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  Dedication




  Thanks to Tegan, my ever loyal hard working CP!


  You rock, girl!




  




  Sky woke with a blaring headache and supreme dizziness, still clutching the used, plastic champagne flute in her hand. It hadn’t taken her long to figure out that her pilot, and now ex-fiancée, had lured her out in his small plane and then drugged her and left her to die. She never would have dreamt in a million years she’d wake to find he’d dumped her here, unconscious and helpless, in the middle of a desert.




  “Romantic desert flight,” Sky scoffed to no one. Her bitter tone did nothing but waste already precious breath, as her mouth and throat were as dry as the hot sand under her feet. Walking in heels was not ideal, neither was going barefoot. Either way, they were already blistering in agony, walking in the ungodly heat for what seemed an eternity.




  The day dragged on, making her light-headed and disorientated. She stumbled and fell, chafing her sunburned skin, and tearing her slinky, silver dress, which cost her two months’ wages and offered no protection from the sun.




  The outback was a dry, cracked, barren wasteland of never-ending dust and superheated air. Sheltering her eyes, she peered into the distance. It wasn’t as if a search party was going to be looking for her anytime soon. Greg would make sure of that. She could see the coroner’s report in her mind: death by dehydration and sunstroke, no foul play. Just one woman stupid enough to wander off into the desert alone. No, she was one woman stupid enough to believe herself in love with the asshole.




  Anger burned through her already baking-hot body, making her want to scream and hit something. Oh, how clearly she saw things now; her death was worth a good five million to the bastard.




  Something gleamed in the distance: a shed, a house? She climbed to her feet, trying desperately to ignore her painful, sun-ravished body. Her terrible thirst made her throat feel like sandpaper. If nothing else, it was shade, and a glimmer of hope of being rescued. As she stumbled forward, her limbs felt like lead weights, her body so very weak. A wave of dizziness made her cry out before she fell into the sand, her arms shaking while trying to push herself up; it was useless, she panted in slow, shallow breaths as darkness overcame her.
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