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            His smile is what got me.

      It was charming but held a hint of the sexy thoughts I was hoping he had in his head like I did with only our first glance.

      He may be tall, dark and handsome but I’m telling you, it was his smile that got me.  I’m sure of that detail.

      

            Too bad all I did was avert my gaze and let a blush rise up to my cheeks, outing me for having sordid thoughts about my son’s preschool teacher.

      Trent Morgan was everything I ever wanted, but there was no way I was ever going there.

      Even if I had fallen at first sight …
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      “It’s his ass and you know it.”

      Magnolia has to cover her mouth as she laughs and haphazardly sets the wineglass down, doing her best not to lose any of the sweet wine with the motion.  I’m awful glad I waited to take a sip until Renee said what she wanted to say.  She’s the comedic one in our group of four.  Twirling a lock of auburn hair, she leans back, her wicked hazel eyes glinting.  Renee is sharp and shameless.

      But it’s definitely not his ass.  At least not for me.  My comment remains unspoken because we’re discussing Sharon’s crush, after all.

      “Renee, you know darn well I am not a butt lady.  I couldn’t care less about what’s good on the backside.”

      “But he has a really nice ass,” Renee insists, completely ignoring Sharon.

      With the mason jar string lights hanging above us, Sharon’s patio offers plenty of light, even as the southern sun sets in a beautiful hue of marigold and rose.  Add in the wicker furniture, a touch of salt in the air plus the smell of fall surrounding us, and I’m all for Wine Down Wednesdays starting up again with this group of friends.  It’s been too long and I’ve missed them.

      “What does Henry think of Mr. Morgan?” Sharon asks me and I instantly feel the telltale sign of a blush rising up my chest and making my cheeks flush.

      My mother always told me I couldn’t hide a thing from anyone.  My face gives away the truth every time.

      “What does my son think of your crush?”  I respond with a question and quickly take a sip of my wine, then another, buying time.  Sharon called dibs on Trent Morgan in before I had even walked my son into the preschool for his first day.  That was almost a full year ago.

      Now that school has started back up, I have to see that handsome face every day, my words stumbling and my laughs coming a little too often every time he talks to me.

      He’s off-limits.  My son’s teacher and my friend’s secret infatuation.

      Truth be told, even if Sharon hadn’t claimed Trent in our group of single ladies, I wouldn’t have the guts to make a move.

      Single mom and a little shy is what would be on my dating profile … if I had one.  I’m rusty, to say the least, and haven’t been on a date in over a year, other than horrible disasters which are “events that shall not be named,” according to this particular group. 

      They’re all still looking at me, waiting for an answer.  Does my son like Trent Morgan?

      Finally I shrug, setting my wineglass down and leaning back in my rocking chair.  “You know all the kids love Mr. Morgan.  He’s the fun one who makes the best airplane sound effects.”

      All eyes are still on me as if they can tell exactly what I’m thinking, so I add a little comment: “They don’t like him the same as you, though.”  Chuckles lessen the nerves racking me.

      Little nerves that wish I’d make a move.  Little nerves that pine from a distance just to see that smile again.
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      Any minute now.  The exhale after my first sip of coffee, with just a touch of cream and a touch of sugar, is long and impatient.  Any minute now she should walk through that door.

      The doors open, catching my attention, but the person who enters isn’t who I’m waiting for.

      “Morning, Mr. Morgan!” Savannah sings out, not bothering to slow down in her race with her brother Liam as the sibling duo run to their designated room.

      “Good morning, Savannah,” I say, smiling broadly when they both get to Stacey, who’s waiting for them in her section of the first floor.  There are already two dozen children playing and laughing, getting their excitement out, and another half dozen to go.  My class is the first one, closest to the front door, filled with a mix of kids who are four and five years old, and shared with Miss Sandy.

      There’s one student in particular whose absence forces my gaze to move back to the clock on the far wall.  Any minute now and Henry will walk through those double glass doors.  He’ll probably press his hand to the painted print of his palm that we did last week to decorate for September.  It forms a pattern of fall leaves and is taped to the lower half of the door.

      That moment is what I’m waiting for.  He’ll let go of his mom’s hand and she’ll peer through the window, and those beautiful green eyes will meet mine.

      With an asymmetric grin, fate gives me exactly what I ordered.  Little Henry, with his dark, thick floppy curls falling in front of his forehead, races to the front door.  It’s not quite a mohawk that Autumn gives her son, since it’s just a little higher on top.  She told me it’s because she loves his curls.  His skin’s a bit lighter than mine; a tawny brown.  Henry’s treasured Iron Man backpack hits the cement and the woman I’ve been waiting for bends down in her sundress to scoop it up for him.

      With a simper on her lips, she moves her gaze from her son to me.  Those green eyes spark, her smile widens and I can hear that feminine sigh that I know she just let slip from those full lips as she looks away.

      The first thought I had about Autumn Holloway is far too inappropriate for this setting.  As is my reaction every single time I see her.

      Last year, she teased me, giving me mixed signals.  Watching her gather Henry as they enter, I remember how I asked her out almost a year ago.  She declined.  Clearing her throat far too many times and that rosy hue that drives me wild staining her cheeks.

      I gave her space, but every day since then she’s given me that same shy smile  paired with covert glances.  Every.  Single.  Day.  This year, the tension is even thicker and my longing for just a chance is even worse.

      The front door opens, bringing in a refreshing fall breeze.  “Mr. Morgan!” Henry yells although he’s not paying me any attention at all as he races past me to the gate where Miss Sandy is already waiting for him.

      “Miss Sandy!” he calls out with the same enthusiasm as I tell the five-year-old good morning and watch Sandra take him back.  He’s a happy kid and reminds me of my own son, Chase.  Who just happens to be his best friend.

      “Sorry I’m late,” Autumn says, holding the backpack with both hands.

      “No worries,” I respond and hold out my hand for the backpack.  I have to grin when she stares at my hand for a moment too long and then shakes her head with her eyes closed.  She opens her eyes, her gorgeous green gaze finding mine before she passes over her son’s backpack.

      “Right, right.”  Her smile widens, beautiful and filling me with warmth as she stares back at me and says, “You’d think I’d remember this from last year.”  With the backpack now in my hand, I swallow thickly.

      “No worries,” I tell her again and inwardly scold myself.  Say something else.  Damn.  This woman does something to me.  I co-own the preschool and I don’t want to push boundaries, but I want her.

      I’ve never wanted a woman like I do Autumn.  Her sweet blushes, her shy smiles, her luscious curves—I want it all.

      As she signs her son in, I can’t take my eyes off of her.  That is, until her hand whips around, pen still between those fingers, to point at me and say something.  She doesn’t get a word out though other than “shit.”

      My disposable coffee cup was practically filled to the brim still and luckily only lukewarm since some of it splashed onto her forearm.

      “I’m so sorry,” she says, obviously in distress as she pushes out the words, frantically wiping up the mess with a stack of tissues she pulled from her purse.  Mom-ready.

      I almost say “no worries” yet again as I grab some paper towels, helping her clean up the mess that I could and should take care of by myself to put her at ease.  Almost.  Almost but I don’t.

      Stopping myself, I wait until the chaos has left her beautiful gaze.

      “Looks like you owe me a coffee date,” is what comes out instead.  The casual maybe-joke, sets a tension between us as I clean up what’s left of the mess and shy Autumn pauses her movements to peek up at me.

      I swear my pulse slows and every noise around us fades to nothing when I watch her reaction.  The way her mouth parts slightly and then her teeth sink down into her pouty lips.  The swallow that follows makes her neck seem that much more tempting to kiss.

      “Mr. Morgan,” she barely says my name in a breathy voice and then clears her throat, the nerves getting to her.  They get to me too, beautiful.

      “Are you asking me out on a date?” she half teases back and the two of us toss the soaked paper towels in the trash can.

      “Yes,” I answer her and that playfulness evaporates.  “Just coffee,” I tell her, holding my ground, and then I hold my breath.

      Wide eyed, her gaze drops to my lips for just a moment.  I’ll be damned if this woman doesn’t want me.  “Please,” I add for good measure, plastering a smirk on my lips.  The smirk that always makes her shift in place from foot to foot.

      “Just coffee?” she asks softly.

      I can only nod, because I’d rather do that than lie.

      As two more youngsters enter, breaking up the moment when one of them cries not to be left by her father, I worry I’ve lost her.  And that she’s going to politely decline.

      Instead, she tucks her hair behind her ear and agrees to the date by saying, “I think coffee would be nice.”
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      My phone is blowing up as it lays on my somewhat made queen bed.  I never tuck in the sheets, but the off-white comforter with a gray paisley pattern is pulled over enough that when I tell my five-year-old son it’s time to make his bed, he can’t point a finger back at me.

      Ting, ting.  The phone chimes and buzzes again, and I’m quick to read the updates from Mags followed by the response from Renee.  Magnolia’s life could be a story line for a soap opera.  Or a Lifetime movie maybe.  I’ve thought it for years but especially now given what’s going on in her love life.

      I’m quick to reply and then silence it, but not before catching Sharon’s comment.  Just seeing her name on the screen produces guilty tumbles in the pit of my stomach.

      What do you do when your friend and you like the same man?  You don’t touch him.  You certainly don’t go on a coffee date with him over the weekend.

      I don’t even see what Sharon replied or know what position she’s taking on Magnolia’s situation.  All I know is that I said yes to coffee with a guy I know she likes.

      “Ugh.”  The groan slips out as I pull my sundress down and then blow a few strands of curly, dark blond hair out of my face.  Makeup is done, this dress is brand new and I love how it flows, but my goodness, I cannot get past this feeling of betrayal.  No matter how excited I am.

      “You look pretty, Mommy.”  Henry’s voice catches me by surprise.  The door creaks as my son pushes it open even more.  “Pretty for date.”  His tone is mischievous.

      My bottom lip drops and my mouth opens with shock for this little cutie staring back at me as he climbs onto my bed.  His little fists grab a handful of bedding and I help him, scooting his bottom up until he’s on the mattress.

      “It’s not a date, sweetie,” I tell him and there’s practically a scold in my tone.  Maybe that’s why he arches that little brow of his at me.  It’s nearly comical.  He’s always had a mind of his own.

      It’s between a glance in the vanity mirror and a glance back at him that I see his true intentions.  “Nope,” I say and snag my phone just before he can reach it.  The last time he got ahold of my phone, I had about 100 pictures of his mouth and up his nose in my camera roll.

      Before he can protest or reach for it, I change the subject.  Distraction is my best parenting weapon.  I think it was Maggie who told me that if a kid wants something, offer them something else while taking what they want out of view.  It has worked like a charm for years.

      “Do you want Aunt Renee to come by and hang out this morning?”  My voice takes on a bit of a sing-song quality as I set my phone down on the dresser.  “She might have said something about ice cream sandwiches.”

      Now it’s my son’s turn for his mouth to drop in surprise.  As he chants “Auntie Renee,” my smile grows and all those nerves take a back seat.  Until I check my phone again.

      Aunt Renee spilled the beans in the chat.  With a grimace, I read the texts.

      When are you bringing my little man over so you can go on your coffee date, Autumn?  She sent the text only a minute ago and the other two ladies in the chat pile on:

      Ooh, a date?

      With who?

      My stomach drops when Renee answers Sharon’s question regarding who this coffee date is with.  The hot preschool teacher with the nice butt.

      Sharon assumes wrong, typing back, Mr. Harding?

      And frozen in my spot, I watch the horror story play out in real time with Renee correcting her: Nope, she snagged Trent.

      Before my eyes close, I catch sight in my periphery of Henry jumping on my bed while chanting, “Date, date, date.  You date Mr. Morgan.  I date Renee!”  His gleeful song is accompanied by the squeak of the bed frame and more vibrating in my hand from the phone.

      Oh my God, kill me now.
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      Keeping it PG is how my buddy Harding would describe this coffee date.  He’s far more experienced than I am on the dating scene and if he was here now … he’d enjoy laughing at me.

      Autumn and I snagged a coveted table on the patio outside a mom-and-pop coffee and cake shop.  There’s not a cloud in sight and the breeze is just right.  So right that when it blows by, Autumn’s dark brunette hair sweeps across her shoulders.

      Yet this date is less like a date and more like small talk between two people who are both waiting in a doctor’s office for a rectal exam.  Yeah, Harding would laugh his ass off right about now.

      “Our boys get along real well,” I say and take a sip of my coffee, my thumb tapping rhythmically on the edge of the generic white ceramic mug.  I don’t know what it is about this woman, but I have no game whatsoever with her.  Even less so this morning.  Maybe I just need more coffee.

      “I know, Henry talks about Chase all the time.”  She mimics the way the two boys say, “best buds for life,” then lets out a small laugh.  Very short and riddled with the same kind of nerves that won’t settle in my gut.

      I know she already knows that the boys get along.  The two of them hit it off Henry’s first day of preschool last year.

      Even though I can’t manage a conversation outside of the weather, the cinnamon cake on the table, and our boys, I still think it’s going well because when that wind blows and she has to retuck her hair behind her ear, she smiles down into her latte that smells so sweet and then peeks up at me, all shy-like.

      Maybe I’m not the only one affected.

      “So you took over the preschool from your mom?” Autumn asks.  The conversation is still steadily in the category of small talk.

      “Don’t tell her that,” I joke with a huff of laughter.  “She still says it’s hers.”

      That gets a broader smile from Autumn.  “I mean, her name is on it.  So … Ann’s ABCs and123s Preschool.”

      “Well, she would kill me if I change the name.”  Again she smiles and lets out a small laugh.  I know this small town likes to talk, but I have no idea what all she knows about my past.  “I have my master’s in education but I never thought I’d run a preschool.  That was my mom’s thing.”

      “A master’s?” she asks and doesn’t hide the surprise.  “I almost went back for mine before I got the editor position.”

      “You like that?  Working for the town paper?”  I could see Autumn doing anything at all.  She’s personable and charming, but smart and driven.  It doesn’t take more than a handful of conversation to know that.

      “Well, like you, I never thought I’d be an editor.  I was always a math and science kind of girl, but I love it.  I wouldn’t change a thing.”

      It’s easy to smile at her response.  Everything between us is easy all of a sudden and I’m grateful for that.

      “What were you going to do with your master’s?” she says.

      Shrugging, I admit, “Administration of some sort was the long-term goal.  But when Chase was born and his mom passed, I wanted to be more hands on.  I had to be, really.  With my mom’s vision going … it just made sense to take over the preschool and be close to him.”

      Autumn’s tone holds her condolences.  “I’m so sorry to hear about her passing.”

      “Thank you,” I reply automatically.  It’s been years since I said goodbye to my ex-wife, but my throat still gets dry whenever she comes up in conversation.

      “Does Chase ever talk about her?”  Her question catches me off guard but it’s the genuine concern that resonates with me.

      “Occasionally.  He has some questions, but he’s still so young and never knew her.”

      “It was cancer, right?”

      “Yeah,” I say and my voice is tighter than I’d like.  I loved Candace and I wish things could have been different, but I know Chase and I make a duo she’d be proud of.

      “I’m so sorry,” she repeats, her voice gentle and comforting.

      “What about Henry’s dad?” I ask her to change subjects and move to lighter topics.

      “We’re on really good terms.  We should have only ever been friends, to be honest.”

      “Just didn’t work out between you two?”  I already know that’s what the town says.  They were young, their son a blessing that came from a disastrous pair.

      She shakes her head, setting down her mug and pushing it away gently.  “We actually broke up amicably before I found out I was pregnant.  We tried to make it work but it we’re much better off not being …” she trails off and scrunches her face in distaste rather than finishing.

      “And no boyfriend now?” I say, leaning forward.  The way my voice lowers yet is still full of hope causes that blush to come out full force.

      Shaking her head, she asks me the same, “And you don’t have a girlfriend, Mr. Morgan?”

      “Not yet I don’t.”  I let the statement add to the brewing tension between us.

      There’s a moment of silence and then I say, “So, two single parents … meeting up at a coffee shop on Saturday afternoon.”

      “Oh, the scandal,” Autumn jokes mockingly with a broad smile.

      “I’m just saying … us single parents, we have to stick together.”

      “Is that right?  Is that why you asked me out?” she asks and it’s the first bit of flirtation, real flirtation from her since we sat down.  The nerves have finally settled as another couple slips by and heads into the coffee shop with the telltale ding of the two bells above the door announcing their entry.

      “I thought it was because you tipped over my coffee but—”  Covering the embarrassment on her face with both hands, her reaction stops me from finishing the thought.

      “You’re a cute mix of sweet and shy,” I say and I don’t know why the confession slips out of me, but it does.

      She doesn’t blush, though, like I thought she would.  Her smile stays put and her eyes flash with something.  Something that tells me it’s okay to keep pushing her.

      “You think I’m sweet?”

      “I know you are, but what do you think of me?” I dare to ask.

      “Handsome.  I think you’re just my type, Mr. Morgan.  Tall, dark and handsome … I would put good money down that you’re just about every woman’s type.”

      A rough chuckle leaves me as I reply, “But I don’t want to be out here with any woman.  I only asked one to coffee.”

      Setting her mug down on the white rattan table, she wraps both her hands around the cup.  “Speaking of which, mine is almost gone.”

      “Well, you have been clinging to it like it was going to save you from having to make conversation.”

      “Did not,” she says, the beautiful smile never fading even with her rebuttal.  “Although I’m glad I was able to get you a coffee.  Since I did spill yours and all.”

      “Well … actually, I asked you out for coffee so I could ask you out for dinner.”

      Her laugh in response is light and the sound is music to my ears.  “You are something else, Trent.”

      “As are you, Autumn.”  An asymmetric smile pulls up on my lips.  It doesn’t escape me that she doesn’t respond to the invitation.  My pulse picks up and I swear there’s a hard thump in my chest when she looks away for a moment.

      “We could do tomorrow night?” I offer her.  It’s a holiday weekend and we have Monday off for Labor Day.  Tomorrow is perfect for a real date.

      “Tomorrow?  So soon?”  she asks as if it’s a joke, but I think there’s something real about her hesitation.

      “Is there a rule against having a dinner date right after a coffee date?”

      “There are lots of rules against that,” she answers with all seriousness.  Before she can deny me, I slip my hand over hers, which is still laying innocently on the table. There’s a spark, a heat between us that’s met with a small gasp from her lips.  My dark umber against her fair skin.  My thumb runs soothing circles, but all it does is stir up that heat, making it hotter and hotter.

      “When I want something, I go after it.  And I want you.”

      “Trent,” she says and my name is a plea on her lips.  She lets me lift her hand in mine and I take my time, letting my intentions be clear as I plant a single kiss on the inside of her wrist.  The smell of her sweet perfume and the little sigh that slips from her, a sigh of coveted lust, does things to me that a coffee date never should.

      I pull away easily enough, but Autumn still seems caught in a trance.

      “Tomorrow night?” she asks after a moment, her voice low and full of the sexual tension that resonates in every inch of me.

      I only nod and in response, she gives me a sweet smile and agrees, “Tomorrow night.”

      I leave her by her car with a small, chaste kiss.  Tomorrow night, though … if I’m going to kiss her, it’s not going to be on her cheek.
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      “I.  Have.  A.  Playdate.  With.  Chase.”  Henry smacks his hands with each word from the back seat of the car.  “Mommy.  Has.  A.  Date.  With.  Mr. Trent.”  My eyes roll hard as we sit at the red light on Main and Sixth Street.  A row of cute houses is to my right and the coffee shop I sat at with Trent is to my left.

      Even as I let out the frustrated breath, I stare longingly at the white rattan table we sat at.  The table where his lips first touched me like I’ve been dreaming about.  And everything inside me blazes.  He may be my son’s teacher … but there’s no doubt that Trent Morgan could teach me a thing or two.

      Turning down the music as the red light changes to green, I question Henry to get his mind anywhere other than the date I have with his preschool teacher.

      My phone pings and I wait until I’m at the next red light before I peek at it.

      Sharon wants to know if I like him and how the date went.

      Ugh.  Those nerves from before rattle inside of me and I struggle to come up with another response.  I know she knows I do like him and that the date was “just fine” because that’s what I wrote in the group chat.

      Not only was it “just fine,” it was a low-key icebreaker that somehow turned scorching hot out of nowhere.  I’ve been imagining all sorts of things for over a year but what I wanted to do to that man on top of that little table is downright deviant.

      I’m surely not going to tell Sharon that.  My plan is to drag my feet as long as I can until I know if there’s really something there between Trent and me.

      One kiss really.  It’s all in the kiss, isn’t it?  That’s what they say, so … just one kiss.  A real one.  Not a peck on the cheek to say goodbye after a coffee date, but the type of kiss that slows down your whole world as you kick up one leg and turn to jello.

      Nodding my head in agreement with … well with myself, I realize I’ve been ignoring Henry.

      “Right, Mommy?” Henry says.

      “Yes, that’s right,” I answer and immediately regret agreeing without knowing what I’m agreeing to.

      “You like Mr. Morgan!  Mommy likes Mr. Morgan!”

      Ping.  My phone goes off again as I roll up to the address Trent texted me.

      I’m just curious! Sharon wrote and I know I need to write something back so I settle on a sort-of truth: He asked me out tonight so we’ll see!

      And with that response, my phone is turned on silent.

      The inner voice in my head is anything but, though.  With a heavy breath out, I lie to myself.  I’m not a bad friend.  She had a year.  A full year.  There has to be fine print in the dibs clause and if she was upset, she would have said so.

      All the nerves that nag at me vanish the moment my gaze lifts to the dark blue front door of the raised ranch house.  Standing there in the yard and staring straight back at me is the man I can’t get off my mind.

      In a crisp white button-down with the sleeves rolled up to his forearms and dark blue jeans, he looks impeccably handsome.  That look in his eyes when our gazes meet, and the way his lips kick up into a crooked grin … morphs his clean-cut look into that of a tempting devil.

      It’s only when his mother calls his name that I’m snapped out of it and unbuckle my belt.  As I gather Henry and his bag out of the car, I can barely hear their conversation.

      “Is this your partner in crime, Chase?  The one you’ve been telling me about?”  Mrs. Emma Morgan’s glasses slip down the bridge of her nose as she speaks, but even still the woman is a force.  I used to think age didn’t know her name; she could be Trent’s sister if the whole town didn’t know any better.  She practically raised half of us.

      The past few years may have added some lines around her eyes and as she smiles, some new wrinkles rest there too, but his mother is still the woman I remember.

      Which makes it a little … odd to show up and ask her to watch my son while I date hers.

      “Mrs. Morgan, how are you?”  I give her the largest smile I can and do my best to pretend that there isn’t anything at all weird about this.

      “Wonderful,” she says and her gaze slips down to my dress.  “Don’t you look as pretty as a peach in June.”

      The smile on my face is genuine when I tell her thank you and then add, “And thank you for watching Henry.”

      “Trust me,” she says and stands upright, watching Henry run off to the flower bed where Chase is currently stacking rocks and knocking them down with some Transformer or other plastic figure of some sort I’m sure cost twenty bucks or more.  “It will be easier on me for Chase to have a friend to keep him occupied.”

      “I really appreciate it.”

      “You don’t have to keep thanking her,” Trent says and slips a hand on my lower back as he adds, “She’d kill me if I let someone else watch him on her weekend with Chase.”

      His mother gestures with a hand before I can say anything and she writes us off with a wave as she says, “Enjoy your date.”

      There’s this thing about a small town and how people talk.  Word spreads and even the most innocent of things can turn scandalous.

      That’s probably why the only words I can think of right now are that it’s not a date.  But I know very well it is, so instead I stand there, watching the woman who used to watch me take a seat in a lawn chair and call out for us to have fun.

      This is the specific time my friend group calls the moment.  The one where you know you’re really on a date and it’s happening.  So either you turn back, or you run full steam ahead.

      “Your car or mine?  I would immediately go to mine, but since it’s not a date-date …”

      “What?”

      “You just muttered it’s not a date-date,” Trent says jokingly and with him next to me, standing there, I have to crane my head to look up at him.  Even in these wedge sandals.

      Standing there in the late summer warmth that’s quickly fading into an early fall evening chill, I’m lost in his amber eyes for just a moment.

      “If I had it my way, it’d be a date-date, you know?” he says, the confession sounding like it’s something sinful.

      The boys yelling out on behalf of the toy men in their hands breaks me from the spell Trent is so darn good at putting me under.

      “Henry is already chanting that we’re dating.”  I’m busy tucking my hair behind my ear when Trent replies, “That’s my little man.”

      I can’t deny it does something to me, listening to him talk about son like that.  Little butterflies make my stomach flip and I can see a happily ever after with him.  Already.  I haven’t even had my kiss yet.

      As he asks me, yet again, whose car we’re taking since I still have my keys in my hand, I come to a very real observation.

      Dating a man you really want to hold on to for more than one night is completely terrifying.
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      With dim, candlelit lighting, modern furniture draped in plush velvet, and the other guests dressed to the nines, Blue Bay is the fanciest restaurant this town has to offer.  And the only one I can imagine taking Autumn to tonight.  Even if she did drive and refer to this evening as not a date-date, this is an official first date.  And judging by her shyness and the quiet thank you as I push her chair in, Autumn is very much aware of that.

      With the din of chatter and clink of silverware surrounding us, the waiter takes our drink order.

      A glass of chardonnay for Autumn.  I make a mental note of which wine she’s having.  If my father taught me anything before passing, it’s that love is in the details.  Small gifts that bring memories will go a long way.  I intend to have that with the woman I share my life with.

      I’m almost certain it’s Autumn.

      Every moment with her, the tension gets thicker.

      Every moment without her, she’s all I can think about.

      “This is a really nice place,” she says and her voice is gentle with more than a hint of gratitude as she lays the napkin across her lap.

      “This is the only place I thought to take you tonight.”

      “Really?”  She sounds surprised.

      “You’re a single mom and from what I can tell, a workaholic.”  I answer her with complete honesty.  “When’s the last time you treated yourself to a night out?”

      “I have my friends.  We do get-togethers … but not like this.”

      “Exactly.”

      “So you want to spoil me?”  She lays the question out as if it’s a joke.

      “Most definitely,” I answer with as much charm as I can manage.  The nerves are gone, the fears of ruining this with her nowhere in sight.  It’s just me and her and a date that is long overdue.  “I really like you and I wanted to make sure I made that clear tonight.”

      There’s a pause as the beat of my pulse and everything else slows when she looks back at me.  Until she answers with five little words, “I really like you too.”

      The waiter is silent as he drops off our drinks, interrupting the moment, but it’s pleasant enough and we place our dinner order.

      The atmosphere mixes just right with the jack and Coke and her glass of chardonnay.

      After a moment, Autumn seems to remember where the conversation was and picks it right back up.  “As my son might say,” she says and the words leave a beautiful smile on her lips as she sips the sweet-smelling wine that carries all the way across the table.  “I kind of sort of, maybe, quite possibly, like you a lot.”

      “Is that flirtation I sense?” I tease her and she lets out a small hum of amusement as she nods her head.

      “How am I doing?  I may be a bit rusty.”

      “Well, this is a compliment I never thought I’d give, but I like you rusty.”

      Her shoulders shake with the laugh and her hair flows over her shoulders.  In this moment, she’s beautiful and I know I was right to wait for her to finally come around and give me a chance.

      “Oh, aren’t you just the charmer,” she says but lays her hand on the table, palm up.  I’m quick, but not too quick, to lay mine on top of hers and she threads her fingers through mine.

      The conversation flows easily, a bit of laughter, a bit more of deeper conversation.

      The only interruption comes when she checks her phone and then peeks up at me.

      “You don’t get out much, do you?”  I jokingly scold her for checking on the boys again.  “My mom has some experience here, you know?”

      “Oh, come on, just text her and ask how they’re doing.”

      “They’re fine.  I’m sure.”

      “Please,” she says as the waiter refills her water goblet.

      “You could message her,” I say just to tease her.  “I’ll send you her number.”

      “I’m not texting your mother while I’m on a date with you.”

      “Ooh, so you admit it?  We’re on a date?”

      Bright red stains her cheeks but she doesn’t waste any time flicking her cloth napkin at me and saying, “Just ask her, please.”

      “She already messaged ten minutes ago and said they’re watching Batman and the two of them ate an entire bag of popcorn.”

      Her smile grows and she slips her phone back in her purse with a simple thank you.

      Before I can tell her she doesn’t need to worry, before I can remind her she’s on a date, she tells me, “You’re lucky you have your mom.  I don’t have much family and none of them live around here anymore.”

      “I know I am.  She loves watching Chase.”

      Her eyes spark as if she’s about to say something daring.  “So, I’m just going to put the obvious out there … if we were to do this thing, really date I mean.  I think we’d make a cute little family.”

      I take a moment to let it sink in that she’s considering things I’ve considered.  This may be our first date, but it’s not like we didn’t already know what we were getting into.

      

      I voice aloud a thought I’ve had ever since she agreed to that coffee date.  “People might think Chase and Henry are twins … not the identical kind, but because of their age.”

      With bright eyes and a soft smile, Autumn replies, “So that didn’t scare you?  Because if we do this, really do this … I don’t want just a fling.”

      “Men aren’t scared off by the thought of a family.  I know what I want, and I’m not looking for a fling either.”

      She bites down on her plush bottom lip and all I can think is that I want to do that nibbling.  With my cock hardening, I readjust in my seat and thankfully, I’m saved by the waiter.

      “The rib eye,” he says as I lay my napkin across my lap, “and scallops and medallions.”  Nodding toward our drinks, I answer him before he can ask the question, “Another for each of us, please.”

      Autumn looks giddy staring down at her plate with a small hum of satisfaction.  One thing I hadn’t realized before tonight was how laid back and easily pleased Autumn is.  She’s all smiles all the time although there has to be something that gets to her.

      “You look like a kid at Christmas,” I say as she pops a roasted potato into her mouth the second the waiter is gone.

      “I love good food.”  Autumn doesn’t hesitate to cut into one of her scallops.  “You’re going to wish you got these,” she taunts playfully, the chunk of caramelized scallop speared on her fork.

      “I think I’m going to be just fine with my steak.”

      “It does look delicious,” she says and eyes my meal like she may steal it if I don’t eat fast enough.

      “Where do you even put it away?  You’re a tiny little thing.”

      “All the way down to my toes,” she says and the joke makes me grin.  “So … this is a date-date?”

      “It’s a date-date,” I say, nodding in agreement.

      All she does is smile at my answer and I comment, “You like to smile, don’t you?

      Her head tilts with a small nod.  “Happiness is a choice.”

      “I want to be happy.”  I don’t know why the words slipped out, but they do.

      “You aren’t now?” she asks with all seriousness, giving me her full attention.

      “Happier,” I say, amending my statement.

      “What would make you happy?”

      You.  The word stays at the back of my throat and I shrug, taking a swig of my drink rather than answering.  “Life is good, but I just want make sure it’s everything it can be for Chase.”

      “I don’t know a lot of single dads, and only a few single moms.  But I know you’re doing a good job.  Chase is a sweet kid and he’s happy.”

      “So is Henry.”

      A smile instantly blossoms on her lips and she tells me thank you.

      “So … since this is a date-date, can we agree to one thing?” she asks, changing the subject.

      “What’s that?”

      “Can we can go slow?” she asks me.

      “Slow?”

      “I just think it’s best, with the boys and all.”

      “Slow it is then.”

      And just like that, the serious tension is gone, but both of us know what the other wants.

      One small problem, though: there’s nothing about the two of us that I want to do slow.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Autumn

          

        

      

    

    
      “You’re the one who said let’s take it slow.”  Trent makes the comment as I catch my breath and lay my head back on the driver’s side seat.

      Dinner and another drink at the bar after, and then some more flirting and small touches, took most of the night.  It’s dark outside of the car.  The moon is almost full, the stars on full display in the midnight blue sky.

      Trent can’t get the grin off his smug, handsome face.

      “And yet …”  He lets the words hang in the air as he gestures to my house.  I drove to my house after dinner.  Not to his where his mother and both of our boys are.

      Freudian slip is all I can say in defense.

      “You just wanted to take me home.  Admit it,” he teases and with his rough chuckle I can’t help but laugh.

      He’s not wrong, though.  Not in the least.

      Something changed at dinner.  My heart won’t stop thumping for this man.

      I just hope it’s as real for him as it feels for me.  Every time he breaks our kiss, I remember something Renee likes to say that serves to answer that nagging little question: You’ll find out by morning.

      With a grin pulling at my mouth, I lean over the console and lay another kiss on his lips.  Our hands don’t stop roaming.  Both of us feeling up the other and enjoying the kind of making out I thought was only for high school and puppy dog love.

      I suppose romance has layers.  And I happen to really enjoy all of Trent’s layers.  Every last little bit of every single one.

      Very few cars have driven by but when they do, we’ve paused, caught our breath and teased the other for starting up the kiss again.  It starts with a little touch, then inching closer … I just can’t get enough of him.

      Ping.  His phone goes off and this time I groan in protest, until I realize it’s his mother.

      He reads the text out loud.  They’re both fast asleep so stay out however long you want.  Go to a movie or something.

      “Are movies even playing this late?” I ask.

      “She doesn’t have to know all the details.”

      His words hang in the air.  The pull between us only gets stronger as the seconds pass.

      It’s his turn to lean in and kiss me, which he does.  His right hand on my thigh, his fingertips grazing against my bare skin and then higher, pushing up the hem of my dress.

      I moan into his mouth as my left hand does the same to him, slipping up his collared shirt and finding his taut muscles beneath the fabric as our kiss deepens.  He’s got me every kind of hot and bothered.

      It’s only when a pair of headlights flashes and drifts by that the kiss is broken, leaving me breathless and more than that, wanting.

      A million questions about how we’re going to make this work and if it’s going to last bombard my mind, but the only one I ask is, “You want to come in?”
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      Maybe it’s because I’ve wanted her for over a year.  Maybe it’s because her hands roam freely down my body like I’ve dreamed about.  Maybe it’s because her kiss tastes like lust and sweet wine and everything I ever wanted.

      Whatever the reason, the second we’re through her front door, I pin Autumn to the wall, my lips never leaving hers, and my hands reaching below her dress.

      The sudden gasp from her lips only fuels me to deepen our touch.  Her small noises are the only sounds I can hear apart from the blood rushing in my ears and my heart pounding inside my chest.

      “Trent,” she moans my name against my lips, our warm breath mingling.  I don’t know how she has any time at all to speak.  I want all of her, in every way, without any thing between us.  Not even words.

      My fingers inch up her thighs, the soft fabric taunting me until I reach the thin lace of her panties.  Her smile against my lips is sultry and sinful, just like the words she whispers.  “Tear it if you want.”

      Fuck.  As if I couldn’t get any harder for her.

      The thin fabric shreds easily enough and I let it fall before pulling my shirt over my head.  Her hands fumble with the buckle on my belt and I swear it feels like first love all over again.

      Each of us wanting, needing, and desperate to take this to the next level.

      With half our clothing a careless heap piled next to us, I make a move to lift her dress, but she stops me, breathing out heavily and taking in the cool air.

      “Bedroom,” she murmurs against my lips and I never knew I could hate a word so much.  Not daring to put space between us, I lift her in my arms and take the stairs two at a time.  The lust still clinging to every inch of us, I rid us of the remaining clothing before falling onto the bed with her beneath me.  With my forearms braced beside her head, she seems so small beneath me.

      The windows are opened just inches, the curtains blowing with the cool evening breeze that dances along our bare skin.

      Slipping my hand between her thighs, I run my middle finger up her slick seam, finding her hot and glistening with arousal.  As I spread it over her clit, I leave gentle kisses along her neck and let her mewl and writhe under me.

      I’m hard and eager, but I want this to be perfect.

      It’s not until she’s begging me, whimpering both my name and the plea, that I stroke myself and rest the head of my dick against her sweet center.

      I kiss her once, watching her lashes flutter down as her eyes close.  Readying myself, I can barely push my head inside of her.  Fuck, she feels like heaven, but the expression on her face tells me I’m the only one feeling this pleasure right now.

      Pausing to give her time to adjust, I nibble her lip and wait for her expression to relax.

      “It’s been a while,” she says, the confession leaving her in a whisper.

      “I told you I’d go slow,” I answer with all sincerity, but a worried smile and a huff leaves her.

      “That’s not quite what I mean,” she says, her voice low and holding questions I don’t have the answers to right now.

      Her heart races against mine as I hover over her, leaning down with a kiss to silence her.

      With her lips still on mine, I thrust forward, as easy as possible.  Her lips part as she holds her breath, feeling every inch of me until I’m buried to the hilt.

      The mix of pleasure and pain stirs in her gasps and moans, edging closer to pleasure with every thrust.  I take my time, pulling nearly all the way out then pushing myself deeper and harder each time.  It doesn’t take long before her nails are digging into my shoulders, her legs wrapped around my hips and her heel digging into my ass to fuel me on.

      “Yes,” she begs and I happily oblige.  Harder.  Faster.  I fuck her into her mattress like I’ve dreamed of doing.  Each time I get close to finding my own release, I slow, pressing myself as deep inside of her as I can.  She loses herself, pleasure racking through her body and her back bowing in ecstasy.

      She’s so tight I can feel every bit of her orgasm as she pulses around me, screaming out my name.  I don’t give her time to come down from the sweet high.  Instead I fuck her mercilessly, pistoning my hips and riding her harder.  She angles her hips, taking it all and clinging to me as her head presses back into the mattress and she cries out in pleasure.

      This is what I’ve dreamed of for so long, but even my dreams weren’t this good.  This is perfect.

      When I finally let go, I bury my head in the crook of her neck, kissing her there and giving us both a moment to catch our breath.

      Falling to the side, I lie there next to her and hold her close, recalling how our night unfolded.  With my hand on the small of her waist, I run soothing circles over her soft skin with my thumb and kiss her hair.

      Sleep could take us both, and as much as that would make me happy, life and responsibilities are calling.

      I’m not the only one thinking it.

      “Time to go pick up the boys,” she says and her voice resonates two things.  A longing to stay just like this.  And a resignation that this night is over.

      Peeking down at her, she’s still vibrant and beautiful, but I know she loved getting away tonight.  Her gaze is lost until she closes her eyes and she plants another kiss on my chest.  She needs time to know I’m serious—hell, she needed a year just to let me take her out for coffee.  I’ll give her all the time in the world … tomorrow.  But right now?

      “Not yet,” I tell her, positioning myself on top of her again.  The bed groans and her bottom lip drops open just slightly.  “I’m not done with you yet.  Spread your legs for me.”
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      It’s not a walk of shame.  Not at all.  There are no rumpled clothes or a hangover.  Nope.  My pencil skirt is practically pressed within an inch of its life and my blouse fits exactly like it did on the mannequin at Macy’s.  Yet as my heels click on the pavement and Henry runs up to the glass doors of the preschool building, it feels just like that.

      There is not a single doubt in my mind that every soul over the age of eighteen in that building knows I hooked up with Trent Morgan two nights ago.  Deandra’s daughter volunteers in the newborn section; she’s only sixteen and I bet she knows too.

      The blush that won’t go the heck away is writing out the details on my face.  I’m sure of it.

      Still, I make a beeline right for him when I open the door and Henry takes off toward Chase to show him the pinball keychain he hasn’t stopped talking about all morning.

      “Good morning, Henry,” Trent calls out to Henry’s back when he zips past him and right to his friend.

      “Well … it is a good morning, isn’t it?”  Trent’s gaze flows down the length of my body, sending goosebumps over every inch of me.  He’s discreet and no one else heard, but still.

      “Not here,” I say, scolding him beneath my breath, although my smile seems to disagree with the sentiment.  “I haven’t told my friends yet.”

      There’s only a hint of guilt in that confession.

      “When are you going to tell them?”

      “Soon?”  My response is a question too.  I need to rip this bandage off.

      “Well, you better tell them before the rumor mill does.”  His warning is all too real in this small town.  With a quick kiss, I tell him to have a good day and any nerves are gone, replaced by butterflies wreaking havoc in my chest.

      The last person I expect to see when I turn around is Sharon.  She doesn’t have kids.  There’s not a reason in the world for her to be here.  Well … except for the fact that she’s telling Maggie’s little girl to have a good day and appears to be signing her in.

      I bet Mags had something that had to be done and Sharon’s just helping her out.

      “You all right?” Trent asks at the same time Sharon peeks up and beams as she says, “Look at you two.”

      Pen still in hand from signing in Magnolia’s daughter, she raises it in a friendly gesture.

      “Have a good day, Sharon.  Nothing to see here,” Trent jokes to her before whispering to me, “You have a good day too.”  The way he says such innocent words sounds scandalous to the point that my ears burn.

      With the heat of a blush still rising, the tap of the pen from Sharon gets my attention, but even more than that is the wide grin she’s trying to contain.

      I only get a couple steps in before she squeals in delight.  “Oh my God,” she mouths and I’m quick to pull her out of the building before embarrassment of my not-walk of shame fully takes over.

      “You two look so cute together,” she says and her statement is as easy as her walk.

      The guilt that ate away at me seems to subside.  “I really like him,” I admit to her because it’s the only thing I can think to say.

      She speaks as we make our way to our cars in the parking lot.  She parked right next to mine.  “One, you can tell.  The tension is thick.”

      A hint of a laugh escapes me, but the nerves are still there, waiting for her approval.  Waiting for one of my best friends to tell me it’s okay that I took the guy she had dibs on.  Freaking please have mercy because I really, really want to be with him.  “He’s not some fling for me and I know you called dibs—”  The excuses tumble out of me and I wish I could stop them.

      Seriously, if I could pluck the words back, I would.  I’m so embarrassed and sick to my stomach over this.

      “Whoa, I was just joking,” she says and both of Sharon’s hands fly up.  “I call dibs on every hot guy in this town.  You know that … don’t you?”  The look in her eyes reflects exactly what I feel.  It’s the fear over being a bad friend.

      “I just felt bad because I should have told you guys, but I didn’t want to if there wasn’t a connection in case … in case you really liked him.”

      “I was never going to go after Trent.  Look … I can prove it.  I texted Renee last year sometime,” she says and scrolls through her phone without missing a beat.  After a moment she adds, “You can ask her, because I can’t find it.”  Looking me dead in the eyes she confesses, “I told her the two of you were going to hook up and then a couple months later I got drunk and asked her what was taking you so long.

      “You guys have always had tension and you look so cute together.  We all wanted it to happen.  But Renee said not to push.  With, you know, kids involved and you working on your career.  So I stayed out of it.”

      Leaning against my car, I let the truth of what she just said wash over me.

      “So … you’re not mad?”

      “Heck no, but we need details.  Wine Down Wednesday?” she says, opening up her car door.  I check the time and note that I’m going to be late if I don’t get moving.

      “Yes, definitely.”

      Wednesdays are for girls’ nights, but Fridays are date nights with Trent.  That was decided on the ride home last night, with his hand in mine.

      There’s no reason not to choose happiness and go for what you want.  My only goal is to not overthink it and let us fall into place.  Which oddly enough, seems to be right where we are now and right where we’re meant to be.

      “Oh my God … and did you hear what happened with Magnolia?”  Sharon easily moves the conversation into new territory as she says, “We need to bring her a bottle just for herself … or rather, two of them.”

      “That bad?” I ask, both of us still standing although our driver car doors are opened.

      Sharon smirks.  “If you ask me … that good.”

      

      
        
        Start reading Magnolia’s romance novel, Tequila Rose today!
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        US residents: Text WILLOW to 797979

        UK residents: Text WWINTERS to 82228

      

        

      
        And if you’re on Facebook, join my reader group, Willow Winters’ Wildflowers for special updates and lots of fun!
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        Small Town Romance

      

        

      
        Tequila Rose Book 1

        Autumn Night Whiskey Book 2 (March 2021)

        He tasted like tequila and the fake name I gave him was Rose.

        Four years ago, I decided to get over one man, by getting under another. A single night and nothing more. 

        Now, with a three-year-old in tow, the man I still dream about is staring at me from across the street in the town I grew up in. I don’t miss the flash of recognition, or the heat in his gaze.

        The chemistry is still there, even after all these years. 

        I just hope the secrets and regrets don’t destroy our second chance before it’s even begun.

      

        

      
        You Are Mine Series of Duets

      

        

      
        You Are My Reason (You Are Mine Duet book 1)

        You Are My Hope (You Are Mine Duet book 2)

        Mason and Jules emotionally gripping romantic suspense duet.

        One look and Jules was tempted; one taste, addicted.

        No one is perfect, but that’s how it felt to be in Mason’s arms.

        But will the sins of his past tear them apart?

      

        

      
        You Know I Love You

        You Know I Need You

        Kat says goodbye to the one man she ever loved even though Evan begs her to trust him. 

        With secrets she couldn’t have possibly imagined, Kat is torn between what’s right and what was right for them.

      

        

      
        Tell Me You Want Me

        Sue’s story is coming 2021.

      

        

      
        Contemporary Romance Standalones

      

        

      
        Knocking Boots  (A Novel)

        They were never meant to be together.

        Charlie is a bartender with noncommittal tendencies.

        Grace is looking for the opposite. Commitment. Marriage. A baby.

      

        

      
        Promise Me (A Novel)

        She gave him her heart. Back when she thought they’d always be together. 

        Now Hunter is home and he wants Violet back. 

      

        

      
        Tell Me To Stay  (A Novella)

        He devoured her, and she did the same to him.

        Until it all fell apart and Sophie ran as far away from Madox as she could.

        After all, the two of them were never meant to be together?

      

        

      
        Second Chance (A Novella)

        No one knows what happened the night that forced them apart. No one can ever know.

        But the moment Nathan locks his light blue eyes on Harlow again, she is ruined. 

        She never stood a chance. 

      

        

      
        Burned Promises (A Novella)

        Derek made her a promise. And then he broke it. That’s what happens with your first love.

        But Emma didn’t expect for Derek to fall back into her life and for her to fall back into his bed.

      

        

      
        Valetti Crime Family Series:

        A HOT mafia series to sink your teeth into. 

      

        

      
        Dirty Dom

        Becca came to pay off a debt, but Dominic Valetti wanted more.

        So he did what he’s always done, and took what he wanted.

      

        

      
        His Hostage

        Elle finds herself in the wrong place at the wrong time.  The mafia doesn’t let witnesses simply walk away.

        Regret has a name, and it’s Vincent Valetti.

      

        

      
        Rough Touch

        Ava is looking for revenge at any cost so long as she can remember the girl she used to be.

        But she doesn’t expect Kane to show up and show her kindness that will break her. 

      

        

      
        Cuffed Kiss

        Tommy Valetti is a thug, a mistake, and everything Tonya needs; the answers to numb the pain of her past.

      

        

      
        Bad Boy 

        Anthony is the hitman for the Valetti familia, and damn good at what he does. They want men to talk, he makes them talk. They want men gone, bang - it’s done. It’s as simple as that.

        Until Catherine.

      

        

      
        Those Boys Are Trouble (Valetti Crime Family Collection)

      

        

      
        Collections of shorts and novellas

      

        

      
        Don’t Let Go

        A collection of stories including:

        Infatuation

        Desires in the Night and Keeping Secrets

        Bad Boy Next Door

      

        

      
        Kisses and Wishes

        A collection of holiday stories including: 

        One Holiday Wish

        Collared for Christmas

        Stolen Mistletoe Kisses

      

        

      
        All I Want is a Kiss (A Holiday short)

        Olivia thought fleeting weekends would be enough and it always was, until the distance threatened to tear her and Nicholas apart for good. 
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        Sold 

        Owned 

        Given

        From USA Today best selling authors, Willow Winters and Lauren Landish, comes a sexy and forbidden series of standalone romances.

      

        

      
        Bad Boy Standalones, cowritten with Lauren Landish:

      

        

      
        Inked

        Tempted

        Mr. CEO

        Three novels featuring sexy powerful heroes. 

        Three romances that are just as swoon-worthy as they are tempting.

      

        

      
        Forsaken, (A Dark Romance cowritten with B. B. Hamel)

        Grace is stolen and gifted to him; Geo a dominating, brutal and a cold hearted killer.

        However, with each gentle touch and act of kindness that lures her closer to him, Grace is finding it impossible to remember why she should fight him.

      

        

      
        Read Willow’s sexiest and most talked about romances in the Merciless World

      

        

      
        This Love Hurts Trilogy

        This Love Hurts

        But I Need You

        And I Love You the Most

      

        

      
        An epic tale of both betrayal and all-consuming love...

        Marcus, the villain.

        Cody Walsh, the FBI agent who knows too much. 

        And Delilah, the lawyer caught in between.

      

        

      
        A Kiss to Tell (a standalone novel)

        They lived on the same street and went to the same school, although he was a year ahead. Even so close, he was untouchable.

        Sebastian was bad news and Chloe was the sad girl who didn’t belong.

        Then one night changed everything.

      

        

      
        Possessive (a standalone novel)

        It was never love with Daniel Cross and she never thought it would be. It was only lust from a distance.  Unrequited love maybe.

        He’s a man Addison could never have, for so many reasons.

      

        

      
        Merciless Saga

        Merciless

        Heartless

        Breathless

        Endless

      

        

      
        Ruthless, crime family leader Carter Cross should’ve known Aria would ruin him the moment he saw her. Given to Carter to start a war; he was too eager to accept. But what he didn’t know was what Aria would do to him. He didn’t know that she would change everything. 

      

        

      
        All He’ll Ever Be (Merciless Series Collection of all 4 novels)

      

        

      
        Irresistible Attraction Trilogy

        A Single Glance

        A Single Kiss

        A Single Touch

      

        

      
        Bethany is looking for answers and to find them she needs one of the brothers of an infamous crime family, Jase Cross.

        Even a sizzling love affair won’t stop her from getting what she needs.

        But Bethany soon comes to realise Jase will be her downfall, and she’s determined to be his just the same. 

      

        

      
        Irresistible Attraction  (A Single Glance Trilogy Collection)

      

        

      
        Hard to Love Series

        Hard to Love

        Desperate to Touch

        Tempted to Kiss

        Easy to Fall

      

        

      
        Eight years ago she ran from him. 

        Laura should have known he'd come for her. Men like Seth King always get what they want.

        Laura knows what Seth wants from her, and she knows it comes with a steep price.

        However it’s a risk both of them will take.

      

        

      
        Not My Heart to Break  (Hard to Love Series Collection)

      

        

      
        Tease Me Once (September 2021)

        Tease me once... I'll kiss you twice.

        Declan Cross' story from the Merciless World.

      

        

      
        Spin off of the Merciless World 

      

        

      
        Love the Way Duet

        Love the Way You Kiss Me (May 2021)

        Love the Way You Hold Me (June 2021)

      

        

      
        With everything I've been through, and the unfortunate way we met, the last thing I thought I'd be focused on is the fact that I love the way you kiss me.

      

        

      
        Extended epilogues to the Merciless World Novels

        A Kiss To Keep (more of Sebastian and Chloe)

        Seductive (more of Daniel and Addison) 

        Effortless (more of Carter and Aria)

        Never to End (more of Seth and Laura)

      

        

      
        Sexy, thrilling with a touch of dark Standalone Novels

      

        

      
        Broken (Standalone)

        Kade is ruthless and cold hearted in the criminal world.

        They gave Olivia to him. To break. To do as he’d like.

        All because she was in the wrong place at the wrong time.  But there are secrets that change everything. And once he has her, he’s never letting her go.

      

        

      
        Forget Me Not  (Standalone novel)

        She loved a boy a long time ago.  He helped her escape and she left him behind.  Regret followed her every day after.

        Jay, the boy she used to know, came back, a man.  With a grip strong enough to keep her close and a look in his eyes that warned her to never dare leave him again. 

        It’s dark and twisted.

        But that doesn’t make it any less of what it is.

        A love story. Our love story.

      

        

      
        It’s Our Secret (Standalone novel)

        It was only a little lie. That’s how stories like these get started.

        But with every lie Allison tells, Dean sees through it.

        She didn't know what would happen. But with all the secrets and lies, she never thought she’d fall for him. 

      

        

      
        View Willow’s entire collection and full reading order at willowwinterswrites.com/reading-order

      

        

      
        Happy reading and best wishes,

        Willow Winters xx
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        Thank you so much for reading my romances. I’m just a stay at home mom and avid reader turned author and I couldn’t be happier.

        I hope you love my books as much as I do!

      

      

      

      
        
        More by Willow Winters

        www.willowwinterswrites.com/books/
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        Sign up for my Newsletter to get all my romance releases, sales, sneak peeks and a FREE Romance, Burned Promises

      

        

      
        If you prefer text alerts so you don’t miss any of my new releases, text "Willow" to 797979 

      

      

      
        
        Contact W Winters

        Bookbub | Twitter | Goodreads | Email

        Instagram | Facebook Page | Website

      

      

      
        
        Check out Wildflowers on Facebook - If I’m not writing, I’m here!

      

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: Wildflowers]
          
        

      

    

  

cover.jpeg





images/00004.jpeg
o WLV
/? 2 !
WHNTERS WILDFLOWERS
® Y \‘/ ,,/‘i? . ok,






images/00003.jpeg
CET‘ YOUR
FREE BOOK

MY NEWSLETTER! -’ !

FOR SIGNING UP TO





