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Sign up for my newsletter and get The Unexpected Nanny, Dirty Little Virgin and other romance books for free!

Sign up now

https://www.steamyromance.info/free-books-and-audiobooks-hot-and-steamy/
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When I met Jamie Spelling, the charming billionaire who seemed too good to be true, I thought I’d finally found my happily ever after.

He was everything I’d dreamed of—until his family made it clear I didn’t belong. His mother saw me as nothing more than an outsider, unworthy of their name. But with Jamie by my side, I tried to ignore the whispers, focusing on the connection we shared.

But the deeper I got into his world, the more I realized that I was just part of a fantasy—something to show off or use for his own gain. The demands Jamie placed on me, the expectations... it all became too much. With the help of two incredible women, Jamie's grandmother Audra and her bold friend Lottie, I started to see the truth: I deserved more.

Now, I have a choice—stay in a life that wasn’t truly mine or take a stand for my own happiness.
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Chapter One: Not in My Backyard
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Thirty-one-year-old Tracie Spellman pushed her artfully streaked blonde hair out of her eyes and reached blindly for the Snooze button on her annoyingly persistent alarm clock. Her head throbbed. Her body ached. It even hurt to open and close her eyes.

With a groan, she rolled over. That’s when she noticed the blood-streaked sheets and the stickiness between her legs.

What the hell happened last night?

While she was trying to collect her senses and her recollections, a sharp knock sounded at the door. Tracie squinted at the clock. Her head pounded.

8:04

Christ! Who’d be bothering her at this hour?

The door opened, and in whisked her secretary, Avril Steele. Her Prada shoes clicked purposefully on the shiny oak floor as she bustled briskly across the spacious room to Tracie’s bedside. She fixed her steely gray eyes on Tracie’s disheveled appearance and sniffed in disdain. Tracie was pretty sure her prim British assistant could smell sex in the air around her.

“What do you want, Avril?” Tracie groaned. She knew her assistant’s presence at this hour couldn’t be a good sign.

“Madame,” Avril began, glancing pointedly at her watch, “when Master Jamie left for work over an hour ago, he asked me to wake you and remind you of your meeting with Mrs. Chambers at nine.”

“Oh, no! Is that today?” The pounding in her head increased to jackhammer intensity.

“Well, this is July 8, so, yes, the meeting is today,” Avril replied patiently as if she were talking to a three-year-old. 

Tracie hated Avril’s condescending attitude. The efficient yet irritating forty-year-old had not been Tracie’s choice. She hadn’t wanted an assistant at all. But if she was forced to hire one, she wanted someone who was younger and more fun. But Jamie, as always, had the last word. He insisted that his attractive wife needed someone who would “keep her on track” and “establish a routine” in Tracie’s life. In other words, someone to whom Tracie would be accountable when Jamie was at work.

When Tracie and Jamie met at college and fell in love, the poor girl from the wrong side of the tracks in her small southern Alabama town of Skunk’s Hollow had no idea how wide a gap separated their lives. 

Tracie was in for her first rude awakening when Jamie brought her home to his massive Montgomery estate. Her mind traveled back while Avril strode to her closet to select an appropriate outfit for her meeting.

With a quiet groan, Tracie gathered the soiled sheets around her and headed for the shower. She had no energy for sparring with meddlesome Lottie Chambers today. 

Why does Jamie get her involved in these touchy issues? she wondered. Or, is this the work of his mother?

When she’d met the intimidating Marilyn Spellman, it had been hate at first sight. The dark-haired, statuesque matriarch had left nothing to the imagination. She loathed Tracie’s mere existence. 

And as for this little gold digger, has it ever been part of my family? Never! Charity might begin at home, but not in my son’s bedroom! according to Marilyn.

All efforts on Jamie’s part to negotiate a truce between the two women he loved most fell on unresponsive ears. Marilyn Spellman might be the undisputed champion of fundraisers for local food banks and homeless shelters. But when it came to her family? She didn’t care a bit about how Tracie had pulled herself out of the slums and graduated at the top of her class at Emory. She would never be welcome under Marilyn’s roof. All Jamie’s eloquent pleading to his mother to put herself in Tracie’s shoes had no effect on Marilyn. Her mind was made up. This girl was bad news, and the sooner Jamie came to his senses and dumped her, the better!

To be fair, Tracie admitted, she and Jamie’s mother did not get off on the right foot when Marilyn burst into Jamie’s bedroom and found Tracie on her knees in front of Jamie, performing fellatio. Two nights in widely separated bedrooms had taken their toll on the pair accustomed to sleeping together at Emory. They were merely getting reacquainted and letting off some pent-up sexual steam.

Marilyn didn’t see it that way. She was convinced Tracie was a low-life, promiscuous woman who would fall upon whatever was put in front of her. The Spellman wealth was not going to become this girl’s opportunity, if Marilyn had anything to say about it. She had pretty socialite Tiffany King in her sights, as soon as she could make her son see things sensibly. Tiffany would be a fine match. She was their kind of people!

So, the two women gave each other a wide berth. Jamie never took Tracie home again, until she was wearing his grandmother’s diamond engagement ring. There was nothing Marilyn Spellman could do except pitch a fit. The three-carat diamond belonged to Jamie’s paternal grandmother, Audra Spellman, who adored Tracie and was thrilled to pass on the family heirloom to her only grandson and his bride-to-be. Marilyn did a slow burn and waited for the right moment to rid the family of this white trash.

Audra also insisted on hosting and paying for the wedding. Tracie was torn. She hadn’t been home or talked to her parents since she graduated from high school. She wanted them to know she was doing well, but she didn’t want to rub their noses in her success. Although they could make the trip to Audra’s mansion in Montgomery, it was unlikely that they’d even consider it. They wouldn’t know how to dress, how to act, or how to talk to these people. Meeting her parents would give Marilyn Spellman further fuel to highlight the gap between Jamie and Tracie. The Spellmans and the Rutherfords were as different as two sides of a coin, as sharply contrasting as black and white, as likely to hit it off as fire and gas. It was a disaster waiting to happen! Tracie had worked so hard to rid herself of the stench of Skunk’s Hollow. She was reluctant to bring the two disparate sides of her life together. She’d moved on and worked hard to make a new life for herself.
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