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      To my husband, Mike.

      I’m glad they brought you back. Thank you for the lesson that life can be short and none of us are promised tomorrow. This moment is all we have.
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      "Oh my God, they lost my luggage."

      Kara, wide eyed with worry, turned to look at her best friend Viv. The luggage carousel had stopped moving and the other passengers from their flight were long gone. "What am I gonna do? I can't go on a seven day Caribbean cruise with only this."

      She lifted her carry on, which contained a swimsuit, a pair of shorts and a tee shirt to change into once she reached Florida, and the winter coat she'd stuffed inside that she wouldn't need until she returned to Ohio.

      The only other people in the room were passengers from another flight who'd gathered around a different luggage carousel to wait for their bags.

      Kara's phone rang.

      Daryl.

      "Hello."

      "I thought you were going to call me when you landed."

      "I'm kind of busy right now, Daryl. Gotta go. My luggage is missing."

      "What?"

      "Bye, Daryl. I can't talk now." Kara hung up. The phone rang again. She glanced at it and turned it off. He never seemed to take the hint when she said she was busy. It was just easier to turn the phone off.

      "Girl, you need a break from your boss. Doesn't that man understand you're on vacation?"

      "He just wanted to know I got here okay. Viv, what am I gonna do? I can't sail without my luggage."

      "Hang on." Viv approached the opening where the luggage emerged and leaned across the stopped conveyer belt to shout into the dark hole. "Hey, anyone back there?"

      Kara's mouth dropped open.

      My God, I can't believe she's doing that.

      A man shouted back, "What do you think you're doing? You can't come back here."

      Kara gasped.

      Oh my God. They'll arrest her. They'll think she's a terrorist.

      "I'm not trying to come back there. But my friend's luggage hasn't come out yet," Viv yelled back. "And I wondered if you'd all gone home."

      The man laughed. "What's the flight number?"

      Vivian glanced over at the monitor that showed the flight arrival from Columbus, Ohio. "Five seventy one."

      "We've sent everything out from that flight."

      "This is unbelievable," Kara said. "What am I gonna do?"

      "They'll find it. You need to go report it so we can get going."

      "Is there anything I can do to help?"

      Kara turned and looked up into deep brown eyes that smiled down on her with concern. She caught her breath. He was at least six-foot to her five-foot-seven and had broad shoulders and a deep tan.

      "My friend's luggage is missing and we're leaving on a cruise within hours. That's why she's upset. But thank you for offering. Viviane Tate." Viv stuck out her hand and Mr. Tall-Dark-and-Handsome shook it.

      "Nate Cooper." He turned to Kara and held out his hand.

      "Kara Worth." She put her hand in his and felt the warm strength of his fingers enclose it, making her skin tingle.

      "That's a beautiful name, Kara." He smiled, which warmed her to her toes.

      "Thank you."

      "Pleased to meet you both." His smile lit up the room and the rumble of his voice took her breath away. It was the kind of voice she could’ve closed her eyes and listened to all day.

      "Likewise," Viv said. "Where are you headed?"

      He let go of Kara's hand to turn to Viv again, and Kara felt the loss of its warmth.

      "I'm sailing on The Wishing Star."

      "So are we!" Viv moved closer to him. "Are you traveling alone?"

      "With my cousin."

      "Kara hasn't had a vacation in years. She's a widow." Viv shook her head. "Terrible thing. He was shot at a gas station right in front of her."

      Great. Does she have to bring that up to everyone we meet?

      Nate glanced at Kara concern in his eyes. "You're much too young to be a widow. That must have been hard."

      "Yes, can you imagine?" Viv grasped his arm and led him away, lowering her voice.

      Kara's jaw dropped. I cannot believe this. What is she doing? She has a boyfriend.

      "I'm going over to report my luggage missing," she called over to Viv.

      Viv nodded at her and kept talking to Nate.

      Kara found the counter where she had to fill out a form and the attendant assured her they'd find her bags and send them on.

      "You can't send them to me. I'll be out in the middle of the ocean. I'm going on a cruise. This is a nightmare."

      "Calm down, Kara," Viv said from behind Kara as she approached.

      "That's easy for you to say. Your luggage hasn't gone missing." She glanced behind Viv and saw Nate heading out the revolving door. She wondered what Viv had said to him.

      "You can borrow a few of my things. Don't let this ruin your trip."

      "Thanks, Viv."

      "I'm sorry about your luggage, miss," the attendant said. "If we don't find it before you sail, we will send it to your first port of call."

      "But we won't be in port until Tuesday," Kara said.

      "We'll do the best we can."

      Viv placed her hand on Kara's arm. "There's nothing more you can do. Come on. Maybe the bags will be on the ship waiting for you."

      "I hope so."

      They boarded the bus, which would take them to the pier, and Viv chattered about nightclubs and bars on the ship while Kara tried to keep her mind on the conversation and not on her missing luggage or whether she'd see Nate again. After all it had been a year since she'd seen Viv. She was looking forward to their time together. Viv was her oldest and dearest friend, and they'd be celebrating New Years together this year on a cruise ship.

      Port Canaveral was full of ships, and as their bus drew nearer, Kara and Viv watched through the window looking for their ship. Their ship was the tallest of them all and even larger than Kara had imagined.

      "Wow. It has to be at least two hundred feet tall," Kara said. Two large red and black smoke stacks stood atop the white ship, which had The Wishing Star painted on the side.

      "Wow is right. See. You won't even know you're on the ocean. We'll be so busy you won't have time to be scared."

      "The website photos didn't do it justice." Kara had haunted the Internet in the days leading up to the trip. "No wonder Daryl said they're like a floating city." She turned to look at Viv. "I won't be scared. I took that beginner's swim class, remember?"

      "Oh yeah. That's right. Have you made your wish yet?"

      "No," Kara said.

      "Promise me you'll make one before we set sail."

      "All right, I'll think of something."

      But I don't know what to wish for. And wishes don't always come true. Wishes didn't bring Neil back. Kara knew nothing could. Not even prayer. Sometimes the things you want most you can't have. It was better not to want anything so much.

      It had been so long since she'd wished for anything. She stared out the window at the towering ship as they drew closer.

      Wishes are for little girls who still believe in fairy tales and Santa Clause. Not for grown women who know how life really is.

      "Are you thinking of your wish?" Viv nudged her elbow. "What is it?"

      "I'm not going to think of one with you elbowing me."

      Viv isn't gonna let this go.

      Kara sighed. I better come up with one. I have to wish for something because I promised. But it needs to be something small. Something that won't hurt or disappoint when it doesn't come true.

      They got off the bus, collected their carry-ons, and entered the cruise terminal with their tickets out, ready to board.

      Kara turned her phone back on while they waited in line to get their photos taken for the room key/I.D. card they'd use to board. She'd intended to call Daryl back until she saw she had six calls from him. On the last call he'd left a message.

      "Damn it, Kara, turn on your phone and call me back."

      Frowning, she deleted it. He could wait. It was their turn for photos.

      "Smile Kara," Viv said. "Girl, if anyone needs a vacation it's you."

      Kara forced a smile she didn't quite feel with her mind still on Daryl.

      "This is going to be awesome," Viv said, her movements getting even bouncier as they boarded the ship.

      Kara's smile returned for real this time.

      The ship's interior welcomed them with a refined grace and overflowing elegance. Kara breathed in the scent of lemon polish and fresh flowers. Brass surfaces gleamed and bright murals colored the walls. The elevator made no sound other than a soft female voice saying, "doors opening now" or "doors closing now."

      Kara tried to allow the gracefulness of the ship to seep over her to forget she was on the ocean and had a fear of deep water. If she hadn't won this vacation for two, she'd never have paid to go on a cruise. But Viv was excited enough for both of them and her enthusiasm was always contagious. It had been a long time since she and Viv did anything fun together.

      What could be better than a trip with her best friend?

      "I'm ready to be pampered," she said to let Viv know she was trying.

      "Me too."

      On the door to their cabin a label with gold letters read Mrs. Kara Worth and Ms. Vivian Tate. The small room designed in peach tones comforted like an elegant cave. On the desk a card of heavy white stock announced the cabin steward's name and extension. Fresh fruit and bottled water stood beside it.

      A knock sounded on the door and Vivian opened it.

      "Good evening. I am Bertrand, your cabin steward. If there is anything you need ...?"

      "Nothing at the moment," Viv said.

      "Your life jackets are in the closet, and your muster station, where you'll go for the life boat drill, is on the Promenade deck. When the bell rings for the lifeboat drill the crew will direct you."

      "Righto. We'll be ready."

      He moved on to the next cabin and knocked at the door.

      Inside the cabin, Viv opened the wall safe and put her wallet and jewelry inside. "I'm putting my watch in here," she said removing it. "We don't have to be anywhere on time this week, except dinner."

      "Good idea." Kara took off her watch and handed it over along with her wallet and jewelry, setting them inside as well.

      Her phone went off again and her face fell when she saw it was Daryl.

      Viv grabbed it out of her hand. "If you don't tell that son of a bitch to stop calling you, I will."

      "I can't tell my boss that."

      Viv turned the phone off and locked it in the safe. "Well, you're not at work now. You're officially on vacation. Soon to be at sea, where cell phone reception is sometimes spotty. Whatever he wants, it can wait."

      "Viv, I really should see what he wants. I can't keep avoiding him. What if it's something important?"

      A bell sounded three short rings. "This is the captain. All passengers and crew report to their muster stations."

      "I don't have time to call him back now," Kara said, as she looked in one side of the closet. "Where are the life jackets?"

      Viv found the jackets in the other closet and handed one to Kara. "Atta girl. Plenty of time to deal with your boss later. Like when this cruise is over. Come on, let's go."

      The crew directed them to their muster stations.

      Kara stood in the evening sun eyeing the lifeboats. "They're such small boats for such a big ocean. I hope we never have to step into one because the ship is sinking.”

      Oh God. What will I do if the ship starts to sink?

      "Kara there will never be another Titanic. Ships today don't sink," Viv said.

      "That's not true. Don't you remember that Italian cruise ship that struck a reef in the Mediterranean and all those people had to jump into the water?" Kara shivered.

      "Stop it, Kara. This ship is not going to sink."

      Kara bit her lip.

      The officer in charge of their station paced with a clipboard, waiting for the last of the passengers. He tapped it with his pen, which for some reason made her more nervous.

      Why didn't the passengers hurry? Hadn't they heard the captain? The ship couldn't sail until the crew accounted for all the passengers. An emergency would be just like this. They wouldn't lower the boats until everyone was here and counted. Passengers should take this more seriously.

      The close crowd and the perfume of the woman beside her were overpowering as the evening sun beat down. Kara closed her eyes, hoping she wouldn't end up with a headache.

      Viv had turned to the redheaded woman beside her to chat about Italian men, especially the officers onboard.

      "I just love Italian men. And you say all the officers on this ship are Italian?" Viv's eyes lit up. "Isn't that unusual on an American ship?"

      "This isn't the military, dearie. The crew is multi-national." The redhead laughed.

      "Hey, Viv," Kara said.

      But Viv either hadn't heard her or was ignoring her.

      Kara fumbled with the orange life jacket. Her hands shook.

      What if this was a real emergency?

      She'd only just learned to swim two years ago in the timid non-swimmers class at the gym. Six months before Neil was killed, and she hadn't swum since.

      No, don't think about the ship going down. Don't think about trying to swim in the ocean with a defective life jacket.

      But the thoughts came anyway.

      "Stupid life jacket," she muttered under her breath as she struggled with it. More passengers crowding into their area made everyone shift sideways.

      A voice behind her said, "Here sweetheart, let me help."

      Oh, that voice.

      The back of her neck tingled.

      Embarrassment flooded over her, making it harder to fasten the jacket.

      Nate stepped in front of her, deep brown eyes looking down at her as he smiled and reached both arms around behind her back. "Hello again," he said and smiled deeper, his eyes gazing into hers. "We have to stop meeting like this." Then he winked.

      His face was bronzed by wind and sun, and he projected a magnetic self-confidence along with a generous smile.

      "Hello," she murmured, blushing as his scent, spicy and male, and his nearness made her senses spin. She felt dizzy. Between the heat of his body and the heat of the sun she grew warmer and more flushed.

      "Your straps are twisted."

      She watched his lips as he spoke and her pulse raced.

      "Let me fix them for you."

      He towered over her. She had to look up to look into his eyes. Brown eyes that sparkled as he untwisted the straps.

      She nodded.  The blush spread across her face.

      His hand brushed the small of her back as he untwisted the straps, sending a tingle up her spine. He was so close, yet the bulky lifejacket held her head up and covered her chest.

      Yet it wasn't only the man's sexiness and the sudden attraction that nearly did her in but the tender way he administered to her. The way she felt cared for. Something she hadn't felt for a long time.

      Her body came alive as if one touch had turned on the floodlights. And the part deep within her that wanted to be cared for and loved made her ache with need.

      Pulling the straps together in front, he snapped the vest tight. "There, that's better."

      She didn't look up into his eyes. Instead her eyes traced the stubble on his chin. Who would have thought a man's stubbly chin could be so sexy?

      She wanted to reach up and touch it.

      Knowing she should thank him, instead she stood, frozen, bared to her soul. If she said one word she feared all the pent up loneliness inside her would come pouring out.

      Now all the passengers were accounted for, and the captain's voice came over the loudspeaker, interrupting what either of them might have said.

      Nate stood for one more brief moment looking down into her eyes, his teeth white against his tan, his intent brown eyes upon hers, before he winked again and stepped back behind her.

      Kara was intensely aware of his presence though she tried to ignore it, to focus on the captain's instructions. It was important to pay attention. This information could save her life if the ship started to sink.

      She glanced down at the small whistle and plastic light hanging from her vest like children's toys.

      The light would act as a beacon. But how could anyone see that tiny thing in the vast ocean?

      Don't think about the ship going down like the Titanic. Don't.

      The evening sun beat down, and she longed to retreat to their cool cabin. Viv moved over next to her. "When the drill is over let's put on our swimsuits and try out the hot tub."

      "That and a frosty pina colada sounds good."

      Kara wondered if Nate had overheard and if he'd look for her later. She wasn't going to say anything to Viv after the way Viv flirted with him in the airport, but secretly Kara made one small wish. Viv had been after her to make one and they were, after all, sailing on the Wishing Star.
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      "How do I look?" Viv spun in a gold bikini.

      "Stunning as always," Kara said.

      "Stop tugging at your cleavage," Viv said. "You look great. Guys will come flocking. Just wait and see."

      Kara looked in the mirror. "I'm too pale."

      "Not for long." Viv pulled on a black mesh cover-up Kara could see her swimsuit through. "Come on, hurry. We don't want to miss the bon voyage party."

      Kara tied the red and gold sarong she'd borrowed from Viv around her waist. They headed to the top deck to check the view and then went down to the deck below, where two hot tubs stood on each side of the pool. The pool had a bar at one end and a grill at the other. Waiters in Hawaiian shirts handed out umbrella drinks while a Calypso band played. Kara and Vivian reached the hot tub and Kara dropped her things on a chair and eased down into the warm, bubbling water, wiggling her toes while Viv went up to the bar to get two pina coladas.

      Calypso music played as the ship eased out of the dock heading for open seas. She could see another ship in the distance, and a third a bit farther out, one following the other like ducks in a row. She was so busy watching, lost in thought she didn't notice Nate until he spoke.

      "Alone at last." Nate's voice was resonant and sensual, and his words wrapped around Kara as she turned to look at him. He winked at her, climbed into the hot tub, and then sat, leaning his powerful, well-muscled body back against the hot tub. "Did they find your luggage yet?"

      She tried not to stare at Nate's bare chest. "No."

      "It could be down below clearing customs even as we speak."

      "I hope so."

      He glanced at her swimsuit.

      The swimsuit that fit her all too snug.

      "At least you have a swimsuit. What else do you need on a cruise?" He winked.

      "Well perhaps a nice dress to wear to dinner."

      "I'm sure your luggage will turn up soon."

      "I hope so."

      "So, we're sailing on the Wishing Star. Have you made a wish yet?"

      Was he psychic?

      She wouldn't admit she'd wished to see him again tonight.

      "I made a wish. But I can't tell you what my wish is."

      "Because you're afraid it might not come true?"

      "No." She smiled.

      "I'll tell you mine later if it comes true."

      "I hope you get your wish."

      "And I hope you get every one of yours."

      He couldn't know she was full of unfulfilled wishes.

      If she were honest with herself, she'd been making wishes for the past month. Whispered wishes in the dark.

      "I hope so too."

      Viv came back with two pina coladas, took one look at Nate, and practically purred. "Well, hello again."

      "Hello," he responded with a polite smile as she handed Kara a drink. He returned his full attention to Kara, his gaze interested and warm  "Kara and I were just talking about wishes."

      "Well, tell her to hurry up and make one or she's gonna miss out. She doesn't listen to me."

      "I suspect she's already made her wish." He smiled.

      Kara returned his smile. It was nice having him take up for her.

      A man who resembled Nate entered the hot tub.

      "This is my cousin, Adam. Adam, this is Kara," Nate draped his arm across the top of the hot tub behind her, "and you've met Viv."

      "Nice to meet you, Kara." Adam nodded and moved over to sit next to Viv, who leaned forward displaying her cleavage and purred, "My pleasure."

      Nate leaned closer, his brown eyes looking into Kara's. "Is this your first time on a cruise?"

      Kara blushed. "Yes. This is my first time cruising."

      When was the last time a handsome man had flirted with her? She couldn't remember. But then she didn't get out enough to meet handsome men. She eyed the muscles of Nate's chest and arms and couldn't look away.

      He must be a military man, either a Marine or a Navy Seal, judging from the tattoo of a parachute and a swimmer on the upper part of his right arm. She couldn't see the tattoo on his left bicep clear enough to tell what it was. He carried himself with the air of confidence of a military man.

      He ran a hand through his dark hair and his bicep flexed. "This is my first time on a cruise too."

      His deep and resonating voice made her want to melt.

      Three other men joined them, and Nate moved closer to Kara, his muscular arm across the hot tub behind her, now close enough to touch as everyone scooted around, filling the tub. He put off heat and protectiveness from his body.

      There was just something about him that made her unable to look away.

      "Where are you from, sweetheart?"

      Sweetheart. No one had ever called her sweetheart before. But maybe he was one of those men who called every woman he met sweetheart.

      "Columbus, Ohio."

      "A Midwestern gal. I've been there. Clean city. Cold in the winter though."

      "Yes. Very. It's nice to get away from the snow."

      With those broad shoulders and well-toned body, Nate defined the term "rugged male." Sitting beside him made her feel fragile and yet safe and protected at the same time.

      Nate's arm touching Kara's bare shoulders sent tingles down her spine. She slid down into the water until she was submerged to her chin, hoping the water would hide the telltale signs of the way he affected her.

      He grinned and glanced down at her swimsuit as if he knew.

      She tried to edge forward, but the slanted seat of the hot tub forced her to slide back again. As she bumped into Nate, their thighs touching, she shot him a sideways glance.

      Did his grin deepen?

      He cleared his throat. "So Viv said you won this cruise?"

      "Yes." She could barely breathe, let alone answer. Her face flushed as the hot tub grew even warmer.

      He was way too handsome and way too close.

      Her pulse thundered. Maybe she'd stayed in the hot tub too long and her blood pressure had risen.

      Maybe she should get out and cool down.

      How long had they been in here? She'd lost all sense of time.

      His brown eyes held an intensity that bathed her in admiration as he watched her. If she'd wanted to fool herself, she could’ve imagined she was the center of his world, at least for tonight.

      "What did you do to win it?"

      She glanced at his muscular chest above the bubbling waters, flustered by the intensity of his gaze, yet something pulled her to him as if drawn by an unseen hand. She caught herself before her glance drifted further down his body and her eyes met his again.

      He waited for her to answer, watching her.

      "I worked a lot of overtime," she said. "I haven't taken a vacation in almost two years."

      His eyes softened. "Sounds like you're overdue."

      "Yes. Long overdue."

      "We have to go clean up for dinner," Viv interrupted.

      "I hope my bags have arrived," Kara said.

      Adam said, "They haven't delivered all the bags yet. Some of them are still down below decks being sorted. That's why they never have a formal evening the first night of a cruise. Everyone won't have all their bags delivered by then. If yours have made it to the ship, you may still have a chance they'll deliver them tonight."

      Viv leaned closer to Adam. "How do you know so much about cruises?"

      "I'm a travel agent, specializing in adventure travel."

      "Sounds fascinating." Viv placed her hand on his thigh, no longer in a hurry to go.

      Never the least bit shy, that was Viv. But what had happened to the British boyfriend she'd seemed so head over heels about?

      "I have to take a certain number of cruises a year to keep up my certifications. This year I invited my cousin."

      Viv smiled a Cheshire cat grin. "We're glad you did."

      Kara suspected Viv was thinking something along the lines of one hunky man for me and one for my sad friend Kara.

      Viv stood. "Well, we have to be going now."

      Right on cue everyone turned to her and their gazes followed her as she stepped out of the tub.

      "Hot cha cha," one man said.

      Though she didn't respond, Viv's swaying hips were a dead giveaway she was aware of the attention and enjoying every minute. She loved parading in front of men.

      Kara followed Viv and reached for her towel on the lounge chair. Ocean breezes blew cooling night air that made her shiver and gave her goose bumps before she wrapped the towel around her.

      "See you around, sweetheart," Nate's low voice rasped, creating even more goose bumps that had nothing to do with the cool air. "Hope your luggage turns up."

      "Bye." She used the towel to dry herself and then pulled on the sarong, aware of Nate watching her.

      Trouble. This is happening too fast. I'd best stay away from Nate Cooper and that hot tub or I'll be in real hot water.
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        * * *

      

      Nate watched the women walk away. Both were good-looking. Dark haired Viv was full of fire and blonde Kara was cool, quiet, and curvy.

      She'd worn her silky blonde hair tied back in a ponytail tonight and water dripped from the ends. Her long hair had caught his eye first in the airport before he'd gone over to see what was wrong. Then she'd turned her face up to him, pearl complexion heightened with color, green eyes full of panic.

      He'd wanted to fix her problem. He'd wanted to kiss her. And for some reason he'd felt the urge to help her even though he was done rescuing women.

      Until Adam suggested this cruise, Nate had been way too busy with work and getting over the last woman who had stung him. Today he found himself thinking of Kara instead of his job. He found himself thinking of a week at sea, playing and enjoying the company of a beautiful woman.

      One who didn't seem the slightest bit interested in chasing and catching him. It was refreshing.

      He'd like to remove the sadness from her eyes and make them sparkle, if she'd let him.

      "Hey, Nate," Adam grinned. "I can tip the maître d and make sure the assigned seating assigns Viv and Kara to our table."

      "Nice." He threw his head back with a laugh. "Adam, you are a genius.”
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      "Oh baby, did you notice Nate giving you the once over? Twice!" Viv nudged Kara the minute the elevator doors closed.

      "He was not."

      "Was too."

      "And he clearly let Adam know you were off limits."

      Kara frowned. "What are you talking about?"

      "Didn't you notice how quick he slid his arm around you? That's a man marking territory."

      "He did not have his arm around me. It was on the back of the hot tub."

      "Right behind you. Or did you not notice?"

      "I noticed." Kara shivered. "Cold in here, isn't it?"

      "You can have the first shower if you promise not to be too long."

      Kara frowned. "I don't take long showers."

      "Well, you might after sitting next to that hunk of a man." Viv laughed.

      "Viv, would you give it a rest?"

      "I won't say another word." Viv started humming. She continued to hum all the way down the hall and into their cabin. When she opened the door she said, "Kara, someone sent flowers!"

      "Oh, how pretty!" Kara hurried inside. "Is there a card?"

      "Yes." Viv handed it over. "With your name on it."

      Kara took the envelope and opened it.

      "Well, what does it say?" Viv crossed her arms, impatient.

      "Missing you already. Wishing you a great cruise." Kara flipped the card over, puzzled. "No signature."

      "That's odd," Viv said. "You'd think they'd want to take credit for sending them. Who do you think sent them?"

      "I have no idea. They're pretty though."

      "Well, thank you mystery man. Hey, maybe it's Nate."

      "I doubt that. We just met."

      "Well, I still say you made a conquest. He can't take his eyes off of you."

      "The next time we see him, he'll probably be flirting with someone else."

      "Not the way he looks at you."

      "I wish my luggage was here," Kara said, changing the subject as she peered out the door, hoping it had arrived.

      No such luck.

      She sighed. "Guess I'll need to borrow a dress after all."

      "Here are two to choose from." Viv laid them on the bed. "I'm first in the shower while you decide."

      "Okay." She eyed the two cocktail dresses before trying them on. The orange was not her color, though it wasn't as skimpy as the aqua, it was much shorter. She'd hardly be able to sit down in that one. She tried on the aqua and hoped it'd fit.

      Viv emerged from her shower. "Nate is so hot. Did you see his military tats? There's nothing sexier than a Marine. Hoo rah."

      She's still talking about him? Has she had him on her mind all this time? If Viv hadn't latched on to Adam so quick, Kara would’ve thought Viv had a thing for Nate the way she went on about him.

      "What happened to that British guy you were seeing? I thought you really liked him."

      "I did. But he's too far away. Long distance relationships never work." Viv shrugged. "I broke it off with him two days ago."

      "You never mentioned it."

      "It wasn't a big deal. Now about Nate. Travel hook ups are perfect. If you don't click with the guy, you get off the ship and never see him again. You need to get back into dating. And girl, that man is hot, hot, hot."

      Hook ups. Viv always acted like it was all fun and no one got hurt. But how did you let someone get so close to you, so intimate, without feeling something?

      And if no one got hurt, why did Viv go shopping every time one of her hook ups didn't turn into something more?

      "I'm not looking for a hook up, Viv. I just want to enjoy the sun, the beach, and the water. Relax a little."

      "Well, at least tell me you'll try. If a shipboard romance happens, go with the flow."

      "I'll go with the flow if it feels right." She wasn't looking for a shipboard romance. If she fell in love, she could have her heart broken. Again. "Okay, you're done in there? Because I really need a shower."

      "Yeah, I'm done." Viv dumped out her cosmetic bag on the table in front of the mirror and sat down to put on her makeup. "Go for it."

      The shower was small, barely enough room to turn, but the water pressure felt great. Kara closed her eyes and tried to just enjoy it. The soap and shampoo was coconut scented.

      Caribbean here I come.

      When Kara entered the room Viv said, "Which dress did you decide on?"

      "The aqua."

      "That color will be good on you."

      "I hope." She stepped into the thin silk dress she'd borrowed from Viv and turned around. "Zip me?"

      "Sure."

      Viv zipped the dress. Kara turned around.

      "Wow," Viv said. "I'm jealous. You look even better in that dress than I do."

      "I do?" Kara tugged at the low cut scooped neckline and then smoothed her hands down her thighs, wishing the dress covered more skin.

      This is so different from what I'm used to wearing. Kara had a strict dress code at the bank, so she usually bought conservative dresses. But maybe different is good.

      She turned in front of the mirror watching the silk move, the dress smooth against her curves. Oh, this dress feels soft. Sensual. Daring. There'd be no dessert tonight, not wearing this dress. And no crossing these pale legs.

      "Thanks for loaning me the dress."

      "That's what mates are for."

      Viv may have been done with her British boyfriend but he'd rubbed off on her enough her language had changed. It was hard to get used to.

      As Vivian ran a quick comb through her hair, Kara smiled. "Hey, Viv. Remember when we had sleepovers as girls? My mother would braid my hair while you'd hop from one foot to the other, impatient to go out and play?"

      "Yeah. I always wondered why your hair took so long."

      "I have Mother's thin, slippery hair

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        1. Chapter One
      


      		
        2. Chapter Two
      


      		
        3. Chapter Three
      


      		
        4. Chapter Four
      


      		
        5. Chapter Five
      


      		
        6. Chapter Six
      


      		
        7. Chapter Seven
      


      		
        8. Chapter Eight
      


      		
        9. Chapter Nine
      


      		
        10. Chapter Ten
      


      		
        11. Chapter Eleven
      


      		
        12. Chapter Twelve
      


      		
        13. Chapter Thirteen
      


      		
        14. Chapter Fourteen
      


      		
        15. Chapter Fifteen
      


      		
        16. Chapter Sixteen
      


      		
        17. Chapter Seventeen
      


      		
        Authors Note:
      


      		
        Sample Chapter: Check Out: Book One: Chapter One
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Debra Parmley
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Debra Parmley


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/debra-inc-logo-small.jpg
" N a

PUBLISHING NG







OEBPS/images/aboardthewishingstar_amazon.jpg





