

    
        
          Wrong Turn, Right Heart

        

        
        
          Eden Prairie, Bk 2

        

        
        
          Judy Kentrus

        

        
          Published by Judy Kentrus, 2019.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WRONG TURN, RIGHT HEART

    

    
      First edition. February 2, 2019.

      Copyright © 2019 Judy Kentrus.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1792302275

    

    
    
      Written by Judy Kentrus.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


 

Wrong Turn, 

Right Heart

 

[image: img1.png]

 

Judy Kentrus

              …Love Never Dies

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wrong Turn, Right Heart

Eden Prairie Series, Book 2

Copyright 2019 by Judy Kentrus

All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publishers, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Author:  Judy Kentrus

www.judykentrus.com

Publishers Note:  This e-book of fiction was written for your own personal enjoyment. Names, characters and places and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons living, or dead is entirely coincidental. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording without the permission in writing from the publisher. 

Book Title:  Wrong Turn, Right Heart

         Formerly:  Love on Tap

Edited by:  Joyce Lamb Editing

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wrong Turn, Right Heart

[image: img1.png]

 

Chapter 1

 

 “Evening, boss. Full house tonight.”

 

 “It’s Saturday night in Eden Prairie and everyone wants to let loose.” 

 Grayson Wolff made himself comfortable on the last stool at the long bar and did a casual sweep of the crowd.  In the past twelve months he’d become familiar with their regulars and knew almost everyone by their first name. They certainly knew him as the owner. The DJ played to his audience and turned up the volume when Trace Adkins sang “Honky Tonk Badonkadonk.” The upbeat tune coaxed everyone from the booths and round tables to the seasoned hardwood floor that suffered the stomping of booted feet. As a draw, he’d added three televisions in the bar area that were always muted, since no one could hear the sound over the country music. 

 Hank pulled the tap handle in the shape of a wolf’s head and expertly filled six mugs before setting them on a round tray in front of the waitress who patiently waited for her order. “Here you go, Loretta.”

 Gray smiled at one of his best workers, whose well-stacked body gave his male customers wet dreams. The guys knew enough not to get familiar with their hands. She was engaged to Boomer Evans, one of his assistant managers, who also doubled as a bouncer. Loretta was a skilled equestrian with numerous blue ribbons.  She was admired for her second love, bull riding and held the record riding their mechanical bull. With her auburn hair drawn up in two pigtails she looked younger than legal drinking age, but was in her late twenties and the mother of a ten-year-old boy. 

 “What’s your take on the new beer?”  Gray asked her. 

 “Now that everyone has stopped laughing at your idea to add a microbrewery to a roadhouse, they love having a great variety of beers. They don’t know your latest addition has been aged in an American oak bourbon barrel in a climate-controlled room for a year so that it can absorb the oak, vanilla, and caramel notes.”

 Loretta tucked her dark blue Wolff’s Roadhouse t-shirt into jeans that rode low on her slender hips, and adjusted her shiny rodeo champion buckle on her leather belt. “Lately the tourists traveling through Eden Prairie are starting to outnumber the locals.”

 “So you were listening the other morning.” Gray insisted he meet with his serving staff every week to discuss any problems they were having and bring them up to date on his brewmaster’s latest addition to their line of microbeers.  He appreciated their honest candor.

 Someone on the far side of the crowded room yelled, “Loretta!” 

 “Natives are getting restless,” she said, and lifted the round silver tray with six mugs of the dark beer. She’d also replenished the basket of popcorn for the table.

 “What can I get you to drink, boss?” Hank asked, wiping the wood surface of the long-established bar with a damp cloth.

 “Nothing right now, thanks. Burt just called to say he’s running late, but didn’t say why.” This would be the sixth time in the last two months the bartender was running, and he failed to attend their staff meetings.  Gray also noticed a problem with the cash receipts on the evenings Burt tended bar.  This would be the guy’s last night.  “It’s Hector’s night off but I’m sure he’ll be glad to come in for extra hours.”

 “That’s okay.  He couldn’t work tonight because he went to a wedding.” 

 “If you get overwhelmed, I’ll give you a hand.”

 “Nah.” Hank grinned. “And have you make nice with all the ladies?”

 Gray appreciated the way his best bartender handled the bar that accommodated twenty customers and filled the drink orders the five waitresses requested. He’d had reservations hiring the twenty-five-year-old that never stayed long in one place, but Hank had found a home in Eden Prairie. Along with being personable, he had the unique ability to remember what his customers liked to drink. He also knew when to stop serving one of his regulars. They didn’t argue when Hank requested one of the bouncers collect their keys. 

 When Kenny Chesney started singing “She Thinks My Tractor’s Sexy,” most of the customers at the bar joined the crowd on the dance floor. Gray’s eyes traveled down to the other end of the bar, and he wondered if the woman sitting on the last barstool was for real. The roadhouse attracted an eclectic crowd, but she looked as much out of place as a rose among a field of dried grass. His female customers were dressed in tight jeans, fashion cowgirl boots, and belly-revealing blouses. A few wore jaunty cowgirl hats. This one was dressed to take a stroll on a boardwalk. White shorts gave way to gorgeous, tanned legs that were crossed at the knees, and she swung a long, slender leg to the beat of the music. Her thin camisole, the color of raspberries, accented her very nice breasts. 

 He wondered how she could walk in the wedged cork sandals that had to add a good three inches to her already tall height. Her California-blond hair was secured to the top of her head with a big clip. According to the temperature, she’d be a lot warmer in jeans, boots, and a jacket.

 “Ever seen her before?” Gray asked, watching Hank fill four glasses with golden ale, making sure they had a perfect frothy head.

 “You mean Malibu Barbie? She came in about a half hour ago all pissed and demanded something to drink because she was parched, like she’d traveled through the Sahara desert or something. I asked what she wanted to drink and she ‘said surprise me.’ I gave her a flight of pilsner, brown ale, IPA, porter, and stout. Barbie flipped them down like shots and demanded another set. I included a sample of Wolff’s Head, your latest brew, and asked her which one was her favorite. She said she couldn’t tell the difference because she didn’t like beer. She’s a definite blond dingbat.”

  A very lovely blond dingbat. “Is she trolling?”

 “Don’t think so. Two older guys tried to get friendly, but she gave them an icy, get-lost stare that would chill Frosty the Snowman.”

 Gray surveyed his customers, and there didn’t appear to be anyone older than fifty. “What older guys?”

 “You know, in their forties.”

  Nothing like being reminded how old you are. “So you consider me old at forty-two.”

 “No, not really. You’re a cool guy and don’t have any gray hair. She’s a looker, but not like the chippies who come in here looking for a good time. She’s just different, you know, Malibu Barbie-ish.

 “I’m glad we cleared that up.” Gray was further confused when Hank gathered the ingredients of a mixed drink. “What are you making?”

 “A piña colada, with extra fruit. She’s starving because she didn’t have dinner.”

 Gray bit back a laugh. “Let me see what I can find out about our beach bunny. Bring me my regular when you get a chance.”

           Gray took a leisurely stroll and offered friendly greetings to his regular customers who’d returned to their seats. The leather cushioned barstool next to the “older woman” was vacant, and he made himself comfortable. The mirrored wall in the rear of the bar cast back the entire room.  From the dancing and smiles on the faces of his mixed aged crowd, everyone was having a good time. It also reflected the addition he’d made a year ago, a big gamble that was indeed, paying off. A glass wall separated the brewing room from the bar and held three tall stainless steel tanks that were used in making custom-brewed beer. His rich, snobby father wouldn’t be caught dead in a foot-stomping, beer-drinking honky-tonk, but Simon Wolff enjoyed the bottom line their chain of roadhouses garnered yearly. 

 He didn’t bother to shift his leg when Barbie’s swinging foot tapped his calf.  Acting casual, he glanced down at a neon-yellow painted toe that slowly moved up and down the back of his leg.  The familiar scent of Elizabeth Taylor perfume filled his senses. It was his sister’s favorite.    

 Right now, the blonde’s light green eyes radiated her don’t-mess-with-me attitude and probably wasn’t aware of her friendly toe action.  He could picture that lovely pink mouth doing something quite different to a certain part of his body, other than snarling at him. Up close, Malibu Barbie was captivating, and he wondered why she’d gathered all that thick blonde hair atop her head.

 Hank wiggled his eyebrows when he set a napkin that bore the logo of a howling wolf on the bar before placing a glass in front of Gray. To anyone else, it would appear the owner of the bar was drinking a gin and tonic, but it was plain Perrier with a twist of lime.  
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 Jennie Reynolds lowered her forehead to her crossed arms that rested on the bar and focused her attention on the neon yellow nail polish she’d indulged in before leaving California six days ago.  The nail technician had suggested gel nails that would last a lot longer than regular polish.

 “I’m cold, tired, hungry and pissed, not to mention lost, somewhere in the wilds of Indiana,” she muttered to her pretty toes.  “You forgot to charge your cell phone, leaving you without a GPS. The guy in the truck stop said you’d find a motel just off the exit.  That was miles ago.  Now you’re in some honky-tonk, surrounded by shit-kicking dancers and lively country music.  Girl you are so out of your element.”

  The trip that started out as a mini-vacation was turning into a disaster.  She wasn’t expected to start her new job in Laurel Heights, Pennsylvania, as the director of their newly built community and recreation center till the end of the month, and had decided to play tourist.  

 It’s not as if she was an inept driver, she considered herself cautious, handling her forty-five-year-old Volkswagen bus.  It was also the first time she’d ever pulled a U-Haul storage trailer. It was all the other drivers, especially males. They were downright rude, and she’d never received so many middle-finger insults in her life!

 She raised her head when the too-young-for-her bartender set her drink down on the small paper napkin in front of her.  She managed to give him an appreciative smile. “Thanks for the extra fruit.”

 “No problem.  Enjoy.”

 The sweet taste of the juicy slice of orange was delicious and felt good on her tongue. It helped to cleanse away the aftertaste from the strong beer. It also reawakened her senses to the guy sitting next to her.  He had to have been there a full five minutes, the time she’d been feeling sorry for herself and was probably trying to come up with a clever pickup line. 

 She caught his quick side-glances in the mirror, and approved of his good looks. He had three things on her “a guy must have” list: close to her age; a face that would make her look twice; and a toned body that didn’t indulge in sweets. When he turned his head and smiled, she was stunned by his stormy gray eyes. Check off number four. Unfortunately, she wasn’t in the mood for a guy’s smooth come-on, and cut him off at the knees. 

 She turned her head and looked him dead in the eye.  “Don’t scramble your brain trying to come up with a clever pickup line. I’ve heard them all. ‘If I were a vegetable, I’d be a cute-cumber; I seem to have lost my phone number, can I have yours?’ One of my all-time favorites: ‘Is your daddy a baker? Because you’ve got nice buns.’

 “I’m a Capricorn and don’t do one-night stands. I like the Packers, Tigers, and the Red Wings. I’m not married and don’t want to be. You know why?”

 He didn’t appear to be the least offended by her keep away warning. Laughter danced in his gray eyes, and he shot back a heart melting smile she felt right down to her toes.
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 “No, but I’m sure you’re about to enlighten me.”

 He watched her remove the long plastic pick stretched out along the top of her piña colada with slender fingers, unadorned with rings.  She twisted in her seat, making sure they were face to face. He forced himself not to glance down at the lovely knees that were pressing into his thigh. 

 “All men are assholes!” To stress her point, she flicked the fruit-laden pick in his direction.

 To his utter shock and hers, the fruit took flight. Two cherries and a chunk of pineapple covered in froth bounced off Gray’s cheeks. Juice ran down his face, leaving small red splotches on his white sports shirt. The projectiles found a home in his groin.

 “That’s what I call getting your point across.” He smirked and reached for the paper napkin next to his glass.

 “I’m so sorry!” she blustered and grabbed the napkin out of his hand and dabbed at the wet spots on his cheeks. “Your shirt!” She used her own napkin, dipped the end in his drink, and attacked the blossoming red blotches. Without thinking, she removed the fruit salad from his groin and vigorously rubbed the stains from his tan chinos. “You’re all wet.”

 There was nothing he could do to hide the evidence of her “cleaning” efforts, but he held perfectly still. Any movement would only increase his discomfort. “If you keep that up, I’ll be a whole lot wetter.” 

 She gasped when she realized where her hands were and what she was doing.  Her cheeks turned as red as the cherries.

 Gray lifted her hand away and signaled the bartender to bring more napkins and another drink. “Enough. I’ll live.” The innocent moves of a helping hand had given him a hard-on, a sure sign he’d been too long without a woman.

 “I’m really sorry. It’s been a shitty day.”  His flustered guest went to put her elbow on the bar and missed, and her head slammed into his shoulder. 

 Gray smiled down at the very delightful female who was using his shoulder as a pillow. “You’re pretty tipsy.” 

 She immediately jerked to an upright position. “What do you mean? I have pretty tits.” Without giving any thought to what she was doing, she tugged on the neckline of her camisole and lowered her eyes. “Yup, my girls are still there.”

 Gray enjoyed a very quick glimpse of her girls in a white lacy demi-bra and smiled. “From what I can tell, they’re quite lovely.”

 He managed to say it with a straight face. She was funny and entertaining. He was intrigued and turned on. It had been a long time since he’d found a woman who could hold his interest for more than a few minutes. They were more interested in his thick financial portfolio. 

 Three years ago his life had changed in a way he’d never anticipated, and his decision had alienated him from a few members of his family. Not that it was an emotional hardship. Common sense said Barbie spelled trouble, but he liked a challenge. His father hadn’t labeled Gray the black sheep in the family for nothing.

 Barbie was successful the second time she attempted to rest her chin on her hand, and looked him dead in the eye. “I don’t usually find men with a scruffy beard appealing, but you have a very striking, interesting face.”

 “Thank you, I think. My great, great, great grandmother was kidnapped by a Comanche warrior during the Mexican-American war. After four generations, I just happened to resemble my grandfather.”

 “If you just made that up, that’s the best pickup line I’ve ever heard.”

 “No, it’s for real.” Grayson sipped his second drink and shook his head when Hank silently questioned replacing Barbie’s frou-frou drink. What she needed was food.

 “When was the last time you ate?”  When her eyelids slowly fluttered closed, revealing a fan of long lashes, he thought for a moment she’d fallen asleep. 

 “Breakfast, I think,” she mumbled.

 “Do you eat rabbit food, or enjoy a good meal?”

 “I like to eat, but I do yoga and exercise to keep myself in shape.”

 “You’re doing a great job.” Gray signaled Hank. “We’ll take a Roadhouse special and two glasses of draft birch beer. We’ll eat at my table.”

 “You don’t have to do that,” she immediately protested.

 “I haven’t eaten, and I’d enjoy your company.” Gray hoped he wasn’t making a mistake.

 They moved off the barstools at the same time and their bodies smoothly meshed. He didn’t blush but jerked back when her inspecting hand moved up and down his zipper.  She leaned in closer, and her warm breath swept his ear. “If all men were built like you, the company who makes Viagra would go out of business.” 

  This tipsy woman was dangerous, and he’d been correct. With those ankle breakers, the top of her head was even with his nose. Her girls were quite full and very soft, and her hard nipples had pierced his chest. He was glad the lights in the bar were on dim so no one could see the evidence of his arousal.

 He put a firm hand to her elbow to guide her away from the bar. Heads turned, watching the owner who avoided socializing with his customers, guide the tall, sexy blond to his private table.  It offered the perfect view of what was happening. His two bouncers were perfectly capable of handling the crowd, but as the owner, he preferred to keep his hand on any potential out-of-control situation. He was liable if a customer got into an accident after drinking at his establishment and someone got hurt.

 As soon as they sat down, the waitress delivered a basket of popcorn and two glasses of ice water with lemon. Gray wished he could use the ice water to tamp down the ache between his legs. 

 “Thank you, Brenda. I’ve already ordered our dinner.”

 “I’ll bring it out shortly,” she said.  Her eyes, too, sparkled with devilish intent and she deliberately adjusted the metal stand in the center of the table advertising their Valentine’s Day dance and ladies’ mechanical bull riding competition.  

 Did all his employees think he was a saint just because he didn’t seek out the company of women?  His personal policy, as the owner, he was deliberately staying clear of his female customers. Not that he was rude. He was a very private person, and drew the line when it came to invitations to take female companionship to the next level.  Thinking about it, he’d realized he just broke his own strict rule.
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 Jennie filled her mouth with popcorn and chased it down with a half glass of water, anything to keep her hands and mouth busy. You actually grabbed his crotch, and he definitely didn’t need a sex stimulant! She was far from a forty-year-old virgin, but up close he was hero handsome. He smelled sexy and made her stomach feel queasy. It had to be a lack of food. She never did get to eat her fruit. The leather cushioned armchair was a lot more comfortable than the bar stool. The dining area was casually intimate, and the music wasn’t as loud. She started to relax.

 “You don’t have to do this. I believe I’ve already said that, and I don’t even know your name.”

 “Considering you already had your hand in my crotch, and I’ve given your girls five stars, I’d say introductions are necessary. What do you say we start again?”

 “Five stars? Thank you very much.” She gave him a big smile and held out a hand. “Jennifer Reynolds. Only my mother and father call me that when they’re annoyed with me. Everyone else calls me Jennie.”

  “Nice to meet you Jennie.  Gray Wolff.  In case you’re wondering, this is my place.”

 Jennie leaned against the back of a traditional captain’s chair, further surprised by her mystery man. “Now I’m really impressed, and I don’t mean because you’re the owner. You have a name to go with your background.”

 He gave her a big grin. “Thank you. I’ve always been proud of my ancestral background and no woman has ever compared my last name to my Mexican-Indian heritage. I’m still curious why you think all men are assholes.” 

 “The male species drive like they own the road. I was driving along, minding my own business, singing “Copacabana” with Barry Manilow, when this guy on a motorcycle was hot-dogging in and out of cars. He was a real menace and cut me off twice. I called the police and reported him. Then my phone died so I didn’t have a GPS. I got off the next exit because I needed gas and had to go to the bathroom.”  Jennie knew she was rambling, but he seemed genuinely interested in her tale of woe. 

 “I drove for a half hour before I found a convenience store with a gas station.  I asked the guy for directions to a motel. He was so rude and just laughed and said, ‘Blondie, head west toward the interstate and I’d wind up in California.’  I drove for another half hour and your roadhouse popped up out of nowhere.  I don’t even know where I am.”  

  “I’m sorry he was so rude. The entrance to the interstate is still under construction. You’re five miles outside of Eden Prairie, Indiana.  It’s a quaint little town and the people are very friendly, not like the clerk at the convenience store.”

 Jennie tamped down her happiness at winding up in the town she was headed in the first place, but she wasn’t at liberty to tell him why. “Well my sense of direction is spot on because I planned to spend the night in Eden Prairie.”

 “Please don’t take this the wrong way, but when my bartender first saw you, he dubbed you Malibu Barbie. You’re not exactly dressed for the freezing February temperatures. We had four inches of snow two days ago.”  

 “I found that out when I got out of my van.  I’ve been dressing like this since I left California six days ago because it’s comfortable.  I do have other clothes, but they’re all packed in storage bins in my U-Haul trailer.”

 Jennie paused, repeating what he just called her. “Malibu Barbie?”  She looked around at the way the female customers were dressed, realizing her wardrobe was glaringly different—she stuck out like the oddball in the crowd. She raised her glass of birch beer in a salute and gave him a big smile. “Here’s to you, Ken!”

 He laughed and returned her salute. “Just to put your mind at ease, I’m courteous to all drivers, including women.”  

 He sounded sincere, and Jennie decided he was telling the truth.  Check off number five on her list–honest and sincere.  “I believe you. Consider yourself removed from the All Men Are Assholes Club.” 

 They both looked up when Brenda set a basket of freshly baked corn bread on the table. A server followed with a large platter of sizzling-hot food. It took up half the table.

 The delicious smells seduced Jennie’s taste buds. She put a hand to her empty stomach when it rumbled.  “This looks great. What should I eat first?”

 “Try the ribs, then the pulled pork and barbecue brisket. I save the chicken for last. In between, I munch on the beans and coleslaw, and eat the corn on the cob.”

 Jennie placed the large cloth napkin across her lap. “You eat like this every night?”

 “No, I limit myself to once a week, and single portions only. We serve barbecue four nights a week. Our cook spends the other days smoking and prepping the meat. The other two nights we offer burgers, fries, and the standard bar menu.  We’re closed Sundays.”

 Jennie took her first bite of a tender rib and moaned. “Viva for the four nights you offer these ribs. They’re fantastic!”

 Neither said a word, and did justice to the wonderful meal. 

 The more she ate, the better she felt. Jen wiped her mouth with a napkin and leaned back against the chair. “That is one of the best barbecue meals I’ve ever eaten.”

 “I’m glad you enjoyed it.”  

 The Valentine’s Day dance and ladies’ bull riding competition sign caught her attention. Bold red letters indicated it was Sold Out. She dipped her head toward the table card.  “Candy and flowers is generally the standard for celebrating Valentine’s Day, but bull riding?  Do ladies actually participate?”

 “The sign-up list sold out the first night it was posted.  We still have a few dinner reservations available in the early evening.”

 “What’s more intriguing is the prize.  ‘Winner’s Choice.’  Of what?”

 “A date with the man of her choice.  There’s a twenty-five dollar sign-up fee.  All the money goes to charity.  This year it’s Mothers Against Drunk Drivers.”

 “That’s an excellent cause. Are you included in the prize?”

  He shook his head.  “Absolutely not. I’m a judge and official timekeeper so I’m not eligible.”

 “Pity.” Jennie sighed, not realizing she’d voiced her thoughts out loud.  To cover her flushed cheeks, she opened a package of wipes and dabbed at her mouth to clean up any residual barbecue sauce.

 “From your comment, I take it there isn’t someone in your life who will be sending you a Valentine,” he commented.

 Jennie crushed the used wipe in her hand. “Let me put it this way, I won’t be receiving any mushy cards, flowers, or candy.  Anyway, cards are a hollow expression of love.  Real love should be shared 365 days a year and that’s not in a store-bought card.
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   He never thought of it that way and she was right.  True love was a rare find, one he’d never experienced.  “Pity,” he repeated and tapped a finger to the tip of her nose.  

 It was pleasant sitting with someone who enjoyed what they were eating and didn’t pick, afraid they would blow up like Violet in Willie Wonka because they ate too much.  “Wait, you missed a spot, and you have barbecue sauce on your cheek.” 

 Gray ripped open a packet of wet wipes and leaned in close to Jennie’s face, a lot closer than necessary, and gently brushed the reddish-brown sauce from her pink cheek. He liked touching her and didn’t want to stop. His fingers had a mind of their own, and moved lower to graze the corner of her perfectly shaped lips with the damp wipe.  His heart thudded wildly in his chest when the pad of his finger smoothed across the surface of her soft bottom lip.  It was too personal, too intimate. He suddenly realized where they were.  “I’m sorry,” he said in a hushed tone, putting some much needed distance between them.

 “Thank you for inviting me to have dinner with you,” she blurted in an unsteady voice. “Can you point me in the direction of the ladies’ room?”

 “Walk toward the front door and make a right.” Gray appreciated her need to step away for a few minutes. “Can I offer you some dessert?  We have great homemade blueberry pie.”

 Jennie put a hand to her stomach. “I’d love pie, but I’m about to burst.”  She winked at him.  “In all honesty, I need to get away from you so I can breathe normally.”

 The feeling is mutual. “How about I order coffee for two?”

 “Perfect. When I come back, maybe you can tell me where I can find the closest place to stay the night.”

 Gray really enjoyed her company and was disappointed she’d be leaving so soon. She treated him like an ordinary man and not one with a hefty bank account, backed by a name that appeared almost daily in financial columns. He’d been trying to step away his entire life, but no matter how far
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