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Your task is not to seek for love, but merely to seek

and find all the barriers within yourself

that you have built against it.

RUMI



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


ONE


[image: ]




Kit Collier stretched, closed the blinds in her tiny office and locked up the veterinary clinic behind her.  What the heck am I supposed to do now?  She tossed her bag on the passenger seat of her beat-up van and started the engine.  Unlike all the other weekends of her life these past years since her divorce, this weekend was a holiday for her.  She was a free woman: her eldest, Diana, was off viewing colleges with her best friend and parents, Charlie and Pete were with their dad, her ex, and Traci, the youngest, was enjoying a weekend with Maddie, her bestie, who lived on the other side of the harbor.  So now she had about two-and-a-half days to herself.  

Hmmph.  She glanced over her shoulder at the mess in the back of the van—hockey sticks, lacrosse sticks, an old beach chair, some beach towels and the odd cage or two for emergency rescues of injured animals.  Throw in some stinky tennis shoes and cleats and there you have it: her own traveling locker room.  Maybe I should give this old tub a good cleaning?  Or better yet, blow it up.  Shaking her head, she started the van and headed towards home.  Home.  Another stinky issue.  God, when was the last time she’d had a chance to ‘spring clean’?  Um, that would be never.  Raising four children pretty much by herself, except for periodic uncle rescues by her brother, and running a very busy vet clinic, their home had become a warm, safe haven for eating, sleeping, showering, homework and endless rounds of sports practice runs, games and tournaments.  But the kids were healthy and smart and they loved her with that bright, fresh sense of abandon that only kids could have.  And ditto for her.  They were her all, her family, along with her brother.  And the animals.  Can’t forget all the mutts and kitties and rescues that smothered her in sloppy smooches whenever she slowed down for a minute or two.  Who could ask for more?

Me, that’s who.

She was in her thirty-ninth year, sex-starved and lonely in the womanly sense.  As she took the exit off the highway and headed into Crescent Bay, she slowed the van, enjoying the view of the late afternoon sun casting glittering diamonds across the calm waters of the bay.  As she stopped at the only traffic light in the village, she shook her head and swung the van into the parking lot of The Crusty Crab, the local watering hole and burger joint that occupied prime property, perched above the bay with a long, wide deck, offering cold brewskis, awesome burgers and a few salads thrown on the menu for the ladies and tourists.   Not that they had many tourists being situated up near the Canadian Maritime border, offering only steep cliffs and narrow, stony beaches scattered here and there along the coast.  This far north the winter season headed in earlier by normal standards and did not vacate the premises until the mud season in spring.  The window of opportunity for summer and leaf-peeping tourists was a pretty narrow window.

But she just couldn’t go home.  It’d be too quiet, too . . . empty.  At least with the kids around, her own ache of loneliness was kept at bay.  As she slipped out of the van, she glanced down at her ‘uniform’—blue scrub pants, a cotton tee shirt and track shoes that had seen better days, not to mention poopies and drool and other unmentionables.  You’re a real guy magnet, Kit.  But it didn’t matter, did it?  Every eligible, employed guy within the county knew her, either because they had animals in need or she’d dated them through high school despite the perpetual interference of her brother, Quinn.  

“Hey there, girl!  What’ll it be?”  Angie swung up next to the small table she’d grabbed at the far end of the deck, out of the way of foot traffic and curious eyes.  

“Now don’t let me shock you, Angie, but I’m celebrating.  I’ll take a Prosecco, like the one they serve in Italy—a Bellini?”  

The woman reared her head back.  “Whoa, I’m impressed.  Did you win the lotto or something?”

Kit shook her head, laughing.  “Nah, just have two-point-five days to myself.  Nothing but total peace and quiet and . . .”

“And sheer boredom, if I know you.”  She leaned in closer and lowered her voice.  “No guy plans, uh?”  Angie was in a similar situation with an ex, kids all under the age of fifteen and was always fighting for those missing support payments.  

“Nope.  Nothing.  That cupboard is bare, my friend.  As always, I might add.”  

“Well, that makes two of us.  I’m thinking we should start up a mail order groom service, ya know?  Like the Wild West days?”   She squinted out at the bay.  “Hey, maybe the Coast Guard will swing in this weekend.  I’m always a sucker for a uniform.  Well, I wish you luck, kiddo.  I’ll go rustle up that Bellini.”

So there she sat, gazing out to sea, watching the boats, letting her mind drift nowhere in particular, Angie bringing along the Bellinis as needed, knowing that Kit could always call her brother, Quinn, for a ride home, if necessary.  Normally it’d be Amanda or Giana or Lizzie, but now Amanda was ready to bust with the baby, Gi was setting up her yoga studio and helping Ryan finish the renovations to the lakeside cabins in preparation for their wedding coming up in early October, and Lizzie was prepping her new bookshop for its grand opening.  Dusk was drawing in and yet Kit sat, pondering her wide open weekend and the empty house waiting for her.

*   *   *
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HARRIS BRIXTON STOOD gazing out the window of his office in the town library.  Friday afternoons were often dead in the library except for the mad dash of patrons just before closing to grab piles of dvds for the weekend, especially on a holiday weekend.  He could hear the bustle beneath him, his office overlooking the main floor from the floor above.  He ignored it.  He’d been ignoring a lot of things lately—work, his genealogy research, even skipping a few soccer practices, only to endure the rantings of Quinn, the local lawyer and captain of the men’s team.  He’d sit and listen while Quinn wailed into the phone, once in awhile making sounds and grunts to keep his well-meaning friend placated.  

A movement off to the right caught his attention and he turned to see Kit Collier sitting—actually slumping—at a table on the deck of the local pub.  Was she ill?  Drunk?  He waited, expecting to see one of the waitresses approach her, but nothing happened.  Her chin tipped further toward her chest and the glass she’d been holding dropped to the deck, luckily not shattering but rolling off to a corner.  Without another thought, he grabbed for his jacket and headed down the stairs, two at a time, calling out to Martha that he was leaving for the day.  She just waved him off, believing him to be a bit superfluous anyhow, crazy Brit, despite that he was the director and had garnered a fist full of state grants for the library since he stepped into the directorship.  As he trotted across the side street and up onto the deck, he shoved his hair off his face and loosened his tie, then gently pulled out the other chair at Kit’s table and sat down.  He cleared his throat and waited.  Nothing except for a series of soft snores that ruffled her wild, runaway wisps of amber red hair.  Tucking one stray wisp behind her ear, he heard her grumble nonsense words, her breath wafting across his hand.  Damn, but did he just experience a sudden desire to kiss her?  What the hell was that all about?  He got up and retrieved the runaway glass, then signaled Angie as she flashed by.  Stopping, she swung around and spotted Kit, happily snoring in her corner.  “Oh, sweet Jesus, look at her, will you?”  She stood, hands on hips, shaking her head, smiling.

“Well, do something,” he muttered at her.

She smirked at him.  “Like what?  Can’t you tell the woman’s exhausted?” she muttered as she cleared away the other glasses and wiped down the table.  

Harris stared back at her.  “She’s drunk, I think.  She’ll need a ride home. And what about the kids?”

Kit’s head popped up, eyes wide.  “Kids!  Oh my God, I’ve got to get the boys to practice and Traci to kids’ yoga!”  She blinked and looked at Angie, then over at Harris.  “What?  What’s wrong?”

Angie grunted, leaning toward Harris.  “Those last few Bellinis were flavored seltzer,” she whispered.  “My version of a Shirley Temple.  As I said, she’s fine.  Just bone tired.  Now take her home, will ya?”  She spun around and disappeared inside, leaving him staring at Kit.

Maybe it was the way the setting sun lit her from behind, sending her red-gold hair aflame, the escaped waves of amber framing her face, creating a kind of halo.  Large blue eyes stared back at him, eyes that seemed like endless pools of cerulean waters.  He sucked air, hard and fast. She was a wreck, but such a lovely wreck.  How hadn’t I seen that before? How many years have I known her?  Instinctively he reached over and caught her hand, holding on tight as if he was on some crazy rollercoaster ride.  “Kit, you okay?  You fell asleep out here.  I saw you from my office window and came over to check on you.”  He felt an answering squeeze and smiled at her.  “Feeling better for your nap?”  

She was already smoothing out those fabulous whirls of red, tucking them back into the silly bun on top of her head, holding the thickness together with what looked like chopsticks.  A gorgeous Irish-American geisha, he mused.  What would it be like to release those sticks and watch that hair tumble across bare . . . .

“Harris, thanks for the uh, rescue.  I’m fine.  I’ll be getting along now . . . things to do, places to go,” she mumbled as she grabbed her bag, tugging her other hand back from his.  

He stood but couldn’t move; didn’t want to move.  Images flashed of what he’d like to do, but he squelched them quick.  Remember, we're friends, just friends and she has a brother who'd wipe the floor with me if I ever made a move.  “Um, I’d be happy to take you home.  You look tired.  Don’t want you falling asleep at the wheel.  Or shall I call your brother?”  Taking a step closer, he could smell something fruity—the Bellini ?—and something more earthy, musk-like.  Woman, that’s what he smelled.  He drew a deep breath and stepped closer, risking another touch to her free hand.  “Yes?”

“Yes, what?” she breathed, her eyes locked on his.

He tipped his head.  This was the perfect angle to taste her, kiss her, to stroke that bottom lip with his tongue . . .

“Harris?”

“Uh?”

She prodded his shoulder.  “Yes, what?”

“Oh . . . uh, take you home or call your brother?”  

He watched her shift her stance, sling the hefty bag onto the other shoulder, keeping her eyes focused on the deck.  He realized he was a bit odd with his tweed jacket and pressed khaki slacks, but that’s who he was, what he was.  He wasn’t going to change because he was in lumberjack country, so to speak.  He hated plaid anyway.  Not that he'd ever seen too many wearing plaid around here.  He pulled out his cellphone, ready to call Quinn.

“Ah no, don’t call him.  I can drive.  I feel refreshed for my uh, catnap,” she chuckled.  

Slipping the phone back into his jacket pocket, he nodded toward the van.  “I’ll follow you home, just to be sure.  Give me a minute to get my car.”  Without waiting for her agreement, he took a quick leap over the deck railing and trotted across the street, disappearing around the back of the library.  

*   *   *
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KIT STOOD THERE STARING after Harris, especially appreciating his Olympian feat of clearing the railing without even a running start, in leather loafers, no less.  Damn, years of playing soccer must be good for stuff like that.  Slowly she walked back to her van and climbed in, giving it a moment or two to warm up until she spotted Harris’ sports car at the curb.  His baby—a vintage '54 TR2.  Must have cost a small fortune.

Nice car.  Nice body.  No, great body, now that she thought about it.  She’d seen him on the field, giving Quinn and Nate a run for their money.  Whether he’d played soccer or rugby over the Great Pond, he was good.  Damn good.  But as she pulled out of the lot and onto the street, she decided it was the shorts that did it, exposing muscled thighs that could probably crack walnuts and a butt that stretched the fabric in a most remarkable way.  Glancing in the rearview mirror, she saw the low-slung car purring behind her heap of junk and chuckled.  What a contrast they were: she was like her van, he was like his sports car.  Well, that was a depressing thought, but her reflection in the mirror confirmed her worst fears—hair messed up, eye makeup almost non-existent, lips dry and badly in need of lip balm.

Spa!  Yes, that’s what she needed this weekend—a spa day, complete with massage, pedi-mani and make-over.  Feeling as if a cloud had just lifted, she pulled into her driveway, turned off the van and pulled out her handbag and medical bag.  As she turned to lock the van, she felt a warmth come over her and she looked over her shoulder to find Harris standing behind her.  Normally, she’d step aside or give him a shove, but she waited, then turned to face him.  “Well, thanks for the escort.  I’ll see you sometime this weekend?  I'm sure the gang has something lined up.  Actually, I'm praying they do.  Sometimes I don't know what to do with myself if the kids are away, you know?  No, I guess you wouldn't know, would you.”  She caught her bottom lip to keep from babbling.  He must think she was an idiot.

A fingertip, that’s all it was.  One warm, rough fingertip touching her lower lip, then gone. Well, hell’s bells, why am I hearing music?  

“I’ll walk you to your door, shall I?”    

His voice was a purr, soft and sexy, almost whispered in her ear.  For a moment, she felt herself swaying toward him.  She opened her mouth, but nothing came out.  She turned as if in a dream and walked up the path to the front door, fumbling for the key. Tingles ran up her arm and she dropped the keys.  Before she could reach them, he’d scooped them up and slipped the key in the lock, pushing the door open for her, then handing her back the keys.

“Thanks again,” she muttered as she stepped inside and turned back to him, watching his tawny-hued hair glisten under the porch light.  Little chinks in her day-to-day armor were plink, plink, plinking away.  

“Sweet dreams, Kit,” he murmured before retreating back to his car.

A void of emptiness pressed at her back, the house seeming to echo behind her, making her lunge forward to the top step.  “Harris, would you like some coffee or tea?  Have you eaten yet?”  

He stopped and looked back at her.  “Coffee would be good.”  He waited until she swung the door wide and waved him in.  He bounded up the steps and crossed the threshold, pausing for a moment by her side.  Reaching up he snagged an escaped wisp of curl and tugged lightly.  “Thanks.”

"Don't mention it," she mumbled as she followed that awesome butt inside her house, hoping she remembered how to make coffee.
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“And then what happened?”  Two faces stared at her, mouths open in expectation.  

She laughed, shaking her head.  “Nothing.  We had coffee.  We chatted.  And then . . .”  Kit paused dramatically, rolling her eyes.  God, this was so much fun.  Better than the soaps or a romance novel.

Giana Lindstrom nearly lunged off the massage table. “What?  What?  Come on, we’re dying here.  Spill, Collier!”

Giana and her cousin, Amanda Russell, had landed in Crescent Bay a little over a year ago, escapees from a wedding-that-never-happened.  Both born and bred in Queens, New York, they were tough yet tender and funny as all hell.  New blood, fresh and funny and not afraid to reach for the stars, even if it meant stepping on a few toes along the way.  Just what this sleepy seaside town needed, she thought. And in the course of the year or so, they'd both fallen in love with her brother's best buds, Ryan Cassidy, the new Sheriff of the county, and Nate Russell, expert boatbuilder with a booming business out on the spur of the harbor.  She should take a lesson or two from them, she thought.

Amanda sat off to the side, waiting for her manicure.  She tossed the magazine she'd been thumbing through on the chair next to her and rubbed her belly.  “If you don’t tell us, I’ll have this baby right here, right now, I swear.”  

Kit sat up, gripping her towel around her.  “Nothing.  Except he did ask if I would join him for dinner tonight . . . at his place.”  The last few words were almost a whisper, a sigh.  As she slipped off the table, she studied herself in the mirror again, amazed at how . . . well, how adult she looked.  The harried mother of four had been transformed.  She’d never considered herself a beauty; attractive was as far as she’d go in describing herself—at least she was years ago, pre-babies, pre-divorce.  

“You look absolutely fabulous, Kit,” Amanda murmured.  “As soon as this child decides to make his debut, I’m coming for a spa day.”  She and Nate had married last fall and they’d made fast work of making a baby.  That their first was a boy was icing on the cake, as Nate had Maddie from his first marriage and Amanda, a runaway bride from the Big Apple when the two of them met, simply hadn't factored in a baby in her life when engaged to the groom-to-be.  But Nate was a very persuasive guy and determined.

"Thanks," she sighed.  But, boy-oh-boy, she was nervous.  After all, Harris was from England, educated and posh, if that was a word people even used these days.  What was she?  Keeper of the kids, carpool mom, PTA mom, cheerleader extraordinaire.  And don't forget a vet—hands in places not many humans would want to know or think about.  

"What does your brother think about all this?" Giana asked as she shifted on the table, making herself more comfortable.  

She shrugged.  "He doesn't know.  He's not my keeper."  

Amanda chuckled.  "But you don't think he'd approve."  It wasn't a question but a statement.  She was a shrewd one.  

"Still not my keeper.  And he's one to complain?  He's only a few years behind me, not married ever and no children.  Yet he's respectable, available and still single.  I rest my case."

Everyone's attention turned to the trays of herbal teas brought in and then a buffet was set up in the corner of the large, open space with wall-to-wall windows overlooking Bar Harbor's marina.  As they sipped and sighed and nibbled on crudités, Amanda studied the scene before them.  "This is what we need in Crescent Bay—a day spa."  She glanced at the others.  "Do you think the Town could interest Celeste to expand The Main Sail Inn to add one?  It certainly would bring in more tourists and foot traffic, don't you think?"  

Kit, who served on the town's chamber of commerce, along with Amanda, shook her head.  "Doubtful.  As it is, Celeste mentioned that she's thinking of selling the Inn.  She wants to retire to the south of France."  The three of them considered this news, frowning.  Kit poured another cup of tea for courage, as she pondered the evening ahead.  She was glad the subject had changed because she was that nervous, like a teenager going on her first date.  And this wasn't a date-date, anyway.  Just a home-cooked dinner, that's all.  That it happened to be made by a good-looking guy who could leap railings while wearing a jacket and tie was a minor detail.  It was the tremors he set off throughout her bone-weary body that messed up her head and made her feel wobbly.

"Earth to Kit!"  Giana tapped her hand with a teaspoon, then waved it in the air.  "Have you ever been to Harris' house?"  She looked like the Cheshire Cat, a large smile plastered across her face.

"No, why?"

Giana shrugged.  "Well, Ryan and Quinn had to drop off some equipment at his place and Ryan said it'd blown his mind.  He never realized the place was Harris'."

She could feel a knot forming in the pit of her belly.  She sucked in a deep breath.  "So, what's so mind-blowing about the place?"  She knew Giana was enjoying this teasing marathon to no end.  Of course, last summer it had been Giana on the hot seat as she did all she could to avoid the studly deputy sheriff until that moment when she caved.  And she went down hard, too.

"He owns a windmill."

"A windmill?  He lives in a windmill?"  

"No, not in it, but it's on the property.  Don't you find that kinda creepy?  Imagine hearing that thing creaking all night long . . . yuck."

Her cousin turned to her.  "Sweetie, I'm sure you've got other things on your mind in the middle of the night, right?  Ryan mentioned to Nate that he didn't think he needed to go to the gym as much these days, you keeping him uh, busy, all night long."  

All this snickering between her friends was getting to her.  Easy enough when you're in love and wallowing in sex, she supposed.  But for the rest of the population, it was just plain annoying.  Sophomoric stuff.  Her private reverie was interrupted by her cellphone ringing.  She whipped it out, not looking at the screen, thinking it was one of her kids.  "What's wrong?"  

"Uh, nothing . . . we still on for tonight?  No emergencies?"  

His voice was low and slow with that distinctive British clip that sent a wave of chills racing down her spine and into the depths of her belly.  "Harris?"

"Who else?  Or do you have another invite for tonight?"  His tone was light and teasing and she found herself smiling into the phone, hearing the fresh wave of snickers behind her.

"No, sorry.  I simply assumed it was one of the kids, that's all.  Yes, tonight is a go."

"Good.  I'll swing by about seven, if that's good for you?"

"Seven.  Perfect.  Fine.  Yes."  Am I an idiot or what?  "Looking forward to an adult night . . . er, I mean a grown-up dinner."  There was a pause and she waited.  He's probably reconsidering having a dinner with an idiot.  

"Yes, an adult night would be . . . hmm, magnificent.  See you at seven."  The phone went dead.

She dropped the device into her bag and sat back, resting her head on the chair, studying the ceiling above her, counting all the ways tonight could go down the toilet.  

"Buck up, kiddo.  You'll be fine.  It's like getting back on a bike after years, right?"  Amanda patted her hand, then laid it over her belly.  "Feel him?  He's definitely going to be a soccer player.  I'll have to hire Harris to coach him when he gets out of diapers."  She glanced over at Kit and sighed.  "Oh, come on, sweetheart.  You'll be fine.  It's just a dinner, that's all.  And he's a gentleman.  Even Lizzie admires him."

She nodded.  "I know but it's been so long since I've dated.  And he's so sophisticated.  I bet he's even got a title, Lord something or other. And Lizzie hated him until she inherited her aunt's house and money and decided to open a bookstore.  He stole her job away, didn't he?"

Amanda shrugged.  "There was more to it than that.  His credentials are spotless—Oxford, graduate degrees at various universities on both sides of the Atlantic, his genealogy research, his ability to find and win grants.  How could Lizzie compete with all that?  You know the trustees wanted someone who specialized in local history.  Also, the Town is hoping he can help secure grants to resurrect the historical village and Harris probably could run rings around the state and federal grant processes."

"Gee, I had no idea," she groaned.  "He sounds like another Einstein or something, and I'm a just a small town vet."  

Amanda struggled to her feet as the manicurist signaled for her, so Kit helped her as they walked over to the station.  "Just remember this, Kathryn Collier—you are loved and educated and patient and good and kind and lovely to look at, whether you believe me or not.  Don't invite trouble.  Relax, breathe and enjoy the evening . . . enjoy the company of a good man and that's all you have to do.  After all, you're not having dinner with him because of his ability to write a grant, are you?"  She eyed Kit, a slight grin on her face.  "There are other 'qualities' to the man, I'm sure."

"Is that how you felt about Nate when you first met, first went out?"

Amanda threw her head back and laughed out loud.  "Hell no!  I hated him and at the same time wanted to jump his bones so bad it hurt!  Now, enough—go conquer the world, Kit."

*   *   *
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KIT SAT ON HER BED staring into the pile of underwear before her.  Problem: she had absolutely zip sexy undies.  The one thong she'd bought a few years ago in anticipation of a possible get-together with some guy she'd long forgotten never came to pass and she'd tossed them into the garbage later that night, buried deep under empty cereal boxes and used tissues.  She'd felt so much the fool that the thought never occurred to her again . . . that is, until now.  Finally, after much consideration, she had a choice between french cuts and bra in a matching black-and-pink polka dot pattern or the same in a pink flamingo pattern.  The rest was a pile of utilitarian white undies that almost bordered on granny pants.  Ugh.  How had her life descended this far without noticing?  She grabbed the flamingoes and stuffed the rest into the drawer with a quiet resolution to burn them soon, very very soon.  

Thankfully with the kids away, she took her time with the shower, taming her crazed curls into some kind of style and practicing walking on heels.  Certainly not the three or four-inchers she'd seen other women wearing.  No, her's were low kitten heels, but still she needed practice.  No need for heels when operating on animals or carting kids around town.  The last time she wore them was Amanda and Nate's wedding last year and had survived an evening of dancing with Amanda's second cousin from Italy, Tomasso.  Back last year, that man had occupied her mind for weeks after.  But now?  Another man occupied the seat of honor and boy, she sure hoped something panned out tonight.  As she tried strutting and swaying in the heels, she bumped into the hallway walls a few times, but stayed erect for the most part.  

The final touches of makeup completed her primp session.  She stood in front of the full-length mirror and slowly examined herself, turning this way and that.  It would have to do.  No glamour, no Victoria Secret.  Just good old clean and cute American girl . . . er, woman.  Now the hard part was the waiting . . . and fretting . . . and mounting fear.  Finally, she sat with a glass of wine on the back deck and prayed to the dating angels.  

*   *   *
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HARRIS SURVEYED THE space before him and finally nodded in approval.  The dinner table was set and the candles were ready to be lit when they returned.  Their view would be the garden spread out beyond the flagstone terrace, overlooking the ocean beyond.  He loved this place.  Found on an afternoon's wandering drive, ready for demolition, he'd bought it, renovated it, redesigned the interior spaces and repaired the massive granite fireplace for those long Maine winters.  He had ideas for the old windmill, but they'd have to wait.  Why?  Because he wanted to share this place, this haven with another and knew their opinions and thoughts would be important.  Who was that person?  Up until now, he had no idea.  

Funny how over the years, long gone hurts seemed to recede and his thoughts had turned to companionship, to a partner to share his life.  Marriage?  He wasn't sure about that, but certainly a long-term partnership sounded good . . . and someone to share his bed.  It'd been quite awhile, but when he'd seen Kit slumped on the deck of the local pub, her wild sun-and-fire colored hair swirling in the sea breezes, her body vulnerable, soft curves peeking out here and there, his entire body had vibrated like a divining rod.  He'd felt tender and protective toward her.  And, yes, there'd been that deep need to touch her, to do more.  Crazy but there it was, like a hidden star that had popped out on the distant horizon.

He checked his watch.  Time to go; Cinderella was waiting.  This time he'd dressed casually, jeans, comfortable shirt, hair still damp from the shower.  As he passed the hall mirror, he caught his reflection and realized he still wore his glasses.  He flipped them up on his head.  He didn't need them for driving, just for reading.  But he'd always been self-conscious about them when around women.  Someone once had teased that he looked like an absent-minded professor, while another had mentioned Harry Potter.  It may have been years ago but those taunts still lingered. A few minutes later, he eased the car into her driveway and climbed out, approaching the house in the growing dusk.  The front door opened and Kit stepped out onto the porch, locking the door behind her.  He stopped in his tracks, staring at her.  She turned and smiled.  "Right on time.  Lovely evening, isn't it?"  She came down the step wobbling a bit on her heels.

Reaching out, he caught her hand, steadying her, drinking in the silky tank top that whispered around her breasts as she moved, the loose waves that reached her shoulders and those long legs encased in tight black jeans, completed by sexy black sling backs.  "Yes, lovely," he murmured as he led her to the car, opened the door and eased her into the compact space, all the while admiring the way she moved, how she smelled, the glossy lips that seemed to pout just for him.  God, it was going to be a slow and torturous night, yet glorious.  Now if he could just keep his package under control, the night was before them.  Who knows what could happen?

*   *   *  
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AS THE CAR RUMBLED around a bend in the road, the ocean flashed a hundred feet below, making Kit suck in a deep breath and look out the windshield, trying not to notice that Harris’ hand on the stick shift was only an inch or two from her thigh.  Which was worse?  The hundred-foot drop on her right or his large, competent hand on her left?  No brainer.  The left was the one making her stomach roll and tumble.  

“Almost there.  Hungry?”  Clear grey eyes watched her for a moment.

Beautiful eyes.  Those horn-rimmed glasses he usually wore hid so much, too much, she thought as she smiled back at him.  “A bit.  It seems to be a never-ending state of being for me.”  

He grinned.  “I know the feeling.  Good thing I finally taught myself to cook, otherwise, I’d be six feet under by now.”  That strong hand reached over and tapped her own hand.  “I hope you like Italian.  I made lasagna and we have fresh bread and a large salad.  Sound good?”

She’d been so busy staring at his hand on hers that she’d lost track of the question.  “Uh?”

As if he knew, he moved his hand back to the gear shift.  “Lasagna?  Do you like Italian?”

“Yes!  One of my top ten favorites.  I guess I have a ravenous appetite, greedy to stuff things in my mouth . . . uh, well, you know what I mean . . .”  Shit!  She clamped her lips together and turned back to the window, but she couldn’t give up a quick peek at him to see if he was horrified or . . . wait, was that a blush?  Had she embarrassed him?  

He cleared his throat and down-shifted, taking the car onto a long gravel driveway. “Hmm, well there’s plenty for the two of us, no fear.  Glad to hear you’re hungry,” he murmured as he parked the car, turned the engine off and shifted to look directly at her.  “Come on, let me give you the grand tour before we, um, stuff our mouths, as you said.”  

Before she could apologize or make excuses for her runaway mouth, he got out of the car in one fluid movement, came around her side, opened the door and held out his hand.  Swinging out her legs, she saw his gaze move along her length, stopping at the heels where her freshly-painted toes peeped out.  So when she caught his hand, she was surprised to feel a slight tremble.  Just for a moment, but still.  Damn, he was nervous.  Did she make him nervous?  A whisper moved through her belly.  She glanced up into his eyes and felt a roll of tremors.  She breathed; he pulled her closer, closing the car door behind her. 
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