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Part
 one

Hope deferred makes the heart sick,

but a longing fulfilled is a tree of life.

—PROVERBS    13:12



 


Prologue

Adrianna Ross-Fuller walked out of the Hilton Head trauma center’s ER and toward the waiting room. She paused a moment in the corridor and took a deep breath. Although their patient hadn’t survived, she’d thanked her trauma team for doing an outstanding job. It wasn’t their fault the woman stopped fighting for life long before she’d been wheeled through the doors to ER. A shudder ran through Adrianna. Why would that poor woman have wanted to die? Why would anyone?

“Dr. Ross-Fuller?”

She recognized the police officer immediately. They had met a few months ago when he rushed into ER on the tails of the EMT crew, who brought in a two-year-old child. The toddler had nearly drowned in his neighbor’s pool and was in shock. That day, hours later, Adrianna walked out into the waiting room smiling, ready to deliver good news: the little boy would recover. Today the news wouldn’t be so positive.

She shook her head sadly at the inquiry in his voice. “She didn’t make it, and it was apparent she didn’t want to live.”

Lt. Neil Upshaw nodded. “That doesn’t surprise me, considering this was an attempted suicide.” The fifty-something-year-old man then shook his bald head and hunched his shoulders in absolute desolation.

“No longer an attempt, Lieutenant. She succeeded. Do you have any idea why?” The words came out in a sigh.

“I’m sure the letters she left behind will explain all.”

Adrianna lifted a brow. “Letters?”

“Yes, four of them. One addressed to no one in particular and three others to women she knew. Those three were sealed. The first one wasn’t, and all it said was, ‘I don’t want to live any longer.’“

She shivered again. How could a person get so hopeless that they imagined death was far better than living? She couldn’t imagine what would make an attractive thirty-four-year-old woman want to end her life by overdosing on a prescribed medication. Adrianna thought of all the trials she had endured in her thirty-five years as an Amerasian. Even when she’d felt her lowest, she had never thought of taking her own life.

“Has her family been notified?” she asked. If he was anything like her, the officer probably disliked that part of his job most.

“Yes, and they’re on their way from Charleston. She has an older sister, a brother, and an elderly mother.”

Adrianna nodded as she checked her watch. It was almost two in the afternoon. In a few hours she would be catching a plane for Virginia. Tomorrow night her grandparents were throwing a party in her honor to mark the first anniversary of the day she had entered their lives. How unfair that even while the people she most cared about had every reason to celebrate, there was a family on its way to Hilton Head Island with reason to mourn.

Her heart surged with compassion, and then a cold feeling of loss filled her chest. Times like these, she questioned her decision to become an emergency room trauma doctor. But that reservation was short-lived. As she bade good-bye to the lieutenant and made her way toward the elevator, she knew if she had it to do all over again, she would choose the same profession.

She shook her head, still thinking of the woman whose life had ended prematurely that day. What a terrible waste.
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“Ashes to ashes. Dust to dust.”

Faith Gilmore watched as the coffin was lowered into the dark earth. A part of her still could not believe what she was seeing. She glanced over at the two other women standing beside her. Monique Hardings and Shannon Carmichael were in the same daze of disbelief as she was. It was like they were all stuck in some sort of weird dream.

Tomorrow they would wake up from it, and Cely would take them all to task when they told her about their strange nightmare. Me commit suicide? No way. There isn’t that much depression in the world. I am the most levelheaded, laid-back, not-a-care-in-the-world person you know. There’s no way I would ever get in a funk so blue that it would trigger me to take my own life.

Yet she had done exactly that, and this was no dream.

“This ends the memorial service for Cecilia Graham,” the minister was saying. “You may all return to your cars.”

Faith blinked. Return to their cars and do what? Mourn some more? Leave? Ask themselves for the thousandth time how could this have happened? Why this happened? Especially to Cely, who had always been the strongest of the four of them.

She felt someone touch her hand, glanced up to see Monique and Shannon standing right in front of her. Faith looked at them mutely, noting that their eyes were as red as hers, their cheeks just as tear-streaked.

“It’s time to go,” Monique said softly, and Faith could hear her fighting to hold back more tears.

“Yes,” Shannon chimed in, her voice just as tight. “I need to get away from this place. Quick. I need a thick slice of pizza, a strong drink, and to get laid. Hell, I need something, anything, to make me forget everything I’ve gone through today. This week.”

Faith almost rolled her eyes. Shannon had always been the one they all thought had the weakest disposition. Cely had always worried about how Shannon went about dealing with stress. “How about if we go back to my hotel room, drink some wine, and chill, I’m really not in the mood to go to the repast,” Faith suggested.

Monique understood. “Neither am I. I’m sure Cely’s family will understand if we wait and visit tomorrow before we leave.”

“Yes, I’m sure they will,” Shannon agreed. “They know Cely was more than a friend to us. She was like our sister.”

Faith nodded. That was true—ever since the four of them had met so many summers ago as teens on Hilton Head Island, they were sisters. Cely’s grandparents had operated a hot dog stand on the beach, and she had been their little helper. Like Faith’s parents, Monique’s and Shannon’s families had owmed time-share condos and made the trip each summer to the island, where the four girls had become the best of friends for life.

But now one of their lives had ended. The circle they had formed more than twenty years ago was broken, and somehow they had to repair it and move on. “All right, let’s go. But first let’s say good-bye to Mrs. Graham. I don’t want her to think we’re deserting her.”

A couple of hours later, Faith, Monique, and Shannon had replaced their dark mourning dress suits with slacks and blouses, and they were sprawled on the bed in Faith’s hotel room. They were remembering the good times they’d shared all those summers long ago, from the time they were thirteen.

“Do you remember the summer when we began noticing boys for the first time?” Shannon asked, laughing between sips of her wine. “Cely was acting so shy that day when that hunk from FAMU tried to come on to her. That was the first time any of us had been noticed by a college guy.”

Faith chuckled. “Yes, I remember! We were sixteen, and the guy thought we were naive enough to fall for his game.”

Monique nodded, grinning. “Yeah, he wasn’t very smart.”

“But he sure was a looker,” Shannon couldn’t help but add, her eyes twinkling in mischief. “I think he really did like Cely, though.”

“Yes,” Faith said, “and I think she really liked him, too, which is why she did sneak off to see him that night.”

The room got quiet for a moment. Then Faith finally asked the question she’d been dreading: “Have either of you read the letter Cely left for you?”

Monique shook her head. “I couldn’t make myself do it. I can’t imagine how depressed she must have been to do what she did. And to know even then she had been thinking about us, our friendship.”

Shannon placed her wineglass aside, inhaling sharply. “I haven’t read mine either, although a part of me is very curious. Maybe it will explain why she did it.”

Faith nodded. “I think we should read them now. Here. Together. There must be something she wanted to tell us—otherwise she wouldn’t have written them.”

Monique took a sip of her drink. “I’m not sure I want to know what she was thinking that day. Cely was the most fun-loving of all of us. I remember how things were for me after Paul’s death. When things seemed to fall apart, she was there to help me keep things together. I can’t imagine anything getting her so down, she thought she couldn’t share it with us or wouldn’t know we were there for her, no matter what. Nothing could have been that hopeless when she had everything going on. The last time I talked with her—a few weeks ago—she was doing great. She had met this neat guy, she had finally made the decision to have her mother move in with her instead of go to a nursing home, and she was up for a promotion on her job. I can’t imagine what would make her do what she did.”

“Then let’s read our letters and find out,” Faith repeated, not really wanting to do so but feeling that they must.

The other two women nodded. As always, they would share everything. They each left the bed and walked to where they’d set their purses. They had been given Cely’s letters that morning from a kind police officer who had arrived before the start of the funeral. Fifty-something and bald, he had introduced himself as Lt. Upshaw.

Shannon pulled the letter out of her purse and glanced at it thoughtfully before turning to the others. Tears clouded her eyes. “It doesn’t seem fair. Cely was the one we called when we needed to be told to get our shit together.”

Faith walked over to a chair and flopped down with the copy of her letter in her hand. “Yeah, she was the first person I contacted when I found out Virgil was one of those down-low brothers. She talked me out of getting a gun and blowing his balls off. Now she’s gone and we have to move on, keep going, the way she would have wanted. Come on, let’s read our letters.”

They each took a turn and read their letters aloud. Moments later they glanced up at each other with more tears in their eyes. Monique took a deep breath. “Even in what she thought was her darkest hour, she was thinking of us.”

“Yeah,” Shannon said, wiping her eyes. “But the letter doesn’t explain why she did what she did.”

“In a way it does,” Faith said in a quiet tone. “There was something going on her in life that made her think she didn’t have an out. And she doesn’t want that from us. She’s pleading for us to live each day to the fullest and do whatever we want to do to enjoy life and not live up to others’ expectations and standards.”

Monique nodded. “Cely was always trying to please everyone. Maybe she got tired of trying.”

“But to the point where she would commit suicide?” Shannon snapped, clearly frustrated and hurt. “I can’t imagine her ever getting that low. I bet it has something to do with a man.”

Faith rolled her eyes. “Why are you so quick to blame the opposite sex?”

“Because they’re usually the ones who deserved to be blamed. And you said she had met this great guy, Monique. She never mentioned him to me. Who is he? I wonder if the police checked her cell phone to see if he called her right before it happened. I wouldn’t put it past him, whoever he is, to be the one who pushed her over the edge. Maybe we need to do a little investigating of our own.”

Faith and Monique exchanged glances. Nothing had changed over the years. Shannon still harbored ill feelings for most men because of what her father was doing to her mom, but then Shannon’s mom’s behavior wasn’t too much better.

“Well, I personally think it wasn’t just a man but probably a mixture of things,” Faith decided to say. “But we’ll never really know, because she didn’t tell us in her letters. And forget about doing our own investigating. There was a suicide note—four of them—so as far as the police is concerned, the case is closed. Even if Mr. X isn’t blameless, the police won’t arrest a man for ‘pushing someone over the edge,’ if that’s what he did.”

“Faith is right,” Monique said softly. “In her letters Cely is asking us not to dwell on the reason she did what she did. She wants us to make changes in our own lives. So what are we going to do?”

The room got quiet, and then moments later Faith spoke up. “I have an idea. Remember we all said that one of these summers we would get together and spend it on the island like we used to do? I say let’s do it. Let’s have one more summer in Cely’s memory. Let’s get together on Hilton Head Island and do just what she’s suggested, like we used to do all those summers when we didn’t have a care in the world. Let’s plan to take time off our jobs—a month to six weeks—and take on new adventures and broaden our horizons. In Cely’s honor let’s do as she’s asked. Live each day to the fullest and do whatever we want and not worry about anyone’s expectations.”

“I don’t worry about anyone’s expectations now,” Shannon said curtly, taking another sip of her wine.

“Don’t you?”

Shannon cut a quick glance at Monique. “I know when and how to put my parents in their place.”

Monique rolled her eyes. “If you say so.”

Shannon opened her mouth to say something but then closed it. She turned to Faith. “I’m all for what you’re suggesting. I just won’t sign up to teach any classes at the university over the summer months. What about you two? Can you take that much time away from your jobs?”

Faith shrugged. As an advertising consultant, she was constantly in demand, but... “I think I will. I have money saved that I haven’t touched since my divorce. It will be worth it. Besides, I can use a break.”

“So can I,” Monique replied rather quickly, smiling now. “I hadn’t planned to say anything until later, but Cannon Insurance is downsizing, and guess whose department will be the first to go?”

Faith leaned forward, giving Monique her full attention. “Yours?”

Monique said, “That’s right.”

Shannon looked disgusted. “But you’ve been working there for almost fifteen years, right out of college. Don’t corporations believe in loyalty anymore?”

“I guess they feel they have to do what they need to do to survive. It’s all about profits, not losses,” Monique said, shrugging.

After sipping her drink, she added, “So count me in for the summer. At least I’m getting a nice severance package that will tide me over. I don’t plan on looking for another job for a while. I need to chill before entering the job market again. Hell, it’s been so long, I don’t know what’s even out there. Companies aren’t hiring their own insurance adjusters anymore. They’re using independents. I might decide to go into business for myself or change careers altogether.”

“So it’s decided,” Faith said. “We’ll spend this summer somewhere on Hilton Head Island.” She smiled. “And I know the perfect place. My parents finally got rid of their time-share and bought a house on the beach. They won’t be using it this summer since they plan to vacation in Europe instead. It’s big and roomy and will fit our needs perfectly.”

Monique smiled back. “Wonderful. Then it’s final. This summer will be ours to do as we please.”

“Yes, and we’ll have a wonderful time in Cely’s memory, just like she asked.” Shannon grinned like a woman who was looking forward to doing whatever rocked her boat.

The three women raised their glasses in a grateful toast. They would make this a summer they wouldn’t forget.
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Four months later,

summertime

“Will this complete your order, sir?”

Shane Masters looked over at the young woman behind the register. It was hard to ignore her I’m interested if you are smile. The kid had to be no more than nineteen, and although it was good for his ego to catch the eye of someone so young, at forty he was old enough to be her father.

“Yes, that will be all,” he said, handing her enough cash to pay for his groceries.

Moments later he walked out of the supermarket feeling like a man on top of the world. Retirement was everything people said it would be, and he was glad that because of smart investment moves, he was able to do it now rather than later. The first thing he’d done was purchase a home on the beach in Hilton Head. His ultimate dream home.

He unloaded his groceries in the truck of the rented SUV and was about to get into the vehicle when his cell phone rang. He smiled—it was his sister. He came from a rather large family and had six siblings, all of them born and raised not far away in Savannah, although now they were spread far and wide all over the country. Quinece was his youngest sister and twin to his brother Quinn. And she was the one determined to keep up with everyone.

“What’s up, Que-Two?” That was the nickname they had given her when she was born. Quinn they called Que-One.

“I’m calling to remind you about the party Grey is giving Brandy in a few weeks. I don’t want you to get so absorbed in your tennis games that you forget.”

Shane chuckled as he opened the door and climbed up. “Don’t worry. I can still manage to keep a calendar pretty good. How’s the kids?”

“They’re fine, and by the way I’m pregnant again.”

He shook his head, grinning. “Congratulations. You were always the one who wanted a houseful, and it looks like you’re getting what you want.”

“Yeah, and I’m thrilled that Kendall is more than happy to oblige. I talked to Quinn earlier today, and he and Alexia are trying.”

Shane wasn’t surprised. “More power to them.” Inwardly he was happy for his brother Quinn, a highly successful entertainment attorney, and his gorgeous wife, Alexia Bennett Masters, a nationally known recording artist whose current record was number one on the R & B charts.

“I’m sure Mom will be happy with all these additions to the Masters clan,” he added. His attention was drawn to his rearview mirror when he saw a woman getting out of her car. She had the most gorgeous pair of legs he’d ever seen.

His gaze moved upward, and he thought she was definitely a looker, with medium brown skin, a nice set of eyes, and luscious lips. Her hair was fixed in twists, and she had a headful that came to her shoulders.

Hell, forget about the rearview mirror. He turned his body to look out the back window. It was all he could do not to hang up on his sister and give the delectable female his total attention. She made one hell of a moving object as she crossed the parking lot wearing a denim skirt that was short and tight—but it fit her body perfectly. And he couldn’t overlook the small waist that—

“Shane, are you listening?”

Quinece reclaimed his attention, but not all of it. “Sorry, I was noticing something else at the moment.”

“Probably some woman,” she guessed.

“You’re too young to play the role of mama with me. Look, I won’t miss Brandy’s party. I’m driving up that Friday morning.”

“Good. We’re depending on you.”

He raised a brow, not liking the sound of that. “Why?”

“Why what?”

“Why are you depending on me?”

“Umm, I’d rather not say. You aren’t going to like it.”

His attention was split between what his sister was saying and the woman he was still watching. She had some walk, and with every step she took, he could feel blood thicken in his veins as well as a number of other places. She was more his speed, since she looked to be in her late twenties or early thirties and wasn’t daughter material, like cute little Suzy at the checkout counter.

He frowned, trying to remember the last time he’d shared a bed with a woman, and it suddenly hit him that it had been months ago, way before his retirement. Damn, he’d been so busy lately, he’d forgone any kind of a social life. He’d always been careful to keep his relationships restricted to women who only wanted a good time. Those with high hopes and expectations he left alone.

He then realized what his sister had said. “What is it that I’m not going to like, Quinece?”

She hesitated a minute, then said, “Grey mentioned Brandy’s mom is bringing someone, a cousin who’s visiting from Seattle.”

“What does that have to do with me?”

“She’s looking for a husband.”

Shane snapped his seat belt in place, wishing it were around his brother Grey’s neck. “Fine, she can keep looking, since a wife is no longer on my interest list. I almost had one, remember? It was unfortunate for her that a week before the wedding I found out she had gotten pregnant—but not from me.”

“I remember that, and I do understand. But you know how pushy Brandy’s mom can be. We’re not asking you to marry the cousin, just be nice to her. Is that too much to ask?”

“Yes, it is. Now good-bye.” He then clicked off the line. The conversation with Quinece was all but forgotten; however, the woman who’d distracted him earlier was still on his mind, even after she had disappeared into the grocery store.

He was tempted to get out of his car and go back inside the store. There had to be some item he had failed to get. He would be the first to admit he’d been guilty of neglecting his libido for way too long, which was probably the main reason he was even considering sniffing behind a woman.

Going without a female in his bed had never gotten to him before, and he couldn’t help but wonder what was there about Miss Short Skirt and Long Legs that had him hot all over, with an exhilarating rush pricking every inch of his skin.

Although the men in the Masters family were well aware of their keen sensuality, not to mention the strength of their passion, he wasn’t a randy sixteen-year-old anymore but a man of forty. There were some things you just had to know how to control, and the power of lust was one of them. Sheesh. There wasn’t a male born to Annabel Masters who didn’t possess a certain degree of civilized behavior.

He pulled out of the parking space. Still, it wouldn’t bother him one bit if he were to run into the woman again, and he hoped he did so before leaving the island the day after Labor Day.

Faith bit the inside of her cheek as she studied the watermelons carefully. They were all huge, plump, and definitely looked ripe. She had been given the task of bringing back the sweetest one she could buy, and she intended to do just that.

She smiled. The first week at the beach house had gone great. She, Monique, and Shannon decided to just chill out for a while— rest, relax, take in days lounging on the beach—before getting down to discuss what they wanted to do this summer, a topic they’d been putting off for too long. Tonight at dinner they would finally talk about it and make their decisions. All day she had been toying with the question of just what a woman wanted, or more specifically, what she herself wanted.

Surprisingly, the notion of being loved and truly wanted by a man was no longer at the top of her list. She had grown a lot since her divorce four years ago. She had refused to let what Virgil had done—and who he’d done it with—shatter her whole world. As far as she’d been concerned, he was the one with the issues, not her. And contrary to what her parents thought, she didn’t need a man in her life to make it complete. She liked the way things were going and wasn’t in need of a makeover. She dated whenever she wanted and didn’t have any hang-ups with the opposite sex. She was smart enough to know all men weren’t like her ex, who thought there was nothing wrong with having both a wife and a significant other. She enjoyed her independence, she had a job with a good income, and she had a nice savings account. The condo she’d purchased a year ago in downtown Minneapolis was perfect, just what she needed, and was an acceptable distance from her parents’ home in Green Bay. Yes, life was good, and she was looking forward to spending the summer with two of her closest friends.

Her mind then drifted to Cely, and she dismissed the hurt she still felt in knowing her friend had chosen to bear her troubles alone—whatever they had been—and not share them.

“I think that’s the best one.”

Faith glanced up and looked at the man standing beside her. She inwardly smiled. He couldn’t be any older than twenty-one or twenty-two, a college student perhaps. She had to admit he was kind of cute if you went for young. “This one?” she asked, pointing to the watermelon she had been eyeing for the past ten minutes.

“Yes, that’s the one,” he said, giving her another brilliant smile. If she’d been interested, that smile—not to mention his fine physique in the jogging suit he was wearing—would have made her a goner.

“So, what are you?” she asked, returning his smile. “A melon expert?”

He gave her his killer smile again before saying, “Not really. I just can recognize top quality when I see it.”

It didn’t take a rocket scientist to know he was trying to hit on her. A part of her felt somewhat flattered when his gaze moved to her boobs. “Is that so?” she asked, meeting his gaze when it finally returned to her face.

She started to cross her arms over her chest but decided, Hey, what the heck, let the pup look. It wasn’t as if she were indecently exposed. She was thirty-four and proud that she had a nice set of breasts. She worked out periodically and tried to stay in shape—not for anyone in particular, but mainly for herself.

“I think I’ll take your advice,” she said when his gaze moved from her face back to her breasts before moving downward past her short denim skirt to her legs.

“On what?” he asked, meeting her gaze again.

“The watermelon.”

“Oh, yeah. Do you need help getting it to your car?”

She couldn’t help but chuckle. He had a lot to learn. He was a total stranger, and she had no intentions of letting Junior help her take anything to her car. Did she look like she was born yesterday? Hadn’t he ever heard of Ted Bundy, the serial killer who snagged his victims by being helpful to them. “No thanks, I can manage.”

And to prove her point, she effortlessly picked up the melon, placed it in her buggy, and shot him a smile before moving on. She resisted for a moment and then glanced over her shoulder. He was still standing there, beside the produce, staring at her. She couldn’t help wondering if he made it a habit to hit on older women. He would certainly fit the criteria of a boy toy, if she were interested in one.

Unfortunately for him, she wasn’t. Oh well, regardless, she had to admit that his lustful interest had certainly made her day.

Monique’s lips twitched as she took a sip of her tea and glanced at Faith over the rim. “And this guy actually came on to you?” she asked.

Faith chuckled before placing a slice of melon in her mouth. At least he’d been right. The watermelon she brought home was delicious. “Yes. Can you believe it?” she asked, feigning shock.

“Of course she can believe it,” Shannon said, coming to join them at the table. “We’re still fairly young, we look good, and I bet in bed we could hold our own. If he had come on to me, I would have taken him somewhere and made his day.”

Faith didn’t doubt it. Shannon had walked in a few minutes ago after spending most of her day on the beach, and the bikini she’d been wearing bordered on being downright scandalous. “I see you’re still taking casual sex to a whole new level.”

A smile touched Shannon’s lips. “Don’t knock it until you tried it. Besides, I screw smart.”

Monique took another sip of her tea and laughed. “Screw smart?”

“Yes, I’m cautious, selective, and discreet. I take safe sex seriously. I’m particular about what man I take to my bed, and I don’t believe in letting the entire world know about it.”

“I’m glad to hear that,” Faith said, shaking her head affectionately. Of the four of them, Shannon had been the first to lose her virginity and had come back and told them all the gory details. Faith had been sixteen then, and it was another five years before she had decided to try it for herself, when she’d met Virgil, “the perfect man.” Boy, had she been wrong.

“So, I see you’re still not into serious affairs,” she decided to say, knowing that would be what Cely would have done had she been there. Cely had always been the one to give them food for thought, regardless of whether they were hungry for it or not.

“Of course not,” Shannon replied quickly. “Remember I’m Lorenzo and Alma’s child. I know all about adultery and emotional abuse to last a lifetime. I lived them firsthand, with my parents. After witnessing their joke of a marriage, there was no way I was going to try it for myself. I would never be that stupid.”

“All marriages aren’t bad,” Monique said quietly. She still felt that little flutter in her stomach whenever she thought of Paul, the man she had married right out of college—and whom she had lost much too soon in a car accident four years ago.

Shannon reached out and touched Monique’s hand gently. “You were one of the lucky ones,” she whispered. “They don’t make men like Paul anymore.”

Monique nodded. She had quickly found that out once she’d started dating again. “That’s the main reason why I plan to spend the rest of my life single. Don’t get me wrong, I’ll still date and all, but it wouldn’t bother me any if I never married again. Right now all I’m interested in is companionship, someone to go out to dinner with occasionally, take in a movie, talk to—”

“Sleep with,” Shannon said, hoping it was somewhere on the list. She couldn’t imagine it not.

Monique shook her head. “Yes, that, too, on occasion, but not with the same frequency as you, Shannon. Lack of sex doesn’t bother me. I could go years without even thinking about it.”

Shannon laughed. “I could, too, if I had my toys handy.”

“Can we change the subject, please?” Faith asked. Being around Shannon was always an education, and it was the kind she’d rather do without tonight. “We’re supposed to decide on what we really want to accomplish this summer.”

“I’ll go first,” Monique said eagerly. “I can’t wait to tell you guys what I’ve decided.”

“Then please do,” Shannon said, sitting straighter in her chair and all ears.

Monique smiled like a schoolgirl with a secret. “It’s something I thought of doing lately.”

“What?” both Faith and Shannon asked.

“You know that I began doing some recreational running for about six months now, as a way to stay healthy and in shape. Well, what I would really like to do is take my running seriously and compete, and I understand there will be a triathlon here on the island in August. That will give me a about a month to get in shape “

Shannon waited on her to say something else. When Monique didn’t add anything, she just stared at her for a moment then asked, “That’s it?”

“Yes,” Monique said, grinning. “Don’t you think that’s enough?”

“No,” Shannon was quick to say. “You want to spend the rest of your summer here getting all hot and sweaty?”

Monique laughed. “Basically, yes.”

Shannon shook her head when she saw that Monique was serious. “But I don’t get it,” Shannon said. “Isn’t there something else you’d rather do this summer? Something that you really want to do?”

“That’s what I really want to do, Shannon. I want to be ready to compete in that Beach Bum Triathlon. I know there’s no way I will win, but I think it will be worthwhile to get my body ready to compete.”

“I agree, and I think it’s a wonderful idea,” Faith jumped in with her opinion before Shannon could deliver a thoughtless comeback. “And now it’s my turn to tell what I’ve decided to do.”

“What?” Monique asked.

Faith smiled brightly. “I want to learn how to play tennis.”

Shannon stared blankly at her. “Tennis? But you took lessons a couple of years ago.”

“No, I was supposed to take lessons but never got around to it. This summer I will.”

Shannon leaned back in her chair, looking from Faith to Monique and back. “Correct me if I’m wrong, but I thought we were supposed to do use this summer to take on new adventures and broaden our horizons. We’re to live each day to the fullest and do whatever we want and not worry about anyone’s expectations.”

Monique and Faith nodded. “Yes, and that’s what we’ll be doing,” Monique said, smiling.

Interesting, Shannon thought. “I find it strange that neither of your plans for the summer includes a man.”

Faith seemed amused. “What’s so strange about it? I didn’t have to come to Hilton Head to get a man. There are plenty in Minneapolis. Besides, I don’t consider a summer fling as a way of broadening my horizons—and I certainly wouldn’t think of it as an adventure.”

“Umm, you could make it one,” Shannon said, throwing her a teasing smile.

“Yes, but that’s not what I want,” Faith said in all earnest. “You may find this hard to believe, Shannon, but a man is not at the top of every woman’s ‘to do’ list.”

“And I agree,” Monique piped in.

A smile appeared at the corners of Shannon’s lips. “Well, he’s at the top of mine, and with that said, I’ve decided what I want this summer is an affair to remember. I want to show some unsuspecting male that that he’s not the only one capable of being a panther whose ready to pounce.”

Faith blinked. “You’re serious, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” Shannon said, without batting an eye.

“God, I feel sorry for your victim,” Monique said, shuddering at the thought.

“Whatever,” Shannon said, remembering all the good-looking hunks she had seen on the beach that day. Some had bodies that could make a woman drool. “So you see, ladies, I plan on spending my summer doing something I’ve always wanted to do. While you’re getting all hot and sweaty, Monique, and you’re making out with your tennis racquet, Faith, I plan to go on a manhunt.”
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The next morning Monique glanced around the beach, glad she had turned down Faith and Shannon’s invitation to eat breakfast at that cafe on the strip. She had wanted to begin her early morning jog—she intended a run down the beach every morning to become a ritual for her.

With the triathlon only a month away, she wanted to get in the best shape possible. The three-mile beach run wouldn’t be a joke, and she intended to take it seriously. Although she knew she didn’t have a snowball’s chance in hell of winning, as she’d told Faith and Shannon, just to compete would be a major accomplishment.

After doing a few warm-ups, she was about to take off down the beach when she heard her name. She turned. Recognizing the man jogging toward her coaxed a smile from deep inside. “Lyle? Lyle Montgomery?”

Her smile deepened when he got closer and she saw that it really was him. Gosh, how long had it been? Eights years since her brother Arnie’s wedding. She remembered the first time they had met. He had been Arnie’s roommate in medical school, and she’d been no more than sixteen or seventeen when Lyle had come to spend the summer with them. Arnie had thought a guy from Indiana would appreciate the sweltering Louisiana heat, and she recalled how her parents had practically adopted Lyle into the Olivier family that summer. Everyone had liked him. She had liked him.

“Monique Olivier. I can’t believe it,” he said, coming to stand directly in front of her. “I thought it was you.”

Her smile deepened and she automatically gave him a hug. “What are you doing here in Hilton Head?” she asked. The last time she had talked to her brother and Lyle’s name had come up, Arnie had said he was living somewhere in Texas and making a name for himself in the medical field.

“I’m here for the summer running a medical symposium at the hospital.” He then quirked a brow. “And what about you? You’re a long way from Lacassine, Louisiana.”

“I know,” she said, enjoying the ease of their conversation. “I’m here with a couple of girlfriends for the summer. We worked hard all year and decided to come here and have some fun.” She didn’t want to go into details of what really had driven them to the island that summer. That would mean explaining everything, including Cely’s death, and she didn’t want to do that. It was still so hard to accept it herself.

“And you’re a jogger, I see.”

She grinned. “A jogger wannabe. I got into the habit of running at least two or three times a week back home, but I’ve decided to get into some serious running to compete in the triathlon next month.”

“Me, too,” he said as they moved farther off the boardwalk so another couple could jog past. “I’ve been running now for a couple of years but never took the time to compete in anything. Since I’m here, I decided why not.”

“Good for you.”

“And how’s your dad? I heard about your mom passing, and I’m sorry that I couldn’t make it to the funeral. I was out of the country when I got the news.”

Sadness came into Monique’s eyes. “Dad’s fine. Losing Mom was hard on all of us, but in the end the cancer took such a toll on her, we didn’t want to see her suffer any longer.”

Lyle nodded. “And I was sorry to hear about your husband as well.”

Monique inhaled deeply. Paul had died within a year of her mother, and it had taken everything she had to hold herself together after suffering the impact of losing the two people who had meant the most to her. “Thanks. You never met Paul, but I think you would have liked him.”

Lyle nodded again as a small smile formed on his lips. “I’m sure I would have. Arnie said he was a nice guy.”

“He was. The best.”

“Then I’m glad you got to share whatever time that you had with him.”

“Thanks.”

“Well, let me let you get started since I just finished up. Fm going to head to that cafe over there for a cup of coffee. Are you staying somewhere close by?”

“Yes, in one of those homes in the newest development of Sea Pines. What about you?”

He said, “Then I’m practically in your backyard. I’m leasing a condo in the Sand Dunes. Will you be back out again in the morning?

“Yes.”

“How about if we jog together and then go somewhere for coffee? I’d like to talk to you, and see what’s been going on with you over the years.”

“That would be nice.” Monique shook her head, and her shoulder-length hair swayed around her face.

Smiling, Lyle reached out and pushed a few wayward strands back from her face and then said, “Okay, Nicky, then this same place tomorrow but an hour earlier. It’s best to get out on the beach before the crowds come.”

“Okay. I’ll see you in the morning with my running shoes on.”

His laughter was one of the best sounds she’d heard in a long time, and she watched him turn and jog off toward the cluster of shops. It then occurred to her that during their conversation he had called her Nicky, the nickname he had given her that summer. No one else had ever called her Nicky but him.

Nothing about Lyle had changed. He was older, true, but still good-looking. That first summer he had come home with Arnie, Lyle had been quiet and reserved, but in no time Emily Olivier had stepped in as the mother figure he’d never had in his life, and he had become just like another member of the family.

She remembered the last time she had seen him, at Arnie’s wedding. She had been talking to the bride-to-be and glanced up to see him walk into the church for rehearsal as one of the groomsmen. And she had been all giddy that he had been paired with her, which made all the other single girls downright envious. She figured he would be around thirty-eight now, the same age as Arnie. Lyle had certainly aged well. Tall, dark, and handsome, he would capture the attention of any female the moment he walked into a room. She’d heard from Arnie that he never married; instead Lyle had dedicated his life to his occupation, that of a renowned heart specialist.

As Monique took off jogging down the beach, she looked forward to seeing him again the next day.

An hour or so later, Lyle was giving his body a brutal workout in the gym at his condo complex. Seeing Nicky had had one hell of an effect on him.

Deciding he had had enough, he left the gym to go back to his place for a shower. It had been a long time since he’d given his body so much physical abuse, but thoughts of a woman could do that to you.

Moments later, while standing beneath a spray of hot water, he thought maybe he should be taking a cold shower instead. Desire was drumming through him, taking him back in time and making him recall the exact moment he’d fallen for Nicky, all those years ago—a secret he was determined to take to his grave.

He had noticed her that first summer, and since she had been merely sixteen when he was twenty-two, he had felt guilty about lusting after his best friend’s kid sister. Even then she’d been a beauty, and when he had seen her again years later at Arnie’s wedding, he was in awe of just how much that beauty had blossomed.

He had always intended to revisit the Olivier family after that summer with the full intention of making his interest known when Monique got older. But he never got the chance. It wasn’t long after that summer that the private investigator he and his brothers had hired to find their sister had done so, and for the following years after that, he and his brothers, Logan and Lance, had made bonding with their long-lost sister their top priority. More than anything, they wanted to make sure Carrie knew that she was wanted and loved. The next time he’d talked to Arnie and asked about Monique, he’d been given the heartbreaking news that she’d married a guy she met in college.

That’s when Lyle decided that since he’d lost his first love, he would dedicate his life to his second love—the medical field. Remarkably, in a very short time he had advanced in his career and was proud of his status as one of the youngest but most noted members in his profession.

As he stepped out of the shower and dried off, he remembered the hurt and pain he’d endured knowing another man had married the woman he’d always considered to be “his Nicky.”

The only persons who’d known of his broken heart had been his brothers. He spilled his guts one night when the three had been sitting around Lance’s condo in Chicago, after overindulging in too much drink while celebrating the arrival of the New Year. Logan had sympathized with him, but Lance, who’d at the time had considered himself the ultimate playa, had been too jaded to care and had even gone so far as to tell him that women were a dime a dozen and to get over Nicky and move on to another. That was easier said than done, and although he’d dated over the years, a piece of his heart would always belong to Monique.

What was the likelihood of their paths crossing after all these years? With his busy schedule, he hadn’t kept in contact with Arnie the way he should have. He knew Arnie headed the neurosurgical department at Massachusetts General and that he and his wife, Cheryl, had three kids, a son and two daughters.

Pulling on a pair of shorts and T-shirt, he headed for the kitchen and smiled. It seemed that fate was giving him another chance to make Monique a part of his life, and the big question was just what he was going to do about it. He could tell from the way she’d mentioned her deceased husband that she had loved the man and probably still did. Unfortunately, Lyle wanted to claim her and her heart.

He grabbed a beer out of the refrigerator and went out on the patio and sat down, stretching his legs out in front of him to think. He didn’t know the first thing about being one of those aggressive males who went after what he wanted. Lance was the one who’d eventually gotten his shit together to claim the heart of the woman he loved.

Lyle was a heart specialist. Of the three Montgomery brothers, he was considered the least outgoing. However, when it came to repairing hearts . . .

His smile widened as a number of possibilities formed in his head. He would not lose the woman he loved a second time. He would do what he did best—repair a person’s heart, and he fully intended to work on fixing up hers, starting tomorrow morning.
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Shannon pulled her car into the auto repair shop, determined to find out what was causing that consistent knocking sound she’d started hearing yesterday. She believed in keeping her car in top condition and fully intended to find out what was wrong with it. Since she made her home in Durham, North Carolina, she had driven to Hilton Head instead of flying in as Faith and Monique had done. She never liked airplanes, and although she had flown on quite a few, she avoided doing so whenever possible.

Besides, the drive had been rewarding, and once she got off the interstate to take U.S. Highway 278, the scenic four lanes that took you right over to the island, she had made the trip in six hours.

The cook at the diner where she’d eaten breakfast that morning had recommended this shop, saying it was the best on the island to repair sports cars. She glanced around but didn’t see anyone. And then she glanced at her watch. It was noon. Evidently the owner and workers were out to lunch.

She decided to sit and wait. She turned off the ignition and leaned back in her seat, lowered the volume on her radio and began thinking of her conversation with Faith and Monique a few nights ago.

She knew she hadn’t really shocked them by saying she would spend her summer going on a manhunt. From as far back as she could remember, she had been the most aggressive of the four when it came to showing interest in the opposite sex. She blamed it on her overly strict parents. They had raised her to be what they considered a “good girl,” and she had pleased them by always acting the role of obedient, humble, and easily controlled. But when she was out of their sight, it was a different story. She’d had a tendency to get buck wild.

And although over the years she could admit to having a fair amount of lovers, she didn’t consider herself promiscuous or easy. In fact, she was downright nitpicky when it came to letting a man in her bed. She had standards that she refused to lower and was not one to be swept away by sweet talk, a savvy walk, or a well-built body.

She had decided years ago after opening her eyes and acknowledging her parents’ mockery of a marriage that she would live the rest of her life as a single woman. Her father engaged in affairs like it was his God-given right to do so, and her mother was just as bad, taking on a series of lovers who were usually half her age. Yet, while out in public, they presented themselves as a loving couple: the highly educated, highly sophisticated, overly dignified, and wealthy Drs. Carmichael. Both were college professors at Yale who had made names for themselves in the academic world.

While growing up, she couldn’t wait until she was old enough to leave home and swore that she would return to her Connecticut hometown only for visits. She liked her teaching position at Duke University and was glad miles separated her from her parents. It was enough to see her father occasionally on CNN whenever he was called to flaunt his expertise on foreign policies or to watch her mother on various talk shows like Oprah, where she would give her expert opinion about the workings of the human mind.

A sound grabbed Shannon’s attention and made her look around. The sight she came upon had blood immediately rushing through her veins. A man dressed in a T-shirt and jeans was coming down the stairs from what looked like an apartment that was built over the garage. To say he looked sexy would be an understatement. He practically dripped sex appeal.

She closed her eyes and reined herself in. Hell, what was the matter with her? The man worked in a garage, for heaven’s sake, and he was not the type of person she should be attracted to. How many times had her parents drilled into her the importance of dating someone her equal, someone within her intellectual and academic class? A Carmichael dated only the best and, as far as her parents were concerned, that did not include blue-collar workers or someone who had not achieved a certain status in life—definitely not a person who got grease under his fingernails for a living. She dated doctors, lawyers, politicians, accountants, and so forth and so on. So her instant attraction to this guy was totally unacceptable, unexpected, but undeniably hot.

As if he heard her breathing hard, he turned and glanced over at her car. She wished he hadn’t done that. It was bad enough that he had a good-looking body, now his face actually had her licking her lips. Medium brown skin, dark eyes, clean-shaven head, nice set of ears, and a jaw in need of a shave ... and when he started walking over toward her car, it took all she had to hold her desire in check.

“May I help you?” he asked when he reached her car.

She swallowed. He had a nice voice, too. It practically caressed her skin. Oh yeah, this guy could help her in a number of ways, and all of them were too scandalous to think about right now. “My car.”

He raised a brow. A few moments later, he smiled and asked, “What about your car?”

Although he was smiling, a part of her could actually detect his restrained laughter. He was probably aware of what he did to women and even found it amusing. She didn’t like the thought of that one bit. That arrogance set her nerves on edge and gave her a measure of control she hadn’t had earlier. “It’s making a sound, and I want you to fix it. You are the owner of this place, right?”

“Excuse me.”

She glared at him. “You’re the owner?”

“No, I’m not the owner.”

“Then you must be one of the workers, so you’ll have to do.”

He was smart enough to move out of the way when she pushed her car door open. “My car is making a clicking sound, and I want you to find out what it is and fix it. And I would like to have it ready by this afternoon ,” she said, handing him the keys as well as her business card. “Is that understood?”

“Yes, ma’am, it is,” he said, and again she thought she heard laughter in his voice. “I’m sure you want us to inform you what’s wrong with it as well as the cost before any repair work is done, right?”

“Of course. And you can reach me at that mobile number on my business card. I’ve already called for someone to come pick me up. Is there a place where I can wait for them to get here?”

He nodded toward a bench. “Yeah, over there.”

She saw the wooden bench was in an area where the sun was beaming straight down over it. “You don’t have an air-conditioned area where I can wait inside?”

“Yes, but I don’t have the keys to open it up. The owner is out to lunch.”

She huffed a breath, not liking his answer. “Fine, I’ll wait over there, then.”

Lucky for Shannon, at that moment Faith pulled up. Without saying anything else to the mechanic, Shannon quickly walked over to her friend’s car and got in.

“What took you so long?” she asked Faith, refusing to give in to temptation and glance back over at the mechanic as they pulled away.

“I stopped for gas. Remember I told you that I would.”

“Oh, yes, I forgot.” Although Shannon didn’t want to think about the mechanic, she had to admit he was a looker—a well-built looker. Her pulse raced, and she hated the thought of dealing with him again when she came later to pick up her car.

Adam Corbain couldn’t help but grin as he watched the woman drive off in the car. She had to have been the snootiest yet most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. Dark brown shredded hair fell to her shoulders, and her eyes had been the color of gingerbread. When she’d walked off, he had tried not to stare, but he hadn’t missed the generous curves showcased in the pair of shorts she was wearing.

She had tried looking down on him like he was a cockroach, but that was only after he detected that hot look of interest in her eyes. Sexual chemistry was hard to resist, and he had felt it the same moment she had, when their gazes first connected. And when she had given him her car keys and business card and their fingers had touched, he had actually felt her tremble, which sparked a need he’d ignored for the past six months. His desire for her had been just that spontaneous. In all his thirty-seven years, he had never experienced such a thing before. He glanced down at the business card in his hand.

Dr. Shannon Carmichael

Professor of English and American Literature

Duke University

“Hey, man, whose car is this?”

Adam turned around at the sound of his old friend’s voice. For as long as Adam could remember, Kent Scott was a person who loved tinkering with automobiles, so no one was really surprised after they’d graduated from high school that Kent went to college to obtain a degree in mechanical engineering. After working a few years designing cars for General Motors, he began his NASCAR career and earned the reputation of being both a high-performance mechanic and a fearless race car driver. However, the latter came to a screeching halt when he met and later married Lori. Now he was a family man and the owner of several profitable high-performance repair shops around the country. His clientele included sport figures and celebrities looking for classic cars to add to their collection.

“A woman brought it in,” Adam finally answered. “She heard a knocking sound and wants you to check it out.”

Kent raised a curious brow. “And she just left it here?” he asked, eyeing the sports car, a sleek and stylish Porsche.

Adam smiled as he handed him the keys and the business card. “Yes. She thought I was one of your mechanics.”

A grin flickered across Kent’s lips. “You, a mechanic? Not Mr. Ivy League graduate. Mr. Suave Attorney. How on earth could she assume such a thing?”

“Probably from the way I’m dressed, which wasn’t to impress,” Adam said, glancing down at himself. His jeans and his T-shirt had seen better days.

Shaking his head, Adam walked over to the car he had been about to work on before he’d noticed Ms. Carmichael sitting in the parked car. In a way, it was kind of comical that for the next month or so he would be just what Shannon Carmichael thought he was. A mechanic.

Kent had contacted him a few months ago, letting him know he’d located a 1969 Pontiac GTO, and that all it needed was a little work. “A little work” to Kent meant a lot of work to anyone else. So Adam took a month’s leave from the family law office in Memphis to come to Hilton Head. And because he intended to spend the majority of his days and, in some cases, late into the night working on the vehicle, Kent suggested he occupy the empty apartment over the garage. Perfect.

So for one month he would shed the role of Adam Corbain, the cool, sophisticated, and suave Memphis attorney and become a man on a mission to restore what he considered as the beauty of all muscle cars. He intended to make the vehicle into nothing less than one hell of a commemorative collectors’ item that would be an added bonus to his five-car garage.

“So was she good-looking?”

Adam glanced over his shoulder. “Who?”

“The woman driving this set of wheels.”

Adam smiled. “You’re married, remember.”

“I wasn’t asking for myself but for you.”

Adam lifted the hood, not wanting to meet Kent’s eyes when he said, “She looked all right.”

“She drove this kind of car and just looked all right?”

Adam shrugged. “Couldn’t see just how good she looked for her uppity attitude.” Adam wished he could claim that her snobbish manner had been a turnoff, but in essence everything about Dr. Shannon Carmichael had been a total turn-on.

“Well, I’ll check out her car and see what’s wrong with it,” Kent said.

“She wants you to call her before any repairs are done.”

“Hey, that’s the way we do business around here. By the way, Lori wants you to come to dinner tonight. She’s grilling steaks.”

“Then count me in,” Adam said, smiling.

He couldn’t help listening when Kent started the engine on Shannon Carmichael’s car. A few minutes later, he called out to Kent and said, “Sounds like it could use a tune-up for starters.”

“Yes,” Kent joked, “maybe the same thing holds true for the woman who drives it.”

Adam rolled his eyes. “I didn’t come here to get involved with a woman. Don’t have the time. This baby here is the only thing that will be getting my attention over the next four weeks.”

“If you say so.”

“And I do,” Adam said before grabbing a wrench and beginning to work.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to wait on you?” Monique asked Shannon as she got out of the car.

“Yes, I’m sure,” Shannon told her. “The person who called said my car was ready, so all I have to do is pay for the repairs and leave. No big deal.”

Monique glanced around, and the first thing she noticed was that there weren’t any junky-looking cars all over the place. At least the place looked neat and clean. “All right, if you’re sure.” She then quickly asked, “You got your cell phone, right?”

Shannon grinned. “Yes, Mother, I have my cell phone.”

Monique aimed a don’t play with me like that smile at her friend. “Of all the people in the world, please don’t tell me I’m sounding like your mother.”

“But you are.”

“Okay, I get the message. I’ll see you back at the house.” She waved and drove off.

Shannon took a moment to thank her lucky stars that Monique had been the one to bring her to the auto shop and not Faith. No matter how she might have insisted, Faith would not have left her here alone. Shannon then glanced around. Well, she wasn’t alone exactly. It seemed the man from earlier was still there. His back was to her, and she couldn’t see his face since his head was stuck under the hood of an old beat-up-looking car. But she would recognize the lower part of him anywhere.

With every step toward him, she felt tension reaching its full height within her. What was there about this man, this mechanic who probably had no aspirations to be anything else, that was making her nervous? No, nervous wasn’t the right word. Hot was better.

The man who’d called to tell her how much the repair would cost and then again to let her know it was ready to pick up wasn’t this guy. They had exchanged few words, but she knew it wasn’t the same voice on the telephone,

He must have heard her footsteps because at that moment he pulled his head from underneath the hood of the car and turned. What she suddenly felt then was totally unexpected in one way, and not such a surprise in another. She stopped walking when his gaze slowly made its way down her body, and she all but suppressed a gasp. Her lower body started to sizzle in the intensity of his stare.

Yes, she’d seen him earlier that day, but now she was really seeing him. He looked more handsome, manlier, sexier—and dirtier. His T-shirt was smeared with grease and oil, and there was a tear on the knee of his jeans that hadn’t been there hours ago. There was even a smudge of grease on his chin, but she barely registered any of that, mesmerized by his stance as he leaned against the vehicle he was working on.

There was something utterly raw and savage about him, an attitude that almost bordered on uncivilized. In the past, a man with a clean-shaven head had never set any sparks flying with her. But not only were they flying, they were landing on some pretty interesting spots.

He was looking at her with a concentration that intensified the attraction she felt toward him, making it that much wilder. Her pulse rushed, her skin felt hotter, and she had to concede that although he was probably the most unrefined man she’d ever willingly encountered, he was also the most intriguing. The words bad boy were written all over him.

She gathered the composure to speak. “I got a call that my car is ready.”

For a moment he didn’t say anything. He just looked at her with intense dark eyes before he finally said, “Kent’s inside.”

The sound of his voice was like the feel of fingertips grazing across her skin. She swallowed. “Kent?”

“Yeah, the owner.”

“Oh. And who’re you?”

He lifted a brow. “Who am I?”

“Yes, don’t you have a name?”

“Yes, I have one.”

When moments ticked and it appeared he wouldn’t give it to her without her asking, she did. “Well, what is it?”

“Adam. Adam Corbain.” Then as if he didn’t have anything else to say to her, he turned his back, leaned forward to resume what he’d been doing under the hood of the car. The urge to take a few steps and snuggle up against his back, wrap her arms around him, settle her body right smack up against his well-defined butt, was a temptation Shannon had to fight hard not to give in to. Instead she quickly walked over to the door of a small office.

When she walked back out of the office less than ten minutes later, he was still there with his head underneath the hood of the car. She glanced his way for only a second before walking to her car and getting into it. He turned around when he heard the sound of her engine.

Their gazes locked, held, and she could actually feel heat leap across the span of distance separating them. Nothing like this had ever happened to her before, and she couldn’t understand it. Why, of all the men she could be attracted to on this island, did it have to be him? A man who looked the part of a Neanderthal with a capital N. A man named after the first man on this earth. Adam. The same man whose rib started womanhood. Go figure.

She pulled out of the garage, determined not to glance back in her rearview mirror, but she couldn’t help herself and did anyway. He was leaning against that car and staring, and for a brief moment it looked as if he would actually smile. But he didn’t. She’d dare any woman to actually make his lips tilt at the corners. Just try it. The thought of doing so captivated her, made every cell within her body vibrate, made her already scorching body even hotter.

She breathed in slowly. At that moment, as crazy as it was, she knew her manhunt had ended before it had a chance to begin, in forbidden territory. Although she didn’t know anything about the man, she had to accept the obvious.

She had found her prey.




End of sample
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