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While not sitting at her laptop writing romance novels or procrastinating on Pinterest, Twitter and Facebook, Kelli Maine can be found avoiding laundry, waging war with a dishwasher, strategically planning her vacation requests to get the most time off, and convincing herself she doesn’t really want that dark chocolate Godiva bar.

Kelli loves hearing from readers! Find her on Twitter @KelliMaine, on her blog: www.kellimaine.blogspot.com, and on Facebook and Goodreads.


Praise for Kelli Maine:

‘Intense, heart-pumping, and super sexy! Don’t fret if you missed book one or the novella that followed; it’s a cinch to ease into this tale. Readers will get a kick out of the hero, who will haunt you long after the last page has turned’ Romantic Times

‘An interesting, exciting, heart-catching take, and certainly one I’ll add to my “What to Read after Fifty Shades” list’ Maryse’s Book Blog

‘This book hooked me from the very beginning and glued me to every page. MJ stole my heart and quickly became one of my new favorite leading men. Loved it’ Michelle Valentine, New York Times bestselling author

‘Taken By Storm is a passionate love story that grips you by the heart from the first page and doesn’t let go. MJ and Maddie’s love is soul-deep. Maine has written a masterpiece!’ Kristen Proby, USA Today bestselling author

‘If it were even possible for another Rocha man to seduce and beguile me, MJ delivers from the very first page. With his father’s DNA and dimples, he’s every woman’s dream in and out of the bedroom. Maine has crafted another fast-paced, passionate love story’ Katie Ashley, New York Times bestselling author

‘Sexy, beautifully written, and just plain HOT, Taken By Storm stole me away for hours and is a read I plan to take in again and again. Sorry Hubby, MJ is officially my new book boyfriend!’ Emily Snow, New York Times bestselling author

‘I loved this book! I stayed up late to read just because there was never a good stopping point … a definite winner’ MyKeeperShelf.blogspot.com


By Kelli Maine

Give & Take Series

Taken

No Takebacks (e-novella)

Taken By Storm

Take Me Back (e-novella)

Given

Take This Man (e-novella)
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POSSESSION

For Merrick and Rachael, Turtle Tear Island has become their own private paradise. But their happiness is shattered when Merrick’s daughter, Nadia, suddenly becomes increasingly demanding of his time and devotion, forcing him to make an agonizing choice between the woman whose love saved his tortured soul, or the daughter he never knew existed …

REVELATION

Rachael can’t stand the thought of losing Merrick after everything she’s sacrificed to be with him. She had thought that the passion that burned so brightly between them had forged an unbreakable connection, but now the love they’ve fought so desperately to protect may not be enough to save their relationship …


To families in their many shapes and forms


No one lies so boldly as the man who is indignant.

—Friedrich Nietzsche
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One

Merrick

Sleep wouldn’t come to me. I was no stranger to insomnia, but this was different. This was sleeplessness due to frustration and worry.

Countless hours had been spent racking my brain—where was Nadia? I’d left my daughter several messages and hadn’t heard from her in at least a month. All I wanted to do was make sure she was okay and taken care of.

I padded down the grand staircase, barefoot, into the open, three-story entryway of Turtle Tear Hotel. Moonlight lit upon the wall murals, wavering with shadows from the trees outside the windows. It made the painted birds seem to move in that eerie, hallucinogenic way of sleepless midnights.

I should be in bed, curled up against Rachael. It wouldn’t be long before she woke and came looking for me. Causing her worry was something I hated, but staying in bed, staring at the ceiling, had driven me mad. I had to get up and move.

Taking quiet strides down the hallway, I exited through the patio door. The fountain gurgled. Water fell from the conch shell the stone mermaid held in her hands. Frogs called from the banks of the island. I’d love nothing more than to feel the cool grass between my toes and breathe in the breeze off the water, but I knew it was too risky to walk that close to shore at night in the Everglades.

Sitting in one of the wrought iron patio chairs, slouched down and looked up at the moon. It was hard to believe that not long ago, I stood in this very spot—the hotel behind me still in ruins—and was the loneliest man on the planet. Now that I had Rachael and my family, my son, Nadia’s twin, MJ, nothing was going to take them away from me.

I took a deep breath and held it in, fighting off the foreboding feeling that this happiness was fleeting. As I blew it out, the soft, deep notes of a cello reached my ears from the direction of the boathouse.

I chuckled. Beck playing the cello was as likely as Beck becoming my best friend, but there it was—both recent facts. Lately, everything that had once seemed absurd and impossible was happening.

I threaded my fingers behind my head and listened, admiring the cloudless, starry sky. Beck was pretty damn good.

Just as my mind cleared of worry and the anxiety wafted away on Beck’s smooth strings, footsteps shuffled behind me, bringing me back to reality. I turned my head to find Joan, my ex-assistant and Beck’s girlfriend, walking toward me.

“I didn’t know you were here this weekend,” I said, a little more than surprised to see her. I did my very best to avoid any time alone with her, even though I knew Rachael was secure in our relationship. I didn’t need to give her any reminders of our rocky beginning when she perceived my past romantic relationship with Joan as a threat.

“I got in late tonight by boat.” Her eyes were lost in the trees, summoned by Beck’s strings. “He’s good,” she said, stopping beside my chair.

“Exceptional.”

The two of us listened silently until the melody ended. Then Joan turned to me. “You know he’s wasting his talent being here.”

My shoulders tensed. “Why do I hear accusation in your tone?” I had never had an indication that Beck wanted to do something other than work as crew foreman for Rocha Enterprises. I wasn’t holding him hostage. Beck was a grown man. He could do whatever he wanted with his life. His choice. He certainly didn’t need another man telling him what he should be doing.

“He feels obligated to you. He doesn’t want to leave you high and dry here.”

I scratched my chin, running my short nails through the stubble. “This project is over. Has been. Why does he feel he needs to stay?”

“Now that you sold off all of your properties, making Rocha Enterprises all but extinct, and you and he have become good friends …” She shrugged.

“It’s his way of being supportive or something? Showing loyalty?” Jesus, I didn’t sell all my properties by choice—my bastard father would’ve taken them from me if I hadn’t. There was no way I’d let my hard work fall into those conniving hands. The last thing I wanted was to be an obligation, like someone’s decrepit old grandparent. “He doesn’t owe me anything.”

“It’s not about owing you. It’s about standing by someone he thinks of like a brother. With everything going on—losing the company, MJ, Nadia—he won’t leave Turtle Tear. And now there’s the Weston Plantation. MJ will need him as foreman there.” She shot me a challenging look, lifting a brow, and I knew what she was saying. What she was asking.

I nodded and turned away, trying to block out thoughts of the conversation I’d have to have. She stood for a moment longer before padding to the gate and heading off toward the boathouse in a golf cart.

I stretched my arms over my head before standing and inhaling a deep breath of lime-scented air. It was late fall, and Mr. Simcoe and I had cleaned up the overripe key limes from the orchard floor, but their sweet, pungent scent still lingered in the earth below the trees.

From now until the day I died, this would always be what I identified as the scent of home. This island, this hotel, Rachael. The awareness of home was something I’d never known before. Experiencing it gave me a heady feeling as I blew out a breath and turned toward the patio doors to find Rachael lingering in the entryway watching me. Her hair hung down past her shoulders to touch the lace trim on the top of her silky tank. Her matching pajama shorts clung to every curve. She was a sexy angel standing there beckoning me to her.

“Come back to bed,” she said, holding her hand out. “Let me help you get your mind off things.”

I took her hand and kissed it. She radiated sexual heat and emotional warmth. Two things I could never live without. Only from her. My Rachael.

My home.

It wasn’t the first night I’d been stricken by the thought, tying her in with my base needs and desires. Over the months we’d been together, it was clear that I never wanted to be without her. I had to make sure she knew, she felt the same.

Soon. I’d do it soon.

I trailed my eyes from hers, down over her lips, neck, and to the spot on her collarbone where I knew I could make her sigh by kissing it.

Very soon.
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