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Molly Daniels is on summer holiday in a small town in the country to recover from a broken marriage. She’s hurt, disillusioned, and unsure of her future. The last thing she is looking for is a man.
Sebastian Lord is the town’s most eligible bachelor, a title he hates. Having given up a successful career in the city, he now owns a small farm and is content to hide away there, away from the real world that has hurt him in the past. Since his fiancé was killed four years ago, he’s refused to enter the dating game again.
An unlikely pair, Seb’s newly adopted and wayward dog has an uncanny habit of bringing the two together. Though each has their own doubts, they give into the call of a strong, mutual attraction and share a hot summer together, but can they shed past hurts to embrace future happiness together?
Molly lifted her face to the hot breeze that whistled through the trees and rustled the leaves. This particular walk took her along an avenue of large oaks made old by time and gnarled by weather. Soft, sweet green grasses and rioting wildflowers bordered the lane. Molly’s lightweight skirt swished gently around her knees. In the shade of the avenue, she took off her wide straw hat with its long red ribbon, and smiled in pleasure at the serenity of the area.
The peace and quiet along this walk soothed Molly’s taut nerves. She promised herself she would come here more often. Indeed, she wished she had found this walk two weeks ago when she first arrived in this small country town, after fleeing her home and the pain there. Instead, she’d trolled along the town’s few streets window-shopping, or sitting in the park watching other people picnic.
Now, as she sauntered, she smiled at nothing, and ran her fingers through her newly washed and still slightly damp curls. The sun peeked through the overhead branches, sprinkling the lane with dapple shade. Molly hummed, stopping every now and then to pluck a wildflower, which she twirled in her fingers.
Abruptly, a startling cry rent the air, it halted her mid stride. She looked around amongst the thick tree trunks, but saw nothing to cause alarm. Feeling silly, she began to walk once more. When the cry came again, she picked up her pace a bit.
A lanky, black dog ran out in front of her and crossed to the other side of the lane. It disappeared for a moment in the long grass, and then re-emerged, scooting back the way it had come, barking wildly.
Cautious but intrigued, Molly followed the excited dog. The eerie cry came again as Molly left the lane, made her way through the short undergrowth and past the trees lining the avenue. A landscape of waist-high wheat fields opened before her, but it was the guy standing at the edge of the nearest field that caught her attention.
He stood tall and lithe. His hair, a deeper shade than the wheat around him, lifted in the breeze. The dog jumped madly around his jean-clad legs, despite the man’s attempts to calm him. It was obviously a puppy, regardless of its size, and it had the behaviour of such. Molly remained unnoticed from her position by the hedge and the man continued to hold his left arm straight out from his body. The position puzzled her until she saw that his hand and forearm were covered by a padded, brown leather glove. Much to the man’s annoyance, the dog carried on its silly antics, while above in silhouette to the pale blue sky, a dark brown bird circled and screeched to add to the confusion.
Mesmerised, she watched as the bird angled its way towards the frantic black dog. The man tried to ward the bird off, not in fright, but to stop it and the dog from hurting each other. The action was fast and furious with the man attempting to control both pets.
Molly’s mouth lifted slightly at the corners. It was really quite funny to watch.
“Hey you! Can you give me a hand?” His deep voice came across the field to her.
She hesitated for a moment before treading carefully towards him. The whirling bird screeched again just above her head and Molly felt an instinctive urge to duck.
“It’s all right. It won't hurt you. Can you see the dog’s lead anywhere?” he called above the noise and pointed in the general direction of where she stood.
Molly searched in the thick grass edging the field. A short distance away the lead lay curled like a thin snake. She picked it up and dangled it for the man to see. Before she could say anything, a single pounce from the dog knocked her onto her bottom. It barked directly into her ear, making her head ring.
“You bloody animal, Blackie!” The man growled, kneeling beside her within seconds. “Are you okay?” He helped Molly to her feet while trying to push the enthusiastic pup away.
“I’m fine.” She dusted off her skirt, feeling rather foolish. She looked up at him and paused. Her stomach clenched. Awareness robbed her of breath. His hazel eyes were warm with concern, his handsome face chiselled like those male models in magazines. For an instant, Molly couldn’t function as she stared at one of the most gorgeous men she’d ever seen.
“I’m really sorry.” He took the lead from her grasp and quickly attached it to the pup’s red, studded collar. “I’ll just put him in the car.”
Within a few moments, he had guided the pup to the other side of the field where Molly could see a work truck parked in another lane.
Dithering, she didn’t know what to do. Should she simply walk away or wait to talk more with this mouth-watering hunk with the Greek-god looks? Either option seemed delusional. She was no match for handsome men, but walking away seemed rude.
“He’s only a man, Molly,” she whispered, summoning her courage. “I can talk to a good-looking man, of course I can.”
When he returned, minus the pup, he carried a wire cage and gave her a wry grin. “I apologise for this madness. Thank you for helping me. Blackie is an escape artist. He managed to slip his lead and then proceeded to run off with it while I was busy with my bird.”
“I-I wasn’t much help.” She swallowed, conscious of wanting to stare at him, to really look him over at her leisure, but she doubted he’d enjoy being peered at like some exhibit in a museum.
He held out his hand. “Yes, you were. Thanks. My name is Sebastian Lord.” His smile revealed straight white teeth and a slight dimple in his left cheek that left her tingling with a delicious ache of awareness.
“I’m Molly. Molly Daniels. Pleased to meet you.” She shook his hand, blushing while shivers of pleasure ran through her at the contact. Her reaction to him so immediate and strong. She couldn’t take her eyes off him, and she blushed deeper, hoping that he didn’t notice. This is so crazy!
“Nice to meet you, Molly.”
Her smile wavered under his lingering appraisal. His eyes locked with hers and she looked away, dropping her hand as though he’d burnt it. To cover her embarrassment, she stared up at the sky. “Is that your bird, the one with the awful cry?”
“Yes.” Sebastian scanned the trees. “He’s taken an exception to Blackie, but Blackie thinks everyone is his playmate. I want them to become used to each other, but I think it’s wishful thinking on my part.” When he gave Molly a boyish grin her knees wobbled in response. Just being near him, listening to his deep voice made her feel like an overexcited child full of sugar.
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