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Dear Reader,


In September 2008, Hurricane Ike hit the Houston-Galveston area and I missed the whole thing. I was at a writing retreat in the Pacific Northwest and all I could do was watch the news reports as the storm headed for my family and friends. Everybody is fine and we had minimal damage, but I didn’t know for several days because there was no electricity, no phone, no cell service and no Internet. Oh, and no flights into the airport. I stood in line at SeaTac with thousands of other displaced passengers and discovered that it would be five days before I could get on a flight.


Christina Dodd and her husband, Scott, graciously took me into their home. So while my family was sweltering and cleaning up hurricane debris, I was suffering in perfect fall weather, sampling lovely wines, shopping and trying to feel guilty. His Little Black Book takes place during a tropical storm that will give you just a hint of what happens during a hurricane. Or so they tell me.


Best wishes,


Heather MacAllister






Heather MacAllister

HIS LITTLE BLACK BOOK
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Heather MacAllister lives near the Texas gulf coast where, in spite of the ten-month growing season and plenty of humidity, she can’t grow plants. She’s a former music teacher who married her high school sweetheart on the Fourth of July, so is it any surprise that their two sons turned out to be a couple of firecrackers? Heather has written more than forty romantic comedies, which have been translated into twenty-six languages and published in dozens of countries. She’s won a Romance Writers of America Golden Heart Award, RT Book Reviews awards for best Harlequin Romance and best Harlequin Temptation, and is a three-time RITA® Award finalist. When she’s not writing stories about where life has its quirks, Heather collects vintage costume jewelry, loves fireworks displays, computers that behave and sons who answer their mother’s e-mails. You can visit her at www.HeatherMacAllister.com.



Books by Heather MacAllister

HARLEQUIN BLAZE

473—UNDRESSED





To Christina Dodd and her husband, Scott.
 Thanks for sheltering this hurricane refugee.
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Prologue



“JONATHAN?”

Emerging from his office, Jonathan Black did an about face and schooled his features to hide his impatience. He was on his way to discuss advertising strategy with a new client and it was Friday afternoon. Friday. Afternoon. The sooner the meeting was over, the sooner the weekend would begin.

“What’s up, Cammy?”

Cammy Phillips, his very unassuming, but very devoted, assistant smiled eagerly. “You know how you said to let you know anytime the beach house is vacant?”

“Yeah.”

“It’s about to be vacant. Adrian Dean is leaving early because of the storm warnings.”

“No kidding? What a wuss. Who else knows?”

“Just you.”

“Yes!” Jonathan pumped his fist into the air.

“And,” Cammy continued a little breathlessly, “I went ahead and reserved it for you.”

“You are a goddess among women!” He blew her a kiss.

She actually blushed.

Grinning, Jonathan wheeled around and headed to the conference room. This was great. Peck and Davilla Media Management owned a sweet beach house in Surfside, Texas, a little over an hour’s drive from the Houston office. Weekends when the house wasn’t being used for company business were rare, highly prized and often used as currency to get favors from Production. With more advance warning, that’s what Jonathan would do, but it was already three-thirty, so he’d just have to make the sacrifice and use the beach house himself. He deserved it after being scheduled for an initial client meeting on a Friday afternoon and he knew who had done the scheduling: Mia Weiss in the traffic department.

Mia, Mia, Mia. He shook his head.

He liked her and there was serious potential there, and the new short haircut actually looked sexy on her. Yeah. Short hair. Sure surprised him and he liked surprise. But. Yes, but. Mia had made it clear that she wanted more than good times. Jonathan didn’t want long term. He had enough trouble with short term. To be honest, she’d only asked for exclusivity. Eminently reasonable.

But when it came to women, Jonathan wasn’t reasonable. Didn’t want to be. Didn’t have to be.

So the late meeting was Mia’s way of messing with the start of his weekend. Nicely played.

Asking her to the beach house would be a waste. Time to move on. He’d have Cammy send her the usual lovely parting gift: a spa basket with an afternoon pampering certificate for a facial and a “mani-pedi.” A classy ending meant friendly exes. And since he had a lot of exes, life was much easier if they were friendly.

So, who was gonna be the lucky girl?

As he walked, Jonathan whipped out his iPhone and scrolled through his electronic little black book. He needed someone casual…spontaneous…hot. He needed Jennifer Allen, the bartender at Junipers.

Entering the conference room, he scanned the occupants—creative teams hoping for a crack at a new account, a guy from Production, a few interns and Ross, the senior art director and Jonathan’s preferred go-to guy. The client hadn’t arrived yet.

Neither had Sophie What’s-Her-Name, the ambitious junior copywriter who’d shown Ross up on Monday. She was talented, and she was cute, and she had focus. And a lot of nerve. Ross was going to have to watch her. Jonathan certainly was. He was mildly disappointed that she wasn’t here now, but he wasn’t surprised. Ross couldn’t have his junior staff hijacking client meetings, no matter how much the client liked their ideas.

But in the meantime, the beach house awaited. Jonathan thumbed a text message as a couple of interns set up the PowerPoint and Ross answered his cell. “Jonathan, reception says Terry Simmons is on the way up.”

Nodding to Ross, Jonathan spoke while he continued with the text he wanted to get out before the meeting began. “Could you go meet him at the elevator? Thanks.”

He quickly finished the message. Up for a hurricane party? Scored company beach house for weekend! Might run late. Will meet you there. Pick up steaks and breakfast? Key code #3214.

He was in the process of highlighting “Allen, Jennifer” when out of the corner of his eye, he saw Ross and Simmons approaching and glanced up. First he noticed the funny look on Ross’s face and then he saw the stunning brunette who preceded him into the conference room. Behind her, Ross mouthed, “Terry Simmons.”

That was Terry Simmons? Terry Simmons was a woman? No, not just a woman. A Woman.

A womanly woman with impressive womanly parts that strained against the buttons of her blouse. Her hair was pulled back and she rocked the sexy square glasses she wore.


It was the naughty librarian of his fantasies. Of any man’s fantasies.

She tugged on her suit jacket and Jonathan immediately yanked his gaze northward and kept it firmly fixed on her face as he stood to greet her.

“Ms. Simmons, I’m Jonathan Black, Creative Director.” He smiled directly into her (alluring brown) eyes and grasped her (sensuously smooth) hand. He let an extra beat go by. Very important, that extra moment.

Rush the initial greeting and the client felt less valued and less inclined to approve campaigns. It was pretty much the same when approaching women, too.

“I’m here to learn all about you and what you want so Peck and Davilla can make it happen.” He spoke with a practiced, warm sincerity accompanied by a practiced, warm smile. Maybe he kicked the smile up a notch.

As he released her hand, Terry Simmons blinked behind her smart-girl glasses.

He pulled out a chair at the conference table. “Would you like some coffee? A soft drink?”

“Just water, thanks.” She smiled.

Was there a little added warmth in the smile? Why, yes, he believed there was.

Jonathan had a good feeling about this. As an intern poured water and everyone got settled, he returned to his seat and picked up his iPhone. If Jennifer couldn’t make it, perhaps the luscious Terry Simmons might enjoy a weekend at the beach.

“Jonathan?”

At the sound of Terry’s husky, seductive voice, he glanced up.

“I brought our current Flex-Time brochures to give everyone an idea about the company.” She pushed a bundle across the table. “I’m open to any ideas.” Her generous lips curved upward.


Open to any ideas. Message received. It’s good to be me. Quickly tapping Send, Jonathan pocketed his cell and reached for the brochures.

Had he not been distracted, he might have noticed that in his electronic little black book, “Allen, Jennifer” was perilously close to “ALL”—close enough that it would have behooved him to double check which line he’d highlighted before sending the text.

But he didn’t.
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SOPHIE CALLAHAN SQUEALED and clamped her hand over her mouth. Her cell had just buzzed with an incoming text: Up for a hurricane party? Scored company beach house for weekend! Might run late. Will meet you there. Pick up steaks and breakfast? Key code #3214.

It was from Jonathan Black, Peck and Davilla’s handsome, charismatic, talented, dynamic, sexy and irresistible Creative Director. Sigh and double sigh.

Sophie read the message three times, just to make sure she hadn’t hallucinated it. Then she glanced around the room of copywriters, production artists, junior designers and image developers. In other words, newbies, all hoping to climb out of the pit. And it looked as though, she, Sophie Callahan, had just hauled herself over the edge.

No one else held a phone. Sophie waited, listening for buzzes and chirps. Had anyone else from the pit been invited to the party?

No? Then she’d really and truly caught the eye of Jonathan Black. And in a good way. Clutching her phone, she closed her eyes and exhaled, feeling relief more than anything. Relief that she’d accomplished a goal for which she’d sacrificed her entire social life.


For a year, she’d targeted Jonathan Black as the Creative Director she wanted to work with. For a year, she’d studied his past ad campaigns, analyzed his style, figured out which Peck and Davilla creatives he favored and studied their styles, and then put herself around them whenever she could. For a year, she’d volunteered for scut work and had done favors—many favors. She’d learned as much as she could and she’d given away ideas.

And the senior creatives had taken those ideas and used them as their own, especially Ross, one of the art directors.

That was okay. That was how the game was played. But Sophie knew when they used her ideas and they knew when they used her ideas. And after she disingenuously and publicly gushed her delight that they’d found her idea worthy, others knew it, too.

But it was her audacity during last Monday’s meeting that must have finally pinged Jonathan’s radar.

Ross’s team had been pitching the second time to a retirement developer who’d hated their first ideas. All of them. Jonathan was sitting in as they’d scrambled not to lose the account. Knowing this, Sophie had intercepted an intern from Production and offered to deliver last-minute mock-ups to the meeting.

And then she’d stayed, ignoring pointed glances and a long look from Jonathan.

Sophie had studied this campaign as she’d studied the others and she didn’t like it. It wasn’t all that much different from the first one. Ross and his team weren’t getting it, and Sophie could tell the clients didn’t think so, either.

The P&D team was treating the retirement community as though it housed relics from an ancient civilization. The people in the illustrations didn’t look like her grandparents. Her grandparents traveled, they volunteered—they went to the gym, for Pete’s sake. They didn’t spend their days sitting on a bench surrounded by azaleas and grinning goofily at each other like the couple in the picture Ross held.

And that’s when Sophie had laughed. The room had grown tense and silent and the small sound drew everyone’s attention. Not what she’d planned, but she brazened it out.

She gestured to the picture. “They’re so not my grandparents. My grandparents are all about use it or lose it.”

“And these two look like they’ve lost it,” one of the client reps said, which was exactly what Sophie had been going to say.

Aware of Jonathan’s sharp, unsmiling gaze upon her, she was glad she hadn’t.

“This is—” one of the Worthington (Because You’re Worth It) reps waved at the display and slumped in his seat “—depressing.”

“The presentation reflects the tone you told us you were going for,” Jonathan reminded them. “We stayed on message.”

“We said ‘upscale serenity,’ not ‘sit around and wait for the white light.’”

Jonathan interrupted the nervous chuckles. “So we don’t want to emphasize calm and peaceful.” He gestured for Ross to remove the storyboard. “Now we know. Don’t feel you have to stick with your original idea. Let us kick this around and come at it from another direction.”

The Worthington people exchanged looks and the rep spoke. “Jonathan, I don’t think we’re on the same wavelength.”

Wave. Sophie’s cue. “What about Ross’s cruise idea?” Which was actually Sophie’s idea. Which she’d just thought of.

“Cruise?” one of the clients asked.

Ross sent her a murderous glance and shook his head. “It was just a thought. It didn’t fit the Worthington image.”

But Jonathan had picked up on the client’s interest. “They want to go in a different direction. Maybe it fits now. Outline the idea for us.”

Heart pounding, Sophie was afraid she’d gone too far. “My grandparents are always saying they could live on a cruise ship, so Ross was thinking about cruising through retirement and making the ads all bright and peppy like a cruise line’s instead of lifeless and boring.” Oops. She hadn’t meant to say “lifeless and boring.” Never criticize the client’s idea. To his face. And never never never say anything negative about a pitch.

The Worthington people perked up. Ross, pro that he was, was already sketching out a few ideas. “When I saw the plans for your complex, I remember thinking that living there would be like being on a permanent vacation.” And he was off.

Sophie stayed quiet, aware that Jonathan was studying her. She met his eyes once and smiled before turning her attention to Ross’s extemporaneous presentation. Well, not all her attention. Jonathan wasn’t the type of man a woman could ignore.

After the clients had left, just when Ross had been about to lay into her, Jonathan approached. “Great save, Ross.” They exchanged a look. The other man gave a tight nod and retreated, but Sophie knew she’d hear about it later.

“What’s your name?” Jonathan asked her.

“Sophie Callahan.”

He pulled out his phone. “You’ve got balls, Sophie Callahan.”

“I—”

“Don’t ever do that again.”

She clamped her mouth shut.

His gaze flicked over her. “I need your contact info.”

Her voice sounding eager in spite of her best efforts, Sophie supplied it.


Jonathan entered her number and pocketed his phone. “You’re lucky the cruise angle worked.”

And did she say “thanks” and leave it at that? No. “It wasn’t luck. I studied the account and I researched the demographics.”

“Your grandparents,” he said dryly.

“And their friends.” She met his gaze. No use backing down now, even though her heart drummed so hard she could hear her pulse.

Something shifted in his eyes. He liked beautiful women, Sophie knew. Everyone knew. And he liked them with a certain sensual seasoning. Sophie was not beautifully seasoned. She was cute. And energetic. Not perky—energetic. There was a difference.

She wasn’t Jonathan’s type romantically, but a dinner out wouldn’t be such a bad thing, since she could impress him during some one-on-one time. Sophie had no illusions about Jonathan. He was not a long-term guy, but he was enormously talented and she wanted the experience of working with him. If it took a couple of dates to get that chance, fine.

“We work in teams,” he told her.

“So I’ve heard.”

“You’re not a team player.”

“Maybe I need a better team.”

Suddenly, he grinned. “Maybe you do.”

A beat passed and Sophie stopped breathing. Please, please, please put me on your team.

His expression turned speculative. “You and Ross bounce off each other pretty good.”

“Ross?” No. No-no-no-no-no. “He likes to work alone.”

“I know. But creatively, he might need some shaking up. You strike me as the sort of person who shakes things up.”

The man was toying with her. She could see it in his eyes. Talk about a disastrous pairing—for Sophie, anyway. Ross had used her ideas before and if she were officially assigned to his team, she knew she’d never get credit for anything. Never build her portfolio.

“Once concrete sets, it doesn’t shake,” she said. “It cracks and breaks.”

“Careful, Sophie.” Jonathan gave her a hard stare. “Ross has been around a long time. He’s made a lot of contacts. And you need more than one good idea to build a career.”

I’ve had lots of ideas. Several are in current ads. But she hadn’t said anything. By that time, she’d said enough.

After he’d left, Sophie had dropped into a chair in the empty conference room and put her head between her knees. Ross? She was going to end up with Ross? It could have been worse. Jonathan could have fired her.

But now, just four days later, here was an invitation to one of his legendary beach parties! Maybe he wasn’t going to assign her to Ross after all.

“You must have a hot date tonight.”

Sophie opened her eyes to find Aire-An, her partner with the stupidly weird name, looking at her from across their desk. As though the affected spelling would make her stand out.

“It’s got possibilities.” Sophie didn’t have a boyfriend. Not that she didn’t want a boyfriend, but right now she didn’t have time.

“New guy?”

“New opportunity.” She set her phone down and closed her laptop. “I’ve got tons to do, so I’m taking off.”

“Early?” Aire-An goggled at her. “You never leave early. I’m not sure you leave at all.”

“That’s what it takes to get ahead.” She tried not to sound self-righteous, but honestly, as a partner, Aire-An had been an anchor. And not in a steadying way, but a holding back way.

“Yeah, well, I want to have a life, too.”


Sophie cleared off her desk. “The way I see it is that we’re always going to be working crazy hours, so I might as well be working crazy hours on a big project for more money.”

“And more stress.” Aire-An waggled her fingers at Sophie. “Go. Take off. Have a normal Friday night for once.”

It had better not be normal, Sophie thought as she took the stairs to the lobby so she wouldn’t attract notice by waiting for the elevator. See, it was the attention to little details that would get her ahead.

As she crossed the glass-enclosed walkway over the street to the parking garage, she noticed another detail, one maybe not so little. Clouds. And not fluffy, white, friendly clouds, but angry, gray clouds brushing past the downtown skyscrapers.

What had happened to the sun? How sad that she hadn’t known the weather had changed. When Sophie got out of the pit and into a room with a window, she’d know what the weather was doing.

Did Jonathan know? Of course he knew. He’d said “hurricane party” as a heads-up for stormy weather, not an actual hurricane. Jonathan had his own office with a lovely window and, currently, Jonathan was in a conference room with an even lovelier window. He’d seen the clouds. Daily afternoon showers were common in the late summer.

The concrete and metal stairs echoed as Sophie descended to the Peck and Davilla employee parking level in the garage.

Listening, she didn’t hear other cars starting up and hadn’t encountered anyone else who might be leaving for a weekend at the beach.

Good. That probably meant a team retreat instead of a big bash. Sophie had heard rumors of a client who might spring for a Super Bowl ad, the Holy Grail of TV advertising. Oh, to be assigned to that creative team. What a career booster, not to mention a jewel in her portfolio. The trick was to stand out and still be considered a team player.

Yeah, yeah. Jonathan said he wanted team players, but he’d invited Sophie to the beach house and Aire-An, the ultimate team player, was stuck drawing toothpaste tubes for mock-ups.

Fifteen minutes later, Sophie parked her car on the street in front of the midtown-area townhouse she shared with a couple of roommates. It was in an excellent location with a short commute, but only two bathrooms and a two-car garage. And not so much communal living space.

Her roommates weren’t home. Inhaling, Sophie paused to enjoy a rare moment of solitude. And then she started packing.

As soon as Sophie had learned of Jonathan’s beach-house parties, she’d shopped for the perfect swimsuit for swimming and the perfect swimsuit for not swimming, as well as appropriate cover-ups. Business beach party—talk about a wardrobe challenge. Now her preparations were going to pay off big-time.

Sophie’s goal was to arrive first, or at least early enough to stake out her territory and establish herself as a hostess. As someone in charge. Someone who had her act together. And looked attractive doing it. Sure, it was a throwback to the fifties, but in a way, so was Jonathan. If Sophie had to be the girl who went for coffee, so to speak, then she’d do it.

Speaking of…he’d assigned her steaks and breakfast. Kind of a lot for one person, but she was the newbie, so she’d have to suck it up this time.

But steaks and breakfast for how many people? Was Jonathan planning to grill outside if the weather cleared, or in the kitchen broiler? Did he need propane or charcoal?

Breakfast—did that mean coffee, too? Was there a grinder at the beach house, or should she buy the coffee already ground? Jonathan loved a good cup of coffee, so maybe Sophie should bring her own grinder. And what kind of breakfast? Doughnuts? Or the full bacon-and-eggs weekend feast?

It was four o’clock. Commuter traffic would already be clogging the streets. Sophie still had to shave her legs—clearly no time to book a wax—and apply self-tanner, something she knew from personal experience should not be rushed.

Taking a deep, centering breath, she opened her laptop and started a new project list, the first ever to include groceries.

By the time Sophie had touched up her pedicure and packed the car, gusts were jostling every annoying set of wind chimes on the block.

Rain started spitting as she drove to the grocery store. According to the gleeful weathercasters, always happy to have something exciting to report, the storm had jogged north and bands of tropical-storm-force wind and rain would lash the upper Texas coast this weekend.

Well, that didn’t sound like any fun. From the parking lot of the grocery store, Sophie checked for a follow-up text from Jonathan. Nothing. In fact, nothing from anyone. The party was still on. Okay, then. She pushed open the car door and the wind caught it. Sophie barely stopped it from slamming into the minivan parked alongside. These were some serious gusts. She pushed down her skirt even though she wore her swimsuit beneath it, and hurried into the crowded grocery store to buy steaks and breakfast.
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ADRIAN DEAN SCOWLED down at the sand beneath the wooden steps leading from the front door of the elevated beach house to a walkway that stopped right at the beach.

He’d come to stand outside on the porch and enjoy the churning ocean and the roiling black clouds and the gusty wind and then, when a crack of lightning had split the horizon, he’d jumped like a girl and dropped the metal pole he’d been disassembling.

On impact, the special, custom-designed bolt had not retracted into the special, custom-designed storage slot the way it was supposed to, but had ejected onto the porch where, driven by the gritty wind, it had rolled through one of the generous gaps in the porch flooring and fallen to the sand.

Even now, blowing sand was hiding the silver glint from Adrian’s view. Stupid wind.

“Of course.” He exhaled and knew he had to search for the bolt because otherwise, his portable, easy assemble, easy disassemble, prototype home gym would be a useless collection of poles and springs.

Moving quickly, he opened the sliding glass door and put the pole inside with the others, then descended the stairs to ground level. Or rather sand level.


He didn’t dither. Because Adrian Dean was not a ditherer—even though he’d just spent five days dithering at the beach.

Over an ad campaign. Just an ad campaign. Or rather two proposals for ad campaigns. Two good, really good proposals. From two really good agencies, one of which owned this very beach house. But two different proposals and he couldn’t make up his mind which one to select for the launch of his new portable gym.

Maybe he couldn’t pick because he’d decided to go all-out and invest in Super Bowl advertising. It was expensive and he’d never considered it before talking with the Peck and Davilla folks. But they showed him how it made sense to consolidate his advertising budget and go for a big splash. People looked forward to Super Bowl ads, they were discussed and analyzed before and after the game, which resulted in bonus advertising for the companies as well as the ad firms. That’s why P&D offered an incredible deal on their fee and assigned their very best to the project.

Adrian was no expert, but he could see the difference between the small local firm he’d been using in Tulsa, where he lived, and P&D. He would never have been able to afford a campaign like the one they proposed plus the expense of broadcast time without the break they’d given him. Definitely worth it.

What he hadn’t told P&D was that he’d previously approached Mod Media in Dallas. When he’d let them know why he’d decided to go with P&D, they heard the magic words “Super Bowl” and asked for another meeting. Adrian hesitated, but since he’d increased his budget, he thought it was only fair to see their new pitch.

It was great, but a different great. And now, he didn’t know which one to pick.

Adrian stared out at the white caps and the dark clouds moving in. What a metaphor for his state of mind. He could fool himself by thinking he was making a simple marketing choice, but the reality was that if the portable gym took off, his fitness-and-lifestyle company could become huge. Bigger than Adrian could handle by himself. Big enough that Adrian would no longer be able to work personally with clients. So his choice was really whether he wanted to lose the one-on-one interaction he enjoyed in order to grow his business and help more people.

The business was almost to that point now, thanks to his Web site and the regional advertising he’d done the past two years.

On the other hand, this new expensive campaign could be a big bust and cost him his life savings. Yeah. There was that.

P&D figured he was having second thoughts about the Super Bowl-ad cost and had loaned him the beach house so he could take a few days and think. Adrian had been expecting a cottage on stilts, not this…beach mansion.

Did he feel guilty about not telling them they had competition? Mildly. But he also knew this was a psychological move to make him feel obligated to them, so Adrian was calling it even.

Now he scanned the area around his feet, but couldn’t see the bolt. Oh, no. That would have been too easy. It was somewhere, beneath the stairs, hidden in the debris, both human and maritime, blowing in from the beach.

People were pigs. He had a new hatred for plastic bottles. And don’t get him started on six-pack ring tabs. How could there be a soul left in the universe who hadn’t seen pitiful footage of birds and fish caught in the things?

A tumbleweed scratched past his calves. Weren’t tumble weeds supposed to be in the desert?

He looked up at the sky as rain suddenly mixed with the wind. “Oh, yes. Let’s bring on the rain because poking around in sandy beach trash isn’t bad enough.”


Adrian had been watching the local weather on the TV ever since he noticed people at neighboring beach houses either leaving or hammering plywood to the window frames.

The forecasters said it was a tropical storm—not even a hurricane. Yet, they warned ominously. And maybe not ever. It wasn’t supposed to hit Texas—until it bobbled and turned into a big, sloppy storm that might strengthen. Might.

Bobble? Might? Maybe?

No thanks. Adrian had grown up in the Midwest. What he knew were tornadoes which possibly—another wafflely word—could accompany the storm.

So without dithering, he’d called Peck and Davilla and told them he was leaving. He hadn’t told them his decision and they hadn’t asked. Which was good, because he hadn’t decided. Five days and he still couldn’t decide.

Adrian stared at the sand, about to dig for a bolt that he needed, literally, to hold his future together. His future was Adrian Dean’s Lean Machine. Or Dean’s Green Machine, depending on which campaign he chose.

The rain let up and the wind calmed as the cloud band passed. A couple of car doors slammed as yet more surfers whooped and hollered their way to the beach.

In spite of its name, Surfside wasn’t a prime surfing area compared to Hawaii or Australia, and the beach was the typical Gulf-coast brown, flecked with bits of tar from the offshore drilling rigs. But he’d enjoyed the break and the privacy and now it was time to get the heck out of Dodge.

Behind the house, another car slowly made its way down the road running parallel to the ocean. More surfers looking for a place to park. They’d better not block him in.

Adrian crouched down, brushed at the sand and shook a ripped Doritos bag, but still couldn’t find the bolt.

A car door slammed, closer than before. Footsteps muffled by the sand approached and stopped right in front of him.

“I was sure I was going to be the first one here.”

Adrian stared at a pair of hot-pink flip-flops and paler pink toenails, and then lifted his gaze up nicely toned legs. Nicely toned except for those gracilis muscles of the inner thigh. She needed to adjust her workout. He’d start by having her—

“I’d object to you staring up my skirt, except I’m wearing a swimsuit under it.” She batted at said skirt, which blocked all points north, including her face. “So don’t get all excited because you aren’t seeing anything you aren’t going to see later.”

Adrian quickly stood. After an intro like that, who cared about a missing bolt?

She had pale blue-green eyes with an exotic tilt that kept her from looking too “girl next door-ish” in spite of the ponytail, slightly pug nose and a few freckles.


OEBPS/Images/02.jpg
Blaze





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg
HARLEQUIN®

ASTERDA » AR - SYONEY < HABURG
STOCKHOLM - THENS - TOKYO - LA - MADAIC





