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Again, to all the men and women of the U.S. military—and their families—for their service and sacrifice.

To all those wonderful readers who’ve written to me over the years, asking for a story about Mary, from A Woman’s Heart, the first of my Irish trilogy, this book is for you.

And, as always and forever, to Jay.


I have heard the mermaids singing, each to each.

I do not think that they will sing to me.

T. S. Eliot, “The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock”
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Belying the song lyrics about it never raining in California, a dark gray sky was weeping onto the black Suburban’s windshield as Marine captain J. T. Douchett drove through rain-slicked streets to carry out his mission. A mission he’d been catapulted into a year ago. A mission without weapons, which, given that every Marine was a rifleman, was not one he’d prepared for at Officer Candidates School, at the War College, or even during years of combat.

The rain was appropriate, he thought wearily as he pulled into the parking lot of a Denny’s restaurant. As tough as this assignment was, it always seemed a lot worse when a benevolent sun was shining and birds were singing.

The drizzle reminded him of home. Back in Shelter Bay, his father and his brother Cole would’ve already gone out on their fishing boat. Maybe his grandfather, who often missed his days at sea, would have gone with them. The small coastal town would be coming to life—shopkeepers down on Harborview Drive would be opening their doors and lowering their bright awnings; beachcombers would be walking at the edge of the surf, gathering shells and agates; locals would be sitting around tables at the Grateful Bread, enjoying French toast and gossip while tourists lined up at the pier to go whale watching.

Memories of his hometown not only comforted; they reminded him of family, which, in turn, drove home the significance of this mission for which he definitely never, in a million years, would have volunteered.

But the first thing J.T. had learned at OCS was that every Marine was part of a larger picture. And the tradition of “Leave no Marine behind” was a sacred promise that went beyond the battlefield.

He and his passenger, a staff sergeant who, despite years of marching cadences, still had the slightly bowed legs of a man who’d grown up riding horses in Abilene, retrieved their garment bags from the backseat. They entered the restaurant, walking past the tables to the men’s room, where they changed from their civilian clothes into high-necked, dark blue jackets, dark blue pants with a bloodred stripe down the outside of each leg, and shoes spit-polished to a mirror gloss.

Although he could feel that every eye in the place was on them, J.T. put on a focused but distant stare and glanced neither left nor right as he walked straight back to the Suburban. Neither man spoke. There was no need. They’d been through this before. And it never got any easier, so why talk about it?

After he was waved through Camp Pendleton’s main gate, passing a golf course, a McDonald’s, a Taco Bell, and a veterinary clinic on the way to his destination, it occurred to J.T. how appearances could be deceiving.

The treelined streets he drove through, set on hillsides behind a lake shadowed by fog, with their manicured lawns and children’s play park, portrayed a sense of tranquillity. It could, he thought, as he turned onto Marine Drive, be any one of a million suburban neighborhoods scattered across the country.

What made his destination different from most was that these tile-roofed beige stucco houses were home to warriors. Another reason he was grateful for the rain. On a sunny day, more people would be outside and the sight of the black SUV with two Marines inside wearing dress blues would set off alarms that would spread like wildfire.

J.T. leaned forward, trying to read the house numbers through the slanting rain. He could have used the GPS, but found the computerized female voice a distraction in situations like these.

The house was located at the end of a cul-de-sac. A white Ford Escape with a child’s car seat in back was parked in the driveway. A bumper sticker on the small SUV read My Heart Belongs to a U.S. Marine.

Exchanging a look with the sergeant, J.T. pulled on his white cotton gloves and climbed out of the Suburban. The heels of his shiny shoes clicked on the concrete sidewalk.

A pot of red geraniums on the small covered porch added a bright spot to the gray day. A blue star flag, signifying a deployed family member, hung in the side window.

J.T. took a deep breath. He knew the sergeant standing beside him would be saying a prayer. Wishing he still possessed such faith, J.T. found his own peace by envisioning himself back home. The remembered tang of Douglas fir trees and brisk salt-tinged sea air cleared his head.

Although he’d rather have been back in Afghanistan, facing a horde of Taliban, than standing at this front door on this rainy California day, J.T. squared his shoulders and braced himself as he reached out a gloved hand to ring the bell and shatter yet another woman’s heart.
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He came to Mary Joyce, as he had for each of the past five nights, in her dreams. His hair was as dark as a moonless night over the Burren, his eyes the color of rain. He was striding determinedly toward her on long legs that ate up the ground. Flames blazed across the battle-scarred landscape behind him.

His jaw was wide and square, his rawboned face as chiseled as the stone cliffs of her native Ireland. He was every bit a warrior, in rough clothing, carrying a huge and dangerous sword in his large hands.

Having grown up in a country that had suffered centuries of hostilities from battling factions, Mary hated war. And, although she understood intellectually that occasionally such things were necessary for the greater good, she’d never experienced a moment’s attraction to men who’d conduct them.

Which didn’t explain why, as he stopped in front of her, his granite gray eyes intense as they glared down into hers, she felt her body melting like a candle left out too long in a warm summer sun.

There was no seduction.

No romance.

There never was.

The dangerously menacing stranger did not even bother to ask; he took, as if it were his perfect right. As if she were merely a battle prize granted without question to the victor. Dropping his weapon, his fist crumpled the front of the emerald green nightgown that had cost an obscene amount of money for such a scrap of silk and lace—and ripped it down the front.

When she gasped, as she always did, his head swooped down and his mouth—hard and demanding—devoured hers in a deep, forceful kiss, as broad, rough hands claimed her body.

Her head was swimming. As she felt her legs weaken, Mary struggled to keep from fainting. Such savage, primal passion made her tremble. Not from fear, nor outrage at being taken by this stranger without a single pretty word or bit of clever foreplay, but from a burning need for fulfillment.

Seeming oblivious to the death and destruction behind him, he dragged her to the ground beside a mountain lake, where, in direct contrast to the battle that was still waging, a pair of swans—one white, the other black—drifted on glassy blue water.

His body was all rock-hard muscle and sinew. They came together like thunder. Like lightning. Every coherent thought Mary possessed was swept away by the hot winds swirling around them.

When a soft, shimmering lavender dawn light began to filter into the bedroom, Mary woke, emerging from the storm shaken, as she had for the past five mornings.

And alone.

*    *    *

The house was quiet. Her guests must still be sleeping. Turning on the coffee, so it’d be brewed when they got up, Mary quickly braided her long black hair, pulled on a pair of shorts, a T-shirt, and running shoes, and went out her back door and down the wooden steps onto the beach.

It was early enough that the fog had yet to burn off, and as she ran down the packed sand at the edge of the surf, she could almost imagine that she was back running on the beach in Castlelough.

She’d always loved the ocean. Granted, this glistening strip of sand on Malibu beach was not the kelp-draped shores of home, and the houses crowded together like crows on a line were a poor substitute for the soaring, vertical west Irish cliffs, but the salt air still managed to clear her head, even as it failed to blow away those last lingering fragments of the erotic dream that had been bedeviling her.

Once upon a time, while growing up in a small county on the far west coast of Ireland, Mary had dreamed of moving to America, where she’d become a rich and famous movie star, live in a mansion in Beverly Hills, and have a worldwide audience of fans who’d follow her every move.

Despite having chosen an acting career that had thrust her into the public eye and onto the covers of tabloid magazines, Mary had always been an intensely private person. After surviving admittedly tempestuous teenage years, she’d emerged as what she liked to believe was a sensible, logical adult. A woman who was the polar opposite of the sexy Queen of the Selkies, a role she’d created by writing the screenplays that had garnered her wealth beyond her wildest dreams—along with a legion of fans who’d show up in droves at theaters for the opening of her movies and hold festivals where they’d enact favorite scenes and conduct workshops about selkie myths and culture.

At the urging of the studio’s publicity department, Mary had attended several of these events, and as grateful as she was for these moviegoers who’d made her dream come true, she was bemused by the idea her stories, drawn from myths her late father loved to tell, could be taken by anyone as gospel truth.

“I’m simply telling stories,” she’d insist to those who’d push her to admit otherwise. “They’re make-believe. Like leprechauns or fairies.”

Of course, one problem with that explanation was her own father had believed in leprechauns and fairies. Fictional or not, her stories had stimulated the imaginations of millions who preferred to believe in an alternate reality.

And lately she’d been feeling more and more trapped in a life of her own making.

The sun was rising in the sky, burning off the fog, as she returned to the house and found her houseguests seated out on the deck.

“Good morning!” Kate MacKenna waved as Mary approached.

“Good morning to you.” Mary ran up the steps and gave the older woman a hug. “I’m sorry I wasn’t here to be making you breakfast.”

“Don’t bother your head about it. We’ve only just gotten up.” As Kate exchanged a look with her husband, a telltale flush rose in her cheeks.

The idea that her older sister’s best friend had found such love with the American horse trainer after a miserable and abusive marriage brought Mary a rush of pleasure. Kate was one of the kindest, most nonjudgmental people Mary had ever met, which was why she’d been such a valuable sounding board during those young and foolish years when Mary’s entire happiness seemed to have revolved around whether she’d be popular with the village boys.

Kate’s smile faded, just a bit, as she swept a gaze over Mary’s face. “You look a bit tired,” she said. “I hope we haven’t been a bother.”

“Don’t talk foolishness. I love having you visit. I just had a restless night.”

“More than a few of them, I’d be thinking,” Kate said, as her husband, Alec, went into the house, returning with a mug of coffee he handed to Mary. “Is something wrong?”

Damn. There was no hiding anything from this woman. According to Mary’s sister Nora, ever since childhood Kate had been able to “see” things. Like when she was five and saw the black wreath on Mrs. Callahan’s door two months before the elderly woman dropped dead of a heart attack while weeding her cabbage patch.

Or the time, when Nora and Kate were teenagers, that Kate saw little Kevin Noonan floating facedown in the surf seconds before a white-crested wave swept the wandering toddler off his feet—but soon enough to warn his mother.

“Thank you,” she said to Alec as she cradled the mug in her hands, breathing in the fragrant steam. When she was home in Ireland, she tended to drink tea. But she’d developed the coffee-drinking habit while living in America. “There’s just a lot of stress involved with releasing a new film.”

“I imagine it’s a bit like an upcoming race,” Alec said.

“I would imagine,” Kate echoed. Then gave Mary an even longer, more pointed look. “Is that all it would be?”

“I’ve been having dreams,” Mary admitted reluctantly.

“Would those dreams be about a man?” Kate asked. “And would they be a stranger?”

“Yes on both counts, but as for him being a stranger, that’s undoubtedly because I don’t personally know men worth dreaming about.”

Before her warrior stranger had begun visiting her, Mary had experienced a particularly hot dream about Daniel Craig where she’d played a Bond Girl to his 007. Not that she was going to share that bit of information in front of Kate’s husband, who was pretty hot himself.

It was time to change the subject. “You must be really excited, with Lady of the Lake’s win yesterday.”

The Thoroughbred, sired by Legends Lake out of Irish Dancer, was the reason for Kate and Alec’s visit. They’d brought her from the couple’s Kentucky farm for the American Oaks Invitational Stakes at Hollywood Park.

“I hoped she’d do well, but winning by so many lengths was definitely the icing on the cake,” Kate said. She exchanged another look with Alec, who, on cue, stood up. “Well, if you ladies will excuse me, I have some calls to make,” he said.

“What was that about?” Mary asked as he went back into the house.

“Oh, you know how it is.” Kate brushed away the question with a graceful wave of her hand. “The stud business never rests.”

“That may be. But why do I get the feeling you wanted to talk to me alone?”

“You’ve always been a clever girl, Mary, darling.” Kate’s lips curved. “And you can resist all you want, but I still believe you’ve inherited a bit of the sight, yourself. Undoubtedly from your father.”

Kate had told her more than once over the years that her father had been known to experience a few visions. Having witnessed that such a gift could also be a curse, Mary had steadfastly closed her mind to the possibility.

“The only thing I inherited from Da was my storytelling. As for his visions, as much as I loved him, I can’t overlook the fact that he was more than a little fond of his pints and Jameson’s.”

“Well, there was that,” Kate agreed with a faint smile. Then got right down to brass tacks. “I had a dream of my own last week,” she said. “About Eleanor.”

“Mam?” Mary had been nine years old when she’d lost her mother. There were times she couldn’t decide whether some of her memories were true or merely stories others had told that she’d grasped onto so tightly she’d come to believe she remembered them. “Does that happen often?”

“Not since your sister married. In truth, the last time I dreamed of her was right before Quinn Gallagher arrived in Castlelough.”

Not only was Quinn now Mary’s brother-in-law, the bestselling horror novelist was also the person who’d gotten Mary interested in both acting and writing. He’d also, on one memorable night, talked her out of giving away her virginity to a boy who would never have appreciated what such an act would have meant to her.

“It was much the same as last time,” Kate revealed. “She told me to tell you she’s sending you a man.”

Although she’d never intentionally hurt the other woman’s feelings, Mary couldn’t help laughing. “Are you suggesting my mother’s in heaven, pulling strings on my life? Because if she is, could you ask her to please cause a flood or tsunami that’ll wash those tabloid cretins who call themselves reporters off the face of the earth without harming anyone else?”

“They’ll get their comeuppance,” Kate said mildly. “In this life or the next. And aren’t you reacting with the same skepticism Nora had when I brought it up with her thirteen years ago? And look how wonderfully her life’s turned out.”

Her sister’s life admittedly could have served as inspiration for a romantic movie. But having been there to witness the beginning of her and Quinn’s relationship, Mary knew that the road to their well-deserved happily-ever-after hadn’t been all that smooth.

“I best be getting ready to go to the track.” Kate stood up and kissed Mary’s cheek. “Just keep an open mind,” she advised. “And you never know when magical things might happen.”

Perhaps to some people, Mary thought as she looked out over the deck railing to where the glistening sea foam was washing onto the sand. But despite making a living writing fantasy, Mary didn’t believe in magic. Nor the banshees her father had once sworn he’d tangled with and escaped, nor glittering green sea creatures, nor even selkies.

Her feet were set firmly in the concrete of reality. Which was precisely where she intended to keep them.
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Mary had just gotten out of the shower when her bedroom phone rang. Seeing it was one of the myriad publicity people the studio had assigned to her upcoming movie, she switched into work mode and picked up.

“Hi,” she said. “What’s up?”

“I have a proposition for you,” the young woman said. “But you don’t have to accept it if you don’t want to.”

That got Mary’s attention. She couldn’t remember a time when she hadn’t been made to feel pressured to do yet more publicity. “What is it?”

“There’s this small town in Oregon that’s supposedly a sister city to the town you grew up in.”

“Shelter Bay.” Mary recognized the name immediately. Hadn’t it shown up on signs at both ends of Castlelough when she’d been in high school? She’d also once spent a lovely holiday there with her family after her sister had married.

“That’s it. According to the letter—an actual letter, on town council stationery, not an e-mail—I received, they’re throwing their first film festival.”

There was a slight pause. “They asked if you’d make an appearance, since the festival is featuring your movies. Being a seaside town, it fits in with your selkie stories, and being that you’re a former citizen of their sister city, of course they thought of you. Unfortunately, the letter got misdirected by the mail room, and after spending the past two months wending its way through the studio, it finally landed on my desk.”

Another pause. “Of course I called and told the mayor I doubted you’d be able to make it on such short notice—it’s next week—but—”

“I’ll do it.”

“You will?” The voice on the other end of the phone sounded as surprised by Mary’s answer as Mary herself was. Not only was she a realist; she was also not the least bit impulsive.

“I never say anything I don’t mean.” And she definitely hadn’t meant to say that.

“Oh. Okay. So…” She could practically hear the wheels spinning in the publicity woman’s head. “Let me get back with them and work on transportation and where you’ll be staying. I didn’t bother to look the place up online before I called, because I was so sure you’d say no, but I got the impression you won’t be booked into a suite at the Shelter Bay Four Seasons or Ritz-Carlton.”

“It’ll be a challenge, but I believe I can handle that sacrifice,” Mary said dryly.

“You’re such a trouper! I’ll call the mayor, get more details, and get right back to you.”

Left listening to dead air, Mary hung up. Then cast a glance upward. “Good try, Mam. But if you did have anything to be doing with this, you’ve got your wires crossed. Because I’m definitely not in the market for a husband.”

Ever since Siren Song had achieved blockbuster success, she’d devoted so much time to her career, she had no time for men. Let alone a romantic relationship, which, from the few she’d attempted, had required her to do most of the heavy lifting and eventually ended, not with a bang, but with a whimper. Which had left Mary wondering if she even knew what it felt like to be deeply, madly, truly in love. Oh, she could write about love and passion, but she was beginning to suspect that she simply didn’t possess a romantic gene.

Which wouldn’t be the end of the world. She did, after all, have good friends like Kate and Alec, work she loved, and although living in Los Angeles would no longer be her first choice, she’d adapted.

Life might not be perfect. But whose was?

Unlike seemingly many of her fans, Mary fully understood that life really wasn’t anything like the movies.
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Shelter Bay, Oregon

It wasn’t the same. J.T. wondered why he even thought it could be. Shelter Bay hadn’t changed. But he had.

Giving up on sleep, he crawled out of the rack at dawn and ran out of town to the coast, boots pounding the empty streets, across the bridge, and along the hard-packed sand at the ocean’s edge. He didn’t run for physical fitness, or to achieve any elusive runner’s high. The truth was, he was out in the morning fog, as he’d been every day since returning home six weeks ago, trying to wipe out the memories that ran like an unending video loop in his head. Even as he feared they’d always be with him, J.T. continued to run.

And run.

And run.

Arriving back in town, he passed the blue and white welcome sign announcing that the sleepy Oregon coastal town he once couldn’t wait to escape was not only the Pacific Northwest’s whale-watching capital, but home to Navy Cross recipient Sax Douchett.

Knowing how his former SEAL brother hated that hero tag, J.T. suspected that Sax cringed every time he was forced to drive past the sign.

Another sign was yet more proof that while J.T. may have changed during the dozen-plus years he’d been away, not much else had. The Rotary Club continued to meet on Tuesdays at the Sea Mist restaurant, the historical society on the first Thursday of every month at the museum, and summer concerts were still held on Sunday afternoons at Evergreen Park.

Although the calendar might say summer, a cool, misty rain blowing in from the Pacific had followed him, dampening his hair and brown T-shirt as he ran along Harborview Drive.

Again, everything looked nearly the same as it had when he’d left town in search of adventure. It was high tourist season, and although it was still early and wet, people were out in full force, crowding the sidewalks as they shopped in quaint little galleries and souvenir shops, stood shoulder to shoulder at the seawall taking photos of the sea lions lounging on the docks, and watching with binoculars for the resident whales that made Shelter Bay their home.

A fat orange cat lounged in the window of Tidal Wave Books next to a stack of Gabriel St. James’ new photo book. The former jarhead (not that there was really any such thing as a former Marine) was J.T.’s brother Cole’s best friend. While in Shelter Bay for Cole’s wedding—which J.T., who’d been in Afghanistan at the time, had missed—St. James had fallen in love with a local veterinarian and stayed.

When he went inside to buy a copy, the friendly bookstore owner chattered away to him as she rang up the sale, but although he could see her lips moving, J.T. couldn’t hear a word she said over the roaring, like surf, in his ears as another memory flashed through his mind.

When a pregnant wife had asked to spend the night before her husband’s funeral next to the flag-draped casket, J.T. had sneaked her into the funeral home. Not wanting her to have to sleep on the hard tile floor, he’d gone to Target for an air mattress, a pillow, and sheets. Until he’d stood in the aisle, he’d never realized sheets came in so many damn colors. Since women liked flowers, he’d grabbed the ones with roses, which she’d seemed to appreciate.

Marine notification officers stayed with families for as long as they needed, which meant visiting her at the hospital after she’d given birth. While showing off the baby boy who’d never know his father, she’d confessed that her husband sometimes visited her at night and they’d make love.

The summer he’d turned ten, his family had taken a vacation road trip that had included a visit to Little Bighorn National Monument. Having felt the lingering warrior spirits, J.T. wasn’t about to discount the young widow’s story of ghostly visits. In fact, as he accepted the white bag with the blue wave and store name on it, he wondered if perhaps he was turning into a ghost himself. If the bookstore owner reached out to touch, would her hand go right through him?

Since that memory made him thirsty, on the way back to Bon Temps, his brother Sax’s Cajun restaurant, where he’d been staying in the office, J.T. dropped into the VFW hall. The heads of various game animals still hung on knotty pine walls, while a snarling grizzly continued to stand over a jukebox that offered up mostly country.

While Trace Adkins’ rumbling baritone sang about a solider who’d died and met up with his grandfather, who was also buried at Arlington National Cemetery, J.T. put the bag on the floor covered in peanut shells and took a stool. “I’ll have a Bud.”

The bartender, who’d shot the bear during R & R after participating in Operation Just Cause in Panama, lifted a brow. “Little early, isn’t it?”

“Since when did Navy frogmen become the beer police?”

“Just saying.” The former SEAL twisted off the cap and put the bottle on an ancient bar that had been carved with initials and symbols of various units going back to World War II.

“Well, don’t.”

The icy cold beer went down smooth and took the edge off the hangover that had continued to linger during his run. After polishing it off, he tossed some bills on the counter, picked up the book, and left. He did not say good-bye. Neither did the SEAL.

Maybe he’d turned as invisible as he felt.

Or maybe not.

“Where the hell have you been?” his brother Sax demanded when J.T. walked in the door at Bon Temps and found both his brothers waiting for him.

He tossed the bag onto a table. “And that’s any of your business, why?”

“Because you’re our baby brother,” Cole, the eldest, said.

“I haven’t been a baby for a helluva long time. And where I go and what I do isn’t any of your damn business.” He went behind the bar and pulled a bottle of Full Sail pale ale out of the cooler.

“That’s what you think.” Sax snatched the bottle away before he could open it. “Everyone’s been walking on eggshells around you, waiting for you to settle back in. But it’s been six weeks of you drinking up my profits, and you’re still spooking everyone in town—”

“Not to mention worrying Mom and Dad sick,” Cole broke in.

J.T. thrust out his jaw when he wanted to lower his head in shame at that unwelcome news. “Low blow, bro.” He rubbed his stubbled face, trying to remember how long it had been since he’d shaved.

Sax heaved a long weary sigh. Raked his hands through his hair. “Look, we both know it’s not easy.”

“I had nightmares,” Cole volunteered. “Once, I even grabbed Kelli by the throat while we were sleeping. Scared her nearly to death.”

“And I had ghosts,” Sax said. “Not just memories, but real ones who talked to me and followed me around for a while. Which, by the way, no one but Kara, Cole, and now you, knows about, and I’d like to keep it that way. But, like I said, we understand. So, if you’ve got PTSD issues, we’re here to help you get help. Before things get worse.”

“Thanks. But I don’t have PTSD.” He’d read all the symptoms and none of them had said anything about turning into a ghost. “And I don’t need any stupid intervention.”

He was just exhausted. And weighed down with a deep-to-the-bone sadness he couldn’t shake off.

When he tried to snatch the bottle back, Sax pulled it out of reach.

Frustrated by this entire situation, J.T. lunged.

Sax dodged, threw down the beer, and connected with a strong left hook to the chin that caused bells to ring inside J.T.’s throbbing head. Which didn’t stop him from jumping on Sax.

“Trust a damn SEAL frogman not to fight fair,” he said as he took another blow that had him staggering. As his knees buckled, he dragged Sax down to the floor, where they rolled, fists flying, elbows swinging.

Cursing like the Marine he was, Cole grabbed J.T. by the shirt, and jerked him to his feet. “That’s enough.”

“The hell it is.” At least he wasn’t feeling dead anymore. Every atom in J.T.’s body was in full battle alert mode. “He never would’ve gotten that first hit in if he hadn’t cheated and I’d been totally sober.”

“Oh, we can take care of that problem.” Cole grabbed J.T. under the arms. “You take the kid’s legs,” he told Sax. “A swim should sober him up quick enough.”

He’d definitely lost his edge. There’d been a time when it would’ve taken a helluva lot more than two guys to pick him off his feet.

J.T. cursed and kicked as they carried him out the door and threw him unceremoniously into the bay, which was cold enough to have his balls rising up into his throat.

He had just sputtered to the surface, determined to take them both on, when he saw Sax’s fiancée standing on the dock.

“I thought you boys would’ve outgrown this stupidity by now,” she said.

“He started it,” both Sax and J.T. said at the same time.

She looked up at the drizzling sky, as if seeking patience.

“Pitiful,” she muttered. “You’d think three grown men, one of whom is about to become a father”—she shot a hard look at Sax—“would have better things to do than get into brawls. Want to give me one reason why I shouldn’t run you all in for disturbing the peace?”

“We were only trying to sober the kid up,” Sax said, sounding, J.T. thought, uncharacteristically chastened.

“That’s another thing.” She turned to J.T. “You’ve been drunk for six weeks.”

“Not drunk. Merely not entirely sober,” he amended when she gave a steely cop stare he imagined she used on perps when trying to get them to confess. Which, in this town, where hardly anything exciting ever happened, probably involved teenagers bashing mailboxes or spraying graffiti on the water tower. He boosted himself out of the water and onto the dock. “And I haven’t been driving.”

“I know. I’ve received reports. You’re starting to scare tourists, the way you’re constantly running around in those combat boots.”

“I couldn’t run if I were that drunk.” Though standing upright on the floating, bobbing dock wasn’t as easy as it should have been.

She shook her head. “You know the trouble with you, J. T. Douchett?”

“No.” But he had no doubt the former Shelter Bay High School valedictorian was about to tell him.

“You need something worthwhile to do with your time.” Her tone suggested she didn’t consider running and drinking worthwhile pursuits. “And fortunately for all of us, the solution just came to me.”

“What?”

“You may not have read the flyers tacked up all around town, or noticed so many of the store windows are painted with displays promoting it, but Shelter Bay’s holding its first film festival. And I was just informed that none other than Mary Joyce is going to be the guest of honor.”

“Good for Shelter Bay. And who’s Mary Joyce?”

“Jeez,” Sax said. “What planet did the Marines assign you to the past three years?”

“I’ve been a bit occupied.”

“She’s only the hottest actress in Hollywood,” Cole said.

“She’s an Irish movie star who plays the queen of the selkies in a blockbuster series,” Kara added.

“And a selkie is?”

“A seal woman,” Sax said, his tone thick with disgust at having such an apparently boneheaded brother. “You know, like a mermaid.”

“But hotter,” Cole said.

“I’ll refrain from telling your wife you keep coming back to that,” Kara said dryly. “Anyway,” she said to J.T., “she’s also acquired a crazy following of fans who dress up like selkies and reenact scenes. I’m assured they’re harmless, but since my department doesn’t have the manpower to handle additional security, I’m asking you, as a personal favor, to act as her bodyguard and keep them at bay with that hard, mean stare they teach all you Marines in basic training.”

“No way.”

“Way.” She folded her arms across the front of her stiff khaki shirt. “So much for trying to play the good cop and appeal to your friendship and family loyalty. So, let me put it this way, J.T. You may have been a big bad Marine, but do you really want to mess with a hormonal pregnant sheriff who’s armed and carries her own handcuffs?”

“Plus, there’s the fact that if you upset my woman, I’ll have to shoot you,” Sax warned on something close to a growl. Although J.T. didn’t believe for a minute his brother would follow through on the threat, he thought back again on that pregnant woman he’d bought the sheets for and felt his resolve crumbling.

“Well,” she asked, “do I hear a volunteer?”

Damn. He’d had drill instructors who weren’t as tough as Sheriff Kara Conway. Knowing when he was outnumbered, J.T. managed, just barely, to stand at attention. Then he snapped a salute. “Aye, aye, ma’am.”




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OPS/images/tlogo.png





OPS/images/cover.jpg
MOONSHELL
BEACH

A SHELTER Bay NoveL

JoAnn Ross

OOOOOOOOOOO





OPS/images/copy.png





OPS/images/tline.png





