An Anthology by Victory Tales Press
Authors:
Rita Hestand, Laurean Brooks, Cheryl Pierson,
Laura Shinn, and Rebecca J. Vickery
Smashwords Edition
A Summer Collection
An Anthology by Victory Tales Press
ISBN: 978-1-4523-8561-7
Copyright © 2010 by Rebecca J. Vickery of Victory Tales Press
Cover Art Copyright © 2010 by Laura Shinn
Edited and Produced by Rebecca J. Vickery
Cover Art and Production Consultation by Laura Shinn
Smashwords Licensing Notes:
This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this ebook with other people, please purchase an additional copy for each person. If you are reading this ebook without purchasing it and it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
A Summer Collection contains stories which are works of fiction. Though some actual towns, cities, and locations may be mentioned, they are used in a fictitious manner and the events and occurrences were invented in the mind and imagination of the authors. Any similarities of characters or names used within to any person past, present, or future are coincidental.
Dedication
A Summer Collection is dedicated to all the talented
authors who have offered such unwavering support and
agreed to be a part of Victory Tales Press. We also want to
dedicate it to our loyal readers and fans who love romance
and give us the motivation we need to create our stories.
May God Bless!
Victory Tales Press offers five sweet to sensual stories
to stir your heart and satisfy your craving for romance.
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by Rita Hestand
When her husband was killed by the Comanche, Sarah was taken prisoner. Five long years later her fate was again sealed when the chief of the Shawnee asked her to leave with two black men. Not only that, but she refused to leave her Indian son behind.
Jeb and Hoot were Christians. When Sarah was thrust upon them, they knew what had to be done. They would have to take her back to her people. Being black men they also knew it could cost them their lives.
But God had thrown Sarah into their path for a reason, and her final destiny was still unfulfilled. She’d walked on the far side of lonesome too long...
Over The Coals
by Laurean Brooks
At first glance, Jill Landers pegs the gregarious man at the grill as an egotistical ladies’ man. A closer look reveals something else. Why does Rob Canter’s personality shift between two polar opposites? Jill determines to find out.
Rob Canter is hiding something. The boisterous, fun-loving Rob is a cover-up. But clowning around comes easier than facing reality. Why can’t he have a bright future with the woman he loves? But Jill must never know.
Will Jill’s attempt to dig beneath the surface expose the gentle man who stole her heart? Or will Rob continue to run from his past and relinquish his chance for happiness with Jill?
To Make the Magic Last
by Cheryl Pierson
Police officer, Steve Cooper, heads out for work one morning just as the city’s tornado sirens blast a warning. In the stairwell he runs into a different situation—a gang war in his apartment building. Shots ring out and Steve catches a bullet. Seriously injured, he pushes the beautiful woman who has come through the door behind him back toward safety.
Christy Reed, his enchanting new neighbor, pulls him into her apartment and attempts to stop the bleeding. Recently arrived from Mississippi, Christy has no idea what the sirens and gunfire mean, but she knows enough to be terrified.
The phone lines aren’t working and the storm is bearing down. They take refuge in the bathroom as the sound of a freight train roars over the building. Through the pain, Steve finds himself drawn to Christy. There’s some sort of magic about her. Christy feels the same about Steve. He’s the man she’s always dreamed of meeting.
When the building collapses around them and they meet the gunmen once more, will Steve and Christy have what it takes to help each other through this? Can they make the magic last?
Chances Are
by Laura Shinn
For Katie Goodman, the most important thing in her world is Byron, her son. His safety means more to her than her own life. And keeping him safe means getting as far away from her ex-husband as possible. Constantly looking over her shoulder, the two are on the run from discovery, working from one town to the next until they reach a place where they can truly feel safe.
Sheriff Trent Stiller is instantly attracted to the gorgeous woman working in the truck stop where he’s dining for a late lunch. When she comes running back into the diner, desperate for help, Trent offers his car and assistance. He feels hope when it becomes clear she shares his attraction and the two become closer with each passing day.
When Byron is kidnapped, Katie follows the trail, knowing exactly who took him and why. Her only regret is leaving the man she loves behind.
Trent doesn’t plan to be left behind. Will his plan work to rescue the only woman he’s ever loved and the boy he’s come to think of as his own?
The Trouble with Fishing
by Rebecca J. Vickery
Rob surprises Lena with a trip to help them get to know one another. But hiking and fishing for five days? Lena is a city girl and wants to go home. Rob soon realizes he made a mistake, but it’s too late now.
Walker, the fishing guide, hides his amusement at Lena’s designer jeans, new boots, and Hollywood sunglasses when he first meets her. But there’s something about the short, well-rounded brunette that keeps drawing his attention. He knows she’s going to be trouble, he just can’t imagine how much.
Does Lena feel the sparks between them? She definitely thinks the guide is well built and when he renders first aid to her sore feet, she’s impressed. But what about the man she came with?
by
Rita Hestand
Chapter One
Summer 1870
Just a little past Doan Crossing, Texas
“Jeb, I didn’t want to bring this up, but you know we got a problem,” Hoot said in a low voice so as not to be overheard.
“I know…I just ain’t sure what we should do about it…” Jeb replied, trying his best not to look over his shoulder at the woman and baby behind them. Sweat trickled down the side of her face, but she didn’t acknowledge it, and she hadn’t once complained.
“We best be figurin’ something’ out, don’t you think?” Hoot frowned at his friend.
“I’m workin’ on it. We’ll talk to her about it when we camp tonight. It’s a couple days ride ‘till we get to a decent size town anyway. We can’t just dump her in the middle of nowhere…” Jeb rasped.
“Agreed, that’s for shore and certain. So…you gonna talk to her?”
Jeb glanced over at his friend; Hoot sat the saddle almost as though glued there. Jeb eyed him up and down strangely until Hoot almost glared at him.
“In all my born days I’ve never seen you eye me like a side of beef before, what are you lookin’ at?”
Jeb shook his head and spit to the hot ground, “Nothin’ Hoot, not lookin’ at nothin’, I’m thinkin’, but I’ll take it up with you later, when I’ve thought it through.”
Hoot frowned, “Never liked it when you did too much thinkin’. Down right spooky…that’s what it is.” Hoot shook his head and scurried on in front of him as though ignoring him a while.
It gave Jeb a break. He eased back on the reins and let his horse canter while the lady with the baby caught up to him. He wondered how he should talk to her. She hadn’t said anything since the Indians brought her to him. It was obvious she didn’t want to go with them and Jeb understood that.
He glanced over at her now. She wasn’t looking at him, but straight ahead and by her expression Jeb wasn’t sure what might be on her mind. His eyes slid to her Indian deerskin dress, and how it rode up on her thigh. He turned his head away. He didn’t like the feeling stirring inside him and he fought it down. He had no right to look at her like that. But for the life of him he couldn’t stop the feeling. The woman was in her thirties he’d guess, she was no child that was for sure. She had light brown hair that blew like wisps in the wind. Her eyes were like a summer sky, compelling. She was thin and long boned. But one look into her face and Jeb knew this woman had known hard times, lots of hurts and a vague loneliness that stirred him, as though he recognized that same loneliness.
He glimpsed stubborn pride, and a gripping sadness within her. It was the sadness that pulled him mostly.
He scratched his chin, and eyed her, “Ma’am, you do understand us, don’t you?”
She shot him a sideways glance and her glorious head of light brown hair swayed to the soft breezes over her shoulders, “Of course I understand you, I’m white…why wouldn’t I?”
“Yes, Ma’am, I realize that. But are you scared of us?”
“Should I be?” she asked, giving him a sardonic look. He could tell she wasn’t afraid of anything. Fear didn’t seem a part of her.
“No, ma’am, I don’t think you should be, but I’d understand if you was. I mean you were sorta forced on us and I figure you are as shocked as we are.”
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