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Chapter 1
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Danielle Harrison sat in her brown and pink one-piece bathing suit. She was nineteen years old. She had thick chestnut brown hair, dark brown eyes, and pale, freckled skin. She had coated herself from head to toe in sunscreen.

“So, why is this beach the one we have to be at?” she asked her friend, Zoe.

Zoe had wavy blond hair and blue eyes. She was wearing a pale pink bikini which showed off her lovely tan.

“Because the Isle of Palms looks out on the Atlantic Ocean and the Intracoastal Waterway,” replied Zoe, staring at the waves washing onshore. She was laying on a pink towel which matched her bathing suit. Her fingernails and toenails were painted pale pink as well.

“Sullivan’s Island beach looks out on both as well,” reminded Danielle.

“Yes, but it would be too crowded today. And, Isle of Palms is peaceful. Plus, the rich guys hang out here, especially as we’re not far from the marina.”

“But we can only see the Intracoastal Waterway beach from here. We can only see both the Intracoastal Waterway and the Atlantic Ocean if we’re on the other end of Isle of Palms by the Breach Inlet. Which, just so happens to be next to Sullivan’s Island,” Danielle pointed out to Zoe.

“We don’t need to see both coasts. We just need to know they’re there,” replied Zoe.

“Whatever. Are you going to help me build this sandcastle, or am I going to build it all by myself?” asked Danielle. 

She glanced at Zoe’s perfectly pink fingernails. Danielle kept telling herself that she was going to paint her fingernails, but she didn’t really mean it. She knew that she would smudge them five seconds after she finished painting them and have to use the nail polish remover. Danielle’s toes were painted a pretty pinky-lavender color which failed to match the color in her bathing suit.

“You know, if I squint, the waves in your bathing suit could almost be the waves from the ocean,” replied Zoe sleepily.

“I didn’t know you were color-blind,” said Danielle facetiously.

“Color-blind, duller-blind, who is that!” exclaimed Zoe, sitting up on her towel.

“Who is what?” asked Danielle, turning her head around to see about who Zoe was referring.

“The black-haired guy walking on the beach. I wonder if he has a boat moored at the marina. Oooh! He’s coming this way!” she said excitedly. “Quick! How do I look?”

“Like a blonde bombshell, only not as curvy as Marilyn Monroe,” commented Danielle wryly.

Zoe looked perplexed and then laid back on her towel as if to appear she hadn’t noticed the handsome young man walking towards them. Much to Zoe’s dismay, he didn’t walk up to her towel. Instead, he stopped and sat down next to Danielle.

“Hey,” he said companionably. He had jet black hair and bright green eyes. His face was unshaven. He wore only a dark green bathing suit and a tan.

“Hey, yourself,” she said with an amiable smile.

“Want some help building the sandcastle?” he asked with a smile. He thought she was possibly the prettiest girl he had ever seen. She wasn’t pretending she hadn’t noticed him, like her friend was. She was simply building a sandcastle. There was a wonderful self-assuredness about this young woman. All of that made her very attractive to him.

“Sure,” replied Danielle. She was amazed that he had chosen to sit next to her rather than Zoe. All the boys noticed Zoe.

“My name is Dominic,” he said offhandedly. “Where do you think we should put the turrets?”

“I’m Danielle. Let’s put them here and here,” she said pointing. Danielle thought he was handsome and friendly. She liked his strong arms and nicely muscled chest which displayed a fair bit of black chest hair.

They sat and talked about the sandcastle until they heard Zoe softly snoring a few feet away. Then Dominic stood up, brushed the sand off his legs, and held out a hand to Danielle.

She let him help her stand up, then they ran into the waves, splashing water over their ankles. Danielle suddenly realized she was still holding his hand and dropped it self-consciously.

Dominic smiled mischievously as he cupped water in his hands. Then he tilted his head towards Zoe. Danielle nodded and grinned. She cupped water in her hands and the two of them crept over to where Zoe was sleeping. They threw droplets of water on Zoe’s face. She sat up, sputtering, and glared at both of them.

“You’re beginning to look like a lobster!” she said to Danielle crossly.

“Oh, no!” Danielle replied, looking down at her skin. It did have a faint red glow. “We’ll have to stop by the store on the way home to pick up some aloe.”

“Well, we better get going if you’re going to help your mom close up shop tonight,” Zoe said sharply. She wasn’t used to guys preferring Danielle to her and she was experiencing jealousy for one of the first times in her young life.

“Is it that late already?” asked Danielle, fumbling for her cell phone in her bag. She located her cell phone and checked the display. “Sugar! Excuse me for a moment,” she said as she dialed her mother.

“Hey, Mom. Do you need me to help you close? Really? Are you sure? Okay, then I’ll see you at home later. Yes, I promise to be home by curfew. Thanks! Love you, too,” Daniel said as she clicked end to the phone call.

“What does your mom do?” asked Dominic.

“She owns a flower shop about thirty minutes from here,” replied Danielle.

“Since you don’t have to get back right away, do you and your friend want to join me and my friend for dinner? We could do a picnic on the beach?” asked Dominic. 

Before either of the girls could reply, Dominic shouted down the beach. A minute later, a college-age young man walked towards them. He had short light brown hair streaked with blond from being out in the sun and hazel eyes. He had a strong muscular chest and arms. Like Dominic, he was wearing only his swim trunks. 

“Everyone, this is Zach. Zach, this is everyone,” said Dominic with a sweeping hand gesture.

“Where did you come from?” asked Zoe, eyeing Zach favorably.

“Zach takes his afternoon naps very seriously on the weekend,” said Dominic.

Zach nodded sleepily. “I work twelve to fifteen hours a day during the week at my old man’s shop, building motorcycles and fixing cars. Thank G-d we’re not open on the weekend! I come here because it’s quieter. Better quality napping time.”

“I thought I knew all the shops around here,” commented Zoe.

“We’re new. Just moved here a couple weeks ago. My dad felt I wasn’t taking college seriously enough, so I’m enrolled in the Citadel for the fall,” said Zach glumly.

“But you have to have good grades to go to the Citadel,” objected Danielle.

Zach looked embarrassed. “Yeah, well, I got good grades. Really good grades. That wasn’t the problem.”

“Well, enough about the fall. It’s summer! Where’s the best place to pick up dinner?” asked Dominic, hastily changing the subject.

Zoe and Danielle debated the merits of the local restaurants, while the guys interjected their opinions about what type of food they wanted. Then the four of them piled into Zoe’s car, after the guys found their t-shirts and shoes, and the girls found their cover-ups and sandals.

As they sat down at a table in a nearby deli, Danielle winced as her shoulders touched the back of the booth. “What’s wrong?” asked Dominic solicitously.

“She has sunburn,” stated Zoe with a sigh. “She always has sunburn.”

“It isn’t fair! You put on SPF 15 and you never burn. I put on SPF 70!” grumbled Danielle.

“Hey, I put on SPF 30 today,” added Zoe. She started rummaging through her purse. “I’m sorry. I can’t find the aloe you put in here last week.”

“That’s because I took it out to use it and left it at home. Thanks for looking,” sighed Danielle. “Guys? I’m feeling really uncomfortable. Would you mind if we really did take out and eat on the beach since the sun is setting? That way we could stop by a drugstore on the way back,” suggested Danielle.

The four of them immediately shuffled out of the booth and stood to order at the back of the restaurant by the cash register. A few minutes later, they walked back to Zoe’s car holding several brown bags filled with sandwiches, sodas, and big chocolate chip cookies.

When they arrived back on the beach, Zoe and Zach set out the food, while Dominic smeared aloe over Danielle’s back, neck, and arms. His touch was gentle and light. Danielle felt tingly.

They sat on the beach, eating their dinner, watching the waves crash on the shore. Danielle liked the fact that Dominic never asked when her curfew was. He seemed to enjoy spending time in the moment. She liked not having to plan out every single minute.

As the moon rose, the foursome chatted and ate their chocolate chip cookies. “So, where do you live?” Danielle asked Dominic.

“North,” mumbled Dominic, his mouth full of cookie.

“North Charleston?” asked Danielle.

“No. North,” said Dominic, taking a swig of water. “Washington, D.C.”

“Wow! How did you get down here?” she asked him.

“When I graduated from college I decided to take a break. I’ve been sailing my boat down the Intracoastal Waterway. It sleeps two comfortably,” added Dominic. “I arrived here this morning and met Zach. We had a late breakfast before he went off for his nap.”

Danielle was leaning against him, enjoying his warmth. They had been watching the waves crash onshore and chatting for the last couple hours. She felt sleepy and peaceful. Suddenly, a buzzing sound came from her tiny purse. She jolted up. “Sugar!”
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“What?” asked Dominic, wondering if the sound was an alarm.

“I have to leave now to get home in time for curfew. Mount Pleasant isn’t that far away, but I can’t be late,” explained Danielle. She poked Zoe. “You promised me this morning that you would get me home on time so I don’t get grounded for the next week.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” muttered Zoe. She untangled herself from Zach. They had been snuggling in the sand too. Zoe matter-of-factly gave Zach a goodnight kiss, grabbed her purse, and headed back to her car.

Danielle knew that if she didn’t follow Zoe immediately, Zoe would make her run to catch up. She turned to Dominic. “Are you going to be here tomorrow?”

He nodded and stood up next to her. Danielle didn’t give guys a kiss goodnight to end the evening. It wasn’t her style. When she was ready to kiss a guy, it meant she was liked the guy enough to date him. Dominic didn’t try to kiss Danielle. He gave her a hug instead and asked her to meet him for breakfast.

“Sure,” she shouted as she ran towards Zoe’s car. “Where?”

“Right here,” yelled Dominic as he pointed at the sand.

As the girls drove away, Dominic turned to Zach and said, “Okay, man. Where can I get amazing breakfast food?”

Zoe didn’t say much on the ride back. She dropped off Danielle with a brief wave. Danielle walked inside to see her mother, Jane, snuggled on the couch next to her new husband, Jack Walters.

Danielle was still surprised to see Jack at their house sometimes. Jack had been courting Jane for years, before Jane finally gave in and accepted his marriage proposal.

Danielle remembered when Jack first began coming into her mom’s flower shop. Danielle had been fourteen years old. Jack’s two sons, Ryan, and Aidan, had been eight and six years old. Jack had bought a second home on the beach as a last effort to save his marriage to his then wife, Maureen. 

Jack used to come into the flower shop every week during the summers to buy Maureen flowers. Danielle remarked to her mother one day that she thought Jack was getting the wrong flowers on purpose to have another excuse to come back to the shop. Jane used to shake her head.

A few years later, Jack had arrived on a wintry December day. He told Jane that he was divorced and asked her to date him. Jane turned him down flat, until he came back during the summer. He would come by the shop every morning to bring Jane a cup of her favorite green tea and a bagel with cream cheese, until Jane finally agreed to go out with him.

Danielle liked to see her mother happy. Although, sometimes, she liked to have time alone with her mom. This was one of those times.

Jane glanced at her daughter’s expression and turned to her new husband. “Jack, darling, you had a long day. Did you want to turn in now?”

“Well, yes, but I... oh, girl talk. Good night, Danielle,” he smiled as he kissed his bride and went into the master bedroom.

Jane put the kettle to boil and sat down at the kitchen table. Danielle put some hot chocolate mix into two mugs next to the stove and sat down next to her mother.

“Well?” asked her mother expectantly. “What’s his name?”

“How do you know I met someone?” grinned Danielle.

“Honey, you walked in here with that look on your face. The goofy grin. You remember the one I wore every time Jack brought me green tea in the morning?” explained her mother.

“You still wear that grin sometimes when you look at him,” commented Danielle.

“Yes, that one. So, who is he?” smiled Jane.

“His name is Dominic. Dominic Rose. He’s sweet and handsome and I want to kiss him so bad!” confided Danielle. “He said he would have a picnic breakfast for me at the beach tomorrow.”

Jane stood up to pour the hot water into the mugs. She opened the refrigerator to get the whipped cream and put a dollop in each mug, before sitting back down at the table.

“What else do you know about him?” asked Jane, sipping her hot chocolate.

Danielle grinned at her mother’s whipped cream mustache and sipped her hot cocoa. “Black hair and green eyes,” she sighed appreciatively. “Before you ask, he’s a college graduate from the Wharton School of Business in Pennsylvania.”  

“He went to Wharton! Wow! What’s he doing down here?” asked her mother.

“His family’s from Washington, D.C. He sailed down the Intracoastal Waterway from D.C. in his boat,” Danielle replied.

“Enterprising young man,” commented Jane.

“Why? You came down here from New York.”

“Yes, but that was sort of by accident, sweetheart,” admitted Jane.

“You said your car broke down,” remembered Danielle.

“You’ve heard this story a million times. Do you really want to hear it again?” asked her mother. 

Danielle nodded. “I’m the age now that you were then.”

“Almost. Hard to believe that it was twenty years ago. Well, my friend, Monica, and I drove down from New York City in my old clunker of a car on winter break our senior year in college. We were trying to get to the beach in Florida, but my car was on its last legs about the time we crossed over Lake Marion on 95 South. So, we decided to go south on Interstate 26 and we ended up here.”

“And, then you met Daddy,” continued Danielle.

“Yes, and then I met your father. Mitchell Burns. He was a senior at the Citadel on winter break. He had dark brown hair and brown eyes.”

“Like me,” chimed in Danielle.

“Yes, like you,” said her mother, touching her daughter’s cheek. Jane, herself, had dark auburn hair. “My parents had to send me a ticket to fly back to school so I could finish my senior year. They were not pleased,” Jane smiled at the memory. “Anyway, your father and I wrote letters back and forth. That was before email was used regularly and cell phone texting was used at all.”

“The olden days,” grinned Danielle.

Jane sighed. “Yes, the olden days. Mitch, your dad, sent me a plane ticket to come visit on spring break, which I did. I made up some story to tell my parents about why I wasn’t coming home. Mitch enlisted in the army at the end of senior year. Coming from the Citadel, he went in as an officer. He had sent me another plane ticket to come down to Charleston after my classes ended, but he was shipped out before I arrived. We missed each other by a day. His aunt, Flora, met me at the airport instead.”

“Did he know you were pregnant, Mom?”

“I wrote to him telling him I thought I might be.”  Jane paused. “His Aunt Flora took one look at me and brought me home with her. She was the nicest woman.”  Jane took a long drink from her hot chocolate.

“I remember her, Mom. Curly white hair and bright blue eyes. She always smelled like flowers and cookies,” Danielle said fondly.

“She adored you. You were the reason she left me the store when she died,” said Jane. She picked up the mugs and put them in the dishwasher.

“What happened to Daddy?”

“They shipped him off to Basic training, then Advanced training. He was supposed to have a break after Advanced. He was going to come back to Charleston, marry me, and set up a home for us and the baby. I knew by then I was definitely pregnant with you. But, Desert Storm came into play and Mitch was shipped out straight from Advanced training to the field.”  

Jane paused then stroked her daughter’s cheek again. “I wish he would have been able to meet you, but he died before you were born.”

Jane stood up briskly. “Then, your Aunt Flora took it upon herself to help us out, thank goodness.”

“Why didn’t you go home again? To your parents?” asked Danielle.

Jane smiled. “Oh, sweetheart. Your grandparents told me my one job in going to an expensive school in New York was to marry a Jewish doctor. Your daddy wasn’t even Jewish, much less a doctor. And, I had the nerve to get pregnant by such a person! They told me not to bother coming home. I made a life for you and me here, in Charleston, with the help of your father’s Aunt Flora.”

“And, with a little help from Uncle J.C. and Uncle Fort,” added Danielle.

“Yes, your daddy’s best friends from the Citadel, Jean-Claude and Fortescue have been wonderful,” agreed Jane. “Now, isn’t it time for bed if you want to get up and meet your young man for breakfast on the beach?”

“Mom?” began Danielle in a thoughtful tone. “You never talk about your friend you drove down with to Charleston. Whatever happened to her?”

Jane took a deep breath. “’A red car spinning’ is what they told me. There were very bad thunderstorms one night. Monica had rented a red car since mine had broken down. She was driving to meet your dad and me. She never made it. Life is precious, honey. Be aware.”
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Dominic had laid out orange juice, bagels, smoked salmon, and cream cheese on a small table where they had sat the previous night. The bike he had rented for the day sat propped up next to the table. He texted Danielle to make sure she was coming.

Dominic wasn’t used to being nervous meeting for a date. Usually women threw themselves at him. Of course, that was more because of who he was, he admitted wryly to himself. He found Danielle completely refreshing because she didn’t know who he was. She didn’t care who his family knew. He was afraid she would care if he told her, but he didn’t want to admit that to himself.

Dominic knew his brother and sister would be aghast at him entertaining some girl he had met on the beach. But then, they felt entertaining had to be done at a country club or somewhere else where you could see and be seen. Plus, they preferred to trace a person’s lineage back to the Mayflower. Well, maybe not that far, but pretty close to it.

He was definitely the black sheep of the family, and proud of it. When he came into his trust fund at the age of twenty-one, everyone in the family was surprised he not only finished college, but was top in his class. His father had clapped him on the shoulder and said, “I’m glad you’re finally taking your future seriously, son.”

Of course, that comment was probably what prompted Dominic to buy his boat and set sail a few days later. The family as a unit had groaned and collectively rolled their eyes. His brother and sister agreed his good behavior had lasted too long and they had expected him to do something this foolish and stupid. Although his brother admitted to Dominic the day he left that he secretly admired his bravery.

Dominic ignored his family and set out to enjoy his summer. He hadn’t planned to spend time in any one place too long. Although, he considered changing his mind when he saw Danielle.

He couldn’t explain it. She wasn’t just some pretty girl. He felt more of a connection to her and he wanted to explore that connection, as tenuous as it was before it dissolved. Besides, what else did he have to do this summer?

Danielle texted Dominic back as she rolled out of bed and quickly dressed into a bright green one-piece swimsuit. She saw Jack sitting at the table, drinking his morning coffee. She gave him a quick peck on the cheek and waved goodbye to him. 

She liked Jack. He had always been kind to her, and he was good to her mom. Having him around meant someone else was there to help fix things in the house or the shop when they broke. And, her mom smiled more. A lot more.

Danielle drove her little white car to the beach. Uncle Fort had convinced Jane that Danielle not only needed a car when she turned eighteen, but that he was going to buy it for her. Jane agreed that it made sense, and then made Danielle take every driver safety course she could find before handing over the car keys.

Danielle loved her little car. It had great gas mileage and Uncle Fort had insisted on certain little fun features like the Bluetooth and the moon roof.

When Danielle arrived at the beach, she parked her little car and put her clicker in her tiny purse, and her tiny purse inside her big flowery beach bag. She had already coated herself head to toe in sunscreen and set an alarm on her phone to remind her to keep reapplying the sunscreen.

She waved at Dominic and he gestured for her to sit down on one of the beach chairs he had pulled over to the table.

“Wow! What a nice spread! How did you know what to get?” gushed Danielle.

“You were lamenting over the fact that this deli closed too early for us to have dinner there last night. You said this was your favorite breakfast and you only had a chance to eat it when one of your uncles was in town,” commented Dominic.

Danielle was more impressed by the fact Dominic had actually paid attention to something she had said instead of telling her what she wanted, than the fact he had spend so much on breakfast. He obviously wasn’t a beach bum if he could afford to pay for this kind of fare.

“Have you ever had smoked salmon for breakfast before?” she asked him curiously.

“Sure,” Dominic replied. He had also had caviar for breakfast, but he didn’t want to mention it.

“Really? I thought only Jews did that. You’re not Jewish, are you?” she asked him.

“No. Why, does it matter?” he asked, his bagel smeared with cream cheese and stacked high with smoked salmon was poised in mid-air.

She answered his question with a question. “Does it bother you that I’m Jewish?”

He shook his head. “Why do you only get to have this if one of your uncles is in town?”

“Well, it’s really expensive. Mom and I are always careful of what we spend, unless Uncle Fort comes to town. Then he buys us a couple pounds of smoked salmon for one breakfast, along with anything else I point to in the deli window. Uncle Fort spoils me shamelessly,” she admitted with a grin.

“Is Uncle Fort your mom’s brother?” he asked.

“No. My dad died before I was born in Desert Storm. His two best friends promised to help look after me in his place. Instead of a dad, I have Uncle Fort and Uncle J.C.,” Danielle replied. “Uncle Fort buys me things and Uncle J.C. teaches me how to fish, how to play soccer, how to sail a boat, and other useful things.”

“Sounds infinitely better than my father,” confessed Dominic. “He always told me I didn’t measure up to the family ‘standard’, whatever that was. I’m the black sheep of the family. My dad was thrilled when I graduated from Wharton at the top of my class. Said it was the only good thing I had done in my whole life.”

“Well, graduating from Wharton at the top of your class is pretty awesome. Sorry about your dad, though. He could have said it nicer,” she replied. “I probably shouldn’t add I also have my mom’s new husband, Jack. He’s really nice. He only offers advice occasionally and his advice is pretty good.”

“I think your family sounds nicer than mine,” he said.

“There must be someone you like in your family,” she responded.

“My mom’s father’s brother, Uncle Harrison. He felt that one should enjoy life. He told me to never let go of my dreams. Which is why I bought my little boat and started sailing,” finished Dominic.

“Is that what you want to do for the rest of the summer? Explore?” she asked him.

“Definitely,” he replied. They cleared off the remains of their breakfast into a nearby trash can. “Want to see my boat?”

Danielle nodded and they walked the ten minutes to where his boat was moored at the Isle of Palms Marina. 

“She’s a 2009 Catalina 18 mark II sailboat...” Dominic began as he went over the high points of his boat. He continued at length for several minutes, with Danielle nodding. Uncle J.C. had taught her all about boats and this was a nice one.

“She’s beautiful. What did you name her?” she asked.

Dominic pointed sheepishly at the name ‘S.S. Black Sheep’. “Really made my mother furious,” he grinned.

Danielle’s alarm on her cell phone buzzed.

“What’s that for?” he asked.

“I need to reapply my sunscreen,” she replied. They sat on the deck of his boat while he rubbed her back with sunscreen. She sighed with pleasure. He was giving her a lovely back rub.

Dominic was trying to go slowly. He didn’t want to scare off Danielle. He liked the excuse to rub sunscreen on her back. Her skin was soft and neatly freckled. He liked that.

Danielle’s phone rang out chirping frogs.

“Who’s ringtone is that?” he asked her.

“Zoe,” she replied with a grin. He handed her the phone. She hung up a minute later. “Zoe wanted to know if Zach was up from his nap yet. I told I’d text her when we knew the answer.”

“Why do you have so many freckles on your arms and legs and only a few on your face?” he asked her.

“Scattered pigmentation comes and goes, I suppose,” she said, smiling when she rhymed. She started giggling.

Dominic had that look on his face, the contemplative look that said he was going to kiss her.

Danielle stood up and said, “Hey, let’s go play in the waves.”

They climbed down off of his boat and raced back to the beach. Danielle sat down at the water’s edge, letting the waves lap at her feet. She was breathing heavy from running from the marina.

Dominic sat down next to her. He lay back in the sand and looked carefully at her. He was about to say something, when Zach walked up to them.

“Dude. Where’s Zoe?” asked Zach.

“Aren’t you supposed to be napping?” countered Danielle.

“Naw. I only take a morning nap on Sunday so I can get to sleep early Sunday night for my long week ahead,” said Zach.

Danielle hazarded a glance at Zach. She didn’t want Zoe to get involved in Zach if he had done something really awful at his last school. She knew Zoe could take care of herself, but friends look out for friends.

“Weren’t you going to text Zoe when Zach arrived?” reminded Dominic. He wanted more one on one time with Danielle.

“Why didn’t your dad think you were taking school seriously?” Danielle asked Zach.

Zach blushed.

“I’m sorry, but she’s my friend,” said Danielle.

“Practical jokes,” Zach whispered and stared out at the ocean.

“What?” said Danielle.

Zach sighed. “Practical jokes. I played one on every one of my professors at least once a month.”

“Like what?” asked Dominic, curiously.

“Well, I think it was when I brought a few cows into the staff room that my dad decided it was time for me to have some discipline in my life,” said Zach glumly.

“Cows?” echoed Danielle and Dominic.

“From the School of Agriculture. It’s a long story. My practical jokes seemed to get bigger and bigger as time progressed. Dad was afraid of what I would come up with next,” confessed Zach.

“Do you think you’ve learned your lesson?” asked Dominic with mock seriousness. “Do you promise not to bring Zoe a cow on your second date. If so, give us a salute.”

Zach grinned and saluted Dominic.

Danielle poked Dominic. Then she texted Zoe that Zach was awake.

Zoe brought picnic food for lunch. Deviled eggs, cold fried chicken, fresh fruit, lemonade, and pimiento cheese sandwiches. “My mom figured that if she sent me with food, I might stay away all day long and spend less money,” she explained.

“What is this?” asked Dominic, holding up a pimiento cheese sandwich.

Danielle grinned. “Haven’t you ever had pimiento cheese?”

Dominic shook his head. “Do I want to know what it is?”

“Try it,” she laughed, taking a bite of hers.

“That’s, um, interesting,” he replied.

“Where did you grow up that you’ve never had pimiento cheese?” asked Danielle.

“I told you, D.C.,” smiled Dominic.

“Yes, but that’s south of the Mason-Dixon line. They have to have pimiento cheese,” objected Danielle.

“Not in my house,” objected Dominic.

“Well, you’re lucky,” groused Zoe. “My mother loves the stuff. It’s okay and all, once in awhile. But every week?”

“I think it’s kind of cool,” said Zach calmly.

“Have you ever eaten something you don’t like?” Zoe asked Zach.

Zach shook his head.

“Zach will be working tomorrow. What about you two?” asked Dominic.

“Well, Zoe has class and I have work. Mom needs my help mostly in the mornings to prepare all the deliveries for the day and then at closing time. During the year, she needs me all the time. In the summer, she insists I take a class or two and hires a college student to fill in,” said Danielle.

“What classes are you taking?” asked Dominic.

“She is dabbling,” replied Zoe, leaning against Zach. “I’m the full-time student, trying to finish my bachelor’s at the College of Charleston in four years. Danielle isn’t.”

“Isn’t what?” asked Dominic.

Danielle sighed. “I’m not a full-time student. I’ve been taking a few business courses to help Mom out at the flower shop.”

“You should be taking art classes,” argued Zoe.

Danielle grimaced. They had obviously had this conversation a number of times.

“You know your mother has sold a number of your pieces to people who come in to buy flowers,” continued Zoe.

“She told you, didn’t she?” Danielle sighed. “I’m glad she’s proud of me. I think they only bought them because they know her, not because they actually wanted the pictures.”

“You are being ridiculous, and you know it,” said Zoe. “She’s very talented. The College of Charleston is one of the only schools in the southeast that offers an undergraduate in Arts Management and Administration. We have a huge active arts community here. Why she doesn’t take advantage of it, I’ll never know,” she grunted.

“I’m too busy,” protested Danielle.

“When’s your business class?” said Dominic.

“It’s Tuesdays at noon. I usually bring a sandwich and try not to get any crumbs on my laptop,” said Danielle. “I thought you were going to spend the summer sailing and exploring.”

“I can stay a little while,” said Dominic. “You can help me explore Charleston and I’ll help you with your class. Deal?” he said holding out his hand.

“Deal,” answered Danielle, taking his hand and gently shaking it.
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Chapter 4
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Monday morning, Dominic was hanging around Zach’s family shop while he waited for Danielle to text him that she was done filling flower orders for the morning. 

Zach was in coveralls coated with smudges of grease. He was under a navy blue sedan, draining the old contaminated oil before he refilled it with fresh oil.

“Why am I still here?” muttered Dominic.

“Dude. I ask myself the same question every morning,” said Zach, sounding a little muffled from under the car.

“Yes, but you have to be here. I should be sailing in my boat, seeing how many beaches I can count before sunset. I should have left last night,” said Dominic.

“It’s the blue eyes, dude. Gets you every time,” responded Zach.

“Her eyes are brown,” replied Dominic automatically. With pretty golden flecks, he thought to himself.

“No, I’m pretty sure they’re blue, man,” disagreed Zach.

“You mean Zoe’s eyes are blue. Danielle’s are brown,” corrected Dominic.

“Really? I thought Danielle’s were blue, too,” said Zach amiably. “Don’t all girls have blue eyes?”

Dominic laughed. “No, they don’t. Trust me on this. How were you making top grades?”

“I have a photographic memory, dude. Makes it easy. Didn’t really have to study,” admitted Zach.

Dominic looked around for something, anything to do. Half an hour later, he was talking to Zach’s father about putting all their customers into a database and setting up a website for them.

Zach’s father mentioned that he had some clients, the Eltons, who lived in Mount Pleasant. The Eltons were an older couple who had a basement apartment they would be happy to rent.  Their son had been called to a tour of duty in Iraq and wouldn’t be back for a year.

The apartment consisted of a small bedroom, a bathroom, and a small kitchenette. The door to the apartment was on the bottom floor by the garage. He would not have access to the rest of the house.

The Isle of Palms Marina had already told Dominic that he could only leave his boat there for a few days, two weeks at the most. The Charleston Harbor Marina was a marina located at Patriots Point in Mount Pleasant.

Dominic generally followed his instincts. If things around him fell into place, he usually would decide to follow that path, at least for a little while. He knew that if he took the time to analyze things too much, an opportunity would vanish. 

Dominic felt his phone vibrate. Danielle had texted him that she was finished with work for the morning. She was on her way to pick him up in her little white car. Dominic made a few phone calls while he waited for her. He grinned. He always preferred taking action to waiting for something to happen.

“Where to?” asked Danielle cheerily as Dominic climbed into her car and gave her a kiss on the cheek. She blushed.

“The Isle of Palms Marina,” said Dominic.

Danielle’s brow furrowed. “Are you leaving?”

Dominic smiled. “No. I’m moving my boat.”

“What do you mean, you’re moving your boat?” she asked him in a confused tone.

“To the Charleston Harbor Marina at Patriots Point in Mount Pleasant,” he replied matter-of-factly.

“You’re staying?” she asked astounded.

“For a little while. I’m doing a project for Zach’s dad. He found a basement apartment for me in Mount Pleasant,” stated Dominic, waiting to see her reaction. 

She pulled the car over on the shoulder. “Really?”

He touched her face gently. “Yes, really.”  His face was a breath away from hers. She closed her eyes and leaned forward, feeling his lips softly meet hers. They were kissing for a few moments, an eternity in time, until they heard a horn blaring behind them. They broke apart and Danielle moved back into the lane to take them to the Isle of Palms.

Danielle dropped Dominic off at the Isle of Palms Marina and then drove to the Charleston Harbor Marina to wait for Dominic. He arrived about twenty minutes later.

He pulled his boat up to one of the fixed pier Boat Lifts and waved to Danielle to join him. She walked around and climbed aboard his little boat.

“What are we doing now?” asked Danielle.

Dominic grinned. “Room service.”

“What?”

“We can have lunch delivered to the boat from one of their restaurants. The guy who helped me pull my
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