
    
      
        Lily

        Fangirls Book Two

        R.C. Wynne

      

      
        [image: image-placeholder]

        Sandy Shores Publishing

      

    

  
Copyright



Lily
By R.C. Wynne

Second Edition
Copyright © 2015 by R.C. Wynne

All rights reserved

Cover art & by graphics by Beautiful Mess Graphics 
Editing by CTS Editing & Weis Editing/Proofreading Services
Formatting by CJC Formatting

   
www.rcwynnebooks.com

This book is a work of fiction. All names, characters, locations, and incidents are strictly products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only and may not be reproduced in any form, except in assisting in a review. This book may not be resold. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

For up-to-date news on R.C. Wynne’s latest releases, book signing events in your area, and giveaways, follow his newsletter - CLICK HERE! 

You can also join R.C. Wynne’s reading group one Facebook, Wynne’s Romance Hideaway, for more updates, extra giveaways, and even more fan involvement - https://www.facebook.com/groups/wynnesromancehideway 











  Contents




    
        
        
            
        
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Dedication
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          1. Chapter One
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          2. Chapter Two
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          3. Chapter Three
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          4. Chapter Four
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          5. Chapter Five
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          6. Chapter Six
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          7. Chapter Seven
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          What's Next?
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Need More?
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Acknowledgments
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Review Request
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          About the Author
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Also by R.C. Wynne
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Writing as Robbie Cox
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Merchandise Store
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
    


Dedication


To Taira, who helped us see what author events could be like




Chapter One


“Do you think my eyes can hold the light of the moon?” Cleo stared deep into Ward’s dark eyes, eyes she could find herself getting lost in with no thought of returning to the real world. The wind whipped off the Atlantic and tugged at her hair, almost as if it were trying to pull them apart, but she wouldn’t permit it. Nothing was going to take her from his arms.
Ward smiled, caressing the side of her head, his eyes a soft expression of the passion he had planned for them as he gazed down at her. “I think your eyes could hold the light of a thousand moons and a million stars. Yet, even then, the constellations would pale in comparison to the sparkle in your eyes whenever I look at you.”
She placed her hand over his, pressing it softly against her. “If only this night could last.”
He stepped closer, his eyes staring at her lips with an intensity that stirred the passion between her legs. She hungered to taste those lips, to feel them against her flesh. “This night can last forever, even after the sun rises to a new day. As long as we hold tight to each other, this night will never fade, and time will forever stand still, as it always does when I am in your arms.”
She could feel her heart thumping in her chest, her breathing ragged in her ears. “Oh, Ward…”
“What the..?” Lily Mason reached up, rubbing the spot on her head that had just been pelted with a wadded-up straw wrapper. “What was that for?” She asked with a slight giggle in her voice.
Brian Wilson took the seat across from her, laughing as he stabbed the lid to his sweet tea with the straw he had just stripped. “I called your name three times. Whatever you’re reading must be pretty engrossing. It’s caused you to totally tune out. Steamy hot love scene?”
Lily glanced down at the paperback in her hand. Her lunch was half-eaten in front of her as she sat there, feet propped up on the hard plastic chair in front of her, lost in the romantic world of author Jack Sutherland. She bought his latest mystery romance as soon as it hit the shelves, just as she had with all of his previous novels. Overboard was his best book yet, and Lily had been so absorbed in it that she didn’t even realize her lunch ended fifteen minutes ago. Brian was right—it was one hell of a steamy romance. “Oh, wow. I’m sorry. I bet Charlie’s having a fit.”
Brian just chuckled as he unwrapped his sandwich. “When is Charlie not having a fit?”
Lily laughed with him as she began to clean up her lunch mess. “True story.”
“Luckily, you’ll be getting away from his snippety behavior over the next few days, though. You looking forward to your weekend getaway?” He brushed his walnut-colored bangs out of his eyes as he settled back in his chair to enjoy his lunch. “It’s a book signing, right? For your daughter?”
Lily stuffed her plastic containers back into her lunch box. “Yeah, so it’ll be a working weekend without benefit of pay. I’m going as her assistant.” She walked over to the trash can and tossed her garbage away, still talking. “I actually volunteered this time.” Walking back over to the table, she pointed to the book she left beside her lunch box. “My favorite author is going to be there and I’m really looking forward to rubbing elbows with him.” Actually, she was hoping to rub more than just elbows. A lady could dream, right?
She watched as Brian picked up the paperback, flipping it over to the back, so he could scan the blurb. “What does he write?”
Standing by the breakroom table, she waited while he finished reading. If Charlie was already annoyed, a few more moments of tardiness wasn’t going to matter. The manager of Dollar Mania had two moods—happy and dick. “Romance mystery,” she said when Brian finished reading. “I won his first book in a giveaway at one of Cassie’s events. He wasn’t even there. He had to cancel at the last minute. After reading it, I was surprised that a man could write romance so well. Nicholas Sparks has competition now.” She took the book from Brian as he handed it to her. “Some of his sex scenes left me panting.”
Brian laughed as he twisted the top off his Coke bottle. “Hoping to help him out with some research while you’re there?”
She winked at him. “There’s always hope.” She grabbed her lunch box as she said, “See you back out on the floor.” He said have fun as she passed through the breakroom doorway and back out for another four hours of hell.
When she slipped back out onto the floor, after tucking her lunch box and the book she would rather be reading back in her locker, Charlie made a point of staring at his watch while tapping his foot. Lily just walked over and patted his paunch belly, offering him a smile. “I’ll skip my next break to make up the time.”
“Yes, you will,” he said, dropping his hands to his hips. “And don’t pat my stomach.”
“Well, I would have tousled your hair, but…” She made a point of staring at his bald head. She shrugged. “Well…you know.”
She turned and walked away before getting her boss any more frustrated. While it was true Charlie could be a real jerk at times, pushing his buttons was one of her hobbies. She needed to do something to keep from screaming while staring at the same merchandise day after day and putting up with asinine customers who expected quite a bit for their measly dollar. Her daughter, Cassie, was always telling her to quit and find another job, but it would be the same chaos, just a different store. Besides, she had Charlie broken in already. She didn’t want to train another boss.
The rest of the day was spent stocking shelves, picking trash up from the floor, and finding merchandise a customer left in the wrong spot after changing their mind about purchasing it four aisles over from where they picked it up. Lazy people. As she worked, the routine so down pat that it was now a mindless activity, her thoughts drifted to Brian’s question about her helping Jack Sutherland with the research for his books. Wouldn’t that be great if I get the chance? I wonder if he’s bringing someone with him. There were times she felt really silly obsessing over him as much as she did, but his stories really moved her. She felt as if she knew parts of his soul from the words he put in his books. There was no way a man could write the way he did about relationships and not understand the female mind—or how to make the female body squirm. While Jack Sutherland’s novels were mainly romance, the few sex scenes he wrote had left her reaching for her favorite egg-shaped toy from her nightstand. The fantasies she had envisioned while reading his books led to some of the best orgasms in her life, even including the minuscule sex life she suffered through with her ex-husband. Jack Sutherland knew how to make love to a woman and make her cry out. It was obvious with the way he wrote about it.
Since her divorce five years ago, Lily lost herself in the romantic worlds of her favorite authors. Her daughter, Cassandra Mason, penned paranormal romance novels and, while they were tantalizing in their eroticism, Lily felt a little weird reading sex scenes written by her twenty-four-year-old daughter. She needed someone else to provide her escape and, in her search, she discovered Jack Sutherland. Jack. She smiled at the idea of calling him by his first name.
She wasn’t halfway through his first book before she was visiting his website to learn more about him and then following him on whichever social media network he could be found. Entering one of his giveaways, she won his second book and became an even bigger fan. Cassie thought she was silly, and Lily did admit she felt like a school girl with a crush on a teacher at times. By the time his third book came out, the one she was currently reading, she was pretending the two of them were the main characters in the books. Together, they solved the puzzles set before them while both falling desperately in love, in the midst of a tangle of arms and legs as they were swept away in a wave of passion.
With her hands on her thighs as she knelt on the floor, she took a deep calming breath. My god, I need to get a real life. Yet, what if this weekend her fantasies became a reality? It could happen, right? Right.
The rest of the day went by in its predictable mundane manner and soon Lily found herself heading home for a hot shower and then to pack for her weekend getaway. Cassie would be picking her up early the next morning and the two of them would make the three-hour drive from Jupiter to St. Augustine. Registration didn’t start until four that afternoon, but they wanted to get there early enough to do a little exploring on their own. St. Augustine was a beautiful city with a lot of history and Lily was really looking forward to a stroll down St. George Street, popping into the stores and small wineries. She may even take Cassie along with her. Or not.
Once home, Lily tossed her keys onto the kitchen counter, plopping her purse down beside them. She reached for a wine glass, which hung from a rack over her kitchen island, deciding packing for the weekend required a glass of Merlot. With wine in hand, she made her way to the bedroom, sliding her closet door open and staring at the hanging clothes, hoping they would pack themselves now that she had opened the door. I really wish Cassie’s paranormal world was real. I could use some magical powers right about now.
Since she didn’t have magical powers and the clothes refused to pack themselves, she set the wine glass on her dresser—after a hearty swallow, of course—and, with hands on hips, tried to decide which outfits would best entice Mister Jack Sutherland. While it was true that her official purpose for attending the author event was to assist Cassie at her table, her real reason for volunteering was to meet Jack. She had to spend time with the man who kept her passion simmering with his words. She desired to feel his hands—shake, shake his hands—and thank him for keeping her wet—entertained! She blew out a breath as she ran a hand through her raven-black hair, allowing it to fall in feathery strands against her back. I have definitely allowed my fantasy life to take over.
As she pulled out a couple of dresses, she wondered if other women obsessed over their favorite authors the way she was. Surely, she wasn’t the only one who curled up under the covers with a book in one hand while her other hand stroked her dripping sex.
She stopped and stared at the wall a minute. Oh god, what if I am? What does that say about me? Then she chuckled as she tossed the dresses onto the bed. It means I haven’t had real, honest-to-god, make-me-scream sex in way too long. If she was lucky, that would end this weekend.
She grinned as she picked up a slinky, burgundy dress. The neckline was low
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