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  SUNDAY MONEY




  by




  CHRISTY POFF




  Prologue




  January 1999




  Every time Shelby Holland watched an Indy car race, it reminded her of how she became an owner in one of the richest circuits in international auto racing. Married to a man ten years her senior, she’d inherited Holland Racing as well as various business interests leaving her a very wealthy woman.




  In the two years since he’d died in a fiery crash, Shelby had kept the team in winning form and in some respects, racing better. She had a good relationship with the sponsors—essential in the sport. She’d hired winning drivers—rare for a team in transition. One thing to her advantage—she didn’t drive meaning her concentration remained focused and not split as her husband’s had been at times. No matter what her critics said—and she had many—Shelby determined she’d be a success as would the team and the rest of the company.




  So far in the season, they hadn’t won a race but posted very respectable top five finishes, including one podium when the car crossed the finish line in third. Consistency what she strove for—she learned that early on—and good racing would be key to keeping her husband’s legacy alive. Respect came with this, something every team needed.




  Now, strange things had begun to occur. Shelby had received several odd packages in recent weeks. One contained a brand new brake line while another had a set of brakes. In one other delivery, lug nuts accompanied a note that said one word—check.




  “Check? Check what?” she asked. She called her secretary into her office.




  “Susan, tell me about the deliveries.”




  “Nothing out of the ordinary.”




  “How...”




  “Messenger company—our normal one.”




  “Call them and find out who sent me these. There’s no return address and I’d like to discuss them with the sender.”




  “Yes, ma’am.”




  Susan left the office returning ten minutes later.




  “The sender wished to remain anonymous and paid for each separately.”




  “But whoever sent them had to give a name.”




  “John Doe.”




  “Damn it!” Shelby cursed under her breath. “Thank you.”




  Susan left, closing the door behind her and leaving Shelby to her thoughts.




  Carroll Holland died leaving his wife a huge business empire headquartered in Indianapolis—one of the Midwest’s hubs for almost everything. On his death, his corporation operated a large international shipping company with subsidiaries in trucking, air and rail freight along with an automotive parts company which rivaled NAPA and the other top chains in direct competition with Holland International, various auto dealerships plus Holland Racing.




  Looking at the various boxes, the parts could have come from any one of the businesses. What the hell does check mean?




  Setting the latest delivery on a table with the others, she put them out of her mind to tend to more pressing business—meeting with a prospective sponsor. If the deal went successfully, she’d be able to field a third team at Indianapolis on Memorial Day and possibly other races leading to a full-time sponsorship. Three cars would take her race team to the league’s limit—something her husband had always wanted.




  “Mister Richardson of Richards Wines is here for your meeting,” Susan announced.




  “Send him in,” Shelby said, just before she got up, straightened the skirt of her pinstriped suit and put on the jacket while making sure the blouse she wore fell perfectly beneath it. Crossing the office, she met Keith Richardson with a smile while the rest of her body staved off the nerves threatening to overwhelm her. Strong in business, her weakness came in her unease at meeting new clients and associates.




  “Keith, how are you?” she asked as they embraced. His hand slipping to her hip did not go unnoticed. Gracefully, she eased away from him then motioned him to a chair in front of her desk. She sat in hers, feeling better about the fact she had a huge piece of furniture separating them.




  “You’re looking fantastic, as always,” he said, waiting for Shelby to take her seat before he sat down. Once he did, they settled into finalizing their negotiations.




  “Are you sure you’ll make it past Carburetion Day and qualifying?”




  “Yes.”




  “And what are you putting on the table?” he asked, taking her by surprise though she tried not to show it.




  “I thought we’d already covered that point,” she answered, preparing herself for the deal going south.




  “My board of directors feels it’s our company doing all the work.”




  “You’re paying to put a car on the track at one of the premier races in international motorsports at one of the most prestigious and hallowed racetracks in the world. The publicity alone from having your name in a prominent race is priceless.”




  “And do you have a driver?”




  “You know my choice in drivers,” she reminded him, her stomach tightening as her nerves became tenser. God, I hate this part of the negotiations.




  “The members feel we should work together more closely.”




  “I wonder,” she said, looking straight at him, “does this come from your board or is this a personal request disguised as their concern?”




  “I don’t understand. I...”




  “I think you do and quite clearly.”




  “Do you realize what you’re suggesting?”




  “Yes, I do and I don’t appreciate being put into this position. I have too much respect for myself and my husband’s memory to do any kind of business like that.”




  “Mrs. Holland, Ray Keenan on line one. He says it’s an emergency.”




  “Excuse me, I need to take this.”




  Richardson nodded while watching her intently.




  “Shelby Holland...yes...yes...no, I didn’t know. Which depot? ...Okay, tell them I’m on my way.” She hung up then asked Susan to get her pilot to file a flight plan for Columbia. “I’m sorry, but I’ll have to cut this short. I have to go to South Carolina immediately.”




  “Trouble?”




  “No need to concern yourself—it’s being handled efficiently. I want to be there to see things firsthand.”




  “I see,” he said. “Are you always this hands-on?”




  “Yes,” she said flatly.




  “Then our deal is on. I’ll have my lawyers deliver the contracts once I’ve signed them.”




  “Thank you,” she said, gathering some files together before putting them in her briefcase. “My attorneys will go over them then I’ll get them back to you after I sign them.”




  “Of course,” he said before excusing himself to let her get her things together.




  Shelby breathed a sigh of relief when the door to her office closed, knowing she’d finally been left alone and could relax. Something about Richardson bothered her but she had more important things to worry about at the moment.




  Ray Keenan’s call upset her. Holland Transport had several depots across the country where the drivers picked up their loads, fueled up and had maintenance work done to their rigs. The one in Columbia, South Carolina—one of the larger facilities in the company—now had one of the warehouses falling victim to an explosion resulting in a multi-alarm fire. She hoped the location of the blast had been in the parts area and not where they stored cleaning solvents, oils and chemicals. Dealing with the Environmental Protection Agency and a hazardous materials clean-up on top of OSHA and their investigation amounted to her least favorite things to handle but she would. As owner of the parent company, she would be on-site and very visible. To quote Harry Truman—The buck stops here—a lesson she learned from her father.




  “Your pilot will be waiting to take off as soon as you arrive.”




  “Thank you, Susan. I will hopefully be gone only a few days so cancel my appointments for the duration. If I’m tied up any longer, I’ll call you.”




  “Yes, ma’am.”




  A few moments later, Shelby Holland walked out of the office and into the elevator to the garage. Once she got into her Audi A8, she drove to the airport, pulled into the hangar and parked off to the side. Getting out of it, she walked to the company Gulfstream meeting Tony, her pilot.




  “Ready when you are,” he said, taking her briefcase before helping her onboard.




  “Perfect,” Shelby said with a smile, grateful for his loyalty.




  Carroll had hired him several years before his death, trusting him completely when it came to their private jet and overseeing the fleet of aircraft—both private and commercial. Able to fly at a moment’s notice made him a valuable asset as well and one Shelby loved the convenience of.




  Once in the air, she went back to the rear cabin—a spacious sleeping area—and went straight for the closet. She’d always kept a complete wardrobe onboard for emergencies or last-minute events. When Carroll won a race, she always wanted to look good for him as well as meeting sponsors who came to congratulate him. Sometimes, they went out for dinner, Shelby and Carroll looking their best to impress.




  After she changed into a navy blue silk blouse and black jeans, she stretched out across the bed and tried to relax. Knowing she had a long incident to deal with once she got to Columbia, she wanted to be rested. How would it look if I nod off while we’re dealing with a disaster?




  Several hours later, the Gulfstream landed. Tony had called ahead and gotten a limousine to take Shelby out to the depot, a huge relief. She thanked him and asked him to stay in Columbia until she left to return to Indianapolis unless something else happened.




  “Yes, ma’am. I’ll do some preventative maintenance while we’re here.”




  “Good, you’ll have time. I expect this to take a few days.”




  “If that’s it over there...” he said, pointing to dark smoke rising in the distance.




  “Shit!” she cursed. Going back inside the plane, she emerged a few moments later with a small overnight bag—her ready bag, as she called it.




  Tony took it and put it and her briefcase in the car then made sure Shelby settled in.




  “The driver is supposed to stay with you so the limo is available at all times.”




  “Good,” she said. “Thank you.”




  As they drove away, she used the car phone to call Ray Keenan wanting to let him know she’d be on-site in a short while once the limo driver negotiated traffic. Opening her briefcase, she took out the file dealing with the facility, sat back and read it. Knowing updated information and current data on the site would help her make coherent decisions about what to do—a must.




  Shelby Holland still raised doubts in the corporate world and within her own corporation. At five foot eleven, her height gave her some advantage when it came down to in your face negotiations though she knew the men spent more time gazing at her extremely beautiful long legs. Being blonde didn’t help at all for obvious reasons though her dark eyes tended to throw some men off a little. Blonde and beautiful—two assets that, mixed with her wealth, made for a dangerous combination though, after two years, she wanted to be taken seriously and get past the sex card.




  Arriving at the site, she looked out the window in shock. The fire had already consumed two buildings, threatening several others. Checking the map she had of the facility, she groaned. We’ve got a helluva mess...




  * * * *




  Ray Keenan had worked for Holland Transport for years. Carroll Holland had put him in charge of Columbia after he’d made the decision to expand it and make it one of the largest of its kind on the East Coast. Now, he had a fire that would rank up there as well.




  A phone call woke him near dawn. An explosion had ripped through the parts warehouse taking a corner of the storage area with it. The force of the blast caused a secondary explosion in the building where they had attempted to safely store the hazardous materials used every day. The pull in his gut gave Keenan misgivings as instinct told him this had been a deliberate act. Why are my instincts always right?




  Placing the call to Shelby Holland had been easy but facing her when she showed up would be a different story all together. He knew she had an inner strength but could she handle the grand scale of the disaster? Hell, I feel overwhelmed...




  His next worry about her—what would she be wearing? Hopefully, she’d have sense enough not to wear a dress, especially a short skirt as women’s fashion seemed to dictate. If he remembered right, her legs could be very distracting—not to mention the safety issue. God, OSHA will have a field day...




  “Yo, Ray, I think the boss lady is here. Limo’s pulling in.”




  “Thanks,” Ray acknowledged, taking a deep breath. “Here goes nothing.”




  Walking over to the black stretch limo, he saw her driver get out and run back to open the door. He breathed a sigh of relief when he saw jeans and what looked to be Western boots. Thank God...




  “Mrs. Holland, I’m Ray Keenan,” he said, introducing himself.




  “Pleasure,” she said, “Now, tell me everything. I don’t want to have to talk to the EPA and OSHA and look like the dumb blonde they’ll take me for.”




  “Yes, ma’am,” he said, having an entirely new admiration for her. He explained everything, leaving out nothing.




  * * * *




  Hours into the disaster, Shelby met with Keenan again.




  “What’s the latest?” she asked.




  “Rumors are rampant that someone did this. One of my guys found what he thinks is evidence that the extinguishment system in the second building had been tampered with.”




  “Sabotage,” Shelby gasped, her mind reeling as her legs threatened to fail her. She listened while Keenan went on to explain what the man had seen.




  “If this gets out, Holland Transport could suffer dearly if not ruination.”




  “It’s a good possibility,” he agreed.




  Various scenarios went through her mind, none showing a positive solution.




  “Tell me what you think I should do,” she said. “We need damage control as soon as possible which the public relations department will handle but if what you say about sabotage is true...”




  “I know of a man who is very good at what he does. He’s well known in many fields and I’m sure he’ll be your best bet.”




  “Call him then.”




  “I think it will come better from you directly. He prefers dealing with the head honcho.”




  “But you are here at...”




  “But not at Holland International. He deals with the top brass only.”




  “Even women?”




  “He’s not a male chauvinist, if that’s what you think. He’s different in that—unlike others I’ve met and I’m sure you have as well.”




  “Where is he?”




  “Miami—he’s entered in a yacht race from the city to Bimini and back.”




  “How far is that?”




  “Forty nautical miles one way but I understand they may go further depending on each racer’s preference.”




  “Wonderful,” she snapped. “You expect me to rest the survival of my company on a playboy sportsman?”




  “Like I said, he is the best. Go talk to him. There’s nothing for you to do here until the fires are out—even the Feds know that.”




  “Keep me advised,” she said, handing him her card. “My mobile number is on it and I expect you to use it.”




  “Yes, ma’am.”




  Two hours later, she sat on the Gulfstream and seriously asked herself, Why? I don’t even know who the hell this guy is.




  Opening a file Keenan had given her, she read about the man he expected her to trust the future of Holland Transport to.




  “Good God, he’s amazing.”




  Chapter 1




  At the Sun Coast Marina, several men worked on a fifty-three-foot racing yacht. When practicing for the upcoming race to Bimini, a piece of debris put a small hole into the ship’s hull. While not major damage to most ships, it could present problems during a race, considering the high speeds they’d be attaining on the course through rough waters.




  “We’ve got the time, so I want the job done right.”




  “Aye, aye, Captain.”




  Laughter filled the workshop where the yacht sat on a frame so they could work on her out of water. They’d been working on the damage for a short while after they did some preventative maintenance on the engine, needing everything to be one hundred percent or the owner of the yacht wouldn’t be happy. The damage had put him in a foul mood until he found out the extent of it.




  Sketching some quick ideas, he showed them to his crew, all agreeing the idea would legally work to give them a little more speed cutting through the water. Designing the piece which would fix where the repair needed to be made took no time at all. Installing it became a different story.




  After spending the better part of the morning working on the repair, the crew went to other jobs in order to prepare for the upcoming race leaving their captain to put the finishing touches on the hull.




  “Rick?”




  “Yo...”




  “I think you’ve got a visitor.”




  * * * *




  Shelby Holland found out how high the temperatures had soared and dressed accordingly. One thing she’d learned a long time ago—no stockings in south Florida at any time of the year. Choosing an off-the-shoulder peasant-styled blouse, she enjoyed the loose but flattering fit. Fire engine red, it contrasted with the white miniskirt and white stilettos. Liking what she saw in the mirror, she grabbed her handbag and left the plane.




  A white Lincoln Town Car waited for her near where Tony had eased the Gulfstream, Shelby smiling. If only he knew how valuable he is...




  Getting directions to the Sun Coast Marina, she drove from the private runway at Miami International heading east. Fortunately, not much had changed since her last visit when Carroll had raced in the Miami Grand Prix. Memories flooded back but she forced them out of her mind. Business came first.




  Half an hour later, she parked the car near one of the shops, took a deep breath and, after putting her handbag under the seat, she got out and locked it. She went into the building, amazed at the highly polished floors and movie star look. What the hell am I doing here?




  Remembering the biography she’d read along with the list of awards and certifications, she realized she more than likely would be wrong in her snap judgment of the man Ray Keenan had sent her to.




  Taking a quick glance around the shop, she noticed three men eying her suspiciously while another’s feet peeked out from beneath a frame holding a large boat.




  “Hello?” she said, hoping the one word didn’t reflect her nervousness.




  “Rick,” one of the guys called.




  “Yo,” a voice answered, obviously coming from under the boat.




  “I think you have a visitor.”




  * * * *




  “Hello?”




  Rick heard a very feminine voice coming from somewhere above him. Underneath the keel of his racing yacht, he peered out to see a gorgeous set of long legs standing near his feet.




  “Can I help you?” he asked, unable to get enough of the amazing view.




  “I’m looking for Derrick Manville.”




  Derrick—Rick to his crew for simplicity’s sake when they raced—slid out from underneath the yacht still lying on his creeper. His eyes followed the length of her magnificently long legs to the hem of the short white skirt—one hugging her hips and upper legs showing off an absolutely amazing body below the waist. He noticed how the soft fabric of her red blouse clung to her curves thanks to the ever-present humidity. Wow!




  “I’m Manville.”




  “Shelby Holland.”




  He sat up, finally noticing the blonde-haired beauty he could see more clearly now. Yes, you are... His mind raced with thoughts of what he wished he could do to and with her. To have those legs wrapped around me... His cock fought for the momentary freedom it would have before it found itself embedded in her beautiful body. Calm down, man.




  “What can I do for you?” he asked after taking a deep breath which did not help at all. I need some cold water.




  “I need your help.”




  A gorgeous damsel in distress...




  Easily standing up and hoping she didn’t see his reaction to her merely standing inches away from him, he wiped his hand off, extending it to her. She took it, both jolting away from each other. What the hell... Quickly recovering—or so he hoped—he said one word.




  “Oh?”




  Derrick noticed her reaction—she’d felt it, too. He watched her trying to mask her emotions, albeit very unsuccessful in her attempts. Inwardly, he smiled.




  “I’ve been told you’re very good at what you do.”




  “Depends,” he said honestly. “What...”




  “Early yesterday morning,” she began, then going into detail about everything she knew.




  “And you have proof of the sabotage?”




  “Ray said his man saw it. I trust Ray and he trusts his men.”




  “Hmmm...”




  “What?”




  “If someone did tamper with the fire extinguishing system, you’ve got a saboteur who’ll do it again—whether for his own pleasure or someone else’s. Who do you suspect?”




  “I hadn’t really considered that. It’s honestly been happening too fast to sit down and concentrate on corporate enemies.”




  “Take a few minutes and think while I go get cleaned up. Josh will show you to the lounge where you’ll be more comfortable.”




  “Thank you,” she said.




  “Josh, take Mrs. Holland to the lounge.”




  “Sure, Rick,” Josh said. “Mrs. Holland—this way, please...”




  Derrick watched her follow Josh to the lounge before he went into the office area where he took a quick shower and changed into a light yellow polo and khakis. Sliding his feet into Docksiders, he combed his hair then spent a few moments trying to make sure he had some control over his body.




  Picking up the phone, he quickly dialed a number and waited.




  “Manville Industries.”




  “Stella, my love, how are you?”




  “Fine, Rick,” Stella Conrad said. “How’s the race going?”




  “We took some damage to the keel but it’s fixable. I’m going to try something to see if she’ll cut through the water faster.”




  “Legal, I hope?” she asked with a hint of amusement in her voice.




  “Of course,” he answered with mock indignation.




  “Whatcha need, boss?”




  “I need complete files on Shelby Holland, Holland International, Holland Transport and anything on the current explosive event at the Columbia, South Carolina hub.”




  “Okay, when do you need this?”




  “Yesterday,” he answered. “She’s in the lounge waiting for me. She flew down here to personally ask for my help in this.”




  “If I remember right, she’s Carroll Holland’s widow.”




  “Then add him to the list. I need to know everything.”




  “You got it. I’ll fax what I can and overnight the rest.”




  “Good,” he said. “I’ll let you know if I’m on the move though I expect to remain here until after the race.”




  “I’ll do what I can.”




  Derrick Manville hung up, grinning. When it came to secretary/personal assistants, Stella Conrad rated number one. Where would I be without her?




  Taking a deep breath, he left the office and crossed the workshop to where the lounge had been set up. Nothing major, it boasted several leather couches, a table with some chairs and a small kitchenette. Seeing Shelby’s blonde hair made his body react again, Derrick cursing to himself. What the hell is it about her?




  “Why don’t we go get something to eat? You can tell me more about you and...”




  “Are you going to take this job or not?” she asked impatiently.




  “Look, I need certain information before I can get started. You may have told me everything you think I need to know but I can guarantee you’ve missed something that could be vital to this operation.”




  “You’ll have to excuse me if I seem impatient but I’m seeing a huge mess ahead of me—one rumored to be the work of a saboteur. I’m sure you can understand my position.”




  “And that’s what your enemy wants. The more he has you off-kilter, the easier it will be for you to make mistakes which will give him the upper hand if not the opening he’s looking for in order to take your businesses away from you.”




  Derrick watched her emotions, ones she desperately wanted and maybe needed to hide from him. He saw a woman who’d spent her life or at least the last few years of it, putting up a strong front so she could keep her husband’s company from being taken over by the sharks. If only you’d realize I’m not the enemy...




  He could see her trying to figure out what she should do. Obviously, she wanted to run but refused to allow anyone to see any vulnerability. Thoughts of what he’d like to open her up to threatened to overtake him, Derrick pushing them to the side to concentrate on the gorgeous woman who came to ask for his help—my damsel in distress.




  “Maybe, I’ve made a mistake coming here. I should have stayed...”




  “The worst thing you can do right now is second-guess any of your actions. Coming here shows you trust your management to handle things for you while you meet with someone who can help you deal with it.”




  “Somehow, I know you’re right but it’s so damned overwhelming.”




  “And I will do everything I can to assist you with this but, in order to be successful, you have to be smart.”




  “Tell me what you want to know.”




  * * * *




  Shelby accepted the cold iced tea Josh offered her, grateful for the relief. Her mouth dry, nerves took over. Why now? She hated this one part of her personality because she wanted to project confidence, especially in the male-dominated world of business. Knowing her competition wanted to see her fail angered her and drove her to want to succeed in their world more. Things like Columbia made it hard and now, she found herself doing exactly what they wanted—she turned to a man for help though Derrick Manville struck her as being different. Can I trust him? Unfortunately, I have to—for now...




  Waiting for him to get cleaned up, she slowly drank her iced tea and looked at the framed pictures hanging on the wall around the lounge. Derrick Manville seemed to excel at everything he did. I wonder about the bedroom... Catching herself reddening, the heat in her cheeks feeling oddly good, Shelby tried to regain her composure. Get a grip, girl. Besides, you didn’t come here for sex...




  She heard footsteps crossing the floor of the workshop and looked up to see Manville walking toward her. Heat coursed through her giving her a firsthand experience with the warm and fuzzies. What is it about this guy?




  “Why don’t we go get something to eat? You can tell me more about you and...”




  “Are you going to take this job or not?” she asked impatiently, knowing she said the wrong thing.




  While Derrick read her the well-deserved riot act, she listened to him absently, busy studying the man standing in front of her. Remembering his bio, she wondered why a man with a Master’s Degree in Mechanical Engineering raced boats and played the field.




  Shelby gazed at him, realizing he knew what he talked about. To go running back like a crying child would undermine everything she’d worked for while damaging any kind of business relationship she had with the men her husband had trusted—the same men she did now.




  Relenting, she agreed to dinner and surprisingly enough, she enjoyed being with Manville. They shared a table overlooking the ocean and talked for hours. Near eleven, he checked his watch.




  “We’d better be getting back. I’ve got an early call in the morning for time trials before the race.”




  “Damn, I didn’t think about tonight. I figured I’d be back in Columbia.”




  “Here, take my keys and stay at my place. I’ll spend the night at the shop so I can get some last-minute things done on the boat to make it seaworthy.”




  “I couldn’t...”




  “I insist,” he said as he slid the keys across the table to her, their fingers lightly touching. Again, the charge between them caused her to quickly pull back. Derrick noticed but didn’t say anything. “I’ll drop you off then pick you up on my way to the marina.”




  “For what?”




  “I had hoped you’d come cheer me on.”




  “I don’t have anything to wear to...”




  “There’s a shop open all night long around the corner, if you’d like to...”




  “I don’t think so,” she said. “I can’t be enjoying some frivolous race while I have a disaster to contend with. I’m sorry to have taken up your time.”




  “You’re running away, aren’t you?”




  “What?” she asked.




  “You’re running away rather than facing what might be happening between us. I know you’ve felt it but you’re so determined to keep up appearances as the hard businesswoman, you’ve forgotten how to have fun and to take a man’s generosity as honest and not with some underlying motive.”




  “I think you’ve overstepped here,” she stated, her face flushed though Derrick couldn’t be sure whether anger or true feelings caused it.




  “Maybe I have but I can tell you this—you run and you’ll never know. Plus, you’ll be walking out on the one person who can help you.”




  “Arrogant as well, I see,” she said.




  “Could be but Ray Keenan wouldn’t have sent you to me if he didn’t think I could handle the job. Obviously, he suspects the worst and my reputation does speak for itself—I will find out what’s going on and you will retain ownership and control of your company.”




  “I’ve read your file and I have to say, I’m impressed but from where I sit right now, I see someone who cares more about his silly race than getting anything done. Excuse my apprehension...”




  “Noted save one thing—while we have been sitting here enjoying a wonderful dinner, I’ve had my people getting me more information so I know what the hell I’m getting into. I cannot just walk into the site of the explosion and act like I should be there. I might not go there at all though I will have what information I need and only because I don’t want to tip your hand. The last thing you need is for whoever is behind this to know of my involvement. As to my frivolous race, I’ve had several college interns working on that boat to finish their Master’s Programs. The money won from the race will go straight to my alma mater for their engineering school so, no, lady, it’s not frivolous and I resent you implying as much.”




  “I think this meeting is over. I’m...”




  “The offer for my place is still on the table.”




  “My God, you’re insufferable,” she exclaimed.




  “I know and deep down, you know I’m right.”




  * * * *




  Taking Derrick Manville up on his offer, Shelby followed him into his condo—one with a magnificent view of the ocean. She couldn’t help gasping at the amazing home he’d made in the center of one of the country’s major playgrounds.




  “Make yourself at home,” he said. “The guestroom is upstairs and to your right.”




  “Thanks,” she said as she watched him take her backpack up the grand staircase of his huge multilevel home. He returned moments later, Shelby seeing he’d left the light on for her.




  “The kitchen’s stocked and I’ve got coffee if you need the morning caffeine fix.”




  “I drink hot tea.”




  “Got that, too. Mom hates coffee and I guess I never got out of the habit of keeping it on hand.”




  “Your mother...”




  “She and Dad travel a lot and I don’t see her as much as I’d like.”




  “I’m sorry.”




  “Thanks,” he said as he gazed at a framed picture on the bookshelf.




  An uneasy silence filled the room, neither knowing what to say next. What could be said—Death and separation did that. People still had trouble dealing with her and it had been two years since Carroll’s death at New Hampshire. Some of their oldest friends hadn’t said a word to her since the day of his funeral.




  Derrick broke it by walking over to the phone on the counter between the kitchen and the dining area.




  “If you need me, press one and it’ll automatically dial the shop. Any phone in the condo can do this.”




  “I appreciate this but I plan to fly back early. I think I’ve been away too long,” she heard herself say, ruing the cowardice creeping into her personality while knowing Derrick had been right about running but being in the same room with him made her resolve go to hell.




  “I’d still like to see you at the race tomorrow,” he said.




  “I...”




  “I hope you reconsider,” Derrick said, putting his keys on the counter next to the phone. He walked toward the door, Shelby watching his every move. “Good night.”




  Moments later, he left closing the door behind him, Shelby feeling a strange sensation course through her.




  She walked around the first floor of Derrick Manville’s home, stopping in front of the bookshelf Derrick had stood by a few minutes before. She figured the one of Derrick with an older couple had been taken some time before and she saw where the man got his looks from.




  Looking at her watch, she figured midnight might be too late to contact her pilot, Shelby not even sure she wanted to leave. Manville had hit one too many nerves when he made his character assessment of her earlier and she had to admit, it not only hurt but piqued her curiosity about him. The heat between them had not been a fluke or a mistake—she felt something lingering between them. Do I want to open myself up to him?




  The fact he knew her as well as he did after only a few hours scared her while intriguing her at the same time. She gazed at other photos then realized she’d walked into his den where various trophies sat on display along with his diplomas from Virginia Tech. A plaque hanging with his diplomas caught her attention, Shelby remembering what he’d said earlier about giving back to the school. Commemorating his endowment to the engineering school, she learned about another side of his fascinating personality not in his official bio—he never forgot his roots.




  She took a closer look at the trophies seeing not only boating championships but from auto racing, skiing and other activities as well. Impressed, she regretted acting the way she had with him but her flawed defense mechanisms had kicked in and she edged close to losing the help of the one man who could, in fact, do something for her and the company. Then there are the damned feelings...




  Reconsidering her decision to return to Columbia, she went to the phone on the desk, her hand hovering over it. Unsure if she really wanted to accept his invitation, she pulled back and walked out of the room.




  “This is ridiculous,” she said to no one. “Derrick’s right—you’re running away from your emotions.”




  In the last two years, she’d made her mark in the business world, especially being one of the few female owners in the Indy Racing League. Success had followed her though some of it had been hard won, to say the least. She could deal with sponsors, knowing the exact time when the feminine touch would work while being a tigress during negotiations. Why can’t I handle this—a simple phone call, for God’s sake?




  Making her decision, she found another one of the extensions and picked up the phone dialing one as Derrick had instructed. Her heart pounded while she waited what felt like an eternity for him to answer. Maybe he’s underneath the boat again...




  “Hey, Shelby, what’s up?” a sleepy voice asked.




  “Did I wake you?”




  “I’d just dozed off. Josh and the others put her in the water while we enjoyed dinner so there’s nothing to do but chill until we go over to the course for the time trials.”




  “Oh, I see,” she said, beginning to lose her courage.




  “Shelby, what’s wrong?”




  “Nothing,” she said. “I thought I’d call to tell you I’d like to go tom—I mean, later to the race.”




  “Outstanding,” he said, sounding a bit more awake. “I’ll pick you up around seven thirty.”




  “Okay,” she said. “Derrick?”




  “Yeah?”




  “What should I wear?”




  * * * *




  Derrick left his condo heading directly to the shop where he expected to have hours of work and little if any sleep ahead of him. Walking in, a sick feeling overtook him when he saw the shop empty and the Manville 3 gone.




  Moments later, Josh walked in and laughed seeing his boss’ face.




  “Relax, Rick, she’s in the water.”




  “When?”




  “About an hour ago. I kept an eye on the keel like you wanted and we felt she could go in without a problem.”




  “Good, I’m glad it worked.”




  “Now to see if it does us any good.”




  “If it doesn’t, we keep trying until it does. You know me...”




  “True,” Josh said before laughing.




  Everyone close to Derrick Manville knew that once he sank his teeth into something, he didn’t let go until satisfied he’d succeeded in completing his project or accepted the impossible after exhausting every possible chance—a rare occurrence.




  “Then go home and get some sleep.”




  “I’d say the same to you.”




  “Mrs. Holland is spending the night at the condo while I bunk here.”




  “What’s this—Derrick Manville swearing off the opposite sex? Will wonders never cease?”




  “No, this one scares me. She’s got some issues plus I feel something with her I’ve never felt before.”




  “Then do as you always do and find out.”




  “That’s just it—there’s heat between us but I don’t want to push her. I can sense she’s fragile now. I don’t want to push her over the edge.”




  “Why did she come here in the first place?”




  Derrick explained the reason to his friend then waited for his reaction.




  “I saw it on the news. Latest reports state half the depot’s been leveled.”




  “I’m waiting for Stella to get me what she can on all the particulars.”




  “Good move. I heard the fax earlier—maybe, she’s sent something already.”




  “Get going,” Derrick said. “I’ll see you in a few hours.”




  Once Josh had left, Derrick crossed the empty shop and went into his office. Considering its location, he’d made it into a small yet spacious suite of rooms—office, bedroom, bath—everything he needed when he didn’t want to leave a project or he forgot time.




  As Josh had said, numerous documents waited for him—all from Stella. One thing he appreciated about her—her meticulous attention to detail. On many occasions, her thoroughness had given him the advantage he’d needed in order to make or break a deal. No matter the corporate headquarters for Manville Industries had been located in Fairfax, Virginia because his father had wanted to be close to what happened in the nation’s capital, Stella and Derrick worked together as if no distance existed.




  Settling on the leather couch with late night movies on for sound, he went over each and every piece of paper she’d faxed to him. By the time he’d finished, he knew a great deal about the Hollands, their business and those who might have a grudge against them for one reason or another. On one file, he’d found a Post-it note with one comment—most likely to want for the current affair in SC. Trusting her intuition, he read the file on Dean Ovelman and made some notes.




  Near one in the morning, he dozed off until the phone ringing woke him. Seeing the call’s origin, he tried to wake up before he answered it.




  “Shelby, what’s up?”




  Hearing her voice made the rest of his body go on alert—at this point, not a good thing. He knew she felt the heat between them but she chose to pull away instead of facing it head on. Thank God I came here. His cock throbbed impatiently as soon as she told him she wanted to go to the race later in the day but her next question threw him.




  “What should I wear?” she asked quietly as if she felt a little ashamed. “I have things on the plane but...”




  “A cool dress would work and you might want a hat—the sun off the water can be a real scorcher. I also suggest a bathing suit underneath it. It tends to get wet because one of the losers invariably soaks the winner—a salute to the victor, so to speak.”




  “I didn’t bring anything like that—I’ve got evening, business and...”




  “In the room you’re staying in...” he began. “Go in the closet and see if my sister left anything. Since she and her husband bought a house down in the Gables, she rarely stays with me.”




  “I couldn’t...”




  “Trust me, she won’t mind. If I remember right, you are both about the same size although she doesn’t have legs nearly as gorgeous or as long as yours.”




  Her silence led him to envision her face reddening from the compliment, Derrick grinning. I will break through the damned wall you’ve built around yourself.




  “Shelby?”




  “I’m here,” she answered. “I guess I’ll see you at...”




  “Seven thirty.”




  After saying good-night and hanging up, Derrick Manville reread the file on Shelby Holland. Looking at her photo, he felt a slight charge even though the FAX copy didn’t have the clarity of the original. Something about her sent his emotions skyrocketing and his body demanded satisfaction.




  Needing sleep, he set everything aside, took a shower and went to bed. Falling into a sound sleep, he dreamt of the long-legged blonde beauty he intended to get to know better—in every way.




  Chapter 2




  Time trials went quickly and set the field for the annual Miami-to-Bimini yacht race. Derrick had garnered an excellent starting position, he and his crew pleased with the way the yacht easily cut through the water.




  On their way into the dock, he searched the pier for Shelby. She’d worn a black shirtdress which never looked as good on Alicia as it presently did on Shelby and she’d chosen an extremely wide-brimmed floppy white hat to make the contrast. Of course, it hadn’t hurt one bit that she wore the same shoes she’d worn into his shop the day before—tall thin white stilettos. What more can a starving man ask for?




  He thought for a moment trying to remember the last relationship he’d had. She’d been a beautiful brunette with a curvy figure who, he learned almost too late, loved the money and position more than the man. After Alicia had clued him in, he dumped the girl and devoted his life to his work—a girlfriend that kept him from being hurt. That had been seven years before, his heart and soul safe until a beautiful woman walked into his shop needing his help.




  Now, Shelby reawakened old feelings and emotions he’d thought he’d locked away for good and he wanted to jump into the fire again. Then again, the last girl had never sent shock waves through him when he looked at a grainy copy of a photo of her like Shelby’s did.




  He and his team went to the competitors’ meeting for last-minute details about the race then headed for the Manville 3. Again he looked for her, finally seeing her watching him from a short distance away. He waved to her and she smiled, Derrick’s heart skipping a beat. What the hell is it?




  Once the yachts moved into their starting positions, they waited for the starter’s gun to signal the race start. As soon as they heard it, Derrick and his team went into harmonious action. They had forty miles to cover and he set his mind to doing so in order to win the race and give the winnings to Virginia Tech. Putting everything out of his mind except the race, Derrick concentrated on the job at hand and absolutely nothing else, though somehow Shelby crept in. Damn it, not now!




  * * * *




  Onshore, Shelby watched the time trials, unable to keep her eyes off Derrick Manville. Thank God for dark sunglasses. In the nylon wind suit he wore, she could see the outline of a gorgeous and muscular physique—not overly so but just right. She could not believe how overheated her body became just watching him and when he waved to her before boarding the yacht, her heart slammed into her chest. What the hell is he doing to me? I’m not ready for another man in my life—or am I? Why do I feel like I’m betraying...




  The shot starting the race brought her out of her brooding. She watched the racers take off, her eyes on one boat—the Manville 3. The feeling of loss once they disappeared from view startled her.




  “Shelby Holland?”




  “Yes?” she said, the voice bringing her back to reality.




  “John Edwards, Edwards Vineyards in North Carolina,” he said, introducing himself. “I’ve been trying to meet with you to discuss a very lucrative sponsorship deal for Holland Racing.”




  “Oh?” she asked, wondering what he meant. “Have you called the office?”




  “I’ve been told by one of my competitors not to—that you...”




  “And who told you that?” she asked, figuring she knew the answer.




  “Richardson...”




  “Say no more,” she said. “We’ve been in negotiations but no papers have been signed yet.”




  “What have they offered, if I may ask?”




  She told him the basics of the deal, watching his reaction.




  “My attorneys are going over the details and the paperwork as we speak. I’ll be signing them as soon as I return to Indianapolis.”




  “Can I ask you to listen to my proposal?”




  “We have some time—why not?” she said.




  Never before had a potential sponsor sought her out. Most of the ones they had backing the teams had been in place since before Carroll’s death and had remained loyal afterward. She wanted to think of herself as being smart enough to remain open to new ventures like the one now presenting itself.




  They went inside and, after getting a light snack and some champagne, they found a table and sat down to talk. By the time Edwards had finished his pitch, Shelby knew they had to make the deal.




  “So let me get this straight—you’re offering carte blanche financially as long as you are the main sponsor for Indy and the remainder of the season with the option to renew at anytime.”




  “Yes,” he said.




  “And what do we have to do in return?”




  “Win,” he stated simply. “Putting our name on your car is worth millions in advertising because we’re going global with our marketing strategy instead of remaining regional. Besides, I watched your husband with great interest—always a fan. I met with him shortly before his death and gave him the same details. Unfortunately...”




  “Why didn’t you come back to see me?”




  “I believe in time to grieve plus you’ve been doing well on the circuit and with the addition of another full-time car, it seemed right to try to contact you now.”




  “I wish you’d called me sooner though I understand why you didn’t. Richardson has been a little chauvinistic with his offer and I feel like there’s something behind what he’s promised.”




  “I have no problem with your organization at all. I would never do anything to harm what you have been striving to hold onto. I know how it is in the corporate world today and I commend you for the success you’ve had. That’s what I want to align with.”




  “One more question—why not NASCAR? You’re in the middle of stock car country.”




  “They have a stand on any alcoholic beverages except the brewers. I see them allowing harder liquors in a few years but I’m not sure about wines except for local vintners in California and New York. Open wheel is different in that respect.”




  “Thank you,” she said, raising her glass to him. “I see a long and happy future with Edwards Vineyards on the car. Thank you, again.”




  Edwards stayed with her chatting about different things while keeping up on the status of the race. When someone yelled they’d made the turnaround, her stomach tightened. Taking out her mobile phone, she made a quick call to Susan to tell her to take the Richardson deal and shred it.




  “Why, Shelby, I thought you...”




  “I just negotiated a much better sponsorship with none of the strings attached.”




  “Congratulations,” Susan said. “I’ll take care of it right away.”




  “When you’re done with that, get a hold of Sam Bass in North Carolina. I’d like him to meet with Mister John Edwards of Edwards Vineyards to start designing the paint scheme for Indy. If he doesn’t do it, ask him to recommend someone who can.”




  “Yes, ma’am,” Susan said emphatically.




  Shelby ended the call and looked at her new sponsor.




  “You are a spitfire, as I’ve heard.”




  “And please don’t disappoint me.”




  * * * *




  “How’s she holding the line?” Josh asked.




  “Great,” Derrick answered. “She’s smoother than usual.”




  “Good.”




  “How are we on time?”




  “We’ve got a good lead plus the tailwind doesn’t hurt either.”




  “Perfect,” Derrick said, checking the gauges as well as some of the electronic monitors that showed him what lay beneath the water’s surface. The damage to the keel they’d repaired would have been worse had it not been for the state-of-the-art electronics they had onboard, Derrick grateful. It took a slight shift starboard to save thousands of dollars, downtime spent in repairs and best of all, they still made the race—their main objective.




  At the wheel, Derrick made the turnaround at Bimini smoothly while losing none of their lead time or distance. He sat back, gazing at the expanse of open water lying between them and Miami. No, fool, you’re looking at the distance between you and her.




  Derrick turned back to the instrument panel attempting to get her out of his mind. They still had a good distance to cover and, at this point, they could ill afford any mistakes. Not used to this kind of distraction, he refused to allow it to overwhelm him. Race first, Legs second.




  “Rick, how are we doing?”




  “We’re about ten miles out,” he answered.




  Over the course of the race, he and Josh had switched off on command while the others on the crew maintained the sails and anything else that needed to be done. Doing it this way made sure Derrick had the helm when they crossed the finish line. Rechecking the instruments, Rick grinned. Not long now...




  * * * *




  “The lead yacht’s in sight!”




  Those words sent everyone running out of the banquet room they’d been waiting in since the field of twenty-four yachts disappeared from sight a short while before. The announcer began calling out numbers, all the spectators craning to see which would cross the finish line first.




  Shelby’s height gave her a slight advantage combined with the four-inch heels. She saw what looked like the Manville 3 far out ahead.




  Her stomach tightened more, Shelby praying for Derrick and his crew to have a good outcome. The adrenaline rush floating through the crowd had all the elements of any auto race though she couldn’t help but notice their reserve. Seeing him out front made her want to cheer him on but she wouldn’t embarrass him in front of his friends.




  Seeing the Manville 3 in the lead, she inwardly jumped up and down while cheering under her breath. Come on, Derrick...please... She said silent thanks for her choice of shoes which kept her from jumping up and down like she always did at Carroll’s races. Things had definitely been different then. But are they?




  “They’ve just passed the five-mile marker and the Manville 3 still holds a comfortable lead.”




  Shelby crossed her fingers—anything could happen in five miles. Wanting to close her eyes, she forced herself to watch the end of the race. Derrick Manville has to win...




  Please don’t let him lose...




  “Two miles,” the announcer said, “and it’s still the Manville 3.”




  “Don’t worry, he’ll win,” John Edwards said casually.




  “I hope so,” she said.




  “Why so skeptical?”




  “First yacht race,” she replied. “Put me at a racetrack and I’m fine.”




  Edwards laughed, easing some of Shelby’s tension.




  “Consider it a racetrack, only it’s on the water.”




  “Thanks.”




  “One mile...”




  * * * *




  “Did you hear that?” a buxom blonde asked her friend.




  “Yeah, and when he wins, I’m going to be in the pictures with him. He’s so hot!”




  “No, you won’t,” another said. “I will.”




  “Did he bring anyone?”




  “Derrick Manville bring someone—are you kidding? He never brings anyone to these things. He knows we’re all waiting for him and he doesn’t need to worry.”




  The girls laughed as they babbled on. They’d been going to the yacht races for several years and, in the last few moments before the end of one, they’d go into action. While pushing forward to where the race victor would dock the winning craft then tie off before meeting the officials, they’d strip to their bikinis and insinuate themselves into any of the photos taken. Most of the winners didn’t care though a few wives and girlfriends had made their displeasure with them well known. When the probable victor had no one to contend with, they took on each other.




  This time would be no different.




  * * * *




  Derrick and Josh refused to languish in the fact they’d easily win the race. A few hundred yards to go and anything could happen. Derrick firmly believed in Murphy’s Law and they still had time to give the race away over something unforeseen.




  “It’s ours to lose right now, Josh.”




  “I’m sure we won’t though I agree with you.”




  “Where’s our competition?”




  “Several lengths back.”




  “Then let’s give her what she’s got.”




  Derrick pressed the throttle ahead a little more, the engines answering the call. While they’d been taking advantage of the sails catching favorable winds, they’d now come into calm waters making it necessary to use mechanical power. Nothing new, it didn’t give them much advantage over the others who had to do the same if they expected a decent finish.




  Josh went to check on the crew leaving Derrick at the helm. He picked up a set of binoculars and scanned the pier. The usual groupies had pushed their way to the front of the crowd, Derrick snickering. One of the girls would expect to kiss him but he had other ideas. Searching further back, he saw Shelby Holland nervously watching the end of the race. He could tell she felt out of her element, something he understood quite well.




  Putting down the binoculars, he guided the Manville 3 over the finish line, ably defending his previous victory in the race the year before. He enjoyed racing but the satisfaction of winning for his alma mater felt better, especially when he matched the race winnings. This year’s purse topped half a million dollars meaning the school would have one million plus added to the Manville Endowment—a good day’s work.




  Sailing across the line, Derrick eased back on the throttle to let the engine slow itself down. He circled in front of the yacht club with the others—the equivalent of a cool down lap in auto racing.




  Easing her into a slip to the side of where the crowd gathered, he figured it would be easier with the sails up. He also did not want her getting soaked by one of the losers considering he planned on taking Shelby out on her later when he sailed back to where he always docked her.




  As soon as he nudged in, he and Josh orchestrated the job of securing her to the slip. Once done, they congratulated each other on a good win. Getting off the yacht, he saw a clear path to Shelby, the one he wanted to enjoy the victory with. His body agreed, every inch of his six-foot-one-inch frame craving her body wrapped in his.




  “Derrick, congratulations,” the brunette groupie said, her hands going to his face to pull him down.




  “Missy, if you persist and ruin anything between me and my lady, I will...”




  “You bought someone?”




  “Yes, now get your clammy hands off me,” he said sweetly, making sure only she could hear. Slowly, she started to remove her hands then quickly kissed him anyway once she heard her girlfriends and knowing they would never let her live it down that she failed to get what she wanted.




  Derrick pulled away, shoving her back.




  “You bitch,” he quietly cursed. “You never listen to anyone, do you?”




  “But, Derrick, it’s tradition,” she whined. “No one else minds.”




  “Then end it!” he said loudly. “And for your information—I do.”




  A hush fell over the crowd as Derrick made his way to where he’d seen Shelby only he couldn’t find her. One of the officials caught up with him stopping him.




  “We need to award the trophy,” he said.




  “Can you give me a few minutes? I need to find the one who I want to share this with.”




  “All right,” the man said. “As long as you’re not leaving.”




  “Wouldn’t miss it,” Derrick said. “I just need to find...”




  “Let me know when you’re ready.”




  “I will and thanks. Also, can you get rid of the groupies? I think that’s why my lady left.”




  “I’ll have security escort them out—hopefully by the time you return.”




  “Thanks again.”




  Derrick headed inside the ballroom, praying he’d find Shelby there but a quick glance told him she hadn’t gone inside. He looked toward the lobby of the yacht club, seeing a tall woman heading toward the front door and the parking lot.




  He ran after her, his heart slamming against his chest.




  “Shelby,” he called.




  The woman in black stopped then slowly turned around, Derrick seeing hurt on her face.




  “Shouldn’t you be getting your trophy or something? I’m sure your girlfriend doesn’t want to be kept waiting.”




  “Jealousy does not look good on you,” Derrick said as he closed the distance between them.




  “You should have told me in the first place,” Shelby retorted.




  “Told you what? That I’ve been virtually celibate for years? That Missy’s touch turns my stomach? That I tried to make a straight beeline to you and she got in the way? You missed it when I told her where to get off.”




  She turned away, her insecurity obvious.




  “Shelby, look at me,” he said, lightly touching her arm. “I want you to accept the trophy with me and share this win. You’re all I thought about the entire way back from Bimini.”




  “I don’t know...”




  “Trust me, I’m not lying to you. Believe me, I understand hurt.”




  She looked at him, Derrick staring into her eyes, hoping she’d be able to see his sincerity. Shelby smiled, relief coursing through him. Without warning, his lips covered hers, his tongue pressing the issue in order to explore her mouth. She yielded to him, their kiss deeply passionate as she wrapped her arms around his neck.




  Breaking it long enough to catch his breath, he gazed at her.




  “Wow,” he gasped.




  She nodded, unable to say a word while she agreed with his assessment of the last few minutes of their lives.




  “Answer one question,” she said slowly.




  “Anything.”




  “Do you feel the same intense heat I do when we touch?”




  “Yes.”




  “What does it mean?”




  “That’s two questions,” he informed her mischievously.




  “Okay, smart-ass, just answer it.”




  “I don’t know what it means but I fully intend to find out.”




  “Good.”




  * * * *




  Hand-in-hand, Derrick led Shelby back to where the race officials waited along with Josh and the crew of the Manville 3. Taking the time to introduce her to them before the ceremonies, Derrick Manville grinned from ear-to-ear when he realized Shelby did not want to let go of his hand.




  “To Derrick Manville and the crew of the Manville 3, I’m proud to present this trophy as well as a check in the amount of five hundred thousand dollars for winning the annual Miami-to-Bimini race. Congratulations.”




  “Thank you,” Derrick sad, accepting the trophy and the check. “I’d like to donate the winnings from this victory to the Engineering School at Virginia Tech while also matching this check with one of my own. Because of this race today, the endowment will receive one million dollars for their programs.”




  The crowd applauded as Derrick handed the check to Shelby then held up the trophy. As soon as he lowered it, he handed the cup to Josh, said something to him privately then turned back to Shelby.




  “How would you like to sail her back to the marina?”




  “Sounds interesting,” she said.




  “Let’s go.”




  After staying a few moments to speak with some of the sponsors, Derrick and Shelby slipped away and boarded the Manville 3. Helping Shelby onboard, he untied the boat from the mooring Josh had secured her to then went below to the helm. Starting the engines, he eased her from the slip then slowly turned her and headed away from the yacht club.




  “I thought I’d take you down to Bimini so you could see the course.”




  “Interesting,” she said, taking one of the captain’s chairs next to him. “And if I had said no?”




  “I would have gone for Plan B.”




  “Which is...”




  “Not sure but I’ll let you know if I need to use it once I come up with one.”




  “You’re very sure of yourself, aren’t you?”




  “My father brought me up to know what I want and go after it. Both of my parents instilled in us the fact that our lives are what we make them and unless you go for it, you won’t enjoy half of what you would like to.”




  “Very profound.”




  “They wanted the best for us. Alicia graduated from the University of South Carolina with a Doctorate in Marine Science. She moved down here and has been working to improve the conditions in the Keys. She met her husband and she’s really happy.”




  “And you?”




  “I have my Masters in Mechanical Engineering from Virginia Tech, run several divisions of Manville Industries and I like to play hard.”




  “Your bio says you’re worth millions and have been listed on the Fortune 500 several times.”




  “And Forbes,” he added. “I’m honored but I don’t do what I do to make their lists. I created the endowment to help students get everything they can out of the program. While I make lots of money, I like to win as well.”




  “Is there anything you haven’t won that you would like to?”




  “Indy.”




  “Are you serious?”




  “Very,” he said. “I grew up watching it on tape delay on Memorial Day evening before they finally began airing it live. The Brickyard is one of the racetracks I’d like to race at and win.”




  “The others?”




  “Bristol and Talladega—neither of which are open to open wheel and I’m not sure I want to try stock cars. I love the speed of open wheel without the restrictions placed on the engine as they do at Talladega and Daytona. Hell, if they have their way, you might see restrictor plates at Atlanta—not something I want to see.”




  “And would you put restrictions on your lover?” she asked out of the blue.




  “Only if she wants them and then it would depend on what she wanted.”




  “Explain.”




  “In the corporate world—never. I believe women can be just as strong, ruthless and smart as any man when it comes to business. In public, I take pleasure when a woman enjoys life but there is one exception to that.”




  “What?”




  “If she’s going to hurt herself in any way or make a fool of herself—I’d hate for her to be remembered for something inane.”




  “And privately?”




  “As I said, it depends on the desires,” he answered, aware she wanted to set some things straight from the get-go.




  “I see.”




  “I don’t think so. I am not into certain types of sex but...”




  “Too much information right now,” she quickly said.




  “That’s why I enjoy pleasuring a woman—fulfilling her desires—if I can.”




  “So, if I decided to take advantage of this gorgeous yacht to soak up the sun without the threat of obvious lines appearing afterward,” she began, nervous about the subject they discussed.




  “Feel free—it’s you and me right now. Besides which, you can stay belowdeck here if you choose. I want to see where our feelings take us and, as I said earlier, I intend to explore our mysterious heat.”




  “I haven’t been with anyone since Carroll. We had a good sex life and we did some things out of the realm of vanilla sex, I think you call it.”




  “Shelby, we’ll take this one step at a time. I haven’t been in a relationship for years. Josh accuses me of being celibate.”




  “No monk ever kissed like you do.”




  “I wouldn’t know and, by the way, you definitely are no nun. You’re a beautiful hot-blooded woman who sends fire through me when we touch.”




  “You do the same to me,” she said. “I never felt like this with my husband. When you talked about playing hard, I got so damned aroused. My God, I don’t believe this conversation.”




  “Who else have you opened up to like this?”




  “No one.”




  “It’s good to cleanse the soul, according to my mother.”




  “She’s probably right.”




  “Shelby, we have all the time in the world—I swear.”




  “But I have a huge problem to deal with. I shouldn’t be here praying you’d rip my clothes off and ravish me.”




  “My sister’s clothes? No way,” he answered, trying to lighten the intensity though he wanted to do exactly what she’d said. He fought hard to remain in control—a battle he knew he’d lose though he couldn’t afford the wrong outcome.




  Taking her hand in his, he held it, amazed by the sensations they shared.




  Surprising him, she leaned over and whispered in his ear.




  “Does this thing have an autopilot?”




  “I can weigh anchor, if you’d like,” he told her.




  “Do something,” she said. “I don’t know what this is but I thank God you came chasing after me.”




  “Hold that thought,” he said. While still holding her hand, he cut the engines and made sure of their course. “Are you absolutely sure?”




  “I don’t understand why but I felt empty during the race. Until today, I’ve never felt jealous. This heat between us means something.”




  “I agree,” he said before pulling her into a kiss. He drew back gazing at her.




  “I...”




  “Shelby Holland, I am a one-woman man. I will never intentionally do anything to make you jealous or bring shame to this gorgeous face.”




  “I’ll hold you to that, Derrick Manville. Carroll’s death took a lot out of me, a second loss would kill me.”




  Derrick gently lifted her chin, gazing into her beautiful but sad blue eyes. He leaned over to kiss her, their lips meeting. I love a woman who’s on the same level... As it deepened, Shelby’s hands framed his face pulling him closer. Taking her lead, he wrapped his arms around her back pressing his body to hers and effectively trapping her.




  He lifted her off the chair, carrying her across the cabin to a sofa. Setting her down, his hands slid underneath the hem of her dress and gently rested on the backs of her legs just below her ass. The sound of her breath catching pleased him as he explored her mouth once more.




  Feeling her clumsy attempt to pull the zipper of his nylon race uniform down, he moved just enough to give her the room she needed. As soon as she pulled it all the way down, he wriggled out of it leaving him in an extremely tight body-hugging set of swim trunks. Her hands on his chest sent shocks through him as he quickly unbuttoned her black shirtdress and pushed it off her shoulders to the floor leaving her in one of his sister’s sexier bathing suits.




  “Damn, woman,” he gasped, the heat between them intense.




  “Tight black Speedos look great on you.”




  Derrick kissed her again, loosening the ties on the suit top and letting it fall. Reverently, he held her breasts attending to each nipple. Her hands locked behind his neck, she arched her back, her hair tumbling down it while her contented moans filled the cabin. Doing this pushed her lower body against the throbbing bulge in his Speedos. The heat continuing to build more, it turned to flames when she wrapped one of her long legs around him.




  “Keep that up, Legs, and...”




  “Tell me what to do,” she gasped.




  Lifting her up after her other leg wrapped around him, he carried her to the master salon where he laid her back on a bed that seemed to encompass the entire room. Untying the ties on her suit bottom, he removed it, throwing it to the side followed by his. Spreading her legs, he teased her pussy seconds before he drove his tongue into her hot wet heat.




  Shelby gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair. She pressed her pussy to his mouth, Derrick tongue fucking her. Out of control, she shook—her body no longer hers. Her cries echoed through the cabin, driving him.




  “Derrick, please...” she begged.




  Derrick gave her no time to think, thrusting into her while remnants of the orgasm held her. Easing in then out, he could tell he had to take the first time slow, Shelby tight though her grip on his cock felt wonderful.




  “Don’t be easy,” she gasped, her hand finding his balls and gently massaging them.




  Spurred on, Derrick obeyed her desire, his body relieved.




  “May God forgive me if I hurt you.”




  Derrick Manville thrust into Shelby Holland, her hand massaging him and driving him. The more she did, the more furious his pace became until he pounded her sweet pussy like a well-oiled piston in a high-performance engine. Again, the feel of her gorgeous legs around him drove him more.




  At the exact moment he felt his release ready to fill her, her hand gripped his sac and squeezed.




  “Shelby!” he yelled as he exploded into her. Never had a woman done to him what she just did and the sensation sent him reeling out of control. His nerves on edge, his muscles flexed making sure she took everything he had to give her. He bent to kiss her, their lips locking while their tongues erotically danced.




  “Promise me something,” he whispered.




  “Anything—what?”




  “Never ever let your legs release me. I want them around me every chance we get.”




  “Absolutely.”




  “My Legs—I love you!”




  “You’re the only one who has and ever will get away with calling me that.”




  “Thank God for small blessings.”




  “Can I call you Rick? It’s easier to scream.”




  “I don’t care what you call me as long as you never leave my side. I know I’m rushing things but I want you to be my wife. Think about it for a few seconds but please say yes—I don’t want to lose this.”




  “Yes, I will,” she said. “I don’t want to lose this either. I’ve heard of love at first sight but never believed in it.”




  “I believe, Legs. I believe.”




  “So do I.”




  * * * *




  Seeing the bikini-clad girl kiss Derrick while making it appear like they had something going on between them brought out a side of Shelby she didn’t know. Jealousy reared its ugly head and the only way to handle the situation brought out the cowardly side of her personality as well.




  Now, she had Derrick Manville exactly where she wanted him and more importantly—where she wanted to be. She wrapped her legs around his gorgeous body and held onto him fearing if she let go for the slightest reason, he’d be gone forever. God, I never knew about the depth of my insecurities...




  The moment he’d taken the swimsuit off, she’d lost—becoming his in any way she could. Having his swollen shaft inside her gave her the strength to make a life-altering decision—one she would stick by and not regret. Shelby knew love once before and being with Derrick far surpassed that. Sorry, Carroll...
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