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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/

Want to see the rest of my books?

Go Here!

https://books2read.com/ap/8YkZvR/Michelle-Love
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Joe – the taco man who received a free stay at Whispers Resort and Spa from Baldwyn for a bottle of his ridiculously delicious hot sauce - takes his girlfriend Lola to Whispers Resort and Spa for one hot and spicy night. Will he get what he’s been after for years? Or will she shoot him down– again?
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Lola and I were high school sweethearts, but life separated us after graduation. While I kept my job as a prep cook at my family’s restaurant, Lola went away to her aunt’s in New York to study fashion design. When she came back to Austin a few years ago, she was almost unrecognizable as the girl I’d known so well.

Lola had blossomed into a woman while she was away. A successful woman with grace and stature, she had risen to the status and she was totally out of my league.

She’d dated actors, lawyers, models, and even a congressman while she lived in New York City for ten years.  In the same time span, I’d dated waitresses, convenience store clerks, and a stripper.

When she turned twenty-nine, Lola came home to Austin, to her parents, sisters, and brothers, saying she missed being a Texan. The New York lifestyle wasn’t what she wanted or felt comfortable with any longer.

I was still working at my parents’ restaurant, trapped by their age-old recipes that the patrons came in for time and time again. There was no way for me to grow as a cook – and that’s all I was while working there – a cook.

Lola had come home and began to work right away, starting her own boutique filled with clothes she had designed. It took her no time at all to gain a spot in downtown Austin where she moved her boutique. There she found her real home. Visitors from around the globe came to the capitol of Texas, as did dignitaries from other countries. Many of them had found Lola’s boutique and she’d grown to become a worldwide designer.

And there I was, still cooking the same damn enchilada recipe that my grandfather had penned decades earlier. I had hidden away from Lola, staying in the restaurant’s kitchen every time she’d stopped by to visit me. Ashamed of what I hadn’t become while she’d made something of herself, I continued to dodge her.

Until I came up with an idea. I would venture out on my own. With the help of my cousin, Phillipe, we bought a small concession trailer, called it J&P’s Tacos and set it up in the parking lot of a local grocery store. 

There, I developed recipes, using hit or miss techniques. I let the customers tell me what they liked and disliked. In the span of only a year, I had a tried and true menu and we had made enough money to buy another trailer, something a little nicer. Plus, we’d gained enough of a reputation that we were able to get a spot on Sixth Street which was downtown, just three blocks from Lola’s Boutique. 

By then, the people had renamed our business, Joe’s Tacos because I was the man who did all the talking and the majority of the cooking. Phillipe was my prep guy, dishwasher, and overall go-to for anything else I needed. But he was an important part of Joe’s Tacos as he could sense what I needed before I even asked for it. We worked together like a well-tuned engine, knowing it took both of us to make the place successful. 

Finally, I had brought myself up to something close to Lola’s level, a successful business owner. I now considered myself a chef rather than just a cook. 

For the last three years, we’d been dating seriously and exclusively. I’d asked her to move in with me, to which she’d politely declined, wanting to keep her independence intact.

I wanted to wake up with her every morning and go to bed with her every night. I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her. I wanted to make her the mother of my children. But, apparently, I hadn’t made her see or understand any of those things.

One of my customers and I had made a deal. I gave him a bottle of my taco sauce and he gave me a free night at his upscale resort. My plan was simple:  take my love to spend the night in luxury and then ask her to marry me. If she refused me, then I would end our relationship right then and right there.

We were both about to turn thirty-five; time was wasting away for us. I didn’t want to wake up alone five years from now to find myself an old man who hadn’t even started a family with the woman he loved.

It wasn’t lost on me that I might’ve been on the sheepish side with Lola about what I truly wanted with her. She was extraordinary and nothing like the girl I’d known in high school. She was beyond gorgeous too. The truth was that I had been a little intimidated by her. And I had to stop acting that way.

She’d told me more than a few times that I wasn’t acting like the old me. She’d said sometimes I looked at her as if I were starstruck and she didn’t like that at all. She wanted me to be me; she loved me for the guy I’d been and the man I’d grown into. 

The thing was that there was this part of me that knew I didn’t deserve her. She was perfect in every way and I was, well, I was okay. Just okay and she was out of this world.

Pulling the ring out of the bag from the jewelry store, I took out the little velvet, grey box and looked at the single diamond on a gold band. It wasn’t much, but it reminded me of when we were young, and things were simpler.

I knew that I had to stop putting her up on a pedestal. I had to start looking at her as just a woman – a woman who I loved more than I’d ever loved anything or anyone. If I couldn’t do that, then we would never stand a chance. I had to not only feel worthy of her, I had to believe it with everything in me.

Tapping in a text to her, I knew this was either the beginning of something beautiful or the beginning of the end of us.

Lola, I’m picking you up at four this afternoon. We’ll be staying the night at Whispers Resort and Spa. Prepare yourself for a romantic evening with the man you love.

Looking at the words on the screen of my phone, I almost started backspacing to delete them all. I didn’t speak to her that way. I used to be that take-charge kind of guy back in the old days, but with how she was now, I’d become more of an ‘ask if it’s okay’ kind of guy.

Leave it the way you wrote it. Leave it the way you meant it.

Hitting the send button, I had to trust in fate. What else could I do? Nothing I’d done so far was doing the trick, so I had to change my ways.

I had to find the man I’d been before Lola’s success and beauty transformed me into a lap dog.
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