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L uckily the Seaquarium waS a blast from their childish 
past and not the kind of place intended for romance. 
At least she didn’t think it was as they sat to watch a 

seal show and then worked their way to a touch pool filled 
with small bamboo sharks, fish, and stingrays. But as she 
skimmed her hand across the top of a passing stingray, 
he slipped his hand over hers, sending a jolt of awareness 
through her. She kept her hand there and, hands joined, 
they skimmed them over the docile sharks and stingrays 
until it was time to move to another exhibit.

Somehow it felt natural to twine their fingers together 
and walk hand-in-hand toward a natural mangrove area 
overlooking Biscayne Bay. They were greeted there by an 
assortment of colorful tropical birds that flitted through 
the trees. A flock of pale pink flamingos stood, knees awk-
wardly bent, in a shallow shore area. Tony and Sara lin-
gered at the railing, looking at the birds and Sara said, “I 
always wondered if I had too much red in my hair because 
I loved to eat shrimp just like the flamingos. Silly, right?”

“I like the red in your hair,” he said and combed his 
fingers through the short strands.

At his touch heat rose to her cheeks and she hoped 
they weren’t as pink as the flamingo feathers. With a wrin-
kle of her nose, she said, “Thank you, but you’re just be-
ing nice.”

“Nope, not just nice,” he said and grasped a lock of hair 
between his thumb and forefinger to rub it gently. “You’re 
beautiful.”

Suddenly flustered, she said, “We’re going to miss the 
dolphin show.” She grabbed hold of the hand that had 
been in her hair and dragged him across the grounds to 



the stadium for the show. Many of the seats were filled, 
leaving them to sit up front, close to the glass walls that 
surrounded the pool where the dolphins would swim. 
Much of the ground in that area was wet from the earli-
er show, but before they could shift to another section a 
group of kids, probably on a school trip, filled in the seats 
around them, trapping them in their place.

With a wince, she said, “Sorry.”
Tony smiled and gave a reassuring squeeze of her hand. 

“It’s okay. I don’t mind getting a little wet. We’ve got the 
best view in the house. We’ll be able to see the dolphins 
dive down to the bottom of the pool and then shoot up.” 
He emphasized it with an upward swipe of his hand. He 
had strong hands, masculine but also elegant. The scars 
from small nicks and cuts, a silvery one from an old burn 
possibly, marked them as the hands of a blue-collar man. 
She was a sucker for hands and his called to her in ways 
that would be dangerous to her peace of mind.

The kids around them were antsy, forcing them to shift 
ever closer together to avoid the jostling and pushing that 
was going on as the adults with the group tried to control 
them. The two of them were so squashed that Tony had no 
choice but to let go of her hand and wrap an arm around 
her shoulders and draw her close to avoid the crowding.

I fit against him perfectly, she thought as he tucked her 
tightly against him. It felt right—maybe too right. It made 
her wonder again how strongly she’d feel his absence once 
he left Miami. Too strongly to risk getting closer? She asked 
herself.

The show began, only she wasn’t really paying much 
attention to the dolphins or their handlers. She was too 
conscious of everything Tony. His scent, masculine with 
the hint of citrus. The feel of his lean body and his cal-
loused palm as it caressed the side of her arm. The sound 
of his laugh as the kids jumped when a trio of dolphins 
came zooming around the edge of the pool, sending a small 



wave of water up and over the top of the wall.
She looked at him, exploring the strong line of his jaw 

and defined cheekbones. There was a small scar beneath 
one eye, and she remembered that he’d gotten the cut 
when he’d been on the football team with Rick. His lips. 
Sigh, how she’d dreamed as a teenager about those lips.

But she wasn’t a teenager anymore. She was a woman 
and one who wanted more than just a temporary fling with 
a handsome man. No matter what she was feeling now, 
she had to protect her heart to keep it from getting broken, 
but she couldn’t avoid looking at him and wondering what 
it would be like if this thing between them became serious.

His body tightened beside her and he slowly turned 
to look at her. His brown-eyed gaze grew darker, more 
intense as he realized that she was gazing at him. How 
she was gazing at him. Suddenly he was bending closer, 
bringing those lips nearer....

A tsunami of ice-cold water washed over them, dousing 
them and all the kids around them as the trio of dolphins 
landed with a huge splash in the pool. For a second, they sat 
there stunned, water streaming down their faces, but then 
they both started laughing. Beside them the kids jumped 
up and down as they shrieked their joy at the deluge.


