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Chapter One: A Leap of Faith
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Madeline “Maddy” Hayes had never felt so alive—and so terrified—in her life. At thirty-two, she had spent nearly a decade climbing the corporate ladder in New York City, only to realize that she was climbing toward a ledge that led nowhere she wanted to go. Her career as a high-powered marketing executive had paid well, but it had cost her everything she loved: sleep, creativity, and a sense of adventure.

Now, standing on the sun-scorched tarmac of Saint Isidora’s International Airport, she could feel the Caribbean sun warming her face and the promise of a new life unfolding before her. She clutched her carry-on tightly, the salty breeze tugging at her sundress, and took a deep breath.

“This is it,” she whispered to herself. “A fresh start.”

Maddy had rented a small villa on the island to pursue her dream: writing romance novels that could sweep readers off their feet. She had spent months preparing, researching, and plotting, but nothing could have prepared her for the raw, sensual reality of the Caribbean: the vibrant colors, the scent of frangipani, and the sea that stretched like molten turquoise beyond the horizon.

Her first step toward the taxi stand brought her face-to-face with a man whose presence seemed to command the sun itself. He was tall, with skin bronzed by the tropical sun, and hair that fell in unruly waves to brush the nape of his neck. His eyes were dark and stormy, and they seemed to pierce straight through her.

“You must be Maddy,” he said, his voice low, a hint of amusement dancing in the edges.

She blinked. “Yes... and you are?”

“Dante Reyes. I’m your driver, and, if you want, your unofficial guide.” He smiled—slow, knowing, and devastatingly attractive.

There was something in the way he looked at her that made her pulse race. Maddy felt a rush of adrenaline, the kind that came when your life was about to change forever.
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Chapter Two: The Villa on the Cliff
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The drive through winding roads lined with hibiscus and bougainvillea revealed the island’s beauty in layers. Dante drove with a casual grace, occasionally gesturing toward hidden beaches and secluded coves. The villa was perched on a cliff overlooking the sea, a whitewashed sanctuary with an open terrace that offered a breathtaking view of the sun-dappled waters below.

“This is it,” Dante said, gesturing to the villa. “Your new home, if you can call it that.”

Maddy stepped onto the terrace and gasped. The air was scented with salt and jasmine, and the ocean stretched infinitely before her. She could hear the waves crashing against rocks far below, a rhythmic pulse that seemed to echo her own racing heart.

“It’s perfect,” she whispered.

Dante’s gaze lingered on her, and for a moment, the playful smile vanished, replaced by something raw and unreadable. “Be careful,” he murmured. “This island... it can be as dangerous as it is beautiful.”

Maddy frowned. “Dangerous? In what way?”

Dante shrugged, but the shadow in his eyes lingered. “You’ll see.”

She laughed, brushing off the unease. Adventure and danger had a way of drawing her in, and she had come here for exactly that.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Three: First Nights, First Sparks
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That evening, Maddy settled into her writing nook, a small desk facing the terrace where the last light of day danced across the waves. The island hummed with life: distant laughter, the rustle of palms, and the occasional bark of a dog. She opened her laptop and let her fingers hover over the keys, unsure how to start a story that felt as alive as the place around her.

A soft knock interrupted her thoughts. Dante stepped onto the terrace, holding two glasses of what smelled like rum and tropical fruit. “For you. A small celebration for surviving your first day.”

Maddy hesitated, then took the glass. “Thank you.”

They sat in silence, the setting sun painting Dante’s features in shades of gold and amber. His presence was magnetic, impossible to ignore, and the air between them crackled with unspoken desire.

“You write romance,” he said finally, leaning back, eyes dark with curiosity. “Do you... believe in it?”

Maddy met his gaze. “I want to,” she said softly. “But I’ve been so busy with... everything else. I’m ready to believe again.”

Dante’s lips twitched. “Good. You’ll need that.”

The subtle tension between them was undeniable, a slow burn that neither could deny. When Dante finally left, Maddy’s pulse still raced. She had come to the Caribbean to write passion, but she hadn’t expected to feel it herself so intensely.
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