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  BLOODLESS:


  



  Bloodless, a vampire saga exceeds the limits when history, vengeance and eroticism rule. Authors Michael McCarty and Jody R. LaGreca craft an eloquent tale that draws the reader into a realm beyond the grave. Meet Daniel Peck a modern day vampire, over one hundred years old — whose legacy terrifies…


  



  FOREVER IN VEIN:


  



  Forever In Vein unravels the dazzling, yet cruel world of Victorian New England where tradition backfires with passion and bloodthirsty malevolence. Lovely debutante, Becky Williams, is ensnared by Ludwing Von Vanderblatt, a one-hundred-fifty year old vampire into the doom of the Vanderblatt farmhouse — beyond the silence of the pit…


  



  BLOODLUST:


  



  Sequel to Bloodless, psychic vampire, Daniel Peck, lives on with movie star madness. Discover the dark side of Marilyn Monroe’s untimely demise and more in this twisted tale of revenge and seduction. Beware of kisses in the dark and the echo of eternity — which bears the curse of Daniel…
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  Chapter 1


  The Elite


  


  The Brocks were an enviable pair with their house in Lido Beach, Long Island and their estate in South Hampton. Juliet and Drew’s lovely, twenty-eight-year-old twin daughters, Chelsea and Lacey, recently made them grandparents. This remained a phenomenon still inconceivable to all who long admired Juliet’s long black hair and chiseled features, and Drew’s bookish appeal of intelligent eyes paired with a muscular physique. They made a remarkably attractive couple; looking extremely youthful for fifty-three years old.


  They were paragons of the extravagant lifestyle, en route to the Hamptons for a week-long vacation. This would be the first time just the two of them were going. Juliet wondered if she and Drew could rekindle their romance, which had become as faded as the bleached out and strategically torn designer jeans Drew purchased from Sachs Fifth Avenue. She glanced at them and wondered if she should tell him they looked ridiculous and were no longer age appropriate. But for fear of him telling her she should put her bikinis in storage and throw away the key, she kept quiet and touched up her lipstick in the car mirror instead.


  The slow going traffic made Juliet impatient. They already battled hours of bottleneck which often accompanied the hotbed of the Hamptons. Juliet’s arm felt tender from sun exposure just from being in the car. Finally, after another forty-five minutes Drew pulled into the winding driveway of their summer home: a five-bedroom, five-bathroom Colonial. It boasted a grand foyer, a sunken living room with a fireplace, a gourmet kitchen with a center island, an in-ground heated pool, and a hot tub.


  As usual Drew took the suitcases from the back of the Town and Country and single-handedly carried them inside. He left the screen door open to let some fresh air circulate while Juliet surveyed the surroundings with a sense of nostalgia. The house felt so empty, yet there was an excitement and expectation about being together, just the two of them for once. It felt so good to be back.


  The bay window of the den showcased the ocean. Juliet walked in for a gander. It was high tide now and a crystalline light shed the golden glimmer of sunset on the crest of waves. Frothing tops of white foam rode in with the wind, crashing to the shore in a melodic roar. Seagulls were sifting through the sand and making for a landscape of nature at its best.


  Juliet opened the window and relished the ocean air. The scent of the salt and surf immediately refreshed her senses anew. This was what made life worth living, to be away from it all, in their own private haven.


  Drew walked in and placed his arm around her waist. His touch felt comforting and she reveled in it. Together they stood and watched the sun radiate with an edge of magenta before it began to slowly lower behind the midnight blue sea.


  “It’s so beautiful,” Juliet said wistfully.


  “Not as beautiful as you.” Drew kissed her on the cheek. “How about eating in Savannah tonight? The ocean air is making me hungry already.”


  “That sounds wonderful, but I was thinking, maybe we could take a quick walk on the beach first. I’ll just put my things away after dinner.”


  Juliet always unpacked her suitcase and put everything in its proper place. While, Drew only brought four changes of clothes at best and lived right out of his suitcase.


  “Sure that sounds good; let’s hit the beach,” Drew said.


  Arm in arm they walked down to the shore where they could stroll for long peaceful stretches. The wind felt so good in Juliet’s hair. The ebb of sunlight still radiated with a bit of heat, which comforted her weary bones. The balance of nature and the beaches were just what she needed to get the foibles of everyday living off her mind.


  Drew took in a deep breath. “This is the first vacation we’ve had in a long time, and I really need it.”


  His job as a lawyer often left him stressed and burnt out by the end of the day, so much litigation for one man to deal with. Drew’s success in having his own law firm in Manhattan with his partner Seymour Rifkin for the past twenty-five years made him an icon in the industry. His picture was often in the newspaper, and he had been interviewed on the news more times than he could count.


  As an eighth grade social studies teacher, Juliet felt fortunate to have the summers off, but even so, it was a welcome diversion to get away from the maddening crowd at their private beach club in Lido Beach. South Hampton was somehow different, like a paradise.


  The warm shadows of sunset accompanied the fading beams of light as a feeling of calm enveloped them. Their footsteps of the past merged with their new ones, and all in the world felt right for the moment.


  Drew glanced over at Juliet and thought she had only gotten more attractive with time. Her face glowed with inner goodness. Her long black hair blew in the breeze, each straight hair falling onto the others with precision. Her high cheekbones gave her a regal look, like generations of great thinkers were lighting the lamp of intelligence in her brain. Drew often tried to bring her out, but Juliet liked the quiet. She was basically a loner and comfortable walking in silence with the waves echoing their togetherness.


  The solitude only brought Juliet’s thoughts to the surface. She sighed with pent up frustration over her materialistic lifestyle. It made her feel empty inside, like a pot of coffee that hadn’t been brewed to its full potential. There was a bitter, acid feeling in her soul; a longing, without knowing what she longed for. She felt like she was missing the one ingredient to make her feel complete as a woman.


  “What are you thinking about?” Drew asked when they stopped by their special spot along a dune, near the rocks where tender shoots of grass had begun to sprout.


  “I’m thinking about how long it’s been since it was just the two of us and wondering why we haven’t nurtured our relationship the way we should have,” she replied looking at the sea and feeling as small as a grain of sand.


  Drew’s worry lines constricted an internal impulse from always being immersed in legalities. “I’m sorry to hear you say that, but I guess it’s because we never wanted to leave the twins. But you have my word, now that we’ve broken our pattern, we can do it more often.”


  Drew reached for her hand and gently squeezed it. “Sometimes I get so caught up with work and my routine, I forget the simple pleasures of just standing here and looking at the ocean while holding your hand.”


  Juliet smiled and studied him in the nearing twilight. His dark hair had become speckled with gray and his face had grown more mature. He possessed a worldly and manly presence, even more enticing to her than his youthful looks. His classic features and olive complexion were accompanied by a radiant smile. After being married for thirty-two years, Juliet felt just as drawn to him as she’d ever been.


  “At first I was apprehensive to come here by ourselves. I thought we would miss being here as a family. You have to admit, it’s a lot of house just for two people. But you know what, I realize now what I really miss is us, the way we used to be when we first got married. To think we can take a step back and rekindle our connection makes my heart warm.” Juliet smiled hopefully. Yet she couldn’t help but feel somewhat on tenterhooks. In spite of how attentive Drew might seem at the moment, he didn’t always return her affections.


  He kissed her on the hand before they headed back to the house. The wind caressed their hearts with memories. Juliet imagined them making love after dinner, and not having to rush, just a time for themselves. However, she doubted Drew would feel likewise, and this reality made her feel somewhat melancholy.


  * * * *


  Dinner in Savannah was everything they expected. The restaurant they chose possessed an old-world ambiance with attention to detail. Tiffany lamps above each table shed amber light on the rustic décor. The candlelight Drew had requested added a luminescent glow to their faces as they ate their meals. Juliet’s shrimp scampi was steeped with buttery richness, toppled over linguini and sprinkled with freshly grated Parmesan, while Drew’s fillet mignon and garlic mashed potatoes were prepared to perfection.


  Juliet clinked her tall flute of the finest house wine to Drew’s and proclaimed, “Here’s to us and our second honeymoon.”


  “Who said anything about being on a second honeymoon?” Drew quipped with a devilish gleam in his eyes.


  Juliet flashed a mischievous smile. “We might as well claim it while we have it. You never know when we’ll get another chance like this, an entire week away, just the two of us.”


  “We haven’t done that since our honeymoon, so I second that motion.” Drew smirked and tapped his glass to hers. He leaned forward, and they shared a tender kiss.


  The waitress appeared to pour them more wine. “We’re on our second honeymoon,” Juliet said, starry-eyed.


  The waitress, a young college girl, raised her eyebrows inquisitively. “How many years have you been married?”


  “Longer than you’ve been living,” Drew retorted.


  “I’m twenty-five,” the waitress said.


  “Yup, like I said we’ve been married longer than you’ve been living…and have two grandchildren.”


  “I would have never guessed; you both look too young to be grandparents!” The waitress’ eyes widened with surprise.


  Juliet smiled with a touch of irony. “Too old to be on a second honeymoon is more like it.”


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  



  Chapter 2


  Evening


  


  After dinner, Juliet and Drew arrived back at the house. Juliet went into the den and tried to set the mood for romance, wishing she didn’t have to try so hard. She lit candles and the scent of cinnamon permeated the air. She turned on the large flat-screen television to a cable station playing lovely background music and sat on the L-shaped black leather couch. Drew was busy at the bar. He finally sat beside her with an after dinner cordial of Frangelico and two crystal glasses in hand.


  Juliet knew what would be coming next in spite of her wanting this to be a second honeymoon. She knew Drew would break open the cordial, drink a couple of glasses and inevitably fall asleep on the couch. He did not know how to nurse a drink. Not to mention, they’d just finished their meal with a cappuccino and Juliet was feeling relaxed and sensual.


  Drew broke open the bottle and placed it on the coffee table. “Do you really need to drink more?” Juliet grimaced in spite of her efforts to hold it in.


  She could see the muscles in Drew’s neck tense. His overindulgence with alcoholic beverages had been a sore spot for them. He always claimed it helped him unwind, but to a fault in Juliet’s mind. As far as she was concerned, all it did was make him sloppy and unromantic.


  Drew proceeded to pour his glass to the brim. He made a motion to pour her some.


  “No, thank you, I’ll pass,” she said in an irritated tone.


  “Don’t get all uppity about it. I just want a little taste. You know it helps me unwind.”


  “It helps you get drunk,” Juliet snapped. “That’s practically half the bottle.”


  “Half the bottle,” he repeated. “Are you kidding? I’m just getting started.” He laughed before drowning himself in its nectar.


  “Didn’t you have enough martinis at dinner?” she asked in a clipped tone before she folded her arms on her chest and clenched her jaw.


  “Look, I don’t want to hear any argument about this. I’m a two-hundred pound man and what might seem like a lot for you is merely a tease for me,” he replied.


  “Come on, you know you always pass out when you drink a lot, and I was kind of hoping,” she looked at him demurely, “that tonight would be a romantic evening.”


  “It is a romantic evening. Come on, give it a chance; the night is still young.” He smiled at her warmly.


  Juliet glanced at the clock on the mantle. “It’s almost ten o’clock.”


  “So? We don’t have to get up early tomorrow morning. Come on, have a sip. Otherwise I won’t be able to make a toast.”


  Juliet grimaced as he poured her a little. She raised the cordial and Drew proceeded to clink his glass to hers. “Here’s to us and the future, and to our second honeymoon,” he said with cheer.


  Juliet barely took a sip and put her glass back down on the coffee table with a sigh.


  “Oh, come on,” Drew cajoled with annoyance. “Don’t be such a party pooper. There’s less than an inch in there.”


  “You’re the one who’s being a party pooper. I think it would be a lot more fun if we brought our party upstairs to the bedroom,” Juliet suggested in a contrary tone. She immediately regretted her approach realizing her remark would have the opposite effect.


  “Please, don’t make me laugh. Why would I go up there, so I can be crucified?” he asked with a scowl. He sunk into the couch and took another swig.


  “You know, I really thought if we were able to get away, just the two of us, things would be different, but I can see I was sadly mistaken. Some second honeymoon this is turning out to be! What’s more important to you? Being with me or drinking that stupid Frangelico?”


  He laughed with a nasty-drunk edge. “Why, drinking Frangelico, of course, since it doesn’t talk back. It understands me and doesn’t constantly throw my faults in my face.”


  “Oh really? Then, maybe you should have married a bottle of Frangelico; you two make such a great couple. Enjoy yourself.” She jumped up and headed angrily for the sliding glass door.


  “Where are you going?”


  With her hand on the door, she stopped and shot him an angry look over her shoulder. “I’m going to take a walk on the beach!”


  “At this hour? I don’t think that’s wise. I can go with you in the morning if you like.”


  “Oh please, like you’ll be bright-eyed and bushy-tailed. You’ll have a hangover, just like you always do after one of your benders. Just sit there and enjoy your bottle.”


  She slid the door open and stormed out. She needed air and to be alone with her thoughts since being with her husband at present did nothing but infuriate her. Juliet knew in spite of them being away in the Hamptons by themselves, with talk of a second honeymoon they’d bring all their baggage with them. And maybe, just maybe, she was a little testy herself. She knew she could be like that, and very demanding when one of her whims struck. After all the hours of driving and fighting the traffic, it made sense he would need to unwind. Just the same, she wished he had other diversions


  Juliet got down to the shoreline and began walking with a steady stride, reviewing what had happened. It was obvious to her that Drew was gearing himself up for a good night’s sleep on the couch even if he failed to admit it. As much as she tried to understand it, it incensed her. She’d been hoping to make love together in the moonlight, wrapped in each other’s arms. A full moon was high in the sky, and the moment not only seemed right, but long overdue.


  Juliet reminded herself they hadn’t been together for over two months now. It made her angry how Drew didn’t make their sex life a priority and whenever they argued about it, things only got worse. Juliet was happy she removed herself from the battleground and hoped by the time she returned, Drew would have come to his senses and put the bottle of Frangelico away. That is, if there was any left to put away.


  The night sky drew a dark curtain around her while her thoughts danced around the moon. Stars glimmered overhead with faraway dreams, yet it was difficult for Juliet to get control of her emotions. As much as she loved Drew, and always would, she hadn’t been as happy as she should have been ever since the twins got married and moved out. Juliet wondered if she expected too much of him and if she, perhaps, didn’t give him the space he needed. She knew she sometimes required a lot of attention, with her headlong dive into the empty nest syndrome. Realistically, Juliet knew dreams didn’t always measure up to reality. But, most importantly she never stopped loving or wanting Drew. She could not help but wonder if he felt the same way about her.


  It somehow seemed tonight was a culmination of the frustration and tension they’d been experiencing. It felt like a turning point. Here they were, finally alone in a different environment, just the two of them, and they were still arguing. Drew would talk romance, but would not act on it when the moment seemed right. Why was that? Was he tired of her? Perhaps she didn’t interest him anymore and he was doing his best not to hurt her feelings. If that was it, he wasn’t accomplishing his goal.


  Juliet’s feelings were indeed hurt. She felt abandoned. The crashing waves vexed her with the sounds of nature’s steadfastness. Why couldn’t her husband be so gloriously dependable and always there, like a rock in the pattern of nature’s fabric?


  All of a sudden, from the moonlit beach, Juliet noticed a person struggling in the ocean. It appeared to be a woman, but Juliet couldn’t be altogether sure. She couldn’t make out the person’s cries for help, but it was obvious he or she was definitely in danger of drowning. She could see the person’s arms flailing as the waves—looking like white molten lava—erupted wildly around him or her.


  “Oh my God!” Juliet looked around for help as panic raced through her heart. From her vantage point, there wasn’t a soul in sight, and she was useless in even shallow water. She never swam farther out than waist deep, and this person was out there, beyond the breakers. With no way to help her, Juliet could only watch her frantic struggle with the sea. Yes—Juliet had decided the victim was definitely a woman—who went under repeatedly, only to pop up again amidst the white frothing madness to fight for air.


  Juliet turned around in desperation only to see Drew—apparently he’d decided to come after her—running down the beach toward her. His eyes shone in the evening like streetlamps. She would never forget the hard expression on his face the instant he saw the woman in the surf. He stumbled to a stop and almost fell down as he kicked off his shoes. Then he was running again, stripping off his jacket as he dove headfirst into the surf to swim straight for the woman.


  “No! Drew, stop!” It was clear he wasn’t thinking rationally. He was too drunk to be swimming out past the jetties.


  Juliet splashed into the water to intercept him in the shallows. She caught tenuously onto his shirtsleeve. Although he jerked his arm free of her grasp, he stopped and stood, both his hands fisting at his sides as he glared at her. “What do you want me to do, Juliet? Stand here as helpless as you and watch someone drown?”


  Juliet felt the blood drain from her face. She didn’t say another word as he took off again, the surf appearing to whip up even more wildly as he dove into it. The cacophony of the breakers crashing against the rocks took on a surrealistic sound for Juliet, like a seashell put to the ear. She wanted to turn around and leave Drew to his rescue. Or his own demise, whichever it may be. But she couldn’t seem to move from where she stood, knee deep in the surf, watching Drew plow through the encroaching waves with strong, accomplished strokes. Unlike her, he was a good swimmer, drunk or sober it seemed. Juliet was barely able to breathe past the ache in her heart and the fear clogging her throat. Drew was her husband and she still loved him, despite his apparent indifference toward her.


  As the sky began to team with raindrops, Drew’s silhouette became murky against the dark sky, and the woman’s faint echoes became lost to the wind. It was clear she could not hold on much longer.


  Close in, the sea erupted with monstrous waves, teeming with white heads, but beyond the breakers the sea somehow looked even more ominous, like black glass with no insight into what dangers lurked beneath. Drew was getting knocked around by the height and breadth of the breaking waves and from what must be a severe undertow.


  Juliet clasped her hands to her chest with fright. Her blood went cold in her veins as the world took on a surrealistic visage. Suddenly everything began to move in slow motion. Terror twisted her heart in a vise as the silhouette of Drew’s head became smaller and smaller the farther out he swam. At times he even went under, and Juliet feared both he and the drowning swimmer would perish. Regrettably, there was nothing she could do to help them.


  Drew was right. She was utterly useless.


  * * * *


  Tumbled among the torn waves, Drew proceeded to brave them farther out. At this point, the victim was getting pulled out past the rocks. Hearing her cries for help, he stretched his strokes until he could reach out to her.


  When her cold fingertips slipped from his, he kicked forward to reach her again. On his second try, he grabbed onto her hand and shouted, “Hold tight!” His words were quickly swallowed up by the crescendo of the crashing waves.


  The salty wind tore Drew’s breath away. He held tight to the woman’s hand as the whirling undertow dragged them both downward into the black depths. Drew felt swept into a nightmarish state of total terror and desperation. They whirled around in the turbulent sea like rag dolls in a washing machine and he lost grip of the young woman’s hand. It took all he had physically and mentally to fight his way back to her, his lungs virtually screaming for air.


  A rush of adrenaline surged through Drew’s veins as he frantically reached out through the frenzy to again find the woman’s hand. He grabbed her foot instead.


  They toppled head over heels in a wild melee of terror, yet Drew managed to reel her in. It wasn’t until he wrapped his arm around her and accidently got a handful of bare breast that he finally realized she was naked. But he’d be damned if he was going to think about that right now. He surged back toward the beach, with only one thought in mind: to break free of the undertow.


  The woman barely clung to him, weak from her struggle to survive, but that was just as well. His arm went finally where it should be—around her waist—he didn’t need her struggling against his efforts.


  It seemed to take forever, but Drew finally found himself on his hands and knees in the shallows, gasping for breath. Her eyes closed, the woman lay on her back next to him, struggling for her own breath as the surf lapped at her chin.


  She opened her eyes just as Drew peered down at her. Their gazes locked. Drew thought she had the most beautiful violet eyes he’d ever seen. And her breasts were noteworthy as well.


  * * * *


  Juliet remained motionless until Drew stood, looking Herculean as he picked the woman up and carried her up onto the beach to safety. The fear of losing him still resonated through Juliet, her heart still pounding out the remnants of her adrenaline-fed fear.


  She forced her feet to move, breaking into a run to go to them as he laid the woman down on the sand. It wasn’t until then she realized the woman was stark naked. But more immediate was her condition. Her face was slack and pale, and her eyes were closed. It looked like she wasn’t breathing.


  Drew had already begun CPR—something he learned when the twins were born, but never needed before—by the time Juliet reached them. She stood helplessly by, holding her breath as Drew methodically pumped her chest and breathed the flow of life into her.


  Finally, the poor woman began to cough and spew out water. Drew turned her onto her side to aid her in the process.


  When he returned the woman to her back, she finally began to regain some of her color. Her eyes opened for a moment, though it seemed like she could not comprehend where she was or what had happened.


  Juliet was relieved to see both her husband and the naked young woman survive their ordeal. Yet watching her husband hover over the naked beauty made her want to chew nails and spit out the shrapnel.


  All that bare skin looked like fine white china, as if it had never been touched by the sun. Her facial features were delicate: a well-shaped nose, good bone structure and full lips. Her violet eyes were riveting and Juliet found this unsettling. She was tall and model-thin, with a tiny waist and long, slender arms and legs. Her mound was perfectly shaved, with only a narrow thatch of pubic hair. Obviously, she was a natural blonde.


  It was her large voluptuous breasts however that seemed to be drawing most of Drew’s attention. Juliet decided he’d looked about enough. She went to get the dinner jacket he shed on the beach.


  When she returned with it, Drew helped her sit up and put it on. Juliet knew good and well the possible ramifications of his valiant efforts and the intimacy of the moment. Why couldn’t the woman possess at least one flaw? She wondered. Like stretch marks! Maybe one ounce of flab or spider veins. Even Drew’s jacket looked good on her.


  Juliet quietly watched Drew murmur softly to the woman in an attempt to comfort her, but he wasn’t speaking loud enough for Juliet to hear any of it. She tried to convince herself it didn’t matter, but it did. She could not help but look to see if the woman had a wedding ring on. To her distress, her hands had perfectly manicured nails sans a wedding ring.


  * * * *


  “Are you all right?” Tammy Blake’s rescuer asked bent over her, concern etched across every feature of his handsome face. Funny she should even notice the man’s overwhelming masculinity at a time like this, when only moments ago, she had been at death’s door. But she did notice, along with the fact he wore a wedding ring, and that was probably his wife who stood hovering behind him.


  Suddenly, what had just happened came to full fruition. Tammy realized how foolish she had been to go into the ocean at that hour… alone. She began to shake uncontrollably as tears filled her eyes. She threw caution to the wind and hugged her rescuer with appreciation before she began to cry hysterically into his chest.


  “You saved my life,” she murmured through her tears, clutching onto him like he belonged to her. “Oh, my God, I can’t believe I almost drowned.”


  * * * *


  Laura Stanley rushed back to the beach, after running up to Tammy’s summer house to call 911. Tammy had just bought the house and Laura was visiting for the summer. Neither of them was aware of an undertow in this particular spot along the beach until it caught Tammy in its clutches.


  After an afternoon of shopping and sightseeing, they ate a late dinner at the house and then decided to go for a walk along the beach. Neither one of them thought to bring a cell phone along. Stupid! Laura chastised herself as she hurried back to Tammy as fast as her condition allowed.


  She had no choice but to abandon Tammy long enough to run back to the house and call 911. She and Tammy had been best friends since grade school; they were just like sisters. Losing her would be devastating for Laura, but she was five months pregnant, which made protecting herself and her unborn baby girl her top priority.


  After making the call, Laura headed back, trudging breathlessly up the sand dune across the road from Tammy’s house. She slid down the other side on her butt, through clumps of tall dune grass, to keep from falling, and was lightheaded when she got up. She stood there a moment to wait out her wooziness before she slogged her way back down the beach to where she’d left Tammy struggling in the surf.


  She arrived, only to find all her silent prayers had been answered. Tammy was sitting on the beach, in the arms of a handsome stranger.


  She cried out, nearly collapsing from relief. Entirely out of breath, she bent over, braced one hand on her knee and wrapped her other arm around her cramping belly.


  * * * *


  The woman’s cry startled Juliet into turning around. “Oh, my God!” The sight of a woman bent over and clutching her pregnant belly made her own stomach flutter. She hurried to the woman’s aid, taking hold of her shoulders as she slowly straightened and blew out one final breathy whoosh of air. Even though the woman smiled at her, Juliet remained concerned. “Are you all right?” she asked, glancing down at the woman’s hand which now lay atop her baby bump.


  “Yes, I’m fine. I just got winded and I had a muscle cramp is all.” She glanced over at Tammy and her rescuer, who were both looking at her with concern. “I’m all right. Tams, are you?” Laura’s lower lip beginning to tremble as her emotions finally caught up with her.


  “I think she’s just fine. Now,” Juliet said, “come on over here and sit down.”


  As Juliet guided her toward a driftwood log, Drew’s attention was drawn back to the woman he’d rescued. She was attempting to get up, but she obviously didn’t have the wherewithal yet. “Hold on,” he said, getting to his feet and bending down to lift her into his arms. He carried her over and sat her on the log next to the woman who was obviously her friend. He stood back and watched them hug.


  “I’m getting you all wet,” Tammy said, pulling back but holding onto Laura’s hand.


  “Who cares?” Laura laughed through her dwindling tears. “You’re all right and that’s all that matters.” She looked up at Juliet and Drew to introduce herself and Tammy.


  “I just bought the house across the road,” Tammy told them. “I didn’t know anything about the undertow here.”


  Laura returned her attention to Tammy. “Are you sure you’re all right?”


  “Of course, thanks to Mr. Brock here.” She smiled appreciatively up at him. And uh…?” She looked inquiringly at Juliet.


  Obviously, Juliet thought, he’d introduced himself to Tammy, but hadn’t bothered to mention me at all. She threw him a perturbed look. “I’m Juliet Brock. Drew’s wife.” She made sure to get that fact out, even though she regretted sounding a little stiff.


  At that moment, a paramedic in a blue uniform and a rescue swimmer from the police department came rushing down the beach from the parking lot. The swimmer carried his flippers and an old-style carry stretcher as the wheels of a gurney would obviously sink in the sand. The paramedic carried a med case.


  “She’s over here!” Laura shouted.


  The two men quickly set their sights on Tammy. Thomas McGraw, the paramedic, placed his case down and kneeled down beside Tammy. “How are you doing, Miss?” he asked her, taking out a stethoscope and a blood pressure cuff.


  “I’m fine…really,” she said as he began to take her blood pressure and pulse. “Just a little chilled and a little unsteady. I’m sure I’ll be fine by morning.” She pointed to her rescuer. “This man, Mr. Brock, saved my life.”


  Tomas smiled at her as he monitored her blood pressure. Once he took her pulse, Tom took her temperature. “Well, your temperature’s a bit low. If Mr. Brock hadn’t gotten to you when he did—”


  “I don’t even want to think about that,” she said, beaming up at Drew as if he’d hung the moon that could now be seen over his right shoulder. “I don’t know what I would’ve done if you hadn’t come along.”


  “Yes, thank you, Mr. Brock,” Laura added. “I had to go back to the house to call 911. As good a swimmer as Tam is—she was first alternate in freestyle and backstroke at the Sydney Olympics in 2002—I don’t know if she could have lasted out there until help came. We’re so very grateful to you.”


  Drew stood stoically with Juliet by his side. “No problem. Happy to assist. Is she going to be all right?” he asked the paramedic.


  “She’s borderline hypothermic and her blood pressure’s a little low. What is your name, ma’am?” Tom asked her with a concerned expression.


  “Tammy Blake,” she murmured weakly.


  “Miss Blake, we’ll be taking you to South Hampton Hospital,” Tom said with purpose.


  “Oh, but I’m all right. I just need to go home and go to bed. I’ll be fine.”


  “Tam, don’t argue with the man,” Laura countered. “If he says you need to go to the hospital, you need to go.”


  “She’s right, Tammy,” Drew coaxed. “It’s best to have a doctor take a look at you.”


  Juliet noticed a silent message seemed to pass between them, and she couldn’t prevent the spasm of irritation that crossed her face. She looked away, hoping no one had seen it.


  Tammy reluctantly capitulated. “All right.”


  The rescue swimmer laid the stretcher out on the sand, and Tom helped her onto it. They covered her shivering body with a space blanket and carried her down the beach to where the ambulance waited in the parking lot, lights still flashing. Laura and Drew automatically followed, giving Juliet no choice but to tag along.


  “I’ll meet you at the hospital. I need to change; I’m wet and muddy,” Laura said with an exhilarated smile as Tammy was transferred to the gurney. The rescue swimmer took the old stretcher, gave Tammy his well wishes and left in his Jeep.


  “Do you have a way to get to the hospital?” Drew asked Laura. He could not help but feel drawn into the welfare of the woman he had just saved and that of her pregnant friend. “And you know it wouldn’t hurt for you to get checked out too, considering your pregnancy and the stress you’ve been through tonight.”


  “I don’t think—”


  “All right. It was just a suggestion. Now, do you have a way to the hospital?”


  “I was planning on taking a cab.”


  “I would be more than happy to drive you there after I change into some dry clothing.” Drew offered while Juliet cringed inside.


  “Are you sure? I don’t want to put you out,” Laura said, feeling very tired, now that her adrenaline level was coming down.


  “You’re not putting me out. I’ll meet you in the parking lot in a few minutes,” he told her, the tone of his voice brooking no further argument.


  Chapter 3


  Tammy Blake


  


  My husband, the hero!” Juliet exclaimed as she and Drew stood in their walk-in closet.


  “C’mon, Juliet. I’m just glad I was there,” Drew said as he slipped on a pair of Bermuda shorts. He pulled a matching polo shirt off its hanger.


  Juliet leaned against the doorframe, her arms folded beneath her breasts as she watched Drew dress. Her emotions whirled out of control. It was at this moment she realized if not for her running outside after her argument with Drew, Tammy Blake might have very well wound up as a casualty of the sea. She could not help but wonder what the ramifications would be after such a grand event. What if Drew saving Tammy’s life, coupled with the woman’s youth and beauty, grew into a bond that would become the final blow to their marriage? She tried to reason how farfetched and crazy her speculation was. Rationally, her husband had become a hero in a moment’s chance, a quirk of fate, nothing more. Jumping to the conclusion of Drew becoming interested in Tammy as a woman was just her own insecurity raising its ugly green head. And she’d always been above such paltry behavior…until now.


  “You know you don’t have to go. Her friend could just take a cab. After all, you risked your life to save Tammy. Isn’t that enough?” Juliet retorted.


  “That’s the difference between you and me, Juliet. I don’t count my good deeds,” Drew snarled as he raked a comb through his hair before he ran past her and down the hall. Juliet followed him to the top of the stairs.


  “I’ll be back as soon as I can,” he called back over his shoulder before slamming the door shut behind him.


  Juliet descended the stairs and stood by the window to watch him drive off into the night. Once again, she regretted what she’d said and wished she would think first before letting the venom fly. Lately, it seemed to be one of her greatest faults, yet it was difficult when her emotions surged out of control.


  Here she was—in worse shape than before their failed attempt at a romantic evening. All her hopes became fairy dust in the wind, fleeting in an instant.


  It annoyed her how Drew didn’t ask her to go with him to the hospital, not that she wanted to go. Just the same, he could have asked.


  * * * *


  Drew pulled into the ocean side parking lot and flashed his headlights on. Laura Stanley walked over and eased into the car. “Thank you so much; I really appreciate the ride,” she said with gratitude, still seeming shaken up.


  “It’s fine. I would like to see how your friend Tammy is doing.” Drew practically felt lightheaded—like he was in the midst of a whirlwind adventure where he was suddenly the leading actor. He looked over at Laura when the light turned red. He took note of how classically lovely she was, with long blonde hair parted on the side and brushed over her forehead. Her clear blue eyes were touched with concern for her friend’s welfare.


  “So tell me…” He glanced at Laura. “…if you don’t mind my asking, that is. Why would Tammy go swimming by herself in the ocean so late in the evening?”


  “I’m embarrassed to tell you this, but seeing you just saved Tammy’s life, I guess I owe it to you… Tammy and I are old friends. We were both on the swim team in high school. In fact, Tammy was offered an athletic scholarship to Penn State, but she had other plans. I went on to college, but we always stayed in touch and vacationed together whenever we could, at least until she got married. Anyway, we used to make bets with each other. Stupid things like ‘I bet you don’t have the nerve to walk over to that guy and give him a kiss on the lips and tell him how much you missed him.’”


  Drew listened with interest before he interjected, “So you bet your friend she wouldn’t go swimming naked in the ocean?”


  “Yes, and at our age, I’m embarrassed to tell you so. We’re both thirty-five and you would think that’s old enough to know better.”


  “Thirty-five?” Drew exclaimed in astonishment. “You ladies look so much younger. I thought you were both in your mid-twenties.”


  “Thanks, we still get proofed sometimes.”


  “Well, you certainly fooled me.”


  “I feel so guilty,” Laura sighed. “If I hadn’t issued that stupid dare, none of this would have happened. I could have killed her. How could I have lived with that?”


  “Well, you’re not going to have to find out, are you?” He reached over to pat her hand, which lay on her thigh.


  Just the same, Laura couldn’t forget watching helplessly as the waves crashed over Tammy, knocking her around like a rag doll. Then she was pulled so far out, it seemed impossible for her to swim back. Sickening waves of terror welled up from Laura’s stomach when Tammy went under the first time, and she waited to see if she’d come up again. She cursed herself for her stupid dare and for not having her cell phone on her. Laura felt entirely responsible for what nearly happened to her best friend. She knew she couldn’t have handled it if Drew Brock hadn’t come along when he did and she’d lost Tam because of her own stupidity.


  “You know Tammy used to model. I’m not sure if you might have seen her. Her real name is Tahnee Blake.”


  “Tahnee Blake! “ Drew exclaimed.


  Drew found himself stunned and a bit awe-struck. In fact, he was surprised he hadn’t recognized Tammy. He knew she went from modeling into designing a clothing line, and he remembered seeing her foundation featured on TV. It supported several war veteran organizations. Her father, he recalled, was a retired US Army General.


  * * * *


  Drew pulled into the emergency parking lot. He and Laura walked toward the entrance, where they found the ambulance driver and a police officer. The police officer took statements from both Laura and Drew on exactly what had occurred, although Laura left out the skinny dipping dare. It became apparent Drew saving former model Tahnee Blake’s life was going to be big news in the Hamptons.


  After all the particulars were discussed, local newspapers were soon on the scene and photos of Drew were snapped. Afterward he and Laura were led to a waiting room and told they would be called as soon as they found a bed for…Tahnee.


  “So it looks like I might have my fifteen minutes of fame here,” Drew said as nonchalantly as he could. He could not deny his fascination with the woman. He had certainly taken notice of how sexy she was in spite of being on his second honeymoon.


  “Probably,” Laura said, watching the first of the paparazzi leave the growing collection surrounding the police officer and head toward them. “Unless you want to do your fifteen minutes right now, I suggest we take this inside,” Laura said, nodding at the eager-looking reporter hurrying toward them.


  “I think I’d like to avoid it tonight. C’mon.” Drew took Laura’s arm and escorted her toward the entrance. They had to press a buzzer to gain entrance to the emergency room area, giving the reporter enough time to catch them before they could make their escape.


  The man shoved a microphone in Drew’s face. “Mr. Brock, are you having an affair with Tahnee Blake?”


  Drew’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. “No, of course not. Where in the hell did you get that idea?”


  “You were skinny-dipping with her, Mr. Brock. Aren’t you a married man?”


  Drew huffed in astonishment. “I was not skinny-dipping, with or without Ms. Blake. Now, get that thing out of my face,” he growled, batting the man’s microphone away.


  The man wasn’t the least bit fazed. “But she was indeed naked when you saved her life, correct?” By now, there was a group of five or six more reporters crowding up behind him. “Where is your wife, Mr. Brock?” he yelled. “Does she know you’re involved with model Tahnee Blake?”


  That did it. Drew pulled back his fist and punched the man in the face. As he fell back into the crowd of reporters, an emergency worker finally arrived to answer his ring. Fortunately, she saw their predicament and tried to let them in.


  As Drew made to usher Laura in ahead of him, another man tried to elbow her out of his way to follow Drew, without any thought to her condition. He received the same treatment as the first reporter, only this time Drew managed to draw blood.


  A hospital guard was on the scene just in time to break up the squabble and get them out of harm’s way.


  * * * *


  “My God, how does Tammy endure that kind of treatment?” Laura remarked as she collapsed, winded, on a waiting room chair. They had been ushered to the closest waiting area to Tammy’s room. She just wasn’t there yet.


  “Beats me,” Drew said, taking a seat next to her. He was almost breathing harder than after rescuing Tammy.


  Laura snickered. “I think you broke that last guy’s nose.”


  “I hope to hell I did. Where is Tammy’s husband anyway? I thought she was married to some French artist. We should probably call him.”


  Laura’s smile faded. “Tammy’s a widow, has been for five years now. She lives in Atlantic Beach and just bought her summer house here in South Hampton. I came up from Miami to spend the summer with her.”


  “If you don’t mind my asking, where is your husband? I assume you have one.” Drew glanced at her prominent baby bump.


  “Well, you assume wrong, and I’m not being facetious when I say that. There’s no man in my life, and with my clock ticking away, I decided I wanted to have a baby, even without one.”


  “So you found a sperm donor.”


  “I went through an agency and was artificially inseminated. It took.” Laura smiled as she peered down at her hand smoothing over her belly. “I’m going to have a baby girl at the end of December, which is another reason I came to spend the summer with Tammy.” She glanced up at Drew. “I already had the nursery ready when I went on maternity leave from work and I found myself at loose ends. It’s not easy having a baby on my own. I complained to Tam and she invited me up for the entire summer.”


  “I see. What is it you do in Miami?”


  “I work with the sharks at Miami Seaquarium. I’m a marine biologist.”


  “Wow that sounds interesting.”


  “Oh, it is. I’ve always had a thing for sharks. I’d love to live and work in Australia someday and study the Great Whites. At least I did before I decided to have a baby. Things are a’changin’ as they say.”


  “Yeah, children do that to your life. Does Tammy have any kids?”


  “One. Her thirteen-year-old daughter Tiffany is away for the summer, visiting her grandparents in France.”


  “It’s got to be tough, even for a girl, growing up without a father. What happened to him?”


  “Marcel—we called him Marc—was the victim of a drunk driver. It happened one night when he was on the parkway and was hit by a drunk driving on the wrong side of the expressway. He was killed instantly when the man’s van hit his Porsche head on. It was in all the newspapers. The driver of the van was killed also.”


  “Yeah, now that I think about it, I vaguely remember reading something about that.” Drew couldn’t help but think it ironic how his argument with Juliet about his drinking had brought him onto the beach and ultimately to Tammy’s rescue.


  By now, the drinks he ingested were long gone from his system. The adrenaline raging through his veins had swept his blood clean of all the aftereffects of his drinking.


  Drew couldn’t help but think perhaps Juliet was right. He had to admit, he did sometimes drink too much, but it helped him unwind and clear his mind. What was he escaping from? He asked himself when the answer clearly came to him.


  Drew couldn’t deny he still loved Juliet and appreciated all her good qualities. He respected her and was proud of how smoothly everything always ran when the twins were growing up in spite of Juliet working full time. Now she was a wonderful grandmother and had always been a devoted wife. She let him know how much she valued their romantic moments. Why then did he hesitate to fulfill her needs?


  Drew had to confess he found Juliet’s romantic needs and desires stifling. As soon as he arrived home from work she came running over to him to kiss and hug him hello. She never gave him the few minutes of space he needed. She had been home for hours already and now that the twins were no longer living with them, her world basically revolved around him. Drew didn’t need or want her constant affections. He wished Juliet wasn’t such a loner. He couldn’t fault her for focusing on her husband, but maybe if she had some outside activities or a hobby to take up a little of her time, their time together would be more enjoyable for the both of them. Knowing she was always waiting anxiously for him kind of spoiled their love life.


  Call it a lack of chemistry or communication or both, Drew couldn’t pretend to feel things that just weren’t there. Could it be their thirty-two years of marriage had left him less than amorous? When he made love with Juliet, he went through the motions, but his heart wasn’t in it anymore. This was the aspect of his makeup that caused him the most turmoil.


  Why am I so unable to express my emotions? What am I feeling that holds me back? He asked himself. Would I marry Juliet all over again? Yes, he reassured himself he would. Drew knew he could have done a lot worse, yet truth be known, he did not feel totally fulfilled; it was as simple as that.


  He wondered if he could be in the midst of a midlife crisis since it had been going on for a while now. He did not have the exuberance of his youth when they first fell in love, although he knew it was unrealistic for him to expect that. He thought there should be more communication between them, yet Juliet was very touchy and often quiet, so he tried his best to keep things on an even keel. As a result, their exchanges often seemed shallow to him. He did not have the heart to tell Juliet what was really on his mind and what he needed for fear she would throw one of her childish tirades.


  Drew needed Juliet to wait for him to come to her instead of her always throwing herself all over him, but that was only one aspect of their incompatibility. Opposites did indeed attract, yet Juliet’s propensity toward being a loner with only a few close friends—whom she didn’t see often—didn’t mesh well with Drew’s gregarious nature.


  Drew was captain of the football team in high school and had a lot of friends, whom he saw and spoke to on a daily basis. He still tried to keep in touch with his old friends, but it became difficult since Juliet didn’t hit it off with any of their wives. She always sat quietly and made it obvious she felt uncomfortable when he and his old buddies got together to talk about the good ol’ days. It had done what could well be irreparable damage to his old friendships, and he couldn’t help but resent Juliet for it.


  Knowing how much his old friends meant to him, why hadn’t she tried just a little harder to make friends with their wives? They were all lovely, friendly women. Drew always suspected it had to do more with Juliet’s jealous and possessive nature, and the fact she resented having to share him with his buddies. Juliet made it clear she would much rather go out to dinner, just the two of them, and how she felt much more comfortable that way. On the contrary, Drew sometimes found it dull to always be talking about the same topics, basically family and work. Tonight certainly shed a new light on this aspect. Coming to South Hampton, just the two of them, made all these conflicts stand out like the homeliest girl at the dance. There were no diversions to mask their differences.


  * * * *


  After what seemed like a long while Laura walked over to the desk and asked about Tammy to learn she had just been settled into her bed. They were given directions to her room, which was through a pair of double doors and down the hall to the right.


  She and Drew walked down to the critical care where they located Tammy in bed twenty-two. She was sitting upward, dressed in a pale blue hospital gown with blankets on her. She was drinking hot tea, but was still looking rather peaked from the ordeal. Nonetheless, the allure of her fine features was not diminished. She had a serene beauty like a cameo.


  Her face registered surprise and gratitude at seeing Drew. “What does a woman say to the man who saved her life?” Tammy looked at him with awe before she held her hand out. “I guess you must know by now I’m Tahnee Blake, but my friends call me Tammy.”


  The touch of her hand left a pleasant memory in its aftermath. “It’s nice to meet you on dry land, Tammy,” Drew said, flashing one of his irresistible smiles.
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