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About the Book

One memory can repair everything…

 

Lisa Scott’s perfect world changed with a knock on her door. A widow for several years, she struggled with the reality of her life and made bad choices in her grief. But she’s done with that now. She moves away from her once happy home to start anew, to remember who she really is.

 

Nikolas Nervetti isn’t going to talk about his problems. He’s not going to share that even though he’s tough as nails on the outside, his heart is more fragile than anyone would believe. He plays his parts well, never revealing his truths, but he’s sick of being on the sidelines watching everyone around him fall in love, while he remains unsatisfied.

 

When the beautiful new bartender at Kelly’s Pub leaves Nik short of breath, he won’t back down from something he knows they both want. Their chemistry is undeniable, but Lisa promised not to put herself in a position to be destroyed again.

 

An unfortunate accident leaves Lisa with memory loss and she has to relive the excruciating pain of losing her husband. Months pass with Lisa withdrawing from her current life, including Nik. She denies the unfamiliar feelings he awakened in her, and spirals back into destruction. Nik won’t let the woman he loves torture herself anymore.

 

For bonus scenes, exclusive content, a freebie, and more, sign up for Anna’s mailing list


Dedication

To the readers, especially those who asked about Nik and wanted to know more about him.

Without your support, I wouldn’t be able to do what I do. Thank you.


Prologue

Lisa

 

When you become a widow, everybody tells you how sorry they are. They smile at you with empty eyes and speak like you’re made of glass. Curious stares are given in passing and sympathetic pats on the shoulder are routine.

When Bradley died, I had a wonderful support system and plenty of shoulders to cry on. People I didn’t even know brought me things they thought might be useful, and those close to me kept their distance when they sensed I needed to be alone.

But the thing nobody tells you, the one thing I wished I was prepared for, is just how damn empty everything would feel. My house, my heart, my entire life. I felt like I was the only person left in the world. I could be standing in a room with a thousand people surrounding me and I might as well have been in the middle of the ocean alone. I expected to be lonely … I mean shit, my husband was dead, but I wasn’t prepared for my heart to be hollowed.

Bradley and I met in high school. We were each other’s firsts and onlys. We had a future planned that consisted of a very large family, a white picket fence, and a yellow lab. Since both of us are only children, we wanted our kids to grow up with many brothers and sisters. We wanted our life to be loud and happy.

Before we did any of that, though, Bradley wanted to serve his country … and in doing so, he made the ultimate sacrifice. I wasn’t the same person after I answered that dreaded knock on the door. I might as well have died right along with him, because I wasn’t even a shell of the person he knew and loved. He would have been disappointed in me for refusing to live without him.

After spiraling down in order to feel something, I went to his favorite bar. I drank his favorite whiskey and played his favorite song on the jukebox. One drink led to two. And two led to five. Five led to sex with a man who reminded me of Brad. He bent me over the sink in the men’s bathroom and even though it was awful and fast and dirty, it breathed life into me that I’d been missing.

After that experience, I sought to feel it again. To have a second of normality. A moment of relief. So I became a slut. A whore. A tramp. I’m not proud of it, but at the time, it was the only thing that made any sense to me.

If I couldn’t have Brad back, I’d at least have a man who wanted me … if only for a night, but usually not even that. I was sitting at the kitchen table of a man whose last name I didn’t even know watching his neighbor play in the backyard with her kid when it hit me. I needed to move on. Get a fresh start. Stop demoralizing myself. Maybe get a cat as a companion because I’d never love anyone again. Nobody could replace the one and only man I had vowed to be with until the day I died. Nobody.


Chapter 1

Nik

 

“Nik, this is Lisa.” Meara, the owner of the pub I work at and my best friend’s little sister, winks as she introduces me to the new bartender. “Lisa, this is Nik. He’s a brooding asshole, but I promise he won’t bite. Unless you’re into that sort of thing, then I’m sure he’d accommodate.”

Lisa’s eyes are on the door, looking over my shoulder but not at me.

I stick out my hand. “Nice to meet you.”

She looks down at it before her dainty one wraps around mine. Her fingers loosen, but when I don’t let go, she finally looks at me. Her almost black hair falls over half her face, and she shakes her head to have more of it cover herself. Like a shield. Interesting.

I reach up and push some of the silky hair away so I can see her. She jerks back as a storm rages in her blue eyes, making them flash with a combination of fear and lust. An immediate smile forms on my lips, anticipating how much fun we’re going to have, and hers turns into a frown.

“You, too,” she mumbles, and rips her hand away as she turns to Meara. “I’m going to run to the ladies’ room before I start, if that’s okay.”

“Of course.”

When Lisa rounds the corner, Meara slaps me across the head. “What the fuck was that?”

I smooth down my hair and shrug. “Don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Bullshit. What was that look you gave her?”

“What look?”

“You know, that look?” She narrows her eyes and tries to raise her eyebrows but fails miserably.

“I certainly hope I didn’t look like that.”

“Ugh, you’re impossible. Don’t scare her away, okay? I really like her, and I think she’ll fit in great. She’s been through … just, I really want it to work out. Play nice.”

A man at the end of the bar raises his glass, and I nod at him then begin making another Seven and Seven. “I’m not gonna scare her off, Meara. You think I’m that much of a dick?”

“No, you’re the most un-dickish man I know.”

“Better not let your man hear you talkin’ about another man’s dick.”

“Liam knows I love his dick and what he does—”

“Woman, I don’t wanna hear that shit.”

Her laughter fades away when I walk to the other end of the bar to deliver the drink. By the time I get back, Lisa’s returned and Meara squeezes my arm as she walks by. “I’m going to work on ordering. Come get me if you have any problems.”

Neither Lisa nor I respond — me because I’m getting change for a customer and Lisa because she’s looking at her shoes. I go about my business and she dodges me as I put some glasses back on a shelf. “So you from here?” I break the ice because she’s obviously apprehensive. Being the new person sucks no matter what.

“No.” She doesn’t look up from the bar menu that she’s flipping through. “My mom lives here because of her job.”

“Why’d you move here?”

“To get away.”

“From what?”

“Listen.” She shuts the book and turns, crosses her arms, and holds her shoulders high. “I just want to work. You seem nice and all, but there’s no need for all this.” Her hands gesture between the two of us.

“For this?” I copy her and lean closer. “I’m just being friendly, but if you’d rather work in silence, be my fuckin’ guest.” Without giving her a chance to respond, I turn my back to her.

My initial impression was wrong, which isn’t something that happens often. She’s already thrown me for a loop, and I don’t like it. This isn’t going to be fun. There’s more going on behind her hesitant eyes than she wants to admit … and I hate to love a good challenge.

By the time I get back, she’s pouring a drink for some guy, and I ignore her even though I see she’s struggling. I don’t know what the fuck her problem is, but I’m not going to kiss her ass, even if it is tight as hell. Not that I noticed or anything. Just like I didn’t notice that her lips are about the fullest, sexiest pair I’ve ever seen before and as much of a dick as it makes me, I wanna fuck ’em. And while I’m doing that, I’d grab her hair with both of my hands and watch my cock disappear down her throat.

“Shit.” Her clipped curse breaks my train of thought, and I toss the empty bucket on the ground, still ignoring her. “Sorry about that. I’m still learning.” She smiles at the customer, and he waves his hand in the air.

“S’okay. Everyone learns somewhere.”

“Yeah, I just started a couple of days ago.”

“Take your time.”

Sensing her growing frustration when she continues to mess up, I grab a glass, mix the mojito, and slide it to the customer. “No charge. Sorry about the wait.”

“Oh, it’s fine.” He slides a five over and winks at Lisa. “You were on the right track.”

As soon as he’s out of earshot, she tosses the muddler she unsuccessfully used into the sink. It lands with a bang, and she huffs in frustration. “I had it.”

“Whatever.”

“Seriously, I’m fine. I’ll never learn if you step in every time.”

Holding my hands up in surrender, I back away. “Fine. I was just trying to help.”

“I don’t need your help.”

For the next three hours, I stay at my end of the bar, avoiding her except for when I
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