
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Summer Lovin’

By Julie Cannon

Smashwords Edition

Copyright 2021 Julie Cannon

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your
own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.


Praise for Julie Cannon

Shut Up and Kiss Me

“A feel good,
tingly romance.”—Best Lesfic
Reviews

“Fast-paced, sexy,
and fun with a bit of an insta-love plot (a trope I love!) I
thoroughly enjoyed this read.”—JK’s
Blog

“Great story, and I
will definitely read this author again!”—Janice Best, Librarian (Albion District Library)

Wishing On a
Dream—Lambda Literary Award
Finalist

“[The main
characters] are well-rounded, flawed and with backstories that
fascinated me. Their relationship grows slowly and with bumps along
the way but it is never boring. At times it is sweet, tender, and
emotional, at other times downright hot. I love how Julie Cannon
chose to tell it from each point of view in the first person. It
gave greater insight into the characters and drew me into the story
more. A really enjoyable read.”—Kitty Kat’s Book Review Blog

“This book pulls
you in from the moment you pick it up. Keirsten and Tobin are very
different, but from the moment they get together, the heat and
sexual tension are there. Together they must work through their
fears in order to have a magical
relationship.”—RT Book
Reviews

Smoke and Fire

“Cannon skillfully
draws out the honest emotion and growing chemistry between her
heroines, a slow burn that feels like constant foreplay leading to
a spectacular climax. Though Brady is almost too good to be true,
she’s the perfect match for Nicole. Every scene they share leaps
off the page, making this a sweet, hot, memorable
read.”—Publishers Weekly

“This book is more
than a romance. It is uplifting in a very down-to-earth way and
inspires hope through hard-won battles where neither woman is
prepared to give up.”—Rainbow Book
Reviews

I Remember

“Great plot,
unusual twist, and wonderful women…an inspired romance with
extremely hot sex scenes and delightful
passion.”—Lesbian Reading
Room

Breaker’s Passion

“[A]n exceptionally
hot romance in an exceptionally romantic setting…Cannon has become
known for her well-drawn characters and well-written love
scenes.”—Just About
Write

“Cannon writes
about Hawaii beautifully, her descriptions of the landscape will
make the reader want to jump on the first plane to
Maui.”—Lambda Literary
Review

“Julie Cannon
brilliantly alternates between characters, giving the reader just
enough backstory to entice, but not enough to overwhelm. Cannon
intertwines the luscious landscape of Maui and its tropical
destinations into the story, sending the reader on a sensuous
vacation right alongside the
characters.”—Cherry Grrl

Descent

“If you are into
bike racing, you’ll love this book. If you don’t know anything
about bike racing, you’ll learn about this interesting sport.
You’ll finish the book with a new respect for the sport and the
women who participate in it.”—Lambda Literary Review

“Julie Cannon once
again takes her readers somewhere many have not been before. This
time, it’s to the rough and tumble world of mountain bike
racing.”—Just About
Write

Power Play

“Cannon gives her
readers a high stakes game full of passion, humor, and incredible
sex.”—Just About Write

Just Business

“Julie Cannon’s
novels just keep getting better and better! This is a delightful
tale that completely engages the reader. It’s a must read
romance!”—Just About
Write

Uncharted Passage

“Cannon has given
her readers a novel rich in plot and rich in character development.
Her vivid scenes touch our imaginations as her hot sex scenes touch
us in many other areas. Uncharted
Passage is a great
read.”—Just About Write

Heartland

“There’s nothing
coy about the passion of these unalike dykes—it ignites at first
encounter and never abates…Cannon’s well-constructed novel conveys
more complexity of character and less overwrought melodrama than
most stories in the crowded genre of
lesbian-love-against-all-odds—a definite
plus.”—Richard Labonte, Book
Marks

“Julie Cannon has
created a wonderful romance. Rachel and Shivley are believable,
likeable, bright, and funny. The scenery of the ranch is
beautifully described, down to the smells, work, and dust. This is
an extremely engaging book, full of humor, drama, and some very
hot, hot sex!”—Just About
Write

Heart 2 Heart

“Heart 2
Heart has many hot, intense sex scenes;
Lane and Kyle sizzle across the pages. It also explores the world
of a homicide detective and other very real issues. Cannon has
given her readers a read that’s fun as well as
meaty.”—Just About Write


By the Author

Come and Get Me

Heart 2 Heart

Heartland

Uncharted Passage

Just Business

Power Play

Descent

Breakers Passion

I Remember

Rescue Me

Because of You

Smoke and Fire

Countdown

Capsized

Wishing on a Dream

Take Me There

The Boss of Her

Fore Play

Shut Up and Kiss Me

The Last First Kiss

Summer Lovin’


Summer Lovin’

© 2021 By Julie Cannon. All Rights Reserved.

 


ISBN 13: 978-1-63555-921-7

 


This Electronic Book Is Published By

Bold Strokes Books, Inc.

P.O. Box 249

Valley Falls, NC 12185

 


First Edition: July 2021

 


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination
or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living
or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely
coincidental.

 


This book, or parts thereof, may not be reproduced
in any form without permission.

 


Credits

Editor: Shelley Thrasher

Production Design: Stacia Seaman

Cover Design by Jeanine Henning

 


 


 



After the year we’ve had, we all need some summer
fun. Enjoy!


Prologue

“All right, ladies. What have you decided?” Addison
Bradbury looked at the two women sitting around the table at the
far end of her office.

“I’ll start.”

Cora Donaldson, the head of purchasing, spoke first.
She had been at Bradbury Construction for seven years, one of the
first people Addison hired when she took the reins of her father’s
company. Cora wasn’t quite five feet tall and had an unusual
combination of piercing blue eyes and red hair. She was generally
quiet, and unless she was with people she was familiar with, she
rarely started a conversation. Addison had been working with Cora
on this issue for the last several years to bring her out of her
shell. Cora was thirty-eight, single, and, Addison had recently
discovered, wrote fan fiction. She never brought a plus one to a
company event or had ever said anything about “we” when recalling
what she’d done on vacation or over the weekend. The private lives
of her staff weren’t any of Addison’s business, but she had a soft
spot in her heart for Cora, and professionally, Cora had never let
her down.

“I’m headed to an animal shelter called Haven. It’s
a full-cycle shelter in Jamaica.”

“What’s a full-cycle shelter?” Samantha Recker, the
chief financial officer, who held the purse strings for what they
were about to discuss, made a note on her iPad in front of her.

“They rescue dogs and cats and give them whatever
medical treatment they need, then find them new homes. There are
thousands of them on the island.” Cora held up her hands as if to
stop a barrage of questions. “The founder is sometimes out for days
trying to trap an animal. She’ll stop anywhere and anytime she sees
a stray. Once she was on her way to a wedding as the maid of honor,
and she pulled over and rescued twelve puppies from a ditch. She
was featured in their local magazine several months ago. For the
really skittish animals, they have a halfway house to teach them
how to be someone’s pet.”

“A halfway house?” Addison asked, taking off her
reading glasses.

“Yeah. Some of these animals have been on their own
for years, simply trying to survive. They’re afraid of everything,
especially people. Everyday noises that we take for granted, like
the microwave beeping, or a shower running, or the toast popping up
are a threat to them. The halfway house teaches them not to be
afraid of the sounds found in a typical household. Once they’re
socialized, they’re eligible to go to a good home. I’ll be in the
shelter or out in the field or wherever they need an extra hand.
Our funding,” she turned to Samantha, “thank you very much, will
give them a new play yard, and we’re planning to build more outdoor
kennels.”

Addison nodded. “Sounds like a great organization.”
She turned to Samantha.

“I was headed to the Maldives to set up a homeless
shelter, but I was able to clear my schedule, so I’m leaving the
day after tomorrow to go to the Bahamas, specifically Nassau,”
Samantha said. “I’m going to work with United Aid to help clean up
after Hurricane Eduardo.”

“That was an awful storm,” Addison commented. “That
was, what, a week ago? The destruction was awful.”

Samantha nodded. “The people are proud and doing the
best they can with little to no resources. Our funding will be a
game changer.” Samantha Recker lived up to her name, fancying fast
motorcycles, hang gliding, and anything that caused her heart to
race. Samantha was stunning and had somehow managed to evade being
someone’s wife. She stood almost six feet tall in her socks, and
today she wore her long blond hair up in a French braid. Her
manicured fingernail tapped the green folder in front of her.

“What about you, Boss?” Cora asked.

“Maui. I’m working with Habitat for Humanity. We’re
funding a women’s build for three families.”

“A women’s build?”

“The work is done by women. Except for a few
specialized contractors, every person on the build site is female.
We’re funding three houses this year,” Addison said proudly. “I’m
headed out on August first.”

Cora jotted something down on her iPad. “I go July
third.”

Addison was proud of the way her team had embraced
the volunteer program she’d started six years ago. She had
inherited the company that previous year, when her father had
dropped dead of a brain aneurysm on a job site. Addison had been
twenty-nine, and even though she had spent almost fifteen years
working beside her dad, she was still terrified.

Bradbury Construction had grown from a one-man
handyman service to a small regional construction firm, and now it
was one of the largest in the Southwest. From as far back as
Addison could remember, they had never had quite enough to eat,
their cramped, dilapidated house was either too hot or too cold,
and the contents of the food box from the church supplemented the
rice and beans and, on special occasions, the ground chuck that was
on the dinner plate. Her clothes also came from the church donation
box, and she wore her only pair of shoes for so long after they
were too small that she almost caused permanent damage to her toes,
all while her dad struggled to make his company successful. Addison
remembered how sometimes her mother wouldn’t eat, claiming she
wasn’t hungry when they all sat down around the dining-room table.
Addison learned years later there wasn’t enough to go around. One
leg on the table was shorter than the other, and it was her job to
make sure an old washcloth filled the gap during each meal. They
might have been struggling, but their house was always filled with
love and laughter.

When Addison assumed command of Bradbury, she had
instituted a policy of five paid volunteer days per year for every
employee. Addison was a firm believer in giving back and would be
forever grateful to those who had helped her and her family during
the lean years.

When the financials of Bradbury shifted from being
able to donate small cash contributions and volunteer days, she had
proposed Let’s Do This, the volunteer event they were talking about
now.

She, Cora, and Samantha would spend four weeks
volunteering their time with an agency of their choice. There were
no rules other than it must be something where they as individuals,
as well as funding from Bradbury, would make a significant
difference. The other three members of her executive team had gone
last year. Each of them had carried the program throughout their
departments but certainly in not an extravagant manner.

Addison’s team worked hard, and these two women
specifically had worked their butts off the past eighteen months.
Before Christmas, Addison had told them to choose an exotic
location for their volunteerism, if at all possible. Even paradise
had its needy. They’d be able to mix a little bit of relaxation
along with their volunteer responsibilities.

Addison was looking forward to getting out from
behind her desk and the stranglehold of her phone, paperwork, and
meetings and back into the field. She missed the feel of a hammer
in her hand and the smell of fresh-cut lumber. Building was her
roots, ran through her blood, and was her livelihood.

“All right then,” Addison said, closing her
notebook. “Samantha, be careful out there. Let’s get to work.”

 



Part I

Bahama Breeze

Sam and Teresa


Chapter One

The destruction was everywhere. Even after almost a
week, the damage caused by Eduardo, the strongest hurricane ever to
hit the tiny island of Nassau, was overwhelming. It looked like it
had happened yesterday. Sam’s stomach churned as she peered out the
window while she flew over the popular tourist destination. Some
said it looked like a bomb had hit, and words were inadequate for
others. Sam’s heart was in her throat as she stared at the complete
devastation of entire neighborhoods. Some appeared to have once
been affluent, others no more than shanties.

Now it all looked the same—piles of debris. The
resorts on the shoreline had suffered significant damage as well.
Built by big money, they were designed to withstand torrential
rain, gale-force winds, and storm surge. Many were still standing,
however severely damaged. Trees were flattened to the ground or lay
crisscrossed over each other or on top of buildings. As they
approached the landing zone, they were close enough to the ground
to see people cleaning up with brooms, rakes, and their bare
hands.

“We’ll be landing in five.”

The pilot’s voice crackled over her headset. She was
in a Bell 125 helicopter, as all commercial flights to the island
had been canceled. The airport had taken a direct blow, the tower a
crumpled heap of brick, metal, and technology. The only flights in
and out carried relief supplies and volunteers.

Five other passengers were strapped in, surveying
the destruction below. They wore the universal symbol of the Red
Cross on the front and back of their white T-shirts and were coming
to provide relief to the local emergency services that had been
completely overwhelmed.

Their landing zone was a grocery-store parking lot
that had been cleared for emergency vehicles. Another similar
helicopter sat on the other end, parked perfectly between two white
lines. Sam barely noticed a slight nudge as the helicopter settled
on the black asphalt.

“Stay seated, folks. I’ll let you know when it’s
safe to disembark.”

Sam gathered her backpack, which contained only a
few essentials. Her duffel bag had been weighed and stored in the
rear of the aircraft. Sam had traveled all over the world on one
adventure or another and had learned how to pack light.

The captain gave the all-clear, and Sam was the
first to exit. The door opened, and a gust of hot, humid air hit
her in the face and took her breath away. It was June in the
Caribbean, where the humidity often exceeded the ambient
temperature. Today was no different.

Sam carefully descended the three steps to the
ground and pulled her sunglasses off the top of her head to provide
some relief from the bright midday sun. Her fellow passengers
chatted as they waited for their luggage to be pulled from the rear
of the helicopter. From what Sam could tell from their
conversation, this was not their first trip to a disaster zone.

Sam looked around and saw complete devastation in
all directions. She had seen pictures on Facebook, the videos on
the news, but it couldn’t do justice to what she was seeing
now.

Surrounding the perimeter of the parking lot was a
mound of building debris consisting of metal, bricks, and a few
other materials she couldn’t identify from this distance. The
actual grocery store was a pile of rubble, its roof no match for
the one-hundred-and-eighty-mile-per-hour winds. A banner
advertising blueberries for sale had somehow survived the winds and
torrential rain and hung by a corner, billowing in the gentle, warm
breeze.

“Here you go, miss,” the pilot said, setting her
duffel bag at her feet. “Are you expecting a ride?”

“Yes, I am. Someone should be here any moment.” Her
administrative assistant had arranged for a car to pick her up. She
glanced at her old Timex Expedition. They had arrived fifteen
minutes early.

“Thanks for the ride,” she said, hefting her
bag.

“You can wait inside,” one of the aid workers said.
“It’s air conditioned, and you’ll get enough heat and
humidity.”

“Thanks. I appreciate that,” Sam replied and
followed her fellow passengers inside a big white tent with a large
red cross on the side.

“Good afternoon. How may I help you?” A petite blond
woman sat behind a table, paperwork weighted down with assorted
rocks scattered around in front of her.

“No, thank you. I don’t need anything,” Sam said. “I
came in on the helicopter from Miami and my ride isn’t here yet.
One of your guys said it was okay to wait in here. It’s much
cooler.”

“Absolutely. We have coffee over there.” She pointed
to a battered table under an industrial-sized coffee urn. “And
juice and water in the fridge.”

A cup of coffee would give her just the jolt of
caffeine she needed, but she politely declined. She wasn’t in a
position to take from those who might really need it.

Sam watched as people came in and were directed to
specific areas inside the tent. Everyone was greeted with a warm
smile, offered a bottle of water, fruit, or a granola bar. She did
her best to stay out of the way while keeping her eye on the
entrance to the parking lot. Twenty-five minutes later a battered
yellow car with the word TAXI on the dented passenger door stopped
just outside the tent.

If the destruction she noticed from the air was bad,
what she saw on the ground on the way to the United Aid offices was
much worse. Broken and bent trees lay everywhere, their thick
trunks snapped like toothpicks or twisted like licorice. Cars that
had not been able to move safely under cover had been flipped
upside down or lay on their side. One was perched on a roof, and
several were in the middle of a flooded field. The cleanup in some
areas was well under way. Trash and debris lined some streets, and
other residents were still struggling for some sense of normalcy.
It was apparent who had access to money and resources.

The driver introduced himself as Manny and kept
apologizing for how long the trip was taking, his Bahamian accent
so thick Sam had to concentrate to understand what he was saying.
She had no idea where she was going and relied on her driver to get
her to the aid station she’d been assigned. Several times they had
to backtrack as a downed utility pole or tree still blocked the
road.

Children played in the street, their laughter in
direct contrast to the stunned expression on their parents’ faces.
What roofs remained were covered with blue tarps, the less
fortunate with scraps of wood or sections of wooden fence.

“Here we are, ma’am.”

Sam looked out the windshield as the driver pulled
into a parking lot. Several battered trucks were parked haphazardly
in a dirt lot across the street from a brown construction trailer.
She handed the driver two twenties and grabbed her backpack and
duffel from the seat beside her, then headed for the sign that said
United Aid Office. She climbed the four rickety wooden steps
and had to give the door a good tug to open it.

Sam had barely closed it behind her when a short,
plump woman with an engaging smile greeted her.

“You must be Samantha Recker. We’ve been expecting
you. You can set your bag over there. It’ll be okay.” The woman
gestured to a spot by the door. “I’m Mildred Howard, but everyone
calls me Mimi. We’re so glad you could make it.”

“Samantha Recker,” she said out of habit, then felt
completely ridiculous. “It was a little challenging to get here,
but I’m glad I made it.” Her assistant had somehow found her the
last seat on the transport coming in today.

“Come. Sit down.” Mimi pulled a chair over and
brushed something off the seat. “I have all your paperwork here.”
Mimi tapped a blue folder in front of her with her finger. Her name
was written in black ink on the tab. “I just need to see your
passport, and then you can get started.”

The door opened behind her, and Sam turned to see a
tall, dark-haired woman stepping into the room. A jolt of interest
mixed with something else coursed through her. Sam had an
especially fine-tuned gaydar, and it was pinging on all
cylinders.

“Geez, it’s hot out there,” the woman said, then
stopped when she saw Sam. “I’m sorry, Mimi. I didn’t know you had
anyone in here.”

Sam felt the heat from the woman’s gray eyes as she
looked her over. Her appraisal was bold and confident, the kind a
woman has when she’s used to getting what she goes after. A
different place and a different time, and Sam would definitely let
this woman catch her.

“It’s okay, Teresa,” Mimi said. “Samantha Recker,
Teresa Tinsdale. Teresa is one of our full-time workers. You’ve
been with us how long now, Teresa? Six or seven years?”

“Seven.”

“Samantha’s the woman I was telling you about,
Teresa.”

Teresa’s eyes widened, and Sam wasn’t sure if that
was a good look or a bad one. The glint in her eyes a few moments
later was the real deal. Sam stood and extended her hand.

“Pleased to meet you, Teresa.”

Teresa stepped forward, and the moment their hands
touched, a bolt of heat shot through Sam and settled in her
stomach. Her entire focus shifted to only Teresa. Her dark hair was
short, and the dark speckles in her eyes were big, the dimple in
her left cheek a mirror to the one on the other side. The warmth of
Teresa’s palm increased Sam’s body temperature several degrees, and
something flared in Teresa’s eyes.

“Likewise, Samantha. Mimi,” Teresa said, her eyes
not leaving Sam, “why don’t you put her on my crew? I could use
someone just like her.”

Judging by the way Teresa was looking at her, the
double entendre in her statement was no mistake. Sam was a thrill
seeker but didn’t mix business with pleasure. And she certainly
wouldn’t do anything to harm her company. She was, after all, on
the company’s dime. If she were volunteering on her own it would be
a very different story, with Chapter One starting right now.

“That’s a good idea. Your crew is short, with Donna
and Rachel leaving this week.” Mimi shuffled some papers on her
desk and made a notation on one she pulled from a pile.

“Okay, Samantha. You’re on the blue crew. Let me get
your gear, and you’ll be good to go.”

Mimi stuck her pen in a cup with several others and
walked toward the cabinet at the rear of the room.

“So, Samantha, where are you from?” Teresa asked,
sitting on the edge of Mimi’s desk, her long legs dangling in front
of her.

“Phoenix, Arizona.” Sam added the state, not sure
where Teresa was from.

Teresa nodded. “I’ve never been there, but I hear
it’s hot.”

“It can be.” Again, Sam read another double meaning
in her words. Or was it just wishful thinking on her part? Geez.
She’d been on the island less than an hour, and the heat coursing
through her had nothing to do with the weather. “But that’s only a
few months out of the year. The rest is beautiful. What about you?
Your accent sounds like you’re from the Northeast.”

“Connecticut.”

“How did you come to be working here?” Sam asked,
noticing that Mimi was sidelined in a conversation with another aid
worker.

“Something to do,” Teresa said offhandedly.

“This is quite a commitment for something to
do.”

“I like keeping busy.”

Obviously, Sam wasn’t going to get any additional
information, so she switched tactics.

“So, what will we be working on? Tell me about the
blue team.”

“There are eight of us—four men, and with you now,
three women plus me. We’re assigned a specific area of the island,
and our job is to clean up the debris left over from this shitstorm
Eduardo. Just like a man to leave all his crap behind.” Teresa
smirked and winked. Sam’s pulse kicked up.

“Anyway, we cut down trees and tear down anything
that’s not safe. We have a couple of trackhoes, and we push all of
it to the street. We do general cleanup and whatever we can to help
the homeowner or the business. Right now, Royale and Dominique are
working on reopening a small mom-and-pop general store. François,
Daniel, Martin, and Ray are shoring up a roof that wants to
collapse on a house full of kids. Do you know how to operate a
chainsaw?”

“Yes. I’m probably a little rusty, but I can also
run a trackhoe, a bobcat, and a backhoe.”

Teresa’s eyebrows rose. “Excellent. We can
definitely use you. The others are good but don’t have any
heavy-equipment experience. You look like you can handle yourself
in just about any situation,” Teresa commented, again glancing over
her, her eyes lingering a little too long on her lips.

Sam didn’t know if she should be flattered by
Teresa’s attention or if it was inappropriate.

“Okay, Sam. Here’s your equipment,” Mimi said,
drawing Sam out of her thoughts.

Mimi handed her a blue safety vest with reflective
tape, a blue hard hat, and a pair of black-and-yellow work gloves.
“I’m sorry it took me so long. I got sidetracked. Teresa will show
you everything you need to know.”

“You bet I will, Mimi. Come on, Samantha. I’ll show
you where to store your gear.”


Chapter Two

“Do you go by Samantha or Sam?” Teresa hoped it was
Sam. The woman walking beside her did not look like a Samantha.

“Samantha is my work name. I prefer Sam.”

It surprised Teresa how much she enjoyed saying
Sam’s name. “Okay. Sam it is.”

Mimi had spoken about their new volunteer several
times, and she had expected another frumpy, Earth-saving woman with
not enough sense to pour pee out of a boot. She’d been more than a
little surprised when Mimi introduced her. Sam was a few inches
taller than her own five foot ten inches, and her long blond hair
was up in a French braid. Her eyes were an unusual shade of deep
emerald green. In addition, her handshake was firm, not the limp,
barely there grip of most women and, even worse, some men.

“What brings you here?”

“Probably the same reason everyone else comes, to
help. I have a few skills and some time, so here I am.”

“Mimi said you’re staying for a month. That’s a lot
of time. What do you do when you’re not volunteering?”

“I’m the chief financial officer of a construction
firm.”

“Brains and skills, a fine combination.” And one
Teresa found very sexy. She took Sam’s elbow and steered her away
from a muddy pothole. The burn that traveled through her was just
as powerful as when they shook hands.

“And you get a month off?” Teresa liked hearing Sam
talk, her voice like a cool balm on this hot summer day.

“My boss is big on giving back. We each pick where
we want to go, and we rotate. This is my year.”

“And you chose here.”

“Actually, no,” Sam said. “I was headed for the
Maldives, but when I heard about the hurricane and saw the
destruction, I just had to come. I’ve always loved the islands, and
I wanted to do something to help.”

“Well, I’m glad you’re here. This is where we bunk.”
Teresa stopped in front of a blue-and-white trailer larger than a
camping trailer but smaller than a mobile home. “We have a
generator that gives us power for the lights and the water pump.
The men are over there.” She pointed to a green-and-white trailer
that was the mirror image of the one they were standing in front
of. Teresa pulled a key ring from her pocket, handed her a key, and
unlocked and opened the door. She motioned for Sam to go ahead and
enjoyed the view of Sam’s backside as she went up the three steps
to go inside.

The interior consisted of five beds—two in the rear
and three in front. The beds were larger than a cot but smaller
than a twin bed. A small refrigerator, a two-burner stove, a
microwave on a counter above a few cabinets served as a kitchen,
and two chairs and a small love seat separated the sleeping
areas.

“The shower and toilet are in here.” Teresa opened a
narrow door. “Not much hot water, so make it quick. United provides
breakfast and dinner in the chow trailer, and they make us a lunch
to take with us. The open bunks are that one in the back,” she
pointed to a bed next to hers, “and this one here by the door. If I
were you, I’d take that one.” Teresa pointed toward the bed next to
hers. “Less coming and going.”

Teresa could almost hear Sam weigh the pros and cons
of each in her head.

“I’ll take the back one.”

“You and your gear are safe here. Just us girls have
a key. Royale and Dominique are good people. Actually, they’re
nuns. We dropped the sister.”

“Can’t get safer than that, I suppose,” Sam replied,
smiling and pointing to the heavens.

Teresa’s heart skipped when Sam smiled at her own
comment. Even in jeans and work boots, she was breathtaking, and
Teresa had to blink a few times to regain her equilibrium.

“Do I need anything else?” Sam asked, holding her
hard hat and gloves. Teresa hadn’t noticed when she had put on her
vest.

“No. You’re good. Let’s go.”

Sam asked intelligent questions about the work they
were doing as Teresa drove them to the area they were currently
focusing on. She inquired about the local emergency relief and how
the residents were doing. Teresa was impressed that Sam understood
the magnitude of the job in front of them.

“We’re working in this area,” Teresa said as they
passed the piles of red bricks and corrugated tin scattered
everywhere. “It’s a four-block area that used to be a neighborhood
of mostly resort workers. Today’s our first day here.” Teresa
stopped and pulled the key out of the ignition.

“Looks like we walk from here.” Sam followed and
stood beside her as they surveyed the site.

“Jesus,” Sam murmured.

“My words exactly. The storm practically obliterated
everything in his path, and the islands took a direct hit. Mother
Nature was pretty pissed,” Teresa added.

Teresa had spent most of the last seven years in
places just like this. She’d seen the aftermath of earthquakes that
left nothing but rubble, the survivors bloodied and broken and
others not so lucky when pulled from the rubble. She had mopped up
after wildfires had ravaged neighborhoods and searched for bodies
in the receding waters of a tsunami.

She was thirty-three and had seen more destruction,
both natural and manmade, than she ever thought possible. Oddly she
felt more at peace than she’d ever been.

Teresa had been born into money—big, big money—the
only child of parents who had no qualms about taking every
advantage of it and using it to influence others to get what they
wanted. When her parents married, they had combined their
inheritance into even bigger money. They never held a job in their
lives and socialized with others equally as fortunate. They had no
idea what it was like to work for something or even want anything.
It was either handed to them on the proverbial silver platter—or,
in their case, gold—or they just bought it.

Teresa had the best nannies money could buy and went
to the best schools the world had to offer. She played with the
children of kings, sheiks, and some of the richest people in the
world. The only expectation of her was to not embarrass her parents
and to uphold her family’s place in the top one percent. Teresa
filled that role perfectly until the incident that changed her
life.

She had been walking down a bustling street in
Europe with some equally self-centered friends, when she saw three
girls who couldn’t have been more than six or seven years old
skipping toward them from the other direction. Their clothes were
worn and tattered, the shoes on their feet almost nonexistent.
Teresa wasn’t sure exactly what happened, but the next thing she
knew, brakes were squealing, people were screaming, and blood was
everywhere. Somehow two of the girls had ended up underneath a
delivery truck, and the other lay crumpled on the side of the road
at her feet. She was horrified by the scene and dropped to her
knees next to the little girl.

“Don’t touch her!” one of her friends shouted.
“Everything’s bloody. You’ll catch something.”

Teresa
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