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​

Halt! Reset! You know now how it is. You pick up a new novel to read, and you find out the author dedicated it to someone else and not to you.

Well, my friend, not this time.

Because we haven’t yet met or haven’t seen each other in a very long time, will, I trust, despite of that, always think highly of each other.

This novel is dedicated to you. You know why.

*waves*
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Introduction

Four Love Triangles on Steroids
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Twists, turns, mystery, and romance...  if you like novels that feature these things separately, then you will love the romantic suspense genre presented within, which expertly, if I say so myself, brings them all together into one exciting narrative.

This novel is filled with tension, both the spectacular and romantic kind. From the very start, you will be smitten by an unusual event and will keep you unraveling the mystery in an exciting, stylish thread that will keep you speculating until you get to the end on page three-hundred and twenty-six.

People fall madly in love with the wrong people. People are surprised at who they married is not the person they thought they were marrying. People are surprised who will do anything, including murder, to marry the woman they love.

This fast-paced suspense story will set your pulse and mind racing as you head to the finish line. But, try not to get there too quickly.  This is definitely a story that will hold you in its grip right until the very end.
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Chapter ONE

Raging with Vengeance
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The Pacific Ocean shoreline lies jagged, the rocky outcrops a torn piece of paper where they meet the rushing waves from the westerly wind. The shore was everything at once, every sense in Marco Ross’ body bombarded in a way that brought his mind to a tense and elevated thought as he stared at the whitecaps of the crashing waves as they turned over. There were also the cries of the gulls.

Suddenly, out of nowhere, a woman’s voice shouted, “Are you crazy! Marco James Ross! What’s wrong with you? She walked up behind him, noiselessly. She grabbed the revolver out of his hand and tossed it out the second-floor window of the bedroom into the roaring Pacific Ocean below.

She was just in time to save her twin brother from a crime of total self-destruction.

Marco quickly turned around and faced off with his sister, both of their eyes on fire with complete defiance. They had blue eyes, and if one looked closely, there was intense fierceness shown in both.

Her emotions were not hidden. The pain she was experiencing was evident in the crease of her lovely brow and the down-curve of her lips. Her eyes reflected her soul. They were a staggering depth of restless gold. Sure, she could cry, but she wouldn’t let her brother throw his life foolishly away. She possessed a beauty that not even age could touch that kind of beauty... it was just there.

Not one feature made Marco handsome, though his brilliant eyes came close. What he was, what was attractive about him, came from deep within. His handsomeness would make any woman want to feel how his lips moved in a kiss or how his hands would follow the curves of their body. Except for this one moment in time, he was handsome alright, but inside he was raging with a vengeance!

Marco and his twin sister, Angela, lived with their Uncle Brandon Ross, a bachelor living on his two-hundred-year-old estate on the northern coastline outside Black Rock Cove.

The brother and sister stood staring at each other, their hearts pounding in their chests. At least a minute passed before either one spoke.

“Jesus Christ! Angie!”

“Marco!”

“How dare you stop me, Ange! You have no right. It’s none of your business.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me. How in the world can you say it’s none of my business?”

“I dare do what I please, Sis,” he replied, sulkily.

“So do I, Marco! There’s one exception.”

“And that is?”

“Except when you rush yourself from life to death... from what is known to what is unknown, Marco!” She exclaimed solemnly.

“You speak about known and unknown. I know the known is the misery I am going through. The unknown... well, the unknown is peace, Angie!”

“It is not peace, Marco. The unknown is a state of eternal punishment and damnation into which a sinful and impenitent person goes to after death.”

“You speak of Hell.”

“Yes, that is exactly what I am saying.”

“I am suffering from your so-called perdition now, Sis. Why! Why did you stop me,” he cried again with a long groan of torment?

“Because! I won’t have you take your own life for the sake of a petulant girl.”

“Leave me alone, Angie!” He shouted again.

“Come on, Marco. Get hold of yourself. Step up to the plate and be a man. Get your eyes open!” Angie exclaimed, throwing her hands in the air with a burst of energy.

“I can’t go on without Julia.” The saddened man wailed. He turned and faced the window, his face creased. His fists closed tight. He could feel the sweat trapped inside them.

Blah. Blah. Blah.

“What a crybaby you are... crying after a woman. You are standing there, thinking the entire world has collapsed around you. I can’t believe that you were willing to end your life since you can’t live without here. Grow up, brother. Jesus Christ, if you can’t live without her, then why don’t you live with her?” Marco’s sister demanded scornfully.

“You are trying to confuse me, Angie. You know she is getting married tomorrow,” Marco replied to his sister, gloomily.

“Yes, of course I know she is getting married tomorrow. But, come now, Marco... today is today. You know what I’m trying to tell you.”

“No, you are talking in gibberish. I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“There’s only one thing you can do.”

“I know, end it for myself, except you threw my pistol out the window.”

“No, not that, smart ass. You must stop the damn marriage, Marco!”

“I have no clue what you’re saying. There’s no way I can stop the marriage now.”

“Shut up, Marco. Come over and sit down with me on the sofa. We will come up with a plan.”

Together they sat down on the sofa. Angie had accomplished what she set out to do and get Marco’s mind off his killing himself. “Now,” Angie said, “before he became your rival for the affection of Julia, Reggie Scott was your best friend, was he not?” Angie inquired.

“Of course, he was. But to Hell with him, Angie.” Marco exclaimed while grinding his teeth.

“Wait a sec. When you were friends, did not the two of you share a lot of confidential conversations with one another.?”

“Yes, we did.”

“You heard him tell you many times the unfathomable mystery that still hangs over his mind and his sister’s younger days.”

“Of course, I know about that.”

“And, he rather resents his guardian, Spencer Harris’ reserve on this matter?”

“Yes, of course, he does. I don’t see what in the Hell that has anything to do with this detestable marriage about to take place tomorrow.” Marco said in a rush of words.

“Okay, let me start by asking you how much does Reggie know of his early childhood.”

“He only remembers a little of that time... only bits and pieces. Spencer is the only person in possession of the facts and will not speak of it to anyone.”

“Spencer’s reserve in speaking of any of Reggie’s upbringing is very merciful to Reggie and his sister.”

“What are you saying, Angie?”

“I can’t tell you for sure until you have told me everything you know from your earlier conversations with Reggie.”

“Very well. Reggie once told me he remembers living with his mother and sister in deplorable conditions in some big city whose name he couldn’t remember.”

“Not even if he heard it?”

“Nope, not even if he heard it. He doesn’t remember that time at all.”

“Was it in the States here?”

“Yes, I’m sure it was. Reggie talked about New Orleans once, but not in the context of having ever lived there.”

“What do you mean?”

“He’s not sure it was New Orleans, but he said the people spoke a broken French accent. He did remember that. He also remembers a cloud of terrible horror swept over his household when living in... probably New Orleans.”

“A terrible cloud of horror! What was that, Marco?” Angie demanded from her brother while catching her breath.

“I have no idea. Reggie doesn’t know either. I do know that it was something concerning his father.”

“I thought he never knew his father.”

“He doesn’t remember ever seeing him.”

“What else do you remember him saying?”

“All he remembers is that she cried all the time and said that he remembered her praying to God all the time to come and take him and his sister away. There was some sort of evil lying in wait for them. He had no clue what it was. She did get weaker and paler and laid in her death bed. Neighbors came by and brought food for them to eat.

A few days passed by, and Pastor Trimm came by to pray with her. She sent a letter with him away. A few days passed, and a stranger came by to visit. Later he found out that it was Spencer Harris.” He paused, torn by conflicting emotions.

“Continue, Marco. Go on.” Angie eagerly demanded, seeing that her brother paused a moment.

“I’m trying to remember what Reggie told me. It's been a long time since we have spoken of that time.  I do remember his telling me that Spencer Harris had his mother and them move to the large home where he lived. He told me that he remembered his mother’s death. It was peaceful, he said. Spencer was at the funeral. He held Natalie in his arms while Reggie stood near his side.

Reggie did say it was a fantastic place he moved to from the poor area he once lived. While his mother was still getting weaker, he remembered Spencer promising her that when she was gone, he would be like a father to him and Natalie.

He remembered there was a massive storm when he left in a large ship and was out on the ocean. He didn’t remember much other than there was a significant sickness among the passengers.”

“What about Natalie? Does she still hold any memories of this time?”

“None at all. Natalie’s earliest memories are right here in Black Rock Cove.

“All the rest is just what’s rumored. Spencer Harris, a bachelor, represented all these years that these two children were his young nephews and has received their main support from him and how he sent Natalie to the University of Alabama and Reggie to the University of Texas. When Reggie graduated, it was made known that he was the heir to the entire estate on Spencer’s death.”

“There still is something strange to all of this. Why would Reggie be the heir apparent to a multi-million-dollar estate? It can’t be through Spencer Davis. Reggie is probably the heir apparent through his mother, but I’m only speculating, of course. I don’t know. I don’t care. To Hell with him!” Marco said testily.

“Do you know that Reggie is, in fact, the heir to the fortune.?”

“Yes, because he told me so in roundabout words.”

“Ahhhh, but just a bit ago, you alluded to Reggie’s father as the elder Scott. So, the son bears the exact same last name as his biological father.”

“Yes, the exact name of his father.”

“So, your once friend knows that he has the same name as his real father?”

“Of course, he knows that... but that’s all he knows, nothing more, or at least he never spoke anything more of his real father.”

“Then, brother, we will try and educate the man!” exclaimed Angela. With a blaze of malignity from her large golden eyes.

“What is it you know that I don’t, Sis?”

“I know that Spencer Harris is kindhearted by leaving Reggie in his lack of knowledge. He would have been more merciful to have just left your once friend in obscurity,” replied Angie solemnly.

“Damn it, Angie, quit talking in circles. Get on with it. What in the Hell do you know?” Exclaimed Marco in great eagerness.

“I know the one thing that I intend for you to reveal to Reggie. When you have done so, and he is the man you once called your best friend, he will let Julia go from their engagement. He will get the Hell out of Dodge as fast as he can rather than to continue on with the marriage.”

“What do you know, Angie?” Tell me what you are eluding to. Quit beating around the damn bush.” Marco quickly added, turning around from the window where he was looking out and walking back to Angie, stood in front of her waiting on his answer.

Angela wasted no further time in walking around her plan. She reached in the pocket of her blue jeans and pulled out a folded newspaper. It was yellow and dogeared and threatened to crumble to pieces if not easily handled.

Marco reached his hand out. “What is that?

“Wait, brother. Don’t touch it yet. It’s a copy of the New Orleans Times of almost twenty years ago. Wait until I tell you where I found it. Uncle Brandon sent me upstairs this morning to his office to fetch him some papers from his desk.

The second drawer on the right was stuck. I jerked on it to get it loose. It finally gave and came all the way out and crashed on the floor. I looked down at the drawer.  There was a small section at the back which came open by a spring of some sort. I looked in the space that came free, and there was this small folded up piece of paper from a New Orleans newspaper.”

“Dang, Angie, do you believe in fate or what?” His dark jade-spoked eyes widened with astonishment

“Yes, I do. To go up today and accidentally pulled the drawer too hard, and this secret section opens up... I don’t know what else you would call it.”

“Let me read it! Give it to me, Angie.” Marco eagerly demanded from his sister.

“Wait a sec! I must tell you something first. There’s no doubt, my curiosity had the better of me. I needed to read the paper that had been hidden for so many years. But Uncle Brandon was in a hurry, and I knew if I didn’t hurry up, he would walk into the room and catch me. I shoved it down into my pocket, replaced the panel in the drawer, and stuck it back in the desk. I got the papers Uncle Brandon wanted and hurried back down the stairs.

When I got back to the room, I closed the door and opened the paper.” Angie opened the newspaper and handed it to Marco. “Look at the top of the first column on the right-hand side of the paper.”

Marco grabbed the paper, doing so ever so gently, and began reading.

Angie watched his expression as he read.

Marco began reading the lines and began to sweat and tremble. His heart rapidly pounded in his chest. The anxious brother paused and looked up at his sister. He knew his heart would soon explode from an expression of horror that crossed his face. His eyes were wide open with fear. He could taste saliva thickening in his throat while his chin fell stunned with absolute horror! “My God! Noooo! This is horrible!” he exclaimed when, at last, he could speak from his anxious emotions.

Angie wasted no time in responding to Marco’s shock. “If it is so terrible in your own eyes, can you imagine what must it had been in his?” questioned Angie.

“This is terrible!” He paused to catch his breath, “Just terrible!” Marco muttered.

“Reggie ought not to continue with this marriage,” Angie said in a lowered voice, almost a whisper.

“Ought not? Angie, Reggie must not, and he shall not marry Julia. Spencer knew this and kept it from Reggie and Julia!” exclaimed Marco, bitterly.

“I think he kept this hidden from them out of kindness for them,” Angie replied.

“Kindness?”

“Perhaps Spencer thought this secret would never come out and hurt either one of them.”

“You’re wrong. I will take this paper immediately to the authorities. Everyone must know.”

“Stop! You’re wrong, Marco. You must not hurry this.”

“She’s getting married tomorrow. What are you saying? I mustn’t rush these facts to her?”

“If you do this, the wedding will be stopped for Julia’s sake. Then, all of Julia’s sympathies will be with Reggie. She will remain faithful to him... perhaps she might even run away with him. Do you want that to happen?”

“That’s true, Angie. What should I do with this paper?”

“Take it to Reggie.”

“But we haven’t spoken since he became engaged with Julia. He will not receive me well.”

“Then you need to remind him of his often-expressed desire to understand the mystery of his own early years of his life. He knows that Spencer has always told him nothing of his early life.”

“What should I tell him?”

“Tell him that you have accidentally come about a piece of paper that will explain the mystery of his youth. Tell him you are feeling honor-bound to reveal it to him.”

“Then what?” He shrugged his shoulders.

“I’m sure he will ask you what the secret is. That’s when you gently unfold the paper and have him read it just as I had you read it earlier.”

“I’m not sure I agree with you, Sis. I might not care for Reggie any longer since he stole Julia from me, but the man will grab the nearest revolver and blow his brains out!” Marco exclaimed.

“Oh, give your old friend the benefit of the doubt, Marco. He won’t do that. He will suffer, that’s for sure, but he’s a strong man. He will surely release Julia from her engagement, although it will break both of their hearts, his and hers. But, no... Marco, your friend, will not kill himself. He is a God-fearing man. Neither will he reveal this terrible secret... if not for his sake, for his sister’s sake. He will leave the city and not be heard from again. You will catch her heart on the rebound,” Angie said with a slight smile crossing her face. “It will definitely work out for you, brother.”

“You are such a schemer, Angie... but a good schemer, indeed.”

“I only hope that Reggie never caught wind of your love for Julia?”

“No, he doesn’t know. I will never let him know he won her heart away from me. I won’t give him that satisfaction ever. I made a fool of myself one night trying for her affection and haven’t seen her since.”

“She never told Reggie of your offer for her hand?”

“Who? Julia? No way.”

“Then, I must ask. Reggie has no reason to think anything ever occurred between you and Julia. He doesn’t know your friendship is severed. He doesn’t know you hold a grudge against him for stealing Julia away.”

“No, none at all. Reggie has been so busy occupied with her love... no, he has had no time to question why he and I haven’t spoken in a while.”

“Good. Then, you are good to go and tell him in the easiest way possible the discovery you have made. It will compel him as a man of honor to break off his engagement with Julia. He will no sooner receive your news catch the first flight out of Oregon to never be heard from again.”

“Are you so sure, Angie.” He impatiently pulled his drifting thoughts together.

“Yes, I know he will.” She replied with a rush of words.

“What?”

“He will come and tell me goodbye first.”

“Excuse me?”

“Yep. Do you think this entire plan is just for you?”

“So that’s your game, is it, Sis?”

“I plead the fifth.”

“What are you saying?”

“Okay. Okay, that’s my game as you call it, Marco. Do you think I would be so involved in helping you with your happiness only? Both of us are self-seekers, are we not? You love the bride-to-be, and I love the groom-to-be. The plan will come together, and we both get what we want.”

“I don’t understand, Angie. Would you want to marry a man who thought himself not good enough for Julia? A man who was wanting to get away from it all here in Black Rock Cove? I really don’t understand.” Marco asked in surprise.

“Yes, I would, Marco. I’m not like Julia. I’m an orphan, just as you are, dependent on our bachelor Uncle Brandon who has already said he was leaving the entire estate to you.” She hesitated and walked over to the window and stared out the window at the crashing waves of the Pacific Ocean below. “Besides, Marco, I love Reggie!” Angie added without further hesitation.

“Would you do anything for him?” A shadow of alarm touched his face.

“If this plan doesn’t work, I might be capable of killing him to prevent Julia or any other woman from having him.”

“Angie! Are you kidding me? You love him that much?” His face clouded with uneasiness.

“Yes, I do.”

Marco left the room with the newspaper article in his pocket. Angie watched as he closed the door behind him once he departed.

While still standing at the window, she stared out at the waves as they ran up on the beach and said, “Now, Reggie Scott, you shall be all mine! I know it will take time. I’m prepared to wait.” She added with a slight smile of defiance.

*****
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WE MUST PRECEDE MARCO Ross to the estate of Spencer Harris on the opposite side of Black Rock Cove near the inlet where the town got its name.

The inlet, with giant black boulders jutting out of the beach where the waves continually crashed against them, was one of the most beautiful picturesque places to be found on the west coast of Oregon.

Further down from the inlet was a large bay where most of the fishing vessels were harbored.

The estate of Spencer Harris was a large and elegant castle which was rebuilt, stone for stone, which were brought over on a large ship to the coastline from France. All we can say is that the estate was magnificent.

It was here at the small community known as Harrisburg, named after Spencer Harris’ great-grandfather, where this story continues. On the same morning that we witnessed the conversation between the twins, Marco and Angie, another two young people were engaged in their own discussion in the parlor of the estate of Spencer Harris... Reggie and Natalie Scott, also orphans who were taken in by Harris.

Reggie had the sort of face that could stop a woman in her tracks. Obviously, he must get used to that, the sudden pause in a person’s expression when they gazed his way. His blush, at times, was a dead giveaway.  It didn’t help at all that he was modest with it. His handsomeness made the women fall for him even more so. Despite, however, all the opportunity that came his way, he was a one-woman-man who prized genuineness and thoughtful exchange above the big boobs, lots of lipstick and high-heels. He was mighty handsome on the outside, and inside, he was beautiful.

Natalie was not much older than eighteen or nineteen and was beautiful in a typical sort of way. She had no flowing golden curls or ivory skin... no piercing eyes of green. She was shorter than average and certainly larger than a catwalk model. However, in her ordinariness, she was quite stunning, to say the least. There was something that radiated from inside her that rendered her appealing to both the male and female genders. Men craved her. Women courted her friendship.

“What in the world is wrong with you, Reggie? You’ve hardly said three words this morning. I’ve talked to you several times. You just keep staring out the damn window,” she petulantly exclaimed.

“Have I? I’m sorry, Nat,” he said negligently.

“Yes, you have, you big brute. Just now, I asked you if you had ever seen the water in the lake look like a mirror as it does this morning. You said something like it happened like that six months before our mother passed away. It didn’t make any sense. Then, you said it must have been in the winter months.” She squinted her eyes with confusion written across her face.

“Did I say that?”

“Oh, God, Reggie... yes, you said that. Your mind is totally elsewhere. Pull it together, for God’s sake. I really need to talk to you about something more important than the water looking like a mirror on the pond outside.”

“Very well, Natalie. I’m paying attention now, dear Nat. What is it you wish to discuss?”

“I want to know what you and Spencer were talking about so long in the study last night?”

“Business.”

“Bull shit! Tell me the truth.”

“Ahh, using cuss words now are we.”

“Shut up, Reggie. Tell me the truth.”

“Come now, Sis, I will be departing tomorrow after I’m married. Let's not let our last day be together quarreling.”

“Well, tell me then what you and Spencer were discussing.”

“Very well. We were talking about property. You know Spencer is a very wealthy man outside this estate alone here in Black Rock Cove.”

“Yes, I know that, Reggie. I understand his mother’s brother, left him a pretty penny. But that could be a rumor.”

“Well, this property we’re staying he has divided into two equal parts. One of the pieces of the estate he had deeded to me once I’m married. The other he reserves for you, Natalie. He told me it is ours of right, whatever the Hell that’s supposed to mean. I asked him again about our younger years. He simply didn’t respond and went on talking about something else.”

“That is all he wanted to discuss with you?”

“Yes. What did you think we talked about?”

“I thought perhaps he might have... oh, never mind.”

“Go ahead, Natalie. Spit it out. What were you going to say?”

“I somewhat thought that now with you getting so close to your wedding day that he might have told you something about -.” She didn’t finish her sentence as Reggie interrupted her.

“About what?”

“About our mother and father,” replied Natalie.

“Actually, I kinda hoped he would have discussed that with me, too, but he didn’t. He never even brought the subject up. All he said was that he split the property up into two equal pieces. The survey is already completed.”

“I can’t believe you didn’t bring it up, Reggie. You’re getting married tomorrow and should have asked him. How can you enter matrimony with having such utter ignorance of your own family?”

“In all my years, I have pressed Spencer for information of our parents. He has nothing but persistently refused to answer me. I went to him on the day before I proposed to Julia to give me some papers that show our family history. He rejected my request.”

“You didn’t try to get him to tell you.”

“No, but he did tell me that there was nothing in my past nor the life of my parents that should prevent me from seeking the hand of any woman for miles around.” He paused a moment. “If you must, the reason I was not actually here during our conversation is that I was thinking what possibly could we do to find some clue to the mystery that lies in our lives, Natalie. I know the utter terror must have come about six months before our mother passed away. It was in the middle of the winter and cold as the dickens outside. There was snow all around. We were both suffering from a bad cold, as well, at that time.

“How old were you, Reggie, then?”

“I was almost seven.”

“Then it must have been seventeen years this coming summer since our mother passed away.”

“That’s pretty close to right.”
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