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    Chapter 1




    “HOLY—WHAT THE HELL is that?”




    Amberly stared open-mouthed at the bright ball of fire shooting through the early morning sky toward her parked vehicle.




    “Fuck me. I don’t know, but it’s coming this way. Look out!” T dragged Amberly around the rear end of her white ’69 Mustang, taking shelter on the opposite side of the aging hunk of metal.




    The large meteor blazing across the morning sky rocketed onto the dense, corn-filled earth opposite them with a sonic boom. Adrenaline raced through her veins as the rural farmland shook and swayed beneath her black stilettos. God. Why? Why did I have to get a flat today?




    A low whistle sounded just to her right.




    “Not really what you were expecting to see this morning when you got up, was it?” T flashed her a wry smile, and grabbed the tire iron lying on the ground nearby. The sound of metal scraping through dirt filled Amberly’s ears as she turned her attention from the bizarre sight in front of her to the handsome stranger who’d come to her aid just minutes before.




    “Yeah. No kidding,” Amberly managed to say, her heart still racing. Thing was, she wasn’t sure what she wanted to stare at more, the out-of-this-world explosion, or the oh-so-easy-on-the-eyes man who crouched beside her.




    With a messy fall of dark hair she was just dying to run her fingers through, a strong jaw, and smoky gray eyes, T, as he’d introduced himself, looked nothing short of finger-licking good. Dressed in a gray t-shirt that hugged the muscular expanse of his chest, low-rise jeans, and black work boots, he was positively gorgeous.




    T grabbed her hand, lacing his large, rough fingers through hers. A jolt of electricity shot straight up her arm. What the…




    She glanced at the sleek black Mercedes parked behind hers, and then back to him. He works with his hands, and he drives a hot car. I wonder what he does? Damn. He’s good-looking!




    He stood from where he’d been crouched and inclined his head toward the field. “C’mon. Let’s check it out.” Eyes bright with excitement, he chucked the tire iron into the trunk and slammed it shut.




    Amberly stood, digging her heels against T’s firm but warm grip. Her heart hammered against her ribs, and a sick squirrely feeling wormed around in her gut.




    “I don’t think so.” She inwardly cursed her shaky voice. Why did the damn thing always have to crack and squeak around good-looking guys? “I have to get to work, and this —” she said, pointing to her newly changed tire “— has already made me late. I really need to get going.”




    She had no intention of admitting to T that cornfields freaked her out. Sure, she liked to eat the stuff when it was roasted and on the cob. But taking a leisurely stroll through the tall vegetation? Yeah, that shit gave her the willies. Probably a result of one too many horror movies involving aliens, evil children, and ominous stalks of corn. No, thanks.




    T gave her finger a gentle squeeze and tugged at her arm. “Aww…c’mon, sugar. Where’s your sense of adventure?” He cocked a brow, his wide grin tempting and sinful.




    Those lips. I bet they’d feel good kissing my…




    Amberly bit her lip, a silent war of do-or-don’t waging a battle in her mind. Adventurous was not a word she’d use to describe herself. Nope. She prided herself on being dependable, responsible, and levelheaded. Ugh.




    She pursed her lips. Boring…that’s what she was. Scared, uptight, and afraid to take a risk. She never stepped out of her comfort zone, and as such, her life was now a vicious circle of work-filled days and lackluster nights. She didn’t even want to think about her non-existent sex life. The only pleasure she’d received in months was from the battery-powered boyfriend she kept stashed in her dresser drawer. Thank God for technology.




    Amberly shifted in place, inwardly cringing at the damage the dirty farmland wreaked on her heels. She needed to get the hell outta Dodge. Needed to get to work. But, for some reason, her feet remained fused to the dirt beneath them. Maybe it was the lure of Mr. Tall, Dark, and Delicious standing just in front of her. God, he’s fit. I wonder what he looks like without a shirt.




    Standing alongside an ocean of green and gold, she found herself on the edge of a precipice with a choice that weighed heavily on her. If she remained true to form, she’d take the easy way out, thank T for his help, hop into her car, and head to work. Life as she knew it would continue, and the morning’s little foray into the Twilight Zone would be nothing more than a blip on her radar screen.




    Or she could grab life by the proverbial balls and take a chance. This was her chance. Now was the time to throw caution to the wind and follow the rugged Good Samaritan into the corn and let fate run its course.




    Tired of looking back at her life and wondering “what if,” Amberly took a deep breath and jumped. “Okay. Let’s go check it out.” She smiled at T through her lashes and jabbed a finger through the air. “But just so we’re clear…you get to tell my boss I was late to work because I was acting out a scene from Children of the Corn. Got it?”




    T’s eyes lit up like the sun, warm and inviting. A low chuckle escaped his lips. “No problem, sugar.” He gave her hand a small squeeze as they stepped into the field.
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    Tristan navigated his way through the heavy wall of corn, using one hand to push away the thick stalks and wishing to God a machete would miraculously fall from the sky to help him out with the tall vegetation. His other hand gripped the soft, smooth skin of his damsel in distress.




    He’d introduced himself simply as “T” to keep things on the down low. She’d remained tight-lipped about her identity thus far, so he’d followed suit. Other than the fact that she gave him a raging hard-on with those long, slender legs of hers, he didn’t know a damn thing about her. Well, that wasn’t entirely true. He knew she smelled like sweet, sugar candy—entirely edible. Still, until he knew more, he wasn’t going to divulge any personal information.




    While driving to work, he’d seen her white Mustang narrowly avoid a car accident after her back left tire blew out on the freeway. He’d followed the muscle car off the interstate. Vaguely aware a female was at the wheel, Tristan had felt compelled to offer help. With two sisters of his own, he hated the idea of any woman being stranded on the side of the road.




    What he wasn’t prepared for was the leggy brunette that exited the vintage car. Dressed in a pair of black slacks that accentuated the lush curve of her bottom and a tight fitted, white dress shirt, unbuttoned enough to show an ample amount of her abundant cleavage, his so-called damsel in distress had his pulse racing, his hands sweating, and his now granite-hard cock standing at attention.




    But it was her eyes, large and the color of vibrant green emeralds, that captivated him. His mother had always told him the eyes were the windows to the soul. If there were any truth to the saying, then he’d found the most beautiful woman on the planet, both inside and out. Being a Good Samaritan obviously had its perks, and he’d just hit pay dirt. Big time.




    He glanced at her as they walked, impressed with the pace she kept. “I don’t think it’s much further. You doin’ okay, sugar?”




    A pair of gorgeous, green peepers glanced up at him through a fan of thick, dark lashes. She bit down on her bottom lip, and a shy smile crept out as she nodded.




    His already painfully swollen cock stiffened and jerked. Fuck me! This woman, whoever she was, could very well be his undoing. Thank God she trailed behind him, because the stiffy he sported was plainly visible.




    T’s eyes widened as he stepped from the giant wall of corn. A large shallow crater lay in front of him, a massive patch of brown where the meteor, or whatever it was that fell from the sky, made impact. He raised a brow. “Now that’s something you don’t see every day.” He tucked the pretty brunette he’d taken to calling “sugar” against his side.




    “Wh-What is that?” She pointed toward what looked like some sort of rock lying in the center of the crater. A bright, fiery yellow vapor glowed from the object.




    Tristan ran his hand through his hair and tried to come up with a decent answer. He took a deep breath and blew it out nice and slow. “Well, shit, sugar. I think we found ourselves a fallen star.”




    “Really?” Her large eyes searched his, a mixture of excitement and disbelief clouding their vivid green irises.




    T shrugged. He didn’t have a damn clue what the neon, pulsating rock was, but his answer of fallen star seemed about as good as anything else, so he went with it. “Sure. Why not? Go on,” he said, nodding his chin in the direction of the glowing rock. “Make a wish.”




    A small giggle escaped Sugar’s full, red lips. She closed her eyes and smiled, no doubt asking the cosmos for her heart’s desire.




    As Tristan stared at the dark beauty beside him, he knew exactly what he’d wish for—her naked beneath him. A vivid image of her moaning and writhing underneath him while he ravaged her slick core with his swollen cock took up a front row seat in his mind.




    Holy… He swallowed hard and glanced over at the glowing rock. He’d never before wished on a star. But, hey…if it helped his chances of getting to know the lovely lady standing just a hair’s breadth away, then he’d act like a nancy and risk his man card gladly. Whatever her name was—she was worth it.




    The sound of rolling thunder followed by a loud, booming clack echoed throughout the open space. A brilliant, white light shot up from the glowing rock seconds before the fallen star exploded into a million pieces. The force of the explosion sent him hurtling back into the thick wall of corn before he had a chance to react.




    The terrified screams of his dark beauty were the last things he heard before everything went black.
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    Amberly woke with a groan. The acrid smell of charred earth and burned corn filled her nose, choking her.




    The faint sound of a man’s voice wafted across her face. Whoever it was sounded worried, desperate almost. “Sugar? Sugar, can you hear me?”




    Eyelids heavy, Amberly wanted to sit up, but her body…well, it didn’t want to cooperate. Sharp bursts of pain knifed through her skull almost as quickly as the world around her spun. Sticky sweat covered her skin and her stomach rolled.




    “Let me see your eyes, Sugar.”




    The comforting voice continued to speak as Amberly finally gained control of her stubborn lids. Still woozy, she blinked a few hundred times until a very handsome and very worried T came into view.




    “What—what happened?” She reached up, grasping onto her aching head. The damn thing felt like it was going to explode any minute. “Ugh,” she moaned. “The last thing I remember was making a wish, and then…everything went black.”




    “Here,” he said, and got good and close. “Let’s get you up off the ground.” Placing one arm beneath her knees and the other beneath her shoulders, T lifted her off the damp earth with incredible ease and took off. No doubt carrying her back to their respective cars.




    His warm breath brushed her cheek as he spoke, fanning the growing flame that sparked the moment she’d laid eyes on him. “That thing…the star, or whatever it was. It…uh…exploded.” T’s deep voice sounded raspy and strained as he wove his way through the tall maze of gold, yellow, and green. He stopped for a moment, staring down at her with worry-filled eyes. “Those gorgeous peepers of yours look okay, but do me a favor? Keep ’em open…just in case.”




    Amberly narrowed her eyes. “Are you a doctor?” She knew her mother would probably be dancing in her grave if this guy turned out to be as smart and wealthy as he was handsome. Her mother’s biggest wish while she was alive was for her to find and fall in love with a member of what she called “The Upper Crust”: a doctor, lawyer, or successful businessman. Amberly had always brushed her off, wanting to find Mr. Right more than Mr. Wealthy.
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