Chapter 1

Megan Hardy strolled lazily down the winding dirt drive leading to the house where she lived with her sister’s family. She had pulled her denim shorts and white t-shirt on over her wet bathing suit hoping that would keep her cool, but Jenny didn't have air conditioning in her beat up old car and it hadn't taken but a few minutes for every bit of moisture to dry out of their clothes. Like always, she had lost her hair barrette at the lake and now, her hair hung in heavy curls around her shoulders. She could hardly wait to get to the house and feel the blast of cold air that would hit her when she opened the door. 

"Slow down, Meg. How can you move so fast in this heat?" Will Kincaid drawled lazily from behind her.

"You are such a wimp." She said as she stopped and swung around to face him. 

He scowled at her and then ran his blue eyes suggestively from her face to her feet.

"If it wasn't so danged hot, I'd show you how wrong you are about that."

He knew he should probably be offended by the laughter that burst from her, but he just smiled as she turned around and began to walk again.

He watched her hips sway and wondered what she would say if he told her how much he would like to make good on his threat. She would probably smack the heck out of him if she had any idea how often she figured into his fantasies. Since, he had been the one to teach her how to land a good right hook, he was pretty sure he did not want to be on the receiving end of one.

God, lately he hated the fact that they had been brought up so closely. Maybe he could have over come the fact that they had grown up as each other's nearest neighbor.  He was sure somewhere in time there had been playmates that had grown up and fallen in love.  However, the rest of their story was so bizarre that sometimes he wondered if both of their families were insane.

He had been born exactly three hours before Megan and, living in a small town with an equally small hospital, their mothers ended up sharing a hospital room after delivery.  There, they had turned a passing acquaintance into a deep and lasting friendship. Megan's mom already had a daughter and had hoped for a son, while his own mother had known that he would be her only child. They had agreed right then and there to share their children. 

He and Megan had shared birthday parties, toys, vacations and holidays. They had been inseparable, and had been affectionately called "the twins" by their families and friends for the next eleven years.

Then, seven years ago, Megan's parents were killed in a car accident, and she and her sister, Tessa, had moved to South Florida to live with an aunt.

He had not seen Megan again until they were fifteen. Tessa was married by then, and she and her husband, Jake, had decided Stuart was a good place to raise the child they were expecting. They had brought Megan with them and settled back into the house she and Tessa had inherited from their parents.

Will grinned as he remembered the first day of school that year. He had been sitting in Ms. Malden’s tenth grade English class when the most beautiful girl he had ever seen had walked in.  She had long chestnut curls and beautiful brown eyes. Her peach colored t-shirt clung to the most awesome set of knockers he had ever seen in his life. So, when Ms. Malden had introduced her to the class, he had been so awed by her cleavage it took him a minute to register who she was.

"Man, is that your twin?" Les Charles had whispered, from his desk behind Will. He, Will and Megan had gone to elementary school together and, next to Megan, Les had been Will’s closest friend. He knew all about “the twins”. 

"Couldn't be, man." Will shook his head. Megan had sent his mom one of her school pictures a couple of years ago. She had been kind of fat, with braces and pimples. There was no way this girl was Megan Hardy.

"Well, whoever she is, I think I'm in love."

"Let her get settled before you scare her away with that mug of yours." Will teased.

"Ha, ha, Kincaid."

"Gentlemen!" Ms. Malden’s high-pitched voice warned. "Do you have something to say to welcome Miss Hardy to our class? Mr. Kincaid? Mr. Charles?”

Will had shaken his head and murmured an apology.

Les, tall and gangly, with dirty blond hair that always looked like it needed a trim, walked right up to the front of the class, got down on one knee and asked Megan to marry him.

Will remembered how pink her cheeks had turned as the entire class had erupted into laughter.

"Maybe after class." She had said quietly and quickly walked to the empty desk in front of Will's.

"Hi, Will." She had mouthed as she took her seat and he had been inordinately pleased that she recognized him.

Will had offered a quick apology for his friend.

"You have to excuse Les. He's forever embarrassing someone."

"I remember him. He cut one of my pigtails off in kindergarten." She had grinned at him, and he wondered now if that was the moment his feelings for her had begun to change. 

For the rest of the school year, Will had stared at the back of her head. Her long chestnut hair had looked so soft he always wanted to reach out and touch it. However, he’d had to be content to breathe in the clean feminine fragrance that wafted back to him whenever she moved her head, or, whenever he leaned over his desk.

When she began to sit with him at his table in lunch and study hall, he quickly accepted her friendship, and soon they were as close as they had been as children. After school, they studied together. On weekends, they went out with friends or by themselves. Every one had considered them a couple for years. Everyone except he and Megan themselves, he amended to himself with a wry grin.

Never, in three years, had either of them said anything about their feelings for each other changing, but they both knew that their relationship was moving in a new direction. Lately, when their eyes met, it was all he could do to pull his gaze away from hers. And he couldn’t help but notice the blush that stole over her cheeks at those moments anymore than he could help noticing his body’s instant response to it. Megan had a habit of gently running her tongue across her lips when she was nervous, and lately, every time he got close to her, he would notice the quick unconscious gesture. He wondered how something he had seen her do so many times before could suddenly have become so sexy. He had been thinking lately that it was about time one of them finally made a move. Since he knew Megan simply wasn’t the type to chase a guy down and throw herself at him, even if she was sure he wanted to be caught, he knew it was all up to him.

"Do you want to come in and get a drink?" Megan asked now as she pushed open the gate to the front yard.

 “No, I’ll run home and change. My clothes are still damp and Tessa will kill me if I get her sofa wet.” He turned to go, then quickly spun around. “Megan.”

“Hmm?” She turned toward him.

He took the few steps to close the distance between them. She bent her head back, and looked up at him quizzically. Quickly, before he lost his nerve, he lowered his mouth to hers. 

As he backed away from her, she stood still as a statue, brown eyes wide with surprise. 

“I’ll be back.” He said with a grin.

Grabbing a handful of wild turkey grapes from the vine that grew over the fence, he started down the footpath that led to his own yard. He couldn’t stop grinning as he popped the grapes into his mouth. Megan had invited him to come over and watch movies tonight while she babysat for Tessa. He could hardly wait. 

Chapter 2

"Tessa, I'm home!" Megan yelled, going straight through the living room into the kitchen, she headed for the canned drinks and leftover fried chicken she knew were in the fridge. "I'll watch the kids, while you get dolled up. You'll actually have time to shave your legs!"

Taking a bite out of a drumstick, she walked to the kitchen table where a weathered blue vase held a bouquet of wildflowers. Picking up the tiny note card that had come with them, she turned it over. She studied it for a moment, a puzzled frown wrinkling her brow. Then, with a slight shrug, she placed it back on the table and started down the hallway. 

Running her tongue over her lips gently, she smiled at the memory of Will’s mouth on hers. She couldn’t wait to tell Tessa that she had been right. Tessa had always told her that Will would see her as a woman one day; a woman who wasn’t his “twin”.

"Tessa! Allie! Where are you guys?" 

The house was completely silent. 

Megan felt a finger of apprehension slither up her spine. 

"Tessa?" Pushing open the door to her sister's bedroom, she peeked inside.

The sound of the drink can in her hand hitting the floor, echoed through the silent house.

She clutched the doorframe as she swayed in shock.

Blood splattered the walls and pooled on the floor next to Tessa’s bed. 

The man who stood over the crib in the corner turned slowly, his eyes meeting hers for a moment. 

"No!" she cried as he started toward her. 

She tried to run, but he was on her in an instant, knocking her to the ground and pinning her beneath his body. She could feel the blood that covered him soaking through the thin white cotton of her shirt. 

Tessa’s blood, her mind screamed as she fought him.

 He raised his arm and delivered a crushing blow to the side of her head. She slipped into darkness as the sound of an approaching motor filled the air.
