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      She walked away from her first love. Seeing him again might be her best mistake.

      Fifteen years ago, I lost my heart to a hot, kinky drummer in an English rock band.

      I can still remember the way his fingers felt trailing over my skin... how his lips kissed every inch of me.

      Mick Russell is with a new band now. And damn, he’s hotter than ever. Rogue’s Union is playing in Vancouver, and I’m there for the holidays.

      Against my better judgment, I go see his band play. My eyes never leave the man behind the drum kit. The one with muscled arms, ripped and defined, and a sexy beard that would feel incredible between my thighs.

      I wonder if he’ll recognise me. If we could, somehow, try again.

      Only I’m a single  mum of a nine-year-old, so that could never happen.

      But after so many years of denying my kinky side, one more night with Mick couldn’t hurt.

      Could it?

      Won’t Let You Go is the first standalone romance in the kinky Sin Valley series. It’s a sweet and spicy second chance romance between a rockstar and a single mum. Expect broken hearts to be mended, secrets to be revealed, and a nine-year-old girl to steal the show.
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      For a certain band of my youth.

      Most of the members are gone. Way too young.
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      It’s the last Friday before Halloween, and I’m speed-scrolling through my social media feed while Chloe does her homework when something catches my eye.

      Echo of Defiance.

      This band was part of my youth. Back in the days before life got complicated. I look over at my daughter, hunched over the table, scribbling away. Yeah, life is complicated—thanks to a holiday fling oopsy-baby—but I wouldn’t trade even a minute of the last nine years.

      I’d stumbled upon their page a few months ago when a friend of a friend liked it. The post is one of those where are they now things.

      I skim through the list of former band members, but there’s only one name that interests me. I’m saddened to see a few of those who had been part of Echo of Defiance had passed on, but grateful he isn’t among them. Although I wouldn’t have been surprised. He’d always been a risk-taker.

      I finally spot his name near the bottom: Mick Russell, currently with Rogue’s Union. It’s been more than fifteen years since I last saw him.

      I do a quick search for Mick’s new band and find their fan page. Well, not so new. Apparently, he’s been with them for years.

      Here in Canada.

      “I’m all done, Mumma,” Chloe shouts as she runs into the living room waving her homework.

      I lock my phone—since Chloe has taken to snooping and hijacking my social media—and toss it on the sofa. I’m dying to know more about my first love, but curiosity will have to wait until later. Right now, I have to wear my parent hat.

      “Good job,” I tell her after checking her work and finding it all correct. I’m not a fan of homework in elementary school, and I’ve spent every one of the seven years I’ve been in Sin Valley convincing the other teachers to stop assigning it. The kids will get more than enough once they hit high school and beyond. It’s been an uphill battle, but it’s one I think I’m mostly winning.

      Except for Chloe’s teacher.

      She’s one of those who believes that if she had to do it, so should everyone else. To say she’s resistant to change is an understatement. She’s close to retirement now, so with luck, we’ll get someone more progressive to take her place. Meanwhile, Chloe does homework like the rest of her class. I’m just grateful she finds school easy and doesn’t put up a fight.

      “Now, go put that back in your backpack. I’ve packed your overnight bag and riding gear, so grab whatever else you think you’ll need. It’s nearly time to go.”

      “And try on my Halloween costume. Auntie Ruth promised it would be ready today.”

      “Indeed, she did.”

      Two hours later, after a hearty meal of beef stew and dumplings, Chloe is watching TV, and I’m relaxed in the living room with Ruth and Sam.

      “So, I heard Cam Parker has a new hand working out at the Lazy 8,” Sam says. “And he’s single.”

      “Oh stop it, you meddling old codger,” Ruth admonishes. “Dating in a small town can get messy. And besides, if Erin wants a man, she can find one easily enough with her phone.”

      She’s not wrong on either count. Dating local could be a total disaster. And the apps on my phone make it really easy to find a man when I want one. But I only use them when I’m in Vancouver.

      
      As soon as I get home, I grab a glass of wine, and take a few minutes to check out Rogue’s Union.

      Their website is the top hit, and when I click on the link, music blares through my speakers. Damn, I hate it when that happens. It’s jarring, and just plain rude. But the tune is catchy and I bob my head to the beat as I explore their site, starting with the photo gallery.

      There are loads of pictures of the guitarists, but only a few shots of Mick.

      He’s has changed a fair bit over the years. Filled out a little. Grown a beard. He’d always been clean-shaven when we were together. If I’d had any idea how sexy he looked in a nicely trimmed beard⁠—

      I cut that thought off and click through to their tour dates. And then I wish I hadn’t. They are playing in Vancouver over Christmas break.

      I shut my laptop and call Molly.

      I’ve just about resigned myself to leaving her a message when she finally answers.

      “Hang on a sec,” she huffs into the phone.

      I take a sip of wine and wait.

      A minute or so later, she’s back. “Sorry about that. I was just in the middle of chasing down Tripawed to get back the damn chicken drumstick that little fucker stole off my plate. Three-legged cats shouldn’t be able to move that fast.”

      “Did you get it back?”

      “Not before she’d eaten half of it. Why do I have a cat again?”

      “Because it’s theoretically a low-maintenance heartbeat in the house?”

      “Get a cat they said. It’ll be fine, they said. I’m a fucking vet. I’m supposed to be able to handle these things.”

      “There’s always something that’ll throw an expert off, no matter how well trained or experienced. Besides, you brought that little fucker back from the brink of death, and you love her.”

      “True enough. So, how was dinner? What did you have?” Molly misses her dad’s cooking, so we go through this same ritual every week.

      “Your dad made beef stew and dumplings.”

      She lets out a long, exaggerated sigh. “Okay. I’m done. Did Chloe get her costume?”

      “Yes, and she loved it. She’s ridiculously excited about Halloween this year.”

      “You better send me lots of pictures of her trick or treating. I’m bummed that I always miss out on that.”

      “You could move back home. I swear Doc Williams is only holding on because he’s waiting on you to come and take over the practice.

      “I’m not ready for that yet.”

      She’s convinced she’s got something to prove before she can move back to Sin Valley. I decide not to push her on it tonight. “Okay.”

      “Right. Gimme all the gossip.”

      “Well, first of all, your dad made a clumsy attempt to set me up with Cam Parker’s new hand.”

      “He did not.”

      “I know, right? Your dad is the last person in all of Sin Valley I would have expected to try and set me up. Your mum set him straight, though.”

      “I bet she did,” Molly says with a laugh. “What else?”

      “Just one more thing of note, this week. Old man Kane’s prize stallion got away from the stable hand on Monday, and by the time they found him, he was covering Andy Howe’s new Friesian mare.”

      “No!”

      “Yes. And worse, Doc Williams was due to inseminate the mare that afternoon with sperm from some hotshot stallion in the States.”

      “What happened to the poor stable hand? Because we both know old man Kane would have shot him for that if he thought he could get away with it.”

      “Fired. And of course, your mum hired him on the minute she found out.”

      “Of course she did. What’s Andy doing about his mare?”

      “He decided to wait and see if she takes. If she does, he’ll keep the sperm he bought on ice and let her go through with the pregnancy.”

      “Oh man, wouldn’t it be hilarious if he gave the foal to Lindsay?”

      “You know she’d keep it, just to spite her miserable old bastard of a father. And now, I do believe I’ll be having myself a little chat with Andy next time I come home.”

      Woe betide anyone who gets on the wrong side of Molly Green. Or her friends.

      “Okay, spill,” Molly demands.

      “What?”

      “I know you. You’re holding something back, now spill it.”

      She always seems to know when there’s something on my mind. “Fine. Turns out Mick lives in Vancouver.”

      “Mick who?”

      “Mick Russell.”

      “Wait! English Mick? Are you fucking kidding me?”

      “Nope.”

      “Is he in a band? What’s it called? Where are they playing? When? You should absolutely go. Then you should fuck him. Make sure he knows what he’s missed all these years.”

      “Slow down, Mol. I don’t know if I want to see him. I left him, remember? So, there’s no reason to rub his nose in what he’s been missing.”

      “Oh, please. If you didn’t want to see him, you wouldn’t be following
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