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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Get the first three novels in The Calloways of Rainbow Bayou, a small town family romantic suspense series. If you like feel good romance, stories with emotion and heart and a measure of humor, you'll love this family. The Calloways know what it means to sacrifice for their family and community.

      When the Right One Comes Along

      A former Army Ranger and CEO finds himself drawn to the woman of his dreams but an impulsive fling puts his mission and their relationship in danger.

      Too Good to Be True

      Delilah is relieved to find out she was not attracted to a perp at her crime scene, but a hero. Is he too good to be true?

      Only the Heart Remembers

      A stranger attempts to enter Brenna’s cabin during the storm and she whacks him with a fireplace iron creating an even bigger problem.

      “I have to say this is one of the best written stories I’ve read in a while. I loved the way this was written and the story it tells." Naughty Librarian

      “Only the Heart Remembers is one of the best books I’ve read this year and if I had the chance I’d give it 5,000,000 stars. Yes, it’s that good! And I’ll never look at Southern Comfort the same way again. . .”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        The Calloways of Rainbow Bayou Bundle

        Calloways of Rainbow Bayou, #1-3

        Copyright © 2019

        by Livia Quinn

      

      

      No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews. This is a work of fiction. All characters are either a figment of the author’s crazy imagination or are used fictitiously. To obtain permission to excerpt portions of the text, email: liviaquinnwrites@gmail.com

    

  


  
    
      Author Note

      The Calloways of Rainbow Bayou series is a contemporary small town romance with themes of family, community and love. Each story reminds us that love can happen out of the blue, when you least expect it and can get us through the most difficult of circumstances.

      About Rainbow Bayou

      The bayou that is integral to the economy and ecosystem of the area was named by the Native Americans for its reflections of the sky as it flowed between the river and the lake. Rainbows signify hope, renewal, second chances, and the promise a new beginning. Double rainbows represented serendipity.

      The Calloways know about sacrifice, commitment and love. I hope you love them as much as I’ve enjoyed getting to know them. Thanks for reading.

      
        
        Caide Mile Failte - One hundred thousand welcomes, Livia

      

      

      

      
        
        liviaquinnwrites@gmail.com

        Follow me on Bookbub
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      Earlier

      

      “Take it off, Alex. Alex. Alex…”

      What had he been thinking? With a critical project requiring his entire focus and energy, not to mention how many things could go wrong, how had he, a former Ranger and billionaire CEO, wound up on stage beside two cover models in nothing but his trousers and his Armani tie?

      That’s the question his family would be asking tomorrow, if they heard about it. That and “Who’s Alex?” He’d just have to make sure no one found out about this whim of his or it could turn into his worst nightmare.

      It had seemed like a recipe for harmless fun. Take one curious CEO on the way to his room who followed a gorgeous redhead onto the wrong floor. Add a hundred romance writers and readers attending a conference. Toss in some false assumptions, throw out a lifetime of strict behavior and Ridge was up to his Special Forces tattoo in manure.

      Until a year ago, he’d have used the “S” word but now, with a clever, inquisitive four-year old dying to catch him in “BB”—bad behavior—he’d cleaned up his act. If Carrie and Belinda could see him now, they would say he’d gone off the deep end. And they’d be right.

      He should come clean right now, stop this farce and exit stage left while he still had his drawers, but that guaranteed revealing his faux pas. So he'd play along, call as little attention to himself as possible—while stripping off his clothes—and slip away quietly when it was all over with no one the wiser.
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        * * *

      

      The convention announcements had been listed on the marquee in the hotel lobby when he went to the gym at 4 a.m. to work out but he’d paid little attention. After completing his weight training and a solitary hour-long jog on the treadmill, two men entered, nodded at Ridge and proceeded to put each other through their paces. By the time Ridge left at six to shower and change for his meetings, they were just hitting their stride.

      Grabbing a cup of coffee and a protein drink in the Health Bar on the ground floor, he'd left the hotel and walked to the closest Metro stop for his fifteen minute ride to the Pentagon.

      The hearing hadn’t gone as expected, which meant he’d have to stay until the terms could be negotiated to his satisfaction. Then the deal that had seemed so close to completion hit a snag—Congresswoman Erica Vork.

      Frustrated by the unexpected turn of events and singularly focused as he was want to do on the problem, he followed a curvy redhead off the elevator and down the wide carpeted corridor trailing after her as she wound her way through crowds of people. Some gathered in small groups in the middle of the hallway, others streamed out of rooms, animated and excited, conferring on schedules or making plans for dinner and cocktails.

      He heard the words “swag room” and “head shot”, a phrase that jumped out at him from the Army. He glanced around, still following the stunning redhead but now he found himself smack in the middle of a floor full of women.

      Not a single man in sight.

      He stopped and a group nearby turned as one and smiled at him; a couple waved, openly checking him out from head to toe. He felt the odd urge to look down at his fly but didn't. More meeting rooms emptied, sending swarms of women into the halls. How could he have missed the fact that he’d landed, not on a regular floor where the rooms were located, but on one of the conference levels?

      In front of him was a long registration desk, behind which five women sat handing out bags and badges, next to a table full of colorfully wrapped baskets. Across from the desk, a sign next to an open door read, “Get your swag on!” with their open hours listed as 8-8. There were vertical banners as high as the ceiling in the corridors, all with similar themes, a half-dressed physically fit man and a beautiful woman in an embrace, with one or more novels and a name running from floor to ceiling.

      Suddenly, as if the conferencees heard a silent call he wasn’t privy to, the hall emptied and the crowd moved to the concourse on the other side of the stairs. While they were occupied, he wandered into the room marked, “Get your swag on”. A woman who was gathering her purse and jacket, greeted him and told him to grab whatever he wanted, she was headed over to “catch the show” across the hall. She asked him to pull the door closed behind him when he left and hurried off.

      There were eight or nine tables set up in an H shape, each covered from end to end in colorful displays. Tall table posters angled toward the entrance like circus barkers crying, “Here, pick me!” Piles of pens, lacy fans; tiny candles in mesh bags, magnets, buttons, bookmarks, coasters, and plastic jiggers again adorned with pictures of muscular bare-chested men.

      He was drawn to one poster, with a likeness of the lovely redhead he’d followed from the elevator. A Scottish castle stood on an isle with a lush green pasture in the background. Dressed in a frilly green gown, the woman was draped over the arm of a seriously muscled dude in a kilt, who looked like he was about to carry her off across the water to his castle. A tempting fantasy for sure.

      It read, Seduction of a Highland Warrior by Fiona McGuin, an author he’d never heard of, which wasn’t surprising since he didn’t have time to read fiction, and certainly not romantic fiction.

      McGuin must be popular. Her “swag” was top of the line in comparison to some of the other items offered. There was even a basket that said, “From Liam to you (while supplies last).” In it, Ridge was surprised to find a pile of plaid jock straps. He shook his head in wonder. In the next basket were some lacy red garters, like the one on the redheaded lass’ slender thigh.

      Alone and more than a bit confused, Ridge gazed around the room. Then, he looked down at his hand. Somehow the scrap of lace had wound its way around his fingers. He picked up a postcard-sized picture of the Scottish book cover and slipped it and the garter into his coat pocket. Then he walked out, pulling the door behind him.

      He’d intended to make his way to the elevators while the crowd was otherwise occupied but instead he drifted toward the other hallway where screams and laughter could be heard even from where he was. The registration desk had been abandoned; the swag room, even the other rooms, vacated. All attendees, it seemed, were in the large conference hall on the other concourse.

      Ridge furtively made his way toward a room with double doors behind which he could make out clapping and laughter. Then a woman with a deep smoky voice called out, “Her Lady Rogue by Claranne Braxton.”

      He heard two or three feminine voices shout, “I’ve got it,” and the discouraged grumble of another, “Shoot, I got all losers.”

      The smoky voice again called out, “Billionaire Sex Toy.” Ridge’s eyebrows rose as three voices sang out, “Got him.” Then someone cried, “Bingo!”

      Ridge walked up behind two women hanging on the open door watching the action. He was taller than anyone there and when he turned his head toward the stage, he relied solely on experience and training to keep from gawking.

      The two men he’d shared the workout room with that morning stood on the stage, neither of them fully dressed. One was in bare feet but still had his slacks and belt on along with a white tank and dress shirt.

      “Eric,” said Smoky Voice whom Ridge could see was a lushly built young woman in a black dress. She sat at a table near the stage, held up a chip and read, “Please remove your tie.”

      Eric muffed for the crowd, twisting his hips and undoing the tie like one of the Chipper…Chip. . . whatever the famous male strippers were called. He dragged it out eliciting more catcalls from the women in the crowd. Moving the tie back and forth, he thrust his hips, teasing them. Pulling the strip of silk out of his shirt collar, he swung it twice around his head like a lasso and let it fly out over the heads of the women seated in front of him.

      The tie dropped into a crowd of upraised hands. After a short tug of war and a lot of laughter and bawdy good-natured cheering, the victor squealed. With a satisfied grin, she looped it around her neck and raised her thumb up above her head. Good natured laughter followed from her envious compadres.

      The emcee on stage said, “All right, get your cards ready! The first one is my book, Seal Team Alpha.”

      Several minutes and six titles later another scream went up, “Bingo!”

      After the prize, apparently a signed paperback, was retrieved, the announcer sighed. “Ladies, since we’re short a cover model, we’ll have to do things a little different. Hugh…”

      “Wait! Sally!” One of the women at the entrance pointed at Ridge. “He’s here.” She took Ridge’s arm and propelled him forward. “Go on, you have some catching up to do.” He frowned and before he could figure out what they were about, they shoved him toward the stage.

      “You’ve got the wrong guy. I’m not—” but they couldn’t hear him over the screaming.

      “Alex, Alex, Alex,” the chant began. Who knew what these rabid spectators might do if he tried to escape. Looking back, he knew he hadn’t really tried to resist. The women had been having a blast and up to that point, it seemed like good, clean fun, nothing he’d get arrested for.

      The delight on the faces of the women made his pulse jump. Fun. God, when was the last time he’d done something just for the fun of doing it?

      One corner of his mouth turned up in a smile without his permission and the more they hooted and called to him, the wider it got until he figured, why the hel—heck not? No one knew him here. It was just harmless entertainment. A hundred women calling his name—or the AWOL Alex’s name—and begging him to strip.

      He reached down, unbuckled his belt and very slowly… slid it out of the loops.
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      Eric and Hugh slid to the outside making space for Ridge between them. Hugh grinned, held out his hand as if to say, "And herrrre's Alex!"

      Ridge just chuckled, twirled the belt over his head and channeled his inner Channing Tatum. He hated to lose his best leather belt but…oh well…” He tossed it out into a flurry of waving hands amid cries of, “Over here,” and “Throw it to me!” The screams reached their highest pitch as the belt sailed through the air toward the back of the crowd. The women scrambled like bridesmaids at a wedding for the all-important bouquet.

      Then a hand shot into the air. It was the redhead's from the elevator—and the poster. The belt stopped abruptly when it contacted her hand and wrapped around her wrist like a coiled snake, claiming its new owner. She winked at him and pulled it to her chest.

      Ridge had a sudden urge to protect the beauty from being pounced on by the crazed throng who might try to tear it away from her with their teeth. They were fighting over his belt. Amazing.

      Reality reasserted itself and he took in the panorama of the giant room. While the others congratulated the young cover model, he finally took in the full scope of what was going on.

      He’d stumbled into a romance convention. The crowd in the room was comprised of authors, their readers, and fans of the cover models. And he’d become an impersonator on stage in a Strip Bingo contest.

      On the table where the buxom coordinator sat were the prizes—books. The cover models were participating in an activity he would have thought demeaning, but he suspected they were showing off their great physiques as a way of creating rapport with the authors so they would—what—hire them to pose for their book covers?

      He glanced down at the player cards on the table in front of the stage. The bingo grid was made up of twenty book covers, which were plucked from a bowl by “Sally” on her table until a player got a string of four in any direction and bingo-ed. The prize was the winner’s choice of books from the stack and the honor of selecting the next model to lose an article of clothing; that came from the labeled chips in the giant brandy snifter. His opportunity to analyze the game had ended. “Alex, you’re up.”

      He looked down, assessing how many items he had to lose. Four by his count—shirt, tie, his last sock, and his trousers. “Please remove…drumrollll…” she called in a singsong voice and the women obliged, pounding on the tables, “…your shirt. But leave the tie on.” She made a face at the crowd.

      Leave the tie. Kinky, he thought. He slipped the cufflinks off and started unbuttoning the expensive shirt.

      Good thing he'd kept up his workout regimen.

      

      Buffy Calloway's fingers ran over the warm leather of the cover model’s belt. She hadn’t intended to try for the twisting black missile. Her hand had just automatically reached for it and it curled around her wrist, eliminating the chance that anyone could tug it away.

      She wasn’t here to steal the prizes away from the authors and readers. She was an industry professional, and really should toss the damn belt back into the fray, but she couldn’t make herself do it.

      Alex intrigued her. She’d been watching him since his first appearance in the doorway. Tall, broad shouldered, and dressed in a black suit, white shirt and multi-colored tie, he had an elegant powerful persona. Now, his straight white teeth separated in a sexy grin as he shrugged off his white shirt. She didn't miss the fact that he'd tossed a set of cufflinks to Sally.

      Buffy sucked in a breath and a tight knot formed in her belly as he pulled his shirt out of his pants. His chest wasn’t shaved like many of the models she’d seen and she could imagine how good he’d look with it oiled and gleaming.

      His tanned upper body spoke of a disciplined workout and diet regimen, with well-defined pecs and abs. Buffy knew well the workouts necessary to get a body like his.

      He let the shirt dangle around his elbows while whistles of appreciation sounded all around her. He was workin’ the crowd, which showed good marketing skills. She approved. Every woman in the room probably felt like testing the strength in those biceps.

      “I don’t see his picture in the program,” one of the women next to her said to her companion.

      Alex finished removing his shirt and gave a sexy circle with his hips ending in a gentle thrust. The women went wild, standing, shouting his name, until he made a show of meticulously folding the garment. Then he tossed it into the air. The shirt flew a couple rows before landing in the lap of a disabled fan seated in a wheelchair. The ladies cheered and patted the lucky lady on the back.

      Buffy cocked her head and studied him more closely. This guy would be pure gold. More than just a handsome face—handsome! the face was to die for with his black five o’clock shadow, the deep, penetrating eyes, angled cheekbones that spoke of either Italian or perhaps Greek heritage, and that beautiful body. He also knew the importance of engaging the women on a personal level and had even shown compassion for one fan who couldn’t equally compete for the prize. He was…perfect!

      The shape of his shoulders and chest made a woman want to run her hands over them, stroke those wide photogenic pecs, test the strength of his biceps… feel the steel under the ridges on his abdomen… Buffy had to have him.

      She glanced to the side, relieved she hadn’t spoken out loud, and revised her mental thoughts. She must have him for her new venture. Whatever his image was on…book covers, trailers, ads… would be a lock. His full lips, high cheekbones and the smoldering sensuality of those dark features were exactly what she wanted… needed, damn…was looking for... in a model.

      As if feeling her intense scrutiny, his long lashed ebony eyes lifted and found hers. She hadn’t realized she’d been staring at him until his head turned in her direction and his lips quirked in a sexy, confident, almost sarcastic smile. Arrogance? Yum.

      She kept her gaze cool and picked up the program as another title rang out. The participation had kicked up a notch with the addition of Alex to the stage. The next winner picked Eric who was still in his jeans. Not to be outdone and exhibiting a fresh desire to win, he held his index finger aloft.

      Watching from the back, Buffy could see all the heads in the room angle up toward his hand and follow it down, down the narrow line of blonde hair that trailed from his torso disappearing behind his waistband, using his time to full advantage until everyone’s attention focused on the slowly lowering zipper.

      The crowd waited. Buffy glanced at Alex only to find his gaze on her, a thoughtful expression on his face. Then returning his attention to the stage, he joined Hugh and the crowd in a chant of, “Take ‘em off. Eric. Eric.”

      When the lucky “grabber” of Eric’s jeans sat down, Buffy took a minute to consider Eric. He was well built, of course. Nearly all of the cover models she’d known had an intense workout regimen, which was essential to their career. His thighs, in particular, looked like those of a runner, but he was a smaller man than Alex, both in height and frame, and his golden hair, although pretty… well, that was just it.

      The man she wanted…scratch that… the model she was looking for must have a more rugged international appeal. Not someone with a contrived persona but the real thing, a man who lived in that skin inherently, with a personality to match. A real man who used his body in his line of work, like some of the models she’d worked with in the past who hadn’t started out as models but in careers that required their fitness—soccer players, football players, athletes, a few MMA fighters though they often had too many imperfections caused by their sport for her intentions.

      She shifted her concentration to Huey. While he was almost as tall as Alex, his muscles were smoother and less bulky. He would show well in some of the Regency era shoots with his curly wave of brown hair, polished air and those stunning green eyes. But neither of the other men had it.

      The man she was looking for would give her business instant recognition. He would be the face of The Calloway Agency. She couldn’t wait to see him holding a female model, depicting a scene chosen by her or one of the producers, the two of them on a bed of red satin sheets. She nearly groaned aloud. He’d be perfect.

      It was just like her grandmother had always told her, “Lana, you’ll know when the right one comes along. All the Calloways do.” Grandma Lillie had only recently stopped calling her by her proper name, the one she’d used professionally. This hadn’t been what Lillie meant, of course, but still, Buffy did know what she wanted. She’d been dreaming of this moment ever since she left her modeling career behind.

      Sally pulled another piece from the container and Buffy sucked in a breath as Alex followed instructions and dropped his trousers. The women went crazy.

      The man had Van Damme-like legs with powerful thighs and calves; he was shaped like the finest of the ancient statues. If she were still modeling she could picture him, that sculpted body, twined around hers, the muscles in his jaw working as desire flashed in his eyes. His flesh would be like silken steel. Her hands would skim across his skin; squeeze his biceps, roam down his ridged abdomen. She’d trail her fingers along the thin line of black hair…

      Buffy’s glance shot to his and found him watching her, yet again. She flushed, afraid he could read her mind. But she told herself she was merely planning how she would use her art to create a masterpiece with him as the focus.

      The tendons in his legs flexed as he turned around and showed off one fine pair of cotton-covered cheeks.

      Same great view no matter the direction. The wide shoulders bunched and his back narrowed to his waist. Oh, yeah. If she had only enough cash for one hunk, it was going to be him.

      She referred to the conference program. This guy wasn’t listed. Was he a substitute? What amazing luck that she could only attend this one conference to find her man, and a nameless fill-in captured her attention. It must be fate.

      Sally Freeman stood at the front table preparing to call another title. “After the final two rounds we’ll determine the winner of this year’s Strip Bingo. And the best news—he’ll accompany whoever won the raffle for ‘Dinner with a Hunk’ to an all-expense paid dinner for two at their choice of fine DC restaurants. All right. The next title is… Chained by Their Desires by Cathy Lenton.”

      

      Ridge had been having a riot. It didn’t take much to make this crowd happy. They’d come for a good time and their enthusiasm had infected even him. Apparently.

      He skimmed over the crowd to the woman that had been watching him from the minute he jumped onto the stage. Well, she wasn’t the only one. They all had, so perhaps it was just that he’d tuned in to her in particular after seeing that poster.

      Now that the contest was drawing to a close, at least he assumed it was since they were about out of clothing donations, Ridge had a problem. Of course, it would only be a problem if he won, which wasn’t even a possibility, but on the off chance that an error in the “voting” occurred and he was chosen, what was he going to do? They’d probably want to verify his credentials, match him up with this Alex fellow who had yet to arrive.

      And worse—why hadn’t he thought of this before—the real Alex might show up any minute and he would have a five-egg omelet on his face. He’d be jeered, embarrassed and thrown out of … he was probably overreacting a bit. The point was he needed to carry his half-dressed behind out of there as soon as the party was over.

      Fortunately for him, he understood that the best-laid plans didn’t always pan out.

      Unfortunately for him, just as he’d lost the last piece of clothing he was willing to lose, his trousers, he spotted a man at the door in an animated discussion with the gatekeeper of the party. She apparently thought the guy was a party crasher. Ridge suspected the worst. Then an irritated blue gaze met his. He’d just been exposed.

      Yeah, and not just his skin. The jig was up.
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      “Alex. Alex. Alex.” The calls drew his attention back toward the audience. A brief glance at the door and the newcomer, whose eyes narrowed on Ridge every time the name was shouted, told him he’d better get his plan together, including how he going to get to his room without being arrested for indecent exposure?

      He really hadn’t thought this through. Which was totally out of character for him. He looked down at the cufflinks in his hand, contemplating. What the hell? He tossed them out to the audience and donned his jacket as the woman on stage announced, “The winner of our Annual Independent Romance Reader Writer Strip Bingo contest is, “Alex!” She raised his arm up like the referee in a boxing match— winner by TKO… Fitting.

      Ridge had no choice but to stand there in his jacket, tie and his tighty-whities while the crowd cheered. Eric and Hugh both shook his hand and jumped down to retrieve their jeans—they’d thought ahead—which left Ridge to face the music.

      The woman at “the gate” looked from the real Alex to Ridge and laughed. That was good news. At least they weren’t going to arrest him for impersonating a stripper.

      Maybe he could convince the guy he should thank him for winning the contest. Now he’d get to accompany one of these ladies to dinner at a fine DC restaurant. Ridge was too busy.

      As he gave a slight bow and waved to the crowd, his eyes caught those of the pretty redheaded model in the back. Then his thoughts moved on to remedying his lack of clothing and getting to work on the problems he’d happily pushed to the back of his mind during the bingo party.

      

      Buffy watched the drama unfold at the door and on stage. No one in the audience paid any attention but since her seat afforded her a view of the entire room, the stage and the double doors, she ran several scenarios through her head.

      The man at the door was a jealous husband of one of the women in the room. A vendor upset that his venue wasn’t ready? Nah. Then she saw him exchange glances with Alex and she reached for her program.

      One of “Alex’s” cufflinks had lodged between her purse and tote bag. She picked it up and inspected it. Mounted next to the initial “R” was a rather large red stone and Buffy didn’t think it was paste. She palmed the cufflink and flipped through the guide.

      She’d guessed correctly. The man at the door was the real Alex. Her gaze went back to his… substitute? As her head tilted in wonder at the curious turn of events, the winning contestant, whoever he was, shook hands with Hugh and Eric. Buffy was tempted to laugh at the sight of the gorgeous man in a suit coat and jockey shorts, but he could wear an apron and a tutu and look just fine.

      Eventually, the applause died.

      As the women started collecting their belongings and exiting the room, Buffy searched her purse for the little treasure she’d been so unenthusiastic about until just thirty-seconds ago. Clasping the raffle ticket from the award ceremonies the night before, she approached the stage.

      He had disappeared. She’d won dinner with a hunk and the hunk had taken a hike. Well, she’d just see about that. She marched up to Sally.

      

      “He’s gone, honey,” Sally Freeman had said. To make up for it, she’d offered to arrange for her to have dinner with any or all of the cover models.

      Though she was disappointed, Buffy did have dinner with all three and interviewed each one while she was at it, but she vowed to find the fake ‘Alex’. She stopped by the desk after dinner and searched for an agreeable clerk, one who might give her the information she wanted. They were officially forbidden to do so, but she was counting on human nature and shared appreciation to win out.

      Seeing two young attendants near the elevators she approached them and asked if they’d seen a handsome gentleman in a black suit. She described him and showed them his cufflink. The second one said, “Oh, I’ve seen him, leaving the hotel every morning—early. He either calls a cab or walks across the street to catch the Metro."

      Buffy knew what she had to do. The man had to go out through the front door, so she rose the next morning at 4:30 a.m. and once dressed, headed to the street level where she would stake out the lobby. The Health Bar sat catty-cornered from both entrances, so she grabbed a spot by the promenade and waited.

      She was rewarded when he appeared, the Post tucked under one arm, striding toward the exit. She followed him out the front door and when he turned, she could tell he recognized her. How about that?

      His hand went to his neck and his eyes closed as his head fell back in a gesture that said, Busted. She resisted the urge to laugh as his hands dropped to his side. “Look,” he started, “I’m sorry.”

      Buffy chuckled under her breath. “I’m not. I really don’t give a fig for what went down in that conference room. Don’t care who you are or what you do.” That was such a lie. “What I do care about is that you owe me dinner.”

      She held up her raffle ticket, which of course was worthless unless you counted the three interviews she’d conducted with the real Alex, Eric and Hugh over dinner, not at a swanky DC restaurant, but in the Health Bar after the strange turn of events at the bingo contest.

      Mystery Man squeezed the bridge of his nose between forefinger and thumb.

      His broad hand was elegant and steady. He was again dressed in an expensive business suit and she marveled at the fact that he’d freely given away his costly garments the day before. One cufflink would have been enough to support a writer in her struggling artists’ lifestyle for months.

      When she’d questioned the clerk earlier, she’d said, “The man” had asked to have a message delivered to the woman in the wheelchair. Buffy supposed he got the reader’s name from Sally who had the attendees memorized.

      What had been his intention? To get his shirt back? Buffy knew some men who would have hunted the fan down and demanded his shirt or given her an autograph for it—in his case, a fake autograph.

      “You owe me,” was all Buffy said. She handed him a card. “Call me when you get back from your… business meeting? I’ll be here for two more days.”

      “Why don’t you look up the real Alex?” he asked frowning.

      “I did. I had dinner with all three models last night.” Her delicate eyebrow took wing and she said, “I want you.”

      

      Remembering her words had nearly caused him to miss his Metro stop. He’d accepted her card, sprinted across the street and barely connected in time to make it to the Capitol for the hearing.

      I want you. Those beautiful sky blue eyes said she meant business. With one hand on the train car’s safety bar, he fished her card out of his pocket. Buffy Calloway. The name wasn’t familiar but something about her was, probably because he hadn’t been able to get that picture of her and the guy in the kilt out of his head. He didn’t know any authors or publishers but he was sure he'd seen her somewhere.

      He shoved the card into his pocket and felt the crunchy lace of the garter he’d brought along. Why? For luck? Realizing he’d been muttering to himself, he looked around at his fellow passengers to see if they’d noticed.

      He closed his eyes and tried a brief meditation, filtering out the sounds of the noisy train speeding down the tracks, people chatting, babies crying, the station announcements on the overhead speaker. Two meetings of vital importance today and he’d risked not being prepared for a fling, a lark.

      His lip slanted in a smile, when he thought about Sally raising his arm and declaring him “the winner”. She’d followed that with a stern admonishment about fraud, never losing the glint in her eyes.

      He’d given her a donation to her Wounded Warrior fund and tears had filled them. As a thank you he received a copy of her book, Seal’s Last Stand. She hadn’t been able to speak after that, just shook his hand and then patted his cotton-covered ass.

      As he was walking away she called out, “You’d better change hotels if you don’t want to be mobbed,” and winked when he looked over his shoulder.

      He didn’t change hotels, but at 4 a.m. he slinked down for his workout and caught a good ribbing from Alex, Hugh and Eric who now saw him as a competitor in their fitness regimen. He wasn’t about to tell them they’d worn him out. They clued him in on a back way to his room and the rear exit.

      Once again he had to steer his focus back to business. He had a lot of details to remember and didn’t want to rely on the copies he’d prepared for the members of the congressional committee.
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      That afternoon Buffy sat in a table by the promenade with her sparkling water, fingering the cufflink like a worry bead. She was worried, just a little. She opened her palm and looked closely at the lovely accessory with its masculine flourish of an “R”—just the one initial—and the stunning ruby on the tail. What did the “R” stand for?

      She was still kicking herself for letting him go without getting his name. What if he didn’t call? She didn’t even know what kind of business he was in. He was not a cover model. Remembering his enjoyment on stage, she smiled. He’d be a natural. Her camera would love him.

      Her day had been spent making calls, networking with authors and surveying readers. She took one of her friends, a successful LA photographer to lunch. He’d been full of advice, chiefly, “Set up in a large town where the talent is easier to come by—preferably a film town.”

      Buffy argued with him passionately about that. Louisiana was the second largest film producing state. It was fast becoming known as the “South’s Hollywood”. Buffy—Lana—hadn’t put all her resources and time into this endeavor for the last five years just to give up on it the minute someone’s advice, even someone she respected, didn’t match up with her dreams. She believed in her dream with her whole being. She’d never questioned it. All she needed was the rest of the funding, and the model, a face besides her own for her franchise.

      But there was another reason for her stubbornness as her friend called it. She was tired of traveling, being away from Larue and her family. She'd been away from home since she was fourteen and the whirlwind of fashion modeling hadn't left much time for trips home. She missed everything about her hometown but she also believed the special aspects of the community would provide opportunities for settings and artistry many areas did not. No matter. She'd made her decision.

      She rolled the cufflink on to the table. “R” would be that face if she had her way. She’d decided to wait in the patio bar located near the front entrance just in case she saw him. She didn’t want to come across as a pest, but without his real name… what if she never saw him again? Though, if he intended to avoid her, what could she do about it? What should she do? No one wants a reluctant associate, right? Besides, hadn't she told herself all along she needed someone trained, someone who knew the business?

      What was that expression—“screwed the pooch”? Was she setting herself up to fail? She didn't give that a second's thought. Blame it on her Calloway genes—she trusted her instincts. She knew what she wanted. Knew it as well as she knew her own name—Lana Maisel Calloway. She’d ditched the “Lana” after retiring from modeling. Everyone in the fashion industry knew Lana Maisel but Buffy was particularly fond of her Calloway heritage. It held special significance to her. The Calloways had always known exactly what they wanted, to a man and woman they "just knew" when they found the person they would spend the rest of their lives with.

      Buffy was still trying to decide on a name for her agency. The question was, did she go with her celebrity name and capitalize on the notoriety of it, use her real name, or something more industry appropriate? The resources she had available would determine her choices because more publicity would be necessary to promote a name that wasn’t as recognizable.

      Right now those resources included her own rapidly dwindling savings and the investment from her cousin, Skye. Skye O’Rourke was a former model like herself who gave up her career to open an air cargo business outside Thunder Point. Buffy had a standing offer from Skye’s mother for five years rent-free on a property she owned in Thunder Point but Buffy didn't even want to be fifteen miles away from her family.

      Thunder Point had some spectacular views and landscapes but Larue had so much more to offer with its quaint island feel, and colorful architecture. Larue was a tourism mecca with beaches, fishing, award winning restaurants and they were close enough to the larger cities including New Orleans to supply models for movies and advertising media blitzes.

      Buffy was through with the non-stop globetrotting, schmoozing, and missing those important birthdays and other family occasions. She’d missed too many already. She wanted to be within walking distance of the Calloway Farm and her aunts, uncles and grandparents.

      She believed her modeling agency could be successful in her hometown. Not only had she given it substantial study and done her due diligence, but there’d been significant growth in her online photo gallery in the last two years. All she needed was a property she could afford and the perfect man.

      “Waiting for someone?”

      Her gaze jerked toward the voice. The object of her thoughts stood not three feet away looking slightly amused, very handsome and a little tired.
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        * * *

      

      Ridge spotted Buffy Calloway in the bar near the promenade. He slowed, his first inclination had been to turn around before she saw him and take the back way to his room. But, irked with himself, he continued in her direction. When had that started anyway? He’d never been one to run away from a fight or a challenge but he had a feeling he’d just run up against an immovable object.

      She was strategically situated where she could see all traffic going in and out the front door and the entrances to most of the shops and restaurants. And as she well knew, it would be difficult for any red-blooded male to pass her by without noticing the stunning blue eyed woman with the long sweep of shapely legs crossed at the ankles sitting right at the edge of the carpeted walkway, her head angled to expose her creamy throat and the sleek hair-do. A few long strands of that red gold hair had escaped and teased his eye as it snaked down her skin into the vee of the ivory silk. The look was classy without being too sophisticated.

      She was deep in thought, so deep that she’d missed her target’s approach. Well, Ridge, that was arrogant. She might have another engagement. He stopped and looked the bar over to see if anyone gave him a territorial eye. There were a few that seemed like they might be envious. He decided to get it over with. Crow wasn’t his favorite meal, but he’d eaten his share.

      “Waiting for someone?” he asked.

      She jerked, clenching her fist and at first, he thought she was going to launch a punch at him. But her hand went to her chest and she laughed. It was a sound that made him think of birds scattering in an early morning sunlit field. It floated between them, free and light, and welcoming.

      No subterfuge, he thought. Then he remembered their first meeting and didn’t want to waste a minute with her thinking the worst.

      “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you.”

      “Please, don’t apologize. I was watching for you.”

      And no games, he thought. It was so refreshing. He smiled, “I figured as much. You seem like a lady who doesn’t take no for an answer.” Then he frowned. “I feel like I owe you an apology. Last night wasn’t… I mean, I don’t usually…” His breath left in a whoosh as he looked off down the promenade.

      That delightful laugh came again. “You don’t usually strip on stage in front of a bunch of strange women?”

      Ridge blushed. That was a first, too. Hopefully, with his dark complexion she hadn’t noticed.

      “Aww, don’t be embarrassed. If the real cover model hadn’t shown up, no one would have been the wiser. You were very convincing.”

      And a natural, she thought, but his blush warned her to go slow.

      He cleared his throat. “Can we forget about last night?”

      A laugh bubbled up before she could stop it and Buffy said, “Should I lie and say I can forget? I’m afraid your performance has been indelibly engraved on a few dozen fertile minds. There’s no telling where your description might end up. And there were at least a few camera phones in the room.” Concern etched his forehead in a deep frown.

      “Ah, didn’t think of that?” She felt compassion for the big guy.

      Ridge sighed. “Actually, I don’t know where that… person came from.” He asked, “Mind if I sit down?”

      “Not at all…” she held out her hand. “I’m Buffy Calloway.”

      He took her hand without hesitation. “Ridge Romano.” So, it was Italian heritage, she thought. He sat and a waiter came by to take his order. “I’ll have a Diet Coke, thanks.” He turned to Buffy. “You’re not serious about the pictures, are you?”

      If he was worried about having some innocent fun show up on an author’s social page somewhere, he wasn’t going to like her proposal. She needed to tread very carefully.

      “Oh, I doubt it will hit the front page of the Washington Post. What were you doing at the conference?”

      He smiled, “I got on the elevator behind you as a matter of fact. I wasn’t paying attention. Next thing I knew I was in the hallway of the convention level surrounded by women. I was curious about what was going on. I… saw you on a book cover in that swag room. Does that mean you’re a cover model?”

      “I’ve done a few covers.” Half-truth or complete lie? Buffy focused on her reason for being at the conference. “I’m a freelance photographer. I'm opening a modeling and casting agency soon in my hometown.”

      “And you were here…” Ridge frowned.

      “Looking for talent, interviewing models. This conference was my last stop before returning home. What about you? What are you doing in DC, Ridge?”

      Was he a legislator worried about kinky pictures getting back to his home district? Or worse, the family? She looked down at his left hand briefly. He caught her glance and that elegant brow lifted as well as one side of his gorgeous mouth.

      “I have meetings with several government agencies. I hope to have things tied up by Saturday. Would you allow me to buy you the dinner I owe you at a swanky restaurant?”

      Buffy couldn’t stop measuring his features, thinking of his skin color in terms of F-stops, positioning him for the best lighting angle. And then her thoughts took her places she rarely went with models and almost never with men. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been this attracted.

      Following her gut, she decided to wait until their next meeting to broach the subject of photographing him. She didn’t want him to run off before she could make a proper pitch.

      “Look, I’d understand if you’re leery of a man you met under⁠—”

      “No,” she laughed, “that’s not it. I’d love to have dinner with you. When?”

      Ridge was surprised she’d accepted at all, much less so quickly. He looked at his watch. “I have another meeting tomorrow and most of the day Saturday. Shall we touch base tomorrow evening?” He handed her his business card with his cell on it. “I’ll have it off during our meetings at the capitol but I’ll call you when I get out. If it’s not too late, perhaps we could have a drink.”

      “That would be lovely. I’ll be here through Sunday. I have two seminars to present tomorrow but I can skip tomorrow night’s activities. And I’d like to tell you more about my business.”

      “Are you looking for investors?” Ridge asked, a slight edge in his voice.

      “That’s not what I’m here for but if an investor comes along whose ideas match mine I’d be open to it. I’m not trying to get money from you, Ridge. I’m interested in something else.” Buffy, why did you have to go there now? What if you scared him off?

      Ridge studied the redhead in front of him. She was intelligent, beautiful, confident and now… mysterious. And he wanted to see her again. Badly.

      He rose, “If you need to reach me, you can call and leave a message, otherwise, I’ll give you a ring when I get back to the hotel tomorrow evening.”

      After he left, Buffy considered her approach. She needed to know more about him before she could convince him to pose for her. She flipped his card over. Ridge Romano, Internal Security Systems CFO, CEO. There was no address but plenty of details to enter in Google.

      Wondering if she could interest him in the Friday night bash hosted by the cover models, Buffy smiled. The odds against it were astronomical and she was not a gambling woman.
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      At an early breakfast Friday morning with three writers, Sonya introduced herself to Buffy, then Cathy and Diane. Dressed casually in jogging shoes, they looked ready for a day of exploring.

      Diane had a brochure on the downtown museums and told Buffy it was their first time in DC. “We didn't want to leave without at least spending a day sightseeing.”

      Buffy suggested they have lunch or test their scavenger skills with the Post Hunt—one of her favorite activities.

      Diane said, “We wanted to attend your seminar on photography today, but we figured it was tuned toward authors who do their own covers.”

      Sonya smiled, “We're hoping to make it back in time to catch the cover model extravaganza tonight. That will be a blast.”

      Buffy could barely get a word in; the women were so excited. “Have y’all  been friends a long time?”

      They looked at each other and burst out laughing. “No, it's crazy,” Diane said. “We met during the strip bingo game. Cathy went after one leg of Alex’s trousers. I grabbed the other, and Sonya held onto the belt loops for dear life.”

      “Sonya suggested we decide who got them over drinks last night and we hit it off,” Cathy said.

      Buffy laughed. “What I want to know is who got Alex’s pants?”

      “We, uh, can't seem to decide.” Cathy laughed. “We thought about cutting them into three pieces, you know, two legs and the crotch, but then we’d be fighting over that.”

      Diane said, “You mean, you'd be fighting over it.”

      “Hey, I was the one who had ownership of the crotch. Did you see that guy?” Sonya asked Buffy. “He was hot.”

      “For sure. We wouldn't be going anywhere today if he were ‘appearing’ again in a conference room near us,” Diane said.

      Which just confirmed her choice, she thought. Buffy redirected her focus on the women. “Conferences have a way of making new relationships.” For some reason, her mind brought up Ridge Romano's image.

      “Yes,” enthused Diane. “Isn't it amazing. If we hadn’t fought over that cover model’s pants, we never would have met, and it's as if we've known each other forever.”

      Sonya said, “We've extended our stay. Cathy found a package deal on a tour and the hotel gave us a special rate to stay through Tuesday—their slow time, they said. So, we’re going to do DC!”

      “You just never know who you’re going to meet at a conference.” Diane looked at her two new friends then at Buffy.

      Buffy agreed, wholeheartedly.

      “So, Ms. Calloway, did you hear that the guy on stage wasn't actually Alex? No one knows who he is. Everyone was talking about him in the bar last night.”

      Cathy leaned forward, “Deborah Bowler—that's the lady in the wheelchair—said he offered her the value of that expensive suit he was wearing, for the shirt she ended up with. It was a good chunk of change.”

      “And he made a sizable donation to Sally’s Wounded Warrior fund.”

      “He's like some kind of stripper Robin Hood or something, Diane said.”

      Buffy almost choked on her drink. “I had heard some of that.” When she thought about his kindness to the handicapped woman she got another little ping in her gut, a guy would call it a gut check. But she knew what it was.

      The Calloway curl—that clutchy feeling in the pit of her stomach. Grandmama said you were experiencing a sure case of denial if you didn't think it was your heart whispering, He's the one, until the whisper turned into a blatant, What the hell are you waiting for? It's him, you dummy!

      “In case the need ever arises, I’m in the business of producing stock images for covers as well as book trailers.”

      She explained and showed them some examples of her images. Their eyes widened. “So,” asked Diane, “do you know him?”

      “What's his real name?”

      “Will he be at the party tonight?”

      “I've met him,” Buffy hedged, “but I can't say if he’ll be at the party. I'd like your help though with something else, and in exchange, I'll offer you some tips for your museum picture taking.”

      “That sounds great!” Diane bounced out of her seat and surprised Buffy by reaching into her purse and pulling out a sophisticated Nikon, one any novice would be thrilled with, and scared of.

      “Diane!” Sonya laughed.

      Buffy did too, and waved her off. “No, it's okay.” She looked at Diane, “How much do you know about this camera?”

      “Not a damn thing,” said Cathy. “She took our pictures in the bar last night and we all looked like demons, red eyes on a black background. Sonya and I got better pictures on our phones.” She swiped her phone and turned it to face Buffy.

      “Okay, what time do you have to catch the shuttle?” Buffy asked.

      “8:30,” Sonya said. She seemed to be the planner of the three, the one that would take charge of the tour brochure and get them to the Metro on time.

      Buffy said, “All right. Let me know when you have to go. Diane, do you have something to write on in that tote bag?”

      Sonya pulled out a tiny spiral notebook, “I'll take notes.”

      Buffy spent the next forty-five minutes showing all three women the basic settings on Diane's camera for various lighting scenarios and giving them some tips for their phones. Then she gave them pointers on picture content, staging and the balance between setting the scene up and capturing spontaneity.

      After they’d gone, Buffy thought about the feedback she received. Diane lamented that so many books pictured faceless heroes and she liked being able to flip back to the cover and “enjoy the view” a few times during her read.

      Sonya agreed and added, “It drives me crazy when the hero in the book is dark-haired and muscular and the picture doesn't even resemble him. I feel cheated.”

      “I've had that happen.” Cathy leaned forward. “But I'm one of those that will buy a book without even reading the description if the guy has great pecs! Like Alex. Oh my God, he has the most beautiful chest.”

      “A smoldering look. For me it's the face, and the eyes,” Sonya said, “and I usually gravitate to the cover and then make sure I like the blurb on the back. But the cover always grabs my attention.”

      “Great abs,” Diane said. “Though, I read historicals and that's somewhat different. I love the lushness of the fabrics, the image of a place I’d like to visit and that look between the hero and heroine. Whew. Girls, we need to get back in time for the party,” she whispered, teasing.

      “Well then, let's go,” Sonya said. “The shuttle returns to the Bay at 5:30 so we can make it if⁠—”

      “Just a second.” Cathy turned to Buffy. “Ms. Calloway, can I have your autograph? My boyfriend would not let me live it down if he found out I met the ‘sexiest fashion model in his lifetime’ and didn't think of him.” She winked.

      Buffy smiled. She should have expected to be recognized for her career in fashion modeling. After all, she’d been on the most visible publications in the world, had even done a very risqué—as her grandpapa called it—front and back cover, the first ever for Vanity Fair.

      Cathy was the only person at the conference who had approached her as “Lana”. She knew her look was a little different since she’d dropped the façade she’d always worn like a cape and gone back to her natural coppery blonde instead of the dark auburn Faberge had insisted upon.

      “What's his name?” Buffy asked pulling out her pen.

      “Bubba is his nickname… well, what the heck, make it out to Bubba. He's a lot better looking than the name implies,” Cathy said showing her Bubba’s photo.

      “Hey, ‘Buffy’ here, remember? If you want to talk about preconceptions.” Cathy pulled out a copy of the Highlander cover for her to sign. Buffy wrote,

      
        
        To Bubba, a true-life hunk and a great guy according to your girlfriend, Cathy. Stay true! Lana.

      

      

      “That’s hilarious. He won’t be taking it with him if we split up. Thanks!”

      Besides the feedback on covers, the things they’d told her about Ridge Romano just heaped more positive traits on his pile. She had the feeling she would have to do some hard pitching to win him over. The more she added to her observations… his embarrassment over his performance Wednesday night, his generosity, the mysterious nature of his business and his worries that his picture could be bandied about… the more she saw him as a man of substance.

      He probably thought cover models were empty-headed poster cutouts, and romance, ‘bodice ripping’. Now she was projecting thoughts onto him that might not be true. She’d withhold judgment until she was able to really spend some time with him.

      She squinted already filtering out the noises and her disappearing friends. A plan was forming. She smiled. It would take a balance of honesty and cunning to make it work. And tonight would be the key. She skipped lunch, which wasn’t too much of a hardship after years of controlled, diligent nibbling, and made an appointment with the salon. If he called…when he called, she'd be ready.
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      Ridge tipped the cab driver and walked toward the entrance of the hotel. The hearings with one particular congresswoman had been vexing, like a trip through a minefield. She’d questioned his statistics, his “personal agenda”. She’d accused him of using the bill for his own financial advantage. That had elicited a smile from one of her competitors on the other side of the aisle who knew Ridge’s background.

      For Ridge, these hearings almost always delivered a paradoxical result. When or if the contract was approved, like blood pouring from a vein, money would drain out in a steady flow from the companies Ridge represented. This particular representative seemed only interested in cutting funding to the group Ridge fought for so passionately.

      He couldn't quite get a handle on her specific objections. They seemed to come from several different directions and more than once her own arguments had conflicted.

      Just before recess she’d risen from her seat and delivered a low blow saying he had used what happened to his brother to get rich. If she hadn't been so obviously disrespected by her colleagues, if the stakes hadn't been so high, he would've liked to walk out. In the end, as with most of his endeavors since he was ten, Ridge would win. And lose, as usual, but the losing was his choice.

      “There he is!” A woman's shrill voice was accompanied by a stampede of movement across the lobby floor. Ridge looked up to see a crowd of women headed in his direction. He groaned looking for the rear entrance. Too late. Time to take his medicine.

      Off in the distance sitting at the same table where he'd talked to her the night before was Buffy Calloway, grinning and shaking her head, as if to say, I told you it was bound to happen.

      
      “Alex, would you take a picture with us?” a plump brunette asked, and before he could answer, phones flashed. Women grabbed his arms. “Selfie,” another woman cried and planted her substantial backside to his front and said, “Smile, Alex,” then asked if he wanted a copy. She offered to e-mail it to him. He smiled at her and politely declined.

      Three women came from behind the crowd through the front door and asked if they could get a picture with him. “We met each other over your pants, Alex," the blonde, who introduced herself as Sonya, said.

      “Or whoever you are,” one of them said.

      The other explained, “We’re going to split them into three pieces so we’ll each have a souvenir. That was the best strip bingo we've ever been to.” Ridge just waited while they shuffled for position and sighed.

      “Sonya, shoot the picture while he signs my arm.” The lady bared her shoulder producing a chorus of “sign me(s)" from the other women nearby. Ridge signed the woman’s arm in an unreadable scrawl then felt a firm feminine hand on his arm.

      “Sorry, ladies, I have an appointment with Alex’s stand-in. If you'll excuse us.”

      Ridge looked down at his savior—Buffy. “I owe you. I think I was about to be divided up like my pants. Those women are like ravening wolves.”

      “They're enthusiastic, when they like something, or believe in something.”

      “Even a charlatan cover man?” Ridge asked as she slipped her arm through his and led them toward the rear elevators. “Where are we going?” he asked when he saw her destination.

      She laughed, “Relax. I'm not kidnapping you. Though it would be a hoot.”
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      A hoot. He’d never heard that expression. He tried to place Buffy's accent. It was the first clue he'd had to where she was from—the South maybe?

      She was a photographer. Her take-charge manner and confidence suggested she'd traveled and had experience in the entertainment industry. And marketing. Perhaps that's what he was picking up on. Though he still couldn't shake the idea that he'd seen her somewhere. “Are you an actress?” He asked. He saw little of TV or movies.

      “No,” she said deflecting his question. “I didn't know if you still wanted to get that drink⁠—”

      “Yes, I could use one actually.” He resisted pushing his hair back with his hands.” Did you have somewhere in mind? Someplace…”

      “Where that pretty face won't be recognized by your doting fans?”

      He might've scowled.

      “I can see I have my work cut out for me.”

      She stopped in front of the elevators. “Do you need to change, if so⁠—”

      “I'm fine and you look amazing I might add, though somewhat belatedly. I apologize,” he said and did not try to hide his appreciation.

      She stood back and let him take a good long look. Her hair was down, the ginger colored mass spilling over her bare shoulders in a riot of shiny curls. The dress she wore was a shimmering rose gold that seemed to pour down her curves like a waterfall. He must be seeing things because he could swear her skin sparkled as well.

      He had the sudden urge to lick that pearly flesh from her ears to… Holy hel—cow. He knew her. “You⁠—”

      His jaw dropped. He knew that body. The face. The hair was different… He squinted, trying to bring the image into focus. His lids drifted down.

      It had been a darker red. And she’d been wearing a Scottish plaid, though wear wasn't quite the right term because it had been more like a plaid hanky. The material had hidden strategic body parts that those who'd bought the magazine wanted to see.

      Ridge had never bought magazines to look at nude women and never just for the picture of one on the cover. Or, he never had, until that issue of Vanity Fair. He couldn't lie. He loved the magazine for the way it covered certain issues he followed. That month’s focus had been veteran entrepreneurs.

      The woman in front of him had been the star of the covers, but like him, once they got a look at her, he doubted any of the male readers cared about what was between that month's covers. He’d even have to admit to spreading the magazine open on his kitchen counter, sipping his scotch as he admired the layouts. Both photographs, like her, had been elegant, artistic renditions of a perfect female form.

      He felt the tightness in his groin as he remembered how many nights he'd sat there looking at those photographs, like a lovesick schoolboy with his first crush. He felt his face flush again and his voice came out reverent. “Lana Maisel. I knew I'd seen you…um…”

      Another sleek strand of shiny red hair escaped as she giggled then slapped the down button. “It was just a matter of time. Best get it over with.” She winked and the warmth that suffused his limbs nearly made him stumble.

      
      Lana—Buffy's lack of pretentiousness and easy acceptance of her notoriety amazed him. But even more intriguing was the way her understated sensuality reeled him in, like a fish on the end of the line. It felt inevitable. Smiling at him with that mischievous glint in her eye, she tugged his hand and lead him to the elevator then she pressed the garage level.

      She'd surprise him once again. “You rented a car?” With so many public transportation options in DC and parking limitations in the busy downtown area, he'd expected her to be afoot.

      “No

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Introduction
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Author’s Note
      


      		
        When the Right One Comes Along
        
          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Chapter 16
          


          		
            Chapter 17
          


          		
            Chapter 18
          


          		
            Chapter 19
          


          		
            Chapter 20
          


          		
            Chapter 21
          


          		
            Chapter 22
          


          		
            Chapter 23
          


          		
            Chapter 24
          


          		
            Chapter 25
          


          		
            Chapter 26
          


          		
            Chapter 27
          


          		
            Chapter 28
          


          		
            Chapter 29
          


          		
            Chapter 30
          


          		
            Chapter 31
          


          		
            Chapter 32
          


          		
            Chapter 33
          


        


      


      		
        Too Good to Be True
        
          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Chapter 16
          


          		
            Chapter 17
          


          		
            Chapter 18
          


          		
            Chapter 19
          


          		
            Chapter 20
          


          		
            Chapter 21
          


          		
            Chapter 22
          


          		
            Chapter 23
          


          		
            Chapter 24
          


          		
            Chapter 25
          


          		
            Chapter 26
          


          		
            Chapter 27
          


          		
            Chapter 28
          


          		
            Chapter 29
          


          		
            Chapter 30
          


          		
            Chapter 31
          


          		
            Chapter 32
          


          		
            Chapter 33
          


          		
            Chapter 34
          


          		
            Chapter 35
          


          		
            Chapter 36
          


          		
            Chapter 37
          


          		
            Chapter 38
          


          		
            Chapter 39
          


          		
            Chapter 40
          


          		
            Chapter 41
          


          		
            Chapter 42
          


          		
            Epilogue
          


        


      


      		
        Only the Heart Remembers
        
          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Chapter 16
          


          		
            Chapter 17
          


          		
            Chapter 18
          


          		
            Chapter 19
          


          		
            Chapter 20
          


          		
            Chapter 21
          


          		
            Chapter 22
          


          		
            Chapter 23
          


          		
            Chapter 24
          


          		
            Chapter 25
          


          		
            Chapter 26
          


          		
            Chapter 27
          


          		
            Chapter 28
          


          		
            Chapter 29
          


          		
            Chapter 30
          


          		
            Chapter 31
          


          		
            Chapter 32
          


          		
            Chapter 33
          


          		
            Chapter 34
          


          		
            Chapter 35
          


          		
            Chapter 36
          


          		
            Chapter 37
          


          		
            Chapter 38
          


          		
            Chapter 39
          


          		
            Chapter 40
          


          		
            Chapter 41
          


          		
            Chapter 42
          


          		
            Chapter 43
          


          		
            Chapter 44
          


          		
            Chapter 45
          


          		
            Chapter 46
          


          		
            Chapter 47
          


          		
            Chapter 48
          


          		
            Chapter 49
          


          		
            Chapter 50
          


          		
            Chapter 51
          


          		
            Christmas Wishes
          


        


      


      		
        Books by Livia Quinn
      


      		
        Veterans Resources
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Books by Livia Quinn


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/the-calloways-of-rainbow-bayou-kindle.jpg





OEBPS/images/when-the-right-one-comes-along-kindle.jpg





