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      My childhood dream of making it big turned out to be my greatest downfall. Well, technically, my rock star ex-husband had been the one to make it big. But, still. I’d become famous by association, which was not all I’d thought it would be. Not even close.

      Ronnie Clement and I had been high school sweethearts. We’d moved to Los Angeles after graduation so his band could book gigs at restaurants and clubs, while I studied acting at UCLA. We got married the week we arrived, two small-town kids full of hopes and dreams and the belief that all dreams were possible.

      When a record label noticed Ronnie’s amazing singing voice, he dropped his band, changed his name to Rex Rockwell, and his career took off. Upon his request, I tabled my acting ambitions in order to support him. We agreed that my turn would come later.

      Yeah, that didn’t happen.

      There was always another album, another concert, another world tour, and my would-be acting career disappeared. In time, I felt myself disappear as well.

      As Rex’s fame grew so did his ego, until he was partying so much he often didn’t come home at night. I’d heard the rumors of infidelity and read about it in the tabloids, but hadn’t been certain he’d stoop that low until I caught him with a groupie—ahem, naked—on the deck of our vacation house, in my favorite hammock. Rex pleaded for forgiveness and promised it would never happen again, but I couldn’t pretend to believe his lies anymore. So, I filed for a divorce.

      I also replaced the hammock, because ew.

      Despite tabloid reports that I’d made off with millions when I divorced my rock star husband, the truth was that I was now flat broke. During the divorce, Rex had fought me over every cent, begging me to stay with him. I settled quickly in order to end the fighting, and the only thing I received from the divorce—well, besides a crushed heart—was our vacation home on the bluffs in my hometown of Blue Moon Bay, California.

      And now I had to sell the house.

      Well, unless I could come up with a way to pay for the expenses with zero income. At twenty-seven, I had no job, no college degree, and only amateur theatre roles on my résumé. My lawyer was on her way over right now to go over the depressing details of my abysmal financial status. My nerves were so raw they could pass for sushi. I didn’t want to lose my home.

      I dug my toes through the ropey-weave of the hammock I was lying in on my back deck overlooking the Pacific Ocean, my phone glued to my ear, barely paying attention to my sister Claire’s voice droning on as I fought against the rising panic in my chest.

      My beautiful mansion on the bluffs boasted views of the dazzling blue ocean, the Spanish Colonial buildings of the storybook downtown nestled below, and the long spit of land where the world-famous landmark, the Inn at Blue Moon Bay, sat proudly.

      This house had been my safe haven for the past year, protecting me from ruthless reporters wanting to get the latest scoop on “Rex Rockwell’s ex.” That’s seriously who I was known as to the media: Rex Rockwell’s ex. Not Charlie Rockwell, my actual name. Losing my home would mean having my cherished privacy ripped away from me.

      I’d truly reached rock bottom.

      Something Claire said caught my attention and sent frustration rushing over the already present panic. “You’re my sister, Claire.” I squeezed my cell phone against my ear. “Why do you sound positively giddy that I may have to move out of the home I love?”

      “I’m not happy you have to move, per se, but maybe change will do you good.” Her voice came over the line, bright and cheery and way too pleased. “You’ve been hiding away in that mansion long enough. You need to start living again.”

      “What do you think I’m doing right now? Dying a slow death?” I asked, and then realized that actually sounded kind of accurate. My loneliness felt palpable. I dropped my head back against the quilted hammock pillow.

      “Hanging out inside a house, glued to the TV all day, is not living. You can’t vicariously experience life through your favorite soap opera. And don’t try to deny it,” she added quickly, before I could lie and claim I wasn’t addicted to a soap opera. “I know how you spend your days.”

      I heaved a long sigh. “Oh, man. Is this what my life has come to? I used to be fun.”

      “Yeah, I remember. Then you lost your backbone and everything became about Rex Rockwell.” She’d said his name like it was a lame reality show that was all the rage. “I still don’t get why you took that ridiculous divorce settlement.”

      “The only thing mediation was doing was fueling the paparazzi,” I said, letting out a long sigh. “I figured I’d sell this house and have plenty of money to live on. But this place has become my safe haven.”

      “You mean your self-imposed jail cell.” Claire scoffed into her mouthpiece. “Hello? You were married to Rex Rockwell, who won so many Grammy awards I lost count, so half of that money should’ve been yours. If I ever get my hands on that rat ex-brother-in-law of mine—”

      “Is there an actual reason you called, sis?” I jerked to sit up, but the hammock suddenly swung backward, threatening to topple me off. Quickly, I threw myself back again, bobbing side to side until the hammock stabilized. Close one. “If you just called to give me a bad time, I’d prefer to enjoy my final days here in peace.”

      “I’m taking you to dinner tonight,” Claire commanded, using a stern tone. “You need to venture out among the living again.”

      “I did that at the luxury women’s retreat last month and look where it got me,” I reminded her. While my heart had finished healing from all of the support at the women’s retreat, which had made me ready to date again, my first choice had flopped big time.

      I’d started dating Wyatt, a firefighter who had been staying at the mansion next door to the retreat. He had seemed sweet at first. But he turned out to be a wanna-be musician on the side, and ended up asking me if I could score him one of Rex Rockwell’s old guitars. Um, seriously? Note the “ex” part of ex-husband, buddy, or browse any major magazine or newspaper to see how much my ex cheated on me. Rex and I hadn’t parted on the best of terms and the tabloids didn’t know the half of it.

      Claire made a groaning sound. “At least you had a few fun dates . . .”

      “I’d rather stay in the privacy of my own home, thank you very much.”

      “We both know you’re hiding from the paparazzi. But, just so you know, they find plenty to write about you anyway.” She cleared her throat. “Rex Rockwell just released another hit music video, co-starring sexy Oscar-winner Virna DiAngelo, while Rex Rockwell’s ex continues to roll in his riches through outrageous spousal support, according to friends of the musician.”

      “What friends?” I rolled my eyes, irritation flowing through me. “The friends Rex and I had in Hollywood hadn’t been friends at all, just people who wanted something from him. When he and I separated, they dropped me. Without Rex, I didn’t have anything they wanted. Well, except inaccurate stories to sell the tabloids, apparently.”

      Claire sighed. “I’m just saying let’s go out to dinner. There’s more to life than daytime television, you know.”

      “Don’t rag on my last pleasure in life,” I said, frowning. Then I heard a loud noise coming from the front of my house, which sounded like a car door slamming shut. Time to face the music. I eased off the hammock (carefully this time), and hurried toward the side gate. “My lawyer’s here. She’s going to break it to me how much money I don’t have. I’d better go.”

      “What about dinner—”

      “Rain check,” I said, and then hung up the phone. I opened the side gate to the front yard, my stomach churning as I walked through. I dreaded seeing my lawyer face-to-face and hearing her confirm that I was broke. Our meeting would make it real that I had to sell my house. My home was my Spanish Colonial style security blanket, the only place I felt safe.

      And soon it would be gone.

      Harper Avery, my lawyer, would state my options without sugarcoating anything. The woman was smart, savvy, and believed in dealing with problems head-on. Denial wasn’t a luxury she’d let me indulge in, but I wasn’t sure I was ready to face the real world. I just wanted one more year here to figure out where I went wrong. Or, maybe two years. . . .

      Closing the gate behind me, I spotted Harper’s luxury sedan in the circular driveway. Then my gaze shot to the woman standing next to the car. She wore a tailored charcoal gray and white pin-striped suit, her dark hair was swept back into a French twist, and her green eyes lit up when she saw me.

      Harper and I were both twenty-seven and single. I admired her tough exterior, although she had a serious attitude about men, making me secretly wonder if dealing with so many divorces had made her jaded. Or maybe she’d just had her heart broken one time too many.

      “Charlie, good to see you looking so rested.” She shook my hand firmly, then fell into step beside me as we walked to the front door.

      “Thanks for coming Harper, and for recommending that women’s retreat,” I said, even though it had used up the last of my savings account. Spending my remaining cash on a luxury women’s retreat hosted by Greta von Strand, the author of Men: Who Needs Them? had probably not been the smartest move financially. But Ronnie’s betrayal had cut me deep, and I’d needed something to help ease my pain.

      More importantly, Greta von Strand’s event planner had been Olivia Lane, who had been my best friend in high school. We’d lost touch after I moved to Southern California with Ronnie. Reconnecting with Olivia—and by extension the other two girls who had been in our tight knit posse of four, Wendy Watts and Megan Wallace—had been priceless.

      I inhaled a deep breath filled with the bittersweet scent of ocean air. “Just lay it on me.” I braced myself. “When are the taxes due? Will they give me an extension? How soon do I have to sell before I go belly-up?”

      “Not so fast.” She lifted her Louis Vuitton briefcase, wiggling it in the air as if she had something worth gold inside. “I have an option that might help you with your expenses.”

      My heart stopped. “Are you serious? Then, whatever it is, the answer’s yes. You know I’ll do anything to keep this house.”

      She threw me a wary look. “You might not agree to this . . .”

      “What do you mean?” I opened the front door, my head spinning. If there were a way to keep my house then—apart from remarrying Rex Rockwell—I’d do it.

      “You’ll see.” She followed me through the foyer, down the hall, and into the living room. She took a seat on the sofa, set her briefcase on the coffee table, and then opened it up.

      “Would you like something to drink?” I asked, although my gaze was glued to the opening of her brown leather case. “Coffee, tea, or—”

      “No, thank you.” She waved a hand. “I’ve been up since four a.m. and have had as many cups of coffee. Anymore cups and I’ll vibrate out of Blue Moon Bay.”

      I forced a tiny laugh at her joke, which was hard with my entire future at stake with whatever she held in that designer case. I dropped into the seat across from her. “So what’s your idea?”

      She placed her hands in a steeple position, tapping her pinky pads against each other at high speed as if to release pent up energy. Or, possibly caffeine. “Well, I have two ideas. I believe you’re familiar with the first one.”

      An ice-cold trickle ran down my spine. “What is the first one?”

      “You spent two weeks with Greta von Strand at her luxury women’s retreat last month and she was very impressed by you. You’re aware that the pre-order of her upcoming release, Love: We All Need It, is currently ranked number one at all major retailers?”

      “Yes,” I said, without admitting I’d pre-ordered my own copies in every format available. When I read her first bestseller—Men: Who Needs Them?—each word felt like she’d pulled it directly from my crushed heart. “Ironically, Greta got engaged to her ex-boyfriend at the end of the women’s retreat and apparently has a whole new perspective on life. Thus, the new book.”

      While Greta von Strand was a ruthlessly ambitious woman, she’d also shown a vulnerable side at the end of the retreat that I could relate to, and I was secretly dying to read her next book.

      “Yes, I read an article about her engagement in the Blue Moon Bay Beat,” Harper said, mentioning a popular local paper. “I also spoke with her agent, who said she’s flying through Love: We All Need It, and he’s working to line up Greta’s next bestseller, if you agree: a tell-all memoir by Rex Rockwell’s ex.”

      “That’s what the book should be called, Rex Rockwell’s ex,” I said, through clenched teeth. I got up and went to the bar. I plucked a bottle of sparkling mineral water from the tiny fridge, twisting the top off with a refreshing whisper. I took a quick swig as I leaned against the bar. “Or, how about Woman Scorned? Now that sounds like a bestselling book filled with a rock star’s secrets. Don’t you think?”

      “He was a total jerk to you, Charlie.” Harper pulled a stack of papers out of her bag, stood up, and handed me an official-looking document. “You have every right to let the public know the truth. This is the advance Greta’s publisher’s willing to pay you.”

      “An advance . . .?” I came close enough to take the paper, then stared at all six zeroes after the first number. For a minute, I thought about writing the book with Greta, about telling the world how fame had grabbed the boy I’d loved in its clutches, doused him in constant adulation until he transformed into the big headed celebrity he’d become. . . The man who had betrayed me, ripping my trusting heart to shreds.

      Dollar signs flashed in my head, so many that I’d never have to worry about finding income again. I’d be able to keep my home and my cherished privacy forever.

      “You’re out of money, and you’re perfectly justified after the way he treated you.”

      “I know, but . . .” My voice trailed off as a long, forgotten piece of my heart softened. “He was still my husband.” I swallowed the lump that had appeared in my throat. “We loved each other once. And in some ways, I always will love him. I could never sell his secrets.”

      “Even though the advance would save you?” She gave me a look like I’d completely lost my mind. “Rex is in St. Barts with Virna DiAngelo right now, spending what should’ve been your divided marital funds on her.”

      “No, I still can’t do it,” I said, shaking my head. Just because he’d stooped low didn’t mean I had to join him down there. I handed her back the paper. “Is there another option?”

      Harper let out a long exhale as she rustled through the papers she’d pulled out of her neat little messenger bag. She cleared her throat, and handed me another document as I took a second sip of water. “Just. One. Love.”

      I choked on my drink. “I’m sorry, did you just advise me to take a lover?”

      Harper lifted a brow. “No, but that’s not a bad idea either.”

      I set the bottle down, wiping my mouth. “That’s a terrible idea. All things considered.”

      She nodded. “You’re right. With your luck he’d probably end up in St. Barts, too.”

      “My luck has been pretty bad lately,” I admitted.

      She continued to hold the paper toward me until I took it. “Anyway, that’s not what I meant. I said Just One Love, as in the television show.”

      I walked back to my seat and slumped into it. “The soap opera?”

      “Yes. You’ve seen it?”

      “No.” Yes. I watched it religiously, not that I’d ever admit that to my well-put-together lawyer. I also had a little crush on the leading actor, Luke Montgomery. Not that I’d ever admit that, either. “I’m confused, though. You want me to act in the show? I haven’t acted in years.”

      “No, something different entirely. You see, one of the producers, Maggie Sparks, is a good friend of mine. They shoot the show in San Francisco, but she told me they’re looking for a house in Blue Moon Bay to film for a month, and your place is perfect. It meets all of their needs. The money is phenomenal. It would pay your taxes and operating costs for a good long time.” She gave me an expectant look.

      I stood up and started pacing. Outside the windows, the view beckoned but I ignored it for the moment. Harper had scored me two plausible options but neither would work.

      Getting even with Rex seemed like the fair thing to do, especially with that fat advance. The creep had breached my trust, left me literally broke, and—if all of that wasn’t enough—he’d kicked a good dent in my self-esteem that even had my sister chastising me for my comforting relationship with TV.

      Yeah, sure, I’d become addicted to my shows, especially to Just One Love, and drooled over Luke Montgomery who played oh-so-hot detective Derek Bishop, but it’s not like I wanted the actual actors in my home. That would be the antithesis of privacy.

      Although. . . Yes, I needed my privacy to heal in my home but I needed an actual house to do that in. Maybe I should sell my house and rent until I figured something out. . . .

      Only I’d be leaving the security of my gated community, and the paparazzi were relentless. They jumped out of every shadow. I couldn’t expose myself to them again by living where they could walk right up to my door, hoping to get a shot of me in my bathrobe.

      “If Just One Love is filming here, then where would I live?”

      She raised both hands, patting the air in a soothing manner. “Not to worry. The show is totally willing to have you stay in the downstairs guest unit. They just need the main house.”

      “I see.” I did see, unfortunately. I could either expose Rex for the dog he was or I could give up my house to a television show for one month. Either way I’d have to give up my privacy. But with the second scenario, I could still respect myself. “Can’t we come up with something else? Anything else?”

      She smirked. “You could always take Rex back. His lawyer calls me daily.”

      I stopped pacing long enough to give her a dirty look. “I’d rather jump off my deck naked, at night, and fall to my death in the cold ocean below.”

      “You might have to when you run out of grocery money. Think of the made-for-television movie that would make.” She spanned her hands across the air in front of her as if she could see the idea in bright lights between us. “They’d turn this house into a creepy, creaking place and the actress playing you would skulk around the hallways all in white with your hair hanging over your face and lipstick on your teeth, moaning I won’t take him back . . .”

      “Not funny, Harper,” I said, because I could see that scene way too clearly in my head. Scary! I went back to my seat and dropped my head in my hands. “I’m out of options.”

      “Like I said, my friend Maggie is one of the producers. This is a great deal, Charlie. You’ll never get another one like it, and it’s only for one month. Your choice is this, taking Rex back, or Greta von Strand.”

      I spoke through my hands. “I can’t write that book. Or take Rex back.”

      “Then it’s Just One Love? Should I call my friend and seal the deal?”

      I dropped my hands from my face, my gaze meeting her eager green eyes. “Yes, Just One Love it is.”

      “You won’t regret it.” She clenched her fist in the air in a victorious gesture, then whipped out her cell and got on the phone with her producer friend.

      As she went over the details of the show’s one-month stay for Just One Love’s special promotional filming of their highly advertised upcoming beach storyline—which I’d previously been eagerly anticipating—I knew I should’ve been relieved at getting to keep my home. Instead, I wondered what I’d just gotten myself into.
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      Two weeks after I signed the contract with Just One Love, the cast and crew arrived to start filming. Some were commuting from San Francisco, and others were staying at the Inn at Blue Moon Bay, which was owned by my friend Wendy. I didn’t feel close to ready to have strangers in my house, but at least the income meant I could keep my house for another year.

      I’d moved all of my personal belongings to the guest suite downstairs, determined to stay hidden for the month the show was here in an attempt to maintain my privacy. Instead of enjoying my plan, however, I paced my room frantically, finding it difficult to keep myself from going upstairs. In the last episode of Just One Love, a shadowed figure had pushed ultra-rich Sebastian Holloway down his grand staircase, and the coroner had pronounced him dead.

      This meant Sebastian had been murdered.

      Sebastian had recently married schemer Catrina Reed in a grand affair at the yacht club on the San Francisco Bay, and then the couple had separated—which was good because Sebastian so deserved better than Catrina. But then they got back together and started counseling because Catrina claimed to be pregnant, which turned out to be a false alarm. Yeah, right. So obviously another one of Catrina’s lies. And now that Sebastian was dead?

      Catrina Holloway would inherit everything.

      My heart rate sped up and so did my pacing as I treaded back and forth in front of the large picture windows. Catrina had grown up poor and now she was rich. She had the most to gain from her husband’s death, so the killer had to be her. Hot detective, Derek Bishop—my secret crush—had been assigned the case.

      He could be upstairs right now finding out who had killed Sebastian!

      With that last thought, I couldn’t resist any longer. Even though I was in jeans and a tee shirt, I wrapped a scarf around my head, grabbed my huge sunglasses, and shot out of the room. Hurrying up the private staircase in the back, I arrived on the main floor, and scurried to the furthest corner of the room, stopping at a spot that was mostly hidden by a large potted plant.

      In front of me, Roger Abbot, a tall and thin red-headed man with a goatee, who I knew from Soap Opera Now magazine to be the director, was snapping out orders and people were running around putting blue tape down that the show swore wouldn’t mess up my maple floors.

      Right then I wouldn’t have paid any attention if a Zamboni machine were running amok on my floors, because out of the corner of my eye I spotted sexy soap star Luke Montgomery. He stood almost directly to one side of me, and if I wanted a really good look—which I so did—I was going to have to turn my head and actually look like I was looking. Thank goodness for the sunglasses concealing my eyes.

      In a casual gesture, I tilted my head, giving him a side-glance. My knees buckled. I gripped a side table for support. Oh, wow. Luke Montgomery defined the term “movie star” and looked even more swoon-worthy in person.

      Luke sported a tousled and textured slicked back hairstyle that gave him a classic look, and his blue-gray eyes held steady on the director, who shouted instructions at him. I wanted those eyes fixed on me. Oh, baby.

      “Action!” Roger Abbot commanded, and the scene started.

      Luke strode onto his mark, wearing a gray button-up shirt with a navy blue tie, tucked into charcoal pants, and a police badge at his waist. I tried not to focus on his long, lean legs and broad chest. But when he moved forward, those powerful muscles of his shoulders moved too, making my heart flutter. He wasn’t bulky, not at all, just toned and tight—everywhere, especially his backside, which I had the best view of at that moment. I couldn’t compel my eyes to look away.

      Adele Andrews played the leading lady and newly widowed Catrina Holloway. Catrina swept into the room, with her perfect mass of blonde waves and icy features completed by a delicate lace dress and designer jewelry. She opened the front door to Luke. “Won’t you come in?”

      Luke, in character, stepped inside the room. “Mrs. Holloway, I’m Detective Bishop. I’ve been assigned to investigate the murder of Sebastian Holloway.”

      “I know who you are, Derek.” Catrina pursed her lips as she shut the door, and gave a wicked glare. “Don’t pretend we’re strangers, like the summer two years ago never happened.”

      “I’m here to do a job, Catrina.”

      She placed the back of her red-manicured hand against her forehead. “Your indifference is even more cruel than when you left me. Why did you leave me, Derek?”

      Man this was good TV. I pushed my sunglasses down my nose in order to see even better.

      “Stop, Catrina. Just stop. I have to know. Did you push Sebastian down the stairs?” He gestured toward my staircase. “A staircase very similar to this one . . .”

      In my head, I heard that melodramatic sweep of music that always played at moments like this. I held my breath, waiting for her answer.

      “Of course not!” Catrina clutched her hands to her chest and fluttered her eyelashes. “How could you even ask me that, Derek? You know how much I loved him.”

      “Yes,” he said, striding toward her and then grabbing her arm. “I know exactly how much you loved your husband. The same way you loved me. Don’t play the innocent game, Catrina.”

      “Don’t play the cop game with me!”

      I stifled a grin. Catrina always knew how to turn things around.

      “I have to play the cop game, Catrina.” His grip on her arm loosened and he ran his hand up her arm slowly. “No matter what happened between us before, I’m a detective now, and your husband was just found dead at the bottom of the stairs with you standing over him.”

      “He fell. I swear it was an accident.” Catrina gasped then broke down in sobs that sounded strangely similar to a barking seal.

      “Cut!” Roger Abbot groaned. “Adele! I need a little less ham and a lot more authentic desperation here.”

      Adele strode over to Roger, and I took a retreating step back into the shadows. She put her fists on her lace-covered hips, and glared at Roger. “Are you accusing me of bad acting?”

      “No, Adele. I’m saying you’re acting a little more than necessary.”

      Roger’s voice was calm but firm.

      I stared at Adele, fascinated. She was a notorious diva and if the rumors in Soap Opera Now were true then the entire crew had once banded together to get her bounced from the show. The writers had put in a plotline that saw her wandering lost in the Himalayas for two months—yes really—but after receiving poor ratings they’d brought her back. The gossip mill also said that Adele and Luke were a couple in real life. Were they? I was dying to know.

      “I see.” Adele sniffed.

      “Good, now let’s try it again,” Roger said.

      “Fine,” Adele said, then huffed off.

      Luke left the spot where he’d been standing and moved toward a side table, which held a pitcher of water and glasses. I watched him walk across the room, his badge glinting as he moved. Life was so unfair. The last time I’d gotten a speeding ticket, the cop looked nothing like Luke. Although if cops did look like Luke I’d actually want more speeding tickets.

      The scene started again, then ended with subdued sobs from Catrina that made me tear up. She was the ultimate bad girl, because she made me doubt that she killed Sebastian even though she’d been found standing over his body!

      Luke sauntered over toward the refreshment table near me, but then stopped near the tall potted plant I’d thought had hid me well. He smiled. “Greta Garbo or one of those fabulous nineteen forties film stars?”

      I blinked. “I’m sorry?”

      His blue-gray eyes were warm and seductive. “The scarf and sunglasses.”

      “Oh!” My hand flew up to the filmy scarf I’d put on earlier. “I was just . . .”

      “Rex Rockwell’s ex! That’s where I know you from!” a female voice echoed from behind me.

      I winced, turning my head to find one of the actresses standing nearby, waiting for her turn on-camera.

      She stared at me. “You’re Rex Rockwell’s wife!”

      “Ex-wife,” I corrected.

      She practically shimmied. “No way. I’d heard this was your house, but I wasn’t sure it was true. Hey, guys, this is Rex Rockwell’s wife!”

      My stomach knotted as four other people suddenly surrounded me. The woman who had originally spoken stepped closer to me. “So, come on, tell us. Is this the house where he got caught sleeping with a groupie in your favorite hammock?”

      My face heated. Not knowing what to say, I opened my mouth to reply—

      “Jenny, that’s rude.” Luke’s voice wrapped over my shoulders like a warm hug. “Do you like it when perfect strangers approach you and start asking you questions about your personal life?”

      “Of course she does.” Adele sniffed, taking a single grape off the refreshment platter. “Jenny’s practically sold her soul to those media vultures that stalk the stars. Why, it wouldn’t surprise me at all if—”

      “Let’s not intrude on someone else’s privacy, okay?” He gave Adele and Jenny meaningful looks, and the other two lookers-on scattered. He turned to me with a warm smile. “Thank you for letting the show use your home, by the way, it’s absolutely gorgeous.”

      “Thank you,” I said, grateful he’d rescued me from an awkward situation.

      “I have a scene to shoot here, people!” Roger Abbot called out. “And it’s not getting any earlier in the day. Get to your marks, please.”

      “Sorry.” Jenny shot me a tiny look of remorse, then headed for her mark.

      I nodded to her, then turned to Luke, who stood so close I could smell the delicious scent of his after-shave. My belly fluttered. “I really do appreciate you stepping in . . .”

      Luke shrugged. “You
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