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            WILHELMINA “WILLY” GENARO

          

        

      

    

    
      One more nail, and the beach house that belongs to the boy who used to call me fat is finished. Almost.

      Three days to the deadline, one wall of cabinets left, and a crew that walked the second Mrs. Hollister’s endless changes blew the schedule. So it’s me. Me, the new cabinets that came in this morning, and trim that still needs paint.

      I set the nail gun on the counter and flex my hand. Two people can hang these. I’ll bribe Crystal into it tonight and listen to her complain about a broken nail the whole time, and we’ll get it done.

      The trouble is, the house doesn’t look like a job anymore. It looks like somewhere I’d live. Faded surf posters swapped for frames I chose, vintage boards sanded and re-waxed instead of tossed, the well-worn couch Mrs. Hollister keeps threatening to haul to the curb. I fought her for every rustic inch of it. She wanted to gut the place and pour in something modern and cold. I kept saying no.

      I can’t fathom how he stays here for weeks with it looking like this, she told me the day we met, walking the living room with her mouth pinched. If my father-in-law hadn’t left it to Brogan, I’d have had it torn down.

      Does he even know you’re doing this? I asked.

      Heavens, no. But he lets me tidy the place when it needs it.

      She’d handed me a full renovation and called it tidying, and I took the job anyway. My boss signed it over to me, and a finished Hollister house goes in my portfolio whether or not I can stand the family whose name is on the mailbox.

      None of this was the plan. I came back to Love Beach three months ago for one reason: to help my parents sell their house before they moved to North Las Vegas, where the living’s cheaper and the relatives who left years ago are close. Hotter than hell, but cheaper. I staged the place for the listing and did it well enough that the realtors who walked through started asking me to stage theirs too. Then Mrs. Lorraine Hollister heard my name and asked me to renovate a family property, a tiny beach house one of her sons inherited from his grandfather. Six years building a reputation in New York, and it followed me all the way back to the town I swore I’d never live in again.

      Because here is the part I don’t say out loud on the job site. I know this house belongs to Brogan Hollister the way I know the exact shape of every cruel thing he and his brother Preston ever said to me. My parents worked for the Hollisters. We lived in their shadow, the poor immigrant kids too close to the mansion, and Preston led and Brogan followed, and between them they made a full-time job out of my weight and my accent. Starting over in a new country where you don’t know a soul is hard enough. Try doing it with the richest boys in town treating you like their favorite sport.

      Crystal Francia is the only reason I made it out. She fixed my vowels, my wardrobe, my whole idea of how to survive South Carolina’s fanciest beach town. So renovating Brogan’s inheritance is either the world’s worst joke or the best silver lining I’ve got. I’ve decided it’s the silver lining.

      My phone buzzes against the counter. I smile at the name.

      “You on your way?” I tap Answer.

      “About that. They’re not done with my car yet,” Crystal says. “But if you need yours right now, I’ll drop it and have Marilyn run me back.”

      “Don’t bother. I don’t need it today. Tomorrow’s fine.”

      “You sure?”

      “You brought me enough groceries to last a week. I’ve still got three days of food in that fridge.” I laugh, picturing the bags her assistant hauled in yesterday, enough to feed the whole crew that isn’t here anymore.

      “Okay. As long as you’ll survive a night without wheels.”

      I carry the phone onto the deck and lean against the railing. The beach sits a few yards off, June-warm, nothing like the wet Manhattan heat waiting for me. Crystal owns HarmonyWorks, a gift shop on the Boardwalk that doubles as a venue for poetry nights and art workshops, and she refused to let me pay for a motel the whole time I prepped the old house for sale. I stayed with her until four days ago, when I finally moved into the beach house. I shouldn’t be sleeping here. But there’s nothing like falling asleep to the surf and waking up to it, and after everything Mrs. Hollister has put me through, I’ve earned four nights of it.

      “So,” Crystal says. “Has Mrs. Hollister changed her mind again about anything?”

      “It’s a tug of war with that woman. I’ve fought to keep the rustic feel instead of all the modern stuff she keeps pushing.”

      “Careful. Someone might think you actually want to protect Brogan’s man cave.”

      “Brogan Hollister can go to hell for all I care. I’m doing it so he won’t trash the firm in a review.” I drop my voice to a growl. “She changed everything, man. Barely recognized the place. One star. Do not recommend.”

      Crystal snorts. “He’ll love it when he sees it. Honestly, I wish you’d let his mother have her way. Payback.”

      “My career matters more than my revenge.”

      Easy to say. Not easy to live. Time healed the worst of what those boys did, but it left a mark. I lost the accent. Accepting that a body bigger than most girls’ could still be a healthy one took years longer.

      “Speaking of your career,” Crystal says, “have you thought any more about opening your own firm here? You’d kill it. The realtors already love you.”

      I pad down the steps and sink my bare feet into the cool sand. “With what? My good looks? You need money for that.” She should know. Her parents fronted her the shop right out of the college they paid for, while I chased scholarships and signed for loans. Not her fault. That’s just how it went.

      I almost tell her the truth. Six years at an international firm in the city have made this place feel small, all sand and Boardwalk and small-town charm. But the cold feet have older roots than that, and their names are Preston and Brogan. Not fat, the way those Hollister boys say, my mother used to tell me. You’re better than that, anak. You’re beautiful, inside and out, and it’s their loss they can’t see it. She’d hold my face in both hands until I nodded, and I’d believe her until the next morning at school.

      I’ve slimmed down since. I’m still curvy. The scars from their teasing never slimmed with me.

      Not tonight, though. Tonight the house is quiet and mine. No car in the drive, no crew, no Mrs. Hollister. Just the surf and three days between me and the plane.

      I should not be sleeping in Brogan Hollister’s bed. After everything his mother has put me through, I’ve earned it.

      Might as well enjoy it before someone remembers I’m here.
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            BROGAN HOLLISTER

          

        

      

    

    
      I could have stopped in Raleigh two hours ago and slept in one of my family’s hotels like a sane man. But checking in under the Hollister name is exactly how my mother learns I’m home three days early, and I’m not ready to be handed my next prospective wife.

      I got back from a mission two days ago, flew with my best friend Trevor Hawthorne to Philadelphia for his girlfriend’s hooding ceremony, then turned around for Norfolk. After all that, I figured, what the hell, I’ll head to the beach house early and get some quiet before Mother introduces me to yet another prospective daughter-in-law.

      Trevor, Bennett, and I were the last holdouts, the last of the Team guys still refusing to get tied down. I had a feeling Trevor was about to turn in his singles card.

      He did. Proposed without a ring, no less. How does that even work?

      Claudia said yes anyway, so I guess it doesn’t matter.

      That leaves Bennett and me to hold the fort, and I couldn’t tell you what I’m waiting for. My mother’s been after me for three years to settle down. When I didn’t, she appointed herself my matchmaker and started producing a new woman every time I came home. It’s embarrassing.

      I’m thirty years old. I can find my own woman.

      I don’t know how Preston keeps her off his back. Thirty-two, running the family company, he’s the obvious target, but somehow he’s convinced her he’s too busy for love.

      And it’s not enough that she’s matchmaking. She wants a woman of the same social standing, so every candidate so far has been an heiress or a trust-fund kid who’s never worked a day in her life. Nice women, all of them. Just not for me.

      I want someone down to earth. Someone who knows the value of hard work, who isn’t afraid to get her hands dirty, who can keep up. That’s half of why I enlisted and became a SEAL. I earned where I am, even if, as Mother likes to remind me, I could walk away tomorrow and land a job that pays ten times what the Navy does.

      You don’t even have to risk your life, Brogan. You have no idea how I feel every time I read about some SEAL incident in the news.

      I get it. I do. She almost came apart the day she read about the ambush that killed Desmond Pratt and put Trevor in the hospital. Bennett and I walked away with cuts and bruises. Losing Desmond is the wound that doesn’t show.

      I still love the work, even when my body files its complaints, the aches that come from beating it up on every training rotation and every mission. Which is exactly why I need this break. One clean stretch between a dangerous op and a

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/heart-swirl2-2.jpg





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        1. Wilhelmina “Willy” Genaro
      


      		
        2. Brogan Hollister
      


      		
        3. Willy
      


      		
        4. Brogan
      


      		
        5. Willy
      


      		
        6. Brogan
      


      		
        7. Willy
      


      		
        8. Brogan
      


      		
        9. Willy
      


      		
        10. Brogan
      


      		
        11. Willy
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Merry With A Tycoon
      


      		
        Spring Break with a Bodyguard
      


      		
        Merry With A Tycoon
      


      		
        Other Books by Liz Durano
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Other Books by Liz Durano


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image-2025-sans-nologo.jpg
L1Z DURAND







