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“I’m sorry, but I don’t trust a man who shaves his legs,” Caitlin said, cradling the cell phone against her shoulder while flexing her fingers. She’d been massaging cyclists for the better part of thirty minutes.

It was the end of the second day of the grueling annual Wines to Whales cycling race, which had started at Lourensford Estate in Somerset West, situated less than an hour’s drive from Cape Town. She and the other two physiotherapists on duty had not been all that busy the previous day. Only a few cyclists with minor injuries had come to see them but from their experience the previous year, they had known the second day would take its toll on the cyclists.

The physio team had been treating a steady stream of riders with back pain, knee injuries, and hip problems. When Dana phoned, Caitlin had just finished with a patient and for the moment, at least, it was quiet. The other two therapists were busy on the far side of the big tent.

“You, my friend, don’t trust men, period. There is a very good reason cyclists shave their legs; as a physiotherapist who often works on them, you should know that.” Dana giggled over the phone.

“Yes, I know shaved legs are easier to treat when there are wounds, but really? A man should have hair on his legs. It’s just a given.”

“You get to put your hands on gorgeous, virile, sexy cyclists in tight shorts and you want to complain?” Dana sounded exasperated.

“Sexy? Cyclists? Seriously? They all look the same. Underfed, sinewy, and hairless. There is nothing sexy about a man who looks like that. And virile? I don’t know about that. Sitting on a saddle all day—”

Caitlin heard a movement behind her. “Got to go,” she quickly said to Dana and turned around. And blinked. A big, sweaty, sexy, gorgeous-looking cyclist with ink-black hair and chocolate brown eyes was standing just inside the tent, his helmet tucked under his arm. If the frown between his eyes was anything to go by, he was seriously ticked off.

Without consciously thinking about it, she dropped her gaze down to his legs. They were dirty and okay, hairless, but all muscle. Sexy, rippling muscle. He moved slowly toward her, the tight shorts leaving very little to her overactive imagination.

“I’m looking for a physio,” he said brusquely.

She looked up. “I’m a physio. Can I help you?” she asked, trying to sound professional.

“If you’re quite sure you’ve finished with your fascinating phone conversation,” he said.

Swallowing a quick retort, she tried to hold back her rising annoyance. He might be gorgeous to look at, but what a rude man. She ignored the sarcastic comment and motioned him to one of the high beds on which they worked.

“Back?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he said and nodded, looking even more irritated.

“Please take off your shirt and lie down on your stomach,” Caitlin said and turned away, looking for the massage oil.

“Any pain in your legs?” she asked as she turned back to him. And nearly dropped the bottle of oil she was holding.

On the same level as her eyes was the most perfect six-pack of steel muscles she had ever seen. And if she hadn’t been holding something in her hand, she would probably have done something stupid like putting out a hand and touching him to make sure his abs really felt as hard as they looked.

“The pain kind of goes down into my right buttock,” he said, bringing her back to reality.

What was she thinking? She stepped back quickly and turned her back on him again.

“Okay, please lie down,” she mumbled while frantically looking for something else to do. A towel. She would need a towel. There was a sound behind her, and praying that the man was lying down, she once more turned around, this time slowly.

He was stretched out on his stomach. His broad, muscled back was as impressive as the six-pack in front. Her hands tingled as if she were already touching him. Oh, my goodness. It is so hot in here all of a sudden.

Caitlin exhaled slowly. She was a trained professional. Treating injuries was what she’d studied so hard for and what she wanted to do. He is just another patient. In pain. She was supposed to help him, not drool over him.

“You have probably overstretched the ligaments, causing them to overstrain,” she said, trying to focus on what she was doing, not what she wanted to be doing.

His head turned. “You think?” Sarcasm dripped from his words.

“Yes, I think,” she snapped. “You guys should all learn to change your riding position.”

“Will you just give me a massage? Please? Lower back.” He turned his head again.

Caitlin gnashed her teeth in an effort to keep quiet. Any wayward thoughts she had about the man vanished. Could one person be so obnoxious and irritating? She normally made light conversation with her patients, but if he didn’t want that, fine. She poured some of the oil onto her palm.

As she brought her hands down onto his lower back, she steeled herself. Any second now she was going to touch him. Annoyed, she shook her head. She was a trained physiotherapist for goodness’ sake, not a masseuse in a sleazy joint. And then her hands were on his back, kneading and massaging muscles hard as steel.
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Don swallowed a groan. Heavenly. She talked too much, but what she did with her hands was absolutely heavenly. He had to have pulled a muscle when he’d lifted his bike from his brother’s pickup that morning. At the time, he hadn’t taken much notice. He’d been too excited to start the second leg of the race.

In order to get some much-needed exercise, he’d taken up cycling again two years before. At that point, his three brothers had joined his boutique hotel group after doing their own thing for a while, and for the first time in ten years he had time again to exercise regularly. Together they now owned several hotels scattered throughout South Africa and the Seychelles. Because his brothers were now co-owners, he could actually take time off from work without having to worry about anything. One of his brothers would be there to handle any crisis.

They all loved cycling, had done it since school, and now belonged to the same cycling club. Out on the dirt roads, they were not the Cavallo tycoons; they could just be ordinary people, a luxury they all coveted.

He’d done this particular race the previous year and when he told his brothers about it, they were all eager to join him. They all planned to take part in the Cape Epic race in March next year and this race was part of their training.

He had promised them the thrill of a lifetime. The challenge today, as he had explained to Darryn, Dale, and David, was conquering three linked, manmade tracks. The 65-kilometer loop included 1200 meters of climbing without a flat section in sight.

The start before they hit the open roads had been fast and tricky, but once they had gained the altitude for the day, it was playtime. They had dropped over the top stile at Oak Valley and had nailed the descent in the area, a swooping one that had culminated in a mad sprint along the river while dodging trees and cows.

And it was only when the adrenaline had settled down that he’d realized his back was acting up. By that time he’d left his brothers far behind. Now if this cutie pie would just hurry up and stop talking, he could be feeling better before his brothers found out that he had a problem. Otherwise, he’d never hear the end of it.

The hands that were massaging his painful muscles were soft but very focused on what they were doing. She had been standing behind him but was now moving to his side. She bent forward to add more pressure and the subtle smell of violets and roses surrounded him.

Every rational thought fled from his mind. Those soft hands on his lower back were relaxing his muscles but wreaking havoc on the rest of his body. Every touch left him craving more and his anxious thought was that she should never stop what she was doing.

She lifted her hands and he opened his eyes and looked at her. She hooked her thumbs into the elastic of his shorts and pulled it down a few centimeters. Her hands trembled slightly before she pressed firmly on his sore muscles. This time his groan escaped.

Her gaze flew to his. “I’m sorry,” she said and lifted her hands quickly.

“Don’t stop,” he managed through clenched teeth.

She put more oil on her hands and started again on his lower back. He closed his eyes again. Slowly, very slowly, her hands moved over his lower back until she was once more massaging his right buttock. Firm fingers worked his sore muscles, lifted and pressed down again. And each time they moved ever so slightly toward his front.

If he’d moved only slightly, she could... Oh, bloody hell, what was he thinking? He had to get up from the bed in a few minutes. At the rate his body was reacting to this woman, he wouldn’t be able to stand, let alone walk out of there.

There was a commotion outside the tent and then he heard his brothers’ voices. Damn.

“There he is,” Dale called out.

“Doesn’t look to me as if he’s in pain,” Darryn said.

“Nope, I agree,” David added.

Don lifted his head and glared at his brothers. The girl pulled his shorts up and turned to them.

“Can I help you?” she asked in a clipped voice.

“No, gorgeous, we’re fine. But then, we’re younger than our big brother here. Thank you for helping him. Does he have to go to the hospital?” David asked innocently.

Don swung his legs from the bed and grabbed his shirt. “Very funny,” he snarled. But it was a good thing his brothers had interrupted the massage. Their presence achieved what only a pail of cold water would have been able to do otherwise. At least now he’d be able to stand up.

He turned to the physiotherapist. “Thank you—”

“I’m not done—” she said.

“I’m fine,” he interrupted and turned to leave.

“You can’t leave, Don, you haven’t introduced us to this beautiful girl,” Darryn complained, putting a hand to his back. “Now that I think about it, I also have a pain right here,” he said with a big smile.

“And you know, my leg is acting up—” began Dale.

“Will you guys drop it?” Don snarled. “She doesn’t even like cyclists. Isn’t that right Miss...?”

Her eyes narrowed momentarily, but then she turned to his brothers with a big smile. “I’m Caitlin Sutherland. And I never said I don’t like cyclists.”

David stuck out his hand. “I’m David Cavallo. This is Darryn, that one is Dale, and grumpy here is Don, our oldest brother. It’s good to meet you. Are you from around here?”

Don wanted to strangle David. And his two other brothers. They had formed a circle around the girl and were all but salivating over her.

“Sorry to disappoint you, but Ms. Sutherland doesn’t trust men who shave their legs,” he interrupted. “She sees us as underfed, sinewy, and hairless—isn’t that how you put it, Ms. Sutherland?” Before she could say anything, he turned to his brothers. “Come on, we have to go.”

“I’m from Hermanus,” the girl said, ignoring him completely. “I’ve just opened my own physiotherapy rooms there. This is the second year I’ve been asked to help during this race.”

“Hermanus?” echoed Darryn. “Don here has inherited a house in Hermanus, so we’re there often.”

“House is a kind word for that pile of bricks,” Dale said. “But we’re helping him to fix up the place.” He stepped closer to her. “Do you have a business card with your details? You never know, we might just need a physiotherapist soon,” he said.

She handed one over, smiling sweetly for his brothers. Don swallowed his irritation.

“So, we’ll see you around, Caitlin Sutherland.” David smiled. “Come on guys, let’s get this old man to bed,” he joked and slapped Don on the back.

“Go ahead, I’ll be with you shortly.” Don turned back to the girl. Caitlin. The name suited her. His brother was right. She was gorgeous.

“Thank you,” he said.

“I haven’t finished,” she repeated.

“I’m fine. My back is feeling better already.”

“You should have at least two more sessions with a physio. Make an appointment with your own as soon as possible.”

He nodded but didn’t walk away. She bit her lip. So, Miss Cool was nervous around him. The thought made him smile for the first time since he’d walked into the tent. He moved a little closer to her. Violet blue. Her eyes were violet blue.

Her honey-brown hair was tied back but a tendril had escaped. He tucked the lock behind her ear. Then he bent down.

“And just so you know,” he said softly, “there is nothing wrong with my virility.”

Her eyes widened and she opened her mouth to say something, but he quickly turned away. Just before he ducked out of the tent, he looked back. She was staring after him.
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Caitlin slumped against the bed. She felt lightheaded. The whole tent was still sizzling with testosterone. The Cavallo brothers packed a hell of a punch. Like Don, his brothers also had black hair and brown eyes. Probably an Italian mother or father, would be her guess. And heavens, were they built.

She stood up and began tidying the bed. They were all gorgeous, but it was Don who occupied her mind. She remembered every stroke of her hand on his lower back, remembered how his skin felt under her fingers, remembered the heat in his eyes when he had turned to look at her...

Voices from the entrance of the tent brought her back to earth. Two more cyclists came in. She was there to work.
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“Are you sure I can go?” Maggie asked, sniffling.

Caitlin gently pushed her receptionist toward the door. “Maggie, you’re ill. Go to bed. I’m sure I’ll be able to cope without a receptionist for one Friday afternoon.” Caitlin smiled. “Besides, there are no further appointments, so I’m going to write on my blog—”

Maggie turned around quickly. “You have one appointment. Someone phoned...I’m sorry, I didn’t write it down.”

“It’s fine, I can handle one patient. What time?” she asked and walked to her appointment book.

“Only at five. I’m so sorry—”

“Go, Maggie. It just means I have more time to write. I don’t mind staying later.”

When Maggie finally left, Caitlin took the elastic off her ponytail and walked to the window. She combed her fingers through her hair.

She’d opened her rooms in September and had been just in time to watch the annual arrival of the whales in these waters. From her second-story window she had a wonderful view over the whole of Walker Bay.

With a smile she walked back to her laptop. She had the office to herself and couldn’t wait to blog. She hadn’t had a chance to update it since the previous weekend, and wanted to catch up with her readers.

At first, the blog had been her way of venting about her latest disastrous date. Fed up with the way she’d been treated, she’d started to write about the types of men girls out there on the dating circuit should steer clear of. To her amazement and delight, it seemed as if her writing had triggered something in many women and the blog had somehow gotten a life of its own.

She wrote about all kinds of men, but she had something of a mental block when it came to soulmates, to the notion that some man out there was “the one.” Probably because she didn’t believe they existed. In her experience “the one” was an ideal, invented by romance writers like her mother, and rom-com movies.

Chocolate brown eyes. She grimaced. It had been nearly a week and she still remembered the cyclist she’d treated the previous Saturday. Don. At the oddest times she would think about him, would worry about his back, would wonder whether he’d seen another physiotherapist.

She didn’t know the man from Adam, but she’d been having X-rated dreams about him all week. In her line of work, she treated attractive men every day. Why she couldn’t get this particular one out of her head was a mystery.

Her cell phone rang. Smiling, she picked it up. “Hi, Mum. You’ve been very quiet. Busy with another book?”

“I have just sent it off to the publishers and—”

“Now you’re phoning your daughters to find out what is going on in their love lives?” Caitlin asked, laughing.

“Well, I’ve written stories about the love lives of all my friends and their children. I can’t believe none of my three beautiful daughters is able to find a man.”

“Oh, we’re able. Just not willing.”

Her mother sighed loudly on the other end of the phone. “Not all men are like your father, my dear girl. Please remember that. There are good men out there. Plenty of them. Men are human and like us, they make mistakes. You have to forgive your father at some point, sweetheart. Talk to him.”

Caitlin shook her head. “You’re a better person than me, Mum. I talk to him. He phones me on my birthday. But I just don’t have anything to say to him. How are Zoe and Hannah? I miss my sisters—”

“Oh, yes, Zoe told me you helped with the Wines to Whales race. All those sweaty, strong cyclists...surely there must have been one who needed your help? In tight shorts? Didn’t anyone heat your blood?”

“Mum!” Caitlin gasped.

“What? I’m old, my dear, not dead. Now, tell me.”

Caitlin heard footsteps outside her rooms. “I have a client, Mum. I’ll talk to you later. And just so you know, I’d never fall for a cyclist. They shave their legs,” she joked before she put the phone down.

When she turned, the door to her rooms opened and Don Cavallo stood there. The atmosphere in the room changed instantly. For a full minute, all she could do was stare while her brain frantically tried to process what she should do next. And even before she could make sense of what was going on, her hormones sprang to attention. Her heart raced, her blood surged through her body, her hands felt clammy.

When he’d been wearing his tight cycling shorts, he had been very sexy, but cleaned up and dressed in a black T-shirt and jeans, he packed a sexual punch that left her short of breath and wanting...something. Did she know him from somewhere else? He looked vaguely familiar.

He closed the door behind him. “What is your problem with shaved legs?” he asked, clearly annoyed.

Caitlin blinked and stood up quickly. “Why do you listen to other people’s conversations?” She folded her arms. Irritated with her reaction to this man, she tried to compose herself.

He kept frowning at her.

“Can I help you?” she asked in her most professional voice.

He cocked an eyebrow. “I’ve made an appointment to see you this afternoon.” He looked at his watch. “But I am early and you’re clearly very busy. I’ll find someone else,” he said, turning turned to leave.

Caitlin was speechless. Had Maggie mentioned who her appointment was? She struggled to remember their conversation but at this point everything was a blank. The door was closing.

“Wait!” she called out. Don turned. “Look, I’m sorry. I sent the receptionist home. She has a dreadful cold. Please come in.”

Don put his hands in his pockets. “This was not a good idea—”

“You made an appointment. You’re here, I’m here. You can go through that door,” she interrupted, pointing toward one of the treatment rooms. She tried her best professional voice. “Take off your shirt and lie down. I’ll be with you shortly.”

Only when she heard the door close behind him did she exhale slowly. She always told her patients which pieces of clothing to take off, so why did it sound sexual when she told Don to take off his shirt? She couldn’t think when the man was around. He literally took her breath away.

And no, she hadn’t imagined the instant attraction she’d felt when she’d treated him before. There was nothing imaginary about her reaction. Just the thought that she would be touching him in a few minutes had her mouth watering. How on earth was she going to survive the ordeal?
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Why the hell had he made this appointment? Don tossed his T-shirt on the chair and lay down on the bed.

When he’d seen her on Saturday, her hair had been tied back and she’d been dressed casually. But today, her light brown tresses were loose, falling messily over one shoulder. A frilly kind of top hugged her curves in all the right places.

He’d steeled himself not to react to the picture he’d had of her in his head. And then he opened the door and there she was, all mussed up and looking sexy. For one insane moment, he’d wanted to draw her close, devour her mouth, and push his fingers through her hair.

This had been such a bad idea. He should have gone to his own physiotherapist during the week. She was gray, a granny, and knew exactly what to do. But then he’d found Caitlin’s business card in his wallet. One of his brothers had probably put it there.

Don grimaced. He had an explanation of why he was in Hermanus, although deep down he knew he was looking for an excuse to see this woman again. It had been a crazy week with complications at all their hotels so it was easy to persuade himself that it would make more sense to wait until the weekend. He knew about a physiotherapist in Hermanus, he’d argued.

But he should not have come. Not after the way the previous session had haunted his dreams. He’d struggled to sleep during the week and when he’d finally managed to drift off, the imagined whisper of her hands had been all over his body. Caressing him, stroking him.

He shifted uncomfortably. He was turned on already and she hadn’t touched him yet. How the hell was he supposed to survive this?

The door opened. He turned his head to look at her. She’d tied her hair back again. Good. He closed his eyes.
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“How...” Caitlin cleared her throat. Damn it, she couldn’t even talk near the man. “How is the pain?” She tried again as she poured oil on her hand.

He just grunted and for another second, she hovered her hands over his body. And then she was touching him, massaging and molding his flesh. She tried to focus on what she was supposed to be doing. Easing his pain, helping his body to heal.

But her hands seemed to have forgotten that they should listen to her brain. They were doing all kinds of things her brain definitely hadn’t told them to do.

For one, they started on his shoulders, which wasn’t anywhere near his lower back. They took their time working on the hard muscles across the trapezius. Then, reluctantly, she moved down, centimeter by centimeter, exploring each and every contour of his body along the way.

When she came to his middle, her fingers somehow just slipped down and found their way around his body so that she could also touch part of the obliques in the front of his body. For long minutes, her hands stayed there, massaging, stroking, until she could feel a quiver just below his skin.

It was as if she was floating high above him and was watching someone else working on him. She moved her hands to his back, shifted them farther down over warm skin while kneading and caressing every part they came into contact with.

When she reached the
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