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To YK

Because you are fabulous. Like purple glitter.
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Chapter 1

The Grand Seaview Resort
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“NOW THAT’S WHAT I CALL stunning.” My best friend, Cheryl Delaney, dropped her bags in the middle of the hotel room and stared out the large picture window. 

Beyond the glass pane, the ocean heaved itself up onto the dark rocks edging the beach, sending white plumes high into the air. Dark clouds scudded along in the sky above, while pines tossed wildly in the wind below. February along the Oregon Coast tended toward the wild side.

“I still can’t believe Lucas ditched you, Viola.” Cheryl didn’t turn around, her gaze still on the surging surf below. “And on Valentine’s, too. Such a shame. Still, his loss is my gain!”

I scowled. “Lucas didn’t ditch me. His flight was delayed. He’ll be here on the day.”

Like me, my boyfriend, Lucas Salvatore, was a writer. In fact, we’d met at a writer’s conference in Florida and the rest, as they say, was history. Unlike me, he was the sort of writer whose novels got made into movies, so he was in demand as a speaker at conferences all over the world. Unfortunately, a snowstorm on the East Coast had grounded flights and left him stranded three thousand miles from home just a few short days before the Big V: Valentine’s Day. It was supposed to be our first as a couple. We’d planned to spend it at The Grand Seaview Resort, one of Oregon’s most romantic ocean side hotels. Instead of canceling, Lucas insisted Cheryl take his place. Hopefully he’d be able to join later. I wasn’t holding my breath. 

“This actually works out great for me,” I said, setting my own suitcase carefully on the rack provided. 

“Really? How’s that?”

“Well.” I unzipped my case and began carefully unpacking. I was a nester, and hated living out of a suitcase. I didn’t feel at home until my shirts were in the top drawer and my pants in the bottom. You know how it is. “I’ve got proofs due on my latest novel, The Rancher’s Ransomed Bride. This way I don’t have to feel guilty about working on it over Valentine’s.”

This time Cheryl did turn. “Viola Roberts!” She propped her hands on her hips and glared at me. “We’re here to relax, not work.”

I hid a smirk. An angry Cheryl was a bit like an enraged pixie: adorable and hard to take seriously. Her short, spiky dark hair only added to the image. She was a smidge shorter than my own five foot five and delicately slender where I was voluptuous and curvy. Cheryl was also a writer, though her forte was mysteries and thrillers where mine was historical romances of the Old West variety. Which meant lots of ranchers and cowboys and mail order brides.

Cheryl and I had met shortly after I moved to Astoria, Oregon and joined the local writers’ group. We’d hit it off immediately. And, although we’d both left the original group, we’d remained fast friends.

“I know we’re here to relax, and I will, but I’ve got to finish the proofs first. They’re due on V-Day.”

She scowled, a line forming between her brows. “You should tell your editor to hold her britches. This is a holiday.”

“I’ll get right on that.” Since my publisher was me, I had no intention of listening. Deadlines were deadlines. Otherwise I’d never get anything done. Besides, I was so used to spending Valentine’s Day alone, the idea that I actually had someone to celebrate with this year was...unnerving.

“Fine,” she said sulkily. “Let’s go get a drink at the bar, at least. Then you can get to your precious proofs.”

“Thank you.” Part of me itched to get started, but another part of me could really use that drink. Driving down the coast from Astoria had been a little harrowing, thanks to the wind. More than once I’d imagined us plummeting­—car and all—over the edge of Highway 101 and into the sea. I have way too much imagination for my own good.

Our suite was one of the very best, on the top floor, so we took the elevator to the lobby. The large area was dotted with clusters of sofas and comfy chairs. The open space was meant for guests to sit and relax while enjoying the view from the floor to ceiling windows spanning the entire front of the building. Few were interested at the view as the panes were splatted with drops of moisture, and the sky loomed dark and ominous. 

“Looks like a storm,” Cheryl said. “Let’s sit near the fire.”

“Sure.”

Off in one corner was a massive fireplace of local river stone. A real wood fire radiated tremendous amounts of heat. Cheryl didn’t seem to mind, but I, on the other hand, immediately broke out in a sweat. I moved my chair a little way back to avoid the worst of the heat. 

In another corner was a small bar serving bottles of beer and glasses of wine. No hard liquor or mixed cocktails. Which was a shame as I fancied my favorite: blackberry bourbon. Instead I ordered a rich Malbec while Cheryl chose a lighter Pinot. I had to admit, relaxing with a glass of wine in front of a roaring fire while a storm raged outside was just what the doctor ordered. I was half tempted to forget those proofs.

“Are these seats taken?”

I glanced up to find a middle-aged man and someone I assumed was his wife. He was dressed in neatly pressed khaki’s and a blue button-down shirt. He looked like the briefcase carrying kind. Lawyer, maybe. 

“Not at all. Have a seat.” I waved magnanimously.

“I’m Lawrence Tupper—you can call me Larry—and this is my wife, Angie. We’re here to celebrate our twenty-sixth
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