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Dear Reader,  

Thank you for following along with my newsletter! This is 

something new I’m trying as a way of keeping in touch. I 

hope you will enjoy it and find useful information such as 

giveaways and the latest with my books! 

We had a wonderful Christmas! Even though my boys are 

older now (teenagers) it was just as fun as when they were 

little. I think “Santa” brought them everything they wanted 

and more. I was just thankful to be surrounded by my 

family and friends, and to have a little break from the 

hustle and bustle of life. It’s good to relax every now and 

then!  

I hope you all had a Merry Christmas with loved ones as 

well, and that 2016 will be a joyful one for you all! Happy 

New Year! 

Blessings, 

Kelly 

 

CURRENTLY AVAILABLE: 

Books are available at Amazon.com in 

eBook format, as well as paperback. If 

you have read them, please leave a 

review at Amazon.com. It is greatly 

appreciated!  

 

 

Upcoming Events 

January 1 

Newsletter  

January 25 

Winner of $20 Amazon Gift 

Card announced 

February 1 

February Newsletter 

 

Important 

Announcements 

Don’t forget to check the 

Rafflecopter giveaway for 

your chance to win a $20 

Amazon gift card! Details are 

listed in link. You may enter 

once a day and the winner 

will be announced on 

January 25th! Good luck!  

The following is a short story 

of Billy and Heather, the 

characters found in ‘Back To 

Me’. Each newsletter will 

feature someone from my 

books and give you a small 

glimpse into their life! Enjoy! 
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Meeting Her 
-Billy- 

It was drizzling rain, just enough to obscure the faint glow of 

the street lights. Nestled in the nook of an alleyway sat a less 

than desirable bar. It was out of the way and just what I was 

looking for. The music inside was pumping loudly, vibrating the 

busted pieces of asphalt beneath my stride.  

My eyes landed on her the moment I entered the room. She was 

impossible not to notice; from her long, raven hair and chocolate 

brown eyes, right down to her black stilettos, every man in the 

room was stalking her like prey. I marveled at her ridiculously 

short dress and the way it hugged every curve. Never had I 

been envious of a piece of clothing, but I longed to be that scrap 

of fabric disguised as a dress. The deep shade of emerald green 

complimented her tan skin and left little to the imagination.   

I moved through the crowd with purpose, not bothering to offer 

apologies when shoving someone out of the way. I was a man on 

a mission with only one thing on my mind. The vultures 

continued to circle, practically salivating with the thoughts of 

taking her home. I chuckled lightly to myself knowing the poor 

saps didn’t stand a chance in hell.  

Their eyes widened when they saw me approach, obviously 

abreast of why I was moving in on their territory. To see her. I 

made no apology as I sauntered her way, nodding my head for 

them to beat it. One fool was about to protest when he noticed 

my staggering six-foot-three frame. He was wise to move along. 

“Buy you a drink?” I cooed softly in her ear from behind. I was 

standing close, leaving no room for mistaken intentions. It had 

been a long time and there was no need to pretend this was 

something it wasn’t. In a tradition as old as time, this was 

simply a hookup; nothing more and nothing less. 

I knew the rules. Getting involved was forbidden in my line of 

work. I was on a two-week leave from an assignment and 

momentarily I was free to be myself, minus the FBI agent part. 

No one was to know about that. Ever. But I was drawn to her 
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and it was time to have a little fun. After what I’d been through the past six months I 

deserved it. Hell, she deserved it. 

My pulse beat rapidly in my neck; my mouth was dry and my face was on fire. The rhythm of 

the music thumped loudly and sent shockwaves throughout my body. My palms began to 

sweat and my stomach tightened into knots. I knew my symptoms could only be described as 

pure, unadulterated lust. I had to have her. 

The stunning beauty turned suddenly, nearly knocking me flat on my ass. Her lips parted to 

speak, but she was just as fazed as I was. Her lips moved, but there was no sound. Everything 

was murky, like the water of a long forgotten pond in the barren fields of deserted farm land. I 

could sense people moving around me, but it was if I couldn’t see clearly. Just shadowy figures 

that darted in and out of my vision. I could barely catch my breath. The gorgeous woman 

continued to eye me cautiously. Our bodies pressed close together, almost obscenely close for a 

first encounter, but I didn’t dare move. I couldn’t. 

“I’d like that,” she finally managed to whisper. My gaze went to her glossy-red lips and I found 

it almost impossible to refrain from tasting the sweetness I knew I was sure to find.  

I took the stool next to her, unable to break the spell she managed to cast on me. I couldn’t 

explain it and I certainly didn’t want to dwell on it. I couldn’t afford to. This was supposed to 

be a few days of hot, meaningless sex and then I’d be gone. Nothing more and nothing less, I 

reminded myself.  

I pointed to her drink, silently questioning what to order. 

“Manhattan,” she responded with a smile. The bartender brought her another and a draft for 

me.  

“I’m Heather,” she said, extending her hand. I took her delicate palm in mine, amazed at the 

jolt of electricity that moved through me.  

“Willis,” I threw back quickly. I dropped her hand, uncomfortable with what was happening 

between us. Perhaps introducing myself was the wrong move. It was rule number one, after all 

and now I understood the reasoning behind it. I was treading dangerous ground. 

She smiled and for the first time in my life I was rendered speechless. I’d suddenly become a 

mute in a crowded bar filled with men just waiting for me to screw up so they could swoop in 

and take over. I wracked my brain for something intelligent to say, but every word in the 

English language eluded me at that moment.  

What brings you here?” I finally managed to ask. It was a lame-ass attempt at conversation, 

but I was still coming up blank. Heather had me feeling all sorts of things, each of which 

affected any rational thought to my brain. 



She lowered her head and looked away. Apparently I’d said something wrong, but I couldn’t 

for the life of me figure out what it was.  

“You don’t have to answer,” I countered immediately, hoping to put her at ease. In my line of 

work I’d become a master of body language. When dealing with the low-life dirt bags I’d 

encountered, being able to read movements could sometimes mean the difference between life 

and death. Seeing Heather tense up the way she did let me know real quick that she was 

hiding something and I needed to switch gears. Before I had the chance, Heather rose from 

her stool, thanked me and took off faster than if she’d just robbed a bank. What the hell just 

happened? 

I threw a few bills on the bar, enough to cover our tab and several others, and went in pursuit 

of her. I wanted to make sure she was alright or at least that’s what I kept telling myself. I 

didn’t need nor did I want the responsibility of caring for someone else and their feelings. That 

kinda shit just got in the way and I steered clear of it at all costs. So why was I going after 

her?  

I made it to the door, shouldering past a group of obnoxious college girls twirling their hair 

and vying for my attention. I could just as easily pick one of them and take them back to my 

hotel. No doubt it’d make for a hot night, but I had only one woman on my mind. The vixen in 

the emerald green dress. The blistering cold hit my skin the moment I stepped outside. My 

breath blew out in front of me, swirling around like a dense fog. I looked to my left and then to 

the right. Dammit!  I was too late. There was no sign of her other than the faint smell of her 

delectable perfume. Deciding to cut my losses, I rubbed my hands together and took off down 

the sidewalk to where my car was parked. I was almost there when whimpering caught my 

ear.  

I was taken aback at the difference. The vibrant, self-confident woman I’d just been with in 

the bar was now slumped to the ground with her arms wrapped around her for comfort. She 

looked lost and alone, cold and weary. She looked…broken. 

“Are you okay?” I prodded, kneeling down to her. She didn’t answer with words, but the 

moment her eyes met mine I knew she was anything but fine. I stood, pulling her up with me 

and against my body for warmth. I began leading her towards my car.   

“Where are we going?” 

“Just get in the car so we can get warm,” I answered. I opened the passenger side door and 

ushered her in. “I’ll take you anywhere you wanna go, but we need to get warm first.” 

As I made my way around the car I murmured to myself. This certainly wasn’t the night I’d 

planned. Not. At. All. 



I blasted the heat as high as it would go, rubbing my hands up and down my jean clad legs. 

My face felt chapped and the cold had chilled me to the bone. I knew her bare shoulders and 

legs had to be freezing. It took all the restraint I could muster to not reach over and touch her, 

but I refrained. She wasn’t in a good place and I wasn’t that kinda man. I might be an asshole; 

I might’ve done a lot of things I’m not proud of all in the name of justice, but I’d never take 

advantage of a woman like that.  

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. Her voice was timid, all the playfulness from earlier gone.   

“For what?” I prodded, not sure why I even cared. This was exactly what I’d been trying to 

avoid. Feelings.  

“You don’t have to babysit me,” she spat. “Just drop me off around the corner.” 

“And what’s around the corner?” I snapped back. Was she a pro? Had I been wrong about her? 

Hell, I knew I was hard up, but I’d never resorted to paying for sex! 

She shrugged her shoulders and stared out the window.  

“Answer me!” I demanded. Heather jumped, alarmed at my tone. It bothered me greatly that 

I’d scared her which was completely outta character for me. I needed to get this girl outta my 

car and off my mind before I did something foolish. Something like getting attached.  

“I’m sorry,” I said ruefully. “But I’m not leaving you alone, standing on a sidewalk. Either tell 

me where you live so I can take you home, or I’ll call you a cab and they can take you.”  

When she still refused to answer I became more agitated, and quite frankly her attitude was 

beginning to kill the attraction I’d initially felt. Sexy or not, this girl was too much work and I 

didn’t have the time or the patience. I was trying to be a nice guy. I could’ve left her crying all 

alone, but I didn’t. I could’ve let her go and found another girl to scratch the itch, but I didn’t. 

The least she could do was answer my damn question! 

“Look, you’re wasting precious time here. What’s it gonna be, doll?” 

That finally got her attention. “Don’t. Call. Me. That!” she gritted through clenched teeth. Oh, 

so the vixen had a tough side, did she? 

“Don’t call you what? Doll?” I emphasized, trying to rile her up. If she had some fight in her 

then I’d know she’d be alright long after we departed ways. My plan backfired.  

Her shoulders shook and her tears fell silently though noticeable. “Please just drop me off and 

I’ll be out of your hair.” 

I sighed in frustration. Being nice hadn’t worked. Being an ass hadn’t worked. So what now?  



 “Look, I’m sorry. It’s been a really long few months, and I’m just….” I caught myself before I 

divulged information I wasn’t at liberty to discuss. It was another rule and one that I’d 

ignored just like the others. I was on a roll tonight.  

I continued, trying to disguise my slip. “I’m sorry if I hurt your feelings. I’m not usually such 

an asshole.” 

She waved her hand mid-air before telling me it was no big deal.  

“It’s fine. Just let me out here and I’ll walk.” She began ridding herself of my coat before I 

could stop her. 

“Heather, you aren’t gonna walk,” I objected, shoving the leather back around her shoulders. 

“I’m not gonna hurt you, okay? Just give me your address so I can drop you off then you’ll 

never hear from me again.”  

“I don’t have a home!” she shouted back. “Okay! Happy now? I homeless! I’m nineteen and out 

of the system. I have no family, and nowhere to go!” 

Her admission stunned me. No family? No home? How was that even possible?  

I shook my head and looked out the window. I stared at nothing really, just the blackness of 

night while trying to figure out what to say. The thought of this beautiful woman being alone 

did something to me… something I was unfamiliar and very uncomfortable with. I knew I 

couldn’t take her back to my hotel. There were eyes and ears everywhere, and the last thing I 

needed was word getting around to my superiors. Shit! There was no other choice.  

I started the car and checked my side mirror before pulling into traffic. I didn’t speak and 

neither did she. There was so much to be said and neither of us could bring ourselves to do it. 

This was the first time I’d ever been such a coward; shying away because I had no clue what to 

say to make it better. That coupled with the fact that I was the last person she should or could 

get involved with made it even worse. So what? I’d take her back to my hotel, maybe let her 

stay a couple weeks and then what? I had two weeks until I’d have to leave again. I had a job 

to do. An important job that peoples’ lives depended on.  

Her eyes widened in shock when I pulled into the lot. Tossing my keys to the valet, I opened 

the car door and escorted her inside. Her body shook beneath my touch, but I was unsure if it 

was from the cold or fear. I led her to the bank of elevators and pushed the button for the 

twentieth floor. It seemed to take forever as we stood in awkward silence.  

“Drink?” I offered once we were in my suite. 

“No, thank you,” she replied. Heather moved with caution, obviously uncomfortable with the 

lavish surroundings. She reminded me of a small child, afraid of being scolded for mussing up 

the couch pillows or breaking a priceless piece of artwork.  



I sighed and sat back on the sofa, waiting for her to join me. She fiddled with her hands as her 

eyes darted around the room, and I was riddled with guilt. Money had never been a problem 

for me. To say I was well off was putting it mildly and though there was never any intention of 

rubbing it in her face, that’s exactly what I’d done. Without even trying it seemed all I had 

accomplished tonight was hurting her, and the thought sickened me.  

“My dad used to call me doll.” Heather’s small voice broke the silence as she turned her back 

to me and looked out over the city. “I was six when he left.”  

“What about your mom?” I pried. 

Heather’s back stiffened and I knew whatever I was about to hear wasn’t good. 

“She killed herself. She blamed me for him leaving.” Her admission couldn’t have been easy to 

relive. I knew she wanted everyone to believe she was strong and maybe she was, but this 

memory had to have been a painful one. Her voice cracked with each word that moved past 

her lips.  

I rose slowly and sat the amber-filled glass on the edge of the sleek-black Steinway. I moved 

cautiously towards her, leaving very little room between us. I felt the need to be closer, but I 

didn’t want to scare her away. Hell, the thought scared even me, Mr. Love ‘em and leave ‘em!  

“You know it wasn’t your fault,” I said, wanting so desperately to convince her. I’d seen this 

more times than I cared to admit, but with Heather it affected me in a way that it never had 

before. In my line of work, I’d seen it all, but this is the first time it actually hurt. 

“I don’t know that,” she countered. “It’s all I’ve ever been told. Every day until the day she 

died, my mom made sure to let me know just how much of an inconvenience I was. How much 

I screwed up her life.” 

I put my hands on her shoulders and almost lost it when she leaned her back against me. She 

melted into me, seeking a place for shelter and comfort, and damn if I didn’t want to be the 

one to give it to her.  

“Anyway,” she continued, “I spent the last several years in a group home; a lot of time in  

foster homes. Once I tuned eighteen I was bounced out of the system and left on my own.” 

“How old are you now?”  

“Nineteen.” 

“Where have you been staying for the past year?” I asked, carefully. 

“Here and there,” she answered while giving a rueful smile. I watched her reflection in the 

glass. Her gaze was a million miles away and her half-hearted smile faded quickly.  



“I was hoping someone in the bar might pick me up tonight so I’d have a warm place to stay, 

but I just couldn’t do it,” Heather admitted. “I’m not that kind of girl. That’s why I ran out on 

you.”  

Well screw me. What was I thinking? Everything about Heather screamed take me, but her 

outward appearance was the complete opposite of who she was on the inside. I was an expert 

on body language, or at least that’s what I prided myself on, but I’d been wrong about her. All 

the pain and hurt poured out of her, even as guarded as she appeared to be. I ached to hold 

her in my arms and promise her that it was gonna be alright, but the thought quickly flitted 

away and in its place was indifference. I couldn’t do this with her, or anyone for that matter. 

“I’m sorry if I led you on,” she continued. “It was never my intention.” 

“Nah, don’t worry about it,” I assured her. I took a step back, putting some much needed 

distance between us. I was fighting within myself, my mind and my body wanting two 

completely different things. Lucky for me I was always a sensible person. 

“Wanna watch some TV?” 

Heather finally turned to face me, giving me a full view of her beauty. I was in awe of her, for 

more than just the obvious reasons. She was beautiful, but her haunted eyes continued 

stirring emotions in me that I wasn’t comfortable with. I studied her once more, making no 

secret of my perusal of her delectable body. Unfortunately, she mistook my blatant ogling for 

judgement. 

“You’re probably wondering how I could afford this dress.” She ran her hands down the front, 

smoothing out the soft ripples.  

I didn’t answer because honestly it was none of my business. That and because she was 

pulling me in with each passing second. I couldn’t let that happen and I sure as hell couldn’t 

reveal my secrets to her. 

“It doesn’t matter, angel, that dress was made for you,” I said, wanting to make her feel at 

ease. Angel? Where the hell did that come from? I brushed it off hoping she hadn’t noticed. If 

she did she didn’t mention it.  

“Macy,” she explained, “she was my friend from the home I used to live in.”  

“Well that was nice of her.” What did she expect me to say?  “Sounds like you’re very fond of 

her,” I surmised. 

Heather smiled sweetly. “I am. She’s even let me stay with her a few times, but she’s married 

now. I don’t want to intrude.” 

I was surprised at the lack of jealousy in her voice.  



“And what about you? What are you going to do?”  

Heather grinned even wider before answering. “I did okay in school,” she shrugged. “Despite 

my situation I buckled down and got good grades. Earned a scholarship to the community 

college. I’m studying to be a teacher.”  

“Well, I’m sure you’ll be great at it,” I cheered.  

“And what about you?” she asked, shyly. “What do you do?” 

And there it was. The reason I didn’t do this. Lying to her felt wrong even though I was under 

no obligation to tell her the truth. I rubbed the back of my head, stalling.  

“Oh, ya know,” I huffed. “This and that.” 

She chuckled and turned slowly, motioning around the room like Vanna White. “This and that 

pays for all this?” she teased. 

“Family money,” I explained quickly. It was true, but the minute the words left my mouth I 

felt awful. I’d mentioned her two taboos; family and money, neither of which she possessed. 

“I didn’t mean….” 

“It’s alright. No big deal.” She once again tried to blow it off as if it were nothing, but the hurt 

in her voice said otherwise.   

I sighed deeply and moved closer. “You’re welcome to stay here for as long as you’d like, angel. 

I’ve got a couple weeks before I have to head out so as long as you don’t mind hanging out with 

me….” 

“What? Are you like a spy or something?” she joked uncomfortably. Oh, if she only knew how 

on the mark she was. 

I chuckled nervously. “Yeah, something like that. This place is mine for the foreseeable future. 

Paid up through the end of spring. Seriously, stay as long as you’d like.” 

She grinned and blushed, and I realized my offer sounding more like a proposition.  

“There’s two bedrooms,” I amended. “Each with its own private bath.” 

“I couldn’t…” she began. 

“Why not?” 

“Well, because….” 

I cut her off before she had time to think of some lame ass excuse. “Heather, you can trust 

me.” It wasn’t completely true, but it was the best I could offer. “I’ll make you a deal.” 



She nodded her head slowly and waited for my proposal. 

“Stay for a week,” I challenged, “and we’ll go from there. No attachments, no strings, and no 

sex. Just two adults hanging out and watching TV together,” I smiled playfully. 

Heather’s body went rigid as she thought it over. She wasn’t one for handouts despite her 

situation and I admired her all the more for it. Second after precious second I watched as her 

body relaxed and I knew I had her. 

“Okay!” she agreed. “If you’re sure.” 

“Yeah, I’m sure, angel.”  

We both had big goofy grins plastered to our faces, like two kids who’d just made a secret pact 

in the clubhouse of our backyard.  

“Let’s get some sleep,” I suggested. “We can talk more tomorrow.” I wasn’t used to drama, at 

least not where women were concerned, and I was exhausted! 

I pointed her in the direction of the bedroom she’d be staying. Before I could leave, she stopped 

me.  

“How old are you? I mean, you aren’t some cradle-robber are you?” Heather laughed the 

sweetest sound I’d ever heard.  

I leaned against the door frame and smiled. “Twenty-five.” 

I watched as she now perused my body from head to toe. When it became apparent she’d 

forgotten all about her question, I cleared my throat garnering her attention. Her big, sexy, 

almond-shaped eyes met mine and for a split second I considered pinning her against the wall. 

No sex? Damn, this was gonna be harder than I thought! Why the hell had I said that again? 

Oh, right, because I can’t get involved.  

“Good to know,” she giggled again. “Goodnight, Willis.” 

“Actually,” I corrected, “It’s Billy. Willis is my last name.” 

“Well then, goodnight, Billy.”  

Heather shut the door and I breathed a sigh of relief. For whatever reason and as 

unexplainable as it was, I felt better knowing she was here. Sure it wasn’t the night I had 

planned, but in an odd way this was even better. I had always felt the need to protect people. 

It’s why I have the job I do. It’s why I chose this line of work, but I’d be a fool not to admit it 

was different with Heather. It wasn’t just a need to keep her safe; it was an overwhelming 

desire to give her the life she deserved. To be someone she could count on. Heather was an 

exception to all the rules and I was about to break every one of them.  
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