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Cascade Bay

Love Reborn

Torrey Neadson wants love, connection and the white-picket fence. She blew the chance at having it with Holt, once.

Holt Addison is through with one-night stands.  Problem is Torrey moved on before he could tell her. 

Stranded together by a freak coastal storm, they recognize what their hearts crave and hungers demand.  Has distance and time undone the strength of what they once had?

Genre: Contemporary

Length: 53,358 words
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First drafts are for the author. Our story resonates deep inside us, waiting to leap on to the page. Sometimes, the characters dictate their story and we, the author, take on the role of the scribe. When both of these merge together, something magical occurs. Add in readers and more magic happens. I’m blessed with a reader group, Solara’s Glamorous Stars, who share their opinions, reading preferences, and suggestions as part of my writing process. 

The following list helped with titling Torrey and Holt’s story. A special thank-you goes to:  Christine Heydt, Tilya Eloff, Maggie Keiko, Chandra Woolson, Patricia Nelson, Chevy Allen, Tina Evans Atkinson, Terri Pray, Tammy Layton, Chris Roberts, Deborah Dawkins, Barbara Burdette, Teresa Padgett, Ann Waters, Denise Leitch-Gaff, Janet Ludlow Bunnell, Dina Stronello, Joyce Mintzas, Tracy Harrison, Lisa Hosenfeld, Amanda Hash, Kris Rubi, Patricia Centivre, Sylvia Dominick, Liz Deshayes, Jennifer Kayes, Crystal LeClair, Brenda Chambers, Linda Rimer-Como, Kathy Brown, Carol Sigle Doscher, Nicki Mech, Julia Richardson, Allyson Abu-Hajar, Julie Bryant, and Jill Cerniglia. 
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Chapter One


[image: ]


“You told Joanna I’d sleep with Torrey?” Holt Addison winced as his voice echoed over the last strains of music blaring from the speakers near the dance floor. The din of McClark’s patrons hushed as though everyone listened, waiting to catch his next utterance.

Holt set down his half-full beer bottle. He turned slowly on his stool until he faced his best friend and culprit, Stuart Doxson. Patrons moved off the dance floor as servers made their way through the congested table-and-chair section of the dining area. Low-key music began playing in the background. 

Holt tugged his beer to him. He swallowed a third of it before placing the bottle back on the bar. He motioned Stuart closer.

“I’m gonna ask you once. Why?” Holt crossed his arms tight against his chest. As much as he didn’t want to lose his cool, Stuart’s shrug didn’t help.

“Come on, Stuart. I understand you got it bad for Joanna. But telling her that I’d sleep with Torrey is going too far.” Holt shook his head. He ran his hands through his short hair, knowing it only made his hair stand up more. He wished his conscience would stop flashing a familiar, feminine, sexually-flushed-face through his mind.

Stuart knew how much he hated being set up and blind dates. He’d rather go dateless than spend time making pleasant idle chatter with someone he knew little about. Tonight Stuart trumped himself. 

Stuart attracted women like moths to a flame. His rugged chin, goatee, red hair, and boyish grin stood out against his light tan. At six foot one, Stuart drew attention to himself without trying. His brown eyes lit up as he smiled. 

––––––––
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Joanna Angstrom nudged her business partner, Torrey Neadson, as they sat two tables over from the bar area. “There’s Stuart. I wonder if Holt is with him. You love his blue eyes and wonderful smile. And those black silky curls of his...oh, mama, one hottie!”

Torrey sighed, fighting hard to keep from rolling her eyes. Why had she agreed to accompany Joanna? Joanna’s zeal to see Stuart again barely exceeded her graphic details of the gossip her cohorts dished out on Holt’s sexual prowess. 

“Joanna, I don’t care how many times Holt can do it in a night. Nor how long his cock is or which girls he’s done.” Torrey looked down, working her jaw up and down. Gritting her teeth did no good. Joanna smiled and nodded. She had it bad for Stuart. Not that Torrey blamed Joanna. She and Stuart looked good together. Torrey hoped Holt hadn’t agreed with them to join her for dinner and a night of sexual pleasure. 

“But, Torrey—” Joanna started. Torrey shot her hand up, ready to clap it over Joanna’s mouth if she blurted out another sexual comment concerning Holt as if it were the lead story on the evening news. 

Joanna nodded as Torrey shook her head. “Joanna, I’m as sex positive as you are. I don’t need every piece of sexual gossip you’ve heard about Holt.”

“Well, how are you going to know if he’s still good in bed or not?” Joanna waved to a server at the table next to theirs. 

Torrey refrained from answering until the server left with their drink order. “I’m sure I can find out on my own if I decide to pursue his offer if he makes me one. I need chemistry. It’s not like they’re nude and I’m merely shopping based on their cock size.”

“Right and we don’t own a lingerie and sex toy store.” Joanna’s offhand tone and reply sent Torrey into a coughing fit. Damn, she’d forgotten how Joanna loved puns and innuendo. Her ironical sense of humor was in full gear.

Torrey sipped her rum and cola, pretending to study the menu in front of her. Yes, they owned Ladies’ Satisfaction, one of the oldest sex-oriented businesses in Cascade Bay. Just because her satisfaction came from a vibrator didn’t mean she’d given up on real sex. Doing it for the sake of enjoyment was good, but after while it rang hollow for her. She wanted and needed more. Her last fling lasted six months. The one before that lasted eight weeks. Both were over a year ago. No matter how attractive she found a guy, until she connected with them beyond mutual lust, she preferred her non-pursuit status. Blast Holt for spoiling this for her.

Holt bit into his thick burger and chewed. Stuart shook Tabasco sauce into his large bowl of chili before adding corn chips and stirring. How the man ate all the spicy food he did without indigestion amazed Holt. His eyes watered watching Stuart shovel two large bites into his mouth. 

Stuart chased his spicy mouthful with several swallows of beer before he faced him. He hoped Stuart didn’t plan to pick up where their conversation left off. Way his luck was running, he didn’t believe for a second Stuart would let things drop.

“Joanna knows you and Torrey were friends with benefits for a while. Since Torrey hasn’t scored in a bit either, we decided getting you together made sense.” Stuart grinned, saluted Holt with his beer, and glanced over his shoulder.

Holt swallowed and nodded. “What Torrey and I were to each other is in the past and between her and me. I’ve said it before, and I’m saying it again. I can get my own women.”

“Yeah, right. How many women have you laid in the past year?” Stuart asked.

“When did you start keeping score?” Holt swallowed the last of his beer.

“Since you got grumpy and started hanging out at the gym more. I don’t care how many, bro. If you were choosing to be celibate, I wouldn’t care.”

Holt eyed Stuart. The man had a knack for cutting to the chase. He stated the obvious. 

Holt finished his burger, wiped his mouth, and gestured to the bartender for another beer. “I appreciate the concern. Speaking for me is another thing. Torrey and I might not have the zing, as you call it, anymore. What about what she wants? Remember when everyone kept trying to set you and Joanna up? Nothing worked out until you got together on your own.”

Stuart tossed his napkin in the bowl. “Those jalapenos are wildfire tonight. Gotta tell Tony to ease up on them. I’m quitting while I can. Whoosh!” Stuart rubbed his forehead with his sweaty beer bottle. 

Holt chortled. “Yes, Grandma Getty’s chili got you sweating and swearing. Damn good chili as we used to say. Back to setting me up, bro. Please let Torrey and me handle it from here.”

“Okay, I guess. Joanna is expecting you to sweep Torrey off her feet and into your bedroom.” 

“I’m not seducing her and fleeing. I gave up one-night stands. Shallow and hollow isn’t what I’m looking for anymore.” Holt dropped his share of the tab on the bar. “When are they supposed to arrive? I’d like to give Torrey the once-over before she sees me.”

Stuart picked up his beer and pointed. “See the blonde in the low-cut top standing near the table over there? You can’t have missed the cleavage.” 

Holt rolled his eyes and smiled. Stuart’s heart was committed, but his libido kept on shopping. “Which way to the right or left of her?”

Stuart stood. “They’re to the left and back a table. Joanna is facing us.”

Holt squinted, covering his eyes. He blinked. His contacts burned. He’d forgotten his glasses at work. He hadn’t had time to find the spare pair he kept in his gym bag. Stuart had tossed both bags in the trunk of his car as they left the gym.

Holt caught a glimpse of Torrey as the server turned. He hadn’t seen her in two years. He remembered her azure eyes and smile. How much had she changed? Their heated passion had lasted a brief period. The last he’d heard from her, she’d started a new relationship and wished him well. Guess that hadn’t worked out. 

He smiled as Torrey turned around. He liked the new short spikey haircut she wore. Her heart-shaped face and full lips stood out. Even the animated way she acted and laughed with Joanna spoke volumes about what his sister, Gwen, had told him. The shy reserved Torrey he had known was gone. She’d changed in ways that empowered her to strike out on her own and open a business few women would dare to contemplate. She seemed to be envisioning something as she talked with the guy standing next to her. It was as though she beamed when she replied. Confidence certainly became her. There was no doubt she genuinely smiled. Her eyes appeared to glow as she stood and hugged the server closest to her.

Warmth exploded in Holt’s groin and leapt upward. The blast threatened to overtake his feigned composure. Confident women turned him on. Always had, and yet with Torrey there was more. He’d fallen for her without knowing or seeing this side of her. Her gentle kindness and giving heart had snagged him early on in their friendship. No matter how many women he dated and tried relationships with, none of them compared to Torrey. Wasn’t fair to them, but he hadn’t realized how deep his feelings ran. Why some other guy hadn’t scooped her up was beyond him. Then again, Holt hadn’t wanted Torrey exclusively then. Maybe he didn’t want it now. 

A jolt gripped his gut as he saw her smiling and talking with another guy. He clenched the edge of the bar to keep from fisting his hand. Torrey needed someone who understood her, accepted her, and cared about her. Certainly not some dude she’d just hooked up with. 

Holt eased off his stool. He knew what he wanted. It was time Torrey realized he did and they were meant for each other. “Come on, Stuart. Let’s go claim our dates.”

––––––––
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Stuart watched Holt’s determined stride close the distance between them and where Joanna and Torrey sat. Stuart smiled as Holt stopped their server on her way to the kitchen. A few nods later, he motioned for Stuart to catch up. Stuart shoved his hand into his pocket, pulled out a twenty, adding it to Holt’s share of the tab, and sauntered across the dance floor. 
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Chapter Two
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“I didn’t order this.” Torrey looked up from the large piece of double chocolate cheesecake the server placed beside the bowl of minestrone soup she’d ordered. 

The server smiled and pointed. “He did.” Torrey faced the direction she indicated and sighed. 

“Great. Just great,” she muttered, wanting to send the rich dessert back. Holt probably expected her to reject him. He thought to get to her through her sweet tooth. Torrey swallowed her further retorts, trying to avoid Joanna’s all-knowing smile.

“I’d ask who your admirer is, but I believe I see him coming this way.” Joanna winked and stuck out her tongue. 

“Telling you something nasty would land on your tongue just somehow doesn’t do my anxiety justice.” Torrey pushed the cake aside. She picked up the soupspoon, filled it, and blew on the hot liquid before tasting. 

“Your anxiety? Over Holt?” Joanna stood. “Good thing we’re inside or lightning might get you before it hit me.”

Torrey grabbed her napkin and quickly covered her mouth. Her throat burned. Her eyes watered as her nose twitched. Blast Joanna for zinging her with the one line their mothers loved to threaten them with as kids. 

Torrey cleared her throat, willed herself to sip her water, before she responded. “Yes, anxiety over Holt.”

“Why would you be anxious over me?” Holt’s voice sounded from slightly behind her.

Loosening her grip on the glass she held, Torrey took a deep breath. She blinked, wondering why each time she did images in front of her grew hazier. Glancing up, she saw Joanna watching her intently. Had Joanna mouthed breathe? 

Torrey opened her mouth to question what Joanna was saying. Two burps followed by a yawn caught her by surprise. So much for appearing calm and together in front of Holt. He’d already heard her admit her anxiety. Now she belched as if she lacked manners. Great, what a flop at secondary first impressions.

She inhaled and exhaled before she tried speaking again. “Isn’t that a question I should be asking you?”

Holt bit the inside of his lip. Laughter threatened to spill out. He wanted to cup Torrey’s face between his hands and brush his lips over hers. Her lush, full lips pouted when she felt cornered. He could see her careful moves as though she sought to hide her inner turmoil. He caught the conspiratorial wink Joanna sent Stuart. Let them think they’d pulled something off. 

He hadn’t forgotten one inch of Torrey’s body. The way her plush breasts filled his hands as he cupped them. Or her throaty sighs as he trailed his fingers tips lightly over her engorged clit and nipples. Their need to couple had flooded heat over them every time they’d come together. Physical intimacy worked well between them. Neither had sought or asked for more than what they thought was friendship mixed with mutual lust. He knew better now. This time, he knew how deep he wanted to go and what his stakes were. Convincing Joanna and Stuart to let Torrey and him do this on their own was but one stumbling stone on the path Holt saw before him.

“Torrey, I’ll admit I’m anxious. I don’t think you want me to say out loud what I am uneasy about.” Holt pulled out the chair closest to her and sat down. Stuart rounded the table and sat next to Joanna.

“You’ve gained more manners, I see.” Torrey’s flushed cheeks told him she’d rather not continue in the direction his thoughts were running.

“Always had them. You just never saw them enough to realize how polite and courteous I am.” Holt snagged a handful of oyster crackers from the bowl in front of Torrey. He tossed several into his mouth.

“I didn’t know you hadn’t eaten,” Stuart offered, nudging Joanna. “We got here earlier, figuring we’d meet you for dinner.”

“Depends on what you call eating and dinner.” Joanna’s emphasis on eating and dinner left little to any of their imaginations as she continued. “Don’t know about you and Torrey, Holt. I know who Stuart is eating for dessert, or his second course.”

“Water,” Holt coughed. Blast Joanna and her punning sense of humor. The cheesy grin she wore set ripples off in more places than Holt liked. 

Torrey slid her glass of water in front of him. “Crackers a bit salty?” Her arched eyebrow and rolled eyes didn’t help. 

Holt gulped water, swallowing. He reached for a napkin. If his eyes kept watering, he’d have to leave for fear of losing a contact. Dabbing his eyes, Holt kicked Stuart under the table.

Stuart startled. Sitting upright, he glared at Holt. “What the hell was that for?”

“Sorry. I didn’t mean to, you know.” Holt hoped he plastered the best innocent grin he knew how to fake across his face. “Now that I have your attention, though, we could use a couple of fresh drinks. How about I buy and you get them?”

Holt tossed a twenty on the table. If Stuart didn’t notice the non-verbal signals, he deserved a well-placed kick in the seat of his jeans. 

Joanna claimed the twenty and rose. “Come on, Stuart. We’ll get the drinks. Torrey needs a fresh one. I know I do.”

Torrey glanced over her shoulder as Stuart and Joanna threaded their way through the crowd toward the bar. She turned back, facing Holt. “Why are you here?”

She kept her hands below the table. Clenching and unclenching her hands did nothing to relieve the new flutters her stomach did each time Holt’s gaze ran over her. The heat rolled off him in huge waves, threatening to overwhelm her if she didn’t keep her icy shield in place. Problem was her hormones had different ideas. The man knew how to read her. He’d learned how to turn her on and keep the heat going. Chemistry didn’t need a catalyst with him. 

“I’d ask you the same thing. Except I probably know why you’re here.” Holt laid his arm on the table and leaned forward. “Things didn’t work out, did they?”

Torrey scooted her chair further away. Even a bit of space might allow some air in to help cool down the heat blasts boiling up between them. “I’m here because I want to be. What do you mean it didn’t work out?” 

Holt toyed with his napkin before his gaze met hers. She swallowed hard. His eyes smoldered the same way they had when she’d cried out his name as multiple orgasms claimed her. He wanted her just as he had then. She couldn’t deny her attraction either. This time she wasn’t jumping into bed with him.

“If things had worked out, would you be here?” Torrey cringed at Holt’s emphasis on the word had. Damn, could he read her that easily? How much did he know?

“What if it hadn’t? I remember you saying that no woman would tie you down. You wanted to be free to pursue what came your way. You said I could do the same.” Torrey paused. Rubbing her lips together, she watched the glint in Holt’s eyes dim. She gripped her hands together under the table. Apologizing would only tell him what he said was true. Before he’d started dating another woman, he’d come close to taking a good chunk of her heart and sanity. Rumors flew hot and heavy concerning his involvement with the other woman. He’d never denied the juicy tales nor did he answer her e-mails and calls asking for clarification. What right did he think he had to sit here and challenge her?

Holt leaned closer. His hand reached for hers. “Torrey, I know I said some dumb things in the past. And that line was the lamest. Truth is, two years ago I lived in the heat of the moment. The flash of passion ruled my libido.”

Torrey jumped as Holt’s hand brushed her arm. “Excuse me,” she offered, sitting upright against the back of her chair. She voiced the question running rampant through her mind. “This has changed?”

Holt’s response and smile cracked more of her icy resolve. “Yes, I’ve changed. I’m different from who you knew before. Two years is a lot of time when you’re apart. Are you saying you haven’t?”

Torrey looked down unable to meet the question in Holt’s eyes. She needed more than just words. Could she risk taking a chance? A chance on great sex and passion? She knew Holt kept his word. But could she trust him with her heart?
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Chapter Three
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Three hours later

“I swear we were set up.” Torrey pulled her sweater tighter around her and sank lower in the warm leather seat in Holt’s car. “Joanna’s car started fine when we left the store.”

Holt’s snicker drew her attention. He glanced at her before returning to concentrating on his driving. “If we were, so what? At least, Stuart and Joanna aren’t here. I’m glad it’s you and me.”

Torrey fidgeted with her seat belt. Did she dare admit she agreed with him? “It’s a lot quieter for sure.”

She caught Holt’s smiling reflection as he drove under a streetlight. Rain pounded against the windshield. Only the swish of the wipers cleared the window before more drops pelted the glass. Without preamble, the storm had rolled in off the bay, catching them in its wake as they exited McClark’s. Neither Joanna nor Stuart thought to prepare ahead. Torrey hadn’t heard the weather forecast either. Now she sat in wet clothing, praying she didn’t chill before Holt got her home.

Torrey lurched in her seat as Holt twisted the steering wheel violently left and right. “Shit, hold tight. I’ll see if we can dodge the cop car.”

Torrey squinted as blue and red flashing lights pierced through the rain. Sounds of tires skidding and cussing filled the air. She groped for the door handle, praying they stopped in time. Closing her eyes, she prayed harder. Her fingernails cut tight against her palms. Her heart skipped one beat, then two. A hollow thud sounded, and she swayed back and forth in her seat for several moments.

“Damn, what a place to pull someone over,” Holt fussed. “Stay put while I see if we did more than tap his bumper.”

Holt opened his door carefully after checking approaching traffic in the side and rearview mirrors. Wind surged against the door, threatening to pull it out of his hand. Rain pelted his face, trickling in streams down his cheeks and forehead. He wiped his face against his shoulder, hoping to keep the water out of his eyes. It was bad enough driving with gritty contacts in. Burning and itchy he could do without.

Gripping the door firmer, Holt eased his way out of the car. In between wind bursts, he could make out the flashing lights of the police car in front of him. He closed the door and moved along the car with his back against the frame. He didn’t want to lose sight of the lights from any car speeding down the road. As he reached the headlights, he blinked and his night vision kicked in. Three figures stood near the car stopped in front of the cruiser. Three flat tires along with the precarious way the car hung over a narrow roadside ditch spoke volumes. The three were lucky. Someone watched over them. A head turned toward him. Next, a flashlight shined in his face.

Holt raised his arm, trying to block the brightest part of the beam. “Can you lower that, please?” 

“Sorry, sir. You can’t be too careful on a night like this.” Gravel crunched under the officer’s feet as he approached. “How can I help you?”

A woman with two small children followed the officer. Their haggard, tired faces illuminated each time the blue strobe came back around. The children clutched their mother’s hand as though fear poured out of them. The woman’s hair hid her face. Holt hoped help was there for them. Too many lost folks got left behind more than he liked. Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out a few bills and one of the business cards he kept handy. The shelter could house them for a bit. He’d check with his sister in the morning. Her job as the head social worker would give him the information he needed to assist more.

“We skidded to a stop due to the severe weather. I hit your bumper. Didn’t want problems.” Holt moved away from the headlights, closer to the officer. 

The officer arced the flashlight’s beam over the bumper of the cruiser and back to Holt’s car. “Not anything. You nudged the rubber portion we use to help stop folks. No problem. If you’re going farther, you need to turn back. Old Mill Creek Road is under water. They’ve evacuated the shoreline, too.”

Holt cussed under his breath. He’d have to take the long way back to Torrey’s place. She’d given him her address after he said he’d call Joanna or Stuart for it. The way back to his place would take more time as he would have to double back to avoid Shoreline Drive due to the evacuation. 

Wind swirled around them, pushing Holt tight against his car. He glanced toward the woman and children. Their wet clothes clung to them like second skins. The children huddled closer to her. She shoved a hand through her hair. Holt sucked in air. Two dark-colored bruises adorned her cheek, and a darker area rimmed her eye. Another abuse victim. Yes, the shelter would take them. He’d make sure no one outside of the courts and law enforcement knew where they were. 

“Officer,” Holt began, moving closer. “Here’s some money for them. Take them to the address on the card. Ask for Gwen. Tell her, her big brother says hello.”

The officer took the card, carefully holding it as he read the print by flashlight. “Oh yes. I know the place. Gwen’s a sweetie. She’ll take good care of them. Thanks! I’ll give her the money.”

Holt worked his way back to his door. He glanced over his shoulder as the officer settled the woman and children in the back of his car. He loaded three supermarket plastic bags into his trunk. Holt shook his head. He hoped things worked out for them
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