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October 15




I met the man I’m going to marry. Yes, it sounds strange. How could I possibly know what kind of man he was? Or whether we’d be right for each other? 

Before today, I would have agreed with you, but the moment I saw him, I knew. 




The last place Tonya McPherson wanted to be was on a construction site. But her brother Everton asked their mom for lunch and Yvonne McPherson sent Tonya to deliver a basket with food as if she had nothing better to do. 

She hoped she didn’t find any giants to slay or get eaten by a wolf. Whenever the hero went off with a hamper of food, it never ended well. And Tonya was the hero of her own story. 

She tucked a hank of hair behind her ear as she craned her neck to look up at the imposing building.

Four, five, six. She counted the floors in her head, noting the scaffolding and the general disorder of the construction site.

It was hard to believe her brother had built this. Well, not by himself, obviously, since he had an entire crew working with him. 

But it was amazing that her brother Everton, who struggled to make a sandwich that didn’t look like the Leaning Tower of Pisa, had anything to do with this magnificent structure.

She could already tell it would be a beauty when completed.

“Excuse me. Miss. You can’t be here.”

Tonya whirled at the authoritative voice, ignoring the spine-tingling quiver of awareness.

Her gaze raked over him. He was a few inches taller than her, but that wasn’t saying much, since she was only five feet four inches. 

Wiry frame. Dark brown skin. Her gaze met his, and she froze. 

Oh, my.

His chocolate brown eyes spoke to her, promising forever, and her answer was yes. His lips twitched. Had he read the thoughts on her face? 

Her cheeks burned. She hoped not. 

“Of course I can.” She angled her chin. 

Tonya made a beeline toward the interior of the building.

“Miss.” He dodged into her path. “Seriously,” his hands came out to bar her from stepping past him. “You can’t go inside. It’s too dangerous.”

She waved her hand in the air. “Sure I can. Why don’t you give me one of those hard hats and get out of my way?”

“Tonya, why don’t you stop terrorizing my employee?” 

Everton poked his head out a window about three stories up. A cluster of men in work clothes, dust clinging to their skin, gathered around him.

She sighed. This was just what she needed—to be the afternoon matinee for a group of men.

“Well, I won’t be your delivery girl next time.”

“You have food?” Delight pitched Everton’s voice a few octaves higher. “What kind?”

“I don’t know.” She shrugged and glanced at the man who watched her as if he expected her to dart past him any second.

“Oh, pooh,” she waved a hand. “You can relax. I’m done trying to get past you.”

That didn’t mean she couldn’t have some fun. She grinned as an idea flashed into her mind. The urge to tease her brother was too strong to resist.

“Hey, what’s your name?”

He pressed his lips together. Her eyes flicked to them. Nope. Better to avoid staring at his lips—too much temptation. 

“I’ll make one up if you don’t tell me.”

He folded his arms across his chest.

“Okay,” she tapped her chin, angling her hip to a sassy angle. “The Guardian.”

He arched a single brow.

“No? How about He-Who-Chases-Women-Away-From-Construction-Sites?”

He half-smiled. “Mac. My name’s Mac.”

She grinned. “Nice to meet you, Mac.” She stuck out a hand. “I’m Tonya.”

She leaned closer to him, fumbling a little under the basket’s weight. What had her mom put in there? Enough food to feed the whole crew?

“Here, let me take that.” Mac hefted the hamper before she could protest.
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