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Julia Palmer never imagined that turning her secret college crush into the hero of her debut romance novel could backfire—until Mason Huntington shows up in town, furious and ready to confront her. The book that launched Julia’s career may now end it, as Mason threatens legal action for invasion of privacy. Faced with the man who unknowingly stole her heart years ago, Julia must navigate the storm of emotions she thought she’d buried, or risk losing everything she’s worked for.

Mason Huntington is blindsided when his ex-sister-in-law accuses him of infidelity—and hands him a bestselling romance novel as evidence. Shocked to discover that the hero is unmistakably him, right down to intimate details from his past, Mason is determined to find out who this mysterious author is and why she used his life as inspiration. But as he gets closer to Julia, his anger softens into something more complicated. The more time he spends with her, the harder it is to deny the chemistry between them—and the joy of watching his twin daughters fall in love with the woman who’s quietly capturing his heart.

Will Mason seek revenge for her betrayal, or will he give their story a chance at a real-life happily ever after?
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Chapter One


[image: ]




Beastly pirates surrounded Julia, their eyes burning with malice as they glared at her from beneath their ragged, salt-stiffened brows. The gangplank creaked ominously beneath her feet, a narrow bridge of splintered wood suspended between the ship and the deadly waters below. Each pirate gripped a tarnished saber, the metal glinting wickedly in the pale sunlight, their knuckles white with anticipation as they awaited the command from their ruthless captain. The air was thick with the stench of sweat and seawater, mingling with the sharp tang of rusted iron and fear.

Julia’s heart pounded in her chest, a rapid, deafening drumbeat that drowned out the taunts and jeers of the crew. She could feel the rough, biting ropes digging into the skin of her wrists, chafing with every tiny movement she made. The bindings were tight, unforgiving, yet she knew she couldn’t afford to struggle too hard—one misstep, and she would be lost. 

The gangplank swayed precariously beneath her weight, and below, the frigid waters of the ocean churned, dark and menacing. She risked a glance down, and her breath caught in her throat. The sea was a vast, endless expanse of bluish gray, its surface rippling ominously. 

But it wasn’t the cold depths that truly terrified her—it was the sharks. Sleek, merciless predators, their fins sliced through the water with deadly precision. They circled beneath her like specters of death, their eyes black and soulless, gleaming with a hunger that sent chills down her spine. Each movement was deliberate, each turn a promise of the grisly fate that awaited her if she fell. The sharks seemed to leer at her, their beady eyes locked onto her as if savoring the anticipation of the kill, waiting for her to plunge into their waiting jaws.

She gulped. Even though she thought her knees might give way, she knew she must show no fear. 

“Any last words me lovely?” Captain crooked-teeth sneered, glaring at her from his good eye. A black patch covered the other.

“I—I—” She had last words, but just couldn’t think of them at the moment. She must stall for time while waiting for her hero to save her.

A biting wind howled from the east, cutting through the thin fabric of her dress as if it were nothing more than a whisper, its icy fingers crawling up her spine and raising goosebumps on her exposed arms and legs. The chill gnawed at her, seeping into her bones, making her shiver uncontrollably. 

Her long hair, once neatly braided, had come undone in the chaos, now whipped about wildly by the wind, tangling in front of her face and obscuring her view. Each gust threatened to blind her, the strands of hair lashing against her skin like tiny, stinging whips. She tried to brush them aside, desperate to keep her eyes on the scallywags surrounding her, their leering faces full of cruel intent. They stood ready, eager to see her plunge into the unforgiving ocean below, the wind seeming to echo their sinister anticipation with every icy gust. 

“Well, do ye have any last words?” the captain snapped.

Oh, that insufferable man! He needed a dose of patience, to be sure. Nevertheless, she didn’t want to upset him with her silence. Her stomach growled, and she wished she had eaten something this morning. “I—I—I would like a pizza.” 

After the words left her mouth, confusion filled her head and she scowled. Why had she said that?

The pirates looked at each other with confused expressions. They shrugged as if they didn’t know what she was talking about either. Then again, this was the eighteenth century. They wouldn’t know what a pizza was if it slapped them in the face.

“Sorry, Miss Julia, but yer request has been denied.” The captain released an evil laugh. “Time fer ye t’ swim with them fishes.”

Suddenly, the sharp sound of tearing canvas sliced through the tense silence, snapping everyone’s attention to the tallest mast. High above, a man in a billowy white shirt, its ruffled collar flaring open at the neck, appeared like a ghost against the stormy sky. His presence was commanding, his figure defined by rippling muscles that spoke of unmatched strength. 

With a swift, practiced motion, he gripped his knife that had been plunged into the canvas and slid down with rapid descent in breathtaking agility. 

Julia’s heart leaped at the sight of him, a surge of hope and relief washing over her like a warm tide. She recognized the fierce determination in his eyes, an uncommunicated promise that he would not let her face this terror alone. At that moment, the fear that had gripped her began to ebb, replaced by the certainty that she was no longer at the mercy of the pirates. This man, with his indomitable presence, was her salvation, and her heart soared with the knowledge that rescue was near.

He landed in front of her, and in one whoosh of his arm, captured her in his embrace. “Not to worry, fair maiden, I will save you.”

The deep timbre of his voice made her sigh. She could get lost in his intense green eyes. His long black hair was swept away from his face, and tied at his nape with a strip of leather. 

“My hero,” she murmured reverently.

“Jules, I know you’re there. Will you answer already?”

Perplexed, Julia pulled back and studied his face. Why had his voice suddenly changed from the deep timbre she loved to her friend’s higher-pitched voice? And how did he know her nickname?

Tall, dark, and handsome took her by the shoulders and pulled her closer for a kiss. She relaxed in the strength of his arms, tilted her head, and puckered... 

Instead, a loud buzz rang through her ears and she jumped away.

Julia Palmer blinked, disoriented for a moment as the vivid scene in her mind dissolved into the quiet reality of her surroundings. She slowly refocused, taking in the dimly lit room around her. The glowing computer screen in front of her cast a soft, bluish hue across the walls, a stark contrast to the swashbuckling adventure that had consumed her thoughts just moments before. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, still tingling from the intensity of the story she had been writing.

As she shifted in her chair, the familiar hum of her home came back to her—the soft whirr of the computer, the faint rustle of the curtains as a breeze slipped through the window. But what caught her attention most was the blinking red light on her cell phone in front of her. It pulsed rhythmically, drawing her gaze like a beacon. 

The sudden, startling buzz that had jolted her from her reverie now made sense. It was the insistent sound of the missed call demanding her attention, a reminder of the world beyond the tales she spun in her imagination. 

With a sigh, Julia reached out, her hand brushing against the cool plastic of the phone and swiping to the missed messages. Her thoughts slowly shifted from the dangerous seas and daring rescues back to the present, where reality awaited her reply. With one click, she played back the message that she had already heard while dreaming. 

“Jules, I know you’re there. Will you answer, already?”

Chuckling softly to herself, Julia deleted the message as the warmth of familiarity eased the transition from her vivid daydream back to reality. She swiped to her contact list and pressed Melissa’s number. As the phone rang on the other end, a smile tugged at the corners of her lips. Melissa Bloom, the woman she was calling, had been a steadfast presence in her life for years. Despite the significant age difference—Melissa was old enough to be her mother—their friendship had transcended those boundaries long ago.

Melissa was more than just her literary agent, she was a confidante, someone who understood Julia in ways few others did. Their bond had been forged through countless conversations, shared experiences, and the kind of mutual respect that only deepened over time. To Julia, Melissa was family, the kind of family you choose and cherish.

As she waited for Melissa to pick up, Julia couldn’t help but feel a sense of comfort. No matter what was happening in their lives, she knew she could always count on Melissa for advice, a good laugh, or simply to listen.

Melissa answered on the second ring. “I knew you were there.” She laughed.

“Yes, I’m here.” 

“Have you finished your story yet?”

“Thanks for asking. I’m almost done. Then I’ll send it to my wonderful and patient agent and they run with it from there.”

“Oh, I can’t wait to read it.” Melissa released a wistful sigh. 

“Well, I’m sure I’ll have another one in a few months. I was already daydreaming a new idea when you called. This one will be a historical romance.”

“And another idea. Already? What’s this one going to be about?”

“A pirate.”

“That sounds very interesting.”

“I think it will be,” Julia said, drumming her fingers on the desk. “So, what’s the reason you called?”

“I’m having a party tonight and I wanted to know if you’ll come. It’s kind of an impromptu party because I don’t have a date, and spending the evening alone is not something I want to do.”

Smiling, Julia rolled her eyes. Leave it to her friend to think life was nothing but a weekend party. “Thanks for the invitation, but if I come, I won’t be able to finish my manuscript and since I promised my agent I would have it on her desk tomorrow, I’d better stay home and write.”

The older woman chuckled. “Well, all right. I’ll let you off the hook this time, but only because I’m anxious to read your next adventure.”

“I hope you have a good time tonight.”

“You too, sweetie.” Melissa’s voice floated in a singsong tone. “I’ll talk to you tomorrow, but not too early. Okay?”

“Sure thing. Bye.” Julia hung up the phone and then pushed away from her desk.

She’d been sitting for three hours straight, and the ending of the story was within reach. She just needed to stretch her legs and munch on something before continuing.

Empty cupboards greeted her in the kitchen. She frowned. Shopping was definitely on her to-do list. One lonely candy bar captured her attention, and she grabbed that. Dinner could wait at least another couple of hours. Chocolate and caramel-coated nuts couldn’t.

Upon returning to her bedroom, Julia was greeted by the soft thud of Fluffy, her Persian cat, leaping gracefully down from the top of the bookcase. The feline’s luxurious coat shimmered in the dim light as she wove around Julia’s legs, her purring a gentle vibration that made her smile. She leaned down, scooped up the affectionate cat, and cradled her in her arms as they made their way back into the office.

Settling into her chair, Julia unwrapped the candy bar she had been saving, the crinkle of the foil a comforting sound in the quiet room. She took a slow, indulgent bite, savoring the sweetness as she allowed her thoughts to drift back to the pirate story she had been crafting. 

The imaginary world she had created was filled with daring adventures and larger-than-life heroes—men who were everything she wished existed in reality. If only the men she encountered could be as gallant, as noble, as the ones she brought to life on the page, she mused with a wistful sigh.

But after years of searching for her own Mr. Dream-come-true, Julia had come to a bittersweet realization. The men she longed for—those paragons of virtue and romance—seemed confined to the realm of fiction. With her twenty-sixth birthday just around the corner, she couldn’t help but reflect on the fact that, once again, she would be celebrating without a significant other. The thought of another birthday without someone special by her side brought a flicker of sadness, but it was a feeling she had grown accustomed to.

Shaking off the melancholy, Julia redirected her focus to her book. A soft smile curled her lips as she thought of her heroes—their unwavering love, kindness, and truthfulness. These were men of integrity, true to their faith and to God, men who would move heaven and earth to make their heroine happy. In her stories, they were the perfect blend of strength and tenderness, willing to face any challenge, to make any sacrifice, to win the heart of the woman they loved. And in that moment, surrounded by the comfort of her cat and the sweet taste of chocolate, Julia found solace in knowing that even if such men only existed in her imagination, they were hers to create and cherish.

She frowned. Was it any wonder she couldn’t find a real man? They couldn’t compete with her imaginary heroes.

So be it! At least she wouldn’t get her heart trampled. Perhaps she wasn’t meant to find a man, marry, and have a family. If that’s what God had planned for her, she’d happily tread the way—as long as she never had to give up her writing, she’d make it.
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Chapter Two
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Strong winds gusted from behind, nearly knocking Julia off balance as she pushed her way through the heavy doors of Grandma’s Pancake House. The late autumn weather in Carlsbad, California, had a mind of its own, and today was no exception. She quickly tugged the door shut behind her, battling the fierce wind to keep it from flinging open again and dragging more of the outside world in with her. As the door clicked shut, she took a moment to brush off the remnants of the blustery weather—gold and orange leaves clung stubbornly to her gray sweats, evidence of the brief but chaotic journey from the parking lot to the diner.

Julia glanced around the cozy, familiar interior, silently hoping she hadn’t drawn too much attention with her ungraceful entrance. The warm scent of pancakes and maple syrup filled the air, mingling with the comforting aroma of freshly brewed coffee. It was a small place, the kind of diner where everyone knew each other, and where any disruption, however minor, was bound to catch an eye or two. As she scanned the room, she noticed a few patrons turning their heads in her direction, curiosity flickering in their expressions.

She inwardly groaned, feeling the flush of embarrassment creeping up her neck. But rather than succumb to it, Julia straightened her posture, pulling her shoulders back with a newfound determination. She ran a hand through her windswept hair, smoothing it down as best she could, and lifted her chin, refusing to let the awkwardness get the better of her. 

With a calm composure that belied the swirling leaves and wind outside, she stepped further into the diner, making her way toward her usual booth, where she could finally relax and enjoy a bit of warmth and comfort away from the unpredictable autumn weather.

Grandma’s Pancake House was more than just a place to eat breakfast for Julia—it was a home away from home. Whenever she craved a comforting meal to start her day, this was where she came, knowing she’d be welcomed like family. The staff knew her by name, and each visit felt less like dining out and more like a joyful reunion. The familiar faces behind the counter, the warm greetings, and the cheerful banter made her feel instantly at ease as if she were stepping into her grandmother’s kitchen.

Today, the diner was in the midst of a seasonal transformation. The staff bustled about, carefully taking down the remnants of Halloween—tattered cobwebs, grinning jack-o’-lanterns, and spooky silhouettes were being replaced with the festive spirit of Christmas. Bright red and green garlands adorned the walls, interspersed with twinkling fairy lights and shiny bells. Small, glittering Christmas trees were placed on each table, their tiny ornaments reflecting the warm light from the overhead fixtures. A sprig of mistletoe was hung playfully above the entrance, inviting guests to share a holiday kiss as they came and went.

Julia watched the transformation with a smile, her heart warming at the sight. The shift from Halloween to Christmas was always her favorite time at Grandma’s Pancake House. The festive decorations added an extra layer of charm to the already cozy atmosphere, making her feel even more connected to the season and the people around her. As she took her seat, she couldn’t help but feel a sense of anticipation for the upcoming holidays, a time filled with laughter, good food, and the comforting tradition of gathering with loved ones—just like here, at her favorite breakfast spot.

Julia took a step toward a booth when a familiar face caught her attention. She took a double take at the patron sitting closest to the aisle. He had his eyes turned toward her, and she came to a stop. When recognition struck, she gasped.

What is he doing here?

Of all the days she chose not to apply make-up or style her hair, why did she have to run into Mason Huntington—the man of her dreams?

More specifically, the dreams she’d had seven years ago.

She gawked at him, knowing a dog on a hot day would probably drool less than she was, but she couldn’t bring herself to look away. Mason Huntington—in the flesh—sat in the booth with his gaze directly on her.

He hadn’t changed much since their college days. If anything, he had only grown more handsome over the years. His hair was a darker brown and slightly longer, but it waved gently against the nape of his neck, giving him an effortlessly rugged look that made her breath catch. His shoulders had broadened, filling out his blue cotton shirt in a way that spoke of strength and confidence. Yet, it was his eyes—those deep, soulful green eyes—that truly captivated her, just as they had years ago. The mere sight of them was enough to send a familiar flutter through her heart, a sensation she hadn’t felt in a long time.

The last Julia had heard, he was living out of state, busy expanding his highly successful lumber business. Rumor had it he had become quite wealthy, the kind of wealth that allowed for a life of luxury. She imagined him in a sprawling estate, enjoying breakfast in bed, served on fine China by a discreet, attentive servant. So, what on earth was he doing in this small, hometown diner? The thought of him choosing the humble comfort of Grandma’s Pancake House over the opulence his success could afford both puzzled and intrigued her.

As she watched him from across the room, Julia couldn’t help but wonder what had brought him back to this quiet, familiar place. Was it nostalgia? A desire to reconnect with simpler times? Or perhaps there was something—or someone—he was searching for here. Whatever the reason, seeing him here, so unexpectedly, filled her with a mix of curiosity and excitement. It was as if fate had thrown them together again, in the most unassuming of settings, and she couldn’t wait to see what this chance encounter might bring.

Did he recognize her? Probably not. She hadn’t been popular on campus, except maybe in the library. Guys back then didn’t notice the girl with thick glasses and freckles, and who always wore their hair wound up in a tight bun that nearly had her eyes popping out of her head.

Moisture coated her palms, and she fisted her hands. He must have thought her crazy for gawking the way she did, but heaven help her, she couldn’t look away.

Seven years ago, she’d fallen hard for his knee-buckling grin and sparkling charisma. Being shy in college, there wasn’t anything she could do about her secret crush. Before graduation, he left town and within a few years had become successful. 

Mason’s eyebrows lifted as his gaze slid over her gray sweats down to her worn athletic white shoes with old grass stains on the toes. When his focus met hers again, a different look accompanied his expression. Did he recognize her?

Holding her breath, she waited for him to say something. She prayed he didn’t know what she’d done. He couldn’t possibly know, could he?

Julia swallowed hard, wondering why he still stared at her. From the gossip circles, she’d heard he was now divorced. Her heart hammered quicker.

Finally, he gave her a friendly smile, breaking their staring competition. She wanted to sigh dreamily but refrained. Her knees threatened to give way and let gravity bring her down.

“Hello,” he said in a deep voice. 

Inwardly, she quivered. That reaction hadn’t changed since college, either.

Silently, she scolded herself. Why was she acting like a love-struck teenager? Not only did he have a new life, so did she. After he’d left California to start his family, she had reached her goal of becoming a romance writer. He’d helped her whether he knew it or not.

No, he didn’t know. He could never know what she’d done.

Her feet remained rooted to the floor and her voice refused to work. The distant clatter of dishes and the overhead speakers playing the radio station’s newest country song had faded, leaving only violins and harps performing in her ears.

“Um... are you okay?” he asked.

Blinking to gain her bearings, Julia gasped. She had been staring at him like a wide-mouth bass and could probably catch horseflies with her open trap. She snapped her mouth closed, hoping she hadn’t drooled down her chin—too afraid to touch her lips to make sure.

Concern laced his wide, big green eyes as he nodded. “Do you need something, lady?”

He doesn’t remember me!

Disappointment set in her chest, crushing her ego. Then again, why would he remember her at all? They were part of two different crowds in college.

She managed to mumble a few disjointed syllables, her voice barely audible over the pounding of her heart. Forcing her legs to move, she stumbled awkwardly two booths away, where she practically collapsed into the seat. Her face felt like she had just ran through a fire, the heat of her embarrassment burning her cheeks as she buried her face in her hands, wishing she could disappear.

For a few excruciatingly long seconds, she stayed like that, trying to calm the wild rush of thoughts and emotions. But curiosity got the better of her, and she cautiously lifted her head, peeking above the back of the seat. When she met his eyes, her stomach dropped. He was staring right at her with a puzzled expression on his face. One eyebrow was arched higher than the other, his confusion plain as he tried to make sense of her sudden, bizarre retreat.

The intensity of his gaze was too much. Mortification swept over her like a wave, drenching her in self-consciousness that seemed to seep all the way down to her soul. A low, degrading moan escaped her lips as she slid lower in the booth, sinking as far as she could until Mason’s face vanished from view. All she could think was that she had made a complete fool of herself, and the very thought of facing him again seemed impossible. The safe confines of the booth offered little solace, but for now, it was the only place she could hide from the reality of her own mortifying actions. 

“Hey, Julia,” Sally said.

Julia lifted weary eyes to the waitress. “Hi, Sal.”

Her friend scrunched her forehead and frowned. “When I saw you come in, I figured you were celebrating another release, but now you look like you’re ready to cry.”

Brushing a dismissal wave through the air, Julia shook her head. “No, I’m fine. I just had a moment of uncertainty, but I’m fine now.” To prove it, she presented her friend with a happy grin.

Sally chuckled. “If you say so.” She held up her order pad. “So, what can I get you for breakfast today?”

“The usual. A Western omelet, multi-grain toast, and orange juice.”

Sally winked and then walked up the aisle. 

Julia buried her face in her hands once more, her fingers pressing gently against her temples as if trying to ward off the anxiety building inside her. The unexpected encounter with Mason Huntington had rattled her more than she cared to admit. Seeing him again after all these years felt like an ominous twist of fate, and she couldn't help but worry that it might be a bad omen. The thought of her best-sellers suddenly plummeting from the charts made her heart race with dread. Her life revolved around her books—writing was not just her passion; it was her identity. The very idea of losing that lifeline was unthinkable. She doubted she could navigate the real world if she couldn’t retreat into her stories.

But what truly terrified her was the possibility of Mason discovering the truth—that he was the inspiration behind her success. If he ever found out that her top-charting novels were rooted in the crush she had nursed for him in college, he would surely despise her. How could he possibly understand? It had never been her intention to use his name, his likeness, his essence in her first published novel. But back then, the feelings she had harbored for him were so raw, so fresh, that they naturally spilled out onto the page. What began as an innocent reflection of her college infatuation had blossomed into a wildly successful romance series, with Mason unknowingly at the heart of it.

The awards and accolades had followed, and with them, a legion of adoring fans who couldn’t get enough of her dashing heroes. Her readers gushed over the men she created—men who were loving, kind, and true to their values. They were everything Julia had once seen in Mason, everything she had idealized in him, poured into the characters that now defined her career. 

But the prospect of Mason learning the truth threatened to unravel everything. How could she explain that the heroes her fans loved, the ones who had brought her fame and success, were born from a place of unrequited love and wistful daydreams? 

The fear of that revelation gnawed at her, casting a shadow over what should have been a simple, nostalgic encounter. Instead, it felt like a ticking time bomb, one that could detonate her carefully constructed world if Mason ever connected the dots.

The diner’s front door opened, and she peeked around the seat to watch as another person hurried through, fighting the wind on his way. After shaking the leaves from his suit coat, he walked to Mason’s table and scooted into the booth across from Mason, setting his briefcase on the table.

“Hey, Huntington, welcome home. Didn’t think I’d see your face around these parts again.”

Mason chuckled. “Me either.”

Thankfully the semi-empty diner and the low radio let Julia hear their conversation.

“I’m surprised you picked this place. Do you remember in college when we came here to flirt with the waitresses?”

Laughter came from Mason. “Sure do, Justin.” Mason turned his head toward the long counter and the women working behind it. “Unfortunately, the waitresses are a lot older now.”

Julia bit back a laugh, but Mason’s friend didn’t. His chuckles echoed through the nearly empty diner.

“True. Time has changed a lot of things. So, what’s the urgency?” Justin asked.

“Thanks for coming on such short notice,” Mason said. “I really appreciate your help.”

Justin linked his fingers together and placed them in front of him. “I don’t usually wake up this early on Saturdays, so consider yourself lucky I’m even here.”

Mason motioned to the waitress and ordered his friend a large orange juice. After she left, Mason flattened his palms on the table. “I know you’ll always be a good friend, but now I need your professional help.”

“Sure. I can be an off-duty lawyer this morning. What’s up?”

“You heard my ex-wife died, right?”

“Yeah, man. Sorry about that.”

Julia sucked in a quick breath. She hadn’t heard that.

“Well, her sister, Tori, is trying to cause problems again.”

Justin groaned. “You’re kidding?”

“I’m completely serious.”

“What is she whining about this time?”

“Apparently, she thinks I had an affair on her sister while we were married.”

“Are you serious? You would have never cheated on Amber.”

“Oh, and Tori says she has the proof. If you can believe this—”

The doors to the diner swung open, letting in a gust of cold air and a noisy group of new patrons. Julia scowled in frustration, her attention pulled away from Mason as the fresh wave of chatter filled the small space. The newcomers stomped their feet to shake off the chill, their voices overlapping in animated conversation as they debated where to sit. The lively discussion grated on Julia's nerves; she strained to catch any snippets of the conversation between Mason and his friend, but the clamor made it impossible.

She watched the group from the corner of her eye, her irritation mounting as they continued to linger indecisively near the entrance. Each second felt like an eternity, and the longer they took, the more she worried she might miss something important. Finally, after what seemed like ages, the group made their decision and headed to the far corner of the diner. As they settled into their booth, the noise began to subside, allowing a semblance of quiet to return.

Julia exhaled slowly, trying to refocus on Mason, hoping to pick up where she left off. But the moment had passed, and she could no longer hear what he and his friend were discussing. She bit her lip, feeling the tension of a missed opportunity, unsure whether to stay hidden or muster the courage to approach him directly.

Julia focused her attention on Mason, listening closely until she could hear his voice again.

“Take a look at this.” He reached on the seat next to him and picked up a paperback, and then tossed it to his friend.

Julia held her breath and lowered her shaky hands to her lap as she clutched her fingers. No... this can’t be happening! He held her first book—the book in which she used Mason’s real name and identity.

The other man laughed and reached for the book. “When did you start reading sappy girlie books like this?”

Julia scowled. Men read romances. Not only was this story very complex, but it had mystery and intrigue—what most guys liked. She’d received many awards for that book. The urge to march to their table and set those men straight overwhelmed her. Instead of going with her first impulse, she held back and listened closer, wondering why they weren’t talking about his kids or his sister-in-law now.

Mason tilted his head. “I started reading this when I noticed the man’s likeness to me was gracing the cover, along with the exact name as mine inside.” He pointed to the picture of the man holding hands with a woman as they strolled along the beach. The sunset was the perfect romantic backdrop.

Justin narrowed his gaze, his mouth pinched together. “What?” He took the book and examined it closer. “He does resemble you quite a bit, doesn’t he?”

Julia’s heart sank. No, no...

Mason sighed. “That’s what I thought, too. What I’d like to do is find the woman who used my identity without my permission. Some of these scenes came from my life like she was a fly on my wall. What I’d like to do is—”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





