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        For my darling mother, Selda Falcone, who has always taught me tomorrow is another day. It turns out she is right.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      Engaged to one man. In love with another.

      

      Savannah Buford needs to call off her engagement—to a nice reliable man who loves her. He asks her one last favor—to secure a client that could possibly save their PR firm. She agrees to help, only to find out the man in question is Kylian Chevillard, the French devil who broke her heart eight years ago.

      Kylian needs a PR person to help him reopen his beloved resort in Hawaii. But when he accidentally learns about Savannah, he can’t pass up the opportunity to meet her again and see for himself if she still stirs him up inside. Their reunion proves he’s not done with her, and he’ll do everything in his power to win her back—and this time, for good.
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      Dear Reader,

      

      What happens when you accidentally bump into your first love? That’s the premise of Forbidden Reunion. I love second chance romances, and hope you’ll enjoy this one! Savannah and Kylian are characters I definitely can relate to, and I’m glad they got a do-over.

      

      If you enjoy Forbidden Reunion, please take a moment and leave a review across the sites. Reviews don’t need to be long, and they really help authors get more visibility on retailers.

      

      Thanks so much for your support!

      Best wishes,

      Carmen
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      I’m supposed to get married in a month. Crap. Is it too late to cancel? Savannah Buford pressed her folded arms on the metal rail of the rooftop bar. She looked at the palette of orange, yellow, and pink dipping into the background as the sun set behind the downtown Dallas skyline.

      It’s not too late. She walked to the outdoor bar, and asked for scotch. She rarely drank hard liquor, but tonight, she’d need every ounce of strength she could spare.

      “Here you go,” the young bartender said a couple of minutes later.

      With a sigh, she straightened and squared her shoulders. Networking happy hour was not the place for a therapy session. She glanced around. A good amount of people occupied the large outdoor area. Elegantly attired men and women sought new contacts and hot leads while munching on caviar hors d’oeuvres and drinking overpriced liquor.

      She stared at the amber contents of her glass, and, closing her eyes, chugged down most of it. A powerful ball burned down her throat, stiffening her limbs only to loosen them a few seconds later. She opened her eyes, blinking, lightheaded.

      She scanned the area until she found her reliable, ever loving fiancé Daniel Grasmann talking to a client. Regret filled her chest. They’d dated for two and a half years, and they were partners in a PR agency in Dallas. Breaking up with him not only meant she’d have to pay for a wedding party that would no longer happen, but she’d probably have to quit the firm and start fresh. She could handle working alongside him after the break-up, but she doubted he would. He loved her—and she was about to break his heart. She deserved to sacrifice… in some way.

      God, she loved her job and they excelled at what they did. But she couldn’t marry for convenience… right?

      Daniel glanced her way. She lifted her hand in an awkward greeting, a prisoner of her own truth. Her father had been such a douchebag to her late mom that she’d vowed she’d never let herself be treated the same way. She’d favored reliable, caring men who instilled positive and serene emotions in her as a way to break from the pattern of her family’s past and unstable childhood.

      The one time she followed her heart she’d been badly burned. She quivered at the thought, and at the selfish French man who’d broken her heart.

      “Hey,” Daniel said, kissing her on the cheek. “You seem lonely over here.”

      Yeah. Irony is I’m still lonely. Sadness twisted her heart. This wasn’t fair—Daniel deserved someone who loved him as much as he loved her. Maybe I took after my father. I’m the douchebag this time. “Daniel,” she started, downing the rest of her drink before her courage vanished. “We need to talk.”

      He touched her elbow, guiding her away from the crowd. A wrinkled formed in between his eyebrows, his green eyes darkening with concern. “What’s wrong, honey?”

      She should have told him a week ago, when they went hiking. Or a month ago, when they’d visited a museum. Or five months ago, when he’d asked her to marry him. Crap, crap, crap.

      At least one month ahead was better than the day of the ceremony, right? She sat the tumbler on a nearby table, and drew in a breath. Hell, if she were in his place, she’d like to know. “I don’t think we should get married,” she blurted, her heart drumming in her chest.

      Daniel withdrew, color draining from his face. “What? Why?”

      Her stomach knotted, but she pressed her palm onto her belly, willing herself to finish what she started. “Because it’s not the right thing to do. You’re a fantastic guy. The nicest one I’ve ever met. But I’m not in love with you.” Sure, she could sugarcoat it for hours, but best to say it while she had the proverbial balls.

      He opened his mouth, then hesitated. A flicker of pain touched his gentle eyes.

      She chewed her lower lip. Say something.

      Daniel glanced around, then angled closer, his features softening. “Honey, you don’t mean that.”

      She threaded her fingers together, fidgety. A part of her almost retreated, but damn it, if she didn’t go ahead now, she’d lose courage and make them both miserable for a really long time. “I do. And I’m sorry. It’s okay if you hate me now.”

      “You’re having cold feet.”

      They’re beyond cold. They’re frozen. “Well, I wouldn’t—

      “You aren’t used to letting yourself be loved. It’s scary,” he said, with a small smile.

      She shrugged. Well, he has a point. After her mother died, her father had tried for a while, but he’d always been so not-the-parent type. Besides, he worked full time as a truck driver, and whenever he had time off, he dropped her off at her grandparents’ or hired a sitter to go on dates.

      Sure, she had a fond memory or two of her childhood, but… there hadn’t been many. When Daniel came into her life and showered her with attention, she’d enjoyed every minute.

      Maybe she didn’t know the difference between love and passion anymore. When she’d experienced passion, it had wrecked her in the end. And the love she’d experienced for Daniel… grew into a reliable bond that didn’t prompt any searing emotional response.

      He pulled her to the side, nudging her elbow. “Listen, we can talk about that later. Now, I need your help. I didn’t tell you, but the agency has been in a slump lately. We could use a big account, in fact we badly need one to keep our heads above water.”

      Slump? She squared her shoulders. She’d trusted him to juggle most of the financial aspects of the business, and even though business had been a tad slow recently… fear skated down her spine. Shit. If their business went belly up and she broke up with him, what would Daniel have left? “I’m sorry. Why didn’t you tell me sooner?”

      “I was thinking about figuring things out on my own, but it’s a bit more complicated. Anyway. I was in the men’s restroom and ran into someone who said he knows you, and would love to have a chat with you about business. To help re-open his resort after it’s been partially closed.”

      “Knows me? Who’s that?”

      “Name’s Kylian Chevillard. Does it ring a bell?”

      Her heart stuttered to a halt, only to resume beating a second later—this time, faster, blood pounding in her veins. Kylian… of course she knew the name, and the man, too well. “It rings all kinds of bells, but none of the good ones.” She hadn’t told Daniel about Kylian, but shit, this was probably not the best time to go about it. “We worked together in a hotel in New York, many years ago. He’s an arrogant prick.”

      Daniel sighed. “I’m sorry. Anyway, I’m not asking you to be best friends with him, just hear him out. He needs help with a resort property and that’s your expertise.”

      “It’s not easy,” she said between her teeth. God. She folded her arms over her chest, as if a cold draft had swirled around her, which was impossible during that time of year. More impossible was the idea of meeting Kylian after all these years. Maybe he gained a crazy amount of weight, or developed some strange mole on his face. Yep. Lost his hair, too. Anything that would lessen his outrageously good looks that intimidated most people who worked for him.

      “Do it for me. For us. The agency needs this account more than you can imagine.”

      She uncrossed her arms. Maybe if she helped him with the account, he wouldn’t hate her when she insisted on breaking their relationship. I have to give him something. “Okay. Fine. For you, I will.”

      He kissed her cheek. “Thanks, sweetie.”

      He touched her elbow, leading her to the other side of the terrace. Each step made her heart thump harder, and she swallowed the lump of apprehension in her throat. When she’d imagined meeting Kylian again, in her fantasy she sure was never with her soon-to-be ex-fiancé. Kylian didn’t need to know that, right? He could think she was a powerful woman ready to get married and who had it together. The career. The guy. The…

      Daniel slowed his pace to a stop, and she sucked in a breath.

      Savannah squinted to get a sharper view of the man in front of her. An oversized palm tree shadowed him.

      At only five feet six, Kylian’s impressive height put her at an unfair disadvantage even with the high heels she wore. His dark gray designer suit looked tailor-made to fit the planes of his large chest, and good God, muscly legs that went on and on.

      He took a step in her direction, the setting sun illuminating his face as he moved out of the shade. She glanced at him like her eyes were old-fashioned camera lenses, capturing his features in slow motion and adjusting to his form. His lips twitched. As soon as her gaze collided with his, adrenaline raced through her nerves, raised goose bumps on her skin.

      “Kylian.” She cleared her throat, and noticed a couple of fine lines around his cobalt eyes.

      “Savannah.”

      A flush of warmth traveled through her. Kylian's velvety voice was like a warm caress. His French accent alone lured women to drop their underwear by his bedside. His deep pronunciation of her name hadn't changed… Savannaah.

      Savannah’s spine locked into place. She stretched out her hand, offering him a professional handshake in Daniel’s presence. Never mind that she wished she could kick Kylian where it hurt… right now, she had to swallow her resentment and go along with Daniel’s request. After all, all she had to do was talk to Kylian, right? And secure the account for Daniel. Then, she’d break up with Daniel knowing she’d at least helped him in the end. A win-win.

      Kylian took her hand into his larger one, and heat brewed in
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