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Indeed, it’d been one of those days.
Hunger pangs sliced through Rachel Harman’s abdomen. As a direct result of unavoidable, back-to-back business meetings, she’d skipped lunch. Breakfast had consisted merely of a granola bar and half-bruised banana consumed in a rush on the way to work.
The microwave glowed in Rachel’s dim kitchen, spinning her pathetic, man-sized frozen spaghetti meal. But as famished as she was, she couldn’t even think about visiting the grocery store, much less cooking something more appealing.
Her laptop waited on the table, more work to be done before the night was over. Emails that required responses, a column due first thing in the morning. If she was going to make assistant editor soon, there could be no slacking.
She leaned against the counter, tapping her fingers against the laminate impatiently.
The unexpected rumble of thunder threatened and she glanced out her patio doors to discover dim, eerie skies. All at once, it was pouring, lightning flashing rapidly.
She rushed across the room to shut down her laptop. Boom! It seemed as if the entire building quaked a moment before her condo abruptly fell dark and the life zapped from her computer.
“Great!”
With a disgusted half-sigh, half-groan, Rachel fished around in the kitchen for a flashlight then also lit a candle. Next, since there was nothing to be done about the situation, she checked on her meal. Still half frozen in the darkened microwave.
“Can’t I catch a break?” she grumbled to herself and slammed the microwave door, leaving the half-cooked meal inside. “What else...?”
Opening the unlit refrigerator, she reviewed her choices. A rotten apple. Lunchmeat turkey, but no cheese or mayo or bread for that matter. Nothing that could be cooked without the use of her stove or microwave.
She shoved the door shut and considered her options. Go out to eat? But it was pouring. So order in.
Fishing her cell from her purse, she first dialed the electric company. The automated system informed her she could expect a very long wait. Threatened by the blinking battery light on her phone, she hung up that cause and called the local pizza shop, only to learn they weren’t taking orders until the power was restored. Then, in a cruel twist of fate, her phone died.
Her stomach knotted in pain. What now?
She sat at the counter, determined to believe this unfortunate event couldn’t last long. After all, they rarely lost power in this part of the city, and it was always returned promptly.
Minutes ticked by. Somehow she managed to rest her head on the table and drift asleep. She awoke to a battery clock blinking seven o’clock in a stuffy, hot room. Without the air conditioner, the summer heat had slowly saturated her home.
At least the rain had slowed. She went to the patio door and cracked it slightly. In wafted moist air and the overwhelming scent of steaks sizzling on the grill.
Overcome by the compelling urge to shake her fist and rant and rave at the neighbor who lived in the condo above her, she clenched her teeth against hunger. The man was insufferably pleasant. Always smiling and upbeat and cooking out on his grill while blaring Christian tunes on his stereo system. Did Luke Ashton even work? Not much, if at all.
Now minus his music, he hummed and shuffled about. She heard the lift and fall of the grill lid and eyed her own grill in annoyance, which had run out of propane two years ago and she hadn’t touched since. She was far too busy with work and preferred meals that involved little prep and even less clean up.
Despite the annoyance of Luke’s presence, the inside of her apartment had grown far too stuffy. Craving fresh air, she slid the door open wider and stepped out.
“Hello neighbor,” he called down. “The storm was incredible, wasn’t it? So beautiful. I love watching lightning shows, the more intense the better.”
Incredible? Beautiful? Was he crazy? How could he be so outright cheery at a moment like this? She couldn’t work, couldn’t eat, couldn’t even watch television or take a hot shower. And if she didn’t finish that column, her boss would have her head. It would definitely cost her the promotion.
“Yeah, well, I love electricity,” she grumbled.
“Rumor has it a transformer blew. It’s a big deal. Could be out six, seven hours. Maybe even until morning.”
“Until morning? Are you serious?” The breeze threatened her bun, whisking hairs from its neat containment as her empty stomach protested loudly. “I guess I better go out to eat then. Thanks for the information.”
She started to head inside, but his words stopped her short. “I don’t imagine too many places are going to be open for business without power. Besides, a whole new set of storms is due to roll in momentarily. Could get real nasty out. The weatherman is talking tornadoes. Come on up. I’ve fixed plenty enough for two.”
“Oh I couldn’t...” Didn’t want to, either. She considered her situation a moment and quickly found a more appealing alternative.
Gage, one of her coworkers, lived on the other side of the city. Surely he still had power. They’d hit it off from the start and though it was nothing serious yet, they’d dated recently. Perhaps a drop-in visit, a more down-to-earth evening in contrast to the classy restaurants he escorted her to, was just the thing to boost the relationship to the next level.
Then again, maybe it was too soon for that sort of intimacy.
“Thanks for inviting me, but actually, I have something else planned for this evening.”
In the distance, vicious thunder cracked as if in warning.
The sizzle of mouthwatering meat filled the air as he once again lifted the grill lid. “Whatever suits your fancy. But I’d hurry, before you get caught in the next storm. Offer stands, should you change your mind. Otherwise, it’s going to be a lonely night.”
Rachel gritted her teeth. Why not? She was so hungry, she feared she would pass out in a moment. So she called up, “All right. Since you already have dinner going, I’ll accept. I’ll have to take the stairs. See you in a moment.”
When Luke opened the door, Rachel first noticed the neatness of the apartment. Unlike some men, Luke evidently had some housekeeping skills. He ushered her to a small patio table set with country dinnerware, and, with a flourish, offered her steak, baked potato and salad.
As they conversed and laughed over their meal, with no signs of additional storms moving in, she had to admit that the evening was turning out much better than expected. There weren’t many men she could enjoy an intelligent conversation with.
She savored her last bite of steak, contented. Dinner, a nice view, relaxation. No, she wasn’t sorry at all that she’d come here rather than Gage’s. Until Luke shifted on his chair as if suppressing an excess of energy.
“Let’s go exploring,” her newfound friend said suddenly. “I want to see what’s happening. The neighborhood’s completely different with no power.”
“Are you nuts? It could storm again at any minute. Those are your words! And besides, I have a column due tomorrow morning. Even if I can’t use my laptop, I’ve got to write seven hundred and fifty words tonight.”
“Column? Are you a writer? Where do you work?”
“At This Week. Right now I’m just a staff writer, but I hope to move up to assistant editor.”
“What a coincidence.” Luke stood to clear off the dishes to the sink. “I just was appointed publisher,” he called from the kitchen.
Publisher? Then this guy was the boss, the top in the pyramid. Rachel felt like disappearing. Whether she liked him or not, she was going to have to get along with him if she wanted to stay at the magazine. She pinned on a stiff smile. “I’d heard we had a new top gun. What plans do you have for the publication? Any major changes in editorial direction?”
“No. It’s fine right now, finger on the pulse of the city and all that. Anyway, I don’t believe in major upheavals when I first come on board.”
Only later, was the clear inference.
I’d better polish my resume, Rachel thought, just in case.
Now she had to make nice. So she agreed with his suggestion. “Okay. Let’s walk around. See what’s what.”
Outside the storm had stripped leaves and small branches from trees, but a rare freshness filled the air. Rachel and Luke stepped to the sidewalk to join dozens of their strolling neighbors, people Rachel had seldom seen before. An old lady with a walker talked animatedly to a young man laced with studs and tattoos. Several people had set up lawn chairs on the parking strip to peer down the main street in search of the cause of the power outage. From yards came the sounds of rarely used instruments—harmonicas, guitars, recorders. Without electricity for televisions and other equipment, people had been thrown to their own resources and they were acting like kids on an unexpected break from school. When Rachel and Luke dodged two skateboarders, they clung to one another and burst into surprised laughter.
He’s not such a bad guy after all, Rachel decided as she noticed the creases in his cheeks that marked regular amusement in his life.
Luke caught her elbow. “I’d better stay close to you. Especially if we want to cross the street. Let’s see if the local grocery is open.”
They paused at the corner of the main street. Without functioning stoplights, traffic was creeping along in both directions. Rachel was about to attempt a foray, but Luke held her back.
“What’s that?”
“What’s what?”
“That sound. That cry. From over the way.” Sure enough, if Rachel listened hard, she could hear a faint but distinct wail. “It could be a cat,” she said.
“Or a baby,” said Luke.
The sound increased in volume and now seemed more like a howl or a plea for help.
“Maybe someone’s in trouble,” Rachel said. “What should we do? My phone’s out of energy.”
“We can’t just ignore it,” Luke pointed out. “What if someone’s trapped somewhere? Or a child’s parent has an emergency?”
The cry wavered and built like a siren. Following the eerie sound, they traced it to a storm drain.
“Try to keep me from being run down,” Luke gestured.
Rachel stepped a few feet into the empty street, watching for any oncoming traffic, trying to focus on safety and not her job’s future. She might be able to get that article written out in longhand if she sat up half the night.
Meanwhile, Luke stretched out flat on the wet ground and stuck his head over the curb. “Can you hear me?” he called. The response was a shriek, louder and obviously nearer than before.
Rachel waved her arms at an approaching car. Thankfully, the driver turned into a side street a block away and disappeared.
Peering into the drain intake, Luke thrust an arm as far as he could reach between the bars covering the drain. “Too far away,” he said.
Luke sat. He grimaced at his muddy hands and attempted to wipe them clean on the back of his shirt. Then he gingerly took a cell phone from a pocket and handed it to Rachel. “Try 911,” he said.
Rachel fumbled with the unfamiliar phone. “All I get is a recording stating all circuits are busy,” she said after several tries. “I can’t get through.”
Luke looked around. “Where does the water go from here? Is there a culvert or a stream nearby? We might be able to come in through a back door.”
Rachel tried to think, but she wasn’t in the habit of searching out drainage pathways. “There’s a manhole over there,” she said.
“Perfect!” Luke rushed to the spot she had pointed out. “Let’s see if we can get the cover off this thing.”
The evening was becoming surreal. Under normal circumstances, Rachel neither needed nor wanted to find out if a manhole cover could be removed. Yes, someone needed help, but surely Luke wasn’t thinking of going underground?
Luke slid the big iron lid aside. “There’s a ladder,” he said, as he slowly disappeared into the dark hole.
Rachel remembered her key ring. She leaned over the hole and said, “I have a flashlight. It’s little, but it’s LED and throws out a pretty good beam of light.”
“That might help.” Luke’s hand appeared. Rachel switched on the light and handed him her keys.
The next minute seemed to stretch on forever. Finally, Luke climbed out of the manhole. “There’s a cat down there with a whole litter of kittens.” He wiped his hands on his muddy trousers. “Maybe this was a good place to live until the rain started. Now the water is rising. By the next storm, they’ll be washed away.” Luke handed Rachel her keys. “You’ll have to wade over to where they are to get the kittens out.”
“Me?” Rachel was stunned. “Why can’t you bring them out?” The thought of climbing down under the street and sloshing through dark waters definitely held no appeal. What if there was a flash flood? What if the next storm started? It had to be disgusting down there.
Luke’s eyes offered a silent apology. “The ladder only goes down so far, and then you have to drop a couple of feet to the bottom of the drain. When you get ready to come back up, you’ll have to jump up and catch the bottom rung of the ladder and then I’ll help pull you up. I have enough strength to lift you, but there’s no way you could haul me out of there.”
Looking down that manhole, how Rachel wished she had passed on that delicious steak, or at least refused to take this walk. Of course she didn’t want the mama kitty and her litter to drown, but she surely didn’t want to go fishing for them either. “How can we get the kittens out?” She couldn’t resist stalling.
“Hand them up to me, one or two at a time. Take the mother out last. She won’t give you any trouble once her kittens are safe. Animals have a way of sensing whether you’re a friend or foe.”
“Let me guess,” Rachel couldn’t keep herself from saying, “you were a Boy Scout.”
“Eagle Scout, as a matter of fact. Come on, Rachel, where’s your sense of adventure? You can do this.”
Somewhere deep inside, a warning signal nagged at Rachel. She wanted his approval. Was it more than a desire to impress the new boss? Why did it matter to her what Luke thought?
Wishing she had at least changed clothes, Rachel looked into the manhole. “Take time for your eyes to adjust to the dim light,” Luke advised. “I’ll be right behind you.”
Was she crazy? Actually considering this?
Thunder rumbled in the distance, warning of the approaching storm. If it was anything like the last, Rachel didn’t want to chance being caught in it. Especially not down a manhole.
Yet the cat’s desperate cry latched onto her heart. Luke was right. They couldn’t just leave those cats down there to die.
“Let’s hurry!” She rushed to the sidewalk and snatched someone’s empty recycling bin, then ran back.
Luke offered his hand as she lowered herself to sit at the edge of the manhole, feet dangling. She reached for the ladder, but Luke’s grasp did not release her.
“First a quick prayer.” The smooth, confident request caught Rachel off guard.
“Okay...”
His fingers entwined in hers, much like Rachel’s father’s had when she was a child. How she missed Pastor Charles Harman, his leadership and transparent faith.
Luke closed his eyes, but Rachel kept hers open, watching him. Her heart fluttered as he spoke and suddenly she realized why this man and his Christian music so grated her nerves on previous occasions. She missed her father dearly and hearing those songs reminded her of the man she’d lost to cancer.
“Lord, protect this woman. Keep her safe and if You could hold that storm off an extra minute or two, it’d help considerably.” He finished with a light chuckle, opened his eyes, and winked at her.
“Thank you.” Feeling as if something had shifted inside her, Rachel pulled free and reached for the ladder.
His prayer filled her with confidence and she charged downward into the dark hole as the kittens mewed and the cat cried frantically. “I’m coming, kitty kitty. I’m coming!”
“Take your time, concentrate,” Luke encouraged. “But hurry up.”
“Right,” she laughed. The stench was overwhelming as Rachel lowered herself from the ladder. Calf-high water rushed over her feet, destroying her favorite—very expensive—pair of suede flats. “Great.”
She flashed the light, searching for the endangered feline family. Spotted, the cat hissed at her, clearly terrified. “Hey kitty kitty.”
The darkness was terrifying. She inched forward slowly. “Shhh...it’s okay.”
“Everything okay down there?” Luke called.
“I don’t think the kitty likes me.”
“She’s scared. Just approach slowly.”
Rachel continued sweet-talking the animal when suddenly it leapt at her. Thrown off guard, she screamed, stumbled, and somehow managed to catch the clawing, hissing cat, dropping her flashlight in the process. Thrown off balance, she plopped to her butt in the rushing water and it splashed around her.
“Rachel! Are you okay?”
Darkness engulfed her as she wrestled the unhappy kitty and managed to overtake it. Something—who knows what!—whooshed past her side and she screamed. “Disgusting!”
“Rachel! I’m coming down!”
“Don’t!” she called back, scrambling to her feet while gripping the furious feline in an unyielding hold. “I’ve got it. Everything is under control.”
She trudged back to the ladder and handed him up the unhappy cat. “Have fun,” she warned. “That lady is one crazy-mad mama.”
“I trapped her under the recycle bin. She’ll be fine once we rescue her babies. Hurry, it’s starting to drizzle.”
“I’m on it.” Rachel sloshed through the water back to the kittens. She gathered as many as she could hold and rushed back to the opening, then repeated the process.
Luke hauled her to safety and she emerged from the manhole laughing. Together, they ran to the safety of their condo building as the storm brewed around them, the rain falling harder and harder.
They were both soaked by the time they made it inside with the recycle bin of kittens, the cat following closely behind.
“We did it! You did it!” With that, he leaned over, clutched her by the shoulders, and planted a quick kiss to her cheek.
“What was that for?”
“Good job.” He winked at her for the second time that night and Rachel’s heart started beating funny.
“Uh, thanks.” Suddenly, Rachel realized one minor issue. “But we aren’t supposed to have pets in the building.”
“Who cares? We’ll find them a home soon enough.” We. How had Rachel gotten herself involved in this?
“We’ll go to your place first and you can grab a change of clothes. Then we’ll go up to my place and feed our new buddy here some steak.” He glanced back at the cat who trailed them. “She’ll be our best friend in no time.”
For some reason, despite knowing she desperately needed to write her column, Rachel went along with all the “we’s” and “ours.” Together they walked toward her apartment.
Rachel stopped dead in her tracks, shocked to find Gage standing there. “Rachel! I was worried sick about you. I heard about the power outages. You’re not answering your cell.”
Suddenly, Rachel was keenly aware of her tattered, disgusting appearance. She was soaked in sewer water. Scratched up from the cat. Her hair was all over the place.
Meanwhile, Gage appeared the epitome of polished, male perfection. He barely gave Luke a glance. “Are you okay? You look like something the cat dragged in.”
She laughed. “You don’t know the half of it. Right, Luke?”
“Sure.” She noticed her new friend hung back, giving her space. Rachel spun off in a quick explanation of their adventure.
“That’s quite a story.” Gage flicked the prowling cat a look of disgust. “Grab some clean clothes and I’ll take you to my place to shower.”
“Oh, um...” She looked to Luke, who was clearly disappointed with this turn of events, then down at her appearance, and quickly made her decision. “Thanks for the offer, but I can’t leave. We have to calm Shadow and her kittens down, get her some food and a warm bed to snuggle with her babies.” She looked at Luke, who raised his eyebrows. “Yes, I named the cat, so hopefully you’re correct and she’ll be our new best friend so the name will fit.”
Gage took a step forward and reached for Rachel’s elbow and then pulled his hand back as he noticed a large brown splotch of something slimy on her arm. He retreated and frowned. “Well, it’s probably best if you don’t ride in my new car in your current condition, but I’ll wait until you get cleaned up and then we’ll go find some place to eat that still has electricity.”
Rachel acknowledged she was pretty filthy, but was a little hurt that he prized his car’s interior more than her—and he apparently didn’t even listen to the rest of her reasons.
“I really can’t. Once I get cleaned up and take care of the cats, I still have an article to write before morning and it’s beginning to look as though it will be in long-hand if the power doesn’t come back on soon.”
“Don’t worry about the article. The power’s out so you’ve got a good excuse. Besides, I hear the new boss is the real touchy-feely type. He’ll probably give you a pat on the head and a gold star and promote us all, including the janitor, to assistant editor. Maybe we should get him together with your annoying neighbor upstairs, Mr. Sunshine,” Gage sneered.
Rachel gasped and heat flooded her cheeks, but before she could utter a word, Luke stepped forward.
“I’m sure the new boss will be demanding, professional and a lot tougher than that or he wouldn’t have been put in charge of such a high-caliber publication.”
Gage turned to Luke and studied him as if seeing him for the first time. “Who are you and what do you know about our new boss?”
“Luke Ashton, annoying neighbor and new publisher of This Week. And, for the record, that janitor could edit the heck out of any document I put in front of him.”
She should explain her remark to Luke, why she’d complained about him being annoying to a coworker. She really should.
She loved her job and wanted to keep it, hoping some day to become assistant editor.
But life wasn’t always about her, or, in this case, about her saving face with her new boss. And Luke seemed the type of man who was more interested in action than words.
What mattered was getting the kittens and mama cat to safety.
She turned to Gage. “I’m certain you can find your way home without my help. And there are plenty of excellent restaurants you’ll be able to enjoy, either with or without electricity, but certainly without me.”
He leered toward her ever-so-slightly. “Come on. You can grab a quick shower at my place, then we’ll enjoy dinner at an Italian restaurant by candlelight. Most women love a romantic ambiance.”
Romantic ambiance? Was he kidding with those fancy words? He must be trying to impress the new boss.
She glanced at the sky through a hall window. The moon and several stars peeked through gray clouds. Finally, the storm was clearing out.
Shadow rubbed against Rachel’s legs. She laughed, bending to rub the cat’s fur. “So, you’ve forgiven me for taking your babies? Don’t worry, you’ll all be warm and fed soon.” She gestured toward the recycle bin Luke held, careful not to meet his gaze. The kittens mewed an impatient reminder.
Straightening, she turned back to Gage. “Thanks for the invite, but I’m heading back to my apartment.”
Gage eyed her steadily. “You mean I’ve come all this way for nothing? I’m starving and could’ve eaten dinner by now.”
She shrugged. “You’ll have to blame your hunger on the storm. Now you’ll have more time to work on your article for This Week.”
Gage shook his head and flashed a cold smile. “Maybe I’ll write about two heroes who braved tonight’s storm to save the world.” He didn’t wait for a reply. He swung around and stomped to his car.
Rachel shook back her wet hair, took a deep breath, and met Luke’s eyes. She’d avoided his gaze long enough. “I don’t feel like a hero,” she began.
Luke met her gaze and held it. His eyes warmed. Carefully, he set down the recycle bin and straightened. Still holding her gaze, he entwined his fingers in hers. “A hero is someone who has given her life to something bigger than herself.”
She couldn’t help but grin. “I’ve heard that quote before.”
Luke smiled down into her upturned face. “It’s a quote by Joseph Campbell. I’m an editor. I love books and reading, remember?”
“Luke...I...I want to apologize.” She lowered her voice. “I didn’t mean what I said about you. I judged you unfairly.”
“Don’t apologize. I’m still giving you a gold star for tonight.” He winked, causing her heart to beat in that funny rhythm. Her stomach fluttered.
She inhaled. After the rainstorm, the air smelled so fresh, so new.
“Good,” she said, “I’ve always liked gold stars the best.”
Did you enjoy Luke and Rachel’s adventure? Check out their newest exploit and discover what awaits their relationship in After the Storm, our next free short story.
http://www.prismbookgroup.com/
Please read on to more about books available from these authors.
A Hero's Homecoming
By Carlene Havel
Colonel Rich Martino returns home from overseas to find everything has changed and nothing makes sense. His wife Rita has disappeared. His credit cards are invalid. A stranger is living in his house and he keeps running into people who are convinced he was killed in action months ago. Worst of all, his wealthy father has suffered a stroke.
Psychologist Charlotte Phillips claims to be his comatose father’s legal guardian. Rich is determined to learn what has happened, gain control of his father’s money, and unmask Charlotte as the gold-digging schemer he’s certain she is. He is shocked to find his father’s crusty old attorney has been taken in by her along with everyone else.
Can Rich straighten out the mess his life has become?
Look for this book at all major eBook retailers!
Marked In Mexico
By Ki McMahill
An idyllic Caribbean vacation turns deadly when hostages are taken at one of Mexico’s most popular Mayan ruins. The kidnappers believe the abduction will be a simple way to negotiate the release of a colleague from a Texas prison, but the stakes become much higher when they realize one of their hostages is the daughter of a powerful U.S. Senator and another, an ex-Army Ranger who has no intention of playing by the rules.
After a daring escape the Senator’s daughter, Jessica, and the ex-Ranger, Jack, must endure a terrifying manhunt and a desperate fight for survival. While trying to stay alive in the unforgiving jungle they forge a bond that will last a lifetime and find love neither wanted, but were unable to avoid.
Look for this book at all major eBook retailers!
A Saint Comes Stumbling In
Can a rejected wife conquer self-doubt, trap a criminal, and win love? A patron saint might help...
Thirty-something Joan Nelson has more to contend with than a biological clock or an identity crisis. Despite her ardent belief in a conventional marriage, she finds herself deserted for a younger, slimmer woman. Lacking any skills or education, she's thrust unprepared into the nightmare challenge of making a living for the first time in her sheltered existence.
A job as a receptionist in a law firm is the first rung on the ladder to her independence. Yet the taste of success sours when Joan considers the emptiness of her personal life. How can she reconstruct her damaged life and heal her bruised ego? Ill-equipped for the singles scene, she embarks on a confusing, sometimes frightening, new lifestyle.
When Joan stumbles on a crime perpetuated by a charming cad, she must defy her boss, jeopardize her newly won stability, and reject her friends. Her namesake, Joan of Arc, provides a model of courage and insight. If she risks danger and uncertainty, will she discover that independence and adulthood can be both enjoyable and fulfilling? Does optimism beat pessimism? Who would have dreamed her final victory could solve a childhood puzzle while it brings her true love?
Look for this book at all major eBook retailers!
Accident Waiting to Happen
By Trinity Hart
She’s worth more to me dead than alive…
Devastated to learn her fiancé is nothing more than a con artist after her inheritance, Hope Pearson is seeking refuge at the Circle C ranch when her brakes give out, sending her careening into a gully and Caleb McBryde’s life.
Though her lines don’t appear cut, the ex Texas Ranger finds the circumstances surrounding her crash landing in Serenity Cove, Texas highly suspicious. For calamity seems to shadow the woman… One might say she’s an Accident Waiting to Happen.
Look for this book at all major eBook retailers!
Also coming in Fall 2012 from Prism Book Group, Seeking Patience by Josie Riviera.
Do people prove their self-worth by strength, or by character?
A Romany leader confronts the English heritage he has denied when he lands, beaten and powerless, in the path of a high-spirited young widow. Will the prim countess agree to hide the charismatic rogue in her home and jeopardize her safety while her stepson accuses her of murdering her elderly husband?
Patience Blakwell is not beautiful. As a dutiful young countess in Regency England, she endures her husband’s cruelty. She struggles with her faith, trying to understand why God is not following the plan she had for her life—to be loved and cherished by her husband. After her husband’s unexpected death, her grown stepson charges her with her late husband’s murder.
Luca Bolder, more Gypsy than English, is determined to prove that he is strong and capable and doesn’t need anyone. But once he is forced to depend on Lady Patience Blakwell, a woman who represents all he loathes, he must decide whether he should turn away when she needs him, or risk his most vulnerable, forgiving self to keep her safe. By denying his English heritage, has he denied a part of himself?
Look for this book at all major eBook retailers!