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        Thirty years ago, four foster brothers made a pact to protect the girl they loved and the secret of the night the mudslides swept their home into the sea.

        But past loves and secrets rarely stay buried, and the Harlan brothers are about to find out what happens when ghosts from beyond the grave come back to haunt them…

      

      

      

      
        
        BOOK #2: THE OTHER SIDE OF THE STORM

      

      

      

      
        
        When jilted bride Cassidy Bianca is stranded in the middle of a summer storm, sexy silver fox Will Harlan steps in to save her. A decorated veteran and the new ferry captain, Will is one of the most sought-after bachelors on Drake Isle – and one of the most reclusive.

        Forced to take refuge together during the storm, their undeniable chemistry turns into a night of both passion and danger. But as their connection deepens, so do shadows of their pasts.

        Cassidy is haunted by deep-seated betrayal, while Will carries scars from a traumatic childhood. And even as they begin to trust one another, Will’s connection to an unsolved murder rocks the island and threatens to pull them apart for good.

        Can one night on the stormy seas give way to something lasting? Or will the scars of Will and Cassidy’s family trauma linger on and prevent love from ever taking root?

        If you like small towns and second chance romance, along with a little bit of island mystery, then you’ll love this spin-off book in the Drake Isle series!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Will

      

      

      

      Will Harlan opened up the throttle and took his speed boat into a hairpin turn. Then another. And another. A crowd of college kids sitting on a nearby pontoon boat whistled and raised their beer cans. He cut tight circles across the bay, weaving in and out of the other vessels, crisscrossing his own wake until he had to cut his speed or risk flipping the damn thing. Clouds scuttled across the sky, warning of a late afternoon storm, but he didn’t pay much attention. He’d spent most of his life, and all of his career, on the water. It was in his blood, in his bones.

      “You’re crazy,” his buddy Lon said when Will finally eased the boat back into its marina slip. “Thought you were gonna take out that whole family in the sailboat.”

      Will squinted across the water. “I know what I’m doing.”

      “Sure, you do. But they don’t.” Lon pointed at the boats bobbing in the bay. “Three-quarters of ‘em rented those things for the day. They got thirty minutes of instruction from some kid working here on summer break who’s probably never even seen the open ocean.”

      Will shrugged. He knew how to handle himself on the water, and he knew how to avoid people who didn’t.

      “You workin’ tomorrow?” Lon asked and offered him a beer, but Will shook his head. He didn’t mix boats and booze.

      “For the next six days straight, yep.” He cracked open a bottle of water and drank deeply.

      “You look like hell, by the way,” Lon said.

      “Thanks a lot.” Lon wasn’t a long-time friend, but a good guy Will had met at the start of the summer. Lon pushed papers at an office inland, but he liked to fish and drink and shoot the shit on his downtime, and they’d spent more than a few weekends doing just that. He didn’t know much about Will’s past and didn’t ask, which Will appreciated.

      “You should see the other guy,” Will added, his usual response. Lon just grinned.

      Will touched the edge of his eye, where one bruise was fading to a dull purplish-blue. The cuts on his knuckles had finally started to scab over. Didn’t matter. He was used to living with scars.

      Lon stared across the bay as the wind picked up. Whitecaps studded the water. “Storm’s coming in.” He tucked his empty bottle into the insulated tote he always carried around. He was part redneck, part nerd, an oddly solitary guy. Maybe that was why they got along, Will thought. Neither one of them fit any kind of mold.

      “I gotta run the ferry back over to the island tonight, get her tied up before it hits.” Will scanned the sky. He had an hour, maybe less, before the rain and wind began.

      “Aw-right, man.” Lon pumped Will’s hand a couple times in goodbye. “Good luck. Stay safe.”

      “Thanks.” Will hadn’t been sure what to expect when he took over the job as Drake Isle’s ferry captain, but most of the time it was a hell of a lot easier than his twenty years in the Coast Guard. He didn’t mind the hours, didn’t even mind the monotony of taking people back and forth from the island to the mainland eight times a day. He’d done it for almost seven months now, and he’d gotten used to the routine, used to the regulars who rode with him day in and day out. His biggest adjustment had been finding a place to live that was close to the marina.

      Right now he rented a room at an inn near the coast. Lon had recommended the place; he did the owner’s taxes. The place was cramped and smelled of the seafood restaurant next door, but it was okay for the short term. Will only needed a place to crash and put his head at the end of the day. He’d figure out something different long-term. Or not. Honestly, he wasn’t sure how long he’d stay on as captain. Already, he felt an itch in his soul.

      Today, in anticipation of bad weather, ferry service had been suspended after four, and he had to get the boat back to Drake Isle to be ready for the first morning run. He’d stay with his older brother Darren, head of an island construction crew, once he got there.

      “See ya next weekend,” Will said to Lon, and waved before heading up the road.

      Storm’s coming in.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Cassidy

      

      

      

      Half a mile away, Cassidy Bianca stood in the bathroom at the Willamette Interfaith Chapel and wept. She could hear the hushed voices outside the locked door, the worry, the disbelief in guests’ voices.

      Yes, she thought as mascara ran down her cheeks. It’s true. My fiancé just left me at the altar.

      Just thinking the words brought a fresh wave of shame to the back of her throat, and she yanked off her veil.

      “This. Is. Not. Happening.” Maybe if she said it aloud, the last hour would rewind itself, and she’d be standing at the front of the chapel, exchanging vows and rings with Kerry Lincoln the Third. She closed her eyes tight, then opened them again.

      Nope.

      She was still hiding in the bathroom, still a jilted bride.

      “Cass?” Her twin sister Whitney knocked on the door. “Let me in.”

      “No.” I’ll never get over this. Never, as long as I live. The embarrassment. The complete disappointment, the failure. How would she face anyone? My God, her friends were probably already posting on social media about how the Wedding of the Year had gone south.

      “I want to be alone,” she said and rubbed at her face with a wad of tissues.

      A pause from outside, then a fresh round of knocking. “Come on, Cass. Please.”

      Cassidy leaned against the porcelain sink and stared at her pathetic, mascara-streaked reflection. Whitney would never have ended up in this situation. Whitney would’ve picked the perfect boyfriend who became the perfect husband to match her perfect life. Perfect looks, perfect brain, a perfect job, a perfect home. Nothing about Whitney was the least bit messy or out of place.

      Well, except for one thing, of course.

      Cassidy unlocked the bathroom door and opened it wide enough that her twin sister, older by exactly eight minutes, could roll in her wheelchair. She wore a cornflower blue bridesmaid’s dress and held a spray of white roses and lilies in her lap.

      “I’m so sorry,” Whitney said, but that was enough. Cassidy wilted into her sister’s lap and let the tears come.

      Why hadn’t she seen this coming? Was she that blind? That stupid? She blew her nose and pulled pins out of her hair. Stupid updo that cost four hundred dollars. Stupid makeup artist that cost another two hundred. She scrubbed her face until it was raw.

      “Do you want to stay at my place tonight?” Whitney asked, but Cassidy shook her head.

      She wanted to flee. Or get rip-roaring drunk. Maybe both. “Is anyone still out there?” she asked.

      “I don’t know. Want me to check?”

      Cassidy nodded. The last thing she needed was to run into the priest or a groomsman or one of the two hundred guests who’d come to see a wedding today.

      “Okay. Hang on.” Whitney wheeled herself out and let the door close behind her.

      Cassidy slid to the floor, still in her three-thousand-dollar dress and not caring if she got it dirty. Her face burned. Her stomach churned. She dropped her forehead to her knees and closed her eyes. She’d wasted almost four years on Kerry, and for what? To be embarrassed in front of her friends and relatives?

      It was Benji Carson, his best man, who delivered the news. Red-faced and out of breath, he looked as if he’d just run a marathon from the guest house where Kerry and his friends had spent the night.

      “Ah, Cass, listen,” he began, and it all went downhill from there.

      “…isn’t sure anymore…”

      “…doesn’t want to hurt you…”

      She couldn’t remember exactly what Benji had said, only that she’d stared at him and thought it was a joke at first. The words didn’t make sense. She was nervous, so was he, this was all a big prank with cameras watching somewhere, and they’d laugh about it afterwards. Kerry had a weird sense of humor, after all.

      “I’m so sorry,” Benji finally said, and backed out of the dressing room with an apologetic expression.

      Cassidy wiped her nose on the skirt of her dress. She wondered if it was too late to return it, even for half the price. She’d loved it the minute she’d set eyes on it, all the layers of tulle and beading and a vee in the back that showed off the muscles she’d worked so hard to develop over the last year.

      “Fuck it.” She pushed herself up and splashed water on her face. Going to the gym had been Kerry’s idea. So had this wedding at the coastal chapel and the honeymoon in Paris. She hadn’t had a say in any of it; she’d just gone along with whatever he wanted, thrilled that someone like him had chosen someone like her in the first place.

      Everyone’s gone, Whitney texted. It’s safe to come out.

      Cassidy dried her hands and face and took a deep breath. Then she reached out and gripped the door knob. This will be the hardest thing you’ll ever have to do, walk out of this room. If she told herself that, maybe she could bear everything that came after.

      “Cassidy!”

      As soon as she walked out into the hallway, her mother threw herself at Cassidy and wailed. “Oh honey, are you alright? I can’t, I just can’t believe he did that.”

      Cassidy sent Whitney a withering look. I thought you said everyone was gone, she mouthed to her sister.

      Sorry, Whitney mouthed back. You know I can’t get rid of Mom.

      Cassidy knew.

      “I’m okay, Mom.” Really, she wasn’t, but the last thing she wanted to do was stand there in her wedding dress and console her mother. “Better that he said it now instead of a year from now.”

      Of course, to be technical, Kerry hadn’t said anything at all. He hadn’t had the balls to face her. He’d sent his best man to do the dirty work. But it didn’t matter.

      What’s done is done.

      “He should have said it yesterday. Or last week. He shouldn’t have waited until ten minutes before you were supposed to walk down the aisle!” her mother seethed.

      “Agreed.” Cassidy unwound herself from the clinging embrace. “Mom, I have to go. I have to change and…” And do what? Go where? She had no idea, but she wasn’t staying here any longer than she had to.

      “Where are you going?”

      “I don’t know. Just…away.” She gathered the train of her dress in both hands and hurried down the hall, back toward the dressing room where just an hour ago, she was putting on her wedding jewelry and wondering whether they’d be lucky enough to get pregnant on their honeymoon. She’d always wanted kids, the sooner the better.

      Fresh tears flowed as she reached the dressing room. She tore off her clothes, all the way down to the matching white lingerie set she’d spent another two hundred dollars on, and pulled on a t-shirt, cut-off jeans and flip flops.

      I’ll call you tomorrow, she texted her sister.

      Where are you going?

      Not sure.

      Cassidy tucked her phone in her pocket, put her purse over her shoulder, then found the back exit and slipped outside. Above her, storm clouds rolled in, and the air smelled of seawater. She’d only been to this part of Massachusetts once before. She was a small-town Rhode Island girl, and they had prettier coastlines there than anywhere else. But again, Kerry had chosen this spot to get married, and she’d willingly agreed.

      She looked around for a minute, then found a sidewalk that sloped downhill toward the water. She followed the path without thinking. Maybe sitting by the ocean would calm her. It always did, back home. A few fat droplets of rain spattered her face, and she looked up.

      “Of course it’s raining.” What else could possibly go wrong today? She walked faster, hoping she might find a dive bar with a view. She could order a drink, talk to a stranger, pretend she was someone else.

      I like the sound of that.

      Thunder clapped, and she jumped. She clung to her purse strap, tight over her shoulder, and made a beeline for the first building she saw when the sidewalk turned to sand. It might not be a bar, but at least it was shelter.

      She only realized her mistake after she stepped inside.

      This wasn’t a building at all, but just a lean-to with a counter and a walkway to the ferry boat. Price lists hung over the counter, but the place echoed with emptiness. Cassidy looked around.

      Drake Isle Ferry Service Suspended - Weather read a hand-lettered sign propped against the cash register.

      She ran her fingers over the worn, smooth wood of the counter. She’d heard of Drake Isle but had never been there. She’d heard it was prettier than either Nantucket or Martha’s Vineyard. Probably just as expensive, Cassidy thought. Still, she stared past the counter and wished the storm would hold its breath. At this point, she didn’t care what Drake Isle was like. It could be abandoned, windswept, or ugly. Didn’t matter. She’d still hop on the ferry, go to the island and forget the last two hours of her life.

      “Hello?” She walked past the counter. No one stopped her. The place was utterly deserted. A plastic chain hung across the walkway to the boat, but she stepped over it. I’ll just look around. It wasn’t going anywhere, after all. She’d walk around the deck, breathe the air, and maybe scream a few curse words at the sky. Then she’d go back to Whitney’s hotel room for the night and figure out what came next.

      The ferry rocked on the choppy water, but it was still tied up to the pier. Cassidy tested the walkway – seemed secure enough. She looked around and saw no one. In less than ten steps she was on the boat, and a little thrill of excitement mixed with disobedience ran through her. Light rain spit down, but the storm was holding off for now. She wandered the length of the ferry’s bottom level, peeking inside at the protected seats, then up at the two exterior decks. She got all the way to the bow, put both hands on the railing, and dared herself to look over.

      Cassidy’s breath caught. The water was dark and choppy, foamy in places, too. The nose of the ferry bounced up and down, slapping against the waves. A sliver of fear moved through her. Time to go.

      She turned around just as the rain picked up, and this time it wasn’t spitting but unloading itself on the world below. Fantastic. She’d be drenched by the time she made it back to solid ground. Torrents poured down, and she shoved at the closest door to find shelter. Unlocked, it easily swung open, and she stepped over the threshold.

      I’ll just wait it out for a few minutes.

      But before she knew what was happening, an engine beneath her feet started up with a rumble. Cassidy froze. The horn blared twice, a great plume of smoke billowed out the back, and to her utter surprise, the ferry rocked, rolled, and left shore.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Will

      

      

      

      Will stood behind the controls in the wheelhouse and stared at the fast-dying light outside. This storm had come in sooner and stronger than he’d expected. Whitecaps licked the surface of the bay, and the ferry swayed gently from side to side. Far in the distance, lightning split the sky. He peered through the windows. He hated heading straight into a storm. He had half a mind to call it a night and leave the ferry at the mainland, but he’d already told the island crew he’d get back to Drake Isle for the morning run. And Will Harlan never backed down from a commitment. Or a challenge. Especially if it took place on the water.

      He rolled his head from side to side and cracked his neck. This might be a challenge, but it was far from the toughest he’d faced as a sailor. The Drake Isle ferry was big and solidly built, with a low, wide center of gravity that sailed well in the bay between the mainland and the island. This storm would be quick, and if he had to, he could ride it out in the open waters. Will eyed the sky, the weather report, the sea in front of him. Then his pulse settled, and he chartered his plan to cross to Drake Isle.

      The first ten minutes were easy, the waters still protected close to the mainland. The rain sliced sideways, but the wind eased up, and for a short while he thought it might blow over. He eased up the speed, checked his controls and the latest reports, and sagged back onto his seat. One wrist lolled against the wheel as he scanned the sky. Mottled, blue-black, angry. Yep, summer storm if I ever saw one.

      He wouldn’t have cell service in another few minutes, so he sent his brother a short text.

      Crashing at your place tonight. Bringing the ferry over.

      In the storm? OK, was the only response.

      Will set his phone aside. Darren knew as well as anyone that his brother could sail a ship in any kind of weather. Hell, Will had two Distinguished Service medals and a Silver Star from his years in the Coast Guard.

      Would’ve had a trophy as a kid, too, if my father could’ve stopped drinking long enough to take me to swim practice.

      Will scrubbed one hand over his face to chase away the thought. Childhood memories sneaked up on him when he least expected it. Who the hell was his father, anyway? Not Ricky-John, the asshole who’d put his mother into an early grave. Carl Harlan was the only father figure Will had ever looked up to, and that man would’ve done anything to make sure his foster boys were happy.

      It was just too late by the time I got to the island, Will thought with regret. Twelve years old when he ended up with Mama Jo and Carl at Burnt Rock Cove, he’d given up on competitive swimming. He’d given up on just about everything.

      Now he gripped the ferry’s controls and leaned forward. Up ahead, sea swells awaited him, though here and there the sky looked a fraction brighter. Maybe. Or maybe that was his imagination. Things always get worse before they get better. He slowed the boat to a crawl and decided to take a quick walk around to double-check everything. Didn’t need to lose a deck chair or a life jacket on his way over to the island.

      He left the wheelhouse and walked around the upper deck, making sure the chairs were secured, the long boxes holding the life rafts locked in place. Two flags, one for the country, one for the state, whipped in the wind. The temperature had dropped, the air now uncharacteristically cool for mid-July. Gooseflesh raised on his bare arms. The rain started up again, sideways this time, and he ducked back inside and headed down the interior staircase. This led to the wide-open main deck, lined with padded benches that overlooked wide windows. At the back was a small counter that served snacks and drinks most days.

      Will stepped inside and glanced around. Nothing out of the ordinary here. Nothing that looked like it might slip or slide out of place. He checked the two restroom doors – also secure. Satisfied, he turned to head back upstairs.

      And stopped.

      “What the hell?”

      Huddled on a bench near the back of the ferry sat a terrified-looking woman. He’d never seen her before. Blonde hair fell down around her shoulders. Mascara streaked her face. She wore shorts and flip flops and had her legs pulled up to her chest. Beside her sat a tiny purse and a phone. Her entire body shook, though whether from the cold or from fear, he had no idea.

      “Who – what are you doing here?” He looked back over his shoulder. “How did you get on board?”

      “I…” Her lips were trembling along with the rest of her. “I don’t know.”

      “You don’t know how you got on my boat?”

      Before she could answer, the ferry lurched to the left, and she let out a shriek. Will’s fists clenched. Unbelievable. Of all the things he’d thought he might encounter on this trip, a stowaway wasn’t one of them. He scratched his stubbled chin. He didn’t have time to take her back to shore, whoever she was. Nor did he have time to comfort her, though she looked like she could use it. He needed to get across the bay before the storm really set in.

      Will shook his head and walked over to the woman, taking her by one wrist. “Come upstairs with me. It’s the safest place.”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Cassidy

      

      

      

      The man was tall, golden-eyed, broad-shouldered, and more than a little pissed off. Still, the minute he’d appeared, she breathed a sigh of relief. She’d stood rooted to the spot for a long few minutes as the ferry left shore, shocked into stillness. The sky was dark, the wind cruelly cold. By the time she thought to pull out her phone and call or text for help, she didn’t have any cell service.

      I’m stuck on a ferry? In the middle of a thunderstorm? This would literally happen to no one except her. She thought of her mother, then of Whitney, then of her other bridesmaids, her grandparents, the friends who’d traveled for her wedding. She hadn’t told anyone where she was headed. She just walked out of the chapel and disappeared.

      They’ll be freaking out right now. Probably filing a missing person report.

      Cassidy started biting at a fingernail. Maybe they’ll think I went to a bar to drown my sorrows. Maybe they’re not looking for me at all.

      She shook away the thoughts and instead focused on the man whose broad, strong hand still encircled her wrist. “Thank you,” she began.

      Without a word he tugged her up the stairs. Muscular calves flexed with each step.

      “I’m sorry,” she added as they climbed. “I had no idea –”

      “That you weren’t supposed to get on the ferry? You didn’t see the signs that said service was cancelled for the day?”

      She didn’t answer.

      Though it wasn’t yet dusk, the sky was dark, the water too. Lightning scarred the sky, and she swallowed, suddenly thirsty. Fear replaced her sadness. “I’m sorry,” she said again. “I didn’t think you were leaving shore. I didn’t know you were on the ferry at all.”

      “Ditto.” His voice was deep and steady, and he seemed unaffected by the storm that tossed the ferry. Of course, he probably sailed through weather like this all the time.

      “Are we – where are we going?”

      At that, he turned all the way around and gave her a half-grin. “To Bermuda, of course.”

      “Ber –” She stopped at the glint in his strange golden eyes. Her heart lilted a little, the first touch of humor she’d felt all day. “You’re joking.”

      “Yeah, I am. Of course I am.” He glanced outside and kept climbing. “We’re heading to Drake Isle. That’s the only place this ferry goes, there and back.” He gave her a funny look. “You didn’t know that?”

      “I’m not from around here. I was supposed to…” She trailed off. I was supposed to get married today.

      They reached the top of the stairs, and he led her inside a small, square room in the center of the boat. He pointed at a narrow bench seat. “You can sit over there.” He turned to a set of controls, then looked back at her. “Are you cold?”

      She glanced down at her shorts and t-shirt, her teeth chattering. She was more scared than cold, but she answered, “A little.”

      He nodded and opened the top of another bench seat. Inside rested a stack of scratchy-looking brown blankets, and he tossed her one. “Best I can do.”

      “Thanks.” She wrapped the blanket around herself and sat without speaking, one leg jittering up and down. She checked her cell phone again. Nothing. Briefly she wondered what Whitney might be thinking, or her mother. Or Kerry.

      No! Do not think of him. He is a bastard. A horrible person who led you on and then broke your heart.

      With effort she pushed away the vivid memory of how Benji had come to her dressing room with the news that her dream wedding wouldn’t be happening after all. He’d looked appropriately chagrined as his face turned redder and redder. But had he been surprised at the news? Or had Kerry clued in his friends long before The Big Day? Had they planned his deception together? Or had he made the decision on his own?

      Fat tears rolled down her cheeks, and she let them. She was tired, so tired, and her brain hurt from rolling back the events of the day and trying to understand them.

      A riotous clap of thunder shook the boat, and she jumped.

      The man at the wheel turned as if nothing had happened, as if they were sitting on a park bench on a bright, sunny day. “Can I ask what you’re doing here? I mean, beautiful women don’t typically wander onto my ferry in the middle of a storm. Definitely not alone.”

      Beautiful women?

      Something inside her jumped at his words. He tugged at the baseball cap on his head, and for the first time she allowed herself to appreciate his muscled height, the fitted t-shirt and baggy swim trunks, the way his biceps flexed, the tattoos along each arm and leg. He exuded power and control, and wildly she wondered what he looked like naked.

      Fantasizing over the ferry captain? What is wrong with you, Cass? Get a hold of yourself.

      “Not ready to talk?” he asked.

      “Oh, no,” she said, feeling her cheeks flush. “It’s just…It’s a pathetic story, actually.”

      “Sorry to hear that.”

      She waved one hand in the air and tried to sound nonchalant. “I had kind of a shitty day.”

      He nodded, waited, didn’t say anything else.

      For a long time Cassidy didn’t speak. She just watched the light grow dim outside, watched the water splash on the windows as wind and rain battered the ferry. The ship swayed from side to side, but she didn’t feel seasick. Maybe that was because she had nothing in her stomach; she couldn’t remember the last thing she’d eaten. Brunch with her bridesmaids? Yes, that sounded right, though she’d only managed to choke down a cup of coffee and half a bagel, giddy from nerves.

      I should’ve eaten three plates of food, she thought glumly. Her stomach rumbled, and she pressed a palm against it to quiet it.

      Will looked over. “Hungry?”

      “No.”

      Her gaze slid around the wheelhouse and fastened itself onto a small figurine sitting on the desk, some kind of plastic dog wearing a hula skirt. “I got left at the altar today.” The words came out as a whisper.

      “What?” He whistled. “You’re right, that is shitty. What kind of guy would do that?”

      She shrugged, not trusting herself to answer.

      “So today was supposed to be your wedding day,” he said.

      She nodded and rubbed her nose. She kept her eye on the dog in the skirt. She didn’t want to look at this stranger and see pity on his face. She felt pitiful enough as it was.

      But he chuckled, and at that she did look up. “And instead you’re stuck on a boat in the middle of the ocean, in the middle of a storm, with some guy you just met. Hell, that sounds like a made-for-TV-movie if there ever was one.” His grin was infectious, and she couldn’t help smiling too.

      “I’m not laughing at you,” he added, “But clearly whoever stood you up is about the biggest asshole on the planet, because Jesus, you’re gorgeous.” He studied her for a few seconds. “You don’t seem like you’re some kind of crazy person who forced him into proposing at gunpoint or anything. Are you?”

      Her smile grew. “No. I mean, I might be a little crazy –”

      “We all are,” he said before she could finish. “But I can’t imagine what would make any guy leave you standing at the altar.”

      “Thank you,” she said in a small voice. Her gaze moved to his left hand. No ring. “Are you – were you ever married?”

      “Nope. I was in the Coast Guard for twenty-five years and traveled around a fair amount. Made it hard to settle down. I’m not sure I’m the marrying type, anyway.”

      Twenty-five years? She did some math in her head and wondered how old he was. He had some weathered lines in his face, though they could’ve come from long days under the sun.

      “I’m forty-three,” he said, as if reading her mind. “Retired just last year.”

      Almost before he finished the sentence, the ferry rose up and slammed down, and Cassidy slid off her seat and hit the floor. Hard.

      “Whoa!” He reached down a hand to help her up. “You okay?”

      She nodded, even though she’d bit her lip hard enough to draw blood.

      “Seas can get rough.” He dropped her hand as soon as she was on her feet, and she felt like a baby, wanting to hold it longer, needing comfort.

      She sat down again and looked around at the wide windows of the wheelhouse, the controls and monitors, the giant wheel in the center. A padded chair with cracked leather sat opposite the controls. Similar padded benches lined the rest of the space, and a few old-looking photos hung on the walls.

      Thunder cracked again, and waves thundered against the sides of the ferry. Cassidy grabbed the edge of her seat so she wouldn’t fall a second time, and the man swore under his breath. He checked a few things, made adjustments, and then she could feel the engine under them still to nothing.

      “We’re stopping?” She peered outside. “Are we there?” She didn’t see an island, but it was awfully dark. Maybe they’d already crossed the water and were safe in Drake Isle’s harbor.

      “No. And looks like it’s getting worse before it gets better. Best thing to do is ride it out here, in open water. We’re not moving anywhere until the storm passes.”

      The bow of the boat rose up and then pitched back down again. “Shit,” he swore under his breath. “You get seasick?”

      “I don’t know. I never have,” she said. “But I’ve never been on a boat like this in the middle of a storm.”

      “Fair enough.” He turned the ferry and cut the throttle. “If you start feelin’ that way, let me know. I’ve got some meds somewhere you could take.”

      She pulled the blanket tighter around her shoulders.

      “I’m Will,” he added.

      “Cassidy.”

      He smiled, and for the first time in a long few hours, she felt the tightness in her jaw unclench. Maybe this day wouldn’t end in total horror. Maybe the storm would pass, and she’d get up tomorrow without feeling like she’d been broken in two.

      Then Will’s smile went away, and his next words left her chilled to the bone. “Hold on, Cassidy. I think we might be in for a wild ride.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three
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      Will did his best not to show his frustration. It was challenging enough getting a boat across open water in a storm. Add in a stowaway who didn’t have a clue about sailing, one who was just attractive enough to be distracting, and the situation became a whole lot trickier. The storm was ramping up now, the ferry rocking with every swell, the wind and rain battering them mercilessly.

      It wasn’t the worst storm he’d ever endured; not even close. But neither was it a passing shower. By his calculations, they had another couple of hours before things settled down. So he slowed the engine and turned the boat to a forty-five-degree angle, then dropped the anchor so she had an easier time riding out the waves.

      When he turned back to Cassidy, her eyes were wide with fear, and she was biting at a fingernail.

      “Hey.” He sat on the edge of his captain’s chair. “I know it seems like a bad storm, but it’s not. I’ve been through a lot worse.”

      She dropped her hand back to her lap. “Really? But you said you were in the Coast Guard.”

      He nodded.

      “So you trained for it.”

      “Well, yeah. Listen, Mother Nature can be tough, but we’re tough too. I know how to deal with nights like this. We’re gonna stay right here until the worst is over. By the time it gets light, the storm’ll be on its way.”

      She let a breath slip out. “If you say so.”

      “Trust me?”

      She bit her bottom lip and looked so damn cute he had a hard time not reaching out and touching her bare knee. “I’ll try,” she said. “To be honest, trusting a guy isn’t the easiest thing for me to do right now.”

      “I get it. But I’m not –” He stopped. He was about to say the jerk who left you at the altar, but he figured it was better not to throw salt in that wound. “I’m not someone who would lie to you,” he said instead.

      She gave him a small smile, and he took that as a victory.

      “We should head downstairs, at least for a while,” he said, getting up. “The lower the better in a storm. I want to double-check a couple things down there, anyway.”

      She gave him a look of trepidation but got to her feet. “If you say so.”

      “Hang onto the railings,” he said and tried not to notice the way her t-shirt clung to her curves, or the way her shorts rode up on her slim legs. Unexpected anger bloomed inside him at the guy who’d hurt her, who’d promised to marry her and then backed out on that promise. Will didn’t have a great track record with women, but he’d never led anyone on that way. He’d never made promises he wouldn’t keep, never swore to stay in a relationship forever, mostly because he knew forever was a pipe dream, something that didn’t exist no matter who you were or how hard you tried.

      As soon as they stepped out of the wheelhouse, the wind took his breath away. At least it was warm, a southern tropical storm that had lost most of its power on its way up the coast. Still, the gales were strong for New England, and he put both palms on Cassidy’s waist to steady her. She leaned into his touch as they made their way to the staircase, and he had to push away the desire that slid through him.

      Not the place, he told himself. Sure, he’d had a good time with women just about everywhere, including on a boat, though not in the middle of a storm. But he was older now, practically middle-aged, not a careless kid who thought about getting laid all the time.

      He pulled his hands back from Cassidy’s waist as soon as they were back inside the ferry and kept a full two steps between them as they descended. The waves rocked them again as they reached the bottom deck, and she lost her balance, grabbing for the railing and hanging on for dear life.

      “I got ya.” He put one arm around her and pulled her inside.

      “This is safer?” she asked, eyes wide.

      He pushed open the door and helped her onto the closest bench seat. “Believe it or not, yes.”

      She sat, her legs trembling. Her eyes locked onto his, and he realized she needed him to reassure her that yes, they were safe and no, they weren’t about to capsize halfway between the mainland and Drake Isle.

      Once the ferry leveled out, he walked toward the concession counter at the back of the boat. “Want something to eat? Or drink?” He fished keys from his pocket and unlocked the padlock securing the door.

      “I don’t know. Maybe.” She came up behind him and surveyed the contents of the racks behind the counter: packaged chips and cookies, bottled water, and cans of beer.

      “Any preference? It’s not gourmet, but…”

      Her stomach rumbled, and her cheeks turned pink. “I’m not picky. I don’t need gourmet.” She glanced down as her stomach rumbled again. “I haven’t eaten all day. Clearly my body’s rebelling and would be happy with anything.”

      He grabbed some chips, pretzels, and two bottles of water. He handed her the snacks and then walked behind the counter, looking for something else. Finally he found what he was looking for.






OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.





