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Resisting sin with Dr Flynn . . .

Lucas Flynn was still a dish, as tempting as he been eleven years
before when Emily had placed her naive teenagdrseit bed and let him
seduce her.

Those years hadn’'t made Lucas any more kindly disgppdowards Emily -
who longed to tell him about the consequences eif thne-night stand,
and that she’d never stopped wanting him. But tini® she wasn’t going
to offer herself to him on a plate. If Lucas eveada love to Emily again,
it would be because he’d come to her!



"It looks as if we're stuck with each other--at leat for the
next little while."

"Stuck with each other? Oh, | don't think so!" sEidily.
"You have some other solution up your sleeve?"

"Well, I . . . Lucas, | couldn't possibly stay amet night under the same
roof as you!"

"Why not?" he drawled. "Forewarned is forearmetave a lock on my
bedroom door and I'll make a point of using it."



Catherine Spencer,once an English teacher, fell into writing through
eavesdropping on a conversation about Harlequiranoes. Within two
months she changed careers and sold her first tmdkills & Boon in
1984. She moved to Canada from England thirty yegs and lives in
Vancouver. She is married to a Canadian and haggfown children--two
daughters and two sons-plus three dogs and arcduerl spare time she
plays the piano, collects antiques and grows tedgrubs.



CHAPTER ONE

SHE hadn’t been back to Belvoir in eleven yearg, siioce the year that
she’d lost the baby. At the very least the placeld@dave looked as if it

had missed her' a fraction as much as she’d migsstlown its age a

little, the way she was sure she showed hers. Butitrrose out of the

morning mist, as pale and beautiful today as it b@en then, evoking not
just the innocent pleasures of her childhood batgharp unhappiness of
unrequited love and lost dreams as well.

Wisteria still wound in mauve clusters around thiéaqs supporting the
upper balconies, the way it had every spring simee grandmother had
come there as a bride. Gauzy white curtains stillled over the windows
of the corner turrets, and the brass bell at thasima front entrance
gleamed with the same golden brilliance.

How often, when they’d been children, had they rtiveg bell for the sheer
mischief of it, and brought one or other of thevaeats running and
scolding? But not today.

“Miss Emily!” Consuela, who'd served as generaltédiem at Belvoir
since before Emily had been born, bared her yetitnvteeth in a smile.
“What a welcome sight you arbladamewill be so pleased to see you.”

“Humph!” her grandmother grumbled, scowling over thalf-glasses

perched on her patrician nose when Emily steppidtire morning room.

“I suppose | should be grateful that they had thedggrace to send you to
badger me, Emily Jane. Of them all, you at leasthhe wit to keep me

entertained. You may kiss me, child!”

Emily bent, touched her lips to the papery cheeld alamped down
viciously on the tears suddenly damming behinddyess. “You're looking
well, Grand-mere.”

“And you lie graciously but badly,” Monique Lamamé said. “Having you
here might prove even more diverting than I'd aptited, provided you
understand that | am not about to move out of mysbono matter what



sort of pressure you bring to bear on me. | livecehwith your grandfather
and | intend to lie beside him in my grave, thoungih quite as quickly as
my son and daughters might like. The body is kelftailer but the mind . .
" She tapped her forehead. “It's still sound, megteubt that, and | will
continue to lead my life dssee fit. So you're very welcome to visit for a
while, Emily Jane, but when you decide to leave walnot be taking me
with you.”

Emily murmured something innocuous and tried agaihide her dismay.
Monique Lamartine rose in her memory tall and prand invincible; this
shrunken, enfeebled old lady with the stick proppest to her chair bore
little resemblance to the woman she knew as Gratitemo

Consuela reappeared, wheeling before her a trtdl#sn with sterling and
translucent Limoges china. A tiered silver cakendtaf delicacies baked
fresh that morning occupied pride of place on tveer shelf.

“Pour the tea, Emily Jane, and give yourself somgtho do until you've
composed yourself,” Monique ordered tartly.

In all the years Emily had known her, her grandraothad preferred
coffee, a rich, full-bodied French roast in keepimgh her ancestry. I
didn’t know you drank tea, Grand-mere.”

“There are a lot of things you don’t know,” her gdanother retorted.
“That tends to happen when you avoid a personver ten years.”

Emily was thirty and long past the age, or so shiealight, when anyone
could make her flush and feel as awkward as a ¢geEnaBut her
grandmother’s barbed observation found its marle fEfitale pink spread
over her face despite her attempt to rationalizatveihhe knew must seem
like inexcusable neglect on her part.

"I haven't avoided you! You were at my wedding, amel saw each other
again at Suzanne’s, a few months after. We celethrdlew Year's
together in San Francisco four years ago, and tigeaamily reunion in
Charleston when Peter graduated from the acad&deyve talked on the
phone, I've written, and sent you postcards whenkwve gone traveling.”



The rest of her might have dwindled, but Moniqussrn had lost none of
its sting. “I don’t know how long it took you to mm®rize such an
impressive list, Emily Jane, but let me assure youvas a waste of time.
On all those occasions, we were surrounded by atblatives and, of
necessity, confined to meaningless exchanges whé&ther one of us
particularly enjoyed. Of course, there was, asehaways has been,
another option, one which would have allowed uspeacy to reinforce
those ties formed when you were a girl, but yousehnot to employ it.
You have not set foot in my home since the sumroartyrned nineteen.”

Emily looked away as a different sort of shame wwe&imed her. “It
wasn’t you | was avoiding, Grand-mere, it was thauise, this place. |
wouldn’t be here now--"

“If it weren't for the fact that my children thinkm incapable of looking
after myself, so they’ve bribed you to try to get to see things their way
because they know that, for all that you've negl@ehe so abysmally for
far too long, you're still my favorite. Well, it den’t say much for you,
Emily Jane, does it, that | had to be half crippgsda stroke before you
could bring yourself to put aside your own feeliraggl give a thought to
mine?”

“I'm sorry, Grand-mere.”

Emily didn’t for a moment expect that such an answeuld be found
acceptable, which was why she almost missed thentapvhich she was
pouring fragrant Lapsang Souchong tea when herdgrather said quite
gently, “I know you are, child, and | know, why yéound coming back
here so painful. It was that Flynn boy from nexodb

“I'm not sure | understand what you mean, Granderier

Monique’s sympathy vanished in a flash. “Give medirfor having some
intelligence, for pity’s sake! | saw the way yowmdmished, the last summer
you spent here, dreaming the hours away in theedehe, hoping he’d
show up, coming alive only when he deigned to spaxe a moment’'s
attention.”



“Puppy love,” Emily said, regaining enough poiseptss a cup of tea to
her grandmother without spilling a drop in the sautAll girls go through
it.”

“Not all girls sneak out of the house after darkl aeturn long after other
respectable souls are asleep in their beds. Nagiddl shut themselves
away from the people around them, preferring tondptheir time in

seclusion, nor do they mark off the days in thearids with quite the
assiduous care with which you marked off yours |lélsé few weeks of that
summer.”

“You read my diary?” Appalled, Emily stared at lggandmother.

“Certainly | read your diary,” Monique said, witlhameless relish. “How
else was | supposed to discover what was troublong so deeply? You
allowed that. . .thatogueto rob you of your innocence, and then you
worried yourself into a near breakdown wonderingaé’'d been left with
child.”

“Left with child”. Such an old-fashioned, genteeayto characterize the
disgrace an illegitimate pregnancy would have bhoug the family.

Given that that was exactly the predicament in whignily had found

herself, how was it that ultimately being lefithout child had such a
destitute ring to it?

“Fortunately you were spared that,” Monique went lalithely ignorant of
the aftermath of that summer, “though even hadnaitbeen it would not
have changed my love for you. You were always necigb child.”

Emily’s eyes burned again with unshed tears. “Otan@-mere!"

“I saw your face the day he came lollygagging odvere and announced
his engagement to that woman. Had your grandfédéen alive, he’d have
horse-whipped him. As it is, Lucas Flynn got histjdeserts when not all
his fancy medical training could save his wife dredhad to bury her in
some heathen African country. The pity of it isttiahatever killed her
didn’t carry him off too. The world does not neednrike him.”

“l understand he’s a very fine doctor.”



Her grandmother let out the closest to a snort gre'd ever permit

herself. “Not any more he isn’'t! His doctoring daye over. Seems he lost
his taste for medicine, or else his nerve. Thesgs dee’s a recluse,

emerging into view only when conscience drives honearn his keep

around the house as a general handyman.”

In the short time since she’d arrived at Belvoimily had weathered a
range of emotions. She’'d experienced nostalgianshaadness and shock.
To that list she now added dread. “What house? |asiel heard, Lucas
Flynn was running a clinic somewhere in Centraldsr’

“Then your information is sadly out of date,” Mook declared flatly.
“Lucas Flynn is living next door with his grandmethThe neighborhood,
| fear, has gone to the dogs since you were last Egnily Jane.”

Her worst nightmare-having to face him again--hamme to pass!
Practically stammering with dismay, Emily askedutBhow-why is he
here?”

“Because he’s a failure! What possible other reasould he have for
letting his medical license lapse? And why else Idiobis benighted
grandmother feel compelled to make excuses fordvery time she opens
her mouth?”

“Excuses?” Emily repeated faintly. “Lucas Flynn waever, the type to
hide behind excuses, Grand-mere.”

"He is now,” Monique said with a satisfied littl@ch “Spends half his time
shut up in some university lab, peering into a pscope, and the other
half recording his findings--except, as | just menéd, when he deigns to
mow the lawn or otherwise make himself useful nésbr. A bit of a
come-down, wouldn’t you say, compared to his formemndiose laying-
on-of-healing-hands plans?”

“There isn’t a university in April Water,” Emily & still groping for the
magic key that would release her from a dreamttiv@atened to become
worse long before it grew any better. Wasn’t confireg the shocking



reality of her grandmother’s declining health ergugithout this added
complication?

“There are plenty in the San Francisco area,” Moaiteplied, then spoilt
the possibility of reprieve by adding, “Not that bpends every waking
hour there, what with all the fancy computer equepmhe’s rumored to
have had installed at Roscommon House. But whywarevasting breath
on a man like him when we have more important matie discuss, such
as your marriage?”

She took Emily’s ringless left hand in hers. “Domitake me drag the
details out of you a syllable at a time, Emily Jah@ever expected it
would last, of course, but that doesn’t mean I'm interested in knowing
how it ended.”

“We grew apart.” Emily shrugged, at a loss to knloew to explain the
lack of passion that had ,characterized her relahgp with George.

“You were never together. Ambition and career adeament lured him to
the altar and penance drove you.”

“That’s not fair, Grand-mere. George tried hardothe sort of husband
he thought | wanted. We both tried, but if anyonisblame for it all
ending in divorce | am.”

Monique’s black eyes focused shrewdly on Emily'sefa“Why? Because
you were married to one man and pining for another?

How could her grandmother have known? Emily wondleYgas it written
all over her face, as plain to see as if she’dalgtcommitted adultery? “If
you're talking about the business with Lucas Fly@reand-mere--"

“Of course | am.”

“That all ended three years before | got engag@dt’ the memory had
remained vivid, embroidered to an unlikely magictbg passage of time.
Had George sensed it? Was that what eventually dis@n him into
another woman’s arms and bed?



“I'm leaving you, Emily,” he’d announced over egBenedict, one rainy
Sunday morning nearly eighteen months ago. “The@seone else.”

“Do | know her?” Emily had asked, as politely ashiéy’d been discussing
a fourth for bridge. Because, of course, Lucas d&adys been the third
member of the party, even if his name never crobsedips.

“No.” George had nudged his coffee-cup closer foefdl. “Just as well,
probably. Less awkward all round.”

What had shocked Emily had not been that her nggrnweas coming to an
abrupt and unexpected end, but that she had adcepée news with
staggering equanimity. She’d added cream and twygpsuof sugar to her
husband’s coffee and, in the sort of tone that might have murmured,
“Have another croissant, dear” said, “I supposed/bke a divorce.”

“Might as well. No immediate rush, of course, thbugl as soon not wait
too long.”

“Do you miss him, Emily Jane?”

Emily blinked and looked at her grandmother in ceidn. “Who?
George?”

“If you thought | meant Lucas Flynn, then it's sinebnder your marriage
failed. Even men like George Keller have their griBad enough you
were a melancholy bride, without compounding the and betraying
yourself as a dissatisfied wife.”

“Perhaps if there’d been children--"
“It's a blessing there weren't!”

“But if there had been we might have felt we shasedhething worth
saving.”

“In my day,” her grandmother observed with caustisight, “a husband
and wife took it upon themselves to make their rmge work. They didn’t
expect innocent children to rescue it from its bies.”



“But | think the lack of children made George fashdequate. | think he
blamed himself.”

“As he should. You come from select but hardy std€kily Jane. It's
hardly likely you'd have been unable to produce f@ir had the
opportunity presented itself.”

Was it? Emily had wondered many times since if ghaishment for her

short-lived, unhappy illegitimate pregnancy hadrbie absence of babies
later on, when it would have been perfectly acdaptéor her to bear them.

“His new wife gave birth within six months of thejetting married.”

“The hussy!” Monique hissed on an outraged bre&they deserve each
other!”

“George is a perfectly nice man, Grand-mere. Hewasn't the right man
for me.”

Her grandmother eyed her narrowly. “No, he wasarty more than that
rogue from next door was. Dare | hope, Emily Jdhat you've learned
your lesson and will choose more judiciously irufet?"

In light of her recent discoveries about Lucas, @ar effect on her peace
of mind, that was not a question Emily felt equalanswering honestly.
However, she was spared having to lie because, wherglanced at her
grandmother, she saw that, suddenly and quite eeip] Monique had

fallen asleep in her chair.

A fine wool shawl lay over the back of the sofa.ilgrdraped it carefully
around her grandmother’s frail shoulders, therest@m the room.

Consuela met her in the hall. “She’s sleeping?”

Emily nodded. “Dropped off in a matter of seconBmes that happen
often?”

“More and more.” Consuela sighed and looked ashié snight say
something else, then pressed her lips tightly toget



“What is it, Consuela?”
“Nothing-nothing. You see, don’t you, that she!s?”

“Old .” The word emerged bathed in guilt and sadné&hy had she
waited so long to come back when there was sce lifithe left for
Monique?

Consuela’s hand on her arm was sympathetic. “Itt dan helped, sweet
child. Neither of us is getting any younger.”

The truth of that became obvious over the next lasuEmily renewed her
acquaintance with the house that held so many memfar her. Contrary
to her first impression, the place was not as et as she’d thought. On
the main floor, only the morning room, the smakdikfast room and the
kitchen were in daily use. The rest were closegdtb#ir furnishings draped
in dust sheets, and with cobwebs festooning theddleers. A light had

burned out in the back hall and not been replatsaljing the area dim
even in the middle of the day.

“I'd have done it myself,” Consuela said apologaiti; when she caught
Emily installing a fresh light bulb, “but I'm notosgood with heights any
more.”

“Don’t even think about using this stepladder,” Emily scolded. “For
heaven’s sake, Consuela, why hasn’t my grandmdttoerght in someone
to give you extra help? It isn’'t as if she canfoad it.” '

“She is proud, just as she’s always been. It gadwer to think we must
call in strangers and let them see.. .” Consuelaise trembled slightly “ .
. .that we cannot manage as we once did.”

Emily could have wept anew with shame. “Come arkl tia me while |

prepare us all some lunch--and no, Consuela, dignto talk me out of it!

I'm perfectly capable in a kitchen and you've cadrithis burden long
enough by yourself. It's past time my grandmothéaisily took some of
the responsibility on themselves.”



From the kitchen, she could see out to the swedpvaf that once had
been manicured to within an inch of its life. Nawan unhindered into the
untidy straggle of shrubbery lining the path to theer, reinforcing what

was already apparent: the days were gone when Mem@s mistress of
all she surveyed. If she refused to leave Behsmmeone would have to
remain with her, to oversee the running of thetesaa well as monitor her
well-being. And there was little doubt who that ®mme would be.

Trying hard to be tactful, Emily brought up the gdb that evening, during
dinner. “Don’t you miss being closer to the peogpde love, Grand-mére?”

“Not enough that I'm willing to move, just to be arethem,” Monique
informed her.

“But if one of them was to live here at Belvoir, wd you object?”

“That,” her grandmother declared, “would dependrelyt on which one of
my so-called loved ones you have in mind, EmilyeJan

As if there’d ever been any question of the mo#iable candidate! Who
among the family had no personal ties elsewhere®,\ith that matter,
was the only one who could get along with Moniqolerhore than an hour
at a time?

“I've been feeling that | need a change,” she said it wasn’t so far from
the truth. “New England winters are long and calag Boston--"

“You have a business there. You told me once tbatwere very busy and
very successful. Are you proposing to give it uptlsat you can babysit a
feeble old woman? Or is it my money you're after?”

“I neither want nor need your money, Grand-mere,| loo think I'd like to
have your company. | didn’'t realize until this miogn how much I've
missed you.”

“If you're asking if my door is open, Emily Janben let me remind you
that it always has been. It was your choice to atagy, not mine.”



Emily touched her serviette to her mouth. “Welljt$ all right with you,
Grand-mere, I'd like to make up for lost time. Magome and live with
you for a while?”

A tear splashed down Monique’s wrinkled cheek agitlihto her soup.
“You may,” she said, head lifted proudly to indedhat she wasn’t about
to acknowledge such a maudlin display of weakness.

Later, after the dishes were cleared away and @Gba$ad brought in the
tea tray, Monique selected a cigarette from theesibox at her elbow and
nodded to Emily to light it for her. “What about wrobusiness, Emily
Jane? Will you sell it, or is there someone who oanage it for you
during your absence?” “l have a friend who's besarested in becoming
a partner in Done To Perfection for about a yeaw.nlothink she’ll be
more than happy to buy me out.”

“And you won’t miss it?"

“If I do, | can always open up another branch heree I'm settled. | like
to be busy, Grand-mere. Come to that, | like beimg own boss and
making a success of things.”

“Success is all very fine, child, but you can’t wayour feet on it when
you go to bed. Your grandfather has been dead tsryears but I've
never become used to sleeping alone. | miss himyewght.”

“Because you were happily married, that's why, but not interested in
that sort of life.”

Choking a little as she inhaled, Monique peeredugh the smoke already
wreathing her face. “It's unnatural for a woman ycapge to be so
indifferent to men, Emily Jane, and it leads mestigpect you're hiding
something. Is there, by chance, someone in yoerthiat you don’'t want
me to know about?”

“Certainly not,” Emily said. But it was a lie. A welie, scarcely more than
a few hours old, to be sure, but a lie nonethelBss.back of her mind had
been filled with his face, her heart with racingeahl, ever since she’'d
learned that Lucas Flynn was widowed and livingtri®or again.



Aware that her grandmother had fixed a very spéoelagaze on her,
Emily changed the subject. Pushing the ashtratfla éloser to Monique’s
elbow, she asked, “Does your doctor know you smGkand-meére?”

"Naturally. He’s fool enough to think he has thghtito know everything
about me.”

“And he doesn’t object?"

“There’s a difference between a fool and an imleeathild. He knows
better than to intrude with his opinions where treepot welcome.”

“But it can’t be good for you."

“If your reason for wanting to live here is thatuyplan to try to rearrange
the way | choose to lead my life, Emily Jane, |lsh@athdraw my
permission and you may leave first thing in the mmgg,” Monique
informed her acidly.

“I'm concerned for your health, that’s all.”

“When you reach my age, you'll realize that thengesy little left that one
can do for one’s health except enjoy what remafrits ®Vhich | intend to
do by living where and with whom | please, and smgkvhen and where
| feel like it.” She puffed once or twice to unded her point and watched
Emily through the veil of smoke curling up betweabkam. “You look worn
out, child. Don't feel you have to stay up enteritag me.”

“I don’t want to leave you down here by yourself.”

“Why not? I'm used to it and | don’t need sleep tiy | once did. You
have your old room in the southwest turret. Coresgpkent most of the last
week getting it ready for you.”

Emily hid a yawn behind her hand. It had been g lday, made worse by
the three hour time difference between Massaclwuseid California. “If
you’re sure you don’t mind, perhaps | will makeeanly night of it.”



“Go,” her grandmother ordered, rolling her eyesll ‘tAis sudden attentive
concern is beginning to annoy me.”

The memories had besieged her from the moment set'doot in the

house, but they saved their most potent attack tinatiend of the day when
she was at her most vulnerable. Exhausted not fooig travel but also

from a succession of small shocks one on top obther, Emily felt, when

she opened her bedroom door, as if she'd stepgediihuge time tunnel
running in reverse, and was helpless to stop it.

Everything conspired against her. Her clothes hangne half of the vast
armoire, her lingerie in the lined mahogany drawefshe other half,
leaving her nothing with which to distract hersalelvet-napped towels
lay draped over the edge of the huge claw-footdd ituthe attached
bathroom. The covers were turned back on the beBheamos of hot
chocolate sat on the nightstand.

On the surface, nothing had changed. The delicaitetqa panelling, the
carved four-poster with its embroidered tester, theval glass looked
exactly as they always had, as though to say thiaseno rewriting history.

But, most of all, the smells were what peeled thekyears: gardenia bath
essence and starched cotton sheets dried in the Walifornian sun;

patchouli and the musty gentility of antique silkageries. They

overlapped her senses and sent her swimming bdabkttother time.

The curved windows in the turret wall stood operihie® sweet night air,
luring her deeper into the time tunnel. The shdemaonlight illuminated
the bend in the river beyond which she knew rosecBmmon House.
When she had been nineteen and in love with LubamFshe had kept
vigil at this window and known the second he hadegdo his room
because his light would shine through the nightl sime, foolish romantic
that she’d been, had thought of it as a beacotifigla path from her heart
to his. '

She had been wrong.



If she had known he was here again, she would ae¢ lkome back. But
she had not known, and now it was too late.

She stepped closer to the windows to pull downbiives. Involuntarily,
her gaze stole to the right and with an accuradulied by time found the
break in the trees which, during the day, reve#hedsteeply pitched roof
of Roscommon and the gable which housed Lucasi®roo

As if she’'d activated a secret switch, a beam giitlifrom his window
suddenly pierced the darkness, as bright and gaddrer hopes had been
over eleven summers before.

She wanted to turn away. Even more, she wantethte at the sight and
not care, not remember. But she was able to ddereiRemembrance
flowed over her, merciless as a rogue wave sweeafsngctim out to sea.

A breeze riffled past the gauzy white drapes amndhed her skin. With a
shudder, Emily pulled down the shades and shuthmusight of that light
streaming through the darkness. Shut out the mesatibrought with it.

She had been young then, barely out of school.dfuthmature fantasies,
no doubt, the way young women often were, but sigeddvn up quickly,
thanks to Lucas Flynn.

It didn’t matter where he was living now. He coultbve into the room
next door to hers for all she cared. Parade updaneh in front of her,
showing off his big, male body, and doing his b&streduce, her to
drooling lust. But he wouldn’t succeed.

She’d never again give him the opportunity to fllokr off as if she were
just another summer insect buzzing around and amgdym. Nor would
she allow him to spoil this special time with hetdved Grand-mere.

The mistakes had piled up, each more disastrousithgredecessor, that
other summer. But she’d paid for them once, andlyleédhe wasn't going
to let him make her pay again.



He shut down the computer just after midnight, kimgwit was futile

trying to annotate scientific data from his latesiperiments when his
thoughts repeatedly strayed to events from muchieedimes, before
medicine had become his ruling passion.

As a doctor, he’d accepted long ago the human miadiazing ability to
connect telepathically with another, regardlessthef time or distance
separating them.

Sydney, thoroughly rooted in reality as she wasl, $eoffed at the idea,
claiming it was the learned response that cameeiwigba doctor, but he'd
seen it as an instinct that couldn’t be taught.

Either way, it all came down to the same thing naiven his grandmother
had mentioned in passing that a member of Mrs. Iaineés family had
come to take care of her he’d known with absolditensubstantiated
certainty that the visitor at Belvoir was Emily &and once he’d allowed
the knowledge to take hold there’d been no goirak ba his work.

Instead, he stood at the window of his room anckdtaut. It was one of
those perfect nights midway between winter andhgpicool and still.

In the garden below, the magnolia tree had shegeisls, which lay like

abandoned saucers on the grass. The scent ofrbpéofiltered up, a
sweet, heady perfume that he’d dreamed about wleewds in Africa

where the smell of death had permeated everytlingrhead, the sky was
dappled with moonlight, a sprinkling of stars husg low that he could
almost have reached up and grasped a handful.

He had made the right decision in coming back Heémas home, and as
different from Africa as heaven was from hell. &fided his boyhood, his
youth, and his emergence as a man, and held notie ahisery of that
godforsaken country on the other side of the world.

Tired suddenly, of himself and the memories thaedtened to swamp
him, Lucas rolled his head around to relieve thi#nsss in his neck and
shoulders. Four months ago he’d turned thirty-gle. was disillusioned
about many things, saddened by others, but, damall iand despite
everything, in charge of what his life had becorte was under no



obligation to relive the mistakes of his youth, tmadarly not as they
related to Emily. The days when they had been disemere long gone and
there was no reason for their lives to interweay&ranow, no reason for
the even tenor of his life to be disturbed-if, indeshe was the one visiting
Belvoir.

The thought brought him a measure of peace. Bdiomng from the
window, he inhaled deeply one last time, filling hings with the scents of
heliotrope and spring. But something else had arefut spoil the purity of
the night, something faintly acrid floating on thie and leaving it not quite
as sweet as it had been moments before.

Suddenly alert, he snapped off the bedside lampleamted further out,
eyes scanning, searching for he knew not what.videtee river continued
to flow softly. Above, the moon rode high above trees that marked the
boundary between Beatrice’s property and the Lames't God appeared
to be in His heaven, and all right with the wodd, who was Lucas Flynn
to question otherwise?

He was about to turn away when a flicker of lightough the trees, so
brief he almost missed it, caught his eye, followgthin seconds by a
burst of orange.

Precious moments ticked by, moments of paralysstietlef when he
should have been responding to the emergency héedvao badly to
pretend wasn’t taking place. And then he was spgrfor the door, calling
out through the quiet house for Beatrice to waketaphone for help.

Ignoring Emily wasn't going to be quite as easyha& hoped. Because
the Lamartine house was on fire.



CHAPTER TWO

EMILY surfaced from sleep slowly, reluctantly, tkenell of the Alaska
smoked cod Consuela had served for dinner conmgebgn vividly to the

dream. Except that they’d had poached salmon foneti and instead of
fading, as dreams were supposed to, the odor wgnisinong, sinuous
threads under her door was growing stronger, acaareg by a thin walil

of distress from somewhere else in the house.

Suddenly wide awake, she bolted upright in the bed,senses screaming
a warning. Streaking across the room, she wrenoipeth the door, and

found her worst fears confirmed by the blue hazembke rising in the

stairwell.

“Grand-mére!” she cried, her voice echoing fainthywhisper of dread.
“Consuelal”

She raced into her grandmother’s room. It was eptpy covers thrown
back from the bed, and the sight terrified her.vBelwas huge; it had
eight bedrooms, all with connecting baths, and fieeeption rooms, in
addition to the kitchen and breakfast room, them e¢ntire third storey,
which once had housed a fleet of servants but w@izhsuela now had to
herself. Where did a person begin to search?

Was that her own pitiful little voice, whimperingttv fear, that she could
hear as she turned toward the upper floor? Wagseh#y her, rooted to the
spot and doing nothing to help Consuela as sheréattdown the narrow
upper stairs with her nightgown flapping around feet and threatening to
pitch her head-first onto the main landing?

“Dear Lord, she’s done it again,” Consuela saidréels, clutching her
chest and fighting to draw breath.

It was enough to jolt Emily into full awareness.eltrackle of flames had
joined that poisonous column of smoke to underireedanger closing in
on two infirm and helpless old women trapped incade ablaze. If she
was to get them and herself out safely, she h#ak®charge and fast. “My



grandmother isn’t in her room, Consuela. Do youvknehere she might--
?”

Before she could complete the question, that wiadlistress rose up from
somewhere below on the main floor. Consuela heartba, and sighed
with dull resignation. Madamewanders. . .” she wheezed “. . .all over the
place. . . when she can't sleep--"

“Never mind!” With uncivilized disregard for Condaé&s age and lack of
agility, Emily piloted her down the main staircasériven by the
knowledge that Monique was somewhere below, thatnsight be trapped
by the flames or, worse yet, on fire herself. Thegible outcome inherent
in the situation didn’t bear thinking about.

It was a nightmare journey. The smoke, thicker nblked the stairwell,
making their eyes smart, obscuring their visiormmenting their lungs.
Once, Consuela tripped on her, long, flowing nigitg and almost
tumbled both of them head over heels the rest @fvihy. But by some
miracle she regained her balance and finally tloemded the last curve of
the staircase. Emily knew because the arched estitarthe drawing room
lay to the left, and the flames crawling up theparées at the window
within were turned to dazzling Catherine wheelscaolor by the smoke-
induced tears stinging her eyes.

Directly ahead lay the front door and beyond itgheet sanity of fresh air
that her tortured lungs craved. "Almost there," sheked. “Just a couple
more stairs, Consuela.”

Blinded by smoke, she felt the newel post of theidiar under her hand
and knew she’d reached the bottom stair; knew hieatnext step would
bring her to the solid floor of the entrance h8he stretched out her foot,
expecting to touch the smooth Italian marble tilésd instead made
contact with the crumpled heap that was her grarideno

Did she open her mouth to scream? Was that whatedaber lungs to
rebel at the overload of smoke and leave her ggggiwell as blinded?
Was the noise that filled her ears the sound ofdvem panicked blood
roaring through her veins--or the double front doemashing open and
urgent male voices shouting to each other?



It didn’t matter. All that signified was the codlrm grasp of another’s
hand, of the arm at her waist shepherding her @wthere the blessedly
pure night air waited to restore her breathing.ldpsling on the lawn, she
watched through bleary, flooded eyes as the @iliré that had rescued her
returned to Belvoir, and a moment later reappeanéd her grandmother
in his arms.

If she had thought that they might one day. meeairagemily had not
expected that it would be like this, with them amg each other’'s eyes
over Monique’s prostrate figure. She had not thowgie would owe him
gratitude or thanks. Nor did he seem to expectSétisfied that her
grandmother was breathing, Lucas Flynn turned hackelp the other
man, a Stranger, who was bringing Consuela outiiiréhe door.

“Over here,” he said, his voice full of quiet autity “They’re far enough

away to be safe here for now.” His gaze came tbarsEmily and just

briefly, in the midst of the panic and fear, a &paf awareness more
dangerous than the fire within the house flaredvben them. And then it
was gone, doused by the blank indifference in hig keyes. “Is there
anyone else inside?” he asked.

She shook her head and held a hand to her pahrh4tt “No.”
“No pets or anything?”

How could she have forgotten her grandmother’s ualp bad-tempered
Robespierre? “There’s the cat-"

“He goes hunting,” Consuela wheezed, “every nigltiere is no one left
inside.”

The other man, the stranger, spoke kindly. “Whegear garden hose?
The blaze seems confined to one room so perhags put it out or at least
contain it.”

“Don’t try going in there again,” Lucas said shgrtlActing the hero isn’t
going to help if you end up another casualty. Thakie last thing we
need.”



“I'll break the window and work from the outsidelhe stranger’'s manner
was quietly confident, the hand he rested on Esigyioulder sympathetic.
“We can’t stand by watching family treasures go inpsmoke without
doing something about it, now can we?”

“Suit yourself,” Lucas muttered, squatting besiderigue and checking
her pulse.

After a moment, he sat back on his heels and blewadoreath. Without
thinking, Emily reached out and touched his arnshé’d grasped a live
wire, the jolt could not have shocked her more.t@nag back her hand,
she said, "How is she?”

“Better than either of you, it seems,” he repligaking a nod at Consuela
who lay like a sack of flour, panting audibly.

His impersonal tone and the way he refused to labker left Emily
feeling like an interloper. Annoyed, she said aagly as her beleaguered
lungs would allow, “How can that be? She was passean the floor.”

“Exactly,” he replied loftily, as if only a compketfool would fail to figure
it out for herself, “and smoke rises. She’s suffee#gmost no harmful
inhalation.”

Monique chose that moment to assert herself. “l tl pass out,” she
announced in distinct tones that left no one in @mybt about her umbrage
at being treated as if she weren’t quite all thérslipped and fell.”

“Did you?” he said impassively. “And how are yoeliag now?”

“Like hell, Lucas Flynn, and if you were any softdoctor you'd know
that without having to ask.”

Unperturbed, he began to examine her, probing geahihg her neck and
down her arms. “Want to tell me how you came tt¥fal

“l was trying to alert my household to the facttthry home was on fire.”



“How do you think it started?”
“I have no idea,” she returned frostily.
“It was the same as before,” Consuela sdithdame-”

“Be quiet!” Monique snhapped. “How could you posgildnow anything
when you were upstairs snoring so loudly that lldot sleep?”

Just then Beatrice Flynn, Lucas’s grandmother, ctiaipsing through the
trees, clad in a brocade dressing gown and withhagrhanging down her
back in a long gray braid. “Praise the Lord Lucas ypu out alive!” she
cried, the beam of the flashlight she carried swiggn a wide arc over
them where they huddled on the lawn. “You couldhale fried in your
beds!”

“You must be terribly disappointed,” Monique retattwith a malevolent
glare.

“That’s a wicked thing to say, Monique Lamartinevduldn’t wish anyone
dead, not even you.”

Perhaps it was as well that the sound of siren$ $@ night just then,
signaling the arrival of emergency vehicles andstpveventing another
round in the years- old feud between the two dowsage

"Three casualties, none too serious,” Lucas infarntee ambulance
attendants, while the fire marshall organized hesac “This one had a
stroke recently, the other two suffered some smpokelation. A night in
the hospital won'’t hurt any of them.”

“I do not require hospitalization,” Monique decldrestruggling to sit up,
“but by all means take Consuela. She’s wheezirggdikocomotive.”

“This hasn’'t been easy on you either, Mrs. Lamaitirhe said as the
paramedics loaded Consuela onto a stretcher. “Yeed nrest and a
thorough check-up, too.”



“You're supposed to be a doctor and you've jusegime a check-up. How
many more do | need?”

“You'll be better cared for in a properly equipp@aedical center.”

“No,” she said, waving aside his concern. “Thismg home and here |
intend to remain.”

“That’'s impossible, as I'm sure you know,” Lucagplred, with thinly
veiled impatience. “If you refuse to follow my adeithen you'll have to
find some other place to stay because there’s noyea’ll be allowed
back into your house tonight, nor, | suspect, toms time to come.”

“You're quite right,” Emily said. “Grand-mere, weéphone for a taxi and
take a room at the hotel, then in the morning ddhtact the family and
make temporary arrangements for you to stay with--"

“You will do no such thing, Emily Jane! Furthermpifeyou attempt to use
this unfortunate incident to convince me that myldchn are correct in
thinking I’'m unable to care for myself without théielp, then not only are
you a dreadful disappointment to me, are you alsdonger welcome in
my home.”

“Well, she’s welcome in mine,” Beatrice put in. “Arso, come to that, are
you, Monique Lamartine, though why | should put eifyout for you I
don’t know. It's a miserable old woman you’'ve be@&rand | pray | don’t
turn out the same when I'm your age.”

“You're already my age and then some!”

Beatrice did an about-turn and prepared to maratk e way she’d
come. “I'll not waste breath arguing with you. Ifynlhouse isn’t good
enough, you can ‘sleep under the stars for allré.cemily Jane, if you
decide to take me up on my offer, you know wheneel”

She was almost at the boundary of the two progewigen Monique called
out grudgingly, “I never said your house wasn’'t ganough, you silly
woman.”



Beatrice spun around in her tracks. "Are you sayog'd like me to
prepare a room for you, then?” she inquired, ergct full measure of
revenge in the way she pointedly waited for a reply

Emily could have sworn she saw her grandmotherlswahe huge chunk
of pride threatening to choke her before she mahatygnder these very
unusual circumstances, | find that an acceptabdereitive, yes.”

“In that case,” Beatrice said, “I'll ask you, Lucas fetch the car round so
that poor, feeble Mrs. Lamartine doesn’t have &l through the woods at
such an ungodly hour and her in nothing but a sstatned nightie.”

Even outdoors, with people and space between themly felt his
presence too acutely. The idea of finding hersefifioed with him in the
close quarters of a car, even for the short timeotld take him to drive
them next door, filled her with dismay.

Apparently, Lucas felt likewise. “Of course,” hedsgoolitely enough, his
eyes resting on Emily, but then his gaze flickechyfrom her as if she
were nothing but the unpleasant figment of someses imagination.

Beatrice assigned her to the second guest suliiy square room with a
sitting alcove at one end and an en suite bathrataime other. She had laid
out a long cotton gown which, while it was certgisleveral sizes too
large, was infinitely preferable to Emily’'s own gsastained, smoke-
drenched nightshirt. That and the deep tub lureddeelay the pleasure
of crawling between the sweet-smelling sheets whtd'd shampooed her
hair and soaped her skin clean of the fire’s residu

She had just emerged from the bathroom with herthebaned in a towel
when a tap came at the bedroom door. “Emily Jaasing, are you in bed
yet?” Beatrice called softly.

“Not quite,” Emily said. “Come in, Mrs. Flynn.”



“I'll not disturb you,” Beatrice said, popping hbead around the door. “I
just want to make sure you have everything you néé¢sb, I've made
cocoa, and if you're ready for it I'll bring it up you.”

“You'll do no such thing,” Emily said, walking oveto the door and
opening it wider. “It might be over ten years siriceas last here, but |
haven’t forgotten where the kitchen is and you"eem disturbed enough
for one night. Go to bed, please, or before yowkitat'll be time to get
up again.”

"Well, 1 will, then, if it's all the same to youBeatrice' took Emily’s hands
affectionately. “It's a lovely woman you've grownto, Emily Jane, and
I've missed you. Don’t let another ten years gdobjore you come to stay
again.”

Was it being assailed by yet another shock, ther-adiffects of smoke or
plain and simple fatigue that had Emily’'s eyes @keaing to fill with
tears? “You were always so kind to us, Mrs. Flyaespite..."

Beatrice knew what she meant. The ill-will betwdlea grandmothers had
been as much a part of everyday life as the rieevihg past the bottom of
their gardens. “And why would | not be? Two sillildavomen feuding
over the Lord knows what have no business puttimgpcent children in
the way of their bickering.”

Emily experienced a flash of guilt at that. Howacent had she been the
night she'd tried to bring her romantic dreams toition? But if her
grandmother held Lucas responsible for the outctmes obvious from
Beatrice's attitude that she either remained ignoocd the true order of
events or else chose not to assign blame.

“Make yourself at home and sleep as long as yoa ik the morning,
darling,” she said, planting a kiss on Emily’s che@ here’s no rush to be
up and about. We'll look after your grandma for ynaver doubt that.”

When Emily stole downstairs fifteen minutes latee air was filled with
the hush of a house attest and nothing but the ¢akeof clocks to mark
the passing hours. Except for a ray of light spglout of the kitchen into
the downstairs hall, the rooms lay in darkness.



Despite the addition of two built-in convection Wwadvens and a
dishwasher, the kitchen hadn’t changed much overydars. The same
scrubbed pine table still occupied the middle of ted tiled floor, the
copper pots still hung from a circular rack aboyyeand if the geraniums
flowering on the windowsill above the sink werettte ones that had
flourished in her childhood Emily couldn’t haveddhe difference.

She ought to have considered that he might also thee room. Even if the
theory of feminine intuition was based on nothing b lot of wishful
thinking, sheer common sense should have warnediien she saw the
tray containing a Thermos and two saucers but ong/ cup, that she was
not alone.

But it was the shiny chrome surface of the Therthas alerted her to his
presence, mirroring his reflection as he stirremmfrhis spot by the big,

old-fashioned fireplace. And by then it was toel&d pretend she hadn't
seen him, too late to worry that she looked ridiasl in the voluminous

nightgown that had been in fashion at least fifearng before and whose
hem she held hiked up around her knees, and modatm®to rehearse this
first private meeting with him since the night shelithered, uninvited,

between the sheets of his bed and seduced him.

For a while it appeared that neither of them wdbngito break the silence
unspooling between them. Instead, they simply dtateeach other, he
remotely, like the stranger he undoubtedly wishedwere, and she--ye
gods, her gaze clung to him shamelessly, devounim@very feature with
the rapacity of a woman on the brink of starvation.

In the more revealing light of the kitchen, sheldaee what had not been
so apparent in the gloom of Belvoir's garden. Hel teged, but so
graciously that he was even more beautiful thad been at twenty- five.
His hair lay as thick and unruly as ever, the atifference being that now
it was lightly shot with silver. As for his mouth..! Oh, despite the
hardships he might have known, his mouth was asdshévays
remembered it, so blatantly sexy that her lipsgzhih mute supplication to
know its touch again.



Just once more, her wayward heart cried. Just andet’ll be enough. I'll
never ask again.

Appalled, she said primly, “If I'd realized you veedown here--"

“You'd have remained upstairs.” He offered the mserguggestion of a
shrug. “I could say the same thing but it wouldpmentless, wouldn't it?
You're here, I'm here, and it seems that whetherlike it or not we're

destined to acknowledge each other.”

She wished he hadn’t moved his shoulders in thmatosis way that drew
attention less to their width, which had alwaysrbeepressive, than to the
fact that his shirt was unbuttoned and hangingdaigshe waist of his blue
jeans. Her gaze dropped from his mouth to the esgoan flesh that his
gesture had uncovered.

The musculature of his chest was more defined thaen she’d run her
hands over its planes that other summer, the sidn more deeply tanned.
His stomach, though, was the same: flat and hasd,gs it had been then.
Except for his mouth and his hands, he had beahdibover that night...

“l was going to say | wouldn’t have disturbed yostie said, corralling her
thoughts before they got her into more trouble thias could possibly cope
with. “We’ve put you to enough trouble already,toef you out of bed to

rush to our rescue.”

“I'm a night owl. I'm seldom asleep before one wotin the morning.”

You were the night | came sneaking in, she thougbti were out cold,
lying with nothing but a sheet covering you, antbdk me no time at all to
whisk it aside and confirm every last delicioustémy I'd ever harbored
about you.

Her sharply drawn breath escaped before she cayprass it. Face
flaming, she swung back to the Thermos of cocoa tapmkd her hands
wouldn’t betray her by shaking too visibly as siiked the lone cup. The
worst was over, surely? They’'d come face to fagehanged the barest
civilities and both survived the ordeal. Now allkeshad to do was beat a



not too obvious retreat before her unruly memonydyed her more than it
already had.

“How have you been, Emily?”

Instead of being fielded from across the kitches,duestion flowed over
her shoulder, and she realized that he’d movedatedsclose behind her.
Much too close. Agitated, she sought refuge arabhedother side of the
table. “Very well, thank you.”

“And your husband?”
“Husband?”

A smile settled fleetingly on his mouth, a glimmef cool white
amusement against the bronze of his skin. “The yoarmarried.”

“I--he’s well, too.” Even had this been the timedgplace to divulge that
her marriage was a thing of the past, Lucas Flymas wot the one to
burden with the disclosure. It wasn't as if he gavdamn; he was merely
going through the socially correct motions, as whs when she said, “I
was sorry to hear about your wife.”

He lifted his shoulders in another dismissive shftigese things happen,”
he said, so dispassionately that Emily couldn’tphielit wonder if he’'d
ousted Sydney from his life as easily as he'd eddter.

“You make it sound as if her death was more incarerd than tragic,” she
heard herself remark acidly.

Annoyance thinned his lips, his amusement dispaltethoroughly that, if
memory hadn’t served her better, she’d have thohght incapable of
smiling. “I hardly feel | have to justify to you ol choose to deal with
personal tragedy, Emily Jane.”

“You never felt you had to justify anything to meThe last thing she’d
wanted was to be the one to resurrect the pash E&s did she want to
come across as the woman wronged, particularlyessite’d been the



aggressor in their encounter, but the words weteetore she could stop
them, full of accusation and reproach.

He expelled a brief sigh. “I had hoped you’d fotgat” he said. “I can’t
imagine why you’d want to hang onto the memory.”

Of course he couldn’t, because he hadn’'t beenrnkdmoffer his heart and
have it tossed back without a word of appreciatothanks. He’'d walked
away untouched, whereas she’'d been permanentlyedchy her botched
attempt to make him love her as she’d loved him.

He had no idea, no idea at all, of the ultimate t@$er of the night she’d
seduced him. Blissfully ignorant, he’d gone forwantarried the woman
of his choice, and left Emily to carry the burdenher guilt and sorrow
alone. Knowing he hadn’t been to blame for thanhdigrevent her from
resenting him for it. “I don’t,” she replied stbni“As a matter of fact, |
haven't thought about you in years until today.”

“Then you’ve been happy?”
“What do you care?” Oh, Emily, shut up! she tolddedf angrily.

His sigh this time was fraught with exasperatiahjfahe found having to

explain such obvious and simple facts exceedingtjious. “We were

friends for a long time, Emily. Closer than frienésen. More like brother
and sister. One night of. ..indiscretion doesngate all the good times. Of
course | care.”

About as much as he cared about the weather! Bwidsa't her brother,
she didn’t want his diluted affection, and she daiil bear his bold
references to a time she’d truly tried to buryhe past where it belonged.
She wanted to escape and shut herself in her rmbe alone before she
faced the fact that he still had the power to affess more deeply than any
other man she’d ever met.

“Then, to answer your question, | am very happyy seiccessful, and very
tired,” she said, stepping around him and headwnghe door. “Thank you
again for coming to our rescue tonight. Under thleumstances, it was
very decent of you.”



“Decent?” Although she couldn’t see it this timeeseard the amusement
in his voice. “What else could | have done? Left yo burn?”

“You might have, if you'd known | was visiting myandmother.”

“Hardly,” he scoffed. “I took a professional oathl@ng time ago to
preserve and honor human life.”

It was on the tip of her tongue to ask, Even miba® she bit back the
words and said instead, 'Of course. Well, don’'trwdahat we’ll make a
habit of calling on you to bail us out of troubM/e pride ourselves on
being very self-sufficient.”

Like every other assertion she’d made in the l&# Wwhile, however, that
last one of Emily’s turned out to be erroneous.tBy following morning,
Monique’s left knee was badly swollen. “I rememipisting it when |
slipped,” she admitted to Lucas when, at Beatrigessstence, he came to
take a look.

“If you had gone to the hospital to be checked aa®n suggested, this
could have been taken care of last night,” he pdiout.

“With everything else that was happening at theetihdidn’'t seem worth
mentioning. In any case, you're supposed to becwod®so you can take
care of it now.”

“'m not leaving myself open to your suing me foegligence, Mrs.

Lamartine,” he informed her. “For a start, | hawemalpractice insurance,
and second, | don’t need the aggravation. Whetbetilge it or not, you're

going into town for X-rays. And consider yoursel€ky you didn’t break a
hip.”

"If this is an example of your bedside manner, s wonder you had to
give up practicing medicine,” Monique retorted.



Earlier, Emily had gone over to Belvoir to meet tine marshall and hear
his report on last night’s disaster. Although haltbwed her to collect a
few clothes and other basic necessities, he'd lagamant that the house
was not safe in its present condition.

The drawing room, sadly, was destroyed, its fulinigh blackened and
soaked in water, and there had been structural giatesa supporting wall.
Not surprisingly, the whole house also reeked ablem It would be weeks
before they could go home again--news which Emilgw would not be
well received.

In her view, all this was trouble enough for ong.dahe certainly didn’t
need to run interference when Monique decided tolhecas--which was
every chance she got. She had enough to do hatdingwn emotions in
check where he was concerned.

“I'll get you to the hospital,” she offered, hoginto distract her

grandmother. “They phoned this morning to let usvkrthat Consuela is
ready to come home, so | have to drop by anywaty, aychange of clothes
for her and to collect her. Then, once you're takare of, we’ll go over to

the hotel and take a suite there until we decidatwddo next.”

“Whatever for?” Beatrice exclaimed, coming into tie®m just in time to
hear the tail end of the conversation. “There’s\pi®f room here for all of
you without us falling over one another.”

“You're very kind,” Monique said grandly, “but iteuld be an imposition
and so quite out of the question.”

“Don’t be so quick to turn me down,” Beatrice sdid/e’re heading into
summer and the tourists are pouring into the ahemdy. Suppose they
can't take you at the hotel? Where’'ll you go th&fgnique Lamartine,
since you’re so dead set against burdening yourlfamth your ill-
tempered presence? Somehow, | don’t see you carirpangent until your
poor house is fit to live in again.”

“Phone for a taxi, Emily Jane,” Monique said, witlfity disdain for such
pitiful reasoning. “We have business to which westattend and | would
like it concluded as speedily as possible.”



Beatrice opened her mouth to object to that idealat Lucas forestalled
her with weary resignation. “I'll drive you intowm.”

“Thank you, but no,” Emily said. “That really iskasg too much.”

“Not at all. I've got a number of errands to atteénd He finished the last
of his coffee and checked his watch. “If you cobédready to leave in half
an hour?”

For all that he phrased them so politely, the wavdse a command, not a
request, and underlined what he’d made patentlgrdiee night before:
their presence, particularly Emily’s, was an imgiosi of the highest order.

When they arrived at the hospital just after elew@e first person they
spoke to was Monique’s doctor, whose opinion, wherheard about the
previous night's events, coincided entirely withchs’s. Rapping out
orders, he whisked his patient into a wheelchad aff for a complete
physical, including an X-ray of her knee.

“Barring any unusual findings, you should be alolgoick her up in about
three hours,” he told Emily over his shoulder aspushed aside the
swinging doors through which her grandmother haebaly disappeared.

Lucas, who'd accompanied them inside the buildsmpke for the first
time. “That’ll give me plenty of time to take casé my business, so unless
there’s something else | can do for you I'll takermw and meet you back
here around two.”

Without waiting for a reply, he did precisely thdisappearing with what
Emily perceived to be enormous relief at beingafidhem. She, however,
was alarmed at the length of time her grandmotlaer o be detained.

“Does it normally take three hours to run a fews@sshe asked the nurse
who’d assisted with Monique’s preliminary examioati “Or is the doctor
concerned that my grandmother might have had andctineke, do you
think?”



“Well, he’ll want to make sure that hasn’t happeneficourse, but it's
more a precautionary measure. Also, things slowndawit over the lunch
hour so we don’t always get test results back acsktyuas we’d like.” The
nurse smiled reassuringly. “Hanging around the gemery unit’'s enough
to give anyone the willies and the food in the tada is lousy. Why don’t
you treat yourself to lunch in town? It's a muclegdanter way to pass the
time.” But not the most efficient, Emily decideplarticularly with the
guestion of where they were all going to live fbe thext little while still
unresolved.

It turned out not to be a problem for Consuela. ‘iNgel for me, Miss
Emily,” she declared, accepting the clothes Emayl brought for her to
wear. “My sister-in-law’s been asking me to payisitvfor. months, so
now | will. Whenmadamés ready for me to come back to work, she can
phone. I'm just across town and can be out to Belmao time at all.”

“Well, at least let me see you off in a taxi,” Eyndaid.

“It was the cigarettes, you know,” Consuela confidgeme twenty minutes
later, while they waited for the elevatoMa&damewon’t admit it but it's a
miracle she hasn’t brought the house down aboutarg before last night.
She falls asleep while she’s smoking, you see.”

Her account confirmed what the fire marshall hadiest in his report. “I'm
sorry you've had to deal with the worry of it al lyourself, Consuela,”
Emily said. “What you’re telling me now merely réonces what I've
already decided. We’re going to have to look aetidp arrangement. once
Belvoir is fit to live in again. Meantime, we’ll ket the hotel if you need us
for anything.”

But Beatrice appeared to have been blessed withalferesight, because
the April Water Hotel--the only hotel in town-couffive them a room for
two nights only.

After that, the place was pretty well booked foe tremainder of the
season. Any hope of securing long-term residenceoumé of the question.



Nor were any of the quaint bed-and-breakfast hoabés to help. They
didn’t cater for full-time guests.

It seemed that avoiding Lucas wasn't going to panhdquite as neatly or
quickly as Emily had hoped. Unless a miracle oaaiwithin the next

hour or two, she and Monique might have no choicé to accept

Beatrice’s hospitality until. Belvoir was habitalbdgain. The thought of
having to face Lucas across the dining- room t#iree times a day, not to
mention running into him at other times in betweamg of sleeping down
the hall from him, left her dizzy with dismay.



CHAPTER THREE

IT SEEMED prophetic that the first person Emily ramo on the street
after she’d seen Consuela off was Lucas. He'dgustsed the road from
the post office, which was situated opposite thiagice to the hospital,
and was so busy thumbing through the mail he’'d qaclap that he quite
literally cannoned into her. “Sorry,” he muttereosantly, reaching out a
hand to steady her, then did a double-take where&kzed who it was
he’d almost knocked down.

For just a second, she was reminded of the dayddaééen in love with
him. He’d almost stumbled over her then, too, andhale sequence of
events had been set in motion. One kiss had |leshather and she’d read
“for ever” in them. Sadly, she’d been the only donedo so. She’d also
been pathologically naive in those days.

“Good thing it wasn’t your grandmother,” he saidwdhe ghost of his old
self emerging briefly. “She’d be threatening lavisdor sure. So, did you
get fixed up at the hotel?”

“No,” Emily said, dry-mouthed all over again at th&heer male
magnificence of him.

He had no right to be so beautiful. He was too miasan the chest and
shoulders for a doctor, as if he’d spent the l&sten years in some work
more physically strenuous than she could envisiadione being. He
should have been stooped and the African sun shayd left his skin all
wizened. His eyes should have faded, been haleBun wrinkles from
squinting in the bright, tropical light; they shdulhave peered out
myopically through thick lenses. Instead, he waslismding, his lean-
hipped, rangy grace lending elegance even to i jelans that seemed to
be his preferred mode of dress these days.

“No?” He did have squint lines around his eyes when he glaatduer
quizzically like that, but they were an asset, ewirag his good looks
rather than detracting from them.



She shook her head. “Your grandmother was rightegfor a couple of
days here and there, the hotel’s booked up rigbutih September.”

If he was dismayed to hear that, he hid it wellrofR Monique’s
standpoint that might not be such a bad thing, koeow. It's my guess
she’s damaged the ligaments in her knee and tledt b off her feet for
the next week or so. Being confined to a hotel reeoald be no picnic for
anyone, especially not someone of her. . . altemperament.”

“I'm afraid,” Emily said, wondering how many timeshe was going to
have to apologize to him for one thing or anotldrat she’s behaving
very ungraciously toward you and your grandmothed I'm sorry. | think
it's just that she’s afraid of change, of not beingcontrol of the events
shaping her life. What with her failing health amalwv this latest problem,
she sees her independence seeping away, andfiesener, but she’s too
proud to admit it.”

He rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “Growing old cae bell, Emily, and
some people react just as your grandmother dagdjrfg it every step of
the way.”

“Still, that’s no reason for you to have to putwiph her ill humor.”

When he laughed, the years melted away from his, fizaving only the
threads of silver in his hair to betray his true.dt might as well get used
to it. It looks as if we’re all stuck with each ethat least for the next little
while.”

“Stuck with each other? Oh, | don’t think so!”

“You have some other solution up your sleeve?”

“Well, 1. ..no, not exactly--not yet. How couldwhen | only just found out
the hotel can't take us? But I'll come up with sadihieg.”

“I can’'t imagine what. Your grandmother made itiplanough last night
that she’s not budging far from home. And quitenkig, even if the idea of
moving in with relatives did sit well with her, bdbt her doctor wants to



see her traveling any great distance right now.sShdot frailer than she
might seem, you know.”

“So what are you saying? That the only other ch@ce. .?” She lapsed
into silence, still unwilling to accept the solutistaring her in the face.

Entertaining no such uncertainty, Lucas finished tuestion for her.
“Roscommon? Afraid so.” Another of those brief sgililluminated his
face. “Don’t look so horrified, Emily. We don’t hawats in the pantry or
bugs in the beds, and, although it might not behmene, realistically it's
probably the best place for Monique to be right n8Wwe’ll be on relatively
familiar territory, able to keep an eye on repawosBelvoir, voice her
disapproval of everything the workmen do--whichlvkéep her happy
even if it does run them ragged!--and at the same tgive my

grandmother someone else to bully besides me.”

His summation was right on target: sensible, pcatticonvenient. But
Emily was too dismayed to acknowledge any of thespremely sane
responses--so dismayed, in fact, that she blurtgdher true thoughts
without taking time to edit them first or consideow they might be
interpreted. “Lucas, | couldn’t possibly stay arestimight under the same
roof as you!”

She hadn’'t meant to sound so insulting but he atbwer no time to
rephrase her objection. His eyes narrowed, thdiraot blue stripped of
any amusement. “Why not?” he drawled. “Forewarmseidiearmed. | have
a lock on my bedroom door and I'll make a pointising it.”

She had thought he could never hurt her again, rtbtéting could come
close to the pure agony of having him reject her tamn to another woman
for all those thingshehad been willing to give him. But his softly uttdre
contempt seared her more thoroughly than anythéid filung at her the

night she’d conceived his child. Devastated, shensaway from him,

stepping blindly off the edge of the sidewalk andl ioto the road.

A horn blared, brakes shrieked. The bright red éeraf a car reared up
and seemed to hover perilously close as she stdmblegain her balance.



I’'m going to be killed, she thought in mild surgjsand wondered who'd
come in her place to take care of Monique.

And then Lucas’s hand shot out, grabbing her uigdmnt the scruff of the
neck and yanking her back to safety. Or increasewyer, depending on
one’s perspective. Because finding herself preapeggainst him, pressed
so close that they were imprinted on each othenfkoee to breast, was
just as life-threatening in a different kind of way

For the first time since they’d met again, his egegher avoided hers nor
skittered past her as if the sight of her was &mugnant to be endured.
Instead, his gaze burned into her, ablaze with gsipaed horror. To the
people passing by, they might have appeared tooberd locked in
wordless conflict, so furiously did he clutch hemtim.

But they weren’t lovers. And the fact that, everowing that, she still
wanted to lean into him, to bury her face in hisknand inhale the warm,
well-remembered scent of him, enraged her.

So she shrugged him off and flicked at her hanegiore it to some sort of
order. “Do you mind?” she said, too discombobulated to care that,
considering he’d just spared her serious injury poskibly even saved her
life, the question was downright ridiculous.

Lucas passed a trembling hand over his face. “Ddmight,” he said
hoarsely. “Jeez, Emily, if you want to teach mehimk before | speak in
future, a smack in the mouth will suffice, OK? Ydon’t have to lay your
life on the line to make your point.”

She allowed him a small smile, then looked awagt & well. It would

never have done for her to see how shaken up hehwasclose to losing
it, and all because of her. How could he have exethsuch a reaction
when he didn’'t understand it himself?

It wasn't as if the car had actually touched herfakct, it had squealed to a
halt a good six feet away. It was those secontieiween that had left him
such a mess. One minute she'd been standing therkect in pale green
linen and straw accessories, clearly repelled bythlought of living in the



same house with him, breathing the same air, aadéixt he’'d retaliated
with a blow so low it was unforgivable, and the day®a was done.

She’d blanched with shock. Her eyes had seemedl tbef face, huge
brown wells of pain, and her mouth had opened pedect, soundless
pink O, leaving him feeling as if he’'d just kickedpuppy in the teeth.
Then, before he could begin to form an apology,dskeung around in a
graceful arc and floated out of his reach and pralty under the wheels of
the passing car.

“Lucas?” She was looking at him again and rubbibgeatly at the back of
her neck where he’d grabbed hold of her.

“What? Did | hurt you?”

She lifted one elegant shoulder in a ghost of aghiNot really. But this

other business--about us living at Roscommon uBglvoir's been

repaired--how can it possibly work, Lucas, withntis the way they are
between us?” “What say | buy you lunch and weillktabout it? We've

still got a couple of hours to kill before we callé€srandma.”

“I'm not very hungry.”

She looked a bit pale and more than a little apsive, as though the
potential pitfalls of such a living arrangement enore than she could
face. “Then you can watch me eat while we deal vailhthe history
between us,” he said, “because the way things lapisg up we aren’t
going to be able to avoid each other for the nigke While. And although

| can’t speak for you, Emily Jane, | don’'t mind attmg that it's going to
be rough going for me unless we clear the air.a bit

“All right, whatever you say,” she muttered.

He took her to a restaurant overlooking the Aprier. From the front it
was nothing but a narrow, brick-faced building witlcanopied entrance
and a wrought iron railing, but inside it openedooa long courtyard with
a fountain in the middle and a profusion of floweriplants spilling down
the walls and over the edges of ceramic containers.



They were shown to a table on the south side, shhgea tilted sun

umbrella. Disregarding what she’d said about nahdéwungry, Lucas

ordered for both of them--fish chowder with sourglolread, and iced tea.
“So,” he began, immediately the waiter left, “douywant to start the ball
rolling, or shall 1?”

“You,” she said unhesitatingly.

“OK.” He took a swig of iced tea. “The way | segyibu and | got off track
the last summer we spent here.”

“No.” She shook her head. “It happened long befiva, Lucas. It all
began the summer | turned fifteen and you kissedamthe first time. Or
are you going to pretend you've forgotten aboutzha

He stirred the lemon wedge around in his glassveisled he could look
her in the eye and lie. It had been such a brmtlent, after all, hardly one
to hang onto through the years. But, “No,” he atidit expelling a long
breath. “I remember only too well.”

“Why did you do it, Lucas? Kiss me, | mean?”

“Why?” He lifted his shoulders, feigning bafflemeriDon’t ask me. It
wasn’t something | planned. Hell, you'd always bgest another of the
cousins from next door, all pigtails and big brogyes. The kid I'd taught
to swim when she was about five. Then you. . .chdrig

“Are you saying it was my fault that time, too?”

In a way, yes, he thought, but he could hardly cameand tell her that,
over the preceding winter, she’d grown into a leggdolescent with

breasts. Or that they had been the first thing hetited when she’d come
to Belvoir that particular summer.

A couple of his brothers had noticed, too. “Emignéd’s grown hooters,”
fifteen-year old Sean had whispered, bug-eyed aite. “Man, hand me
my catcher’s mitt!”



Ted, who at seventeen had thought himself vastlyenexperienced in
such matters, had scoffed, “They’re not big enotgfill a bra let alone a
baseball glove. Save your energy, kid!”

But Lucas, who'd turned twenty the previous Novemdned had, at their
age, been prone to much the same kind of irreverehad known an
inexplicable urge to flatten both brothers.. Fengpiofty indifference, he'd

stalked inside to catch up on the reading requirgsn®r his second year
of university, due to start that September.

“It wasn’t your fault,” he said now.

“Well, thank you for that much,” she said. “Partanly since | remember
that summer as being one of the happiest | speelaoir.”

“For me too,” he admitted. And it was true, up tpant. As the days had
gone by, the phenomenon of Emily’s breasts hadugifdceased to elicit
wonder among the brothers' at Roscommon, Houseébgrile middle of

August the old, easy camaraderie between the youmembers of the two
families had re-established itself.

“It marked the end of an era,” he went on. “We weever that carefree
again.”

“No.” Her voice was soft, her brown eyes hazy, lasugh pictures from
that summer were unrolling in her mind. “We clowrsedund every day,
shoving each other off the end of the diving piecannon-balling into the
river, and sat around a bonfire nearly every ni@hte big, happy family,
with no hidden agendas or undercurrents to spmigh”’

“Until the night | kissed you,” Lucas said. “Notlgnvas ever the same
after that. It was the last day of the summer vanats | recall, and the
last year that we were all together like that. Wgtthe swimming after
dark, my brothers and I, and you and all your awaifiom Belvoir, and we
were making one hell of a noise.”

“And your grandmother came out and hammered onottieship’s bell
hanging from the back porch of Roscommon, and t@dio get inside
before we were all arrested for disturbing the p&ac



“She bribed us with gingerbread and fruit puncte”said.

“Right. And in the rush to get up to the houseipstd and fell among the
reeds lining the river bank.” And he’d been rigehind her and had leaned
down and yanked her to her feet more roughly theid meant to, and

somehow she had crashed info him, and he’d hadrims around her to

steady her, and she’d looked up at him with herlsimgvn eyes and her
lips had been parted and shining with water ....

“And that's when you kissed me.” s
“Yes,” he said, memory rushing back.

He’'d kissed other girls before. Older, more experes girls. Done a bit
more than kiss them, if truth be known. But nond tested like her, as
cool and fresh as dew, and none had responded suth artless
sensuality. Before he’d had time to consider thedem of it--

“And then you kissed me again.

He hadn’t been able to help himself. She’d swaysdatd him, pressing
her sweet little breasts against his chest, and feeind himself suddenly
and furiously aroused. Horrified-because this wasl{Jane, after all, the
kid who was like a sister--he’d shoved her awayer#]’ he'd said gruffly,
flinging a towel at her and camouflaging himselthwanother at the same
time. “And watch where you're stepping in future.”

Ice cubes clinked musically, and he looked up id f£mily watching him
over the rim of her glass. “You left Roscommon tiext day without
saying goodbye,” she said.

He scowled. “Pity | didn’t leave a day eatrlier.”

“l take that to mean you didn’t find kissing me artcularly pleasant
experience.”



“I was out of line, crass-immoral, even, taking aadtage of a kid your age
and losing my self-respect in the process. | hathusiness laying a hand
on you.”

“Don’t beat yourself up over it, Lucas. \tas only a kiss--or two, to be
exact. It wasn’t your fault they meant the wholeriddo me at the time. |
was just a moonstruck adolescent who'd never bdsged like that
before.”

“But if I'd shown more restraint then, you mighttrnmave thought. . .we
might not have--" Exasperated, he shoved his bdvdhowder aside and
leaned back in his chair. “For crying out loud, Wit you think a
medical doctor would be able to spit out the wanithout stammering and
floundering like a kid caught looking at dirty pices?"

He took a deep breath and started over again'd‘lidd the good sense to
maintain the status quo in our relationship when yeere fifteen, we
might never have made the mistake of becoming atmvhen you were
nineteen. If | didn’t say so at the time, | wantuyto know now that |
deeply regret the way things . . .turned out, anttd hmyself entirely
responsible.”

When she didn’t answer, he leaned forward again r@adhed for her
hands. “You do know that, don’t you, Emily Jane?"

She couldn’t bear any of it, not the intensity of baze as he squinted at
her through the thick black lashes framing his ki&dueyes, not his
fingers curling warmly around hers, not the preittyimate restaurant, not
his knee almost brushing hers under the table. T all things that
could have spelled romance and happy ever aftegpgxhose two items
were not on the menu today.

“I wish you wouldn’t keep tacking the Jane on myneg’ she snapped. “I
outgrew it a long time ago, even if | can’t conwenoy grandmother that’s
so. But coming from you--" She drew an irate brediNell, it merely
underlines the fact that you still think of me hattsame silly girl who. .
.who behaved so foolishly.”



“I never thought of you as silly, and as for stdleing you as a girl. . .” His
gaze swept over her again, more thoroughly. “Yobaedly that, Emily,”
he sighed, “and that’s half the problem.”

She could no more quell the surge of hope thaadimsission evoked than
she could have stopped the sun from rising. “Are saying things would
be different now if we were to--?"

He reared back in his seat as if he'd discovereattiesnake in his soup.
“Hell, no!”

She was such a fool! Such a beggar for punishmenthat case,” she said
snippily, “I'd appreciate your finding some otheayvof clearing the air
because trying to flatter me into falling in withhatever you've got
planned isn’t going to work.” “I'm not trying tddtter you. I'm merely
stating the obvious. You're too sophisticated reptknow that you're a
beautiful woman, that you turn heads when you vadaiwn the street-stop
traffic, even!”

He grinned briefly, disarmingly, then sobered glycks he got to what he
really wanted to say. “But none of that has anyghmdo with the fact that
there’s this big, ugly secret between us and Ikthve have to agree to lay
it to rest, once and for all-agree that it was eégble but that it is over and
best forgotten. We were never lovers, never roroaltyi involved, and we

never will be. We're simply two people who knewclkather a long time

ago.”

Was it the combination of too many shocks following close one after
the other that made her want to moan with paina@rtcage at his callous
dismissal of the most glorious and, ultimately, mdevastating night of
her life?

| gave you my virginity and my innocence, she wdrtte howl. Wasn't it
enough that you threw them back at me, that | dedlkt the loss of our
child and never asked anything of you? Do you haveub salt in the
wounds by making it plain you've never harbored @mmant’s desire for
me?



“Emily?” His voice murmured across the table, foflconcern. “Did you
hear me?”

She tried to blink into focus the wavering shap¢hefglass in front of her.
“Oh, yes,” she said bitterly. “You have a real mldor destroying a
person’s illusions with your choice of words. Yougiht remember that
night as nothing but one ‘big, ugly secret’ butdvh quite a different
perception.”

He leaned toward her. “You had a crush on me andaoied away by it.
| blame myself for not seeing that things were leglabward disaster and
steering you clear of it. My only excuse is thagally thought, with all the
talk about Sydney coming to Roscommon to meet Beatthat you
understood how things stood between me and her.”

“All 1 knew about you and Sydney was that you wdrath medical

students. | thought he was a man,” Emily said, Ipast the point of caring
that her voice and demeanor betrayed the anguistuoang her. “It never
occurred to me that you'd make love to me one nait then introduce
some other woman as your fiancée two days later.”

“I didn’t ‘make love’ to you! ” Lucas whispered, ddenly furious enough
to have no trouble at all speaking plainly. “Weledlaround between the
sheets and ended up having sex. There was nonewed/ed, not on your
pan, not on mine, and if you remember it any déifgly you're lying to
yourself.”

“Am | really!” she spat back, lashing out at himwdor the pain she'd
suffered then. “Well, tell me this, Dr. High-And-hty-Know-It-All: was
the rabbit also lying when it died?”



CHAPTER FOUR

FOR a stunned moment, neither of them moved orespblicas seemed
paralyzed, and as for Emily-she had done the unainte. She had taken
the one secret she’d sworn to protect and chetisimyaprice, and flung it

into the arena just to punish him. She’'d left bdhiver pride and self-
respect that awful night, and now she’d tossedeasie only thing of

worth she’d brought away with her: the unborn chitdb had been hers to
know and love for such a short while.

And the disgraceful part of it was, she couldn’'t $i@ry. Instead she
dissolved into giggles. She couldn’'t help herseltduse, as the import of
her words finally, sank home, Lucas’s reaction yastoo priceless.

At first, he simply stared at her, as if she’d grotliree heads, then, “You
were pregnan®” he said, his tone all hushed, the way peoplegevat
funerals.

“What did you think | meant?” she taunted him betweanickers. “That I'd
gone into the fur coat business?”

At that, he dropped his fork, he dropped his jamd Be dropped his “I'm
in charge and this is the way things are goinget@lne around here” act.
Dropped all three so damned fast that she splisidexs laughing.

So did everyone else in the restaurant. Througheies gushing from her
eyes, Emily saw the faces turn her way. Saw, tilsgdrg smiles, heard the
uncertain titters.

| won that round, didn’t I1? she wanted to crowhuishim up fast!

But every time she opened her mouth to speak stieslwut into a fresh

spate of giggles. They rolled out of her mouth aoss the patio like one
of those Slinky toys she’d played with as a childdulating up and down
and around corners until the whole place was rackiith her merriment,

and, try though she might, she couldn’t stop it.



Lucas, though, didn’t like being made a fool of efédnwas no missing his
sudden scowl or the way he flung aside his naphkith shoved back his
chair so abruptly that it fell backward and jusbabknocked a waiter off
his feet.

That really set Emily off. She fairly screeched twitaughter. Her
grandmother wouldn’'t have approved at all. She 'tidald with ladies
behaving like peasant washerwomen gathered ardwndiltage well. But
then, Grand-mere wouldn’t have approved of a Lamargiving birth
before she got married, either, so of the two ih& fvas definitely the
lesser sin.

“We’'re getting out of here,” Lucas growled, throgidown a whole mess
of money on the table.

Emily mopped her eyes with her napkin and hiccup@&auit 1 haven’t
finished my chowder,” a whiny little voice that shecognized as hers
protested.

He didn’t care. Grasping her by the arm, he esddnar across the brick-
tiled patio and out into the street with the dispadf a sheriff marching a
dangerous offender to the paddy wagon.

“You've got other things to finish,” he said darklgtrong-arming her

around the comer to where his car was parked utheeshade of a tree.
Wrenching open the front door, he shoveled heoithe passenger seat,
locked her in, then raced around to the drivede si

“I have?” she gasped, between titters. “Like what?”

"Like explaining what the bloody hell you were hingt at, before you
decided to put on a floor show for the whole restat)” he snapped,
climbing in behind the steering wheel.

Although he drove a station wagon, it wasn’t a Vaigycar. No more than
a few inches and the gear shift separated her fiom If he’d wanted to,
he could have closed both hands around her thnodtsérangled her
without having to bestir himself very much at &hd, from the expression
on his face, strangling her was just about whdtdein mind.



All at once, things weren’t so funny any more. Taee had played itself

out and left her with the same old tragedy. Theghaer dried up as

suddenly as it had spurted forth. “Oh, dear!" slmspered, aghast at what
she’d done.

“I'm waiting,” Lucas said.

He looked formidable, his eyes blazing and the &ihkis mouth so sternly
unyielding that she almost felt afraid of him. Téevas nothing left of that
laughing, handsome youth she’d fallen in love witlor even of the
irresistibly aloof young man she’'d so inexpertlydseed. This was a
stranger bent on exacting a terrible price for vdie’d done to him.

“Good gracious,” she quavered, grasping at the simiw to present itself,
“don’t tell me you were taken in by my little joKe?

He moved then with the swiftness of a very lethahel pouncing on its
prey. His fingers closed again around her upperarcyanked her around
so that she was hauled half out of her seat arttidwetlose to him that she
could feel his breath winnowing over her face. “iGgeout, Emily Jane. |
want to know about the rabbit.”

“What rabbit? Did | mention a rabbit?” She raiseat Byebrows and tried
to look guileless. “Dear me, did the waiter perhapike the iced tea with
vodka, do you think?”

He shook her then, a sharp little jolt that snapipedface up to meet his.
“Tell me, you little witch, or so help me I'll. .17

She knew then that she’d spilled too much of théhtto back away from
the rest, but she would not let him see how intated she was, nor would
she tolerate his manhandling. Drawing on her shedvecourage, she
attempted to stare him down. “Why, Lucas, | hadidea you hid such a
violent streak under all that saintly professiopalitesse. Unhand me at
once.”



It was a wasted effort. He simply drew her so clis# he could have
kissed her had he felt so inclined. But acting kbver now was even
farther from his mind than it had been eleven yearser.

“If this is your idea of paying me back for thateotime we were. . .” an

expression of distaste flitted across his feataseke searched for the right
word to describe their lovemaking “. togetherthen you're going to have

to come up with something more original than theé megnancy number.

Because if you'd had a baby the Lamartine outragelavhave echoed

clear around the world. And we both know, don’t Wt not a whisper of

any such scandal made itself heard?”

“Relax, Lucas; you're not a father,” she said, fand the mourning, regret
she’d never quite managed to leave behind risingouphoke her at the
ease with which he disclaimed the child she’'d comck

He went limp with relief and slackened his grip loer. “I didn’t really
think | was. But that was a dirty trick to play, EynJane. You really had
me going for a while.”

“I miscarried in my ninth week.”

If vengeance had been her intent, she knew at thateshe’d succeeded
better than she could possibly have hoped. Her svbwghg in the air
between them, as ominous as the blade of a gndlatiuspended above the
head of its victim.

Lucas’s hand remained loosely shackled to her vanst the only things
that moved in the heavy silence were the pupilsi®tyes, which widened
in shock,

“You’re not joking,” he said at last, his voice cking under the weight of
reluctant certainty.

“No, I'm not,” she said. “Despite my admittedly n@ading exhibition
back there in the restaurant, I do not now, norehhwever found my
miscarriage cause for amusement. | loved our baiw lahave never
recovered from losing him, nor ever quite forgiwesu for ignoring the
possibility that pregnancy might have occurred assalt of the night we



were.. .” she curled her lip and tossed his scomfiphemism back at him
“. . .together’

“Forgive mé&” he echoed incredulously. “Let’s run the movieotigh
again, Emily Jane, because | seem to have missadtsimg the first time
around. What did | ever do or say that you tookm@souragement to come
sneaking into my bed?”

“I know you didn’t invite me to fling myself at youLucas, but you didn’t
turn away from me, either, until after the damage wone.”

“That hardly makes me the villain of the piece.”

“I never said it did. The point is that | was, asiyso painfully pointed out,
nothing but a girl, and woefully ignorant of thesgible consequences of
what took place between us, whereas you were amdaod had no such
excuse. At the time, the way you simply walked aviieym the whole
sorry incident and left me to cope on my own brokg heart. Now it
merely incites my contempt.”

“You knew enough to seduce me,” he snarled. “| fingard to believe you
didn’t also know that intercourse frequently le&mlpregnancy.”

“I was a virgin and | thought | was in love. Theliag realities didn’t
impress themselves on me until it was too late.”

All the rage seemed to drain out of him at thatl argreat sadness took its
place. “Ohhell, Emily!” he whispered, and his eyes had that slgiage to
them that usually preceded tears.

Heaven help her, she wanted to comfort him--pardgause she knew
exactly the grief that tore at him, but also beeasise couldn’t bear to see
him so miserable. But she knew how he’d react &i-tie’d turn away
from her and shut her out. Again. And she’d hadughoof his rejection to
last her a lifetime.

So, she shrugged herself loose from his touch,keuethe clock on the
dashboard, and said briskly, “Now, having got tifaimy chest, I'd like to



pick up my grandmother. It's well after two and ghest be wondering
what’s keeping me.”

For a moment he sat slumped over the steering witeeh, without a
word, slid the car into gear and made an illegalitd in the middle of the
road. Nothing was said during the five minuteodk for them to drive to
the hospital and it was a silence fraught with yogyatension.

Thoroughly unnerved, as soon as Lucas had parked

Emily practically bolted out of the car in her eawss to get away from
him. That he would simply let the matter rest ndatthe’d wormed the
truth out of her was, she supposed, expecting techm

She supposed right.

He waited until she was halfway up the ramp leadnthe double doors
of the building, then he stuck his head out ofdaewindow and bellowed
after her, “In case you’re wondering, this conveosaisn’'t over by a long
shot, so don’t bother making any plans for latemili Jane. You and |
will be taking a walk far enough away from the hetisat | can tell you,
without fear of anyone overhearing, exactly whathink of the stunt
you've just pulled.

She acknowledged the information with a defianielitoss of her head, but
inside, where he couldn’t see, her blood ran eotd foreboding. She had
hoped that airing the truth would set her free sh#’d been wrong. The
past could be laid to rest only when Lucas, tod, tnade his peace with it.
And that meant him probing at. old wounds, rippatgscars it had taken
her years to heal.

Pray heaven she could protect her heart bettetitisaround.

He watched her sashay into the hospital, hips swayiair floating about
her shoulders, carriage proud and defiant. If hednhawitnessed it
firsthand he’d never have believed that less them minutes before



hysteria had tom her apart at the seams, and heamaged at the speed
with which she’d pulled herself together again.

The same couldn't be said for him. He was stilllinee from her

bombshell, but, over and above that, a slow- bogjdnélange of emotions
boiled within him. Fury, guilt, regret and sometiielse-something that
hinged too close to a truth he’'d never allowed i acknowledge-
swirled around, battering him no matter how hedtrie tum away from
them.

Things hadn’t ended with his booting her out of sl and out of his life.
There’d been a childhis child, and he’'d never known. About the time
Emily Jane had miscarried, he’d been embarking trtuae with Sydney,
one which she’d persuaded him shouldn’t includédcan.

“There are already so many poor little souls withame to care for them,”
she’d said. “Let’'s make that our mission, darliddter all, we have so
much to offer and what's so special about givinghidi Cats and rabbits
reproduce at the drop of a hat, but we don’t awawedals for it.”

At the time, it had seemed a noble sacrifice foapaple afire with the sort
of ideals and improbable zeal that only the veryung and naive
possessed. It was years later, when the disillosgort had soured him,
before he’d come to question the rightness of ttheaision.

Nothing one man could do made the world a bett@cegland by the time
he’d realized that his ‘heart had been wrung asadrthe desert, its well of
compassion and love long ago depleted. Might he haste found the
energy to keep on giving if he’d had a child of lwan, a personal
investment in the future? And a woman who-?

No! Quickly, before it took hold and created even magoheaval than that
which already existed, he closed his mind to theesHutility of such a
notion. It was too late by almost a dozen yeahange history.

Frustrated, he slammed a fist against the dashbddnétever had made
him think he could find peace here, where everglaanspired to remind
him of past mistakes? Why hadn’'t he shipped out theaute he'd
discovered that Emily Jane had come back to haor h



Because that was what she was doing--and had besgmdrs, if truth be
told. Looking back, he could see that his life Istdrted to spin out of
control from the very moment she’d tried to hitar Btar to his.

Initially, he’d thought it was Sydney who'd climb&to bed with him that
stifing August night. If he hadn’t been sleepirsoundly, of course, he'd
have known differently, but when a guy awoke taflong, silken limbs
twined around his and a sweet, hot mouth makingy®iover his skin his
first reaction was not to ask for ID--not unles&hgeen neutered.

Sydney had wanted to wait until after they werermedrbefore they made
love. “Over the long haul, marriage isn’t about ,sdarling,” she’d said.
“It's about commitment and the sharing of ideals &bout friendship and
trust.”

So he’d known how her lips felt beneath his: firmdacool and closed.

He’d known her scent: clean and fresh and sligatifseptic. He’d known

that if he caught her in a corner of the hospital &ied to steal a kiss she
always kept one eye open in case someone shouldheee behaving

unprofessionally.

Given all those things, he supposed he ought te healized at once that it
was completely out of character for her to waitlsite was a guest in his
grandmother’s house and then steal into his rooresrvery first night to
incite him to the sort of behavior she’d firmly ueéd to encourage when
they'd been alone together in her apartment or his.

And if he’d been too stunned with delight to questisuch unusual
audacity he bloody well should have known at omeg there was no way
on God’s green earth that she would be such assgrebed. It just wasn't
her style, as he’d discovered at married leisure.

He drummed his fingers on the rim of the steeringel and scowled out
at the sun-dappled scene before him, as if doingveald erase the
outrageous memories chasing through his mind. Ewaly right: he hadn’t
been blameless.



The moon had been huge that night, and as yellompasld Cheddar. A
harvest moon of gigantic proportions. It had casiglat as bright as day
into his room, glazing everything it touched in tsgbld: her hair, her
throat, her lips.

He had woken to full arousal and the feel of hgapshg down his torso an
inch at a time. Torn between the pleasure of beedyuced and the urgent
demands of a body far more thoroughly awakened thanmind that
should have been controlling it, he had allowedtbetio as she pleased.
And she had pleased him very much.

What experience had not taught her, instinct didn&osity, tenderness,
passion--she’d given them all. And he, selfish jdrkt he’d been, had
taken, sating himself at her expense. Only whembids had been met
had he addressed hers, and then not kindly.

“Emily Jane?” he whispered in frozen horror. “Whia hell are you doing
in my bed?”

“Loving you, Lucas,” she said.
Just that. No excuses, no lies, no artifice.
“You can’t,” he said.

“I can’t not,” she replied, her voice filled withubky certainty. “I fell in
love with you the first time you kissed me four gago, and | couldn’t
wait any longer for you to tell me you feel the samvay about me.
Because | know you do, Lucas. | can tell from theywou look at me
when you think no one’s noticing, and from the waw’ve tried to avoid
me ever since you came back this summer. That's Wwbgme to you
tonight-to let you know that you don’t have to dwatt any more. I'm no
longer a schoolgirl and it's all right for everyoh® know we belong to
each other.”

He listened in stunned disbelief and felt the swaaiak out down his
spine. “No, Emily Jane, it isn't all right and werdt--can’t belong to each
other!”



She turned huge, limpid eyes his way and must heae the truth she saw
in his because her lower lip trembled as she pat®hy not? You do
love me, don't you, Lucas?"

“Yes--no! Not like that!"
“But just now you--we .... "

He sprang out of bed, belatedly and excruciatirgglgscious that all the
time they'd been debating the issue she’d beem lganeath him and they
were both as naked as jaybirds.

“l thought. . .” He looked wildly around for someaty behind which to
hide, as if covering up his nudity would erase itiegnitude of what had
occurred. Snatching up a pair of denim cut-offsclabed into them with
record-breaking speed and searched for a way taate himself from a
situation that was impossible for more reasons tsia® could begin to
comprehend.

“I thought | was dreaming.”

She sat up then and let the sheet billow down atdwer hips, so that he
could see how pretty her breasts were, and hovowahner waist. To his
chagrin, desire flared within him again and thmdithere was no blaming
it on sleep.

“It was real,” she said.

He spun away from her and raked his fingers throlighhair. “What's
real,” he replied, trying to bend truth to exonerhatmself, “is that you're
barely out of high school. All you've talked aboewer since | got here a
week ago, is your coming-out ball, the parties {idue attending, the trip
to Europe that your parents are giving you for gedhn. And I--"

She saw the direction his argument was taking anmged in to deflect it.
“I'll give them all up, Lucas. They don’t matterokhing matters as long as
we’re together.”

“You can't do that. What will your family say?”



“They’ll understand. I'll make them understand.”

Kindness hadn’'t worked. He'd had to be brutal. “Nlee said, swinging
back to confront her. “The point is, our interesteurs and mine, Emily
Jane--are poles apart. You're a party girl 'and #inmedical intern. The
two don’t mix and, even if they did, at your agaiyghouldn’'t have to give
up the things that matter to you, especially nat docrush that you'll
outgrow before the end of the month.”

Of all the platitudes he’d spouted, it was that avterush” that did it for
her. She grew very still, her gaze fixed on him lunkingly. And then,
slowly and with painful dignity, she slipped out lois bed and into the
clothes she’d dropped on the floor. He remembdrenhtto this day: a pair
of white shorts and a red and white striped vgst o underpants, no bra,
no shoes. She’d come prepared for action.

“I'll prove that there’s more to it for me than ttfashe said quietly. “It
doesn’'t matter how long it takes; I'll wait untiby're ready to face up to
the truth. You'll see, Lucas.” ,

Then she left the room the same way she’d comevia-the tree growing
outside his window. He watched her race off in ti@onlight, her long,
tanned legs carrying her out of sight in a matfesezonds.

At the time, he focused on the way she’d shimmiedrdthe forked tree
trunk, convinced that it validated everything heald to her. She was just
a kid, too young to know where her life was headed, young to
understand the sort of life to which he was conedittShe would soon
forget him. And, bastard that he was, he had justmhedicine on hand to
speed things up.

The next evening, he gave Sydney the ring, and niaeie engagement
official at the party Beatrice threw for them. Tdlay after, he went over to
Belvoir and introduced his fiancée.

He hadn’t seen Emily Jane again until yesterdayat Mias not to say,
however, that she hadn’t continued to plague hisway or another.



Not once during his marriage had he experiencedpaat of the same
sexual exhilaration he’d known that night with haAt.first, he’d worried
about it, had felt that it was up to-the man to endltings good for the
woman and that somehow he was failing Sydney. Baitobttom line was
that his wife had found sex messy, and her habilistussing patients
during foreplay had been a real tum-off. Unjusperhaps, he’d blamed
Emily for that, believing that her uninhibited pseme in the act had left
him with unrealistic expectations.

To discover now that she’d also denied him knowdedd their child
ripped his guts apart. He could throttle her foatvbhe’d done to him, and
the fact that her list of sins just kept on growimgrely fueled his rage. °

* % %

The journey back to Roscommon was pure hell, agydmad known it
would be. Already annoyed at learning that she’d doafined to a
wheelchair for the next week or so, and that st litee choice but to
accept Beatrice’s hospitality until Belvoir was fable again, Monique
was less than gracious at also being forced topadbe favor of having
Lucas act as chauffeur.

“Why can’t you rent a car, Emily Jane?” she'd dedeth when she’d
found out. “Why do we have to rely on him?”

“Because there aren’t any car rental agencies il Mpater, Grand-mere.
If I'd known you’d sold the Lincoln, I'd have arrgad to pick up a car at
the San Francisco airport. As it is, we don’'t hawgch choice but to take
what's available.”

Monique was barely settled in the back seat ofstagon wagon, with the
wheelchair jammed into the luggage space behindbefore she started
needling Lucas.

“You're driving much too fast,” she complained, papy him on the
shoulder with the end of her cane. “I'm no moreiaus to be landed back
at Roscommon than you are to have me there, bt that to say |
consider death by highway misadventure a preferatdenative.”



Emily saw Lucas’s knuckles whiten around the stegnvheel and the
speedometer needle jump forward. “What did the atdchave to say after
he’'d examined you, Grand-mere?" she inquired lyastivare that, in his
present state of mind, it wouldn’'t take much toemse Lucas so
thoroughly that he drove them all off the road.

“I am remarkable for a woman my age. | emerged flash night’'s mishap
with nothing more than pulled ligaments in my kfiedonique preened
briefly then drew a scornful breath. “Not that t seuch store by anything
he had to say, you understand. Doctors are alsfamme of them big
enough that evethey know they're useless and get out of the business
before they killsomeone elsé.ucas Flynn, slow down this minute!”

“Grand-mere, please!" Emily sighed, feeling theibeimgs of a headache
that probably had been building since yesterddis tleen a tough enough
day without your making it worse.”

“And whose fault is that?” Monique demanded, glgriat the back of
Lucas’s neck.

"Mine, ” he said obligingly, then reached forwamdaurned on the radio
full blast.

It proved an effective deterrent to further conaéms.

When they arrived at Roscommon, they found Beaten®ertaining a
visitor, a tall, good-looking man somewhere in Inmsd-thirties, with
slightly thinning dark blond hair. He was almosttasned as Lucas and
that, coupled with his strong, athletic build, sesfg@d an active, outdoor
lifestyle.

Beatrice made the introductions. “Monique, Emilynda this is Mr.
Anderson. He's staying with the Barretts just nothis is Madame
Lamartine, Mr. Anderson, and her granddaughter \Edaine.”

“How do you do?” he said, striding forward to héyponique into the
wheelchair which Lucas had just hauled in fromdae “We met last night
but you had other things on your mind at the time bdon’t expect you to



remember. | stopped by to see how you were feaimdyto apologize for
not having called earlier.”

“We owe our lives to you, young man,” Monique deeth visibly placated
by his good manners, “and quite possibly our home.”

He smiled, displaying enviably perfect teeth, andepted the handshake
she offered. “It was my pleasure, ma’am. I'm sdrigouldn’t have done
more.”

Emily was quite bowled over by the smile. It waslsa nice change from
the scowls to which Lucas had treated her for mb#te day. “How do we
begin to thank you, Mr. Anderson?”

“You can start by calling me Bruce, and allow metake you to dinner
some time soon.”

“That hardly seems fair. We're the ones/our debt.”

He shrugged disarmingly. “Then you can make difiaeme. | never tum
down the chance of a home-cooked meal.”

“She won'’t feel comfortable doing that while shdéang in my house,
what with her having to keep an eye on her gramalyadl,” Beatrice piped
up. “But I'm more than happy to offer an invitatiohve got a lovely
chicken roasting in the oven. Come back and joirtongght around half
past six, why don’t you?”

“I wouldn’t dream of it on such short notice, MiEynn, but | do thank
you for asking.” He turned to Emily and took hemda“l'll call again
soon, if | may?”

Beatrice, however, wasn't finished. “I| won't take for an answer,” she
insisted. “Emily Jane, convince this young man tha'd enjoy his
company.”

Aware of Lucas skulking in the background, Emilft leer hand wrapped
in Bruce’s firm clasp and returned his smile. “#aly would be our
pleasure.”



He capitulated with a good-natured shrug. “Verylwtblen; if you're sure
I’'m not imposing, | accept. Thank you.”

Emily strolled with him to the front door and whba seemed disinclined
to leave right away lingered with him on the poriththe deep shade cast
by the eaves hung the old glider which Beatriceiskdand had built for her
when her children were small. Sinking onto its deaphions with a sigh

of relief, Emily lightly massaged her temples.

Bruce regarded her intently for a moment then dedpgown beside her
and set the glider in motion..

“Headache?” he inquired sympathetically.
“A little.” She closed her eyes briefly, annoyedtshe couldn’t control
her emotions better. “Things are as little. . .teasound here, and | don’t

seem to be coping very well.”

He dipped his head in apology. "Forgive me if legslout of turn. It's an
occupational habit that’s hard to break.”

“How so?”

“I'm a police officer when I'm not on holiday. Inte@gation comes with
the territory.”

“I'd never have guessed!” she exclaimed, genuiselprised. “You don’t
look the type to be hauling hardened criminalsffritee streets.”

“Most of the time I'm not. I'm with the Royal Canath Mounted Police
and currently stationed in a small community nooththe border in
Ontario. We don’t see much big city crime up thiere.

Emily stared at him in frank delight. “You mean Italking to a real live
Mountie?”

“Afraid so.”



“Heavens, don't apologize! | have a niece who'sieteéd to a TV show
starring one of your types and she’ll never forgme if | let you escape
without getting your autograph.”

He actually blushed. “Well, that'll make a nice nga from some of the
things I've been invited to do.” He hesitated a neoinas though weighing
his next words, then said, “Will you walk a littheay down the drive with
me, Emily?”

She nodded her assent and, when he drew her upfdbe glider and

offered his arm, slipped her hand in the crookisfdtbow. It seemed such
an easy, natural thing to do, with none of thablsitag electricity that

punctuated any sort of physical contact with Luc&ow long do you

expect to stay in California, Bruce?”

“About a month. And you?” |
“Initially I'd planned on only a week or two, bubw, with things the way
they are, it looks as though it's going to turnoird more permanent

arrangement. Not that | really mind. I've alwaykelil northern California.”

“I can’t say I'm sorry either. We might be ablestvetch that dinner date to
two.”

He was so nice. So big and solid and dependabl#ateringly attentive.
“What a very pleasant thing to look forward to,es$aid.

Lucas was lurking at the foot of the stairs whee sdturned to the house.
“Did Prince Valiant finally ride off into the sunts®

“Mr. Anderson has left, if that's what you mean, ugh why you should
care is beyond me.”

“l don’t care,” he rushed to inform her.

Of course he didn’t. He never had. “Then why are lganging around here
waiting to ambush me when we both have better thioglo?”



“Because you and | have a date that takes precedmrer anything your
red-jacketed Mountie might have proposed.”

“How do you know he’s a Mountie?” she asked sharply
“I overheard him tell you so during your little ¢éé4 téte on the porch.”

Inexplicably, the admission warmed her heart, geshaecause, although
his expression remained neutral enough, his voeteaped an edge that
smacked of jealousy. “That's called eavesdropplng.as,” she declared
smugly.

“Never mind trying to change the subject,” he srappWe’d planned on
going for a walk together, remember?”

He didn’t sound jealous any longer; he soundedotigly ticked off, as
though having to deal with someone like her wasenbian should be
expected of any man.

“Oh, | think not,” she said. “I see no point in dging up ancient history,
particularly since nothing either of us can say ahlange the facts.”

“It isn't ancient history for me, Emily Jane, itreews that | haven't fully
digested. And | intend to get to the bottom of gveist, miserable detail
before I file them away in my memory bank.”

She supposed that, in his place, she'd feel thee saay. But, what with jet
lag and everything that had happened in the lashtiywfour hours, she
simply wasn’t up to another go-round with him. “Nloday, Lucas. I've
got a headache.”

“Then | suggest you take two aspirin with waterdoefwe go out. That and
the fresh air will do you a world of good.”

Was it marriage that had turned him into such aaped boor or had he
always been like that and she too much the moaristaenager to notice?
she wondered.



“You're not my doctor,” she snapped, scooting past. “From what |
understand, you're nanybody'sdoctor any more, so keep your medical
opinions to yourself.”

All the way up the stairs she felt his eyes ralkongr her, full of scorn and
resentment, yet she had no one to blame but he®&wedfd had to spill out
her feelings, exactly as she had the night shesterstinto his bed. And,
just as she had then, she’d left herself at hisnghknercy.

By the time she reached her room and lowered tlagesh over the
windows, her head really was throbbing. How hacdgeatly simple visit
to her grandmother’s so quickly turned into suacoravoluted mess?

She stayed upstairs for the rest of the afternoohexen managed to sleep
a little. Just before six, she took a shower thieanged into one of the
outfits she’d brought over from Belvoir, a plainttom skirt and an
embroidered white blouse. When she came downstsiies found that
Bruce had already arrived and everyone was gathetrélde back of the
house, in the sun room that overlooked the rivdre Dld ladies were
bickering in a bid to secure Bruce's attention, &miably for a change,
probably because they'd both been at the sherrgad.stood apart from
them, gazing moodily out at the view and nursinglass half-full of
something dark and evil-looking.

Monique interrupted her discourse on the finer {oiof juvenile crime
prevention to ask, “Are you feeling a little beftEmily Jane? Lucas Flynn
told us you ‘claimed’ to have a headache--a factciyhgiven the
circumstances, hardly struck me as surprising buchvhe seemed to find
quite preposterous.”

“Thank you, yes, I'm feeling much better.” Emily sed a greeting at
Bruce and bent to kiss her grandmother’s cheekw‘ldbout you, Grand-
mere? Is the knee very painful?”

“Not as long as | keep off it, which this contraptiallows me to do. It's
fortunate, also, that Mrs. Flynn happens to haweedroom on the main
floor which enables me to rest whenever | feelrtbed.”



“And there’s nothing like a nap in the afternoorréstore a body-even one
as old as yours, Monique,” Beatrice observed wipisyt relish. “Lucas,
you're not being a very good host. Will you poutrank for Emily Jane?”

“What would you like?” He wasn't so much truculeas indifferent.

Bestirring himself from the scowling perusal of bisn libation, he tossed
the question at Emily with such a marked lack o¢rest in her reply that
she felt sure if she’d asked for belladonna extoscthe rocks it wouldn’t
have caused him a moment’s disquiet.

Sheer mischief prompted her to indicate the glass@held and say, “I'll
have one of those.”

“Beef?” Lucas snorted, successfully shaken out of laskbteverie.

Only he could have bathed so harmless a word with sarcasm. “Is there
something wrong with beer?” she inquired sweetly.

“I'd have thought champagne cocktails were morergbyle.”

“You don’'t know enough about me to leap to any scmhclusion, Lucas,”
she said, at which her grandmother let out an wtilkedcackle of approval
and took another snort of sherry.

He glowered impressively and muttered, “I know & dfa lot more than |
did yesterday at this time.”

It wasn’t so much what he said as the unspokenidatpdn that, before

he'd done, he’d put her entire life for the lasevan years under a
microscope and examine it in minute detail. It \@gsrospect which, to her
disgust, Emily found strangely exhilarating, andichheft the atmosphere
humming with danger.

Was she really still so foolish as to believe #uay sort of notice from him
was better than none?

Rattled, she swung away from him and turned henatn to Bruce. He
was the ideal guest--urbane, witty, congenial--ghéng, indeed, that
Lucas was not. But not even his presence was quiegh to diffuse her



morbid sense of expectation every time Lucas castrainous glance in
her direction.

When Bruce suggested a stroll by the river afteneli, she leapt at the
chance to postpone the confrontation that she kma&svbrewing.

When she returned, shortly before eleven, the hazsein darkness and
she breathed a sigh of relief. Of course, soonelater she and Lucas
would have things out, but far better that it beedaHopefully, by then
she’d have overcome the insane urge to forgethallréasons she had for
disliking him.

She took off her sandals and stole up the stagrsbare feet making not a
sound on the thick carpet. Apart from a night lamopning on the landing,
not a crack of light showed anywhere.

Noiselessly she traversed the upper hall, andh&tbor to her room snick
closed behind her. And knew at once that she’daghimo advantage at all.

The beat of his heart pulled her like a magnet. fbinee of his personality
coiled across the room, tugging her forward indaekness until he could,
had he chosen, have reached out and touched her.

Far from eluding him, she had walked blithely irsatrap the irony of
which only he and she could possibly have apprediaHe had come
sneaking into her room while her back was turnetivaas stretched out on
her bed, waiting for her.

It was déja vu with a difference. Because this tineewas the one to
invadeher privacy, and, from the look on his face when hek#d on the
bedside light, she had the distinct feeling shemtagoing to find the
action quite as pleasurable as she had when skeeid e one to initiate
things.



CHAPTER FIVE

"WELL, well,” he drawled, “here you are at lastl, flished and breathless.
Do | take that to mean he got more than just a gigbd kiss?”

Had it been anyoneanyone-but Lucas, she’d have reacted like the
morally outraged woman she was and pinned hisseafar back that they
met behind his head. But it wasn't someone elsejag the man who'd
hurt her more than any other person she’d ever knloyvdismissing her
love as adolescent delusion, and who’d then addedltito injury by
making her feel cheap and foolish into the bargain.

The fact that he was still doing it, without proation this time, and with
that affectation of nonchalant contempt that seetadu his stock-in-trade
these days, inspired her to respond in kind. Se#asof freezing him with
icy disdain she swept her hair away from her faca deliberately sultry
gesture and replied, “Don’t worry, Lucas. I've gmwmart enough over
the years not to run the risk of getting pregnant.”

He spiraled off the bed so fast, he was nothingabbtur of movement.
“How do you stand yourself?” he snarled, loomingoker. “How do you
look at yourself in the mirror every morning and tiwow up?"

“I manage,” she said, standing her ground evenghavery instinct of
self-preservation told her to back down.

For several charged seconds he was transformedeydis glowed with
angry blue fire, his chest heaved, his hands cureafists. He became
again that man she used to know, passionate aif®wtnd death and all
the bits, good or bad, in between. The miraclet efashed over her and
cleansed away all the grime that was part and paft¢ke adult world, and
for a very little while she remembered why, a I¢inge ago, she had fallen
in love with him.

And then he seemed to remember who she was andeluatin’'t care what
she did or with whom as long as it didn’t involvienh She saw the emotion
seep out of him and the familiar shroud of indéfece drape his features.



The flame in his eyes died leaving them flat andque. His mouth, which
once had kissed her with such hunger, narrowedemswre. His face
became that of an avenging angel confronted bynthst reprehensible
sinner to crawl the earth, and she couldn’t stand i

“Don’t look at me as if I'm nothing,” she cried.

“You're less than nothing,” he said coldly. “I donknow how your
husband abides you.”

She gave a croak of laughter. “He doesn’t. Hertedtnearly two years ago
because--”

“So that's why you still call yourself Lamartineenthat I'm interested in
hearing the sordid details.”

“l couldn’t give him a child, so he turned to a wamwho could.”

Why hadn’t she heeded his admonition? What demopeofersity had

driven her to prick his bubble of containment andtb squeeze another
drop of human emotion out of him when his everydvand gesture told
her that he had none to spare? An urge to reviwdifdnthat had gone out
of his soul, perhaps--or the need to punish himatéirer the motive, her
perseverance backfired, buffeting her with regtéet raged at the old
wounds and set them bleeding again.

She saw his spine stiffen, saw the stillness drogr diim like a cloak.
“Couldn’t give him a child--or wouldn't?”

“Couldn’t, though heaven knows | tried.” His gageoured her face,
seeking out evidence of lies, of games, of preteacd finding none. “I'm
sorry.”

“So am |,” she said, on a quiet sigh of distreso ‘am I. | would have
liked children.”

He lifted his hand in sympathy. Almost touched laem, in a kindly,
doctorish sort of way. “It's possible you couldidtave them. We’ve come
a long way in the treatment of infertility. Havewseen a specialist?”



Blinking, she turned away and tried for a lighteaten “No. | think I'd
prefer to have a husband first.”

“You're planning to remarry, then?”

“No, but nor am | interested in becoming a singhkeept. | don’t have the
sort of courage that inspired me when | was nimetee

The door on the big wardrobe was covered with kBléalgth mirror. In its
reflection she saw the different expressions clgasicross his face--the
anger softened by compassion, the curiosity vyiith vegret.

“If you had carried my child to term,” he finallysked in a low voice,
“would you have told me?”

She shook her head and pretended an interest inutiie of her right
forefinger. “You were in love with Sydney. By thent | realized there
was a baby on the way, you'd set a wedding dateok that as a pretty
clear signal that you'd meant what you said thétrygu threw me out of
your room, and that we had no future together.”

“Whom did you tell?”

Whom he’d said. So unimpeachably, grammatically cdrras if that
would mitigate the impropriety of their sexual ennter!

“No one. Initially, 1 was too afraid-of the disgecof my parents’
disappointment and shame.”

“You mean you went through it all alone? Couldrouyhave confided in a
friend?”

Again, she shook her head, though she dared rnotoaging at him. Her
feelings were too close to the surface, too distgrb“My friends were
occupied with other things. Their lives revolvedward what to wear, who-
whomto date, college, travel, cars, and suddenly | neabbnger a member
of the club. | had other cares, other concerns,dighait belong. | felt alone
and . . .” she lifted her shoulders in an unhagpyg as the memory of



that time replayed itself in her mind’s eye “lfelt old. Yet | was still just
a girl, barely out of school, with none of the wosd or maturity that
comes with age.

“And then, suddenly, it didn’t matter any morewts all over, with no one
any the wiser--except for me and the night stafthiea emergency ward at
our local hospital.”

“You said this morning that you miscarried. Did youdo something--?”

She swung back to face him, appalled. “No! | wakappy and confused
about a lot of things, but | never wanted to logebaby. You had given it
to me. It was all | had left of you.”

This time, he was the one to tum away, flingingsentful glance over his
shoulder as he did so. “Stop that!”

“What?”
“Talking as if we were lovers and | betrayed you.”

“You might not like hearing this, but I did love ypLucas, for a very long
time. | think that was another reason why my mggidailed. In the
deepest sense, | was unfaithful to my husband fhenvery start.”

“No.” He spun back toward her, anguish blazingismface. No!”

She took a step closer to him. “Why are you soicfoé the truth, Lucas?
You never used to be such a coward.”

“It isn’t truth, it's fantasy-your fantasy.”

“If you really believe that, why are you so upseBte moved closer and
laid her hand softly against his jaw, empathy wellwithin her at the

misery imprinted on his face. “What's happened da ¥hat you prefer to

exist in a vacuum rather than face life head-oaway you used to? Why
do you try to look through me, instead of at me?p@tend that nothing
touches you any more?”



He took her hand between his thumb and two fingedsheld it away from
him as if it were a particularly repugnant inséttn not the man | used to
be, Emily,” he said flatly, “and | was never thermgu chose to believe |
was.”

Quite what prompted her next action was unclearhdes it was the
underlying sadness she saw in him that moved hesotopassion, or
perhaps it was the old magic at work again, brolgitk by the touch of
his flesh on hers.

Whatever, spontaneously, without forethought oedaght, she dipped her
head and pressed her lips to the inside of higt,wrght at the spot where
his pulse throbbed.

“You were good and kind and brave, and all | evanted,” she said, the
sincerity of her words vibrating against his smod#mned skin. “And
somewhere, deep down, that man still exists.”

A lighted match thrown into a can of gasoline cotidhave ignited any
faster. The cadence of his blood altered, accabgratildly. He uttered a
harsh gasp as though racked by a pain too fierbe tworne.

And then he was holding her crushed against hird, as mouth was on
hers, but it wasn’t déja vu any more, because s&® no longer a girl,
unsure of the message she was receiving; she wasman who knew very
well when a man was in torment.

His kiss was fired with desperation, torn out ofmhagainst his better
judgement, and yet he was starving, dying, for vedrd woman’s healing
touch. It showed in the way his lips hungered dwers and returned to
them, time and again, despite his best efforts Wb gn end to the
encounter.

It showed, too, in the stirring response of hisyyad the way his hand
slipped down to her lower back and pressed hernagdim, inch for
aroused inch.



But not in his eyes. Those he closed so that tneissage would remain
unread. It was the last thing she saw before her fmNowed suit, albeit
for different reasons.

How quickly they all rushed back: the sweepingbtlent ache of desire,
the fiery passion, the lyrical sweetness of a Ingdess potent for its long
hibernation. Emily felt herself slipping under thepell again, swirling to
another dimension which did not acknowledge old tdwuand
disappointments but which beckoned with the prormofseew beginnings
and different, better endings.

He felt it, too. She could tell by the way his gnoaf despair quieted to a
sigh as their mouths bonded, the separate partgimgeinto a sensuous
ballet of motion. His lips opened against hers, thisgue tasted, flirted,
begged, and sent its erotic message speeding thiwaergblood. Sensation
quivered low in her womb, a cloud of desire so $svolwith expectation

that it quickly dissolved into a shower of heatviztn her thighs.

He stole her breath away, along with all her fiasotve to resist him, to
hate him. Slowly, she sank to the bed and drewdomn beside her, her
mouth still fused with his. Looping one hand aroumsl neck, she let the
other slide inside his shirt and over the lovedyttplanes of his chest.

She found his heart and pressed her palm thergjngishe could capture
his love as easily. She roamed the smooth skinsofilbs, the indentation
that marked his waist, and then, driven by mindlessacious hunger, she
slipped her hand lower still, to the unmistakableels of his erection
beneath the rough fabric of his jeans.

She shouldn’'t have. Not if she wanted to prolong dizzying pleasure.
Not if she wanted more than merely to touch. Nehi¢ wanted what she’'d
secretly missed for years: the feel of him buriegminside her. And she
did. She’'d craved it from the moment she’'d hearsl tame mentioned
again.

But she didn’t get it. Instead, he tore his moutinf hers and shoved her
away. Unkindly, ungently. “Damn you!” he explodadiyging to his feet.



She stared up at him through dazed, passion-cloeiges] disappointment
aching within her. “Lucas, please!” she all but mpered.

His gaze seared the length of her, blazing a thitontempt from the
curve of her throat, past the arch of her breastset thighs, which were
parted and half-exposed where her skirt had riddpn And yet she
shivered in its aftermath, and felt numb, as if aleee encased in ice.

“Please what?” he inquired with savage menace.

All manner of responses sprang to mind. Pleaset dimspise me! Please
don’t leave me! Please love me, at least a liftlguost for tonight!

At nineteen, she might have uttered any one of ttieen quietly bled as
he rejected them all. At thirty, praise heaven,whe much less inclined to
offer herself as a sacrifice on any man’s altaavidng belated pride to her
rescue, she reached down and restored a modicudead#ncy to her

clothing. “Please leave,” she said, bathing hersediheart in the doubtful
balm of this time being the one to evict him. “Aptease don’t invite

yourself back again.”

Something was going to have to change. He'd thoagHast night when

he'd reeled out of her room and collapsed agahestmall outside her door
with his heart thudding like a thoroughbred’s aftesteeplechase. He'd
reaffirmed the belief several times in the smalitsdbetween midnight and
dawn, when that sly abductor, sleep, had lurkedtinvgato shanghai him

into some erotic dream-state over whsite presided. And nothing about
the new day held hope of any improvement--a factrdemgnized with

irritated resignation before he’d had time to watma seat of his chair at
the breakfast table.

“Emily Jane, darling, surely that's not all you'reking?” Beatrice
exclaimed, pausing in the act of filling his coffeigp to cast a scandalized
glance at the slice of melon adorning Emily’s pldkéow do you expect to
get through the day if you don’t properly stokeyapir engine?”



“I never eat breakfast,” Emily said, angling onewlder just enough to
preclude having to acknowledge his presence, whigh fine by him. He
wasn't particularly comfortable meeting her eythesi

“Shame on you!” Beatrice scolded, clearly impergoto the tension
which, in his view, was thick enough to cut wittkmife. “Lucas, take a
look at the girl. She’s skinny as a rail and neadgqualified man like
yourself to tell her so.”

He shrugged and said, “She’s a woman, not a ga, Bnd old enough to
decide for herself. If she’s determined to go tb imea hand cart, | doubt
anything you or | have to say will change her miind.

“But you can try,” his grandmother insisted. “Sheght listen, what with
you being a doctor and all.”

“No, | won't,” Emily said flatly, addressing the ape behind his left ear.

“Indeed not,” her grandmother chipped in. “Trust,nideatrice Flynn,
there’s nothing your grandson can offer my grandtiéer that she’'d be
willing to accept.”

Sheflushed then, a dusky rose that reminded him ofrgaemed peaches,
and her glance flicked to his face before fleeiggia to the refuge of the
wall behind him.

Just briefly he was tempted to observe, | don’'tvknabout that. 'She
seemed more than willing to take anything she cgekdher hands on last
night, whether | offered it or not. Except that; &l his faults--and he’d be
the first to admit he had plenty--he wasn’t preparesink quite that far.

Especially since, damn it, his response to her 'hadeen exactly
indifferent, as she’d made a point of discoveriagterself. So pretending
his sole expenditure of energy had been in fendargff would have been
a barefaced lie as well as boorish.

Amazingly, his grandmother still seemed unawarehef undercurrents.
“Well, and why ever not, when the pair of them gnewvlike brother and
sister? The way you talk, Monique Lamartine, youtdink our



grandchildren were sworn enemies, when it's plairsée there’s never
been a cross word between them.”

“Things aren’t always as they seem,” old lady Latmarreplied snidely,
leaving Lucas to wonder just how much she knewhef true state of
affairs.

He fixed his gaze first on her and then on EmilNjo, they’re not,” he said.
“Isn’t it nice that we finally agree on somethimdrs. Lamartine?"

Emily Jane came close to aspirating on her melothat Disappearing
behind her serviette, she choked quietly and, whkke'd recovered,
muttered, “It's a lovely morning so, if you'll abxcuse me, I'll take my
coffee out to the porch and enjoy the sun.”

Old habits died hard. “Wear a hat,” he said autacally. “The sun’s a lot
stronger out here in the valley than what you’'vedmee accustomed to in
Boston.”

He should have kept his opinion to himself--and Mobave, if he'd
known the reaction he’d provoke. Mrs. Lamartineffedi as though to
imply that she’d be inclined to consult a gypsytdioe teller before she’'d
listen to his advice. Emily Jane flung him a glatitat suggested he could
stuff his phoney concern precisely where the suin’dishine. And
Beatrice, ever the optimist, beamed with deligl@nte a doctor--" she
began.

He shoved back his chair. “Don’t start on that hldme again, Bea,” he
shapped, venting his collective annoyance on Hevefi someone with a
brain the size of a pea knows overexposure to ghinlis asking for
trouble.”

“That must explain why you're sporting such a speatar tan,” Emily
Jane remarked sweetly, just before she let the daorg closed behind
her.

He glowered into his coffee and wished he’d choaemonastery in a
remote corner of Tibet in which to seek out thecpeand quiet his soul



craved, because it became more apparent with gassing hour that he
wasn’t going to find them here.

Just to add insult to injury, Bruce Anderson showgdabout half past
eleven that morning-“to say hello and see how Enalyd Madame
Lamartine are feeling”, if he was to be believedt, the alacrity with which
he accepted Beatrice’s invitation to join them lanch on the patio left
Lucas with the feeling that the visit had been tinngth the hope of just
such an offer being extended.

It wasn'’t that Lucas had anything against the qapast from his horse-
sized teeth and a great honking laugh that resehthk mating call of a
randy gander. In fact, under any other circumstanée’'d have been
grateful to have another man around. Not only t&len the sides a little,
it also provided the ladies with another victim @rmhom to shower
attention--some thing they all seemed more thaereagdo.

During the first course of the meal Lucas baskedha luxury of being
ignored, but, by the time hot chicken salad replabe chilled watercress
soup, he showed the symptoms of the onset of semeglect. And it
galled him more than he cared to admit that, wihearance of raspberries
in lavender cream, he felt about as imperativdéostuccess of the party as
an outbreak of cholera.

Conversation swirled over and around him as if leeena chunk of rock
lodged in the middle of the river, a bit of an @ué¢ but not serious
enough to interrupt the flow of things. If he'd ke over face first into his
plate, it was doubtful anyone would have noticedtiHought sourly.

The final straw came when the first bottle of wna@ dry. Before Lucas
could open his mouth and offer to open another,dgolal Bruce the
Canada Goose was on his feet and flourishing thescew. “Allow me,”
he insisted.

Emily Jane regarded him as if he’'d just come. ugh i cure for cancer.
“It's wonderful to be around a man who’s not afréadtake charge,” she
purred, batting eyelashes so absurdly long and tifiat, if Lucas hadn’t
known for a fact otherwise, he’d have sworn they twabe artificial. '



She and Anderson traded smiles then. That wa®allto Lucas on the
sidelines, it was--absurdly, illogically--like filmth himself cast in the role
of the husband whose wife was conducting an affgitt under his nose.
He knew a savage desire to shove the Canadiarils desvn his throat,
smash his nose until it cracked, and then booirtae into the river.

It took more control than he’d known he possessandintain a facade of
indifference. To nod his thanks when his glass twpped up. To keep his
hands loose and relaxed on the glass tabletogaidsif clenched in fury.

He succeeded by envisioning the majesty of the Hiyas on a far

horizon, the pale silhouette of saffron robes agja@zure skies, the chime
of temple bells echoing across the high plateauSiloét. As an escape
hatch they had never seemed more appealing. Trowdde even he knew
that the search for peace began not on a mapiafbis in a man’s heart.
And right now his was a battleground.

Lunch passed into early afternoon with no visildleallx in continuity. The
sun arched overhead, tempered by the shade tdlitteeumbrella. White
geraniums and heliotrope nestled at the foot dfepagcarlet hibiscus trees
scattered around the perimeter of the patio, ansteled around the roots
of the royal purple bougainvillaea climbing the gowall of the house.

The grandmothers dozed discreetly over their iag#tee. Bruce sprawled
in his chair with his long legs stretched, innfr@f him, seeming content
to enjoy the drowsy silence. °

If only Lucas hadn’t been there, Emily might haetaked. But there he
was, a brooding presence she found impossiblertorég his blue eyes
hooded as they stared out at the river, his moaitalieling the lean, severe
angle of his jaw.

He wore chinos, clean but old, their fabric, likett of his white T-shirt,
reduced to caressing softness by many launderingssn't fair that they
should out-shine Bruce’s starched and ironed elsgalh wasn't fair that,
of the two good-looking men flanking her, it wasuBe’s pleasant, open



face she found forgettable, while the surly beaftiucas’s features was
etched for ever in her mind.

It was supremely unjust that her heart continug@vien, unhurried rhythm
when Bruce laid a hand on her, bare arm and poirdad the
hummingbirds darting around the flower pots, butthucas could send
into a tailspin simply by accidentally brushing sae of his running shoe
against her ankle as he shifted to a more comflerfadsition. The sound
of footsteps approaching along the brick-paved mtithe side of the
house, followed shortly thereafter by the appearasfca woman of about
thirty-five, provided a welcome distraction.

“Hello!” Shading her eyes from the sun with her thathe newcomer
hesitated at the edge of the patio. “Sorry to ohron a family gathering,
but the clean-up crew next door told me that I'ddfithe person I'm
looking for over here.”

Her voice, charmingly husky and rich, brought the ladies fully awake.
Her legs--long, tanned and unquestionably gorgebad- both men
practically falling out of their chairs.

“Which person is that?” Lucas inquired, the coattaht look in his eyes
replaced by acute interest.

“The one who rushed to the rescue when the firkedbout the other night.”
She fished in the bag hanging from her shoulderpaoduced a card. “I'm
Tamara Golding, PR manager at the April Valley Wyn&Vhen a real live
hero pops up in our community, we like to acknowkethe fact.”

“Then I'm the person you should be talking to,” Nigure informed her. “I
discovered the fire.”

“But the real heroes,” Beatrice hastened to add, “are my grandsacas
Flynn, and Mr. Anderson, who happens to be visitmgareaTheysaved
the housendthe inhabitants.”

“Really?” Ms. Golding’s smile embraced them all lingered longest on
the men. “How fortuitous to find both stars in th&me place at the same



time. Any chance we could have a talk right nowwowuld you prefer |
make an appointment?”

Her name fit her to a T. She was all golden skid &air and sunny
dimples. Her lemon cotton shift floated over herves like a whisper and
her strappy yellow sandals revealed elegant, nafe®mt, their toenails
glossed in shiny bronze polish that matched heyefitips.

Lucas outmaneuvered Bruce in pulling forward amaeghair for her. “I'm
happy enough to accommodate you now.”

Talk about overstating the obvious! He was praliticdgrooling. So, for
that matter, was Bruce. And Tamara Golding was gidwer part by
cosying up to them as if they were the first menwtdk on the moon.
Clearly, a mutual admiration group was about tothits inaugural
meeting, and Emily wasn’t sure she could watch aoidlose her lunch.
“Would you like me to make more iced coffee, Mrkiria?”

“That would be lovely, darling. And there’s fresbymd cake cooling on
the kitchen table. Slice it up and pour over sorh¢he mulberry syrup
you'll find in the refrigerator.”

In her line of work, Emily was on comfortable téory in anybody’s
kitchen, especially one as large and well equippethe Flynns’. Add to
that the fact that it was blessedly cool and qginside the house and she
fully expected that the sudden, uncharacterisatjesy she’d experienced
at Tamara Golding’'s appearance would melt away.

She busied herself measuring beans into the grirfdieng the water
reservoir on the automatic coffee-maker, scoopaggdream into a large
glass pitcher, and waited for the calming routmeéake effect.

It didn’t happen. Her blood churned in time witte tboffee-grinder at the
thought of what she might be missing by isolatirgrself inside and
leaving a clear field for Tamara, who no doubt wdisplaying her
gorgeous legs to full advantage and further captigeher already willing
audience.



Why was it, Emily wondered miserably, wielding aifenon the pound
cake with deadly efficiency, that she was the amtynan Lucas found so
thoroughly resistible? Worse, when had she developgch a mean-
spirited streak that she was prepared to dislikesight a woman who'd
done nothing to deserve her enmity? Because, strowatedged as she
sliced away at the cake, she would have been pistappy to hack off
every last sleek hair from Tamara Golding’s beaubfond head.

She wasn’'t aware that Lucas had come into the diteaimtil he spoke. “Is

it pound cake in particular that you dislike, orytm mutilate all food like

that?” He stood so close that the words practidaiged the back of her
neck.

She whirled around, the knife still clutched in Hend, and found him
regarding her with amused indulgence. As if sheeveechild who needed
to be humored. As if she were a half-wit. Which sine€loubtedly must be
to be so thoroughly disconcerted by his proximity.

Praying for the wit to crush him with a truly bidht retort, she muttered,
“What are you doing here, Lucas?”

“Dear,” he said kindly, “I live here.”

“I know that. What | mean is, what are you doinghigre, now, when we
both know you'd rather be out there?” She flourgstiee knife disdainfully
toward the door behind him.

“Be careful where you wave that thing, Emily Janeg’ warned, backing
away, “unless you want to end up slicing off mdrart you bargained for.”

Oh, the replies that occurred to her! The trulyfildimmages that filled her
mind! Reining in her imagination, she slammed th&eon the counter
and, in the best tradition of Done To Perfectiooyned elegant swirls of
mulberry sauce over slivers of pound cake on delichina dessert plates.

“Why don’t you go back outside and talk to TamaraR& spat, investing
the last three words with such a world of petulathes he’d have had to be
brain-damaged not to hear it.



And of course, being Lucas, he couldn’'t pass upd&nce to display
himself in a vastly more favorable light. “Becausthought you might

need a hand in here.” His beautiful blue' eyesexnnilown at her, and just
about broke her heart. “But if that offends youliflake myself scarce.”

If only he had, before she’d come back to April @fatf only he’'d stayed

in Africa, half a world and a whole lifetime awaiflere,” she muttered,
closing her mind to such pointless, after-the-fagjrets as firmly as she
knew how and sliding a tray loaded with tall crystidasses down the
counter toward him. “If you really want to make yseif useful, carry

these outside.”

“OK.” He anchored the tray with one hand and waticher thoughtfully
for a moment. “If you're worried that Tamara’s haomiin on your
territory, don’t be. Bruce only has eyes for you.”

But she didn’t care about what Bruce might be uprtaith whom. In fact,
all of a sudden and completely out of nowhere, ditn’t care about
anything. She felt empty and used up, even mone sha had after she’'d
lost the baby. Because in the last two days shestidomething else that
she hadn't even known she possessed until it wippel away, and that
was the buried hope that perhaps, one day, alhd@escent dreams would
come true.

How often, in the years immediately following hersoarriage, had she
fortified herself with scenarios fed solely by wishthinking and a heart
starved for a taste of the sort of passion shelg ever found with Lucas
Flynn? Imagined that some day she’'d walk down eestm Boston and
bump into a stranger, and it would be Lucas, itk and handsome still,
but sadder and wiser for having almost lost herd Ae would hold her
hands and gaze down at her and say, ‘* ‘Emily, fauend you again!” Or
she’d look in her mailbox to discover an envelopestered with foreign
stamps, and inside a letter from him in which h&gtl her he’d made a
mistake in walking away from her and ask if it was late for them to
start over.

How many times had she choreographed an affaiBédston’s upper crust
and thought that she’d spotted Lucas’s height arhdih of shoulder
among the distinguished guests, only to have the maguestion turn



around and reveal himself to be just another mohesls than Lucas in
every way?

It hadn’t been rational and it hadn’t been smarstdad, it had been the
sort of simplistic fantasy that old romantic moviesre based on, where
all the hurts and failures had a point to them bseahappy endings were
supposed to come with a high price.

Real life was different, however, and she’d evelhuaccepted that she
wasn’t going to find any sort of happy ending wi¢leorge. But that little
fragment of hope had refused to die, so she'd wvedpp her fantasies
about Lucas and put them into storage, just in,cas®e day.. . .

Well, some day was now and Lucas had come cradiang into her life
and shown up all that gauzy self-delusion for tbhaesense it really was.
Tomorrow wasn’t going to be any better than todend might conceivably
be very much worse.

Small wonder he found her resistible! She was patlaand it was long
past time for her to reinvent herself.

“Emily Jane?”

She blinked, surprised to find him back in the lkéie and regarding her
curiously. “Sorry. Did you say something?” '

“What's keeping you? The others are waiting for yoewome back out and
join the party.”

The others, perhaps, but not him. Never him!

“Tell them not to bother,” she retorted, past @rihat she sounded like a
sulky adolescent whose nose was g out of joint umedhings weren't
going exactly her way.

Of course, he picked up on the fact. His perceptware amazingly acute
when it came to pinpointing her character flawsoWNwhat's eating you,
Emily Jane? Or would | be better off not knowing‘?”



“I have to phone the airline and make a reservdtme said rashly.
"Why?"

“Because I'm planning to travel, of course,” shored, in the vain hope
that saying so would be enough to validate sucbutlandish claim. Even
in her beleaguered frame of mind, though, she kseeh an easy escape
was impossible until her grandmother was settledregt Belvoir.

"Are you indeed?" he drawled. "And where are eya&te you planning to
go?”

She sighed. Anywhere, as long as it's away from, yghe almost said,
except that it wasn't true. She wanted . to beeckashim, to breathe the
same air, share the same dreams. But she couldimit any of that, and
she’d taken the lie too far to back down now. “B&ziBoston.”

“| see. May | ask why?”

“I have business to attend to.” She flung the amswae him, too
overwrought to care that she was coming acroseldsand unfeeling. “I
had a life back there, in case you didn’t realems] it didn’t simply grind
to a halt just because my grandmother needed mee” heThat she could
even entertain such callous thoughts, let alowe goice to them, cut her
to the quick. Why was she reacting like this, ashke’'d been coerced
against her will into returning to Belvoir? No ohad pressured her; it
had been her decision. If she now felt trapped sit@ation she couldn’t
control, she had no one to blame but herself.

Hadn’t she known that, by coming back to the scehé&er adolescent
heartache, she was tempting fate to deal unkindtix Wwer again? Of
course she had!

Unfortunately, she’d also thought herself--her hesafe. Only now, when
it was too late to reverse the damage, did sheeesshe’d been wrong.

She was as helplessly in love with Lucas Flynn nowall his moody,
widowed misery, as she had been then when he wasgyand carefree.



He might have discovered that the world was nobkgter after all, but he
was still the pearl in hers.

The realization made her feel literally sick ane &hew an urgent need to
get away from him, out of the kitchen and into Hweeet, fresh air of the
garden. But he stood in the doorway with his leggted apart and his
hands braced against the doorframe, and she kregwetven if she tried,
she could not push past him and escape.

His eyes bored into hers, his mouth tight with dateation and . . . could
it be dismay?

“Forget it,” he said, with very great certainty. di’re not going anywhere,
Emily Jane. You’re staying right here.”



CHAPTER SIX

How easily the fantasy revived itself, springingz@lmore vibrantly than
ever! “I'm not?” she said, her heart galloping nenhulous anticipation.
“Why not, Lucas?”

“Because you’re not leaving me to cope with youangimother,” he said
crushingly. “Contrary to what you and she choosddbeve, her health
hangs by a very frail thread and | won’t be helspansible for her total
collapse when she learns of your detection.”

How typical that he’d assume she would abandon Nleli “My
grandmother,” Emily declared, less because sheeadawt argue the point
than because she needed to buy enough time toaldheedisappointment
wreaking havoc within her, “is a lot tougher thdre dooks. What makes
you think my leaving for a few days will cause heicollapse?”

“What's suddenly come up in Boston that makes iusgent for you to
return there on the next available flight?”

“I have a job waiting.”

“‘Really?” He raised a disbelieving brow. “Tell youross you need
compassionate leave.”

“I amthe boss,” Emily said. “And my business won't itgelf.”
“Appoint a deputy,” he replied, setting his mouthain obstinate line.

She sighed, at a loss to understand why he shqyldse her leaving when
his whole attitude suggested he couldn’t wait t® e back of her. “This
isn’t the script of some cheap Western, Lucas.nltdassign deputies and |
don’'t expect my staff to handle my share of resfmiity. They have
enough to do dealing with their own, and this igeay busy time of year
for us.”



“Really?” He gazed at her through narrowed eyesadfy what sort of
business are you running, Emily Jane, that yourleyeps are too stressed
out to pick up the slack when you're called awayadamily emergency?”

“l own a planning agency,” she said, choosing herds with care because
she knew the scorn with which he’d react if shedeahhim her business
card, which was how she usually introduced DonePEofection. “We
organize events.”

“You mean like charity drives? Food banks and fadit tsort of stuff?” He
looked marginally impressed for a change.

She sighed again and braced herself for the irdeitdNo. | mean |

coordinate social events for people who are eitimatble or unwilling to

do it for themselves. Weddings, anniversaries, elirparties--that sort of
thing.”

“I see. And such events, of course, take precedeocer your
grandmother’s precarious state of health, whiamderstandably not quite
as critical a concern as orchestrating the candpesome stranger’'s
cocktail party.” He favored her with the same sgaghglance that he’d
turned on her last night when she’d come back fr@mwalk with Bruce.
“It figures. You're as shallow and empty-headed nagv you were at
nineteen. | guess some things never change.”

“How dare you sneer at me?” she flared, anger gagmto extinguish all
the fond feelings for him that had resurrected thelwes. “Where do you
get off belitting what | do for a living when yaidon’t have the first idea
what it involves?”

“Educate me,” he drawled. “Tell me how you lie awakghts worrying if
the caviar is going to be up to scratch and thenglane properly chilled.
Go ahead, Emily Jane. I'm all ears.”

“Those things are important, Lucas, just as mucly@ag making sure
you've got a tongue depressor handy when you neezkamine a sore
throat is important. But | don’t denigrate the walof your work by
focusing on minor details, and I'll thank you tofaefl me the same



courtesy. For your information, I'm able to tum @ugourmet meal at the
drop of a hat.”

“So is Beatrice.”

“You're right. But she didn't learn a sophisticatedmputer program so
that she could keep track of her accounts, comtrastippliers and
inventory. She’s never had more than two peopleingrfor her, whereas
| have twenty full-time employees and a backupfsiatwenty more for
functions running to more than three hundred gudstsve learned the
hospitality industry inside out, and am fully corsant with different
cultural etiquettes. And if that isn't enough tonemce you that I've
graduated from teenage airhead into capable astuthé add that at least |
make people happy, which is a damn sight more ¢harbe said for you.”

He subjected her to a cool, sceptical stare. “Aad ldid you reach that
conclusion, Emily Jane? Is clairvoyance also airedualent in your line
of work?”

“I don’t need to be blessed with second sight stbat you’re emotionally
bankrupt, Lucas Flynn. There was a time when ybade died rather than
turn away from the people who needed you, yet ltojou now, choosing
to closet yourself in some sterile lab with a buméhacteria swimming
around under a microscope because they won't malkedamands on
you!”

“That is not true¢’ His words blazed across the kitchen, full of kwed of
passion she wished he’d direct at her, and sheathtbelatedly, that he’'d
grown quite pale beneath his tan. “If anything,arectoo damn much.
Enough to devote my professional skills to reseagchdiseases which
continue to take lives. Enough to weather the essdfeustrations that go
hand in hand with such work and to keep going despe setbacks.”

“You don’t care!" she cried, the hopeless, helplesging clutching at her,
tearing into her. “The only way you can relate ¢ongthing with any sort
of warmth or compassion is if it's growing in a pelish!”

Astonishingly, after a moment’s stunned silencétiest out laughing, and
she could have kicked him. “Very good, Emily Jariehave to remember



that one the next time someone accuses me ofgettinemotions interfere
with my work!”

“Don’t you laugh at me,” she spat.

“And don’t you go shooting your mouth off withoundéwing the facts,” he
said, sobering.

“The way you did when you told me so succinctly howial my career is,
you mean?”

He shrugged. “OK, | asked for that. I'm sorry ib&littled your company.
But that doesn’t make it right for you to skip aut your grandmother at a
time when she’s feeling particularly vulnerabler Erying out loud, Emily
Jane, you only just got here.”

“| realize that, but | want-"

“We can't always have what we want,” he cut in itigratly. "Sometimes,
the price is just too high.”

“I know,” she shot back, exasperated that he wdtlewven give her the
chance to justify her decision. “I wanted you oaod paid dearly.”

“And so did I. Or did you think | conveniently favgthat I'd had sex with
one woman when | was engaged to another? I'm dbal/you were so
hurt and guilt-ridden to find that you'd become gmant, and regret more
deeply than you’ll ever know that you lost our dhilf I'd realized at the
time, | might have behaved differently. But | digrdecause you chose not
to tell me. Instead, since | thought | couldn’t gixou what you wanted, |
stuck to the commitment | could honor. None of Wahias anything to do
with your decision to abandon your grandmother whlea is under great
emotional and physical stress.”

He spoke to her as if she were an undeserving isbegging for penance.
As if, despite his assertion to the contrary, slegewcompletely without
intelligence or moral conscience.



“I'm not going to abandon her!” Emily cried. “Noidll mean to intimate |
was, until you started spouting off about my fatddaracter flaws.
Somehow, Lucas, you always manage to bring oupéineerse in me."

“Then what are you planning to do about her?”

“Take her with me, | suppose,” she said, wondevity she hadn’t hit on
such a logical solution sooner. “I've already decidny place is here with
her, but | can't just leave my business affairsdimag in Boston. | have to
go back and tie up the loose ends, and | don’indeeit has to be such a
problem. As long as my grandmother realizes wedldway for only a
short time, she might even enjoy herself and itdée a holiday.”

“You know she’ll do no such thing.”
“I know that | have to leave here.”

“Because your job is so all-fired important,” hedsavith such withering
contempt that she had to spit out the truth.

“No! Because | can’t live under the same roof ag.jlccan’t even live in
the same town. It’s just too painful.”

“Painful how?”

“Too many reminders, Lucas. Too many old, unfufillhopes coming
back to haunt me. | try to look on you as just heotman but the fact
remains that you're not. You're the man | fell iové with and who
fathered my child. Running into you all the timeaeaaring me apart.”

Just briefly, she thought he was going to agred \Wwér, but at the last
minute he swung away and rapped out a tattoo obithpine table in the
middle of the kitchen. “Your grandmother knows dustory, doesn’t
she?”

“Some of it. She knows we were sexually involvedt, §he doesn’t know |
got pregnant. Nor does she know that | was thewaine initiated . . .
things.”



“That explains her hostility.” He turned back t@éaher again. “Surely you
can see that, even if | offered to keep an eye emwhile you're gone,
she’d never accept me as her doctor? I'm the cad @dflowered her
favorite grandchild. She’'d rather be dead than tkkers from someone
like that. And make no mistake about it, Emily Jastee will end up dead
sooner rather than later unless she’s properlyrsigael. Don’t be taken in
by how well she seems to cope. The only thing keeper going is pride--
and her determination to outlive Beatrice.”

Before Emily could respond, a shadow fell acrossthineshold. “Oh, dear.
. .I'm interrupting again.” Tamara’s tone managefiha balance between
regret and amusement.

Lucas heard only the regret. “Not at all,” he sdidthing her in a smile
that left Emily aching. “What can we do for you?”

Unable to look away, Emily watched with sick fastion as Tamara slid
her hand under his elbow and nudged her breastsigais arm. “There’s
something | wanted to discuss with you before Vvéea

“You're leaving already?” Lucas inquired with pdipea regret. “Why?
What'’s your hurry?”

“I like to be home when my son gets out of school.”

“I didn’t know you were married,” Emily said, snhing at the first piece
of good news she’d had all day. °

“I'm not.” Tamara made a little moue of regret, pag her full mouth into

a perfect bee sting. “I'm that modern phenomenloa single parent, trying
to hold down a job and at the same time be a goaithen” “Very noble

of you, I'm sure,” Emily said waspishly. “What hagyed to the father?”

“Emily Jane!” Lucas made no effort to hide his ayawace. “Where the hell
did thatcome from?”

“It's a reasonable enough question,” she replidddty.

“It was unforgivably rude and none of your businéss



“That’s all right.” Tamara hooked onto him more @y and turned a
brave, saintly smile on Emily. “I'm a widow, sadgay.”

“Oh.” Confounded, Emily turned what was doubtless wnbecoming
shade of red and mumbled, “I'm sorry.”

“Thank you.” Tamara inclined her head in gracioisrdssal and focused
her attention again on Lucas. “Now, | was wonderitayv you'd feel
about. . .”

Her voice faded as she steered him through the awbback to the bright
afternoon outside. Feeling thoroughly stymied agrgvturn, and more
miserable than she’d thought it possible to be,l{matched them go then
slunk upstairs to her room.

She knew hiding away didn’t resolve anything, thatsulk in solitude
when things didn’t go her way was juvenile to shg teast. But the fact
was, the past had come back to haunt her with auatngeance that she
again felt like the unhappy, bewildered teenagetdsbnce been.

Below her window, the murmur of voices rose andl faterspersed with
laughter and the clink of ice against crystal. Tean& seemed, had quite
forgotten she had to be home in time for her sdtingeout of school.

Emily wasn’t accustomed to being eaten alive biojesy. In fact, the last
time it had attacked had been the day Lucas hadrshp at "Belvoir with
Sydney beside him, his ring flashing on the thirdyér of her left hand.
But the passage of eleven years hadn’t diminiskedite one bit, and
Emily winced as it took hold again. How was it tthe always had
patience to spare for others but never an ounchdo? All she had ever
done was love him.

And did still. Despite everything.
The truth hit with the force of a blow from a blunstrument. Muffling a

groan, Emily buried her face in the pillow, dismdyeeyond measure at
the realization that, age and experience notwititstegy, she was as



hopelessly addicted to Lucas Flynn as ever, noemhtiw hard he tried to
break her of the habit.

He tried not to notice her absence at dinner. Sag pouting and didn’t
deserve attention, he assured himself. She wasogiswonated and ill-

informed, not to mention rude. She’d do well toetak few lessons from
Tamara in the art of social intercourse. And higng a damn. made no
more sense than the irrational panic he’'d feltieawhen she’d threatened
to go back to Boston. If he had any sense of sahatall, he’d hasten her
on her way. The less he saw of her the better.

That being the case, why did he find his gaze dragpeatedly to her
empty chair? Why did his heart threaten to cavennitself when the
picture of her almost taking a dive under the wheed that red car
yesterday replayed itself in his mind’s eye? Wiy, Pete’s sake, did he
have such an unholy urge to strip her naked argitks olive perfection of
her skin?

Olive perfection of her skin?

He snorted quietly into his glass of wine and deditghere was nothing
more pitiful than a scientist trying to turn poédor anything more
embarrassing than the body’s ability to respondreoy to the wishes of a
person’s mind. As his did, practically every time &llowed himself to
think of her. It was ludicrous that a man his algeutd find himself at the
mercy of erections the like of which he hadn’t exgreced since he was a
callow youth of twenty.

“Does anyone know why Emily Jane hasn’'t come doamdinner?” he
asked the table at large.

Old lady Lamartine fixed him' with her maliciousabk gaze. “Quite
possibly because certain people put her off hed.foo

“| peeped into her room and she was asleep,” Beh “he looked worn
out, poor thing, so | thought it best not to waler, respecially since she



complained yesterday of a headache. | wonder, L.utcake might not be
coming down with something.”

He surprised himself then. “Unlikely,” he said, thtit'll ease your mind
any I'll stop in and take a look at her to makeesur

“She won'’t appreciate that,” her grandmother rapped

“I'll try to be too charming to resist,” he saidtWiunmasked irony. “Fix up
a tray, Bea, and I'll use the excuse of bringing dédight supper to check
up on her.”

No sooner had he uttered the suggestion than hetred it, in part
because the light of curiosity in both grandmotheggs--Bea’s inspired
by hope, old lady Lamartine’s by spite--was not stiting he intended to
gratify. So he waited until the old ladies had restifor the night before
embarking on a task which hindsight dictated waeslolly.

He found Emily just as his grandmother had desdritghe’d flung her
skirt and blouse over the foot of the bed but shent bothered to climb
under the sheets and lay covered only by the heoeheted bedspread.

A lamp burning on the chest of drawers near thepface touched her
features with subdued color. In sleep her face wdsearably young and
trusting, despite the dried tear tracks curving mWidwer cheek. She looked
very slight under the cover, very fragile, and Imew again that clutch of
tenor at the realization of how easily her life icbbhave been snuffed out
yesterday. A second later, an inch or two closed, the car ....

Setting the tray on the nightstand, he eased hirdsein on the edge of
the bed and nibbed a hand weatrily over his faceatWias wrong with him
that he kept harping on the fact that she couldeHaseen hurt, instead of
rejoicing in the fact that she’d escaped injury?adoctor, he knew full
well that focusing on the negative possibilitiesgrhthe way to the sort of
major stress that cost a man his nerve when he meesked it. Just because
he’d lost Sydney, that didn’t mean he was goinpse--



The impact of where his thoughts were leading hrought him up short.
Sydney had been his wife. How could he possiblyEedy Jane in that
role? He didn’t love her.

Did he?

Of course not! For Pete’s sake, half the time henitaeven sure he liked
her. She was a pain in the butt--except when, dbsushe caused him
discomfort elsewhere.

His problem was, he’d been living like a monk foo fong and he was not,
by nature, the monastic type. Admittedly, sex hagldyed a very big part
in his marriage-something he’d found difficult tocapt at first, but he and
Sydney had been close in other ways. A team, wgrkide by side, year
in and year out, medical missionaries so bloodyicdg¢ed to their work

that they’d had little energy to spare for anythariga more intimate nature.

Well, now he had more time and freedom to do aplbased, and if it
pleased him to satisfy his sexual appetites thezeewplenty of women
who’d be happy to accommodate him--starting withm@ea Golding,
who’d made it plain she was available whenever die the urge. He
certainly, definitely was not about to deceive himself into thinking Bmi
Jane Lamartine was the solution to what ailed fang never mind how
hard his body tried to tell him differently!

The shift in her breathing and the slight movemiarthe mattress alerted
him to her awakening. Looking down, he saw thatdyas were open and
fixed unblinkingly on him.

“You were crying,” he said.

“Was I?” Her voice floated up to him, gravelly wisteep.

“Yes.” Involuntarily, his finger traced a path upetbaby-fine skin of her
cheek. “Is it your headache?” The look she turnedhom, so full of

honesty and reproach, filled him with shame. “N&h& said. “It's you.”

She had always been like that-spilling out thehtrutgardless of the
consequences. Saying things better left unsaichamdr once apologizing



for doing so. If he were to allow himself the salmeury, he’d admit that
that was one of the qualities he’d always founesistible in her.

Instead, he called on the thing he did best: tgraway from what he
preferred not to face. “How so0?”

‘I want so badly to please you,” she said, trapgighand beneath hers
when he went to remove it from her cheek. “To mgde happy, to bring
you back to life.”

“I'm not exactly dead, Emily,” he said raggedly,cenagain reminded that
even her most innocuous touch was enough to bedeagim with
embarrassment. “And it isn’t your job to make meha”

She let go of him to push herself up on one elb@wven if that's what |
want, more than anything else in the world?” sheagéd, leaning toward
him.

She was wearing only a slip, one strap of whichfa#ldn off her shoulder.

Not all the self-control in the world could stopsheyes from tracking a
path past the swatch of cream lace skimming hasltseo the suggestion
of cleavage beneath, and even he, master of sadfitddat he’d become,
knew he was teetering on the brink of a desire watld not be satisfied

with a mere glimpse.

He wanted to touch, to taste. God help him, he aduhier and could no
longer deny it.

Swallowing, he tore his gaze away. “Don’t do thimily,” he said
hoarsely. “Don’'t push me into something we’ll botlate me for
tomorrow.”

In one graceful movement she rose to kneel befioneahd framed his face
in her hands, forcing him to look at her. At hegbaubeautiful brown eyes,
at her ripe, sweet mouth. “I could never hate yaiwgas,” she murmured,
weaving her fingers into his hair.

“No?” He summoned up the travesty of a laugh aied tto will his defiant
flesh into submission. He might as well have tiiedame a raging bull.



“You could have fooled me. You don’t seem terrilbhpressed by the man
I've become.”

“It's the man you are underneath that matters. Heéone I've always
loved.”

He watched her mouth, hypnotized as much by itpeslamd movement as
by its words. She had always been feminine, evem lage girl. Now she
was womanly, too. Overflowing with sensual warn8bft, alluring.

He ached to sink himself into that warmth, to feel softness close around
him and hold him prisoner.

"That man doesn’t exist any more, Emily,” he reglignevenly. “He lost
part of his soul in a hell-hole of a world you damégin to comprehend.”

“Did he?” she whispered, further narrowing the sp#tat separated her
from him. Her pupils gleamed in the twilight, hugark mirrors that
reflected the turbulence of his emotions amid taknccertainty of hers.
“Are you sure?” What did he know about sure? Heolght he was sure
about medicine, about devoting himself to the cdrathers, about making
a life with Sydney in that god-forsaken countryAfrica. And in the end
he’d gone sour on all of them and buried his ideddgg with his wife.
He’'d have to be crazy to let Emily convince himenthise.

“I'm sure,” he said, turning away from a possilyilibo outlandish to merit
consideration, no matter how hard it hammered todaed.

“So am |,” she said, and closed the last gap betwesm.

Her mouth came up to his and captured it with sweeawiction. Her lips
were warm and mobile, seducing him despite his &féstts to resist her.

The other strap of her slip was a thread of sajairet the pure silk of her
shoulder. Under his guidance, it whispered down dren, leaving her
naked from the waist up except for a flimsy lithie.

Of course, he shouldn't have touched her, hadr&nied to. But the
second her mouth fused with his he found himseléwd for a repeat of



the pleasure she’d brought him once before, a tong ago, that nothing
else counted. Passion blazed, pushing him to th& bf control.

Even then, he might have withstood the temptatidmeo. But, in a gesture
that was at once audacious and artlessly genesbastook his hands and
brought his palms to press against her breastdeltiber heart fluttering
erratically and saw the craving that tortured hloud her eyes also.

He saw the way her head fell back to leave herathexposed and
vulnerable to whatever he chose to inflict on iheTupsurge of emotion
that simple gesture created stirred him to a diffekind of turmoil, one
which suggested that perhaps he hadn't lost hik afier all. “Emily . . .
I” He sighed her name in an agony of wanting teéthis throat raw.

With that one word, he surrendered, admitting todalf and to her that
she’d been right all along: he’d never dealt hdgegith his feelings
where she was concerned. He could no more regighae he could stop
breathing.

But she heard denial in the way he breathed heendbon’t,” she begged

in a fractured whisper. “Don’t spoil it by talkiny.ou don’t have to say
anything, Lucas--no promises you can't keep, nodegou don’'t mean.”

Her hands fluttered over him, identifying the hungad need he couldn’t
disguise. “Just let us have tonight. Let me givesatiyto you, please. Just
this once, don’t deny us what we both want so hadly

“At least | make people happy. . which is more than be said of you!"’

Her words from that afternoon sliced through theehdefuddling his
mind, clearing a path for the self-righteous vaxe&onscience to speak its
piece.

Hadn’t he known, when he’d offered to visit hermgdhat, ultimately, this
was what he’d come for? To ease the ache she pedydnowing she
would never refuse him? Hadn’t his entire being med with covert
anticipation over the course of the long, slow évgmntil, by the time he
pushed her door closed behind him, he’d been rteriaétan a dog sniffing
out a bitch in heat?



Yes, yes, and yes! The truth was too painfullyrmpren for him to ignore.
He was nothing but a louse to take advantage dikesthis.

She sensed his retreat immediately and tried tbithakinding her arms
around his neck and seeking his mouth once moré sag thought that if
she could kiss him deeply enough he’d forget rsgmeations.

She very nearly succeeded. Her lips softened, ghaatted it took more self-
control than he could command to reject what sliered. He tasted her
mouth, learned its sweet, dark secrets, let higuenshow in graphic
imitation how he would like to possess the redtat

Deep in her throat she answered him with a sdl Igurr of acquiescence,
and disgust at his own self-indulgence flooded ublo him again,
stripping him of passion. “No!” he groaned, tearmmself away.

Her eyes, which moments earlier had been misty patsion, turned dark
with misery. “Oh, Lucas, why not?"

He shook his head, at a loss to convey to hercdisy he was having a
tough time accepting himself. He had thought he wasune to her and
only tonight had realized how badly he needed het how little he
deserved her.

Misreading the situation entirely, she let out & s@h of defeat and said
plaintively, “You don’t want me.”

He couldn’t bear her distress. The poignancy indy&s, her voice ripped
him apart. “I want you,” he admitted roughly, “damn it, | can’t use you.
Another woman perhaps, one who isn’t ready to gineeher all and ask
nothing in return, but not you, Emily. Not afteregything else I've put
you through.”

“I'm still not woman enough, is that it?”

“That’s not it at all'” He ran a frustrated handdbgh his hair and wished
he hadn’t tried explaining to her something stdlreew and unsettling to
himself that it left his brain addled. “You're diffent, special. But the hell
of it is I'm only just beginning to concede you alyg have been, from the



very first. Call me pig~ headed--or, if it makesuyfeel better, a bloody
coward--for not having the guts to acknowledgefétoe sooner.”

The light came on again in her eyes. “Then doethiait make everything
simpler, Lucas?”

Rationally, it should have. He, ought to have bakle to please them both
without a qualm. Except that doing so would leaee more bereft than
ever because, until he was certain he could givéheesort of commitment
he knew she both wanted and needed, what had loéeo her, once
tonight was over?

“Look at me,” he said, taking her hands firmly iis.HThis afternoon you
accused me of lacking warmth and compassion fomplpeoof being
emotionally bankrupt. I'm still that same man, BmiNothing’s changed
since then.”

Her shoulders sagged. “So what are you saying? Whahbave no future
together?”

He looked away because he couldn’t bear to watcleyes grow opaque
with pain again. “I'm not sure you can be happytwite. Until | am, I'm
not prepared to let things go any further betweseh u

“What if | don’t ask for more than you can alreaglye?” ' “But you will,”
he said tenderly, drawing his fingertip over hemntbling mouth. “You
won't be able to help it because, unlike me, youieger turned away from
the truth about yourself. And the fact is, youiopties aren’t mine. Things
don’t matter to me the way they do to you. | datdre about money or
prestige. It doesn’t bother me to drive a ten-yadrear as long as it gets
me where | want to go.”

A spark of anger flared in her eyes. “Do you thiftk so shallow and
materialistic that | judge a man’s worth by the mand model of the car
he drives?”

“No,” he said. “But nor do | think you should hawe change your
standards to accommodate mine. The fact is, I'veed®n. In a way &m
as emotionally detached as you accused me of behmye to be to deal



with the global misery caused by disease, otherKisgo mad with the

grief of it all. My work matters to me, Emily. Aintes it consumes me to
the exclusion of everything else. It's always beaough for me, but I'm

not such a fool as to believe it would be enougtyéu.”

“It would,” she whispered. “As long as you were migsome of the time, it
would be enough.”

“Not over the long haul,” he said, and drew a loragged breath. “You'd

want more, and if |1 can’t give it where does thedve us? A person can
compromise only so far. Believe me, | know. | mad®t of concessions
during my marriage and lived to resent many of tliem

“But you loved Sydney!”

“Not enough,” he said, wincing as the truth he’dasifastly refused to
recognize erupted within him like an abscess thdtfestered for years. “I
don’t think | could live with myself if | were toalthe same to you,
Emily.”

The tears rolled down her face in a silent floddddn’t know what to do
to make you change your mind,” she wailed, sittimgre with her designer
slip crumpled around her and looking for all theriddike the little girl he
used to know.

But she wasn't a girl any more, she was a woman liew what she
wanted and had the courage to go after it. And e damned if he'd
short-change her. Until he was sure he could giee dverything she
needed from a relationship, he could offer her otwgight. And she
deserved a lot more than that.

“I cannot give you what you want, not right nowg kaid.
“What if | can’t wait any longer?" she wept.

“Then you'll let go of the past and move forwardhwaut me, and the loss
will be mine.”



“How can you be so calm? Doesn't it scare you, pudittle bit, to risk
losing me like that?”

“Oh, darling Emily,” he murmured, folding her insharms, “it scares me
more than you can begin to imagine.”

“You can't possibly be more afraid than | am,” sfebbed, soaking his
shirtfront.

He pushed her hair away from her face and foughgthver of desire that
persisted in tugging at his groin.

“Yes, | can,” he said. “Because you know who yoe lant I've become a
stranger, not just to everyone who ever cared abwmubut to myself as
well. I have to find myself again, Emily. Find thean under the white coat
and see if he can function as a whole person autsgllab.”

“Do you think that’s possible?” Her eyes implorathh

How much simpler it would be just to make the preenihey both wanted
to hear and hope to high heaven he could live up! tdo tell her that

everything would work out and they could build toge the future that
she yearned for.

“If it is, I'll come to you and hope you see the mygou’ve always thought
| was.”

“I don’t need to wait to find that out. I'll take yrchances now.”

He kissed the top of her head, then stepped aveay fne bed before his
resolve melted. “No, you won't,” he said. “You degebetter than having
to settle for second best. If we have any chance foture together, it has
to be one in which we both invest equally. And bmrse you that if

there’s a way for us to do that I'll find it.”



CHAPTER SEVEN

IF EMILY had thought that that night would changeelg/thing between
her and Lucas for the better, the next morning gibher it wasn’t going
to happen quite that quickly or easily. He behaveath as he usually did
on those days when he worked out of the houseggmii to the patio and
immersing himself in the morning paper the momeaakfast was over.

Beatrice pottered about, watering her flower tubd pinching back the
blooms on the heliotrope, while Monique positiongel wheelchair in

such a way that Emily had to lean forward to sreeédok at Lucas-a move
which didn’t escape her grandmother’s inquisitiezey And then Tamara
Golding showed up, swanning around the comer ofhihnese as if she
owned the place.

After a blithe, “Good morning, ladies,” she perchextself on the arm of
Lucas’s chair, and if she didn’t go quite so fat@slrape herself all over
him it was so clearly what she’d have liked to tattshe might as well
have worn a placard around her neck stating the Aacfor Lucas. . .!

Emily swallowed the knot of outrage clogging herotit. No one would
have guessed he’d come close to saying he lovepistea few hours ago.
In fact, if the way he eventually cloistered hinfisat the far end of the
patio with the widow Golding was any indication, 'cheprobably

undergone an overnight change of heart.

The only sign that anything had altered between & Emily was that
his manner had lost something of its reserved edfgen she made so
bold as to interrupt his low, intense conversatioiih Tamara to offer the
guest coffee, he actually smiled. As if he liked. #dter last night, though,
liking wasn’t enough for Emily.

It was, however, entirely too much for Monique, whadtnessed the
exchange with unvarnished displeasure. “It would bee,” she

pronounced irritably, “if people around here codicect their sympathies
toward the less fortunate occasionally. Apparentdyone has noticed that
my precious Robespierre has not been in evidemme ghe night of the



mishap at Belvoir, and while that might not distdhe serenity of your
days it is certainly impairing mine.”

Unable to drag her attention away from the shirfshgnd head bent so
attentively close to Lucas’s thick, dark mop ofrh&mily said absently,

“I'm sure Robespierre is just fine, Grand-mere.Cate very independent
creatures.”

“But | am not fine,” Monique snapped. “I am distressed that is not
good for a woman in my condition. Since | am coedirto a wheelchair
and therefore unable to go searching for him myselould appreciate it,
Emily Jane, if you would bestir yourself to findrhiand bring him here to
me so that he knows he has not been abandoned.”

“Can’t it wait?” Emily said, reluctant to leave Tanma such a clear field.
“No, it cannot,” Monique declared, flinging Lucapaisonous glare. '

He didn’t notice. He was too engrossed in his Wertittle conference with
Tamara, which had progressed to the stage wherbaghber hand resting
urgently on his wrist. Emily could have stranglad pair of them.

She sighed. “All right, Grand-mere, if it'll makey feel better.”

“It will.” Monique’s tone left the matter in no dbi

Unable to resist one last shot at ridding hersefuch a determined rival,
Emily said, with rather more belligerence than grd&oodbye, Tamara.

You'll probably be gone before | get back.”

“Perhaps.” Tamara tossed out the reply, barely imgsa beat in her
conversation.

Lucas flicked a faintly surprised glance in Emilgsection but didn't see
fit to comment.

Just as well, she thought a few minutes later, hiagcsavagely across
Roscommon’s back lawn and armed with a pillowcaseontain the cat in



the event that she found him. One word of reprdemm her almost lover
and she’d have lost it completely!

The sun glinted dully off the smoke-blackened windmf Belvoir's main
salon but the sounds of activity echoing from witmdicated that repair
and restoration were already under way.

Robespierre was not a sociable cat so it was uplike’d be anywhere
near the house, but he was a creature of habitvang fond of his
comforts. Cutting across the neglected rose garfemnly made her way
toward the wall of shrubbery that separated Morigjl®me from the
Barretts’, her neighbors on the other side. Batimechorning sunlight, it
was reputedly one of Robespierre’s favorite baskpays.

Call and coax though she might, however, the chindt appear, nor was
he prowling in the long, sweet grass growing altmgwater’s edge. That
left only the belvedere, which was situated beysigtht and sound of the
main house and commanded a view of the river #svited downstream
and rounded the curve past Roscommon.

From all appearances, the structure had stood ahaddsince the summer
Emily had watched and waited so hopelessly for kuta come and
declare himself. The ornate wrought iron of its @onroof and trellises
was powdered with rust, its floor littered with ves and the assorted
debris of many winters.

Once, the curved benches inside had been covetkdstiped canvas, but
the fabric had long since rotted. All that was lefére the crumbling
remains of the cushions, which, judging from thitstwf kapok sticking
out at intervals, had been home to a family of nésléor quite some time.

Not the sort of place a person might want to lingemwas nonetheless
definitely one which presented good hunting opputies for a hungry

cat. Wrinkling her nose at the musty odor which exn the sweet air of a
northern Californian spring could eliminate, Emicked her way up the
shallow flight of steps to the shaded interiorted summerhouse.

It wasn’t just the smell of disuse that permeatedlatmosphere, it was the
aura of dejection accompanying it that resurrecéemther wave of



memories so pain-filled that Emily’s throat achebomb-like in its
privacy, this was a sad place, a place where thiagsdied.

She had come here to count off the days and ukimndace, with sick

dread, the fact that she was nineteen, pregnansiagte, with no wedding
plans looming on the horizon to mitigate the sitwratecause the love of
her life was marrying another woman.

Somewhere among the withered leaves crumbling uhderfeet lay the
forgotten bits and pieces of her heart which shiertever quite managed to
put back together again after Lucas had brokem thsroughly.

She’d wanted to die that long-ago summer, but heghlioo cowardly to
do anything to expedite the matter. She supposedsght to be glad of
that now, with things between her and him seemmigngch brighter.

Except what had he really promised her?

She leaned against a trellis and stared moodilyeapeaceful garden. He'd
promised her nothing but a lot of maybes that migéter amount to
anything.Wouldnever amount to anything if Tamara Golding hadwey,
and Emily was far too finely attuned to the otheman’s agenda not to
recognize that she was the type who wouldn'tlgasi put to rout.

“Think about it,” she muttered glumly, coughing lade at the cloud of

dust that rose up when she plopped herself dowthenotting cushions of
the nearest bench. “She’s pulling out all the stoparading her

widowhood and worthiness for all the world to skesex-starved divorcée
whose career aspirations revolve around other p&opbirées and parties
hardly paints an admirable picture by comparisoth-pou might as well

face it, Emily Lamartine, that pretty well sums bpw Lucas perceived
you until you set him straight.”

A rustling at the end of the bench startled heo irsilence. Seconds later,
some sort of field mouse poked, its head out frahidd the cushion. A
pretty little thing with big round ears, it stoppedlfway out of its nest, its
nose twitching as it sniffed out the danger spdiig@n intruder.



Whatever other neuroses she had, Emily had newam lone to squeal
with fright over insects or rodents. To have dooe with the six Flynn
boys living next door every summer, would havellggl endless misery.

“Don’t run away on my account,” she said now as niuse pinned her
with a terrified, beady little gaze. "I am as muwhoutcast around here as
you.”

But when even the mouse didn’t relish her compary féitted back into
its hole she decided she’d wasted enough timenigslorry for herself and
would be better occupied trying to shape a futuoeentolerable than the
unhappy past. “A future which doesn't include Tam&olding’s cool,
amused voice and sleek golden limbs,” she decldoedhe scarlet
bougainvillaea climbing up the trellis, and jusbabscreamed with shock
when a voice from behind answered.

“Talking to yourself, Emily?” Bruce’s pleasant dane was laced with
amusement. “Doesn’t say much for the company at&uason, does it?”

Unsure how much he’d overheard, Emily chose todsraizout. “Actually,

| was talking to a mouse,” she said, standing ug larushing flecks of
kapok from her skirt. “Come in and wait for him pop out of his nest
again. He’s the cutest little thing, with ears Ipa&rachutes.”

Eyeing the derelict belvedere, Bruce stationed &ifresgainst one of the
entrance posts and gave a comical shudder. “Nokghd wouldn’t have
thought this was your idea of a pleasant placepend the morning,
either.”

“I came looking for Robespierre.”

“I think he died a couple of hundred years ago.ud&’s amusement
erupted into laughter that was too infectious ®ste

“Not this one,” she said, joining in. “He’s my g@mother’s fourteen-year-
old cat and he hasn’'t been seen since the fireénTéhe stopped and
looked at Bruce curiously. “But how did you knowevh to find me?"



“I saw you from the Barretts’ garden. Is this cauye looking for a big
male tabby with an unpleasant addiction to claviimg ankles of passing
strangers?"

“You've found him!”
“He’s taken up residence under the Barretts’ fn@randah.”

“Oh, my grandmothewill be pleased! Can | count on you to help me catch
him?”

Bruce bathed her in another endearing grin. “Itheatackle California’s
most wanted criminal! But if you'll do the trappind show you exactly
where he’s holed up.”

Robespierre took some persuading but eventually vath the added lure
of a can of sardines provided by Bruce’s hostéss; finally captured him.
Although her grandmother was delighted to have @tk again, when she
showed up with him on the patio and found Tamaita stlding court,
Emily realized she didn’t know the half of it wh&rtame to trapping.

As if cornering 'one man wasn’t enough, the monséetset eyes on Bruce
Tamara corralled him, as well. “Oh, wonderful; yeer'saved me having to
come looking for you!” she exclaimed, then, witheoaf her charming
little grimaces, added, “Come and join the. dismrsshat’s raging by all
means, but promise me you won't take as long twiocoe as Lucas.”

“Can anyone join in?” Emily asked tartly, and wasmptly rewarded for
her nastiness.

“Not really, dear,” Tamara cooed. “This isn’'t somag that exactly
concerns you--at least not right now.”

And, how exactly does it concern you? Emily wonderguelling the
homicidal urge to choke Tamara for the patronisitigqude she dished out.

Monique prevented any sort of retaliation, howewvey, announcing,
“Emily Jane, | wish to have a few words with youpirivate. Be so good as
to wheel me to my room.”



Once there, she came straight to the point. “Yoluisting after that Flynn
creature again, aren’t you, Emily Jane? It's asnpés the green in your
eyes every time you look at Madame Golding."”

“Yes,” Emily said, too discouraged to bother deigyiwhat must be
patently obvious to the most casual observer.

Monique stroked Robespierre, who purred contentedlyher lap, and
pursed her lips before replying. When she finalplkse, her tone was
surprisingly mild.

“You know, ma chérel had hoped you’d outgrown him. You assured me
you had, if you recall, the day you arrived at BélvBut of far graver
import is the way he; now looks at you. As if, fbe first time, he actually
sees you. | find that very unsettling, Emily Jareghtening, in fact.”

“It's how he looks at Tamara Golding that upsets nEmily confessed.

“He is a man,” Monique said bitterly. “When did yaver know one

capable of withstanding the attentions of an ditracvoman, especially
one who flings herself at him so shamelessly? @Giwethe chance and he
will break your heart over and over again. Perhyps remaining here

with me is not such a good idea, after all.”

So Monique saw it too-that filament of attractionftamara that Lucas was
either unable or unwilling to sever. Emily lookedhar grandmother, at the
concern and love she saw written on her face, ardeles filled with
tears.

Monique gave a sigh and reached for her hand.it$®already too late. |
was afraid that might be the case.”

“What shall I do, Grand-mere?" Emily whimpered ditally.
"There is but one of two things you can dw chéreYou can cut him out

of your heart as you would a disease, or you ogint fior him. Only you
can decide which of the two will bring you the lepain. And | can do



nothing but watch and wait, just as | did the tase, and hope he does not
destroy you.”

Emily had known all along what her course of acteas going to be, of
course. Her grandmother’'s assessment merely cadirner decision. “I
gave in without a fight before and it destroyedangway,” she said. “This
time, I'll follow my instincts and confront the sation head-on.”

A grudging respect illuminated Monique’s dark ey€gou are a true
Lamartine, Emily Jane. A woman after my own hearte sure. Although
| defy anyone to persuade me the man deservedgamirin a strange kind
of way I'm proud of your decision. It makes up fory own lack of

courage a long time ago, when | faced a similaaht

At the time, it did not occur to Emily to questitve reasoning behind that
remark. It was enough to know that at least onseqrein the house was on
her side.

She didn't get a chance to speak to Lucas along eatly afternoon.

Beatrice had asked Bruce and Tamara to stay fachkian invitation

which they’'d both accepted and which left Emily wlenng if they’d be

moving in with their toothbrushes before much lang§¥hen Tamara tried
to claim the chair closest to Lucas, however, Maaidplocked her path,
maneuvering her wheelchair with such fearsome gt she almost ran
the woman down. “Help me to the table, please,” sehgered. “I am

incapacitated, as I'm sure you can see.”

Seizing the opportunity, Emily slid into the vaca#at and murmured,
“What is it that’s kept you so busy all morning,das?”

He shrugged. “Oh, just some wild idea that Tama@@se up with.
Nothing that would interest you, Emily.”

She was in no mood to be put off with that sortaoswer. If their
relationship was to stand any sort of chance, dtteabe based on equality
and sharing. “Anything that concerns you interes¢s” she replied rashly,



“especially when it involves such close and prokxhgonsultation with
the widow Golding.”

He had been about to take a sip of water, buteatdmark, he rested the
heavy crystal glass on the table and subjecteddar penetrating gaze.
“Are you trying to crowd me, Emily? To pressure mdittle, because of
what transpired between us last night?”

“‘Don’t | have the right?” she shot back in a lowice “Or was what
transpired between us last night just a diversiptextic on your part?”

His gorgeous blue eyes took on a flinty cast. ‘W& stage, neither of us
has anyights concerning the other, Emily Jane. All that exlst$ween us

is possibilities, and they’re hardly likely to flosh in a climate of jealousy
and distrust.”

Last night he’'d called her Emily, and she’d takeas a sign that at last he
saw her as the woman she’d become and not stihegirl she’d once

been. But here he was, harking back to Emily Jgra@naand it was that
revealing little slip of the tongue that undid her.

“Don’t talk to me as if ,| were a child, Lucas Fhyi she whispered, almost
blinded by a combination of rage and dismay.

“Then stop behaving like one,” he replied cuttinglnd for Pete’s sake
stop making a scene, because | won't stand for it.”

“Is there a problem at your end of the table?” Teatsadulcet tones floated
down to them, riddled with malicious curiosity.

Of course, Lucas didn’t pick up on that and took gluestion at face value.
“Yes,” he said bluntly, the fingers still wrappedhtly around his glass
uncurling a little. “Emily Jane wants to know whae’ve been talking

about all morning. Perhaps, for all our sakes, gdagtter tell her. In fact,

she might be just the person you need to help yaumith that catering

problem you mentioned.”

Tamara gazed at him commiseratingly. “I don’'t sugga can do any
harm. Dear,” she trilled, studiously addressingwladl behind Emily, “the



April Valley Winery hosts a sort of community sdcevent every year at

which we honor certain people for their contribnsado the well-being of

our town. A sort of formal thank-you, if you likégr services above and
beyond the call of duty. And I've spent the entimerning, plus a good

portion of yesterday afternoon, trying to convirlaecas that he deserves
recognition for the part he played in saving tleaely old house next door
from burning to the ground.”

She paused delicately. “And Bruce too, of coursefak as those of us on
the selection committee are concerned, they're loathl heroes.”

She smiled the whole time but the undertone oflitiée spiel suggested
the men would have deserved even greater rewatlteyfd seen fit to
leave certain inhabitants of Belvoir to fry.

“Problem is, they've hit some sort of snag with fheople who usually
supply the dinner,” Lucas put in. “Something to with a labor dispute
that’s got half the staff on strike, didn’t you sdyamara?"

“I'm afraid so, and it's looking very much as ifetlproblem isn’t going to
be resolved any time soon, so we’re scramblingrid &nother caterer to
take over--not an easy task with so little leadetim

“Well, Emily Jane, what do you say?” Lucas turned hter with an
indescribably smug expression on his all too hamgstace. “Here’s your
chance to strut your stuff.”

“I'm hardly equipped to jump into the middle of sething as big as a
banquet, Lucas, with neither staff nor suppliersélb on.”

“Well, darling, of course you are!” Beatrice criétlVith a bit of local help,
you’'ll put that old catering company to shame! Tl what's involved,
Tamara.”

“A five course gourmet meal, a sampling of fine dbavines, a few
speeches, a smattering of polite applause, and ttren actual
presentations.” Tamara gave one of her delibeitdie pauses, then added
blandly, “Nothing that a person on her own wouldecto tackle, I'm
afraid.”



She might as well have come right out and said,hidgt that I'm
interested in having you' get involved in, Emilynhartine, but Beatrice
killed the insinuation before it could take root.

“Nonsense!” she scoffed. “She’ll manage beautifulk marvellous
evening it is, Emily, darling. Started about fiveays ago as | recall, with
everyone who's anyone in April Water there to legport, and a grand
opportunity for us all to dress to the nines.”

‘I can’t possibly take advantage of Emily Jane litkat,” Tamara said
rather shortly. “We’ll have someone come up frone thity. San
Francisco’s full ‘of excellent gourmet suppliers.”

Although she knew she’d live to regret it when tlalities had to be dealt
with, Emily couldn’t let well enough alone. Turniigr sweetest smile on
Tamara, she purred, “Don’t be silly. | wouldn’'t mishe opportunity to

orchestrate the banquet, any more than I'd dreamisging the rest of the
evening, especially since Lucas and Bruce are thdo®red. How lovely

of you to think of nominating them.”

Lucas sort of choked at that, while Tamara merebkéd as if she might.
It wasn’t until after lunch, when the grandmothesese taking a siesta and
Emily was busy loading the dishwasher, that Tancataght up with her.
“You forgot this,” she said, slamming through tivergying door into the
kitchen and plunking the soup tureen down on the able.

“So | did,” Emily said, knowing full well that Tama's appearance had
nothing at all to do with good housekeeping. “Thafde bringing it in.”

“My pleasure, dear. Kitchens always interest meeyTsay so much about
the people who work in them, don’t you think?”

She looked around at the polished copper pots hgnigom the ceiling
and the braids of garlic strung from an iron racktiee wall, then brought
her gaze back to bear on Emily with the pity of ampecting a singularly
unfortunate Cinderella. “Which brings me to someghelse which | think
must be said. | know you came out here on a missionercy, as it were,
to do something about your poor old grandma, sanl quite see that you



wouldn’t be prepared for anything quite as . egaht, shall we say, as this
evening at the winery that we were talking aboutiath.”

“Not any more than | was expecting Belvoir to goiopflames,” Emily
said.

“Exactly. And since I'm sure you wouldn’t want t@ lembarrassed | think
| ought to warn you that, parochial though we aremany ways, Mrs.
Flynn was quite right when she said that peoples Hegat the event
seriously enough to dress . . . appropriately.”

Her glance raked over Emily, taking in the sameoroskirt she’d worn

the day before with mingled pity and distaste. ‘#¢an no offence, dear,
when | say that your wardrobe would seem rathewuitaide for the

occasion. S-0-0. . .” She drew out the word on st gliregret. “Although

I’'m sure we can supply you with a little black dsemd white apron if you
insist on working in the kitchen | really don't think, |abther things

considered, that you'd be comfortable in anythinfpeo than a . .

.Subservient role, do you?”

Too nonplussed by the woman’s gall to do anythilsg,eEmily simply
stared at her.

“Of course, you could always go out and buy sonmgthihat would do, if
you're determined to insinuate yourself into thetypa®

“Of course,” Emily murmured faintly.

“But it seems rather pointless, don’t you thinknsmlering you're an
outsider with no real involvement in the communigfd quite frankly |
don’t normally expect my hired help to mingle wilie guests except in a--
ah-working capacity."”

The whole scene smacked so blatantly of a badltemrisoap opera that
Emily almost laughed. “I don’t consider myself antsider, Tamara,” she
said. “My grandmother is a prominent member of AgWater society and
has been for years. As for being your hired help--"



"But this isn't to do with your grandmother, Emilygxcept very
peripherally,” Tamara interjected smoothly. “It's tlo with the Flynns,
who are not related to you.”

“They have been part of my life for as long as h aamember. My
connections with theme and, in fact, with the tawrgeneral--go back a
very long way.” She slid the last plate into thehivasher, snicked closed
the door, and said pointedly, “I don’t recall eeearing your name
mentioned before this summer, though. When did gome to April
Water, Tamara?"

“Three years ago, shortly after my husband dief@ltithe need to leave
unhappy memories behind and make a fresh start.”

“I came back here for the same reason.”

“I see. And | suppose,” Tamara said, with more tadmnt of venom, “that
homing in on our annual event qualifies as pastoafr rehabilitation?”

“Absolutely. One of my problems in the past, yoe,s@as giving up too
easily on those things that really mattered to matend to rectify that
while I'm here.”

“In that case, it would appear that we have nothimye to say to each
other.”

“Indeed not,” Emily said. “Always assuming, of cear that we were
talking about the same thing to begin with.” .

Tamara’s eyes narrowed. “Oh, | think we both knbattwe were, Emily
Jane, which is why | took the precaution of inwgtibucas to be my guest
that evening. I'm so sorry, dear, that there wdr@troom for you at our
table, except for those times when you're servisigofi course.”

Oh, lady! Emily thought, grinding her molars in eadgeep this up and I'll
shove you in the oven, then serve you as the mainse--Done To
Perfection!



Lucas had planned to drive into the city and speedafternoon in the lab,
but he knew he’d never be able to concentrate enctirelation of his
latest test results when he had so many otherpparsoncerns on his
mind. So, he cleaned out Roscommon’s old woodeessaoughs instead,
replacing sections that were rotted and climbing@o@ down ladders until
his legs were about ready to drop off. At leastabgvity left his mind free
to grapple with what was really bothering him.

The fact was that when Emily had blown back in®lte he’'d been jolted
out of the snug little niche he’'d carved for hinisatd forced to join the
mainstream of life again. All those wounds he’dugat back from Africa
had grown tired of festering and started healinghefr own accord. Life
held excitement again. The past, which he’d onoadht would haunt him
for ever, was fading rapidly and the future shomght with sudden
promise. Even his work had taken on fresh challedgspite his playing
hookey from it today.

Like a severely frostbitten man exposed to heat,fdeling had trickled
back, a slow, painful transition that had begunhit extremities and
gradually worked up to his heart. And he knew il ba do with her, with
her zest for living and her infinite capacity todoand forgive. She was the
antidote to everything his life had become overlés¢ eleven years. -

The question was, as he’d told her last night, @dd offer her what she
both needed and deserved? Was he really readgdottiis last hurdle and
make the emotional commitment without which no @esi relationship
stood a ghost of a chance, or was a belated ségsétariving him?

He rammed a last section of new eaves troughirgptace and stared at
his handiwork. A bead of sealant, a coat of pan no one would ever
see where the damage had been cut away. SorteoEfikily, who showed
no visible scars at all for what he’d put her thlgbuBut that didn’t change
the fact that she’d lost his baby, or that perhipsedn’t have happened if
he’'d been there to take care of her. They mighehmeen the parents of a
ten-year-old son or daughter if he’d done the habler thing and married
her eleven years ago.



Marriage. The word sent chills down his spine. Netause of its finality,
but because he knew, deep down, that he’d royaligvwsed up the first
time around. And Emily hadn’t fared much better.ré/hey crazy even to
contemplate jumping in a second time? And if thearay where did they
go from here?

For him, the safest place was probably up thisdadghtil he figured out
the next step, because, in all truth, he was afraige alone with her. She
was too alluring for him to resist, even when slas Weing unreasonable,
as she had been at lunch.

He thought of little but making love to her. Awokea sweat most nights,
the dream of her lying naked beneath him so vikat it took every ounce
of restraint he could muster not to race into heirbom and give in to the
agony.

“Lucas, do you intend to spend the rest of the dgayhat ladder, or will
you come down and join us for the cocktail hour#gaB voice floated up,
filled with frustration.

She’d been very unhappy with his decision to isolamself all afternoon.

She’d wanted to spend the time discussing ad nausgagreat honor the
town was so anxious to heap on him. He hoped shpatdhe idea out of

her system by now, but, either way, he could hasglynd the whole night
hanging from the roof and hoping the exercise wdiddenough to deaden
his libido.

“'m about done for the day,” he called back. “Giwee another ten
minutes and I'll be down.”

His hair was still damp from a shower and he’'d agtkimself shaving
when he came out to join the three women half aur kater. They were
sitting under the walnut tree, deep in discuss®la lady Lamartine had
her cat on her lap, Bea had brought out her emérgiénd Emily reclined
in a lawn chairs with a notepad propped on her &nee

“It simply isn’t a problem, darling,” Bea was sagin

“What isn’'t?” he asked, dropping down on the gitasside Emily.



“Emily’s worrying about finding reliable help fohé banquet, but I'm sure
the Ladies’ League can give her some names,” l@adynother replied,
scorching any hope he’d had that the topic had weetf out.

“I think my granddaughter should turn the job ower the Golding
woman,” old lady Lamartine declared. “Not that amgdothered to ask
my opinion, of course, but had they done so I'dehbeen more than happy
to point out that Lamartines are not accustomedbang treated as
servants.”

“Drawing up a menu and orchestrating a meal isrdcdy hard labor,
Grand-mere,” Emily said lazily, stretching her arat®ve her head in such
a way that the outline of her breasts beneath itle [gouse she wore was
gilded with sunlight. “I enjoy it. I'd just feel me comfortable dealing
with people who've worked with me before and whawnhow 1 like
things to be done.”

“You don’t belong in the kitchen,” her grandmotlggumbled. “Your place
is with me, seated well above the salt.”

“And that's where I'll be, if it's at all possibléhe thing is, | didn’t come
prepared for a formal function, and I'm not suiéfihd time to drive into
San Francisco to shop for a dress.”

Beatrice decided to put in another two cents’ waitkhat. “But there’s no
need, Emily Jane! The wardrobe in your room is d@dllovely things from
the days when | was as slim as you, and thosediashare all the rage
again now.”

"What a very novel idea,” Monique Lamartine saiddsty. “Wearing
someone else’s cast-offs to attend an importanalsfunction on the arm
of a man of Bruce Anderson’s stature! | confesshsacthought never
would have occurred to me."

“He asked you to go with him?” Lucas asked, toaaggd to care that he
sounded like a dog snarling over a bone.



“Is there a reason he shouldn’t?” Emily asked immmbly. “You agreed to
go with Tamara, after all.”

He should have seen that one coming and duckedl't¥aight,” he said.
“And that reminds me that I'll have to haul out rold dinner jacket and
hope it still fits, in which case we’ll both be weway vintage clothing,
Emily.”

Monique Lamartine gave an unexpected cackle of gtebat, something
which startled her cat into taking off in the ditiea of Belvoir. “Catch
him, Emily Jane,” she wheezed. “Quick, before leappears again.”

“Let me,” Lucas said, springing to his feet. “I det® stretch my legs a bit
after spending the afternoon at the top of a latider

He needed to put a bit of distance between himEandly, too. He’d made
it plain that he needed time, but sitting so cldsa faint echoes of her
perfume drifted past him every few seconds had h&ft dangerously
susceptible to rushing things, particularly withr higaunting Bruce

Anderson in his face.

She was trying to pressure him with one of the sildecks in the book,

but he’'d always prided himself on not being théges, possessive type. If
he hoped to stick by that principle, however, he adeeling he’d do well

to keep himself very busy for the next little whikend if she kept up the
pressure. . .well, then he wasn'’t sure if eithethein was ready for a more
final commitment.



CHAPTER EIGHT

ALTHOUGH Lucas had made it clear that his firstopity was to
rediscover the kind of man he was outside the peien® of his work,
Emily hadn’t expected that he’'d act on it quitesson. It began right then
and there, however, with his chasing after Robesgiand, given the cat’'s
temperament, it ought to have qualified him fortheo citation of merit.

Even Monique was touched, though she did her bestmlet it show.
Beatrice, however, wasn’t about to let her get awdi that. “Admit it,”
she scolded, when Lucas returned covered with dwatand glory, and
Robespierre tucked firmly under one arm. “You'reddtie at heart where
animals are concerned, Monique Lamartine, and \ways have been.”

“A softie?" Incensed, Monique glared at her. “Womyou’re senile!”
“Perhaps.” Beatrice smiled reminiscently. “But Imember a summer
morning many years ago when | went out to pick vatchwberries and
found a fawn lying dead among the reeds by the.rReor little thing had
drowned, | believe, and | was beside myself for fée grandchildren
would come down and discover it--or worse yet glmat might, Monique.”

Monique looked suspicious. “How is it | never hedhis story before,
Beatrice?”

“We agreed not to tell you.”

“We?” Emily asked, intrigued by this new snippefarily history.

“Your grandfather and I, darling.”

The outrage Monique had shown when she was figstest in the Flynn
home and which had begun to diminish returned Ihféuce, this time

glazed in ice, but Beatrice appeared not to notice.

“Yes,” she went on. “I met him on his way down ke triver for his early
morning swim. He did that every day of his lifeydu remember.”



“l scarcely need you to remind me of my husbandkits,” Monique spat
out. “I was married to him for nearly fifty yearsaugh | don’t expect a
little detail like that to trouble you.”

Emily shot an inquiring glance at Lucas, who regatiit with a faint shrug.
From her grandmother’s reaction, there was motadastory than met the
eye, but he clearly had no more idea than she ivhaght be.

“He was a lovely man,” Beatrice said softly, obtivs to Monique’s
quivering fury. “A sensitive man. He saw at oncevhagpset | was, but
even more he was concerned for you, Monique. Yqu&d lost another
favorite pet--that aristocratic old Siamese thatuloeat only the finest
canned salmon-and we agreed it would be crueldd@gour distress.

“So he dug a grave and | helped him bury that fafwfew weeks later we
planted a whole bed of calla lilies at the site anainised each other that
we’d tell our secret to no one--though | don’t thime’d mind my sharing it
with you now.

“The flowers are still there and they always remmd of how kind he
was, and how much he loved you. We were both veckyl women,
Monique, when it came to husbands. Small wondetheeiof us ever
looked at another man when we lost the best.”

She shook her head and blinked. “Well, that's ehaaitthat! Who's ready
for dinner? The fish market received a shipmentrab sent up fresh from
San Francisco just this morning, and | bought ehdadeed an army.”

Emily thought it sounded like a splendid idea gndging from the way
Lucas leapt to his feet, so did he. But Moniqueasaf she were carved out
of stone, staring sightlessly at the garden intfadrner.

“Grand-mere?" Emily touched her shoulder. “Arerouyfeeling well?”

Hearing the note of anxiety in her voice, Lucas eaover. “Mrs.
Lamartine, is something wrong?"



Monique swung a slow gaze from him to Beatrice edeyes were black
with pain. “I'm afraid there is,” she said, “anésitnuch too late for anyone
to do anything about it."

The doctor in Lucas took immediate charge. He cheédier pulse, felt her
cheek, the throbbing vein in her neck, and releabedbrake on her
wheelchair.

“What is it?” Emily whispered, practically runningp keep pace as he
wheeled her grandmother swiftly back to the house.

“Her pulse is racing but don’t ask me why. If | didknow better, I'd say
she’d just run a mile.”

“Stop fussing, both of you,” Monique ordered. “I'not about to die and
you won't find anything medically amiss. | shall baite all right when
I've had something to drink.”

“I'll bring you a glass of water right away,” Emilyaid, holding open the
door to the sun room.

“I'm talking about cognac, Emily Jane. Save the exdbr another time
when I’'m more in command of myself.”

“I'd like to examine you more thoroughly before ytake any alcohol,”
Lucas said.

Monique heaved such a great sigh that Robespieioed his displeasure
at being disturbed. “Young man,” she decreed, sogtthe cat with one
hand and waving imperiously at Lucas with the qthrough it pleases
me to see that you do indeed possess a modicumraféspional
responsibility after all, your concern is misdiegtt | am not having a
seizure, nor have | taken leave of my senses. Ghatepposite, if truth be
known. Beatrice, | wish to speak with you alones@sn as it is convenient
for you.”

Not surprisingly, dinner was a somewhat subduedirafthich for Emily
descended into outright gloom when, before they éaeh finished the
main course, the phone rang. “It's Tamara Golding you, Lucas,”



Beatrice said. “Poor woman'’s terribly upset. Sonmgttabout her little boy
not being able to breathe and his doctor being awdyoliday right now.”

He went to the front hall to take the call and didthave to offer a word on
his return to the dining room for Emily to know whaas coming. His
expression said it all.

“You’re rushing to the rescue,” she said.
“The boy’s an asthmatic, Emily. He needs help.”
“Then perhaps he should be taken to the hospital.”

He heard the cynicism in her voice, the peevedynasion she couldn’t
hide, and the look he brought to bear on her waskfy impatient.
“Perhaps that’'s exactly what | intend to recommeAt.the moment,
however, his mother’s in a state of panic and nesstseone to take
charge.”

“Well, don'’t let me keep you in idle chitchat,” Eipniretorted with heavy
sarcasm, ashamed to appear so unsympathetic bbteutta shake the
feeling that this was just another ruse on Tamapald. What were the
odds that by the time Lucas showed up on the deptse boy would have
made a miraculous recovery?

For a moment, Lucas seemed torn. He even wentrsasfto lift his hand
in a gesture that was almost pleading, then chahgethind and spun on
his heel. “We’ll talk when | get back,” he saidtiia and a minute later the
front door slammed behind him.

Fresh steamed crab lost its appeal after that, midyRised Monique’s

request to speak privately to Beatrice as an extmsscape to her own
room. “I'd like to look through the clothes you ntemed, Mrs. Flynn,”

she said. “Try on a few and see if | can come up something to wear to
the winery event.”

For a while she did just that, and became so eagdothat she forgot all
about watching the clock for Lucas’s return. Therere some lovely



things hanging in the wardrobe--romantic, Zeldazdetald sort of
clothing, with flowing scarves and wide-brimmeddat

She considered and rejected a black lace shifimtachwith jet beads. It
was meant for someone older and a little widem hips and shoulders.
She fell in love with a two-piece affair in turqgei crepe with a cloche
made of the same fine fabric, but the blouson &b d stained tear in it, as
though it had been snagged on a rusty nalil.

And then, when she’d just about given up on uneagtlanything that
would do, she found it: a floating dream of a drigs$lile green chiffon
over ivory silk, with a dropped waist, full skirthd demurely high
neckline. There were even shoes in matching iva@gupde soie--dainty
little things with high heels and a strap across itistep. They fit as if
they'd been made for her, and so did the dress.

She held up her hair in one hand, swirled in fiainthe full-length mirror,
and decided that, come the night, she was goimggveo Tamara Golding a
run for her money.

The minute Tamara’s name came into her mind, howeke mood was

broken. \Mth a twinge of uneasiness, Emily notittedlas almost eleven

o’clock. Lucas had been gone over three hours. Vmether had passed
and there was still no sign of him, she threw oolee and stole downstairs
to the telephone in the front hall.

The grandmothers had long since finished theirusision and retired, so
there was little chance of her being overheardhasdsaled the number of
April Water General Hospital and asked to be prdugh to Emergency.

“Yes,” a nurse told her when she was connected di$tGolding was
brought in earlier this evening.”

Emily cast a furtive glance over her shoulder, anékly humiliated that
she was allowing herself to behave so badly. “Unhaw is he doing?”

“Very well,” the anonymous voice replied. “We séimtn home again about
nine-thirty.”



Too dismayed to be careful, Emily dropped the nemrewith a clatter and
decided she was going to be sick all over Beasifiee old Oriental rug.
Just to reinforce the idea, the clock above thetetiece in the drawing
room stroked out midnight.

What was keeping Lucas?

Clamping a hand to her mouth, she climbed thesstHithis was what love
did to a person, she thought, rushing to her bathyeshe clearly wasn't
going to survive the experience.

The nausea passed but a headache--a real onenthjsbt just something
conveniently manufactured-- took hold. Dropping taye in the middle of

the floor, she eased herself down on the bed afiddwher stomach to

behave. Fifteen minutes later, she was back irb#tleroom, and this time
she really did lose her dinner. Lucas came homebgfore two. She knew
because she’d just hauled her aching body backdaalier her umpteenth
visit to the toilet bowl, and saw the headlightshaf car flash across her
window as he drove into the garage at the sideehbuse.

She didn’'t hear him come up the stairs; it wasidaift to hear anything
over the pounding in her head.

* % %

The clock on the nightstand showed a quarter past when she awoke
the next morning to sunlight streaking across téé. Ishielding her eyes,
she sat up cautiously. Although the headache rstitjged distantly, her
stomach appeared to have recovered, and reactetlyqggmough when she
staggered to the bathroom to rinse her face inwaker.

She lifted her head and stared in horror at thikdpahage reflected in the
mirror above the vanity. She looked about as ajpmeals a wrung-out
dishrag!

Even the effort of squeezing toothpaste on herhbta her trembling.
Although it was not her normal morning preferengl®e would have sold
her soul for a cup of tea, but the thought of natigy the stairs made it not
worth the trouble.



She was perched on the edge of the tub, tryingetwdd if she really
wanted a bath badly enough to run the risk of diog/firom exhaustion,
when a knock came at the bedroom door.

Twice she cleared her throat to call out. “Comé shhe managed to croak
on the third attempt.

“Heavenly days!” Beatrice exclaimed, flinging thead wide when she
saw Emily tottering across the floor toward heratlhg girl, whatever is

the matter?” She’d have shrugged except the e#guired was more than
she could spare. “I think I've come down with tHa,f she managed
feebly, “or else | ate something that disagreedhwie.”

“The crab!” Beatrice decided. “Dear Lord, wherelLiscas when we need
him?”

And she bustled away before Emily could stop her.

He showed up shortly thereafter, a distinctly sicaptexpression on his
face. “You're ilI?" he inquired.

“It must have been the crab, Lucas,” Beatrice daithging a damp cloth
from the bathroom and dabbing at Emily’s face. “Whikd the sickness
come on, darling?”

“Last night,” Emily said, feeling the room begin $pin again. “If you'll
excuse me, | think I'd like to lie down.”

Lucas placed a cool, professional palm on her fadh“It's not likely to

be the crab since we all ate it and no one elseftering any ill effects,”

he said callously. “And you’re not running a tengiare. So what is it
that's really bothering you, Emily Jane?” He thoughe was malingering!
Begging for sympathy without due cause! And thd that her stomach
suddenly growled with hunger didn’t do much for bexdibility.

“She hardly ate a bite of dinner,” Beatrice saidhelpfully. “Left the table
as soon as you went out, now that | come to think, o perhaps you're
right, Lucas. Perhaps it is the flu that’s laid kerlow.”



“Or perhaps she’s just plain hungry,” he said, ingnaway in disgust.
“Especially if my having to attend a medical emeéxgerobbed her of her
normally robust appetite.”

“I threw up half the night,” Emily informed his blacindignation lending
her strength.

He yanked open the door. “Then | recommend dryttaad clear tea,” he
said shortly. “It's been known to work wonders oomen suffering from
the vapors.”

“That’s a wicked thing to say, Lucas! ” Beatriceeck. “It was a foolish but
unselfish thing she did, to suffer all night and bother you.”

“There wouldn’t have been any point,” Emily coultinelp saying. “By
the time he came home, the worst was over.”

He stopped in the doorway and flung her a lookumhsdisgust that she
shivered. “I'm flattered that you didn’t let illnegprevent your keeping tabs
on me, Emily Jane. If you're not feeling better thys afternoon, let me
know. | can always prescribe an antacid.” “He ddemean to be so
abrupt with you,” Beatrice consoled her after higfl. “He’s tired, that’s
all. Got in very late, | gather, but the Goldingldhs much better, thank
the Lord.”

I’'m sure, Emily thought sourly. And | bet the widd@olding isn’t doing
too badly, either!

The damnable thing was, though, that Emily alsb falch better as the
day progressed. Enough to manage the recommendednte toast for
breakfast, and chicken broth with soda crackersuiach.

“You're not to think of bringing me another meal lred,” she insisted
when Beatrice caught her dressing for dinner. “perfectly able to come
down to the dining room.”



“Why am | not surprised to see you?” Lucas snesmh after when she
slid into her seat at the table. “And looking s@yand healthy, too!
You've made an amazing recovery, Emily Jane.”

“Of course she has,” Monique said. “She’s a Lamatti

“I'm also wearing enough makeup to keep a cosneetiopany in business
for a year,” Emily snapped, “but | don’t expect ytmubelieve me when |
tell you that, Lucas.”

“Why ever not?” he drawled. “Don’t you always teike the truth?”

His attitude made it perfectly clear that he thdughe'd concocted the
entire episode last night to wring a little attentifrom him, and she
couldn’t hide the hurt it caused her. All the pregg they'd made, all the
hopes and half-promises, seemed to evaporate bedoreyes. He’'d never
taken her seriously. He never would.

To her horror, hunger and longing all mixed up wegkentment and a kind
of hopeless, angry adoration brought her to the eddears.

“Lucas!” his grandmother protested. “You're makigmily cry.”
“Brute!” Monique spat.

Besieged on all sides, he glared at the threeeshtt{Oh, what the hell?”
he growled, and, tossing aside his napkin, stroola the room.

Unable to stand the tense silence that followecdekits Emily fled too. By
then he’d reached the top of the stairs and wasatabashut himself in his
study.

“Just a minute, Lucas,” she quavered, dashing dheayears still blurring
her vision. “You and | have a few things to stragghout.”

“You and | have nothing,” he said bleakly, “nor ave ever likely to at this
rate. | told you before, | won't be pressured imtaking a commitment I'm
not sure either of us is ready for.”



“I'm ready,” she shot back. “It's--"

“Are you? | seem to remember telling you, the nigkfore last, that |
might sometimes put my work ahead of anything eds&l you coming
right back and saying you could live with that.”"

“Dropping everything to run over to Tamara Goldm@gvery time she
whimpers isn’t your work! You're not her family dime, or her son’s.”

“But | am still a doctor and | won’t be held to acmt for decisions | make
which | happen to think are right. | won't toleraeurfew. And | won't let
myself be manipulated by a woman who acts like id @dvery time she
doesn’t get her own way.”

Bright red rage filmed Emily’s eyes, scorching aeynnant of tears into
oblivion. “But you don’t mind being manipulated Bywoman who uses an
innocent child to get what she wants. Tell me, Isycavhat makes
Tamara’s behavior so much more acceptable thantiwav is it you're
able to spare her understanding and kindness, diattdem out to me in
such meager amounts?”

“She wasn’t being manipulative. Her son had a \eg asthma attack and
she was terrified. With good reason, | might adtie Tlast time that
happened, the boy wound up on a ventilator in 1Gttiree days.”

“Is that why you stayed by her side half the nigbven though the
emergency was over hours earlier?"

“How do you know that, Emily Jane?”
She’d reached the top of the stairs and stood @nseagh to touch him but
suddenly she wished she’'d stayed at the table apt her mouth shut.
“Never mind,” she said, backing away.

His hand shot out and clamped around her arm.id, $@w do you know
that, Emily Jane?”

So often since they’d met again he’'d behaved &&’d died out there in
Africa, and she’d sometimes thought that if alltthas left was a shell of



the man he used to be it might have been better ifad. But she saw now
that the last vestige of that monastic calm wasegshattered by a fury
that made her flinch.

“What else could have kept you away so long?” sinepbrized, unable to
repress the tremor in her voice.

He gave a little jerk and brought her up so cldsd she could feel the
buckle of his belt stabbing into her. “You're lyiagain, Emily.”

“Oh, all right!” she cried, squirming under his stny. “I phoned the
hospital and they told me.”

“You checked up on me?”

“Yes, | checked up on you,” she wailed a fresh sdittears rolling down
her face. “The same way you checked up on me tii@ hiwvent for a stroll
with Bruce.”

He held her close to him a second longer. Closeigim@o kiss her--and

oh, she wanted him to kiss her! Wanted him to het iron grip subside

into a caress, to slide his arms around her ahdheelthat she was silly to

be so insecure and that he'd never look at anetbaran as long as he had
her.

Instead, he let her go, the way she might havepo@ hot saucepan lid.
“I have no use for jealousy,” he said. “No mattemwhyou look at it, it's
ugly and insulting. Worse, it's destructive. Onlyoal would try to build a
relationship on it.”

And, swinging around, he strode into his study Etdhe door slam shut
in her face.

That was the last Emily saw of Lucas for the rerdairof the week. Faced
as she was with the task of hiring short-term staff ordering supplies for
the banquet, her own days were too full for hesgare the time to monitor
his comings and goings. Still, she couldn’t helgigiog, when she went



out each morning to the car that Beatrice had kitetit her, that the other
half of the garage where Lucas normally kept” hetisn wagon stood
empty.

“You're working much too hardma chére ” Monique scolded, when
Emily showed up late for dinner on the third ddyhépe Madame Golding
IS suitably appreciative."

“Beyond signing a contract the first morning, I"eearcely seen her,”
Emily said. “She hasn’t once set foot in the kittherea. If she has a
guestion that needs answering, or some matterndeads attention, she
sends for me.”

“Sends for you?"

“That’s right, Grand-mere, and frankly | prefethiat way. | couldn't stand
having her underfoot all the time, checking to malkee | know what I'm
doing. She remains in her executive office andckdsb the kitchen where
she undoubtedly feels | belong.”

“Tell us what we’ll be eating, Emily, darling,” Beace wheedled.

“I've kept it pretty plain. Beef tenderloin, andcl fruit and vegetables-the
kind of things that most people enjoy. I'll waittiii'm set up in my own
establishment with a permanent staff before | dnamat into more exotic
menus.”

Beatrice nodded. “The men will be pleased. It'srbegy experience that
they prefer plain food.”

“Speaking of men,” Emily said, trying to sound omharginally interested,
“where’s Lucas these days? Or is he avoiding me?”

“Of course he’s not, darling! He’s up to his neck some important
experiment at the lab and staying in the cityhdls finished. He does that
occasionally when things get hectic.”

“| see.” Emily nodded, then added with feigned rtaalance, “Will he be
too busy to attend the banquet?”



“Heavens, no! When he phoned yesterday, he mentitreg he’d spoken
to Tamara and would be back no later than noon ainr&ay. Plenty of
time for him to get out of his lab coat and ints Hinner suit.”

Emily digested that item of news with difficultyo$ie’d had time to talk
to Tamara, but not found a minute to let her kn@wias going to be in the
city for a few days. It was enough to sour anyohejges!

She said as much to Monique on the Friday. “I dedfad tomorrow night,
Grand-mere.”

“I'd have thought you'd be looking forward to it'd your chance to dazzle
the entire community. After this, | shouldn’t expgou’ll have any trouble
picking up clients, Emily Jane.”

“Perhaps, but...well, with Tamara Golding Hauntingrself .... ” Emily
lifted her shoulders in mute disgust.

“Why do you care how she chooses to behave?” herdgnother asked.
“You don’t normally concern yourself over such tavmatters.”

Emily had the grace to look embarrassed.

“l see,” Monique observed, “that ‘normal’ doesnfipdy in this case. You
perceive her as a threat, do you, Emily Jane? dldhe success of your
professional undertaking, but as someone who naghie between you
and Lucas Flynn?"

“Yes,” Emily said, and, when her grandmother wentnterrupt, insisted,
“I know I'm not mistaken, Grand- mere. A woman ové always senses
when someone else is after her man, don’t you #iink

“Not always,” Monique said, somewhat to Emily’s guse. “Things aren’t
always as they seem, ma chére. Sometimes appesuEcée deceiving.”

“But she’s so obvious! She as good as told me tk ldf. Rubbed my
nose in the fact that he’'d accepted an invitatmsitt at her table tomorrow
night and that, even if | did manage to get mytagether well enough to



spend part of the time as a guest, | needn’t expece’d be room there for
me.”

“There’s nothing you can do about that, Emily Jdtie.up to Lucas to tell
her he’s not interested, if that is indeed the Case

“And | should sit back and do nothing, the way dl diefore, and watch
another woman walk off with him?”

“For a relationship to stand any chance at allettae two things a woman
must learn to do, Emily Jane. One is to acceptfaicé that you cannot
force feelings. Either they're there or they're .nbhe other is to learn to
trust. There’s no telling the damage done by a tddkust.”

“How can | trust him when all Tamara Golding hagltois crook her little
finger and he races to be by her side?”

Monique swiveled her chair to face the window tlmaiked out on the
orchard at the side of the house. Beyond it roseb#it of cypress trees
that separated the property from Belvoir.

“Listen to me, Emily Jane,” she said. “For yearsbélieved your
grandfather was having an affair with Beatrice. ,Y{g=u might well gasp
like that, but | thought | had good cause.

“Early one morning | happened to look out of my tweshn window and |
saw them together. He had his arm around her ashdesly, as if he could
feel my gaze on him, he looked back at the houm hurried her out of
sight among those trees over there.

“It was a long time before they came back agaim when they did she
was weeping. He held her in his arms and she leageghst him and
sobbed her heart out, the way a woman does wheatkom has hurt her
deeply. Eventually, he put her from him and gave #&dittle push, as
though to say, ‘It's over. Go home to your husband

“Beatrice and Grand-pere?” Emily said in husheddief. “But you and
he always seemed so happy together, so in tunesadh other!”



“We were,” Monique said. “That is why | waited fairm to come to me
and tell me what it was I'd witnessed, becaused s&re there must be an
explanation beyond the obvious. But he never didpagh | gave him the
opportunity over and over again. He never refetocegeeing Beatrice that
day and when | came right out and asked him whdtkegt him so long
past the time he usually was gone for his mornimignshe made up some
story about not realizing how late it was.”

“Why didn’t you confront him?”

“Because | loved him and was afraid of losing hirshould have known
better, of course, because by then we’d been ndaleiey enough to have
grandchildren running about the place and he’denence given me
reason to doubt him in all that time. But | nevetr f®ot in Beatrice Flynn’s
house again and | made sure she never set fooin@. Mwo years later,
your grandfather was dead, but they weren't happars, Emily Jane.
What had happened put such strain between us aélh# understand
how or why.”

She sighed and a tear rolled down her cheek. Bnalyappalled. In all the
years of her growing up she’d never seen her gratftgn cry. “You
should have talked to him, Grand-mere. Broughil bat into the open.”

“Yes,” Monique said as another tear slipped down faee. “Instead |
waited twenty-one years for an explanation, andchdoaut the other day
that I'd punished two people who meant the wholeldvto me. And why?
Because they loved me enough to want to protedtone hurt.”

“Oh, Grand-mere, it was all about the fawn!” Emgdyt her arms around
the thin, stooped shoulders. “How sad!"

“How wicked,” Monique declared, some of the stareturning to her
voice, “to have wasted all that time. Don’t make $ame mistake with
Lucas, Emily Jane. If you think you can make a Vifigh this man, don’t
spoil it with doubt and jealousy.”

“Lucas as good as said the same thing the nigét & went rushing over
to help Tamara’s son.”



“He was right to do so. Jealousy can undermine d@henstrongest of
bonds.”

Emily sighed unhappily. “Before that night, he drtdlked and it seemed
as though there was a chance for us. He asked mieediim time to be
sure that we both wanted the same thing, and Ilsamuld. | meant it at
the time, but now. . . I don’t know. When | washaggn, | was prepared to
wait for him for ever; at thirty I'm not so naive #o think that’s possible.”

“Do you love him?”

That, at least, was simple to answer. “Yes,” Ensidyd. “I have always
loved him and | always will. But I'm afraid he mighot feel the same way
about me.”

“Lucas Flynn is strong-willed, just as his grantitwas, and he won'’t be
coerced. Try to rush him and you'll lose him.” Mque spun the chair
back to face her and, taking her hand, chafed ntlgevith her own. “I
hope he deserves your love, Emily Jane, but the waly you'll find out
for sure is to give him the freedom to walk awaynirit.”

* % %

Advice didn't come much better than that, Emily ided early the next
evening as she eased her toes into sheer silkisgscthe color of morning
mist. And in another two hours she’d have the chancshow whether or
not she was equal to the task of following it.

She’d spent the day at the winery, supervising fihal details for the
evening ahead. Among the hastily assembled stafivelve whom she’d
hired, she’d been lucky enough to find two womerm\dtworked for years
in the hotel business. At half past five, with giteing ready except for the
finishing touches, she’d felt confident enoughdawve things in their hands
while she went back to Roscommon to dress.

Bruce had arranged for a limousine to collect mer the grandmothers and
that afternoon had had corsages delivered to theehdA lovely man he

is, to be sure,” Beatrice had sighed happily, shgvaff her purple orchids

to Emily when she’d arrived home.



“But not the right manhélas” Monique had murmured, inhaling the
delicate fragrance of her tea roses.

For Emily he had ordered gardenias, two perfeajuesste blooms which
she now pinned in the upswept coils of her haiould her neck she wore
the Lamartine pearls which her grandmother had Hentfor the evening.
They and the flowers were all the accessories tegsdequired.

“Oh!” Bruce said with great feeling, when she cathogvnstairs just before
seven o’clock.

If Emily hadn’t been sure what to make of that, tBea’s response left her
in little doubt that she’d chosen her outfit wéN.ou look' lovely, Emily,
darling, just lovely!” she cried. “You'll outshinevery other woman there,
no doubt about it.”

Monique, who'd graduated from the wheelchair to lvane for the
evening, gave her a peck on the cheek and whisp&ad you will have
fun tonight. Don’t spoil the whole effect by langhing in a comer because
he’s dancing with someone else, Emily Jane, ormpaght as wells show
up in sackcloth and remain hidden in the kitchen.”

Lucas couldn’t offer his comments because he’djlest after six to pick
up Tamara Golding and drive her to the winery earlgugh for her to be
on hand to greet the rest of the guests.

Just as well, Emily thought wryly. In light of hisiood at their last
meeting, he’d probably have told her she lookede likomething
Robespierre had caught floating in the river.



CHAPTER NINE

THE April Valley Winery was housed in a stone bintglthat looked very
much like a French chateau and was, in fact, a hegmt private
residence as well as an operating wine-making kstaent. Its great
entrance hall, floored in marble, was overflowinghwilowers, music and
people by the time the limousine rolled to a stopsamassive front doors.

The first person Emily recognized was Tamara. Sbeldvhave been hard
to miss in a crowd of thousands, let alone the op hundred people
present that night. Clothed from head to foot imagieng gold lamé, she
looked, Emily decided uncharitably, like a curvace&gyptian mummy.

She was also at her corporate best. “How very et you got the
potatoes peeled in time to join us,” she murmucethe gardenia behind
Emily’s right ear. “Do help yourself to champagndass, of course, you
feel you must rush away to the kitchen.”

Emily was very glad that Bruce stood at her elbbi®. might not be the

‘man of her heart but there was no denying thatéae a sight worth seeing
in black tie and dinner jacket. Like Lucas, he Bhdulders that begged to
show off fine tailoring. Even Tamara spared hineeosd’ glance.

Leaving the grandmothers in his care, Emily excubedself and did
exactly as Tamara had suggested, threading heramayg the throng of
guests to the wide passage at the back of thehzlled to the kitchens.

As she had expected, everything there was runnkagdockwork, and

after a quick check with the staff and an assurémaeshe’d be back again
before the final countdown she returned to thedmneer reception. Bruce
had temporarily disappeared, but Lucas stood clgattith Beatrice and
Monique.

“Some shindig,” he muttered, snagging. a glasshainmpagne from the
tray of a passing waiter and handing it to Emilijh&y never had do’s like
this here when | was growing up.”



“Indeed not,” Monique said. “You were right, Bea#j in saying that the
custom started some five years back. And therenitegaough chairs then
either, as | recall.”

“Darling,” Beatrice cried, slipping her arm throudfonique’s, “is your
poor knee bothering you? Shall we find a placat® s

“Is something going on that I'm not aware of?” Laasked, staring after
them in blank amazement as they wove a determiagid ghrough the
crowd. “Shouldn’t your grandmother be tripping upnenwith her cane
about now?”

Emily had a hard time answering. The sight of hiniormal attire took her
breath away, and that, added to what felt suspstyoike the beginnings
of a cold, left her voice trapped somewhere abtuek of her throat.

It wasn’t enough to say he looked handsome. Detinagha magnificent,
perhaps, or overwhelmingly masculine. But most lbfha looked sexy.
From the top of his shining black hair to the tgfshis gleaming black
shoes, he epitomized male sexuality on the loase,Eanily felt ready to
claw out the eyes of any woman who came withirfesgt of him.

She blinked, belatedly recalling her grandmotheadsice. Forcing herself
not to devour him with her gaze, she swallowedel@eve her dry throat
and said, “They had a long chat the other nightsa®in to have sorted out
their differences. Perhaps we should try to dcstree.”

His gaze roamed her face searchingly, perhaps evieeatingly. “Do you
think that’s possible, Emily?”

“Why not?” she said with a great show of airy cdefice even though,
inside, what she really wanted to do was fall dofing her arms around
his knees and beg him, please, not to look at anetbhman ever again for
as long as he lived. “We're two civilized adultiieaall, and this is aery
pleasant way to spend an evening. | must remenabdrank Tamara for
letting me be a part of it.”

He looked rather suspicious at that, which led En wonder if she
wasn’t laying it on a bit too thick. “Speaking oéfara. . .” he began.



With profound relief, Emily saw Bruce weaving hisayback to her
through the press of bodies just in time to spaehaving to pretend an
interest in the one person she’d as soon forget.

“They're asking people to find their dinner tabl&smily,” he said. “I got
your grandmother and Mrs. Flynn settled and thopghihaps you'd like to
get seated, too.”

“Go on without me, Bruce,” she said. “I'll make olaest run to the kitchen
before | join you. | dare say I'll see you lateydas. Good luck with your
speech.”

“Speech?” he echoed, the beginnings of a scowlintathe perfection of
his brow.

She gave a vague little wave of the hand. “Of tsaior the honor being
conferred on you this evening.” And by dint of edrdinary self-control
she managed to sway away without dragging herdedinging longing
gazes at him over her chiffon-draped shoulder.

In the kitchen, the staff stood ready to deliver finst course. Emily ran a
practiced eye over the plates, noted that the gfaesi had been arranged
exactly as she’d specified, checked the ovens omontathe entrées, and
smiled her approval. “Allow another five minutes fate arrivals to get
seated, then start serving the appetizers. I'll papk here in between
courses to lend a hand, and I'm at the table taitie as you come into
the dining hall, if you need me at any other time.”

The banquet room was almost as impressive as ttranee hall, with

fourteen highly polished chandeliers reflectinghtigon the silver and
crystal table settings. At one end of the floor,aoraised platform banked
with lilies and roses, stood a podium with a midrope-the place, no
doubt, where the citations of merit would be présén

Lucas sat four tables removed from Emily’s, witls tiack toward her.
There was no missing the twinkling of Tamara’s drasthe light of the
chandeliers as she shimmied into the chair besiae o mistaking the
way she leaned toward him, all smiles and cleavage.



Aware of Monique’s mindful gaze, and of Bruce, whwas about as
charming and attentive an escort as any woman catgt for, Emily
made a concerted effort to enjoy herself when sheni darting back and
forth to the kitchen. She nibbled at the smokedsal the artichokes, the
beef Wellington, and found them superb. Judgedtiavberry meringues
and sherbet flawless. And, when her contributiorth® success of the
evening finally wound down, she frankly relisheeé fine digestif without
which she wasn't sure she could have endured wagcliamara play
handmaiden to Paolo Savardi, the owner of the wjrees he presented the
evening’s honorees with their engraved plaques.

Lucas was the last to be called up. Like Bruce, rade his
acknowledgement short and to the point and aftetwaould have
followed the example of his predecessors and sinnaiked across the
dais and taken his seat at the table again. Butafamvhose taxing job it
had been to hand each plaque to her employer ascifgent’'s name was
announced, caught Lucas by the hand as he madpadse by her and
planted a kiss full on his mouth. She might as \Wwaile slapped a “SOLD”
sign on his lapel.

Amid the applause, Emily sat in frozen dismay, skwberry meringue
dessert thumping like lead to the pit of her stomac

“Well,” Beatrice observed rather dubiously as thepping died down,
“that was a bit of a surprise, don’t you think?”

“Indeed.” Monique sat like a duchess, the look séet skating across the
table to Emily suggesting that she find the sedgassion to do likewise.
“Lucas looked quite taken aback. Unpleasantly se,might almost say.”

“Just a little embarrassed, perhaps,” Emily remarg@mely, then dropped
her serviette and pushed herself away from thetdVill you all excuse

me one last time? I'd like to make sure thingsrareing smoothly at the
back and thank my staff again for a job well done.”

When she returned, dancing had begun in the gratht Gandlelight
flickered from wall sconces, an orchestra playetha gallery above, and
the whole scene might have been plucked from a page&ropean history



had the parking lot beyond the illuminated gardeesn filled with horse-
drawn carriages instead of exotic Porsches andedes:

Bruce was not the only man anxious to partner Eniligolo Savardi, an
urbane, intelligent man in his mid-forties, sougkt out more than once,
too, and heaped praise on her for the wonderfull sieeid managed to
create at such short notice. “Care to dance--agde?smiled, coming
back for the third time.

And dance she did, until her feet were ready tedfd and her lungs were
fit to burst, spinning around the marble floor witlker chiffon floating
around her like a cloud.

Somewhere in the hall, Lucas was dancing too, betrsfused to let her
gaze seek him out. Instead she smiled and laughedlited harmlessly
with Bruce and Paolo, felt her cheeks grow flushed her head begin
ever so delicately to throb and her breathing becariittle labored.

“More champagne, Emily?" Paolo inquired, some theéwveen eleven and
midnight.

He offered her a crystal flute filled with sparldiigold liquid, and she saw
that the backs of his broad, strong hands wereredweith springy dark

hair. He wore a diamond-studded gold Rolex watcthignwrist and gold

studs in his shirt and at his cuffs.

Fingering the pearls at her neck, she debatedfteefor a moment, then
reached out to take the tulip-shaped glass. “Lq¥slye murmured.

As it would have been, had she been allowed to sak&, because her
throat felt a little like sandpaper, probably fraai the exertion she’'d
expended on the dance floor. But then another laedvened, lean and
long-fingered, tanned and elegant. No gold watchgold studs, and not
much hair.

“You don’t need that,” Lucas said, his voice a wdupl of disapproval,
and Emily looked up to find his beautiful azure £pering into her, full of
fire and fury.



“Hello, Lucas,” she said, a trifle hoarsely. “Whsr&amarakins."
“Dancing,” he said shortly. “Why don’'t we do thensa?”

As if he needed to ask! As if she hadn’t waitedradjht to feel his arms
around her and his thighs nudging hers as he shexparound the room,
away from Bruce, away from Paolo Savardi.

Away from everybody. Because suddenly they wersidetand the night
air was cooling her flushed face and the stars ski@ng down discreetly,
and he was half dragging her away from the musitgamety of the great
hall and into the shadows of the garden.

“Where are you taking me?” she murmured, her ailii@tped around his
shoulder.

“I'm going to dump you head-first in the fish pohdhe said, “and hope
that it sobers you up.”

“But I'm not drunk, Lucas.” Nor was she. She’d hemlmore than three or
four glasses of wine all evening long. Whatever waking her feel so
strangely light-headed and unable to breathe hadingp to do with
alcohol.

“I hope you are,” he practically snarled. “Becaligehate to think you'd
act like such a fool if you weren't.”

“Was | acting like a fool?” she said, sinking ordostone bench and
wishing she could draw a breath deep enough tbdillbeleaguered lungs.

He hauled her to her feet. “What else would you letling that lech paw
you in full view of his wife and every other persiorthe room?”

Her high heels caught in the raked gravel of théh,paending her
stumbling against him. “But Lucas, Bruce isn’'t niedr and he isn’'t a
lech,” she protested, clutching at his lapel.

Even with just the stars to illuminate his facege sfaw the rage that
contoured his features into stone. “The games amtbense never stop



with you, do they, Emily? You know damn well thanInot referring to
Bruce Anderson.”

She realized then what it was that had fueled umg, fand her heart did a
joyful little song and dance behind her ribs. “Lsiashe breathed.
“You're jealous! Of Paolo Savardi, of all people!"

For one astonished moment, she thought he was doirgigap her. He
reared back and lifted his hand, but then she $atvdll the anger had
seeped out of him and that a different kind of tentflared in his eyes.

“When areyou going to stop all this nonsense and kiss me, LUicsis@
whispered.

And that was all it took. He wove his fingers irttee coils of hair piled
high on her head, wrapped his other arm firmly actbbher waist to bring
her hard up against him, and slanted his mouthsadrers.

He consumed her soul with that kiss; He took herth@end branded it his
for the rest of time. He let loose a hunger in baftthem that was tired of
being patient, sick to death of waiting until othérings had sorted
themselves out. Because, when all was said and dottgng else but this
mattered. '

At least, that was the way it seemed to her, amtsbught he felt the

same way. Because when she took his hand and lribdgher breast he

didn’t try to stop her. He slid his palm over thienfy chiffon and up to that

chastely high neckline until he found the row obk® and eyes that held it
closed at her nape.

His nimble doctor’s fingers went to work and sudgiethe Lamartine
pearls lay cool against her bare skin. He tracemaof short, swift kisses
down her throat and then his mouth was hot and damger nipple,
inciting it to aching vibrancy beneath its coveroidine lace.

She drew in a constricted breath, buried her facéis thick hair, and
begged him with small, incoherent pleas not todeything break the
magic. But the colored lanterns strung throughtiibes invited anyone of a
mind to do so to wander at will through the gard@ther guests could



come upon them at any moment, something of whiah whs made
acutely aware as voices not twenty yards away paeet her haze of
pleasure.

Lucas heard them too. Spinning her around, he dddeher with the

breadth of his shoulders and hastily pulled hessltgack into place. She
knew, with wrenching futility, that this would bd #he excuse he would
need to hark back to that old familiar theme of tinee and the place not
being right, and she couldn’t bear it.

“No,” she begged, her hands everywhere on him. INeon’t let you do
this to us again.”

“What the hell, Emily.. .?” he muttered raggedlisii't it enough that you
put on a floor show inside, without giving an erecout here as well?”

But it was just talk--a lie that his body didn'tlieve for a moment. He
strained against her, hard and heavy with desinedté the snug fit of his
trousers, and nothing he might say or do could deayact.

“Come with me,” she cajoled, her fingers incitingmhwith delicate,
deliberate intent.

Beyond the musical splash of the fountain in tisé foond, a path veered
off. With all the guile at her command, she luracth ldown that dark,
narrow route, tormenting him every step of the wsogttering kisses over
his mouth, brushing against him seductively, thewisttng away,
ephemeral as a shadow, knowing that he would folld@rever she led.

They came out at the back of the parking lot. Nmaotic lanterns here to
invite intrusion. No velvet stretch of lawn to cush bodies driven past
rectitude to blind, consuming passion. Just thekslelormant shapes of
automobiles, their metal sheaths smooth and cahagheated flesh, their
windows blank and unseeing.

She heard his indrawn breath and knew exactly ¢hiire it exacted.
Weren't her own lungs fighting just as hard to fbel with the strength to
put the seal of completion on something that hadtest years ago and
never been resolved?



She drew him to her again, angled herself agaimst As if she’d been
fashioned for no other man but him, her body féache curve finding its
appointed niche.

The Nile-green chiffon drifted high, the elasticistaof her silk panties slid
down past her hips. A delicate rasp cut throughnilgét, that of a metal
zipper sliding open. And suddenly he was against hwlten velvet
fortified with steel, urgent, demanding, irresisib

All lustrous, silken heat, she offered herself, #mel waiting was over. He
braced himself with one hand against the roof efrtbarest car, pinned her
against the door with the other. She felt hersglérong, dissolving,
swelling, filling with love and hunger and pleasuFdling with him.

He kissed her again. Slid his mouth along her gmirled his tongue over
the outer shell of her ear, and let it dance a gt with the surging
power of his thrusts.

It had been eleven years since they’'d shared sutahacy but it might
have been just yesterday. He knew when she clirtitsdast steep ascent
and, though it seemed almost to destroy him, heedohis pace and
waited for her.

Clawing at the fine black wool of his dinner jackehe reached the peak.
With a great groan of release, he supported héneastumbled headlong
down the other side. Held her close as she meitatchd him, battered and
exhausted.

The magnificence of it all reduced her to tearseylbtreamed down her
face, turning the stars into a million prisms ofzlang light. Too soon, his
breathing slowed, though hers continued to figlmfpdy for release. “Oh,
Lucas . . . !” she sighed, almost strangling hérselthe words. “How I've
longed to have you make love to me again!”

He was so unkind, so cold that it was difficultldelieve he’d filled her
with the liquid heat of his passion mere seconderbe“And what has it
proved,” he asked wearily, pushing away from heletm against the side
of the car, “beyond the fact that we both keeplwams in our pants?”



A draft of cool air flowed over her, chilling thadkle of moisture seeping
down her thigh. “Don’t turn away from me like thatjcas,” she said in a
small, hurt voice. “I love you!"

“Yeah?” He yanked his clothing into order, selfglist evident in every
taut line of him. “And how many men have heard gay that, Emily?"

“Just two,” she said, tugging her skirt down arotmed legs again, where it
properly belonged, and fighting to draw anotherabite The air was so
close suddenly, so full of humidity that her lursgemed to be drowning in
it. “But | only told the truth with one, and he wetsthe man | was married
to.”

Dismissing the admission, Lucas turned away. Athéf gates of heaven
were about to close against her, she reached far hiisjudging the

distance and catching only the cuff of his jacKéthere are you going?”
she whimpered, the tears gurgling in her throat.

“Back to my partner for the evening,” he said. “esd, of course, there’s
something more | can do for you?”

The words slashed her pride to ribbons and leatigish come flooding
out. “You could tell me that this time you knew wlyau were doing,” she
said brokenly. “That | wasn’'t some figment of a aire or a case of
mistaken identity. You could tell me that makingdao me matters more
to you than dancing attendance on Tamara Goldumsgj. @hce, Lucas, you
could say to hell with what you think you oughtdo, and follow your

instincts instead."”

“Anything else?" he inquired, the emotional dis@nbetween them
yawning wider with every word.

“You could tell me you love me,” she whimpered fpily.

He waited a long time before replying, the secastdsng out one after the
other with his unspoken admission hovering betwaem.



Say it, she begged silently. Please, my darling, juesh say the words. The
world won’t come to an end.

“And you could be pregnant,” he said. “Don’'t ask meeindulge your
romantic yearnings when all | can think of is thatst behaved like a self-
indulgent, uncontrolled fool--again.”

She’d long ago adjusted to the idea that she’d miesree babies, but love,
happy ever after? Were they beyond reach, too?

Apparently they were.

“You've got this lame-brained notion that you'reigg to save my soul
whether or not | want you to,” Lucas said, spittitgg words out like
bullets. "But what if | don’t have a soul worth sa&y, Emily Jane? What if
| don’t need a guardian angel to set me on the pgth?”

Perhaps passion couldn’t survive the sort of cnghiisappointment that
lanced her then, but anger possessed an amagziity tbretaliate. “And
what if I'm nothing but a fool to fall in love withn ignorant, passive clod
who turned off the main switch years ago and engedbout as interesting
as a brain-dead lemming?” she cried.

“You're finally getting the message,” Lucas saitlVliatever took you so
long?”

She stared at him, so full of hopeless, helplesgifg that the misery of it
threatened to suffocate her. “I think . . .” shaigioed a little, and was
aware of a faint, alarming rattle deep in her cliestve’ve said enough.
I'd like to go home now, if you don’'t mind. I'm ria not feeling very
well, Lucas.”

It was something of an understatement. In factfsheery strange.
“Of course you're not,” he jeered, with patent @kf. “You never are

when things don’t go your way. What's it going @ this time? Headache?
Upset stomach? Double pneumonia?”



His voice came to her in waves, sometimes washuag ber, other times
echoing from afar. When, instead of answering, shieed and leaned
against the car for support, he gave a snort ofrwdesgust. “Save it,
Emily Jane! It's not going to work with me, thougbu might have better
luck with good old Bruce.”

Too defeated to try any more and too exhaustedte, she waited until
he’d disappeared, then stumbled away into the @imgedarkness.

Bruce was just coming to look for her when she stbwp at the big front
door. “I was beginning to worry about you,” he sdi#/here have you
been?”

“To hell,” she croaked. “Please take me home, Brii¢kink I'm coming
down with something.”

He didn’t ask questions or make snide remarks abowtmuch she’'d had
to drink. He didn’t chastise her for abandoning hion accuse her of
behaving badly with other women’s husbands. He kirspid, “You've
pushed yourself too hard and you’re worn out,” theok charge with a
minimum of fuss and more kindness and concern shamhad any right to
expect.

He rounded up the grandmothers and ushered thentootlte waiting
limousine. He said he hoped she’d feel better kbyntlorning and asked her
please to call him if there was anything he coddat her.

She sank into the limousine’s plush leather sedtrasted her aching head
against the cool glass of the window at her siael wondered why he
couldn’t be the right man for her.

* % %

The damned bow tie had been choking Lucas all egertursing, he
flung it across his room, tore off his stiffly sthed shirt, tossed his dinner
suit to the back of his clothes closet. And stdt perfume clung to him.



Ashamed, he slumped on the side of the bed and B@nkead in his
hands. How could he have let himself make suchlassal, undignified
mess of things?

He’'d taken her up against the side of a car, fgngrout loud, with no

more finesse or tenderness than a stallion attgchirbrood mare! His
lovely, gracious Emily, for whom the evening hadetea social and
professional triumph, had ended the night in tbarsause he hadn’t the wit
or decency to keep a rein on his libido.

He was within spitting distance of forty. What th&azes had he been
thinking of, behaving like such an ass? What wabdut her that induced
him to such madness that living for the momentdlyjl irresponsibly,
became the most overriding need in his universe?

Living?

He wiped his palms down his face and stifled a igré$ée had died in her
arms, found heaven buried inside her. Why hadntole her that, instead
of turning away from her?

He knew why.

Somehow, through all the loss and failure she haalvk, she’'d retained
that quality of innocence and absolute shiningdbah love and happy
endings that she’d had as a girl. And he was tedridf disappointing her--
scared to death that, one day, she’d look at hichhee\d see that the light
had gone out in her eyes.

It wasn’t a question of whether or not he loved, liewas a question of
whether his kind of love would be enough. He wasmiteasy man, he
knew. He was professionally driven and, becausi, ofiten isolated. He
and Sydney had been alike in that respect, which peahaps why their
partnership had survived.

Emily wasn’t like Sydney, though. She would demandre, and he’d
already disappointed her once. What if he disaggpdiher again by giving
so much to his research that not enough was left tmvmake her happy?



The bottom line was, she’d be better off with aeniancomplicated guy
like Bruce Anderson, with someone who left his wbdhind at the end of
the day and threw himself wholeheartedly into thigeo half of his life--

that which revolved around home and family. Yettth@eught of Anderson
or any other man laying claim to her left Lucasnd@liwith rage and
jealousy.

Disgusted all over again with his dog-in-the-manggitude, he strode to
the door, down the stairs and out of the housecdtdédn’t go on like this.
For both their sakes, he had to make up his mind.

Faint starlight was reflected on the river rollibtack and smooth as oil
past the bottom of the garden. He stood poised fooment on the end of
the diving pier, then sliced into the water. Letlbse over his head and
sweep him out into center stream where the curesnstrong.

Let it sift through the indecision and uncertaictguding his mind until
there was nothing left but the truth that had laidden in his heart all
along.

Emily dreamed that night that she was drowning. Weer filled her
lungs, choking the life out of her. Everything tednred and a great
rushing noise roared in her ears. Struggle tholghnsight, she could not
surface long enough to draw breath into her failiogly. The weeds had
tangled too thoroughly around her legs, dragginglogvn.

Lucas was on the shore but he didn’t see her. Hedaacing with Tamara
Golding. She wore a long white gown and he wasils,teven though,
from the position of the sun and the way the misated around their
ankles, it had to be early morning.

Then Tamara turned around and looked at the rixarghing, she tossed a
bouquet of flowers onto the water. A bridal bouguetame to rest right
above where Emily sank to the bottom for the lmseét....



When Lucas went downstairs the next morning, trendmothers had
already finished breakfast. However, Emily’s plagas still set, so he
assumed he wasn’t the only one who'd slept late.

“Good morning.” Only Monique Lamartine could weiglich a simple
greeting with so much hidden meaning.

What did she expect him to reply? That it was ale/tnll of a lot better
than the night before? “Good morning,” he said.

“Had a nice rest last night, did you, Lucas?” Bskedl, filling his coffee
cup.

“Excellent. Better than | have in years.”

“Only a clear conscience will do that for a perSoMonique said
ominously.

Trust her to try to cast a pall over the day byirehmg him of last night’s
folly just when he’d begun to feel better abouhgs! His midnight swim
had achieved exactly what he’d hoped for and hallfirfelt that he had a
handle on a way to work things out with Emily.

Today he planned to take her for a drive. A fewesihorth of where the
April river emptied into the Pacific, a small hotsbod at the top of the
cliffs, with a view from the dining terrace thatrepd for miles in every
direction.

Perhaps there, away from the curious eyes andiattezars roaming loose
at Roscommon, he could apologize to her and tmpa&e her understand
that it wasn’t so much her he had rejected ladttrag himself. If she could
accept that and the fact that he was still feehiggway into a future not
nearly as well defined as he’d like it to be, pgdhthey could behave like
the civilized adults she’d claimed they were andagout discovering the
full potential of their relationship the way nornadople did, with dinner
dates, movies, the odd show in San Francisco, &emeeaway on

occasion.



The point was, they needed to get to know eachr @bhehey were now,
instead of relying on the memory of how they usetd, find out at a slow
and easy pace the other dimensions on which thpgdto build a future,
beyond the sexual magnetism that neither seemedabhilithstand.

“I have a batch of batter waiting by the stove, st Bea said, obviously
mistaking his silence for raging hunger. “I'll godasee how much longer
Emily’s likely to be, then get started cooking uplate of hot cakes.”

The silence, when she left the room, fairly zingéth tension. “Did you
enjoy yourself last night, Mrs. Lamartine?” he askehen he could stand
it no more.

“Very much, thank you.”
“Your knee wasn’t too painful?”
"NO."

“That’s good.” He drummed his fingers on the tabllesee you're not in
your wheelchair this morning either. Maybe you’'@ going to need it as
long as you’d expected.”

She fixed him with the sharp black stare of a sthaaom inspecting an
intellectually subnormal student. “Did you enjoyourself last night,
Lucas?”

“I. . .er. . .yes, in a way, though that sort dafisn't really my idea of a
good time.”

“Was that why you spoilt the evening for my graraltghter? Because she
was having fun and you weren’t?”

“Did she say | spoiled the evening for her, Mrsmaatine?” he said,
tossing the conversational ball back into her cobne was going to have
to take a much more subtle approach than thateifsgicerely expected to
worm information out of him.



Monique Lamartine squared her frail old shoulddrstimately. “She was
full of life and laughter until you asked her tonda,” she said, then let a
pregnant pause spin out before adding pointedlige“iiext time | saw her,
she was as crushed as the gardenias in her hdiscarcome to that, was
her gown.”

He almost choked on his coffee. Why didn’t she gmte right out and
ask if he’d managed to keep his pants done up?dt&baeais are very fragile
flowers, | believe,” he said, recovering his compeswith difficulty.

“As is my granddaughter, Lucas Flynn, and while ymre too young and
foolish to recognize that fact eleven years agad hoped you'd gained
the maturity and wisdom to recognize it now.”

Uncertain how to respond to that without condemrhirgself further, he
expelled a long breath and stared out of the windMiven was someone
going to rescue him from this patrician barracuda?

Bea did, soon after. The door opened and she catméhe room. But her
step had lost its vigor and her voice, when shekesptrembled with
agitation. “Lucas. . . !” she began, one fist peekst her chest.

“For God’s sake, Gran! ” Alarmed to see her looksmyashen, he shoved
back his chair and sprang to his feet, all manriefears crowding his

mind. She’'d over-taxed herself, looking after twmtra@ people; her

appalling diet of rich foods and fats had finallgught up with her; the
stairs had proved too much for her heart. “Whatthe world is the

matter?”

She held out both hands as if she were cradlingyakiaby. Her eyes,
when she looked at him, were opaque with fears ‘Bmily, Lucas,” she
whispered. “Something’s happened to her. | think’'gdoetter come.”



CHAPTER TEN

GIVEN his grandmother’'s propensity for exaggeratidmucas didn’t
exactly buy her dramatic claim, but that didn’t y@et his heart from
rioting briefly within his chest cavity.

Controlling the urge to race up the stairs in ai@ame took her by the arm
and led her to a chair. “Don’t upset yourself, BBan sure Emily’s just
fine.”

“But she’s not!” Bea insisted. “Lucas, she’s jughlb there in the bed and .
.. bubbling.”

“Bubbling?” He smiled at the description. “I dorthink I've ever come
across that particular condition before. She’s beng more inventive all
the time.” But his grandmother wasn’t about to I @ff and slapped at
his hand with rare impatience. “No! Lucas, I'm afrahe’s dying! There’s
a rattling sound every time she breathes and wispoKke to her she didn’t
seem to know who | was.”

A thrill of fear raced up his spine. Only years pfctice kept his face
reassuringly neutral. “Perhaps I'd better takeakahen.”

"Perhaps you had." Monique’s voice sliced across tdible, rife with
censure. “Because if anything happens to my gramgidar, Lucas Flynn,
| shall hold you accountable.”

“Stay here, both of you. I'll go at once.”

He took the stairs three at a time, all the whaldirtg himself that it was
just another ruse on Emily’s part. Hadn't she patredway last night for
this little scene to take place, complaining vagw#lnot feeling well only
after she’d partied for hours and seduced himnma&ing love to her?

Yet she’'d been well enough to find the skill anergy to reduce him to
quivering exhaustion!



Her door stood ajar and he wasn’t even at the liotdsefore he thought
he heard it: the impaired gasp of lungs laborinfutection as they fought
the threat of drowning. Still he didn’t want to iesle--didn’t dare to.

Approaching the bed, he assumed the sort of superanner that he
detested in others of his profession. “Well, Eméye we not feeling a
hundred percent this morning?”

She opened her eyes at the sound of his voice awdak appalled at the
blankness he saw there, as if she were staringsabager. Or, worse, at
nothing.

“Emily,” he said again, this time unable to subdoe throb of alarm in his
voice. “Can you see me? Do you know who | am?”

“Lucas . . .” His name seemed to percolate fromtheyat, making it plain
what Bea had meant when she’d used the word “bodggbli

He watched the shallow rise and fall of Emily’s shand cursed inwardly.
Hell and damnation, he had enough letters behiadvéime to qualify him
five times over to be a doctor, yet he couldn’t kends on so much as a
stethoscope! Not that he needed anything but theesehe’d been born
with both to see and hear that her rate of respirawvas clocking in at
about forty a minute, rapid enough even for a laynta realize that
something was definitely and seriously amiss.

The grandmothers, who naturally enough had igndrisd advice and
followed him upstairs, hovered in the doorway aeddidn’'t need to look
to know that his anxiety had communicated itselthem threefold and
that they teetered on the verge of panic. Dear Lbeddidn’t need them
falling apart now!

“Mrs. Lamartine,” he said, making a split-seconccidien, “there’s a
phone in my room. | want you to call the hospitght now. Tell them to
meet us at the emergency entrance--"

“Wouldn't it be better to ask them to send an arabhag?"

“We can't afford the time,” he said bluntly.



She pushed her way past him to see for herseffitape Emily was in. For
once, her phenomenal self-possession desertechtigyuse dread cracked
her voice. “Ohmon Died’

He took her by the shoulders and forcibly turned dgay from the bed.
“Make that call, Monique. Let them know we’ll beetie within the half-
hour and that we're bringing in a patient showingns of acute adult
pulmonary distress.”

He uttered the last four words slowly and distincWith a courage he had
to admire, she pulled herself together and repeatddute adult
pulmonary distress.”

“Right. Get on it,” he said, and gave her a geptlsh toward the door and
watched her hobble away before turning his attentto his own
grandmother.

“Bea, | need you here. Emily's all tangled up ie s$heets and soaked
through with perspiration. Sponge her off, getihey a fresh nightgown or

robe--whatever you can find--and have her readyetonoved by the time

I've brought the car around to the front door.”

He was striding away when Emily spoke again, heéceva pale thread of
sound drifting weakly after him. “Lucas, don’t.leave me....”

“Not a chance,” he said, returning briefly to hedbide and stroking the
hair out of her eyes. “Not a snowball’'s chanceeti,lsweetheart!"

She lay feather-light against his shoulder as Ineecbher down the stairs a
few minutes later. “Keep her upright as much assids,” he instructed
Bea, settling her in the back seat of the statiagom. “It'll help her
respiration.”

Within five minutes they were on their way, with Nque beside him

railing at the slowness of their progress even ghdoe broke all the speed
limits. Just as they approached the boundary ofl Agater, a highway

patrol motorcyclist spotted the car and pulled ehibd them, lights

flashing.



Lucas barely drew to a halt. “Medical emergency”daid tersely, before
the helmeted police officer had a chance to opsnniouth. “I need an
escort to the hospital.”

The officer swept an assessing glance over Emibgled against Bea’'s
shoulder, and didn’t argue. Revving up his motoeybe said, “Follow
me,” and, sirens screaming, cut a path throughhici&ening traffic in the
town, shaving precious minutes off their journey &minging them to the
emergency entrance of April Water General just unie time Lucas had
allowed.

The hospital personnel had done their part. Doctatgses and lab
technicians were there in force, poking and powwgr Emily. But the
damnable thing was, no one could agree on a diggnos

The emergency physician, Martin Jamieson, knew wfals through the
medical grapevine and called him into a side offitedidn’t want to say

anything in front of the elderly relatives,” he dashaking his head, “but
this case has us completely baffled.”

They'd been messing around with her for over anrtemd this was the
best they could do? “Damn it, man!” Lucas explodétu must have
come up with something!”

The other man handed him Emily’s chart. “We’ve alhthe usual tests,
Dr Flynn: taken her vital signs, checked her blgases, white blood
count--everything you’d do if you were calling thleots.”

“She’s on oxygen?”

"Yes."

Lucas frowned at the clipboard in his hand and iedriis lower lip
between his teeth. “Her temperature’s elevated. ¥ouid be looking at

some sort of viral infection, possibly pneumoniauYordered a chest X-
ray?”



Martin Jamieson nodded. “Results just came in. &@kdtuid on her lungs,
no question about it.”

“Then you need to get a culture. You can’'t hazaglass at medication
without one.”

“We're trying but she’s not very responsive.”

Oh, she was responsive enough, given the rightirtistances, and Lucas
would inspire her now, because he’'d be damned’d &i¢ idly by and let
her just fade away! They had too much to look fadna.

He flipped the chart closed. “Let me try.”

Jamieson shrugged and waved him toward the cubidlee far end of the
hall. “Be my guest. We’re here when you need us.”

Although they had her propped up with pillows, hespiration was still

labored, the rattling in her chest as pronouncedtzen he’d brought her
in. “Emily,” he said, sliding onto the stool besider bed and chafing her
hand. “You've got to help me.”

Her eyes fluttered open briefly, deep brown panagesoft as velvet. “You
came to see me,” she breathed, gasping out thesword

“I told you | wouldn't leave you, sweetheart.”

She smiled and curled her fingers weakly around ‘hiknow. | know. .
.everything about you.”

Did she? Did she have the faintest inkling of theughts racing through
his head? Of the dread gnawing at him that lefirsgles raw with pain?
Of the guilt and blame weighing him down until hanted to die?

“I need your help,” he repeated urgently, the fiesing to scald his throat.

“Anything at...all,” she murmured, her eyes drifficlosed again, “but |
think I'll. . .have a little . . .sleep first.”



“You've got to cough for me, Emily,” he said flatlyleciding to save
finesse for another day.

“Oh, Lucas,” she sighed, “how can you be. . .” stpped and fought for
another shallow breath “ . . . so unromantic?”

“To hell with romance! There’ll be time for thattef we’'ve found out
what’s got your breathing all fouled up.” He slich @arm around her
shoulder and indicated with a jerk of his headtlfier nurse waiting outside
the cubicle to lend a hand. “Come on, sweet Emitg”said firmly. “We

can’t do this alone. You've got to do your part.”

Afterward, she was so exhausted that she slidslgep before he’d laid
her head back against the pillows. While the nimseied the sample to
the lab, he pulled the stool closer to the bed watthed with troubled
eyes as Emily continued her solitary fight.

Beyond the curtains, the sounds of another day nrergency filtered
around the perimeter of his mind but the focus wf &ttention never
wavered. He knew her rate of respiration exactiy@uat once being aware
of counting. His eyes tracked the monitor besidebeel and absorbed the
information there without his consciously asses#ing

Halfway through the morning, they came to move heriCU. The
grandmothers, he realized belatedly, were still the waiting area,
fortifying themselves with bad coffee and doughnuts

“Go out and buy yourselves a decent lunch,” he tiodain, handing over all
the money in his wallet. “The last thing | needchtigiow is for the pair of
you to OD on hospital food.”

“What are you doing for my granddaughter?” Monigs&ed him, but the
snap had gone from her voice and he found himsekihg down at a very
old, very frightened lady.

“My best, Mrs. Lamartine,” he said gently.

"Is your best going to be good enough, Lucas FIynn?



He closed his eyes because he couldn'’t face treliplg in hers. “I hope
so.”

The afternoon dragged by and his best amounte® toore than holding
Emily’s hand. By sunset her condition had deteteddo the point that her
only option was to be hooked up to a ventilator.

Around him, specialized personnel buzzed with cama@nd sympathy.
But he felt a rage growing within him, a fury saense that he was ready
to split apart from the force of it and knew he hadyet out of that room,
away from the fear and frustration crowding his dnikle could not see
past them, could not function with the clinical etijvity crucial to saving
her.

He waited until she fell into another fitful slebpfore stealing away. “I'll
be downstairs if there’s any change,” he told hese.

He had no idea where exactly, and was astonished Wwé ended up in the
hospital chapel. He wasn’t a praying man, never beeh. Yet there he
was, seeking help in the only place in the entiriéding that didn’t depend
on man’s high-tech scientific advances to earket.

“All right,” he challenged, the rage continuing goow, “do Your stuff.
Prove You're up there and that You give a damn!”

The silence consumed him.

Slumping onto the plain wooden pew, he staredeat#imdles flickering on

the white-cloth-covered table in front of him arghlized that the halo
around the flames was caused by the tears filmimgyes. Tears of anger,
tears of impotence. Because once again someondyivegsand once again
he was helpless to prevent it.

The difference was, if he failed this time therewdobe no going on. No
marking time, numbed by the dull placebo of profassl detachment.

“I have to find myself again,” he’d told her, thigint she’'d forced him to
look beyond his chronic self-involvement, when whatshould have said
was, You've given me back myself, Emily. Throughuyd've found a



sense of personal commitment to something other tiat petri dish you
accused me of revering too much. Tomorrow’s exgitigain, because of
you.

But he’'d been too proud, too stubborn, too bloadpisl. And now he was
being punished. She was life and energy, lightamghine. She made him
want, she made him hope. She was the past he’guhosthe future he'd
been afraid he’d never find.

But most of all she was his present, misv. It was all anyone had--one of
two certainties. And he was losing her to the ctdeath.

He was a qualified physician and surgeon, with thkk skills and
knowledge inherent in the titles, and he could dthimg but hold her hand
while she slipped away from him. Worse, he was a wmho hadn’t once
found the courage to tell her that he loved her.

To do so now amounted to too little, too late. tiukd take a miracle to
save her and that was God’s province, not hisdéed there was a God. . .

There was nothing. No clap of thunder, no brillishaft of light. Just
silence and emptiness and the utter futility ofditempts to heal and save.

The waste was endless, the litany of failure paigdhrough his mind:
infants dead before they were born; children deéatoy crippling disease
and abandoned by parents too weary of the fighaxist to find it worth
the effort; youths mutilated by war, their spantiofe between innocence
and maturity marked by missing limbs and vacantseyeld people
burying grandchildren. Sydney.

The pressure built, crazing the dam of his emotieitis tiny fractures. He
had never mourned those losses, merely buried tiegdler an objective
regret that had left him as arid as the deserts loa@thed so fiercely.

But this, his last grandiose effort at preservimg $anctity of life, marked a
new level of arrogance. He groaned as the memorylled. “Dry toast
and clear tea. It's been known to work wonders @men suffering from
the vapors,” he’'d sneered disbelievingly, at wraild well have been the



onset of her illness and the time when it mightehbeen most within his
power to halt whatever ravaged her now.

He could not deal with it, could not face his uttatpability.

Sinking his head into his hands, he let the safslt®se, awesome in their
power, flattening before them all those barrierkibhe which he’d hidden
for so long and leaving him exposed as the banknepteally was. Emily
would die as she had lived: without any help fram.h

“Oh, God...oh, God...!” Laced with agony, the wordscaped, not in
blasphemy but in supplication for a forgivenessditn’t deserve and for
the chance to make reparation before it was t@&o lat

Behind him, the door whispered quietly open. Beaénd, which had
comforted him from the time he’d been born, throadthis troubles, great
or small, came to rest on his shoulder.

Monique Lamartine stood beside her. He looked uphain, knew they
saw the emotional storm that had swept over hird, lendidn’t care. He
had nothing left behind which to hide: no pride,ammgance, no hope.

“We thought you might be here, Lucas,” his grandmeotsaid. “Have you
found any answers yet?”

He shook his head. “No.”

Bea stroked his face lovingly and it was all heldalo not to break down
again and bawl like a kid. “Bless you, darling. \"éeSure you will.” '

“I wish | shared your confidence." Damn it, his e®itrembled like a leaf
in a storm. “Gran, | don’t know what to do next.”

Monique spoke for the first time. “Then you've comeethe right place to
find out.” She leaned on her cane with both hamiklaoked him squarely
in the eye. “I'm counting on you to save my grandgtger, Lucas. You're
not going to let me down.”



He had done nothing to deserve either her confelemnder trust. That she
offered both without condition fired him with a odge that rose out of the
void within him and channeled his grief into suddamshakeable
determination. “No,” he said. “I'm not.”

“Is there anything we can do to help?” The lightbatttle glowed in her
eyes.

About to palm her off with the usual “go home ared gome rest” advice,

he suddenly switched course. “Yes,” he said. “Bearched over and over
for a clue to what started her illness and comerapty every time. We've

lived under the same roof with her for days, edhensame meals, drunk
the same water, yet although we remain healthysstidie veered away

from the unthinkable “--not. There are no appatesies in the puzzle yet
clearly something, somewhere, is missing. Help imz if.”

“How?” Bea looked defeated already, but Monique nitaso ready to
surrender.

“By going over every minute of every day, Beatricg)e said tartly. “Put
your mind to work.”

“Fill in the blanks for me,” Lucas said. “That eweg | spent with Tamara
Golding’s son, for example, did Emily go out, doytiming different from

the usual?Think " he urged, at the vacant response his questiorned.

“Where else might she have been without us, whe mlight. . . know . . .
?H

He saw the same answer spring to life in their élias occurred to him.
“Bruce Anderson! ” he exclaimed softly.

“Do you think . . . ?” Bea sounded uncertain.

“Let’s get him down here and find out,” Moniquedai

He showed up within the hour.



“Give me an exact run-down of the times you speitit Wwer,” Lucas said,
flipping open Emily’'s file and waiting with pen s&d. “The places you
went, the things you did, the food you ate, evengli

Anderson’s shrug didn’t hold out a whole lot of eofiYou already know
everything there is to tell. You were there tharertime.”

“Not the entire time. What about the first day yoet her? She supposedly
went for a walk with you that same evening and cdmaek hours later.
What took so long?”

He saw the other man’s defences go up, heard semtreent in his voice
when he replied, “How’s that relevant to what'’s paping now?”

“Damn it, man, answer the question! At this poimg don’t know what's
relevant and what’s not.”

“All right.” Anderson spun on his heel and commethgacing back and
forth. “We walked along the river bank for aboutwnaybe three miles.
Sat on a bluff and talked a while, strolled backafls it. All the other
times were spent at your grandmother’s house exoedast night, and
you ought to know better than | what took placenthe

Lucas flung down the pen and massaged the bacis ofelck. Had it really
been less than twenty-four hours since he’d made to her? Since she’'d
shattered in his arms, convulsing around him andisg him spinning out
of control?

He looked at Anderson in despair. “And that’s dBu haven’'t missed out
anything?”

“Listen, I'm a cop. I'm used to picking up on désaiAnd | don’t overlook
them because experience has taught me it's the titings that make a
difference. So no, | haven't left anything. . . .”

His pacing had grown more agitated as he’'d spoken soiddenly it
stopped and he froze. “I saw her one other time,’s&id slowly. “At the
beginning of last week--the day she went looking your cat, Mrs.
Lamartine.”



“l thought you found the cat.” Lucas had felt decidedly put outew,
apparently not content with the tradition of alwayetting his man, the
Mountie had seen fit to cover himself with more rgldoy finding
Robespierre as well.

“l did. But | found Emily, too, in the garden at IBeir. She was in that
gazebo thing down near the river.”

“The belvedere,” Monique said. “You remember itchs. It was a favorite
place for all of you when you were children.”

“What was she doing there?” He tossed the quesatidmderson.

“She just said she was looking for her grandmothedt. | was a bit
surprised that she’d even go near the place, &gtualwas obviously a
rodent haven.”

A bell chimed faintly in some deep recess of Lusasind, a germ of
fragmented knowledge to do with a disease related.t

“Wait a minute,” he said, scrambling to hold ontbatever it was that had
rippled the surface of his memory before it sartk ioblivion. “Run that
last bit by me again.”

“The place was overrun with rodents. The evidenes wverywhere. It
didn’t bother her, though.”

“It wouldn’t have,” Lucas said slowly. “She was me\afraid of things like
that. What was she doing when you found her?”

“Nothing.” The Mountie shrugged. “Sitting on a béndried to get me to
join her--some mouse had paid a visit and she wlanteto meet--but |
persuaded her to leave.”

“You don’t strike me as a man who'd be afraid ofteyiMr. Anderson,”
Bea remarked. '



“I'm not. It was more the whole atmosphere of ti&cp. Full of dust that
she’d stirred up, probably from the cushions. Tiveye falling apart, as |
recall.”

‘I dare say.” Monique nodded. “It's been severahnge since anyone
bothered with the belvedere.”

“That could be it!”
All three started as Lucas slammed his hand oslipleoard.
“Huh?” Anderson muttered.

But explanations would have to wait. Lucas neededconfirm his
suspicions, then figure out the next step to tdkewu've been feeling
OK?” he thought to ask the startled Canadian jeftie heading out of the
door. “No flu-like symptoms, no breathing difficids?”

The other man shook his head, baffled. “None. Né&lebetter.”

“Good.” Lucas lifted his hand in a salute. “Lookeafthe ladies, will you?
I've got things to take care of. And whatever yau kckep clear of that
belvedere. Rope it off and don’t let anyone neadr it

Emily was still sleeping when he showed up in fo@amm again just before
dawn. “Hey,” he said softly, drawing the stool upse .beside her bed and
folding her hand in his, “there’s something | for¢go tell you.”

The ventilator, one of the older types that lookke a vertical concertina,
hissed rhythmically in reply, but she didn’t stiter lashes remained thick
and dark on her cheek and her hand lay unresistihts.

“We’re going to win this one, Emily,” he informeeh with a damn sight
more conviction than he felt.

He’'d told himself more or less the same thing wheid confronted her
team of medical personnel in the conference roocatéml outside the



intensive care unit. “I think we’re looking at asea of hantavirus
pulmonary syndrome,” he’d told them, knowing in adege the reaction
he’d stir up.

Of them all, only Hal Stafford, director of ICU, dhdhad any inkling of
what he was talking about. “That's a very rare lvirgection,” he’d
pointed out. “How long before we’ll know for sure?”

“It'll take a while for blood tests to confirm itut the patient’'s recent
history fits the progression of the disease.” HeAing his attention to the
others, adding for their benefit, “It's transmitteml people who inhale the
dust of infected animals, specifically deer micd ather rodents.”

“And she’s been exposed?” The question had be&tetidrom a nurse on
the fringe of the group gathered around him.

“Yes.” He'd indicated the research manuals spra#cda the table in front
of him. “Usually the condition starts with flu-likesymptoms which
disappear within a day or two then reappear, muohenseverely, a few
days after that.”

“And the cure?” All eyes had fixed on him hopefully

Lucas had sucked in a deep breath and exchangeling fglance with
Stafford. There’d been no point in dissembling. éfdis no certain cure.
Of those who contract the disease, about fifty @ercie. Why the rest
survive is anyone’s guess.”

“So what are you saying?” a junior internist hallesis “That we have to
rely on--?"

“Antibiotics, intubation, blind faith. Anyone gothg better ideas?” He'd
glared at the faces in front of him, willing them ¢ontradict him, to tell
him that he’d overlooked a miracle drug, a compédasurgical procedure
that would improve her chances of recovery.

He’'d met with silence.



“l think that's all 1 can contribute here,” he'd ida “I'll be at Ms.
Lamartine’s bedside if anyone comes looking for’'me.

It was as well they hadn’t tried to stop him witHoh of nonsense about
protocol allowing only physicians with hospitalyaleges to take charge of
patient care, because he’'d have dealt very brutaith any sort of
interference.

Emily needed him and this was one time he wasroualo let her down.
If she couldn’t find the strength to fight, he’d ddor her. Because, come
hell or high water, she was going to beat thisghin

“For both our sakes, sweetheart,” he said urgemly, leaning close and
willing her to hear. “So that we can be togethemiliz . .you and | and. . .
Oh, damn it!”

He pressed her hand to his mouth, swallowed tlef timeatening to erupt
inside, and tried again. “Damn it, Emily Jane, ywaugot to help me fight
this thing. | can’t do it alone.”

The ventilator sighed a response.

That morning, with the sun still littte more thanhant of gold on the
eastern rim of the sky, formed the pattern forribet four days and nights.
Endless hours of watching and waiting. Of eyes ritygvith fatigue that
sometimes he couldn’t see straight. Of momentsoptlstrung too briefly
between minutes of plummeting despair.

Of coming out of her room and facing her grandmoté seeing the old
lady’s indomitable refusal to bow to defeat andrigkstrength from it.

“Lucas, darling,” Bea entreated regularly. “Comentgoand rest a while.”

But all he would agree to was snatching an hougspsin the doctors’
lounge, stretched out on a sofa too short for a ofdms height. Mostly,
though, he catnapped in the chair beside her bexiege always watchful
for her slightest movement, one ear always alehnetoslightest sound.



“This is bloody impossible! Unacceptable!” he’'d eag quietly when
informed it would take at least two weeks for résuwb come in on her
blood tests. Not that it really made any differedoethe final analysis, her
recovery depended on something beyond the scopedital technology.

“She can't go on like this very much longer,” Hahfford warned on the
fifth day.

Lucas would not¢could not accept the idea. “She’s held on this long.”
“She’s losing ground, Lucas.”

She was reduced to transparent beauty, the tiheofwarm apricot skin
paler now, her cheekbones too sharply definedlaséies sinking a little in
the hollows beneath her eyes. But he would not &that she was losing
the battle.

Hal shook his head in silent sympathy and left lone with her again.

Another night fell, sneaking up without his notigirHe hated the night. It
came in like a thief and struck at people when theye at their most
vulnerable. Like the time she’d stolen into hismoand into his heart.

Why had he denied it for so long and robbed themh lod time, the one
thing they could never reclaim?

“Forgive me,” he begged, holding her hand to hiseth “Let me make it
up to you, my love.”

Up, down, up, down. The accordion bellows of thatWator continued
their unchanging rhythm and all at once he coultivi¢rate the noise or
the movement any longer. The determination thatdragn him this far
faltered, his stamina undermined by a fear and st so deep that he
doubted he’d ever climb free of them again.

Burying his face in the pillow, he choked, “Dondalve me without letting
me tell you that I love you, Emily.”



He groped for her hand as he had so many timestbedast week. Found
it and pressed it to his lips. “Did you hear me®”whispered. “I said, |
love you.”



CHAPTER ELEVEN

EMILY had been surrounded by gray, suffocating fog so long that
she’d almost forgotten the feel of sunlight on feere. Had become quite
reconciled to the woolly silence, the moist, oppnes atmosphere. But the
shadowy figure calling to her spirit, beckoning beward the dawn, was
very persistent. Heavy-limbed, she fought her waypugh the clinging
veils and reached to grasp his beckoning hand.

“I love you,” he said, coaxing her toward the light

She had yearned to hear that voice, those wordspftong that she almost
faltered, certain they were another figment of arvhg imagination,
another dream destined to go unfulfilled.

“Did you hear me?" he said, his voice echoing tgiothe mist. “I love
you, Emily.”

The light grew brighter, penetrating her closedidgeand illuminating her
lost inner world with soft radiance. She wantedat out to him, tell him
that she heard, that she believed, but her voiceehedd hostage by some
foreign object that filled her throat and left veical cords paralysed.

He was close enough now, though, that she coulchfee-the warmth of
his skin against hers, the energy of his touch.tViai me, she cried
silently, flexing her fingers in entreaty.

He understood. He brought his strong arms aroundane the heat of his
body burned away the fog until all that was leftrgvéttle tendrils of mist
draping the most quiet corners of her mind.

“Come back to me, Emily,” he ordered her, his vatlehusky with a sort
of desperate hope. “Open your eyes.”

Easy for you to say, she’d have replied if her goi@d been working.
Didn’'t he know what a burden eyelids had to beaising and lowering
lashes like window blinds every time a person gk



“Look at me, sweetheart,” he said.
Oh, he was a pain, bullying her at every turn!

“Why?” She tried to force the question past thetrfzsion in her throat
and managed only to mangle the word beyond redognit

“Don't try to talk,” he said. “You're on a ventilat.”

With a monumental effort, she opened her eyelidsaak. He hovered in
front of her, a dark, fuzzy outline haloed in diight.

His breath sifted over her face. “Do you know mmilg?”

She blinked again and tried to sharpen her focisfddtures swam above
her, a little blurry still, but not enough that siidn’t recognize the intense
blue of his gaze burning away the lingering remaiinthe fog. Not enough
that she couldn’'t see where exhaustion had paigéecit shadows under
his eyes and left his mouth pinched with anxiety.

She nodded and feasted on the sight of him. Howdche not know him?
He was her life.

“Hi,” he said, holding her hand to his cheek. “Watte back, angel.” But
the smile tilting lopsidedly at his mouth was unagr and, for all that he
tried to hide it, his body heaved with sudden, sepped emotion. .

She curled her fingers around the rough texturbi®faw and tried with

that simple gesture to still the trembling that @hdim so unmercifully.

It's all right, she wanted to say. | hadn’t gonewéar and never doubted
that I'd find my way back to you.

But he didn’t know that and, turning his face, gezba kiss to her palm. A
tear splashed against her wrist and others cluhgsttmng black lashes.

She thought her heart would break. He had alwaga Be strong, so sure.
She had never thought to see him so vulnerable.



She reached out to stroke his hair and, when hddwmave turned away
from her, forced him to look at her.

“Hell,” he muttered, swiping at his face with hisréarm and trying to
pretend he wasn’t as subject to human weaknessyasther man. “How
did this sneak up on me?”

She shook her head, brought his hand to the veortéad pleaded with her
eyes for him to remove the tube from her throathed she could tell him
that she’d never loved him more than she did raglthat moment.

He immediately turned professional on her. “I kntlve ventilator's a
nuisance but it saved your life, Emily.”

You saved my life, she told him with her eyes.

Either he didn’'t understand or he chose to ignae Ht kept you going
when your lungs gave out, and you can't just firand pick up where you
left off simply because you're feeling a bit bett&fou’ll have to be
weaned off it, a little at a time.” He leaned aesrtise bed and made some
sort of adjustment to the machine. “We’ll beginvaly like this. Later on,

if you're still doing well, we’ll reduce it furthet

Then, seeming to realize that he’'d allowed himselibe distracted, he
went on, “Meanwhile, you're my prisoner and | indeto make the most of
it.”

He rolled the stool on which he was sitting closethe bed and trapped
her hand--the one not hooked up to all sorts oésuand plastic bags--
between both of his. “Do you know how long you'veeh lying here in

this hospital bed, Emily?”

She shook her head, then felt her eyes fly widehwmck when he told her,
“Six days. In a few hours it'll be Saturday morning

Not possible, she thought. How could she havedagtek of her life?



This time, he read her mind. “I know. It's beenamd, hard haul and
you've got a way still to go. But you’re going toake it, my darling,
because | can't live without you.”

“My darling,” he’d called her! She stared at himetaccelerated thunder of
her heart drowning out the hiss and sigh of theilzar.

“'ve run up against a lot of stumbling blocks ihet last week,” he
continued, “and | still don’t have all the answéve been looking for. But
one thing | know for sure is that I've been runnifoy years, Emily,
because | was too big a fool to know that what edesel, what | really
wanted, was right here, with you. Now the runnsgver.”

What about Sydney? Frustrated, she willed him tar blee question and
answer it, because how could they simply ignoréasge a chunk of his
past?

“I've made a lot of mistakes,” he said, staringleefively at the window
beyond which the sky showed the faintest hint agbtpink.

Are you telling me that Sydney was one of them?dgmeanded silently.

“The devil of it is, | didn’t really realize how mg mistakes until recently.
| thought I'd made the right choices and been duatHis gaze came
back to rest on her face and she saw a peace amgbtance in his
expression that were new. “But the fact of the era#i, | cheated myself.
Worse, | cheated other people, most of all you.”

What about Sydney?

“l don’t think Sydney knew,” he said, some telepatpart of his brain at
last connecting with Emily's. “Mostly, | supposechuse we had so much
else in common-professional goals, mainly, whichtte time seemed
noble enough to erase more personal needs, andshg. We really liked
each other, | won'’t deny that, but I'm not sureever needed each other.”

He lifted his shoulders in a self-deprecating shfilyturn thirty-seven in
November, Emily, and I've only just discovered that's what love is all
about: needing and being needed. Not in the sehdevimg a person



because you need her but needing her because yeuh&r. As | love
you.”

Her eyes filled with tears of gladness at that, éoay rolled down her face
unchecked. He misunderstood.

“Have | left it too late, Emily?" he muttered urgisn

She shook her head again and sent the tears spimmigreat sparkling
arcs. She drew his hand to the spot just beneathrbast where her heart
thumped with joy and held it there, telling him thay way she knew how
that it was his for the rest of time.

He understood.

They'd been married nearly five months when the meedical research
wing of the April Water General Hospital was fortgalpened, just before
Christmas that year. As head of the facility, Lubad been involved in the
project from the start and had quickly establisekedine a reputation that
people in town seemed to think he was the besgttirhappen since the
invention of penicillin.

But he wasn’'t as smart as they all liked to beljd@aerause he’d completely
misdiagnosed the subtle changes taking place vigtlwtie. Not because
the bloom had worn off the marriage and he’'d betmurtake her for

granted, however. Anything but! He’d plied her withare, worrying that

the after-effects of her illness would leave a marent mark on her health
and relaxing only when, as winter advanced, shelded a few more

pounds to those she'd regained during her recovery.

She should have expected that his protective ictstwould switch to red
alert when she arrived home late from a last-mirsti@pping trip in San
Francisco two days before Christmas.

“You're overdoing things,” he scolded, glaring & lacross the table in the
dining room at Belvoir. “You've worked non-stop tihe last few months,
what with selling one business and starting anottiean arranging the



wedding and getting this house back into shape,tmahention moving
Monique and Consuela in with Bea over at Roscommoa finding a
housekeeper to take over the bulk of the workHent.”

“Rubbish!” Fairly bursting with her secret, sheded aside her serviette
and sashayed toward the kitchen to haul the bakietten tarragon out of
the oven. “I thrive on challenge, my darling husthaais you should know.
| roped you into marriage, after all, even if iddake me the better part of
twelve years.”

As she passed by his chair, he reached out onedongand snagged her
around the waist. "Funny," he murmured, slidingoagessive hand under
the hem of her dress and up her thigh. “I thoughtas the one who
proposed.”

“Only because | let you think that,” she said, nmgit under his
ministrations. “If you haven’'t yet figured out what clever, sneaky
individual |1 can be when the occasion justifiesydu’ve got a lot to learn
about women.”

“Teach me,” he purred, swinging her around so #fs sat straddled
across his lap. '

“Here?"

He nuzzled her neck. “Why not? We’'ve made love alstut everywhere
else. The kitchen, the bathroom, the living-roooof| the butler’'s pantry.”

“The verandah,” she said, her breath tripping intheoat as he trespassed
beyond the bounds of dining decency and slippedhtisib inside the leg
of her panties.

“The verandah,” he agreed, his laughter rumblingragj her breasts.

That had been the day just one week before the imgddhen Tamara
Golding had dropped by unexpectedly for a tour elvBir in its restored
splendor. Tamara had never quite forgiven Emilydiaaling Lucas from
under her nose but any notion she’d had that perh&d decide he’'d
made the wrong choice had evaporated at the sfghitorearranging his



fiancée’s clothes as cool as you please and sa{@rgat timing, Tamara.
Call before you stop by next time, OK?”

She hadn’t bothered them again. Instead, she'd thembh a silver wine
cooler as a wedding present and turned her eneetgesvhere. The last
time they'd run into her she’d been on the arm e tmost successful
realtor in town.

Bruce, on the other hand, kept in touch regulafljey’d received a
Christmas card from him just the week before inahie’d mentioned at
length the advent of a new love interest in his. lif

“Lucas,” Emily sighed now, trying hard to behavkelithe respectable
married matron she was supposed to be. The lony ivelvet drapes
remained undrawn, after all, and, although the éights in the room came
from the Christmas tree in the front hall and tlemdies on the table,
anyone looking in the window would see at once what wonderful Dr.

Flynn and his wife were up to. “We really must™...

“Yes,” Lucas said hoarsely. “We really must, mydo\Right here, right
now.”

She’d thought she’d tell him tomorrow night, Chmisis Eve, after dinner
was over, when she was curled up against him ordheh in the living
room, with the flames dancing in -the fireplace #imel scent of cedar and
pine in the air.

“I did more than shop yesterday,” she’'d plannedag. “I went to see a
specialist first. Pulled rank by telling him who nihwusband was, and
persuaded him to take one more appointment befftetv to Mexico for
the holidays.”

“Specialist?” he'd say, and she’d regret just @elithat she’d had to cause
him a moment of anxiety before giving him her mspecial Christmas
gift, one she couldn’'t wrap in gold foil and scariebons.

But he was beguiling her with his loving now, witle salad plates still on
the table and the wine in his glass barely touclhwas pushing aside
the Lamartine sterling with one hand and doing eésitply wicked things



to her with the other, bringing her such pleasteg she couldn’t bear not
to share every last part of herself with him.

“Lucas,” she whispered, feeling him hot and urgagainst her, “we’re
going to, have a baby.”

To say that she took the wind out of his sails patsing it mildly. “You're
what?” he said, rearing back as if a viper had spruognfher ripely
pregnant breasts.

“Having a baby,” she said again, and when that 'tiseem to register
added, “It must have happened one time when we--"

“I know how babies are made,” he said in a sturv@de. “But you said
you couldn’t-that when you were married to whati's-hame you hadn’t

She shrugged. “I was wrong. Or else | simply waii@dthe right man to
be the father.”

Propping her on the edge of the table, he regahgedvonderingly. “A
baby,” he said, still in the same, star-struck t§Aee you sure?"

“| saw a specialist this morning, in Sane Francisco

His gaze sharpened with concern. “Why? Is there esloimg wrong,
something--?”

“No.” She smiled and leaned down to kiss him, wighhe'd stop asking
her questions and pick up where he’d left off befshe’d blurted out the
news. “I'm perfectly healthy and progressing exaet a woman in her
eleventh week should.”

“Eleventh week!” he exploded. “Specialist! Where thell do you get off,
Emily Jane, keeping secrets like this? Going toesstmanger for medical
confirmation when you’re married to me? Aren't logbenough? Do you
think | don’t know what to look for? That supervigi a pregnancy is
beyond my capabilities?”



“Oh, Lucas!” she laughed, stroking his beloved, ubéal face. “I know

exactly what you're capable of. You've become mygtldgend, my lover,
my husband, and now you're the father of my babgu'Ye made me
happier than | ever thought it possible to be amdrgme everything | ever
wanted. What | need to hear you tell me now ishaot wickedly secretive
I've been but that you're happy with the news. Tyai don't feel you're
too old and feeble to take on a child-"

“Woman,” he muttered, hoisting her into his armsd amaking his way up
the stairs to their bedroom, “you’re pushing yawokl!”

“It's just wifely concern,” she said, twining hemas around his neck as he
deposited her on the bed and pulling him down &fger “I don’t want you
worn out before your time. You promised me at |éady years of married
bliss and I'm planning to hold you to it. | wangshe said, gasping a little at
the forays he was making over her naked flesh astriygped away her
clothes, “us to sit beside each other on the vedama our rocking chairs,
placid and content as we watch our grandchildreryipy, the way our
grandparents were when we were young.”

“We're a long way from that, Emily,” he said, atlet short of breath
himself as she undid the buttons on his shirt axgloeed the hard, flat
plane of his stomach. “Right now I'm feeling anyiti but placid--or
flaccid!"

“How do you feel, Lucas?” she whispered, yieldinghe urgent nudging
of his flesh against hers.

“As if | hold the whole world in my arms,” he saiinking into her. “As if
I've made a journey through hell and come throudb find heaven on the
other side. | love you, Emily Flynn ....”"



