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      “Highly recommend to all fans of hot cowboys, firefighters, and romance.”

      —Emily, Goodreads on Saddles and Soot

      “Outstanding love story.”

      —Avid Reader, Amazon on A Cowboy’s Seduction

      “This book was fun and I loved every page of it.”

      —Connie, Goodreads on A Cowboy’s Seduction

      “This author does an amazing job of keeping readers on their toes while maintaining a natural flow to the story.”

      —RT Book Reviews on Texas Hustle

      “Cynthia D’Alba’s Texas Fandango from Samhain lets readers enjoy the sensual fun in the sun […] This latest offering gives readers a sexy escape and a reason to seek out D’Alba’s earlier titles.”

      —Library Journal Reviews on Texas Fandango

      “[…] inclusions that stand out for all the right reasons is Cynthia D’Alba’s clever Backstage Pass”

      —Publisher’s Weekly on Backstage Pass in Cowboy Heat

      “Texas Two Step kept me on an emotional roller coaster […] Texas Two Step is an emotionally charged romance, with well-developed characters and an engaging secondary cast. A quarter of the way into the book I added Ms. D’Alba to my auto-buys.”

      —5 Stars and Recommended Read, Guilty Pleasure Book Reviews on Texas Two Step

      “I loved this book. The characters came alive. They had depth, interest and completeness. But more than the romance and sex which were great, there are connections with family and friends which makes this story so much more than a story about two people.”

      —Night Owl Romance 5 STARS! A TOP PICK on Texas Bossa Nova

      “Wow, what an amazing romance novel. Texas Lullaby is an impassioned, well-written book with a genuine love story that took hold of my heart and soul from the very beginning.”

      —LJT, Amazon Reviews, on Texas Lullaby

      “An emotional, complex and beautiful story of love and life and how it can all change in a heartbeat.”

      —DiDi, Guilty Pleasures Book Reviews on Texas Lullaby

      “TEXAS LULLABY is a refreshing departure from the traditional romance plot in that it features an already committed couple.”

      —Tangled Hearts Book Reviews on Texas Lullaby

      “A great read with just the right amount of steamy sexual tension and a HEA!”

      —D. Yochum, Just The Write Touch, on Cadillac Cowboy
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      I can honestly say that without the support of the D’Alba Diamonds, my street team, this book would never have been finished. They’ve carried me over the past months as I’ve struggled with newly diagnosed breast cancer. This writing gig would be a much lonelier life without them. Thank you, Diamonds.
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      “Sorry, ma’am. I’m gonna have to frisk you.”

      “But, Sheriff, I didn’t do anything,” Tess Sweeney said, rapidly batting her eyelashes. “I swear.”

      She dragged out the last two words in the best damned Scarlet O’Hara imitation she could do. The corners of his mouth twitched for a minute before his face transformed into a stern expression.

      “Spread ‘em,” he ordered, deepening his voice into a growl.

      “If I don’t, are you going to pistol whip me?” She made a point of sticking out her lower lip in a pout.

      “No, ma’am, but I might have to use my big nightstick on you.”

      Tess squealed with laughter. “Has that line ever worked?”

      Tess looked up into the steel-gray eyes of Kyle Monroe. He gave her a smile that sent her heart racing. Sexual energy flared, melting her insides.

      “Nope, but a man’s gotta have hope.” He brushed the back of his fingers along her cheek. She pressed her face into his touch. His eyes darkened with desire. Every cell in her body lit up.

      “Have I told you how beautiful you are?”

      A huge lump formed in her throat. Too thin and too plain as a child, she’d never had much attention from boys. By the time she’d reached high school, she’d developed large breasts, a narrow waist, and hips that swung when she walked. But inside, she was still that skinny, ugly little girl nobody picked for their kickball team.

      Tess’s elbows sank into the mattress as she arched her back, crushing her breasts against his chest. She savored the feel of the rough hair there against her sensitive nipples. “You might have mentioned it once or twice over dinner.” She ran her tongue around his nipple and caught it between her teeth, tugging gently on the rigid flesh.

      He caught her head between his hands, holding her against his chest. His deep-throated moan told her how much he loved the rasp of her tongue on his flesh.

      Moving up his body, she kissed and nibbled until she reached his lower lip. She sucked it between her lips and then looked at him. “But for now, less talk. More action.” She raked her taut nipples through his chest hair again.

      “Yes, ma’am,” he said as he rolled her onto her back and worked his way down her neck.

      Beside her right ear her cell phone vibrated on the oak bedside table. It pulsated twice more, followed by loud gonging.

      “Argh,” she moaned, dropping her arms out to her sides. Did she have to get a call the first time she was in bed with this incredibly sexy man? Of course she did.

      “Don’t answer it,” he said, tightening his arms around her like a steel band.

      “You know I have to.” She glanced at the clock and sighed. One a.m. Nobody got good news at this hour. “I’m on call. No choice.”

      Tess kissed the tip of his nose and slipped from the mattress. She hurried around the bed and grabbed her cell phone off the table. “Dr. Sweeney.”

      She glanced back at the man in her bed and wanted to weep at being on call. He’d scooted up until his back rested against her headboard. His chest was a rock-hard display of muscle and sinew that begged to be touched…and she wanted to stroke it so bad her fingers itched. His eyes were on her, listening as she took her call from the emergency department.

      She forced her attention back to the call.

      “Dr. Sweeney. This is John Tanner from St. Michael’s Hospital.”

      “Oh, hi, John. What’d you have?”

      “MVA. Young boy. Thrown from the car upon collision.”

      “Uh-huh. How old?”

      “Five, but quite small for his age.”

      She opened the bedside table drawer and pulled out a sheet of paper to jot notes as the Emergency Department physician continued his report. “Okay. Have you already done the type and cross for blood?”

      “Sent it off to the lab a couple of minutes ago. The parents say they think he is O positive, which would be great. I’m sure the blood bank will have that.”

      “Great. Parents are there at the hospital then?”

      “Yep. Last name’s Lloyd. Hold on.” Papers rattled. “Um, parents are Preston and Constance.”

      “Preston Lloyd, our district attorney?” Her chest squeezed her heart.

      “Yeah.”

      “Great, just great." She blew out a long breath and tapped a dozen ink splotches on the paper with her pen. Lloyd was a first-class asshole. She’d done a first-class job avoiding him in the two years she’d lived in Diamond Lakes, Texas.

      “And I have to tell you, Tess. He reeks of alcohol.”

      "What about his wife?”

      “She didn’t seem to be injured in the accident.”

      “I don’t give a shit about either of them. They’re not my patients, but I do need them sober enough to sign the damn surgery permit for their son.”

      “Well, she was a little incoherent when they came in, but I think she’s more frantic about her son than alcohol impaired. Him? I wouldn’t let him sign anything. I can’t be sure he’s clear-headed enough to give informed consent.”

      “Fine. I’ll trust your judgment on that. Get the consent signed for an exploratory lap and call the OR team in. Make sure the blood bank stays two units ahead on packed cells. Oh, and, John, see if you can badger radiology into fresh pictures for the OR. I’d like to have a better idea of what the hell I’m getting into before I cut the kid open.”

      “Will do, Tess.”

      Tess slammed the phone back on the dresser. “Sonofabitch thinks laws don’t apply to him. Never has thought about anybody but himself. Asshole,” she muttered as she stomped across the room. She jerked open a drawer, snatched out fresh underwear, a pair of fresh scrubs, and marched into the bathroom. As she shut the door, she heard Kyle’s phone ringing. She wasn’t surprised the deputy on duty would call the sheriff when the county district attorney was involved in an accident where there were injuries.

      Sheriff Kyle Monroe was stomping his feet into a pair of cowboy boots when Tess walked out of the bathroom. In the time she’d been in there, he’d gotten dressed.

      “You don’t need to drive me,” she said.

      “Wasn’t planning to. Our district attorney and his family were hit by a teenage driver who happens to be one of the Worthington boys. Texas State Police will take it, but the sergeant on duty thought I might want in the loop on this. What a mess this’ll be.”

      She frowned. “Not the first time one of Judge Worthington’s boys been in trouble, is it?” She gave him a quick kiss. “I’ve gotta go. It’s quite a drive from here.”

      “I’ll run blue lights to the hospital. Stay on my tail and we’ll be there in less than ten minutes.”

      “Appreciate it, Kyle.”

      He missed his time estimation by two minutes. Eight minutes after they left her house, Dr. Tess Sweeney blew through the ambulance bay doors and raced down the emergency department hallway of St. Michael’s Hospital. The doors to trauma room two were open, and she glanced in. Blood-soaked towels and four-by-four gauze pads littered the floor, along with paper and boxes from medical supplies. An empty IV bag lay among the waste, its tubing curled like a snake.

      Opening the door to the nurses’ station, she saw Martha Womack, the shift charge nurse.

      “Martha. Where’s the Lloyd child?” Tess knew she sounded brusque and harried, but she’d have to apologize to Martha another time. She was losing precious time to save her patient.

      Martha Womack, a gray-haired woman well into her fifties, looked over her shoulder. “Hey, Tess. Upstairs in the OR. Once Tanner got the blood pressure stabilized, the OR staff picked him up. Tanner went along since we have nothing down here needing his attention at the moment. He wanted to have a word with the anesthesiologist.”

      “Great. Where are the parents? John get the consent form signed?”

      “Got it. Parents went with the child during transport. I think they were going to the chapel.”

      “Good. I’ll talk to them after the surgery. Thanks.” Tess raced for the elevators.

      [image: ]

      When Tess had turned in to the hospital’s physician parking, Kyle had tapped his siren once and flown on past. If he hurried, he might get to the crash site before the state police. Sure, his guys would secure the scene while they waited for state to swoop in and take over the investigation. Most of the time, it would have bugged the crap out of him to have the state tromping around his territory, but not so much tonight. The reality was he didn’t care much for their county district attorney. Lloyd was arrogant with an elitist view of the world. They’d butted heads on more than one occasion.

      Still, he didn’t wish harm to the man’s son.

      An accident investigation team from the state police was already on site when he arrived. Blue strobe lights from a gaggle of law enforcement vehicles lit up the surrounding trees and road. In front of his SUV, a Texas state trooper walked with a flashlight along dark tire skid marks. Shards of broken glass glinted under the beam and Kyle could hear the crunch of glass under the trooper’s heavy boots. He recognized the man by his stride and nodded to himself.

      “Gruber,” he called as he exited his truck.

      The man turned and raised his arm, bringing the daylight brightness from his flashlight directly into Kyle’s face. Kyle shielded his eyes.

      “Monroe,” the trooper said. “Come out to see the clusterfuck?”

      Kyle shook his head with a knowing sigh. An accident involving two prominent families with a serious injury was nothing but a logistical nightmare for whatever office drew the short straw. Tonight, since it was the county district attorney, the state police had the honors.

      The two men shook hands. “Clusterfuck is probably as accurate a description as any,” Kyle said. “Thought I’d drop by and see if you guys needed anything from us.”

      “We’re good,” Shade Gruber said. “Your guys did a great job securing the scene, with one exception.”

      “Oh? What’d they miss?”

      “We can’t find the boy’s car seat. Lloyd said his son was ejected from the car seat when it flew out of his car with the child still inside.”

      Kyle pursed his lips. “That’s interesting. What about Lloyd’s car? Was there damage to the seatbelts?”

      “Nope. Lloyd said his wife never got the hang of putting the seat in correctly.”

      “What did she say?”

      “Not much. She was too distraught to give us any help. Both of them left in the ambulance with their son.”

      “Alcohol?”

      “Who? Lloyd or the judge’s kid?”

      “Either. Both. Whatever. Just thinking out loud.”

      Gruber shook his head. “Worthington kid’s a little slurry and shook up. Second ambulance left with him right behind the Lloyds. Preston Lloyd smelled like undiluted bourbon, but there was a broken bottle in his car. Said his wife was carrying it home from a fundraiser and it broke in the crash.”

      “I’ll let you get back to work. I’ll check in with my deputies and be on my way. Let me know if you do decide you need anything from us.”

      “Will do. Thanks.”

      Gruber went back to measuring the skid marks. Kyle walked over to a fresh-faced deputy. New guy hired recently.

      “Adams,” Kyle said, reading the name on the officer’s name tag.

      “Sir.” The deputy, who must have been all of twenty-four, straightened.

      “Appreciate the heads- up about Lloyd,” Kyle said.

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Give me a quick report of what happened once you arrived on the scene.”

      “The cars were where you see them. The Lloyds were out of their car and on the ground next to their son. The teenager was out of his truck, sort of swaying and holding on the hood, as though he was using it to hold himself upright. As soon as Lloyd identified himself, I contacted the state police while Anderson—” he tilted his head toward his partner near the creek, “—looked for the child’s car seat.”

      “I know this is not our accident to cover, but could you do a write up for me tomorrow with all the details you have? Probably won’t ever need it, but if I’ve learned anything over the years, it’s when lawyers are involved, have all the facts you can documented while they’re still fresh.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      The sheriff clapped the deputy on the shoulder. “See you tomorrow. Have dispatch notify me if you need me back out here tonight.”

    

  

OEBPS/images/riante-logo.jpg
iante
mance





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/texasjustice-high-res-cover.jpg
Q%m‘éa Zyﬂ@

Nep York Times & USA Today Bestselling Author





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





