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 Chapter
One

July 4th

“No, I just need some time
away,” Drew Gibson said, for what seemed like the millionth time
that day.

“Now, Andrew, you realize you cannot hide
anything from me,” his mother scolded. “You have rented an entire
island to just get away,” she clarified, and quirked her index and
middle fingers like quotes in the air when she said get away. “That
sounds a little extreme to me.”

He barely stopped himself from rolling his
eyes—that would earn him a good old-fashioned swat on the ass no
matter how old he was. Some days his mom really did try his
patience.

“My question, son, is why?” she inquired,
picking up a spoon and returning to stir the bowl of pasta salad
she had been working on when he walked into the kitchen.

Okay, there was no way he would explain to
her, but in the past eighteen months or so, most of his siblings
had fallen in love and he was feeling a little left out. The only
one left, Alex, swore never to settle down and was dealing with his
own demons surrounding women which culminated in his playboy
behavior. Part of the issue was, Alex loved women and changed them
as often as he did his underwear. They used to say socks, but being
a baseball player, Alex was excessively superstitious and seldom
changed his socks. Not that what Alex did was wrong, he was just
upfront about it and said he had absolutely no interest in settling
down with just one woman. The other part of the problem, well that
was a long story for another time. Drew, on the other hand,
recognized he kind of did want one special someone. How did a man
say that to his mom without her immediately attempting to set him
up? Hell, he could see her doing it too. She would grab her cell
phone and start calling friends with unmarried daughters and would
have five here within in the hour. Honestly, he did not wish to get
married tomorrow, but he did want someone special.

So, he stretched the truth, “Training camp
starts in a few weeks, I’ve worked hard in the off season staying
in shape and working out. Getting away will be nice. Besides, when
was the last time I had a vacation?”

“Never,” interrupted his twin, Tony, who
entered the room carrying Olivia, their oldest brother Austin’s
infant daughter. Drew tried not to grin at Tony who carried the
four-month-old like a football—her tiny body cradled against his
side while his palm cupped her small head. What caused him want to
laugh, was Tony was a hockey player, and while he did participate
in pick-up football games with the other siblings, he was never big
on holding a ball—hence the hockey playing.

“My point,” he said, nodding at Tony, “Thank
you. The last time I took some time and concentrated on myself I
was still in college. I just need a little time to unwind, and I
want to do it where there aren’t a lot of people around.”

“I’d worry about you out on an island by
yourself,” his mom answered, apparently reverting to her initial
argument.

“Mom, there are people who take care of the
island. They’ll remain on their side of the island, so I expect I
won’t be completely alone; but they won’t disturb me unless I
request otherwise. Besides, today I got a message from Taylor about
some sort of scheduling issue. There will be another visitor there.
I’ll stay in the guest house and that person will be in the main
house.”

“I just don’t like the idea of the remote
island.”

“Mom, you had no problem with Ann going to
Hawaii for her honeymoon,” he reminded her.

“She wasn’t on a remote island in the middle
of the ocean!”

“Okay,” Drew said, struggling to hold his
temper—Hawaii was in the middle of the ocean for
you-know-what’s-sake. He recognized she was concerned, but she
acted as if he was in some kind of danger and refused to listen to
the fact that he would not actually be alone. “Mom, there are no
projected storms out there, there are numerous boats, so I won’t be
stranded, plus the airport is just a brief boat or helicopter ride
away. Besides, it’s Taylor’s island. You know he can’t remain
detached from everything so there’s electricity and internet.” He
omitted that it was all solar and wind powered. “I’ll be just fine.
Now, let’s go enjoy this 4th of July party you’ve put together and
relax.”

“Hurmph,” was her response.

“I assume I have grill duty,” he said,
ignoring her pout. “It’s Alex’s turn, but he’s playing today.”

“Your father has the game on outside. I
would appreciate it if you would operate the grill. Your father
isn’t what he used to be there, and the rest of your brothers have
bailed on anything food related. They claim they have other
obligations.”

Drew chuckled, “Sure they do,” he replied,
before turning to escape with the platter of meat for the grill.
“I’ll start the hot dogs for the kids first.”

“That’s an excellent idea,” his mom
admitted. “And Drew?”

“Yes,” he stated, controlling his annoyance
and swinging back to face her.

“I love you honey.”

“Love you too Mom.”

As soon as he exited the kitchen, his niece
Jasmine accosted him. “Unca Drew! I hungry. Daddy say tell
you.”

“Oh, he did, huh? Well, I guess I’d better
get on that. Come back to me in ten minutes Munchkin.”

“Okay,” she said, running away. Drew
laughed; children at that age were fun. She had no clue how long
ten minutes was, and he was certain she would be back in less than
one, so he checked the grill and was grateful to discover it
already on and warm. Opening the lid, he tossed the hot dogs on,
followed those with the hamburgers, and said a silent prayer of
thanks that all he had to deal with today were hot dogs,
hamburgers, and brats. It was much simpler than trying to manage
chicken and steak too.

As the meat cooked, he scanned the backyard.
The first people he spotted were his twin brother Tony and his wife
Kat. Kat, technically on bedrest and currently pregnant with twins,
was reclining on a pool lounge chair while Tony handed her a cup of
something cold to drink. He saw the slow smile that spread across
Kat’s lips as she took the glass. Tony leaned down and whispered
something to her that made Kat laugh and the other women on the
chairs turn and look.

Seated on the chairs surrounding Kat was his
other sister-in-law Nita, Austin’s wife, as well as his sister Ann.
Along with them was his soon to be sister-in-law Tawny, and finally
Samantha, Adam’s girlfriend. They seemed to be enjoying their time
together. On the other side of the pool were most of his brothers;
the other two, Adam and Austin, were playing with Jasmine and
Triston, Samantha’s son. Triston could barely walk without help and
was keeping Adam on his toes. Then seated around the tables on the
patio were his parents, his sister’s in-laws, and Samantha’s
parents and her deceased husband’s parents.

He was lucky. He had grown up knowing the
significance of family. He was glad his siblings had discovered
happiness. Looking at the clusters of people, he really did feel
left out though. If Alex was here, they could stick together today,
but he was not.

Speaking of Alex, “Hey Dad! What’s the
score?”

“L.A. is up two to zip. Alex is on his way
to another no-hitter,” his dad announced.

“Nice!”

Determining it was perhaps time to flip the
burgers, he opened the lid of the grill. Out of the corner of his
eye, he noticed he had an audience. Sitting on their hindquarters
were Tawny and Kat’s dogs. Kat’s dogs were small purse pets, as
people often referred to them. One of Tawny’s was larger, and
resembled a teddy bear, and the second one looked like a miniature
version of the other. The four dogs eyed every movement he made as
he tended to the burgers and removed the hotdogs from the grill.
Adding a round of bratwursts to the grates, he informed them,
“You’ll have to beg someone else. If I drop something, even to let
you have it, I’ll never forget it because they won’t let me. See,”
he clarified to the dogs waving the tongs at them, “grilling is a
Gibson family thing and none of the men, in the centuries of
cooking over an open flame have ever dropped a piece of food.”

That did not impress the four balls of
fluff, but at least they quit looking as if they were ready to
pounce on the plate of meat—not that any of them could get at
it.

“Jasmine, your hot dog is done,” he
called.

Jasmine was back at his side in an instant,
with her father trailing on her heels. “Come on honey, let Daddy
help you with your plate and we’ll go sit down.”

He and Austin made small talk as Austin
helped his daughter fix her plate before the two wandered off to
locate a place where she could sit and not drop food for the
waiting dogs.

Thirty minutes later, he finished cooking
and had finally fixed his plate. Joining everyone around the
tables, he sat and unconsciously participated in the
conversations.

He escaped just before the fireworks
commenced. He had a long day tomorrow. He had to be up and at the
airport by three o’clock in the morning for his six o’clock flight.
He was looking forward to the quiet, and to figure out what he
wanted to do after this football season as well as reflecting on
his relationship status. He was twenty-eight years old. He was in
his peak performance according to all the stats collected. Most
players retired by the age of thirty-five, which essentially meant
he had seven more years if he wanted to continue playing.

Part of the problem was he just did not know
if he wanted to. The other problem was something a lot simpler than
that.


 Chapter Two

McKenzie Oliver stepped off the yacht and
onto the dock. Eyes hidden by dark sunglasses, she surveyed the
island she would call home for the next two weeks. The house was
largely concealed from view by trees, but she was assured there
were magnificent views from the house. The yacht that carried her
over was a luxurious one with a full crew and was at her disposal
during her stay.

Walking up the dock, she reached a waiting
golf cart and looked at the young man sitting behind the steering
wheel.

“Welcome! You’re the first arrival for the
day.”

“Pardon me? I thought I had the island to
myself?” she questioned. Oh, she hoped so; she honestly could not
handle with people right now.

“I’m afraid not. There was some confusion in
the booking and somehow the island was double booked. You have been
moved to the guesthouse and some of your money has been refunded to
your credit card. Mr. Michaels also recommended we pull some of his
favorite wines from his cellar and gift them to you as an apology
for the trouble.”

“And how far away is this guest house from
the main house?”

“You can see the roof right there,” the
driver pointed.

Following the direction in which he
indicated, she could see the roof of the house sticking out of the
tops of the trees. Quickly calculating the distance between the two
houses, she should still have the privacy she craved.

Climbing into the golf cart, she only half
listened as the driver started to chat about the history of the
island and the movie star who owned it. The stories about the
womanizing actor, Taylor Michaels, were infamous. She hoped the
unexpected guest was not Taylor but considering they had bumped her
from the main house, she assumed it was likely that it was he.

Arriving at the guesthouse,
she was grateful for her sunglasses because her eyes would have
revealed her astonishment at the luxury on display before her. The
house sported floor to ceiling windows allowing for a breathtaking
view of the endless ocean. If this is the
view from here, imagine the view from the main house.

As another man grabbed her
suitcases from the second golf cart that had followed them up the
hill, she ascended to the stairs to the outdoor deck. Arriving at
the top, she stepped on the deck and drank in the unlimited
view. If this doesn’t inspire good vibes,
what in the hell would?

Turning away from the view—she could gawk at
it when she was alone—she accompanied the young man into the house.
The floor to ceiling windows were doors that opened all the way and
disappeared into the wall—creating a dramatic frame for the view.
The rest of the living area was just as beautiful. Off white
cabinets accented dark granite countertops, which accented the tile
floor. The furniture was comfortable but solid and, again, was the
perfect choice for the space. Obviously, the guest house was not
modest by any means, considering the table for twelve to her left
and the huge sectional sofa to her right.

“How many people can this house
accommodate?”

“There are six bedrooms, each with its own
bathroom.”

“There are six master
bedrooms?” How many were in the main
house?

“Yes,” the man nodded, “but I would
recommend that you consider the one upstairs. It has the best
view.”

At his gesture to follow him, she put one
foot in front of the other and wondered if this was the view down
here, what on earth does the view from up there look like?

That question was immediately answered when
she wandered through the double doors into the bedroom. Her
mother’s family from the northeastern US would call this a crow’s
nest, but three of the walls were those same type of doors as
downstairs. The fourth wall was obviously where the closet and bath
were. A small deck wrapped around the area allowing the person who
stayed here some outdoor privacy.

“There’s also a small kitchenette in the
bathroom area,” the man added. “It has a coffee maker, small fridge
stocked with various types of cold drinks, as well as some standard
liquors and wine.”

McKenzie was not poor by any means, but the
luxury in this place seriously made her say WOW!

“Thank you,” she managed to reply to the
young man.

“We’ll leave you now. There is a list of
contact numbers by each phone in the house. You can reach us that
way. There are directions on how to use the different technologies
in the house and how to hook up to the satellite internet should
you need to. Most people don’t bother with the internet when they
are here, but I figured I’d mention it.”

McKenzie was not inclined to connect to the
internet. Hell, no one knew where she was right now. All she had
left behind was a note which said she would be back by the end of
the month and to give her peace until she made contact. Probably
not the smartest move at this moment, but she needed the time to
herself and what better way to do that than to unplug yourself from
the world and go someplace where technology is challenging to
use.

“Thank you,” she answered. She would dwell
on what forced her to travel half a world away from her home
later—in private, preferably with an excellent bottle of wine
compliments of Mr. Michaels and some chocolate.

“One last thing, we were able to obtain most
of what you requested in terms of your food list. There were some
fruits and vegetables we couldn’t get but we replaced them with
something comparable from nearby islands.”

“Oh, okay, thank you.”

Agreeing she would use this splendid room
the staff brought her suitcases upstairs. After denying any help in
unpacking, they left her in peace. She investigated the kitchen and
inspected the unique fruits and vegetables from the local islands.
She just might have to connect to the internet to find out how to
cook or eat them. Deciding to make dinner easy, she took out some
of the things she needed for pizza and set about making homemade
pizza dough. Pizza was comfort food, and right now she needed
comfort food.

Figuring some music was in order she walked
over to the impressive control panel in the wall and touched it.
The screen came to life. “What would you like to do?” was printed
on the screen and several icons were displayed under the words. She
pressed the one that looked like a music note. The screen shifted
and displayed, “What are you in the mood for?”

She giggled, “How about some Elvis
Presley?”

“Okay,” the screen verbally answered. The
sudden robotic voice startled her. Seconds later, Elvis’ smooth
voice filled the kitchen.

“Huh, what do I call you?” she asked the
screen.

“My name, while you are here, is Oliver. The
owner likes to program it to something people would easily
remember.”

“So, I can basically say your name and
you’ll respond?”

“Yes, that is correct.”

“Well, this is going to be fun,” she added,
turning away to return to making pizza dough.

As the evening progressed, Kenzie was
rewarded with the peace and quiet she had yearned for the past
several months. As she mindlessly prepared a pizza, she reflected
on the previous few weeks—or should it be years?

She had fought tooth and nail for her place
in the music business. She had been born into an extremely musical
family. Unfortunately, she was generally lost in their spotlight
until she met Jason at an open mic night. She sang her latest
composition to a standing ovation and his instant admiration.

Nope, not gonna think
about him. Sure, he helped her achieve what
seemed like overnight success, but at what cost?

She had written several songs, but her
misplaced trust in her manager now made her look like she was
trying to pass off someone else’s work as her own. Oh, and he was
also her fiancé. Well now technically ex-fiancé. He filed for the
copyright for the songs without her name anywhere on them, dumped
her for the next up and coming artist, and threatened to accuse her
of breach of contract when she failed to deliver the promised songs
to the record label. Never mind that she was still headlining her
own tour. That thought made her try to forget the fact her opening
act was the next up and coming artist he had discarded her for.

“At least I didn’t cancel any shows for this
get away,” she mumbled to herself. She previously requested a
three-week break in the touring schedule at her mentor’s
suggestion.

Kenzie followed the advice and was now so
very thankful that she was nowhere near Nashville after the fall
out had occurred.

She finished making her pizza, placed it on
the pizza stone she found buried in one of the cabinets, and put it
in the pre-heated oven. After setting the timer, she wandered over
to the wine case and selected a robust red to have with her pizza.
She poured a glass and then strolled out onto the deck to admire
the dramatic sunset.

Settling into a comfortable chair, she
appreciated the view of the glittering ocean and lush surroundings
of the various plants and comforts around her. To her left was an
infinity plunge pool that also appeared to be a hot tub. To her
right, was a covered outdoor kitchen with a sink and seating for at
least eight people. It was a true paradise.

Unconsciously harmonizing with Elvis’
crooning voice, she relaxed and waited for her pizza to finish.
When the oven timer pinged, she retrieved the pizza, tossed in some
garlic bread she made with the left-over dough, told Oliver to turn
off the music and she settled in front of the television with her
dinner and a fresh glass of wine.

Realizing the silence was a bit deafening,
she called, “Hey, Oliver?”

“Yes, McKenzie?”

“Check what movies are on tonight. I’m in
the mood for something old fashioned.”

As Oliver rattled off a list of films that
fit her criteria, and she chose one that had nothing to do with
romance. After filling her belly, she was a bit surprised to
discover she was sleepy. Recalling she had had a long day, and in
fact was in a very different time zone, she turned off the
television, climbed up the stairs, went through her nighttime
routine, and was asleep as soon as her head touched the pillow,
only to awake to the sounds of someone moving around the house
during the early hours of the morning.


 Chapter Three

Drew was tired, hungry, and seriously
frustrated. What should have been an easy travel day had turned
into an extremely horrible travel day. Bad weather prevented him
from taking off on time from L.A. and therefore, he arrived several
hours later in the islands. To top it off, the boat was not there
to meet him, so he had to beg a ride from a fisherman that was
heading his way.

Now, he struggled up the hill to the
guesthouse in the dark with his duffle bag flung over his shoulder.
When he finally arrived at the steps to go up on the deck, he
sighed in relief. Knowing a nice cozy bed was within reach, he
forced himself to keep moving.

Arriving at the top of the stairs he quickly
realized the doors might be locked and said a few colorful words at
the thought of sleeping outside tonight on the hard deck. Holding
his breath, he tried the doorknob and gratefully exhaled when it
turned, and the door swung open.

Entering the dark house, he was somewhat
surprised it smelled like pizza. His stomach rumbled long and loud
once the enticing aroma filled his nostrils. Taylor must have asked
the staff to leave dinner for him. “Thank you, Taylor,” he
declared, releasing his pack and ignoring the thump it made as it
hit the floor.

He went straight to the refrigerator and was
little surprised to discover there was only half of a pizza there,
but that did not stop him from taking a wedge and devouring it.
Savoring the flavors, he turned and seized a bottle of water too.
After swallowing the last bite of that slice of pizza, he chugged
half the bottle of water.

Grabbing two more slices of pizza, he folded
them on top of each other and inhaled them before grabbing the last
piece and surveyed his surroundings. He tried to imagine the view
from the wide patio doors during daytime. Right now, the view was
of a full moon hung high in the sky, but it was nothing to scoff
at. Propping a shoulder against the doorframe, he finished eating
the last slice of pizza while watching the moonlight reflect off
the rippling water.

Turning around to see if there was anything
else to appease his appetite, the bottle of water slipped from his
fingers when he saw her. Standing in the doorway of the kitchen was
a redhead in a pair of short sleep shorts and a tank top—both hid
very little from view and left even less to the imagination. She
clutched a guitar in the classic batter up pose.

“Who are you and what are you doing here?”
she demanded. Her voice husky with sleep and obviously tinged with
a southern accent which sparked something a lot more than desire in
him. He had not felt that in a while.

“Drew Gibson. Who are you?”

“What are you doing here?” she asked,
without acknowledging his question. “This is private property.”

“This is private property,” he agreed, “and
I happen to know the owner and that wouldn’t be you. Who are you?”
he challenged, crossing his arms over his chest.

“I rented the island. Since there was some
mix up and the owner is supposed to be coming in, they moved me to
the guesthouse, so he could have the main house.”

That stopped Drew short and he dropped his
arms to his sides, “Taylor’s coming?”

“He was scheduled to arrive today. Now,
answer my question: what are you doing here Drew Gibson?” she
demanded again, and lifted the guitar a little higher over her
shoulder. She was white knuckling the neck of the guitar, which
could not be good for the instrument—not that he had any knowledge
about that anyhow.

“I’m staying here,” he explained.

“Oh really?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t think so. Hey Oliver!” she
called.

Who in the hell was
Oliver? Looking around, and going on the
defensive, he expected someone to appear out of what was perhaps a
bedroom. Instead, an electronic voice responded, “Yes McKenzie.”
Drew swiveled to face the wall where the sound came
from.

“Can you call the caretaker?”

“Of course. One moment.”

Seconds later, another voice came over the
speaker, “McKenzie? Is everything okay?”

“No, it’s not. There’s a guy in my house
saying he’s staying here.”

“Mr. Gibson?”

“Yep, that’s me,” Drew returned. “What’s
going on?”

“I’ll be right there.”

The line disconnected. “Why don’t you put
the guitar down?” Drew suggested, “I promise, I won’t move from
this spot until whoever that was,” he gestured in the direction of
the wall where the screen was, “arrives.”

He observed her as she considered it. “You
won’t move?”

He forced himself to keep a straight face,
“I promise.” Little did she know, he could get to her before she
even realized he had moved. She was far too trusting. But, to
maintain her trust, he did not move and firmly planted his feet and
crossed his arms over his chest again.

“So, what brings you to the island?” he
inquired.

“Seriously? Small talk?”

“Well, I figure it makes things less
awkward. Do you know Taylor?”

“No, and from the rumors, I might not want
to.”

Drew chuckled, “Yeah, most women with half a
brain feel the same way.”

“You know him?”

“My brother-in-law is
Taylor’s lawyer and possibly his best
friend. I’ve spent time around him in the past year or so. He’s not
as awful as the tabloids make him out to be. But I can tell you
most of my brothers have wanted to punch him in the nose a time or
two.”

“Why?” she demanded, lowering the
guitar.

“He was openly flirting with their
girlfriends. Well, I guess technically they weren’t actually their
girlfriends at the time, but, damn what did Ann call it now? They
act like a dog with a bone.”

“Possessive?”

“I suppose, but not in a dangerous sense,
territorial might be better. Again,” he shrugged, “like a dog with
a bone.”

“I see. Then he isn’t as bad as the tabloids
say?”

“Not really. I think he does it at times
because they expect it of him.”

“I could see that,” she nodded. He wondered
how she could understand that but before he could ask, she offered,
“You can sit down if you want. The caretaker, I can’t recall his
name, will be here in a moment.”

Without arguing, Drew sank gratefully onto
the couch immediately to his right. His long day of travel had
suddenly caught up with him.

As soon as his butt touched the cushion, a
knock sounded on the door. A man about his own age entered. “My
apologies Ms. Oliver and Mr. Gibson. Mr. Gibson, when you didn’t
arrive earlier, and we didn’t hear anything, we brought the boat
back. I tried contacting Mr. Michaels, but he didn’t answer. I
think he gave us the wrong flight information.”

“No, I was late leaving L.A. and my phone
died before the plane took off,” Drew explained, as he stood again.
“I accidently put my charger in my checked luggage.”

“I see. Well, Mr. Gibson, we have you up in
the main house. I have the golf cart and am happy to drive you up
there.”

Drew eyed the woman as the
other man talked. Ms. Oliver huh? McKenzie
Oliver. First thing he would do in the
morning is find out who she is. “Ms. Oliver, I apologize for the
mix up,” Drew said. “Taylor mentioned the island was booked, and
there was glitch in the software when he offered it to me. I have
no problem letting you go to the main house and I can remain
here.”

He regarded her as she debated. He
appreciated that she considered her options before answering him,
“No, thank you. This suits me and I’ve already unpacked. Enjoy your
stay.”

“You too Ms. Oliver,” he repeated before
moving towards the door. As he passed her, he murmured,
“Kenzie.”

As he exited the door, he heard her murmur,
“Drew.”


 Chapter Four

The next morning, Kenzie was in a less than
stellar mood. She had not slept well and when she did, Drew Gibson
entered her dreams and did things to her she was not entirely
certain were sexually possible. She was less than pleased with
herself for connecting her tablet to the internet after fixing
herself a mug of coffee.

In truth, she did not expect to find
anything on him, but if he was friends with Taylor Michaels, it was
a possibility. After a few clicks, and the mashing of the enter
button on her Bluetooth keyboard, she took a sip as the screen
filled with images of Drew Gibson and she had to stop herself from
spitting coffee on the screen.

Holy cow!
The first picture to appear was the man standing
in nothing but a pair of boxer briefs clutching a football and
wearing a mischievous grin. He looked boyish—as if someone ordered
him not to the throw the ball and he was contemplating doing it
anyway. The second picture he was in a football uniform practically
scowling at the camera. The third, he was in a tuxedo with a smirk
on his face as if he knew all the secrets in the world. “My, oh
my,” she whispered, as she collapsed onto a barstool.

Selecting the initial link below the
pictures, she read about his football career and his relationship
to the Gibson Family.

An hour later, she could honestly say she
was impressed. The man was hot—hello! Exhibit A, the erotic
dreams—but he was much more than that. She had never heard of him
before, but she only followed college football. Hell, she was from
the South and if you did not follow college football, it was a sin.
She would not describe herself as a football fan either. She
watched college ball if she, first, had the time and second, if
there was nothing more compelling on television. But she was from
Tennessee, and if she pulled for any team, it was the Vols. She
knew that Drew Gibson had not played for the Vols.

Drew Gibson was more than just a football
player though. He was extremely active in a sports program that
helped inner city kids. She listened to a video of him at a charity
dinner giving a speech about the program. She could see, from that
one video, he was a humble and down to earth guy.

She felt slightly better about sharing an
island with this man for the next two weeks. Putting her tablet
down—she refused to check her email or her social media accounts
right now—she padded barefoot to the kitchen to set her coffee mug
in the sink. Turning back around, she took in the view and decided
it was an excellent day for relaxing on the beach with a good book.
She had snagged the latest book by Elizabeth J. White at the
airport—a mystery this time because the idea of romance was
unappealing at the moment—and looked forward to diving into it.
After packing a bag to take with her, she left the house.

* * *

Unlike Kenzie, Drew slept through the night
without moving. He woke to sunlight streaming in the open windows.
He had settled into the master bedroom last night and was asleep as
soon as his head hit the pillow.

However, the first thing on his mind this
morning had nothing to do with the sand and sun, instead it
everything to do with a redhead with wary eyes and rocking bod. He
wasted no time grabbing his tablet, reading glasses, and connecting
to the internet after propping up against the pillows in the
bed.

“Kenzie Oliver,” he recited aloud a few
times as he typed each letter. “Let’s see who you are.”

After a few seconds, a picture appeared of a
woman on stage, with a guitar, and a spotlight. “She’s McKenzie
Oliver,” he said, studying the numerous links on the page; the
latest was a headline that she was missing. Clicking on that, it
took him to a video link from a news station broadcast.

“In other news, country
superstar McKenzie Oliver seems to have disappeared. She’s in the
middle of a worldwide tour and her manager reports she wasn’t in
her home this morning. We’re going there live.” The screen changed, and he saw at another reporter smiling
waiting for her cue.

“Yes, Jim, I am
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