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Chapter One 
	
Would	she	make	it?	
Pulling	into	the	parking	lot,	Patricia	Ryan	glanced	at	the	car's	digital	clock.		Each	

second	ticking	away	felt	like	a	countdown	to	disaster.		If	she	didn’t	make	it,	all	would	
be	lost.	

Rushing,	she	grabbed	her	purse,	folders,	and	keys,	then	slid	from	behind	the	
wheel,	making	sure	to	lock	the	door.		Her	heart	raced,	urgency	thumping	in	her	chest	
as	her	heels	clicked	against	 the	pavement.	 	She	turned	and	ran	right	 into	the	solid	
chest	of	a	stranger.	

“Oh	my!”	Patricia	exclaimed,	stumbling	backward.	
Strong	hands	caught	her	before	she	could	fall.	
Her	 black	 portfolio	 burst	 open	when	 it	 hit	 the	 pavement,	 scattering	 papers	

around	her	feet	and	those	of	the	stranger	who	continued	to	hold	her.		Her	purse	also	
fell,	 spilling	 its	 contents	 over	 a	 three-foot	 radius.	 Keys	 clattered	 as	 they	 hit	 the	
pavement,	and	Patricia	cursed	faintly.		Luck,	she	decided,	wasn't	on	her	side	tonight.	

Looking	up,	she	could	not	help	noticing	that	his	engaging	smile	had	widened	
after	she	whispered	what	she	thought	was	inaudible.		A	flicker	of	amusement	danced	
in	his	eyes,	making	her	suddenly	more	aware	of	how	close	they	were.			

Then	he	said,	“In	a	hurry?”	
She	wanted	to	apologize	for	being	inattentive,	but	the	powerfully	mesmerizing	

eyes	that	complimented	an	ebony-bronze	face	halted	any	words	she	wanted	to	say.		A	
faint	scar	above	his	 left	brow	added	a	charming	quality	to	his	manly	 features.	 	His	
deep	brown	eyes	held	confidence.		And	amusement.		She	watched	his	lips,	ones	that	
had	 a	 look	 that	 promised	 satisfaction,	 curl	 up	 into	 a	wider	 smile.	 	His	mouth	was	
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draped	with	the	blackest,	silkiest	mustache.		The	smile.	 	The	looks.		Or	possibly	his	
closeness?	 	Whichever	 it	was,	 it	 stunned	 her	 into	 temporary	 silence.	 	 She	 inhaled	
quickly	and	was	treated	to	the	pleasant	aroma	of	his	spicy	cologne.			

“No.		I	enjoy	running	into	men	built	like	a	brick	wall,”	she	managed.		Humor	in	
times	of	desperation.		Wasn't	that	the	theory	for	handling	stress?		Caution	was	also	
warranted	because	she	didn’t	know	this	man.		She	stepped	backward	to	add	distance	
between	them,	and	her	heel	caught	in	the	ring	of	her	car	keys.		Unsure	of	her	footing,	
she	reached	for	the	closest	form	of	stability,	his	outstretched	arms.	

“Did	I	hurt	you?”			
His	hands	 lingered	at	her	waist,	 firm	but	gentle,	 grounding	her.	 	 She	wasn't	

hurt,	 but	 her	 senses	were	 reacting	 to	 the	 feel	 of	 his	 hands	 at	 her	waist.	 The	brief	
contact	left	her	more	unsteady	than	the	stumble	itself.		Less	than	thirty	minutes	ago,	
she	had	been	debating	with	the	executive	team	at	Brackman	Advertising	about	the	
long-term	benefits	of	implementing	her	new	sales	and	marketing	proposals.		That	had	
been	exhausting,	but	it	hadn't	left	her	feeling	as	limp	as	she	did	now.	

Just	before	he	 let	go,	 the	slight	squeeze	of	his	hand	sent	a	 ripple	of	warmth	
through	her.			At	the	same	time,	she	was	very	aware	of	the	overly	familiar	contact	he	
was	making	with	her.		She	cautiously	stepped	backward	again,	forcing	him	to	drop	his	
other	hand.	

“No,	I'm	fine.”	She	was	at	a	loss	for	words,	which	was	very	unlike	her.			
“Good.		Let	me	help	you	pick	up	your	things,”	the	man	suggested.			
Kneeling	 to	 retrieve	 her	 belongings	 and	 gather	 the	 important	 documents	

needed	 for	 the	 battle	 with	 City	 Hall	 and	 the	 Mackenzy-Duran	 Company,	 Patricia	
remembered	she	was	late.		She	graciously	withheld	another	colorful	choice	of	words	
and	managed	to	utter	a	more	appropriate	statement.			

Patricia’s	mind	 swirled,	 trying	 to	 refocus	 on	 the	 task	 at	 hand.	 She	 used	 the	
moment	 of	 silence	 to	mentally	 regroup	 so	 that	 she	 could	 focus	 on	 the	 issues	 she	
wanted	to	present	in	defense	of	the	DuBois	Center.		If	she	didn't	win	over	the	council	
in	the	meeting	tonight,	all	was	in	jeopardy.		A	lot	of	poor	kids	were	depending	on	her	
not	to	fail.		As	the	president	of	the	volunteer	Board	of	Directors	for	the	DuBois	Center,	
she	had	been	struggling	to	help	save	it	from	destruction.		Without	the	positive	impact	
the	 Center	 had	 on	 the	 “At-risk”	 families	 in	 its	 community,	 the	 kids	who	 attended	
would	be	relegated	to	the	sewers	of	society	with	its	limited	choices.		

The	Mackenzy-Duran	Company	was	trying	to	purchase	the	land	on	which	the	
Center	stood	and	demolish	the	building	that	held	hope	for	many	of	the	inner-city	kids.		
If	the	Center	was	lost,	so	too	would	be	their	hopes.		Patricia	had	promised	not	to	let	
that	happen.	
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“I'm	rushing	to	a	meeting	that	is	about	to	start	at	City	Hall.		I	should	have	been	

watching	where	I	was	going.”		They	were	at	eye	level,	squatting	and	reaching	around	
each	other	for	her	personal	effects	and	wrinkled	papers.		“I'm	sorry	for	running	into	
you.”	

His	gaze	flickered	to	the	hem	of	her	cream-colored	skirt,	which	had	slid	to	mid-
thigh.		The	moment	was	brief,	but	her	pulse	quickened.			As	she	leaned	forward	to	get	
her	keys,	she	could	feel	his	eyes	on	the	top	of	her	breasts	as	her	silk,	cream-colored	
blouse	opened	slightly.			A	flash	of	heat	rose	within	her	as	she	wondered	if	he	could	
see	her	heart	racing.		That	and	the	humid,	Florida	breeze	heightened	her	discomfort.		

“Don't	be.		I	came	up	from	behind.		I	should	have	said	something,	but	I	thought	
you	were	headed	in	the	opposite	direction.”		He	retrieved	her	pink	lipstick	container	
and	most	of	her	papers	before	standing.		Stacking	them	neatly,	he	stowed	them	in	her	
black	leather	portfolio	and	laid	it	on	the	hood	of	the	champagne-colored	BMW	740	
parked	next	to	her	car.		“You’re	pretty	quick	on	your	feet.”	

“Sort	of,”	Patricia	said.		“But	better	on	a	dance	floor.		Or	at	least	I	hope	I’m	more	
graceful.”	

“I’ll	bet	you	are,”	he	said.	
His	tone	indicated	more	was	hidden	behind	those	words.		His	pulsating,	deep	

voice	reminded	her	of	a	risqué	jazzy	beat.		One	that	could	move	you,	sweep	you	away	
with	its	rhythm.		When	his	charming	smile	returned,	Patricia	decided	that	he	had	read	
her	thoughts.			

“Maybe,”	was	all	that	she	said.	
“Got	everything?”	he	asked,	looking	around	until	he	spotted	an	errant	sheet	of	

paper	blowing	in	the	gentle	spring	breeze.		“I'll	get	that.”	
Patricia	gave	an	appreciative	eye	to	the	way	his	tailored	charcoal	suit	fit	his	tall,	

lean	form.		His	casual	movements	and	relaxed	demeanor	replaced	her	usual	caution	
with	attraction.	

“Here's	 the	 last	of	 it,”	he	said,	retrieving	her	portfolio	and	placing	the	paper	
inside	before	handing	it	to	her.	

“Thank	you.”	 	She	noticed	he	didn't	make	any	move	to	 leave.	 	“Well,	 if	you'll	
excuse	me,	I	need	to	get	something	out	of	my	trunk.”	 	He	stepped	back	against	the	
BMW	as	Patricia	slipped	sideways	into	the	narrow	aisle	that	separated	their	cars.		She	
caught	his	 gaze	 again,	 the	 intensity	of	 it	 unsettling	her	 for	 a	moment.	 	 She	 smiled	
slightly,	nervously,	and	glanced	at	his	silk	burgundy	tie.		There	should	be	a	law	against	
that	roguish	look	on	his	face,	she	thought.	
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When	she	closed	the	trunk	of	her	Volvo,	she	noticed	he	was	still	resting	against	
the	hood	of	his	car,	arms	crossed	on	his	chest,	legs	crossed	at	the	ankles,	eyeing	her	
at	an	angle.		What	a	good-looking	man.		

“I'm	headed	to	City	Hall,”	he	said.		“I	waited	to	see	if	you	need	any	help.”		He	
pushed	himself	away	from	the	car.		“It's	the	least	I	can	do	for	delaying	you.”	

It	was	times	like	this	that	Patricia's	vanity	got	in	the	way.		She	hadn't	checked	
her	appearance	before	getting	out	of	the	car	and	wasn't	sure	if	their	collision	left	her	
looking	as	disheveled	and	uncomfortable	as	she	felt.	 	She	rubbed	her	lips	together,	
hoping	to	spread	what	little	lipstick	remained.		She	desperately	wanted	to	look	in	a	
mirror.	 	The	springtime	purple-blue	sunset	provided	 limited	 light	 for	checking	her	
appearance	in	the	window's	reflection.		Besides,	such	a	move	would	be	too	shallow	
for	her	liking.			

“I	 have	 everything,”	 Patricia	 shifted	 back	 to	 business,	 hoping	 to	 ignore	 the	
lingering	warmth	between	them.		“I'm	in	a	hurry,	but	we	can	walk	there	together.”		
Since	he	had	been	silently,	 closely	watching	her,	Patricia	decided	he	had	probably	
seen	more	 than	 she	 could	detect	 from	her	 faint	 reflection	 in	 the	window	anyway.		
Walking	toward	him	and	stopping	a	few	feet	away,	she	said,	“Do	I	look	as	though	I	just	
broadsided	someone?”		He	was	also	blocking	the	path	that	led	to	City	Hall.			

“Let's	see.”		He	took	an	intimate	step	toward	her.		He	reached	up	and	brushed	
what	Patricia	assumed	to	be	a	lock	of	stray	hair	back	into	place,	a	motion	too	familiar	
for	a	stranger.		She	got	another	whiff	of	his	spicy	cologne,	an	aroma	that	had	a	fresh,	
exquisitely	 relaxing	 quality	 about	 it.	 	 She	 drank	 in	 the	 smell	 of	 him,	 needing	 its	
soothing	effect.		Deep	breaths	cleansed	the	remnants	of	the	tension	about	the	meeting	
away.		He	stepped	back	to	further	appraise	her	condition.		She	watched	as	his	eyes	
slowly	moved	over	her	from	head	to	toe.	 	His	look	was	appreciative.	 	Then	he	said	
with	deliberate	slowness,	“Perfect.”	

Though	she	liked	his	warm	and	reassuring	appraisal,	the	reality	of	the	moment	
seized	her.		“Th--Thanks.”		She	cleared	her	throat,	hoping	that	anything	else	she	said	
wouldn't	sound	like	the	croaking	frog	she	had	just	heard.	

He	stepped	to	the	side	again	and	moved	his	arm	to	wave	her	through.		“Let's	
go.”		As	she	walked	past,	he	fell	in	step	with	her.		“I'm	Mac	Carter.”			

“Patty	Ryan.”	 	Where	do	I	know	that	name	from?	she	asked	herself.	 	She	said	
aloud,	“Mac	Carter?		That	name	sounds	familiar.”			

“I	would	have	remembered	if	we'd	met	before,”	Mac	responded,	smiling.		“And	
I	don't	make	a	habit	of	accosting	women	in	Volvos,”	then	he	added.		“But	I	do	make	
restitution	for	my	mistakes.		Please,	you	must	let	me	make	it	up	to	you.”			
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He	reached	for	her	elbow	and	gently	held	it	as	they	ascended	the	steps	to	the	

building.		Patricia	counted	to	twelve	before	he	removed	his	light	touch	from	her	arm.		
The	warmth	of	his	hand	remained	on	her	skin	even	after	it	was	gone,	a	reminder	of	
how	 easily	 he	 had	 crossed	 the	 invisible	 line	 into	 something	 more	 personal.				
Chivalrous	and	protective.		She	liked	that.	

“Name	it,”	Mac	offered.		“Launder	your	suit.		Have	your	car	washed.”		He	paused	
to	open	the	door	for	her.			

Slowing	to	smile	up	at	him	because	of	his	kidding,	“I	really	must	go.”	
“You	can	give	me	a	few	more	minutes.”	 	Mac	implored.	 	“If	I'm	not	being	too	

forward,	I’d	prefer	dinner.		Say	tomorrow	evening.		At	your	favorite	restaurant?”			
He	 was	 being	 extremely	 forward,	 but	 how	 could	 any	 woman	 resist	 that	

tempting	smile	and	seductive	voice?		He	makes	it	hard	to	refuse	him,	Patricia	thought.		
“What	can	I	say	to	an	offer	like	that?”	she	said,	somewhat	surprised	that	he	had	

made	it.	
“Either	seven	o'clock	or	eight	o'clock	would	be	a	good	choice,”	he	suggested.	
Patricia	watched	his	kissable	mouth	form	that	offer.		She	weighed	her	options	

of	having	dinner	with	him	or	another	dinner	alone.		“Maybe	I	can	take	you	up	on	your	
offer	 at	 another	 time.”	 	 The	weight	 of	 his	 gaze	 settled	 on	 her,	 leaving	 her	 a	 little	
breathless.		“I	really	need	to	get	to	the	DuBois	Center	meeting.		I	need	to	rearrange	my	
notes	if	I'm	going	to	give	a	worthwhile	presentation	on	saving	the	Center.		I	think...”	
She	stopped	her	statement	and	turned	to	the	person	calling	out	her	name	from	across	
the	corridor.		She	waved	back.	

Turning	back	to	Mac,	she	saw	him	reach	into	his	inside	jacket	pocket	to	produce	
what	looked	like	a	business	card.			

“Where	can	I	reach	you?”		Mac	said	as	he	pulled	out	his	cell	phone.	
She	was	about	to	give	Mac	her	phone	number	when	Councilman	Cecil	Wilson,	

a	member	of	the	Standing	Committee	on	Land	Usage	and	Zoning,	walked	up	to	them.			
“Mr.	Carter,”	Wilson	said.		“How	are	you?”	
“Fine,	thank	you.”	
“Miss	Ryan,	are	you	purposely	trying	to	lose	this	debate	tonight?		If	you	don't	

get	up	there	now,	you	won't	have	a	chance	at	all!”		Wilson	took	Patricia's	forearm	and	
pointed	her	in	the	direction	of	the	elevator.		“You	two	have	met.		Good!		I'm	surprised	
to	see	the	two	of	you	talking	so	amiably.”		He	punched	the	elevator	button.		

Wilson	and	Mac	must	both	be	on	the	committee	together,	Patricia	assumed.			
She	noticed	an	annoyed	look	enter	and	quickly	vanish	from	Mac's	eyes.	 	The	

man	did	not	take	well	to	interruptions,	she	concluded,	and	made	a	mental	note	of	that.	
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Wondering	about	Wilson's	last	comment,	Patricia	asked	as	they	stepped	into	
the	elevator,	“What	makes	you	say	that	Mr.	Wilson?”	

Wilson	pressed	the	desired	floor	on	the	elevator	panel	as	Mac	stood	next	to	
him.	 	 “I	would	 think	 the	 two	 of	 you	would	 choose	 to	 be	 less...	What	 can	 I	 call	 it?		
Friendly.	 	 Good	 to	 know	 the	 two	 of	 you	 aren't	 letting	 business	 get	 in	 the	way	 of	
friendship.		Even	though	Mackenzy	Carter,”	Wilson	tilted	his	head	toward	Mac,	“Is	the	
main	owner	of	the	Mackenzy-Duran	Company.		And	he	is	planning	to	buy	the	land	the	
Center	is	on	to	tear	it	down	and	put	up	a	parking	lot.”		Wilson	laughed	briefly.		“That's	
the	reason	we're	all	here	in	the	first	place,	right?”	

Shocked,	Patricia	looked	in	disbelief	from	Mac	Carter's	unreadable	face	to	that	
of	Cecil	Wilson.			The	weight	of	the	revelation	hit	her	like	a	punch.		The	man	she	was	
accosted	by,	charmed	by,	and	considered	going	on	a	date	with,	was	the	one	man	she	
had	vowed	 to	oppose.	 	Mac	Carter	was	Mackenzy	Carter,	 owner	of	 the	Mackenzy-
Duran	Company!	
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Chapter Two 
	
Patricia	couldn’t	believe	it.		If	Mac	Carter	had	pulled	a	knife	out	and	threatened	

to	slice	her	throat,	she	could	not	have	been	more	shocked!		“What?”		she	managed	to	
sputter.		“I'm	...	I'm	sorry,	Mr.	Carter,”	she	said.		“I	didn't	recognize	you.		Up	until	now,	
your	company's	lawyer	and	PR	people	were	involved.”		Still	looking	at	Mac,	she	said,	
“Did	you	know	that	I	was	here	on	behalf	of	the	DuBois	Center?”	

“Yes,”	was	all	Mac	offered.			
Patricia	thought	he	should	have	acknowledged	it	earlier.	
Wilson,	on	the	other	hand,	acted	shocked.	 	“You	...	you,	you	mean...”	His	eyes	

darted	rapidly	between	them,	“You	don’t	know	who	he	is?”		Painfully	embarrassed,	
he	stuttered,	“Well	it's	...	I	just	thought	...	you	two	were	friends.”		His	small,	thin-lipped,	
over-talkative	mouth	was	not	big	enough	for	both	of	his	small	feet	to	fit	in.	

The	full	impact	of	his	blunder	did	not	register	with	him	until	Patricia's	face	had	
swiftly	shifted	from	shock	to	controlled	rage.	 	His	embarrassment	became	obvious	
with	each	 shade	of	 color	his	 face	 turned.	 	The	pale,	 thin,	balding	man	 took	on	 the	
characteristics	of	a	chameleon.		He	turned	red,	which	deepened	to	a	light	purple	when	
Patricia	admitted	she	didn't	know	Mac	was	her	nemesis	until	he	had	blurted	it	out.		
Then	Wilson’s	color	faded	to	a	sickly	shade	of	yellow,	which	blended	nicely	with	the	
paint	of	 the	government	walls	behind	him,	 as	he	 saw	 the	murderous	 look	on	Mac	
Carter's	face.		Wilson	stuttered	another	apology,	then	launched	into	a	litany	of	reasons	
for	his	assumption.		Each	explanation	centered	on	how	Patricia	and	Mac	seemed	quite	
cozy	and	comfortable	with	each	other.		That	comment	elicited	a	grunt	from	Patricia	
and	an	unreadable	stare	from	Mac.	

Patricia	had	no	time	for	games.		Time	to	get	to	the	meeting,	time	to	prepare	to	
save	the	Center,	time	to	regroup.		Time,	as	precious	as	it	was,	has	been	escaping	her	
all	 day.	 	Never	 had	 she	been	 so	desperate	 to	 catch	 it.	 	 For	 a	 split	 second,	 Patricia	
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wondered	if	it	was	life’s	way	of	telling	her	that	the	mission	tonight	was	hopeless.		No,	
she	couldn’t	think	that	way.	

Straightening	 her	 spine,	 she	 steeled	 herself.	 As	 soon	 as	 the	 elevator	 doors	
opened,	she	excused	herself	and	hurried	out	toward	the	meeting	room.	

She	was	politically	and	philosophically	against	the	Mackenzy-Duran	Company	
because	 she	believed	 it	 lacked	compassion	 for	 the	kids	who	would	be	hurt	by	 the	
company's	callous	plans.		She	had	mentioned	to	Mac	Carter	the	plight	of	the	Center	as	
they	entered	the	building,	and	he	had	not	let	on	that	he	was	with	Mackenzy-Duran.		
Correction,	the	owner	of	Mackenzy-Duran.			

The	realization	hit	her	like	a	rushing	wave—he	had	deceived	her.	 	 	Not	only	
that,	but	he	had	been	trying	to	delay	her.		The	company	lacked	compassion,	and	its	
owner	 lacked	 scruples.	 Strike	 after	 strike	 against	Mackenzy	Carter	 built	 up	 in	her	
mind,	but	despite	 it	all,	his	magnetism	still	 tugged	at	her	 thoughts,	no	matter	how	
much	she	tried	to	push	it	away.	

She	found	herself	glancing	at	Mac	Carter,	who	sat	on	the	opposite	side	of	the	
room.	 	 She	had	 to	 force	herself	 to	 focus	on	 the	 reason	 she	was	 there.	 	This	was	a	
business	meeting	to	discuss	gentrification	efforts,	and	yet	here	she	was,	battling	an	
unwanted	attraction	to	the	man	she	had	vowed	to	oppose.	

The	meeting	was	a	public	hearing,	and	many	community	residents	had	turned	
out	 to	 support	 the	 effort	 to	 save	 the	Center.	 	 The	 room,	 although	 large	 enough	 to	
comfortably	 seat	more	 than	 one	 hundred	 people,	 was	 overcrowded.	 	Many	 stood	
along	the	back	walls.		Reserved	seats	near	the	front	were	available	for	special	guests	
like	Patricia.	

The	seven	councilmen	sat	at	tables	at	the	front	of	the	room	with	microphones	
and	 other	 paraphernalia	 for	 their	 use.	 	 Permanently	 attached	 television	 cameras	
flanked	every	corner	of	the	room	because	public	hearings	were	televised	on	the	local	
city	cable	channel.		In	the	center	of	the	room	stood	a	podium	with	a	microphone	for	
individuals	to	address	the	council.	

Looking	 around	 the	meeting	 room,	Patricia	 recognized	parents,	 Center	 staff	
members,	and	community	groups	in	the	audience	to	support	her	cause.		The	weight	
of	their	hopes	settled	on	Patricia’s	shoulders	like	a	heavy	cloak.		She	wouldn’t	let	them	
down.		Not	tonight.		She	would	give	her	best	speech.		Suddenly,	Patricia	remembered	
the	shape	her	notes	were	in.			

As	she	opened	her	portfolio	to	organize	her	notes,	the	floor	leader	spoke	into	
his	microphone.		“Patricia	Ryan.		Please	come	to	the	podium.”					

Too	 late	 to	 organize	my	 papers	 now!	 	 Her	 pulse	 quickened	with	 the	 rush	 of	
panic.		She	closed	her	portfolio	and	stood	up.	
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At	 the	podium,	Patricia	 took	a	deep	breath	 and	 introduced	herself.	 	 “As	 the	

president	of	the	Advisory	Board	of	Directors	for	the	DuBois	Center	for	the	Arts,	I	am	
here	 representing	 the	 children,	 parents,	 staff,	 and	 other	 concerned	 community	
citizens	interested	in	the	plight	of	the	Center...”	She	gave	the	portion	of	the	speech	she	
had	 memorized	 and	 had	 presented	 a	 few	 weeks	 earlier	 to	 the	 school	 board.	 	 It	
highlighted	the	contributions	the	DuBois	Center	had	made	to	the	community.			

Then	she	added,	“Ten	years	ago	this	city	and	the	school	board	initiated	a	joint	
venture	to	develop	the	Center.		This	was	done	to	support	talented	young	minds	in	a	
district	 of	 limited	 community	 outlets.	 	 The	 DuBois	 Center	 for	 the	 Arts	 provides	
talented	 youth	with	 a	means	 to	 prosper	 intellectually	 and	 creatively.	 	 The	 Center	
serves	 to	 introduce	 music,	 art,	 poetry,	 dance,	 and	 adjunct	 academic	 studies	 to	
underprivileged	young	people...”			

She	went	on	to	explain	how	the	alternative	methods	employed	at	DuBois	were	
showing	phenomenal	results.			

“I	 have	 statistical	 information	 you	 will	 find	 helpful...”	 Patricia	 opened	 her	
portfolio	 and	 stared	 at	 an	 upside-down	 sheet	 of	 paper	 that	 had	 a	 footprint	 in	 the	
center	of	it.			

Her	notes	were	in	shambles!	
Fumbling	 through	 her	 unorganized	 papers	 to	 find	 the	 sheet	 she	 wanted,	

Patricia	heard	the	floor	leader	clear	his	throat.		With	her	head	still	down,	she	managed	
to	 steal	 sideways	 glances	 at	 the	 panel	 members	 to	 gauge	 their	 reaction	 to	 her	
apparent	disorganization:	Some	were	bored,	some	aggravated,	two	began	to	talk	with	
each	other,	and	one	was	checking	his	watch.			

Her	heart	sank	further.	This	was	terrible.	Where	are	the	statistics?	
She	could	feel	the	weight	of	 failure	pressing	down	on	her.	 	She	had	stormed	

into	 the	 meeting	 room,	 distracted	 and	 unfocused,	 and	 now	 it	 was	 showing.	 	 Her	
presentation,	by	all	accounts,	was	falling	apart.	

This	 was	 Mac	 Carter’s	 fault.	 Her	 frustration	 simmered	 beneath	 her	 calm	
facade—another	strike	against	him.		 	She	rolled	an	unflattering	eye	in	Mac	Carter's	
direction.		He	had	probably	hidden	her	report	on	purpose,	she	concluded.		No	wonder	
he	was	interested	in	helping	retrieve	her	papers.		Why	else	would	it	be	missing?	

Because	she	hadn't	taken	the	time	to	memorize	the	statistical	portion	of	her	
presentation,	she	strained	to	recall	something	of	value	to	say.					

“It	seems	as	though	my	printed	statistics	are	missing.		I	will	provide	copies	to	
you	later.		This	country's	school	system	ranks	low	compared	to	other	countries...”	She	
quoted	the	reasons	why.		“DuBois	was	created	to	enhance	the	education	and	training	
provided	to	youth	today	in	traditional	schools.		It	must	continue	to	do	that.		DuBois	
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needs	time	to	continue	its	mission	of	assisting	and	empowering	the	underprivileged	
of	our	community.		Our	history	shows	that	we	are	making	measurable	progress.”			

Patricia	wrapped	up	her	speech	with	a	plea	to	postpone	the	sale	until	the	city	
and	school	board	had	had	an	opportunity	to	thoroughly	examine	the	evidence.		“I	urge	
you	to	judge	DuBois	on	its	merits	and	record	of	success.”		She	insisted	that	the	short-
term	 financial	 gain	 would	 never	 outweigh	 the	 long-term	 benefits	 to	 the	 youths	
directly	and	to	the	community	indirectly	with	lowered	crime	rates	because	of	more	
youth	who	understood	and	appreciated	the	value	of	making	a	positive	contribution	
to	society.		

Council	members	made	final	comments	and	adjourned	the	meeting.		As	Patricia	
headed	down	the	aisle,	many	supporters	extended	a	hand	to	thank	her	and	express	
their	appreciation.	

Hattie	Mathison,	the	Center's	executive	director,	and	her	boyfriend,	Alvin	Mills,	
walked	up	to	Patricia.			

“Patty!”		Hattie	trilled.		“Great	job.”		They	embraced.	
“I	think	it	would	have	been	more	impressive	if	my	statistics	had	been	included.”	
Alvin,	a	policeman	who	patrolled	the	area	around	the	Center,	knew	firsthand	

the	positive	impact	the	Center	had	had	on	reducing	crime.		“The	numbers	you	quoted	
were	impressive.		I	wish	I	had	provided	you	with	the	reduced	arrest	rates	since	the	
Center	opened.	 	Kids	are	off	 the	streets	and	 in	constructive	activities.”	 	To	Hattie's	
nodding	he	added,	“Let's	hope	the	committee’s	ears	weren't	too	stuffed	to	hear	your	
message.”			

“Join	Alvin	and	me	for	dinner,”	Hattie	urged.	
Patricia	had	had	a	long	day	at	the	advertising	agency	where	she	worked	and	

then	had	prepared	for	this	meeting.		“Thanks,	but	I'll	pass	tonight.		Next	time,	though.		
I	see	a	few	people	I	need	to	speak	to.		You	two	have	fun.”	

Hattie	gave	her	a	final	hug	good	night.		“See	you	later.”	
Patricia	 spoke	 to	 some	 of	 the	 volunteers	 in	 attendance	 and	 turned	 to	 leave	

when	she	saw	the	opposition	closing	in.		Mac	Carter	was	headed	her	way.		Her	blood	
was	 beginning	 to	 boil,	 partly	 because	 of	 the	 lost	 report	 and	 partly	 because	 of	 his	
charming	 looks.	 	 He	 was	 wearing	 the	 same	 wonderful	 smile	 he	 wore	 when	 they	
collided	in	the	parking	lot.		He	undoubtedly	had	been	trying	to	prevent	her	from	going	
to	the	meeting	early	enough	to	ensure	a	dynamic	presentation	with	that	stunt.	

The	snake,	she	thought.		A	good-looking,	nice-smelling,	tall,	wealthy	snake,	but	
a	snake,	nonetheless.	

Mac	stopped	in	front	of	her,	“Miss	Ryan,	you	gave	an	informative	presentation	
tonight.”	
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She	decided	to	give	him	a	piece	of	her	mind.		“Mr.	Carter,”	she	said	sternly,	“You	

accosted	me	in	the	parking	lot,	delaying	me	for	this	meeting.		Once	I	arrived,	my	notes,	
the	ones	you	knocked	out	of	my	hands	and	insisted	on	picking	up,	were	completely	
disorganized	and	useless	to	me.		My	presentation,	which	you	claim	was	informative,	
failed	to	impress	anyone	because	it	lacked	the	valuable	statistics	I	needed.		Statistics	
that	are	outside	blowing	in	the	wind.”		She	let	out	a	short	laugh,	shaking	her	head	in	
disbelief.		“One	could	easily	conclude	you	planned	this.”	

“One	could.		But	one	would	be	wrong,”	Mac	said	evenly.		“You	recovered	quickly	
and	made	excellent	points.		All	of	which	my	company	will	take	into	consideration.”	

His	calm	response	took	the	wind	out	of	her	anger	just	a	little.		Patricia	didn’t	
want	to	believe	him.	“Is	that	a	fact?”	

“Yes.		I’ll	make	sure	of	that,”	Mac	replied,	his	voice	steady	and	sincere.	
She	hesitated,	unsure	how	to	respond.		His	certainty	left	her	questioning	her	

doubts.	 “I	see.”	 	She	searched	his	eyes	 for	deception	but	 found	none.	 “Well,	have	a	
good	evening.”	Patricia	turned	to	leave.	

“I	was	hoping	we	could	talk	over	dinner.		You	were	about	to	give	me	your	phone	
number	earlier.		Let	me	get	it	now.”	

He	can't	be	serious	after	the	stunt	he	pulled,	she	thought.		But	Mac	was	reaching	
into	his	jacket	pocket.		She	almost	laughed,	but	decency	prevented	her	from	doing	it.		
The	man	has	gall,	she	thought.	

Patricia	raised	one,	nicely	arched	eyebrow	and	placed	her	free	hand	on	her	hip.		
“This	is	Florida,	Mr.	Carter,”	she	responded	matter-of-factly.		“That	means	there	are	
alligators	in	just	about	every	swamp	you	walk	past.		I'd	feel	more	comfortable	in	their	
presence.		At	least	when	they	attack	me,	I'll	know	what's	coming.”		

“Is	that	how	you	view	everything	that	happened?”	
“How	else	do	you	explain	all	of	your	delaying	tactics	today?”	she	asked.	
“An	unfortunate	coincidence,”	he	offered.	
She	watched	several	unreadable	expressions	cross	his	face	before	Mac	smiled	

again.		“Sure.		Right.”		She	wasn’t	sure	how	to	gauge	his	response.		“Good	night.”		She	
noticed	his	pen	was	still	positioned	to	write	her	number.		Her	smile	widened	as	she	
turned	and	triumphantly	walked	away.	

As	 she	walked,	 she	heard	a	deep	bellow	of	 laughter	 coming	 from	Mackenzy	
Carter.	

	
* * * 
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Later	that	night	on	the	phone,	Patricia	was	still	fuming	as	she	tried	to	explain	
to	her	 friend,	Barbara	Duncan,	who	worked	 for	 the	DuBois	Center,	 just	how	Mac's	
unreadable	expression	had	told	her	all	she	needed	to	know	about	him.			

“He	knew	who	I	was	and	was	probably	going	to	squeeze	as	much	information	
as	he	could	out	of	me	before	letting	on	who	he	was,”	Patricia	said.	

“You	said	yourself	you	didn't	recognize	him.		The	same	could	have	been	true	of	
him,”	Barbara,	a	friend	to	the	end,	offered.	

“Barb,	you	weren't	 there.	 	Besides,	he	admitted	knowing	 I	was	 there	on	 the	
Center's	behalf.”	

“I	knew	I	should	have	tried	to	be	at	that	meeting,”	Barbara	stated.			
“You	were	raising	 funds	 for	 the	Center.	 	That's	more	critical	now.	 	 Is	Baylor	

going	to	commission	the	Center	to	do	a	mural	for	them?”	
“Over	drinks	tonight,	I	got	a	commitment,”	Barbara	enthused.		“Case	in	point,	

schmoozing	does	work.		Back	to	the	topic	at	hand,	what	kind	of	person	is	Mackenzy	
Carter?”	

“I	told	you.		A	deceptive	one;	he's	a	snake.”	
“Sounds	like	he's	handsome,	fine,	intelligent...”	Patricia	held	the	phone	at	arm's	

length	as	if	watching	it	mutate	into	a	two-headed	serpent.		She	had	said	no	such	thing!		
She	might	have	said	he	was	tall,	well-dressed…	very	professional.		He	was	all	those	
things	 Barbara	mentioned,	 but	 she	 didn't	 remember	 saying	 that.	 	 Patricia	 put	 the	
phone	back	to	her	ear	in	time	to	hear	Barbara	wishing	she	had	met	the	man.			

“I	didn't	say	that	about	him.”		Patricia	didn't	want	Barbara	speaking	admiringly	
about	him.		It	only	added	to	the	existing	attraction	she	was	trying	so	hard	to	deny.	

“Well,	a	man	that	rich	should	be,”	Barbara	pleaded.	
“Girl,	the	man	can't	be	trusted,”	Patricia	responded.		“You	know	I	can't	stomach	

lying,	conniving,	disloyal	men.	 	 It	doesn't	matter	how	much	money	they're	worth.”		
Her	disappointment	with	men	went	as	far	back	as	Patricia	could	remember.			

“Patty,	you	can’t	judge	every	man	who	comes	your	way	by	how	Steve	treated	
you.”	

Patricia’s	jaw	tightened	at	the	mention	of	Steve’s	name.	She	sidestepped	that	
landmine	 of	 a	 topic,	 her	 voice	 calm	when	 she	 replied,	 “Dishonesty	 is	what	 I	 can’t	
handle,	Barb.”	Her	past	was	littered	with	broken	trust,	and	Mac’s	deception	today	only	
sharpened	the	sting	of	old	scars.	

Just	as	Patricia	was	about	 to	explain	how	Mac	had	nearly	 tricked	her	 into	a	
dinner	date—and	almost	managed	to	get	her	phone	number—the	doorbell	rang.			



18	 	 Whispers	in	the	Night	
	
“Barb,	someone’s	at	the	door.	I’ll	call	you	back,”	she	promised,	still	holding	on	

to	the	embers	of	her	irritation.	“I’ll	tell	you	one	thing:	the	next	time	I	see	that	man,	I’ll	
let	him	know	exactly	how	I	feel.”	

Her	 anger	 flared	 as	 she	 spoke,	 remembering	 how	 close	 he	 had	 come	 to	
undermining	 her	 entire	 presentation.	 “I	 can’t	 believe	 he	 tried	 to	 sabotage	me	 like	
that,”	she	muttered,	the	doorbell	ringing	again.		

Whoever	it	was,	they	had	picked	the	worst	possible	moment	to	interrupt	her	
fuming.	 	 Patricia	 stormed	 toward	 the	door,	 half-expecting	 it	 to	 be	her	perpetually	
unprepared	neighbor,	the	one	always	borrowing	food	at	the	most	inconvenient	times.				
Her	sour	mood	was	ripe	for	putting	an	end	to	his	untimely	and	ceaseless	borrowing.		

Yanking	the	door	open,	her	breath	caught	in	her	throat.		She	almost	choked	as	
she	looked	into	the	smiling	face	of	the	enemy—Mackenzy	Carter.	

“Hello,	Patricia.	I’m	glad	I	caught	you	at	home.”	
Mac	stood	there	looking	just	as	handsome	and	charming	as	she	remembered,	

his	presence	filling	the	doorway.		The	cool	night	air	didn’t	help	ease	the	sudden	rush	
of	 heat	 that	 surged	 through	her.	 	 The	 fact	 that	he	was	 standing	 at	 her	 front	door,	
uninvited	and	unexpected,	left	her	off	balance.	

“What	are	you	doing	here?”	she	demanded,	her	voice	not	quite	as	steady	as	she	
was	wanted.	

“I	thought	we	should	finish	the	conversation	we	started	earlier,”	Mac	said,	his	
tone	 steady	 and	 calm,	 as	 though	 he	 had	 every	 right	 to	 stand	 at	 her	 door	 after	
everything	that	had	happened.	

Patricia	narrowed	her	eyes,	her	frustration	battling	with	the	undeniable	heat	
his	presence	 stirred.	 “I’m	not	 sure	we	have	anything	 left	 to	 say	 to	 each	other,	Mr.	
Carter,”	she	replied,	keeping	her	tone	clipped	and	formal.		She	couldn’t	afford	to	let	
him	see	how	much	he	was	getting	under	her	skin.	

But	Mac	wasn’t	deterred.		He	leaned	casually	against	the	doorframe,	his	gaze	
never	leaving	hers,	and	there	was	that	infuriating	smile	again,	the	one	that	made	it	
hard	to	think	straight.		“Are	you	sure	about	that?”	he	asked,	his	voice	a	low	murmur.	

She	was	sure	about	one	thing—this	man	was	dangerous.		Not	in	the	physical	
sense,	but	in	the	way	he	stirred	something	deep	inside	her,	a	longing	she	wasn’t	ready	
to	confront.	

“I’m	sure,”	she	replied,	though	her	voice	betrayed	the	slightest	waver.		
Mac	sensed	her	hesitation,	his	smile	widening	just	a	fraction.	“I’ll	make	it	brief,”	

he	promised,	stepping	closer.	
Patricia	had	vowed	to	let	him	know	how	she	really	felt	the	next	time	she	saw	

him.	 	But	now,	with	him	so	close,	her	emotions	were	 tangled	 in	ways	she	couldn’t	
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quite	 unravel.	 	 The	 frustration,	 the	 attraction,	 the	wariness—it	 all	 collided	 in	 her	
chest,	leaving	her	breathless.	

“Let	me	guess,”	 she	 said	 tartly,	 trying	 to	 regain	 control	 of	 the	 conversation.		
“You’re	here	to	apologize	for	undermining	my	presentation.”	

Mac’s	 expression	 softened,	 the	 teasing	 smile	 giving	way	 to	 something	more	
sincere.			His	voice	was	low	and	steady	when	he	added,	“Not	at	all.”	
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The Ryan Family Series 
Welcome	to	the	passionate	and	emotionally	charged	world	of	the	Ryan	family,	where	love,	
desire,	and	personal	triumphs	collide	in	a	series	that	will	leave	you	breathless	and	yearning	
for	 more.	 This	 captivating	 trilogy,	 blending	 sensuous	 African	 American	 romance	 with	
compelling	storytelling,	follows	the	intertwined	lives	of	these	unforgettable	characters,	each	
navigating	the	tumultuous	waters	of	love,	loss,	and	redemption.		The	Ryan	Family	Series	will	
make	you	cry,	make	you	laugh,	make	you	cheer.			
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
Whispers	in	the	Night	
Mac	Carter,	a	ruthless	CEO,	targets	the	DuBois	Center,	but	his	plans	unravel	when	he	meets	
Patricia	Ryan.	As	their	fiery	collision	turns	into	an	undeniable	attraction,	Mac	faces	a	choice:	
his	empire	or	the	woman	capturing	his	heart.	

	
And	Then	Came	You	
Parker	 Ryan	 has	 been	 running	 from	 heartbreak—until	 he	meets	 Dr.	 Chi	 Addams.	 	With	
undeniable	chemistry	between	them,	Parker	must	confront	his	past	if	he	hopes	to	heal	and	
embrace	love	again.	

	
	Taken	by	You	
Reese	McCoy	 thrives	 on	 control,	 but	 Leila	 Chamberlain’s	 fierce	 independence	 shakes	 his	
world.	As	their	passion	intensifies,	Reese	must	choose	between	his	business	and	the	woman	
who	has	captured	his	heart.	
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TLC Collection 
	

Where	passion	meets	paradise…	
Immerse	yourself	in	the	sultry	heat	of	breathtaking	destinations	and	unforgettable	romances	
with	 the	 Travel	 and	 Love	 Collection.	 	 Packed	 with	 desire,	 tension,	 and	 deep	 emotional	
connections,	the	TLC	series	is	for	readers	who	crave	both	adventure	and	sensuality.		A	must-
read	for	those	who	believe	that	love—and	passion—can	be	found	anywhere	the	heart	dares	
to	wander.	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
When	Dreams	Float	–	Set	in	Tahiti	
On	a	business	trip	to	the	idyllic	islands	of	Tahiti,	Doctor	Winston	Knight	finds	himself	
enchanted	by	a	writer	Melanie	McDae	whose	mere	presence	ignites	a	fire	in	him	he’s	
never	known.	
	
Crossing	Paths,	Tempting	Memories	–	Set	in	the	Caribbean	Islands	
After	a	devastating	heartbreak,	Caitlyn	Crenshaw	travels	to	the	Caribbean	for	peace,	
but	instead,	she	meets	the	magnetic	Richard	Townsend.	Their	unexpected	encounter	
sparks	instant	chemistry,	creating	a	passionate	and	tempting	connection.		
	
Everlasting	Moments	–	Set	in	Rio	de	Janeiro	
In	 the	 captivating	 streets	 of	 Rio,	 Everlasting	 Moments	 brings	 photographer	 Rhea	
Hamilton	face-to-face	with	a	man	who	stirs	her	deepest	desires.	Gustavo	Owens	isn’t	
just	a	man	of	mystery—he’s	a	seductive	 force	 that	draws	her	 into	a	passion	never	
anticipated.		
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Let’s Stay in Touch 
	
Hi	there!	
	
I	just	wanted	to	take	a	moment	to	thank	you—from	the	bottom	of	my	heart—for	spending	
your	time	reading	a	few	pages	or	possibly	one	of	my	books.			It	means	the	world	to	me	that	
you’ve	stepped	into	this	journey	with	me.	
	
Writing	has	always	been	my	passion;	it’s	where	my	heart	truly	comes	alive.		Being	able	to	
share	stories	that	entertain,	stir	emotions,	and	bring	joy	(and	a	dose	of	heat!)	to	readers	is	
why	I	do	what	I	do.			
	
I	hope	you’ve	found	moments	to	smile,	sigh,	and	maybe	even	blush	as	you	read.	Would	you	
be	willing	to	do	me	the	honor	of	sharing	my	novels	with	others	who	support	African	
American	Romance?	
	
With	gratitude,	

	
	
	
	

	
• Website:		www.DorothyElizabethLove.com				
• Amazon	Bookshelf:		https://www.amazon.com/author/dorothyelizabethlove		

Or	
• Scan	the	QR	Code	to	get	a	copy	of	a	book	(Kindle,	Paperback,	and	Audible-coming	

soon),	or	leave	your	feedback	as	a	review!	
	

	
	 	

http://www.dorothyelizabethlove.com/
https://www.amazon.com/author/dorothyelizabethlove
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“Ms.	Love's	writing	was	flawless.”				Brenda	M.	Lisbon	

“Dorothy	Elizabeth	Love	has	written	one	of	the	sexiest,	exciting,	and	laugh-out-loud	romance	stories	that	I	
have	read	in	a	long	time.”		-	APOOO	Book	Club	
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