anytime he stopped over, he always rapped once on the door. It was his signature knock. His brother Gabe normally rapped twice.

      He heard the door open and quietly shut, but he didn’t look at his brother. He didn’t even acknowledge him as he sat on the couch.

      “You okay?” Emmett asked in a soft voice.

      “Yep.”

      He didn’t feel obligated to add anything else. He could usually shake things off quickly, but seeing Penelope again after so many years… He wasn’t sure how to shake it off—if he ever would.

      And was he a child who needed coddling? Why did Emmet have to speak to him like he was made of glass and could shatter at any moment?

      A heavy sigh escaped.

      Because he’d been broken before by the same woman who cut him to pieces tonight. Just seeing her gorgeous face, her silky blonde hair that she still wore long and past her shoulders. Aww, the sweet memories of playing with her hair, being goofy and trying to braid it like he knew what the hell he was doing. It never turned out very good, but she never complained, and he enjoyed making her smile. Because she always smiled and laughed her beautiful, infectious laugh every time she looked in the mirror to see his finished product.

      “He’s been like that since he got home. Very quiet and in his own little world. Maybe you can tell me what’s wrong with him,” Dare said, who was sitting in the recliner sipping on a beer.

      Dare had grabbed them beers when he got home and asked what was wrong since it must’ve been plastered on his face that something happened. He mumbled something—he couldn’t even remember what—took the beer and sat down on the couch to watch some baseball.

      He didn’t want to talk about it. Not with anybody.

      Emmett shifted on the couch. “Deja did her matchmaking scheme again. This time she kind of screwed up and tried to hook Ethan up with his old high school girlfriend. I’m guessing by her reaction when I saw her that it didn’t go well. Did it, Ethan?”

      “Well, I sure hope Deja learned her lesson to knock it the hell off,” Dare said with an irritated groan. “It’s getting old.”

      “Hey, I have no control over your sister, and you know it.” Emmett chuckled. “I’ve told her repeatedly to leave you two alone.” Emmett nudged Ethan’s thigh softly with his fist. “She promised she wouldn’t do it again. And she’s sorry if she opened any old wounds. Seriously, man, you okay?”

      He turned to his brother, unable to hide the pain in his eyes. “She’s as beautiful as the day she left. I wasn’t too pleasant with her. She hates my guts.”

      Emmett didn’t hide his wince, which told Ethan everything he needed to know. She hated his guts. And why wouldn’t she after his parting words?

      “I need another beer. You want one?”

      Before he could stand up, Emmett touched his shoulder to keep him sitting. “Drowning your sorrows isn’t going to help. Sound familiar?”

      Oh, yeah, it sure did. He said the same exact thing to Emmett when he was going through issues with Deja. But damn, he understood now. It might not help, but it would dull the pain for a while.

      “Work has been crazy, and I didn’t know she was the one who moved in next to us. Deja told me some things Penelope told her. She moved in about a month ago. She used to live in New York, but she moved back to be closer to her family.” Emmett frowned. “Her dad passed away about two weeks ago. He suffered a heart attack. So much for moving to be closer to her family.”

      His head fell back against the couch as he closed his eyes. He had no idea her dad died—and so recently. Maybe some of his friends knew, but they also knew he didn’t like to talk about Penelope or hear things about her. Maybe that’s why nobody told him. She and her dad had been close growing up. He even tried to use her tight-knit relationship with her father as an excuse for her to stay. She still left anyway. No reason, no argument he ever made, had been enough to keep her here.

      “That’s rough,” Dare said quietly.

      “Yeah, it is.” Emmett tapped him on the shoulder this time, waiting until he popped his head up and looked at him. “What do you want?”

      He eyed his brother quizzically. “What do you mean?”

      Emmett arched a brow like he was the biggest idiot on the planet. “You know what I mean. She called you a man-child. I can’t disagree with her at the moment.”

      “Go to hell, man. Get out. I’m done talking.” Ethan stood up, finished listening to this shit. He’d grab another beer like he originally wanted to.

      Emmett rose as well, grabbing him by the front of the shirt to prevent him from walking away. “You were a mess when she left. Gabe and I helped you through it. You moved on, you forgot about her, and now you date every woman who walks by you.”

      Ethan shoved him off and gave a cruel laugh. “Yeah, but I don’t sleep with every single one of them. There’s nothing wrong with having some fun. Half of those women are my friends.”

      “You didn’t let me finish,” Emmett said, crossing his arms as if he needed an extra barrier to prevent himself from grabbing his shirt again. Ethan wasn’t opposed to hitting his brother, not with the anxious, angry energy flowing through his veins.

      Where was this intense anger coming from? He never yelled at his brothers like this.

      “Go ahead, finish your asinine speaking.”

      Emmett chuckled, glancing behind him to Dare. “How do you live with him? Does he always act like a petulant child?”

      Dare chuckled but remained silent otherwise. Very wise man. Ethan was so close to losing his patience.

      “One short interaction with her and look at how you’re acting.”

      “What about it?” Ethan shot back. “I wasn’t prepared to see her again. Hell, I didn’t want to see her ever again. So tell your wife I’m pissed at her.”

      “Are you pissed at Deja? Or are you pissed at yourself because you let her get away?”

      Ethan’s mouth dropped open in shock. “Let her get away? She left. She broke it off and told me it was over not even a week after she’d told me she loved me and couldn’t wait to spend the rest of her life with me. She’s nothing but a damn liar. If she’d really loved me, she never would’ve left.”

      Emmett’s arms dropped to his sides. “And if you had loved her, you would’ve understood why she wanted to go to college somewhere else. She wanted to spread her wings, learn new things, enjoy a new way of life, which I might add is part of growing up and finding yourself. The way I understood it was, she didn’t want to lose you, even though she was moving away for college. But your thick head never wanted to see it that way. You’re an idiot, man.”

      Ethan shook his head, knowing he wasn’t the idiot. His brother was. He had no idea what he was talking about. She left. She told him she never wanted to see him again the last time they saw each other before she headed off to college. Oh, he understood her perfectly clear. She took his love and destroyed it with false hope.

      She never loved him. Not like he had loved her.

      Had?

      Hell, he still loved her. He never stopped. Which was why he always dated casually and never too serious. He didn’t want to love anyone else. She had been his one and only, even if he couldn’t spend the rest of his life with her.

      “Apologize to her. Ask her out. I know you still love her,” Emmett said.

      So his brother was a damn mind reader now? Of course, maybe his love for her was written all over his face. But that sure as hell didn’t mean he was going to admit it out loud, not even to his brother. And especially not to her.

      “Hey, Emmett. Get the hell out of my house.”

      Then he turned around and stalked out of the room before anyone could stop him. He even slammed his bedroom door for extra measure, then locked it in case his brother didn’t get the hint.

      Yeah, so he was acting like a spoiled child not getting his way.

      Whatever.

      His brother didn’t understand how he felt. How seeing her again had whisked him back to the day she broke his heart and stomped all over it like she wanted to make sure each shard disintegrated into a tiny million pieces.
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      He could see the tremble in her hand, but he was confused since it wasn’t going to be the first time they had sex. They had it as often as they could, which wasn’t an easy feat still living at home with their parents. But luck was on their side today because his parents were out for the evening, and his brothers were hanging out with friends. They had the house to themselves. Just one more month and school would be done; they’d be graduates and free to move out and move in together. Then they wouldn’t have to worry about things like this.

      So why was she nervous?

      “Hey, come here,” Ethan said softly, grabbing her hand and pulling her closer. He could even feel a slight tremble in her body. Running a slow, sensual hand down her back, he smiled. “What’s wrong? Did you fail Mr. Pazely’s math test? I’m sure most of us failed it. That shit was hard.”

      A tiny smile appeared, working to alleviate some of his anxiety. He always loved seeing her smile. He did anything and everything in his power to produce a smile anytime he needed a small dose of it.

      “We need to talk.”

      He pressed a light kiss to her lips, needing something to soothe his rattled nerves. He hated how she’d said those four simple words. “We are talking.”

      She brought her hands up to his chest and pressed them over his heart. “I got accepted.”

      “Okay. That’s cool.” He had no idea what she was talking about.

      Her brows drooped low. “You didn’t apply like you said you would, did you?”

      Oh, she was talking about that. Applying for college. His hands slightly loosened from around her slim body. Her hands instinctively pressed harder.

      “I don’t want to move that far away. New York is too far.” Not to mention he wasn’t smart enough for the school she wanted to attend. He was barely getting passing grades as it was, and going to some prestigious school out east wouldn’t be easy for him.

      “It sounds like your cousin, Jimmy, might move there, too, when he graduates. You’ll have family there. I won’t, but at least we’ll be together.”

      Yeah, but the difference between him and his cousin was Jimmy wanted to move there. He had no desire to live in a big city, surrounded by millions of people. Of course, he planned to go to school and everything, but he wanted to stick around locally. He’d apply for a school that he knew he could handle. Moving out east sounded like too much pressure he didn’t want. He aspired to be a firefighter one day. He didn’t need to go to some fancy school for that. He wanted to help people, protect them, and be by his family. He couldn’t do the last part if he was thousands of miles away from home. And protecting his family was important to him. His cousins lost their mom when they were kids. Although she didn’t die from a fire, the fire that hit their farm didn’t help her health issues. If only the firefighters would’ve stopped the fire sooner before it destroyed the entire barn and filled the surrounding area with so much smoke, maybe his cousins’ mom might’ve had a few more months—or even a year—to live.

      Since the day the devastating fire destroyed half the farm, the death of his cousins’ mom—he knew then he wanted to help people.

      “No, we won’t, Penelope.” He shook his head. “You’re right. I didn’t apply. I don’t want to go to school there. What about your dad? What does he think? You won’t have family there, and you’re close with your dad.”

      “He understands. He wants the best for me. I’ll miss him, but he’ll visit me, and I’ll visit him. It’s not forever.”

      Was she implying he didn’t want the best for her? Because he did. He did, damn it. But he didn’t want to see her moving so far away.

      She swallowed hard, the trembles in her hands intensifying. “And us?”

      “What about us?”

      She squeezed her fists into tight balls, scrunching his shirt, then shoved away from him. “Are you obtuse, or are you trying to ignore the problem?”

      “What problem? You don’t need to go to college so far away.”

      Her bottom lip quivered, then stopped. “But I want to, Ethan.”

      He looked away, hating the sadness in her eyes—hating that the conversation was derailing into a territory he didn’t want to visit. Okay, yeah, he was trying to ignore the problem. He didn’t want to lose her.

      “Fine, whatever. Go.” But he already lost her. She got accepted into the college she wanted, and she was leaving, even though she said she loved him and would always be with him. Apparently, love wasn’t enough for her. She was leaving him.

      “Go?”

      His gaze whipped to hers. “Yeah, go. If that’s what you want, just go.”

      “I don’t even know what you mean by ‘go.’ Go to New York? Go away? Go home? Go and don’t come back? Why can’t we talk this out like two rational adults?”

      “What’s there to talk about? I’m not going, you want to go.” He shrugged, confused about what more they could say to each other.

      She was leaving him. He definitely didn’t want to talk about that.

      Walking to her backpack sitting on the floor near his bed, she picked it up and slung it over her shoulder.

      “It’s impossible to have a real conversation with you. When you’re ready to talk about this, then come talk to me. Otherwise, I guess I’ll never see you again.”

      Then she walked out of his room and out of his life.
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      Hunching her shoulders, wishing she would’ve grabbed her hoodie like she originally planned, she tried to meld into the background. Not that one could hide very well standing in front of a bin of bright ripe oranges.

      Before she could whisk her cart in the opposite direction and hightail it out of the store, Ethan caught sight of her.

      They stared at each other like two deer in headlights.

      She had been back over a month and not once did she run into him. Since she saw him two days ago, she’d seen him a few times in town, not that he ever noticed her. This was the first time they’d officially made eye contact.

      Honestly, she swore he would’ve caught her gawking when she saw him yesterday outside the fire station doing what she assumed was drills of some sort. He hadn’t been shirtless or anything—something she would’ve loved to see. He had been dressed in full turnout gear, and although covered from head to toe in what she could only imagine was heavy clothing, he’d been sexy as hell. Of course, any man in that kind of uniform was sexy; she had no problem admitting that. Not that she’d admit it to Ethan.

      A fire truck had been sitting outside the station with the ladder raised. She had watched while he climbed the ladder, doing a few other things she found fascinating, completely mesmerized by his fearlessness. Did he do that during an actual fire—climb close to the flames and save people? She couldn’t picture it.

      Because the guy she remembered loved to make jokes and goof around, skip class because it was a nice day out. He didn’t do brave, scary things like climb a ladder several stories high amid scalding heat.

      She flinched when another guy approached Ethan’s cart and tossed a box inside. She didn’t pay attention to the contents; her eyes were glued to Ethan.

      “I thought about hanging over by the kiwi and strawberries a little bit longer, but I wasn’t sure how long you two were going to keep staring at each other. So, here I am.” The man then stepped closer to her and held out his hand. “Hi, I’m Dare, Deja’s brother. You must be Penelope because I’ve never seen Ethan speechless in front of a woman before.”

      Dumbfounded, but not wanting to be rude since he was Deja’s brother, she shook his hand. “It’s nice to meet you. Deja’s been very kind to me, welcoming me to the neighborhood.”

      “Yeah, real kind,” Ethan muttered.

      Dare glanced at him, then back to her. She didn’t miss the warning glare Dare gave him. “Well, uh, it was nice meeting you. I guess we’ll keep shopping and let you do the same.”

      “Of course. You have a wonderful evening, Dare.” Then she flashed Ethan a bright smile, refusing to let him get the last word in this time. “You can continue to rot in hell.”

      She plucked two oranges from the bin, set them in her cart, and walked away, feeling triumph in the way Ethan drew back in surprise. If he wanted to say mean, cruel things to her, then she could play that game, too.

      Her heart dipped.

      Not that she wanted to.

      She finished the rest of her shopping as quickly as possible, forgoing a few things on her list because she didn’t want to run into Ethan again. Purchasing her things with frantic glances to the cashier to speed it up, she rushed to her car like she was on a game show.

      She threw her bags into the trunk without even taking care to not crush the eggs, shoved her cart in the corral and quickly jumped into the driver’s seat.

      Before she could start the key, her heart started to race, her vision blurring.

      “Oh, no. Not now. Keep calm. Just keep calm.”

      She gripped the steering wheel, her hands trembling. Closing her eyes, she tried to focus on her breathing.

      In and out.

      In and out.

      Then a rush of air hit her as her door swung open.

      “Penelope… Hey, it’s okay.” Ethan’s warm hand touched her cheek, forcing her to turn her head. “Look at me.”

      Her eyes popped open.

      “That’s right. Slow, even breaths. It’s okay.”

      She listened to his soothing voice as he instructed her to keep breathing in and out. Her heartbeat took its time to settle at a normal pace. Her panicked and chaotic breathing began to calm, finally finding its rhythm.

      “You’re okay.”

      But was she?

      The man she loved, the man she would always love, hated her. He might be showing kindness right now, but he hated her. He wanted absolutely nothing to do with her.

      For the first time, his expression softened, reminding her of the old days when they were young and in love.

      “Move over. I’ll drive you home.” His hand dropped from her cheek.

      “I’m fine.”

      His eyes glittered with…desire? “I’ll pick you up and deposit you in the passenger seat if I have to, but I’m driving you home.”

      Her hands, still gripping the steering wheel, continued to tremble. Maybe her breathing was back to normal, but he was right. She shouldn’t drive herself home.

      Scooting across the console to the passenger seat, she buckled her seat belt and wondered if she was giving in so easily just to spend more time with him.

      Probably.

      “What about your groceries?”

      Ethan closed the door and started the same car she bought with her hard-earned money when she was sixteen years old.

      “I rode with Dare. He’ll take care of it. It’s fine.” He backed out of the parking spot, flashing her a brief smile. “I can’t believe you still have this car.”

      She ran a hand over the dashboard. “You better not say anything bad about my baby. She still runs smooth as butter. Got me to New York and back again.”

      Sudden tension filled the car.

      Now, who was the idiot? Her.

      Why did she have to mention New York?

      “I guess we’ll call her Old Red, instead of just Red.” A low chuckle floated out of his lips.

      Turning her attention in his direction, she couldn’t help but laugh with him. She had always been a fan of red. Red shoes, red lipstick, red dresses, red anything. So, of course, when she shopped for a car, it had to be red. Ethan, the jokester he loved to be, dubbed her car Red. Not very original, but when he used to tease her about it in his tender, adoring way, she loved it.

      “She might be old, but she’s a pure jewel. Never lets me down.”

      Ugh. More slimy, icky tension filled the car.

      Why did she keep saying things that were itching to create another battle between them?

      Ethan turned on the radio, and the rest of the drive was made in silence besides the sweet country tunes filling the car.

      When he pulled into her driveway, less than fifteen minutes later, she tried to think of the best way to say thank you. She knew he hated her—he didn’t have to show her this level of kindness.

      Then Ethan flashed her another brief smile. “I’ll help you bring in the groceries.”

      Before she could argue, he was opening the door and sliding out of the vehicle with her keys in his hand.

      He popped the trunk and started to grab half of the bags. Unless she wanted to look like an ungrateful bitch, she needed to grab the other half and follow him, which she did, but she did so begrudgingly…and confused.

      Why was he suddenly being so nice?

      Pity?

      Great. Most likely. He saw her in a moment of weakness, and now he felt sorry for her.

      As if he did this often, he carried all the groceries at once, unlocking the door at the same time, swiftly making entry and heading to the left like he’d been there before.

      She followed him, curious if he had. She had purchased the house from an older couple, but they did have a daughter close to her age. Had Ethan hooked up with her?

      Not her concern. She didn’t care who he had dated in the past. Or who he planned to date in the future. She. Did. Not. Care.

      Plunking the bags down on the counter, way more ungracefully than he had, she turned to him with a smile. A very forced, very fake smile. She was afraid she was about to lose her composure once again.

      “Thanks. I appreciate it.”

      “Not a problem.” Then he started opening the bags and pulling things out.

      Not a problem? There was nothing but problems between them. And why was he suddenly putting her groceries away?

      “What are you doing?”

      He paused as he put a can of diced tomatoes in the pantry. “It’s not obvious?”

      Well, of course, it was obvious what he was physically doing, but why? “You don’t have to help me put the groceries away. I can handle it.”

      He flashed her a silky smile, a hint of irritation laced behind it. “I know you’re very capable of a lot of things.”

      Oh, that could mean so many things. Was he gearing for a fight? Fighting was the last thing she wanted. Actually, all she wanted was for him to leave so she could break down in peace.

      Except she didn’t do anything but watch him as he unloaded bag after bag, searching for where all the items went and producing a triumphant smile when he found the right location.

      She should help. She should say thank you. And she definitely shouldn’t act like such a bitch, but she couldn’t help it. His ulterior motive was unknown, and that’s what stopped her from moving a muscle. He had to have an ulterior motive. Why was he being so nice?

      The crinkling noise from all the bags as he scrunched them together when he finished putting the last item away filled the tiny kitchen. “Do you save the bags?”

      Pointing to the pantry, she nodded. “There’s a pretty flower bag hanging to the side that my grandma made.”

      Another adorable smile etched across his face before he turned toward the pantry and tucked all the bags away where they belonged.

      “There. All done. That wasn’t too hard,” he said as he twisted back in her direction.

      “You can leave now.” She winced and closed her eyes at how rude that came out. That was not what she meant to say. A simple thank you would’ve been much better. Or even—don’t ever leave.

      A warm hand caressed her cheek.

      Her eyes slowly opened.

      “And if I don’t want to leave…?”

      Her brows shot up in surprise. What game was he playing now?

      Then his other hand gripped the side of her hip.

      Oh, she didn’t care what game he was playing. For over nine years, she imagined his hands on her body, doing things they had never ventured into as teenagers. She wouldn’t say she never indulged with other men or tried to date and find a man she could marry because she did.

      But Ethan never left her mind. He invaded her senses, her soul like a demon taking control.

      “This is a bad idea, Ethan,” she whispered softly. She didn’t want to say it at all, but one of them had to.

      “Oh, it definitely is. But I need you so badly, I don’t know how to stop myself.”

      Then his lips were on hers, tasting, tempting, and devouring her like he was a starving man.

      She let him because she didn’t want to stop herself…or him.
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      Ethan couldn’t suppress a delightful groan as he dropped his hand from her cheek and pulled her closer.

      This was worse than a bad idea, but he honestly couldn’t stop himself. The longer they tangled tongues, the more he knew he wouldn’t be able to stop unless she pushed him away.

      He had been speechless in the store when they saw each other. Then he became irritated when Dare walked up and said something first. Although what he would’ve said to her, he had no idea.

      He had two long days to think about the things Emmett said. That maybe he had twisted the argument they had years ago to his way of thinking. He didn’t want her to leave. She wanted to go. Not once did she ever say she wanted to break up, but how would they’ve ever made a long-distance relationship work?

      Seeing her again after so many years, missing her, craving her, thinking about her when he didn’t want to—it brought back those painful memories of losing her. That’s why he acted like an asshole.

      He had been all prepared in the store to apologize for his behavior, but no words would come out. Then Dare stepped in, and he lost his chance.

      An erotic moan slipped from her lips.

      His hands brushed down her back and cupped her ass, and just like old times, she quickly caught on to his hinting, jumping into his arms and wrapping her legs around his waist.

      The kiss deepened as his grip tightened on her body.

      God, he missed this. Holding her, kissing her, feeling her in his arms.

      He had walked around the store, trying to seek her out, ignoring Dare as he spoke about a bunch of nonsense. He probably thought he was helping him out by trying to distract him. He had to nudge Dare to the checkout line when he finally spotted her paying for her things. She started walking out of the store before they were finished.

      He knew his chances were gone if he didn’t stop her and tell her how sorry he was for acting like a jackass.

      Then he saw her sitting in her car. He recognized the signs immediately. Working as a firefighter, he saw too many harrowing things over the course of his career. People in a panic. People acting crazy because they didn’t know how to rein in their terror. People crying or shouting in anger and fear. People standing as still as a statue because they were in so much shock.

      Yeah, he’d seen it all.

      And it nearly broke him when he saw Penelope struggling with herself. All because of him.

      He was worse than a jackass, making her feel that unsettled.

      That jarred him out of his bliss. He needed to apologize. Then maybe they could have what they once had. The entire time he put the groceries away, he tried to find the right words, but none came. Now was the time to get an apology out.

      His lips broke away, his breathing heavy, his grip tight on her.

      “Penelope—”

      “Down the hall and on the right.” Her eyes glittered with desire.

      Oh.

      Okay.

      She wanted to go that far. More than a simple kiss. Not that there had been anything simple about the kiss they shared.

      But he needed to apologize first. He started to open his mouth when her lips connected with his.

      So, she didn’t want to talk. Yeah, talking was overrated, anyway.

      He turned around and started leaving a trail of kisses across her neck as he followed her instructions to her bedroom. Once there, he lay her on the bed and started removing her clothes.

      He felt like he was whisked back in time—back when he was a bumbling teenager, about to have sex for the first time. In a way, it was just like that. It had been nine years since he last had Penelope in his arms and he wanted it to be perfect. Exactly like their first time had been. Well, as perfect as it could be between two virgins.

      He tossed her shirt behind him, taking his time to unclasp her bra. It was one of those fun ones with the clasp in the front—her breasts spilling out like they were wanting to be free, aching for his touch. Oh, and he didn’t hesitate to caress and nibble before removing the bra completely and moving to unhook the button on her pants, taking them off as well. Penelope kept her eyes on him the entire time—her gaze lit up with pleasure.

      Tossing off his shirt, then kicking off his shoes and sliding his jeans and boxers down, he stopped to grab a condom from his wallet.

      “You forgot about my panties,” she said with a wicked smile.

      “I have to do everything around here?” he asked with his own devilish smile. He grabbed his cock and pumped his hand once, her eyes following the movement.

      “Yes, you do.”

      Setting the condom on the bed, he hovered above her, his mouth inches from hers. “If you insist, sweetheart.”

      A beautiful smile appeared. A smile he had been dying to see for years—not just in his dreams.

      He kissed her before slowly trailing his tongue down her body, his mouth closing over her nipple. He teased, nipped and tugged until a low, throaty moan left her delectable lips. Wanting the torturous pleasure to last as long as possible, he kissed and licked a path down her slender body until he reached the top of her black lace panties. He gripped the fabric between his teeth, pulling them down until the most private part of her body was exposed. He placed a kiss on her most sensitive spot—something he’d never done when they were teenagers.

      But they weren’t kids anymore. No longer were they two inexperienced eighteen-year-olds who knew nothing about pleasuring each other.

      He sucked, tasted, devoured her as if she were the sweetest treat he’d ever had, and he didn’t stop until a low cry of bliss escaped her lips. Her hands delved into his hair and pulled hard. He almost cried out in pain, but he’d take it in silence, knowing it was a result of her pleasure.

      And they weren’t finished.

      He slid her panties down the rest of the way and grabbed the condom, pumping his cock a few times before putting it on.

      “Ethan…” His name left her mouth in a tender whisper.

      Centering himself over her, he paused before entering. “Yes, Penelope?”

      Her eyes captured his.

      “Nothing to say?”

      A smile appeared, but no words left her mouth.

      He chuckled, loving the fact he’d rendered her speechless. It seemed only fair since she had done the same thing to him at the store. And hell, they’d only been looking at each other.

      He slowly entered her, taking his time to relish in the glorious bliss. Oh, man, he didn’t remember it feeling this delicious being inside her. She felt like she was made for him.

      How in the hell had he survived nine years without her?

      He started to slowly thrust, savoring the moment, but Penelope must’ve decided that wasn’t enough for her. She wrapped her legs around his waist and dug her heels into his ass, urging him to move faster. He happily obliged; he’d never been able to resist giving Penelope whatever she wanted.

      Except for his support when she wanted to go to college away from their hometown.

      Not something he wanted to think about right now. He still needed to apologize for his behavior.

      Ignoring his damaging thoughts, he pumped harder, thrusting in and out with complete abandon. Penelope held on and enjoyed the ride as he went wild with pleasure.

      Before he could stop, prolong it some more, his orgasm hit. He groaned, stiffened, and let it flow through him. Such glorious ecstasy.

      Placing a few tender kisses on her neck, he then kissed her lips before meeting her gaze.

      “Damn, sweetheart.” Another kiss touched her lips because he wanted to ignore what he just said. Those weren’t the elegant words he meant to say.

      Then he rolled off her and stood up. “I’ll be right back.”

      She eyed him funny. “Where are you going?”

      “To the bathroom. To throw away the condom.” Where else would he go? What an odd question.

      He quickly disposed of the condom, washed his hands, and walked back to her bedroom. He jerked back in surprise and couldn’t hide his shocked expression when he found her fully dressed and standing next to the bed. His clothes were neatly folded on the edge of the bed.

      “Not a cuddler, then?” he asked with a laugh, attempting to hide how disappointed he was.

      “You know your way around this house very well.”

      “Umm…yeah.”

      The pleasure and passion they experienced were gone from her eyes. A deep frown punctured her beautiful face.

      “What’s going on here, Penelope? Did I do something wrong in the span of ten seconds?”

      “This wasn’t simply a bad idea…” She drew in a deep breath and continued, “…it was a mistake.”

      Ouch!

      That hurt.

      That hurt more than her leaving nine years ago.

      He was a mistake.

      So much for apologizing. He was nothing but a good lay to her.

      Or, hell, maybe she didn’t think he was that good. He got her off with his tongue, but he didn’t with his dick.

      “A mistake?”

      “I’m sorry, Ethan. I⁠—”

      “Yep. Me, too. I meant to say that before we slept together, but I’ll get it out of the way now. Sorry for being a jackass nine years ago. I guess I was too late in that regard because I’m still a mistake.”

      Her eyes narrowed as the anger flared to life. “Well, I’m apparently just another woman in the long line of women you have. Yay me.”

      “Excuse me?”

      Now he was lost in the conversation.

      “You know the layout of the house.”

      “Yeah, I think we already established that.”

      “Because you dated the previous owner’s daughter.” A tired smile twisted her lips. “I’m simply another woman on the notch of your bedpost.”

      This time his expression hardened in anger.

      “No, Penelope. I never did. I know the layout of the house because it’s the same layout as Emmett’s. All the damn houses are the same around here.”

      He swiped his clothes from the bed and his shoes from the floor and stalked out of the room.

      So much for thinking they could rekindle what they once had.

      She thought he was a womanizing player.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            4

          

        

      

    

    
      Penelope grabbed her soft down blanket closer to her chest, snuggling under the warmth,  and brought her glass full of wine closer to her lips.

      She held the drink close to her mouth since she had the blanket wrapped all around her, so it wasn’t too hard to keep taking sip after sip after sip.

      As fast as she was going, she’d have the whole bottle polished off sooner rather than later.

      What an idiot!

      First, she calls that beautiful moment between them a mistake—it was so not a mistake. It had been everything and more. Way more than her late-night dreams and daytime musings could ever replicate.

      How had she lived so far away from him for nine long years?

      Why had she ruined the moment?

      Because then, of course, she had to make it worse and accuse him of being a player. It had seemed plausible he dated the woman. He knew the house so well. It was just...odd. Although she didn’t know his dating status, how often he dated, what kind of women he dated, whether he had been married and divorced, or close to marriage. But back in high school, before they started dating in tenth grade, he had been smooth with the ladies.

      He had definitely been smooth with her when he ran into her coming out of the boys’ locker room and knocked all her books out of her hand. He had picked everything up, apologized, smiled in that wicked way she loved, and asked her to the homecoming dance as if it weren’t a big deal.

      And it had been a huge deal because that was the first time they had ever spoken more than two words together. The oh-so-popular Ethan McCord never even looked in her direction. All-star baseball champion. Every girl’s dream guy. The favorite student for all the teachers—but only because he was such a smooth talker—his grades were never that great.

      Ethan McCord…

      She slept with Ethan McCord.

      She loved Ethan McCord.

      She ruined her chances of ever having a relationship with the one and only Ethan McCord.

      Taking another sip of wine, she jumped, making wine slosh over the rim when a knock sounded on her door.

      About an hour had passed since Ethan left.

      Had he come back?

      Pushing the blanket off and setting the glass on the coffee table, she wiped away the little wine that dripped on her hand as she walked to the door.

      Peeking through the peephole, needing to be completely prepared for another standoff with Ethan, her brow lifted at who stood on the other side.

      She opened the door and offered a forced smile. “Hi, Deja.”

      “Hey, I hope I’m not bothering you at a bad time or anything.”

      “Of course not. Come in.” She stepped aside to let Deja enter, wondering if she knew Ethan had stopped over.

      Was she fishing for information?

      “What’s up?”

      Deja inhaled deeply, then let it out slowly.

      Oh, boy.

      Like she was preparing to say something she wouldn’t like.

      “You asked if we could have drinks later this week.”

      Her heart started to pound.

      Oh, no.

      Not now.

      Not a panic attack.

      Ethan must’ve said something to her, told her to leave her alone, and now Deja didn’t want anything to do with her.

      “Are you okay, Penelope?” Deja started to reach out toward her.

      She took a step back, forcing herself to relax, but it didn’t work as her heart rate continued to speed up.

      “I’m fine. You should leave.”

      Deja’s blue eyes sparkled with defiance.

      Odd.

      “You don’t look okay right now, and if you’re still upset about what I did the other day, I apologize. I swear I won’t do it again. I just wanted to ask if you wanted to join me and my friends for a drink later tonight. In about a half hour, actually. I’m meeting my friends Sophie and Ava. That was all.”

      Oh, now she felt like a fool.

      Her hands slightly shook, and her heart still pounded, but she could feel the tension in her body start to relax.

      Talk about overreacting.

      “Oh, of course. I’d like that.”

      “Yeah, you want to join us? That would be great.” Deja grinned brightly as if she truly meant it.

      It had been so long since she had a real friend. She got along fine with most of the people she went to college with, but she never connected on a deeper level where they talked about personal things. Like confessing about Ethan. She never told a soul she left the love of her life back at home.

      Since moving back home, she had yet to reconnect with any of her high school friends. She wasn’t sure why.

      Maybe because she didn’t want to get into any kind of conversation about Ethan McCord.

      Deja was married to his brother.

      It wouldn’t be wise to go out with her.

      “I think⁠—”

      “We’ll drive together. I’ll come back in about thirty minutes. Okay?” Deja’s voice brokered no argument.

      “Okay.”

      One time. She would go out to drinks with her one time only.

      Deja left, and she got ready. Thirty minutes wasn’t enough time for her to take a shower, so she changed clothes, trying hard not to look at her bed that reminded her of Ethan. She freshened up her makeup, combed her hair, then grabbed her purse right as another knock sounded on her door.

      Deja was prompt. Very nice. Penelope was as well and hated waiting for anything. When she first started dating Ethan, she couldn’t count how many times she had to wait for him to pick her up or get off baseball practice. So many times he would decide to stay to run a few extra plays with some of the other guys.

      After three years

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Also by Amanda Siegrist
      


      		
        Preface
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Always Kind of Love
        
          		
            Foreword
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Epilogue
          


        


      


      		
        Finding You
        
          		
            A Note From The Author
          


          		
            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
          


          		
            Epilogue
          


        


      


      		
        Dare You to Love
        
          		
            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
          


          		
            Epilogue
          


          		
            Thank you
          


        


      


      		
        Bonus content
      


      		
        McCord Family Series Box Set Books 1-3
      


      		
        Also by Amanda Siegrist
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Also by Amanda Siegrist


      		Beginning


      		Contents


      		About the Author


    


  


OEBPS/images/rtx-1f48c.png





OEBPS/images/mccord-family-series-box-set-books-4-6.jpg
McCord Family Series

ﬁ&fé 5@6 Books 4-6
gH 7 g D You

Always K\ndﬂ ndi )

AND
rl»SIEGRISIh

WAL Y





OEBPS/images/rtx-2665.png





