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Chapter One

Melodie Carr
clicked
delete on the email with a disappointed sigh. She couldn’t
contribute to the charity calendar, despite the cause being very
close to her heart, as she didn’t know anyone suitable to
photograph. Although her photography work varied; from children to
pets, landscapes to portraits, the call for calendar models sought
hunky guys who would make women swoon. Unfortunately, she didn’t
work with professional models and therefore had to give up on the
idea. A cute dog, something she had plenty of images of, simply
wouldn’t cut it.

A thought occurred to
her. She may
not be able to contribute, but she could find out when the calendar would be available and
do her bit to help by buying a few copies. Some eye candy on her
wall would definitely not go amiss, and her friends Poppy, Lola,
and Charis, and her grandmother, Joyce, would no doubt appreciate
it. She grinned. Joyce, always good fun, said, there’s no such thing as too
much eye candy. The saucy old broad.

Her smile faded. She missed her,
having not been back to Boston to see her friends and family for a while.
She should ask Joyce to come and visit her in New York—she hadn’t
traveled much, and would love the hustle and bustle, the endless
opportunities to people watch. Maybe Melodie and the rest of the
family could club together and buy her a ticket for her birthday.
It sure would be nice to see a familiar face. Skype was great, but
it wasn’t the same as being with someone in person.

The buzzer to her apartment went off.
Melodie groaned. With so many numbers on the panel outside that
didn’t have names on them due to a high rotation of occupants,
visitors often rang her place to see who lived where. She’d lost
count of the number of times she had to direct visitors and
delivery men to the right part of the building.

She took her time getting to the intercom,
hoping whoever it was would go away. No such luck—the buzzer
squawked again. She inhaled deeply, trying to rein in her annoyance
and avoid being rude or abrupt.

She pressed the button.
“Hello?”

“Hi,” a male voice
said. “Are
you Melodie? Melodie Carr?”

“I am.” She frowned. A caller looking for
her? Had she ordered something and forgotten about it? “Who’s
calling?”

“It’s Patrick,”
came the reply.
“Patrick Brogan.”

“Patrick…” Gaping, she laid a hand on the
wall to steady herself as the bottom dropped out of her world.
Evidently, running to New York City—albeit under the pretence of a
good career move—hadn’t been enough. Her past still followed her,
trying to flood her with reminders of what she’d lost.

“Melodie?”

Christ, the man’s
persistent.
She never should have admitted her identity before asking his. She
could have told him he’d got the wrong address and sent him
away.

Not that it would have worked.
There was only one place he could have got her details—her parents. Plus, she
was one of the few residents who had a name next to her button on
the panel outside.

“Are you there?”

Damn her
parents. Damn
her late fiancé’s brother. Why couldn’t they just leave her
alone?

A moment ago she’d been craving
a familiar face, and now there was one outside, waiting to get in. She
should let him come up—it wasn’t his fault his brother had died,
after all. He’d been as devastated as her.

She buzzed him in. “Come on
up.”

 


As she peered
in the large mirror
over the fireplace, she immediately regretted it. She hadn’t
intended to go out or see anyone that day, and wore scruffy
tracksuit pants and an old T-shirt. No makeup, and her hair… well,
to say it resembled a bird’s nest was probably being kind.
Groaning, she resigned herself to the fact it would take more than
smoothing her hair to appear presentable. But she couldn’t do
anything about it now. Patrick would be here any minute.

She switched on the coffee maker.
Maybe she could distract him from her disheveled state with
caffeine. It couldn’t hurt to try.

A few seconds later,
there was a knock on
the door. She hurried over and opened it. There he stood, in all
his black-haired, green-eyed, high-cheekboned glory. Dressed in a
charcoal-colored suit and shiny black shoes, he was a million miles
away from the grungy college student she remembered.

Her eyes wide, she said,
“Patrick, is that
really you?” Her words were moronic, but she couldn’t take them
back now. “Please, come on in.” She moved aside to let him pass,
then closed the door. When she turned, he stood directly behind
her, a grin on his handsome face.

“How the hell are you?”
he asked.

Awkward seconds passed as Melodie figured
out whether to shake his hand or hug him. Eventually, Patrick made
the decision and opened his arms wide. “Come here, you.”

She paused for a
moment, an
odd sensation seeping into her gut. Then, not wanting to leave him
hanging, she stepped into his embrace and clasped her hands behind
his back.

Patrick squeezed her so
suddenly, so tightly, that she snatched in a breath. Immediately,
the spicy
scent of his cologne wafted up her nose, onto her tongue and down
her throat. Then she was hit with the subtler notes of a similar
spicy shampoo and shower gel. All were delicious, and made her want
to stay wrapped in his arms, sucking in his comforting, masculine
scent forever.

She pulled away, horrified, wanting to slap
her own face to knock some sense into herself. What a ridiculous
notion. This was Patrick—her dead fiancé’s brother, for heaven’s sake. She’d
obviously been without a man for too long.

When she finally dragged her
gaze up to his face, he was watching her with a strange expression, his eyes
narrowed.

Before he had the chance to
question her behavior, she offered a wan grin. “I’m surprised to see you.
What are you doing here?”

“Here, or in New
York?”

“Both! Go ahead and sit.” She indicated the
living area. “Can I get you a coffee?”

“Yes, that would be great.
Black, no sugar, please.”

She grimaced. “Ugh. Okay, coming right
up.”

After pouring the coffee—hers
with plenty of milk and sugar—she headed toward him, then placed the
mugs on the table and sat in the chair which sat at a right angle
to the one he occupied.

“Nice place you’ve got here,” he
said, waving a hand around them, then picking up his drink with a
nod of thanks.

Melodie
shrugged,
taking in the sparsely-decorated apartment. “You’re being nice.
It’s a dump. I can’t afford anything else. Though admittedly it
would have been much tidier if I’d known you were
coming.”

He winced. “I’m sorry. I should have called
first. Being nearby, I thought it would be crazy not to stop by on
the off chance you were here.”

“It’s all right.” She
retrieved her own
drink and took a sip. “So, what are you doing in New York
then?”

“I just moved here for work.”
Cradling his mug, he settled back in the chair.

She raised her eyebrows.
Damn it—my past
really is following me. Trying to keep her tone casual, she replied, “Oh?
What are you doing? Still the veterinary stuff?”

At twenty-eight, they were the
same age, and he had gone to college around the same time she had.
She’d stayed local to be near Sean—or near him when he came home on
leave, anyway—but Patrick had headed out of state to
study to become a
vet.

With a nod, he said,
“Yeah. I’m
specialized in mixed-practice veterinary medicine. I work at the
zoo in Central Park.”

“The zoo? Wow, that’s so
cool. Like, really cool. How long have you been here?”

“Less than a day. I came straight
here from a meeting at the zoo. They offered me the position. Which is damn
lucky, since I signed a twelve-month contract on my new apartment.
It was too good to pass up. At least I can pay the rent now.” He
grinned.

Melodie chuckled and shook her
head. “Talk
about flying by the seat of your pants. But congratulations! You
should be celebrating. Let’s celebrate.”

They leaned toward each other and
clinked coffee mugs.

“So,” she sipped her coffee, “a new life. Here
in New York.”

“It’s so exciting. It’s such a
great place. I mean, home is great too, obviously. It’s not the
same anymore, though. You know?” He gave her a meaningful look.

“Yeah, I know.” Christ, did she.
When Sean died, it was like the sun had been switched off. She couldn’t
bear the thought that he would never come home again, or go
anywhere again. She’d never hold him, kiss him, marry him, have his
children, grow old with him…
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