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Should she agree to a marriage because she wanted a baby?

Joanna Dieter knew Cal Freeman wanted a passiaffate Was this her
chance to secretly conceiver her much-wanted baby?

Unable to go through with her outrageous plan, daaonfessed to Cal.
Shockingly, Cal went one step further, suggestimgpravenientmarriage!
But Joanna wanted a baby, not a husband....



CHAPTER ONE

CAL FREEMAN turned the wipers on high and slid ttetch of his four-

wheel-drive into a lower gear. Not that it help&the snow blowing

horizontally across the windshield enveloped himairworld of white,

through which he could, occasionally, sight thé pales that marked the
edges of this narrow road across the prairie.

The visibility had been better on the northeaggeidf Everest, he thought
semi-humorously. Although the cold was almost comipie. He would
never have expected conditions like this in soutidanitoba, not even in
January. His friend Stephen had been right to tinkiat Cal carry
emergency supplies when he set off to visit thasSens, whose isolated
home was several miles from the nearest village.

That climb on Everest had been--literally--one leé high points of Cal's
life. The struggle through the pinnacles, the bitb@rth winds, their
decision to shoot for the top without oxygen sudg€al snapped back to
the present, his foot hitting the brake. What wesd in the ditch to his left?
A vehicle?

The snow whirled across the road like a phalanghafsts; he could see
nothing but a smothering whiteness that mockeahbimally acute vision.
Slowing to a crawl, Cal peered through the glassh&ps it had been his
imagination. After all, he and Stephen had stayedlate last night,
catching up on the four-year gap since they'd s&sin each other. And
he’d drunk more than his fair share of that excelBordeaux.

No. There it was again, an angular shape skewenvaigk into the ditch,
hood tight against a telephone pole. Coming toltedsaclose to the side of
the road as he dared, Cal switched on his sigghtdi not that he really
expected to meet anyone else mad enough to b@& suth weather. Then
he hauled the hood of his down parka over his teat yanked on his
gloves.

He wouldn’t find anyone in the vehicle. Not in thigter cold. But it was
just as well to check.



As he stepped from the heated comfort of his Cheanto the road, the
blizzard struck him with vicious force. The windilchhe knew from the
radio, was in the danger zone: frostbite on expegadwithin a couple of
minutes. Well, he was used to that. He tricked dfig1 into his chest,
fighting his way across the icy ruts in the digdk, limping a little from an
old knee injury. How ironic it would be if he, a vidrenowned
mountaineer, were to slip and break an ankle inadrikee flattest places on
the planet.

An irony he could do without.

The vehicle was a small white car. Bad choice, Heught trenchantly.
And damn lucky the car hadn't slid completely intee ditch, in which
case neither he nor anyone else would have seen it.

There was a brief lull in the wind. His heart sledpa beat. Someone was
slumped over the wheel. A man or a woman? He cduielh

Forgetting his knee, he lunged forward, adrenalmemming through his
veins. The engine wasn't running; how long sinee dhr had gone off the
road? He scrubbed at the window with his glovet fimd saw that the
driver was a woman. Hatless, he thought grimly.midhe know better?
Also, unless he was mistaken, unconscious. He gdalioe door handle,
and discovered that it was locked. So were albther doors. He pounded
on the glass, yelling as loudly as he could, betftgure draped over the
wheel didn’t even stir.

Cal raced back to his vehicle and grabbed the $How@a the back seat.
Then he staggered across the road again. Once hgamanged on the
window, but to no effect. Grimacing, he raised tldadle of the shovel and
hit the glass in the back window with all his sggim On the third try it

shattered.

Quickly he unlocked the driver's door and pulledojpen. Taking the
woman by the waist, he lifted her awkwardly, tryitogpillow her face in
his shoulder. Once again he made the trip acresgéand drifts back to
his vehicle. He eased her into the passenger sgatprting her as best he
could as he anchored her in place with the seat Dleén he hurried back



to her car, picked up her briefcase and threw ithenback seat of his four-
wheel-drive. Clambering in on the driver’s side,thed the fan up to its
highest setting, dragged off his parka and drapedar the woman’s body,
then tucked the synthetic silver emergency blam@ketind her legs. Only
then did he really take a look at her.

The blizzard, the cold, the loud whir of the fahdabpped away as though
they didn’t exist. Cal’s heart leaped in his chéktd never seen a woman
so beautiful. So utterly and heartbreakingly béautHer skin smooth as

silk, her hair with the blue-black sheen of a raseming, her features

perfect, from the softly curved mouth to the higheekbones and

exquisitely arched brows.

He wanted her. Instantly and unequivocally.

Cal swallowed hard, fighting his way back to sanitganity and
practicality. There was a bruised swelling on hereliead, where
presumably she’d struck the windshield when thehear swerved into the
light pole. Her face was as white as the whirlimgws crystals, her skin
cold to the touch, her breathing shallow. The nimstutiful woman he’d
ever seen? Was he crazy?

She was lucky to be alive. Besides, he didn’t belim love at first sight.
A ludicrous concept.

So why was the hand he’d touched to her cheek hgiras though it were
on fire?

With an impatient exclamation, he checked the odeméess than three
miles to the Strassens’. His best bet was to takestraight there. The
sooner she was in a warm house and regained cosseiss, the better.
Unless he was mistaken-and he’d picked up a faiofinedical expertise
over the years--she was just concussed. Concussleckay cold,;

He eased into first gear and out into the middlehefroad, forcing himself
to focus on staying between the ditches. He'd ebgaeto arrive at the
Strassens long before this; he hoped they wereortied about him. His
errand, after all, wasn’t the most pleasant.



Dusk was falling, making the visibility even poar&natching occasional
glances at his passenger, whose head was nowglahnher chest, Cal
shifted into third gear. A lot of the snow was lgeiwhipped from the
fields, for there was nothing to stop the wind bwt occasional line of
trees along a creek. He'd always had plenty ofeesfor heights; he'd
have more for flatness from now on, he decided \aitiwry twist of his

mouth that simultaneously acknowledged he was cdrateng on the

weather so he wouldn’t have to think about the wema

She was probably married to a local farmer and dadutch of raven-
haired children. Why hadn't he checked to see # skas wearing a
wedding ring?

What did it matter whether she was or she wasni@ $trassens would
know her name, they’d make the necessary phong, ealtl she’d vanish
from his life as precipitately as she’d entered it.

He’d seen lots of beautiful women in his life. Bawaarried to one for nine
years. So why had the startling purity of a straisgerofile, the elegance
of her bone structure, affected him as though heswearer his thirteen-
year-old daughter’s age than his own age of thaiky-

Swearing under his breath as the gale flung snawsachis path, Cal
strained to see the poles along the road. He’dredveine and a half miles
since he'd left the main highway; if the Strassefigctions were right, he
had another half a mile to go. Not for the firshé, he found himself
wondering about them, this elderly couple whosey ®dn Gustave, a
fellow mountaineer, had met his death on Annapyuasa three months
ago.

He, Cal, had come all this way to bring them tlsein’s climbing gear and
the few personal effects Gustave had had with hinhie last expedition.
An errand of mercy he’d be glad to have over angedwith. His original
plan had been to stay a decent length of time laga head back to the city
tonight. But the weather was putting paid to theid probably have to
stay overnight. Not what he would have chosenqdarly as he’'d never
met Gustave Strassen.



An illusory gleam of lights caught his eye througlk snow. That must be
the Strassens’ house. Now all he had to do wagatevthe driveway.

Four minutes later, he was parked as near to timt €floor as possible. The
house wasn'’t as substantial as he’d somehow expdataving the engine
running, he took the front steps two at a time &amd) the doorbell.

The door opened immediately. A heavy-set man witgriazled beard
boomed, “Come in, come in out of the cold, you maestMr. Freeman--
what, no jacket?”

“Cal Freeman,” Cal said rapidly. “Mr. Strassen, dvh a passenger, a
woman whose car went off the road. She struck l&dhshe needs
attention right away--can | bring her in?”

The older man took a step backward. “A woman? Wlmayou mean, a
woman?"

What kind of question was that? “A young woman. @n own,” Cal said
impatiently, “and obviously unprepared for the viresit She ended up in
the ditch. I'll go get her.”

“‘But we--"

Cal, however, had already turned back to his vehtble snow stinging his
cheeks. Trying to keep the woman covered as besbuilel, he lifted her
from the seat and with his knee shoved the doat. Jiine wind seized the
hood of his parka and flung it away from her fdéer a moment that was
out of time he saw her lashes flicker-long darkésslike smudges of soot.
Her lips moved, as though she were trying to spétak okay,” he said
urgently, “you’re safe now, you don’t have to wotryhen he headed up
the steps again.

Dieter Strassen held the door open. But he wasmgel smiling. He said,
his accent very pronounced, “That woman is not arake in my house.”

Cal stopped dead, leaning back against the dodiose it. ‘Whatdid you
say?”



A strained voice spoke from behind Dieter. “Get bat of here! | never
want to see her again. Never, do you hear me?”

Cal knew instantly that this must be Maria Strasdeieter's wife and

Gustave’s mother. Short, thin as a rail, her hailaigray-threaded bun
skewered with pins. With a gesture that might hlbeen funny had it not
been so venomous, she thrust out one hand, palardo@al, as though
she were about to push him physically back outiinéoblizzard.

Him and his burden.
“Look,” Cal said, “I don’'t know what’s going on herbut this woman
needs help. She’s concussed and she’s cold. Sbe sese hot food and a

warm bed. Surely you can provide those?"

With a depth of bitterness that shocked Cal, Distad, “Better had she
died.”

“Like our son," Maria flashed. “Our beloved Gustdve

Cal said flatly, “How far is it to the next house?”

“Four miles,” Dieter said.

“Surely you can see that | can’'t go that far,” Gald forcefully, shifting

the weight in his arms. “Not in this storm. | dokittow who this woman is
or what she’s done to make you hate her, but--"

“If we hate her, Mr. Freeman, it is for very goahsons,” Dieter said with
something approaching dignity. “You must allow wshe the judge of

that.”'

“She married our Gustave,” Maria said icily. “Mawi him and destroyed
him.”

Cal gaped at her, the pieces belatedly falling piexe. As though he had
actually been picked up and moved, he found hinsatk in an alpine
campsite overlooking the south side of Mont Bldfmur weeks ago.



It was unseasonably warm for December, and Cal iwdss bare feet,

luxuriating in the damp grass beneath his toes aftearduous day hiking;
he’'d been testing some footwear for a friend whsigieed alpine boots.
One of the guides who had just brought up a part@ermans, and who
had introduced himself to Cal as Franz Staebelarked, “Gustave always
liked to be in his bare feet after a climb...diduyever meet Gustave
Strassen?”

“Oddly enough, no,” Cal answered. “Our paths neamgssed several
times but we never actually met...| was very storflear about his death.”

“Ah, yes,” Franz said, grimacing into the sun. “Me&as an excellent
climber, one of the best. Such a waste.” With snddeocity he banged an
ice pick into the ground. “A totally unnecessarystea”

“Oh?” said Cal, leaning back against the scalykroha rowan tree. “How
so?”

“His wife,” Franz said, pulling the pick out withsrong twist of his wrist.
“His wife, Joanna She was pregnant, he’'d just foantithe day before.
But there was a good chance the baby wasn’t his'dStheated on him,
had for years.”

“Why did he stay with her, then?” Cal asked idly.

“You should have seen her. Beautiful in a way feanven are. And her
body...Gustave was only human.” Moodily Franz kitkat a clump of
grass he’d dislodged, the pale sun gleaming imddshair. “So Joanna and
the baby were on his mind that morning, the mormegttempted the rock
ridge on Annapurna 3. And died in the attempt.”

As Cal knew all too well, distractions could beafabn the mountains,
where a moment’s misjudgment could send a man $odeath. “I'm
sorry,” he said inadequately. “I hadn’t heard alduatwife before.”



“She controlled the purse strings, too. A rich womeho let Dieter be
stuck with second-rate equipment, and forced hirbelg for sponsorships
for his climbs. Ah, it was bad. Very bad. How than suffered.”

“Where was he from?”

“Central Canada.” Franz gave a bark of laughtehe*Pprairies. Not a hill
in sight. His parents live there still.”

“I have a good friend in Winnipeg,” Cal remarkedivé known him for
years.”

Franz sat up straight, dropping the pick on thesgrayou do? Would you
be interested in visiting your friend and also dpia last favor for a
climber who deserved better than the fate he met?"

“What do you mean?”

“I have Gustave’s gear back in Zermatt. | was gadiagmail it to his
parents. But how much better if it could be delaceto them personally by
a fellow mountaineer.”

Cal said slowly, “I do have a week or so free earlthe new year...after |
bring my daughter back to school here in Switzetlalind it would be
great to see Stephen and his wife again. Provithiegre around.”

“It would help the Strassens a great deal. Theartsemust be broken.
Gustave’s wife, she wasted no time after his dshthgot rid of the baby.
It could have been Gustave’s child, that was calstgpossible...in which
case she got rid of the Strassens’ grandchildy tmy connection to their
dead son.” He spat on the grass. “l curse the dasta8e married that
woman. She brought him nothing but grief.”

"Mr. Freeman?" Dieter Strassen said, with the dirmoman repeating
himself.



With a visible start, Cal came back to the presant to the simple and
horribly unwelcome fact that the woman in his anves the direct cause
of a good man's death and the deep grief of thatsypaments. “Sorry,” he

mumbled, and tried to pull himself together. Thers no reason in the
world for him to feel so massively disillusionedoalb a woman he hadn’t
even known existed half an hour ago. An unconscisaosan, to boot,

with whom he hadn’t exchanged as much as a word.

“Mr. Strassen,” he said, “I can see my arrival hisreausing you and your
wife great distress, and | apologize for that. Bgiht now | don’t see any
way around it. | can’t just dump her in the snow, matter what she’s
done.”

“So you know the story?" Dieter said sharply.

“Franz Staebel, the alpine guide who had your sgear, told me about
your daughter-in-law a month or so ago."

“Gustave thought highly of Franz.” Moving like a ofluolder man, Dieter
turned to his wife. “Maria, we'll put her in thedkabedroom, it's the only
thing we can do. She’ll be gone by morning.”

“Someone else can look after her,” Maria said gtamy voice.

Into the silence Cal said, “I will.”

“That would be best,” Dieter said with evident eli“I'll show you the
room, and in the meantime Maria will heat some sfarpyou. We are
being bad hosts, Mr. Freeman.” He gave a rathay hmswv. “Welcome to
our home.”

Two could play that game. “Thank you," Cal saidj amiled at Maria.

Her response was as cold as a glacier. “That wowmidinleave here
tomorrow morning,” she said, “and she must neveneback.”

Cal's brain, which seemed to have gone to muste ditaling a raven-
haired beauty on the side of the road, finally mémeconnection. “Oh, of
course--she’d just been here?”



“She had the audacity to bring us Gustave’s silwatch, his album of
family photos. As though that would make us takeiheForgive her for
all that she’s done.”

“Now, Maria,” Dieter warned.

“Our grandchild,” Maria quavered, “she even destyur grandchild.
Aborted it.”

“According to Gustave, it might not have been hisld;” Dieter said
wearily, running his fingers through his thatchgoizzled hair. "Gustave
radioed a message out the very day he died, Menkaa. About the
pregnancy and his doubts. He wanted to divorce€’ lvéis. gaze flicked
contemptuously over the woman in Cal’'s arms. “Betkmew that would
mean no contact with a child who could be of oundlesh and blood.”

Maria bit off her words. “She took everything frams.”

“Enough, now," her husband said. “I'm sure once Freeman has settled
her, he’ll be hungry.”

“Please call me Cal...and some soup would be dekgi Cal said with
another smile.

Maria turned on her heel in the direction of th&chken. Dieter lead the
way along a narrow hallway to a back annex of thesk; the furnishings
were sparse, Cal noticed, glancing into what amgokdo be a formal
parlor, everything immaculately tidy and painfullsiean. The back
bedroom was no exception. It was also very cold.

Dieter said, “You must excuse my wife, Mr.--Cal.€eSls very bitter,
understandably so. I'll leave you to settle in, aviienever you're ready,
please come through to the dining room.”

Cal laid Joanna Strassen on the double bed, steamigh, and said
forthrightly, “Once she comes to, she’ll need sdrnmgg hot to eat.” And
with annoyance realized he’d adopted the Strasdeatsit of referring to
Joanna Strassen sise.Never by name.



“I'll look after that. And I'll show you to your k@room in the main
house.”

“I think I'd better stay here and keep an eye oarydaughter-in-law,” Cal
said with a depth of reluctance that took him bgpsge. But if he didn’t
look after her, who would? “After a blow on the He#’s always a good
idea to be under supervision for at least twelverf.d

“Whatever you say,” Dieter replied, and for a momnéinected a look of
such implacable hostility toward the unconsciousnan on the bed that,
even knowing the story, Cal was chilled to the bofEhere’s extra
bedding in the cupboard and the couch makes anb#wi’ Dieter went
on, just as though nothing had happened. “I'll gae in a few minutes.”

As soon as the door closed behind him, Cal weptaation. He drew the
curtains against the snow that lashed the windoefammmed the
thermostat up several notches, and swiftly buiiteain the woodstove that
stood in the corner. Touching a match to it, hechwd briefly as the
flames gained hold. Then he turned to the womatheied.

Joanna Strassen. Widow of Gustave. By all accoantanfaithful and
ungenerous wife, who apparently had destroyed Wwarahild.

Nothing he’'d learned made her any less beautiful.



CHAPTER TWO

CAL rubbed his palms down the sides of his cordd, with the same deep
reluctance that he’'d felt a few moments ago, apgred the bed. Resting
his palm on Joanna’s cheek, trying to ignore thersamoothness of her
skin he registered how cool she felt. He pulledha&f gloves, chafing her
cold fingers between his warmer ones. Ringlessefiighe noticed. Long
and tapered, with neatly kept nails. She wore neelg, which rather
surprised him. He met a lot of women, one way ottzr and because he
was rich and unmarried, spent a fair bit of enekggping them at bay;
most of them dripped with diamonds. So why didh# wealthy widow,
Joanna Strassen?

As though he had spoken her name out loud, shedrioeehead restlessly
on the pillow, her lashes flickering. Her left hapblicked at his parka,
trying to pull it around her chin. Then she gaweg moan of pain, a deep
shudder rippling the length of her body.

Quelling an instinctive surge of compassion, Cadedaoff her boots,

practical low-heeled boots that looked as thougy ttame from a factory
outlet. Definitely not leather. This, like her laokrings, seemed oddly out
of character. Her tights were black, her plain deea deep blue. Her
figure was just as much an attention-grabber asdoer he thought grimly,

and almost with relief noticed that she was shigerHastily he pulled the
covers from underneath her body, then tucked theoma her.

The room was noticeably warmer, so much so thas@igbed off his own
thick wool sweater. Catching a glimpse of himselfthe mirror by the
door, he ran his fingers through his disordered, hvahich was the dark
brown of polished leather. As for the rest, he'dals figured he had the
right number of features in the right places arat thas that. He’d never
understood his appeal to women, blind to the uraievg gray of his eyes,
the strength of his chin and jaw, the fiat planehkis cheeks and his air of
self-containment, which many might see as a chgderle’d been rather
less than amused just before Christmas, when hetryiag to avoid the
attentions of a local divorcée, to have his daugh&nny say to him
impatiently, “You don’'t understand why every womgou meet is after



you? Get a grip, Dad. You're a hunk. Big-time machan. You should
hear the girls in my school go on about you.”

“Oh no, | shouldn't.”

Lenny had rolled her eyes. “You're also intelligenth, charming when
you want to be, rich, and a famous mountaineer. &iad, did | mention
rich? | rest my case.”

“Rich you got right,” he’'d replied. “The rest--foggit.”

Lenny had laughed and cajoled him into helping kéth some
supplemental geometry, a subject that was as mualystery to her as
literature was a delight. Cal loved his daughtenriyemore than he could
imagine loving anyone else in the world...more thatd loved her mother
for the last few years of his marriage, he could/ raimit that to himself.
Although never to Lenny.

He should remarry. Settle down and provide a prbpene for Lenny, add
a woman’s presence to her life. Trouble is, he 'tidant to. Nor had he
met anyone who gave him the slightest desire toraoebfor the second
time--the state of holy matrimony.  If only he wlidtravel so much; it

made it more difficult with Lenny. He’'d curtailedshmountain-climbing

expeditions the past few years. But he also hadatel for his work. Cal

had inherited money from his adventurous, immigréather; after

multiplying this money many times over in a seéshrewd investments,
he’d purchased an international brokerage firmnthater, a chain of
prestigious auction houses in Europe and New Ydek)ing with antiques
and line art. Although computer technology hadlzatk a certain amount
of travel, there was still no substitute for a rewed approach to his
various business concerns.

One more reason why Lenny was in a private scho8litzerland.

The woman on the bed gave another of those low ma@2al came back to
the present, thrusting a birch log into the heéarhe flames, and turning
his attention to the bed. Despite the heaped-uplbies and the warmth
of the room, Joanna Strassen was still shiveringviy very slowly, his

eyes trained on her face, Cal lifted the coversgotdnto bed beside her.



Gathering her in his arms, he drew the whole lermdther body toward
his.

She fit his embrace perfectly, as though she hawh lmeade for it. Her
cheek was resting against his bare throat, hethbsedtly wafting his skin;

he could feel her tremors, the small rise anddélher breathing against
his chest, and the firm swell of her breasts pesséis rib cage.

His body’'s response was unmistakable. He still e@rter. No matter
what she’d done.

Gritting his teeth, Cal thought about the ice rglgég Brammah, the ice
cliffs of Shivling, the glaciers of Everest. All two avail. Cursing himself
inwardly, he then tried to imagine she was a felloimber with
hypothermia and that he was simply doing the médlgticarrect thing.

Equally useless. Her skin was sweetly scentedhhgrin its thick braid
gleamed in the firelight as though the flames thedues were caught there,
and each shiver that rippled through her slendanér he felt as though it
were his own body. He’d been too long without a wamamthat was his
problem. After all, how long had it been?

If he had to struggle to remember, it had beergattter too long. Time he
rectified that. Soon. And when better than nowhwienny in school in
faraway Switzerland?

There was that blonde in Manhattan, he’d met hex eharity ball; she’'d
insisted he take her phone number, he must hagenitewhere. She'd
certainly given every signal that she was willimgctimb into his bed, no
guestions asked.

He couldn’t even remember her name. Shows what é&irah impression
she’d made.

There was also Alesha in Paris, Jasmine in Boskmsemary in London
and Helga in Zurich. All of whom he’d dated; nonfewdhom he’d slept
with.



Joanna Strassen stirred in his arms. Hastily Cegceais hips away from
hers, wondering if her shivering had lessened #ligifhe sooner he got
out of this particular bed, the better.

The woman in Manhattan had had a diamond pin stickugh her left
nostril. That he did remember. No wonder he haginéned her.

A shudder suddenly ripped through Joanna’s body. éyes flew open,

wide with terror, and with a strength that shockeal she pushed hard
against his chest. “No!” she cried. “No, | won’t-Then, with another of
those racking shudders, she stared full at him.see her swallow,

watched with a flash of admiration as she foughéubdue the terror that
only a moment ago had overwhelmed her.

The terror that Gustave had come back from theegtavhaunt her? His
admiration vanished. But before he could speaknsitered, “You’re not
Gustave...oh God, | thought you were Gustave." \HWéce rose in panic.
“Who are you? Where am 1?”

“No,” Cal said evenly, “I'm not Gustave. Gustavdsad, remember?”

Again terror flooded her eyes, eyes that were tygplsire blue of her

sweater. As she pushed away from him, jerking leadhback, she gave a
sudden sharp cry of pain. Bringing one hand toftwehead, she faltered,
“Please...where am 1? I--l don’t understand...”

No wonder Gustave Strassen had returned againgaid # his faithless
wife. If he, Cal, had thought her beautiful wher stas unconscious, how
much more so was she with emotions crossing her, faeith her eyes huge
and achingly vulnerable in the firelight? He saithva deliberate brutality
that at some level he was ashamed of, “You hadcament. You're at
Dieter and Maria Strassens’ house.”

Her body went rigid with shock. Then she broughthbimands to her face,
briefly closing her eyes. “No," she whispered, “rtell me that isn’t true.”

“It's true. Where else was | to bring you? Theymight add, were no
happier taking you in than you are to find your$elfe.”



“They hate me,” she whispered, and for a momentbtbe of her irises
shimmered with unshed tears. “I don’t want to beehEver again.”

Either she was an accomplished actress, sheddiag &ears to brilliant

effect; or else everything he’d been told about d&fons and character
was inaccurate. Gustave, Franz, Deiter and Margse\all of them wrong?
It didn’t seem very likely. Cal said coolly, “Li#lwonder they hate you.”

She edged even further from him in the bed, hercaviof pain instantly
disguised. “Who are you?"

“Fate?” he said, raising one brow.

“Stop playing with me,” she pleaded, and againsegimmered on her
lashes. “Please...| don’t understand what's going ymu've got to tell
me.”

“I'm the guy who happened along the road after gowin smack-dab into
a telephone pole. You should be thanking me. Whth dar not running,
you’d have frozen to death in short order.”

“The car...” She frowned. “I remember now, | gaithe car and left here.
It was snowing and windy, but the roads are sagsttal was sure I'd be
all right.”

"It wasn't exactly the most intelligent course ofian,” Cal said bluntly.

“I couldn’t bear to stay! And they wanted me gothey almost pushed me
out the door. But once | was out on the road, lldwtu see where | was
going and then suddenly that pole was right intfimfmme...the last thing |
remember was turning off the ignition because | afasid of fire.” “One
more dumb move to add to the rest.”

“So they told you about me,” she said quietly. “Ayal believe them.”
“Is there any reason why | shouldn’t?” Cal demandedl discovered to

his inner consternation that he did indeed warthécsupplied with those
reasons.



“Oh God...” she whispered.

She looked utterly forlorn. In one swift movemersdl @olled out of bed.
“I'll go and get you some soup now that you're aeakhen I'll run a hot
bath for you.”

She tried to sit up, but a wave of dizziness forhed back to the pillow.
“Just go away,” she quavered. “Go away and leavaloree.”

If only that were possible. “You don't like beingrdronted with the
consequences of your actions, do you?” Cal saigufdpose | should be
congratulating you on having the rudiments of ascence.”

“Stop! Just stop--I can’t take any more.”

She did indeed look at the end of her tether. Galhis lip, feeling
uncomfortably like the school bully that had mad Iie a misery when
he was seven and small for his age. Now that he siafoot-two and
entirely capable of looking after himself, he matla practice never to
throw his weight around. Especially with a womam ®e other hand, he
was damned if he was going to apologize. When al waid and done,
nothing could bring Gustave back to life. And wagshat the bottom line?

He said coldly, “I'll be back in a few minutes. Thathroom’s through that
door and if | were you, I'd stay in this part ofetthouse. You're not
welcome elsewhere.”

“You think | don’t know that?” she retorted withflash of spirit.
“Yet you're the one who came here. Uninvited, I'omes”

“If you think I'm going to justify myself to you, gu’re mistaken,” she said
bitterly, turning her face away from him.

The flickering gold light illuminated the exquisiteirve of her cheekbone.
Dragging his gaze away, Cal strode out of the robnthe hallway he
stood still for a minute, trying to subdue the torhof emotion in his
chest. What was the matter with him? Yelling at aman with a



concussion? Thoroughly disliking her and wantingsiss her senseless all
in the same breath?

Disliking her was fine. She was, after all, a lelard a cheat, according to
people who’d known her intimately. But kiss her?3Ma out of his mind?

Lots of women had deep blue eyes and long blaak Gaow up, Cal. Or,
as Lenny would say, get a grip.

After checking with Dieter he made a couple of phaalls, to Stephen
with his change of plans, and to the airport, wheraliscovered all flights
were canceled. Maria had set a place for him apthe oak table in the
dining room. Mechanically he ate a bowl of deligomild mushroom soup
and some homemade rolls, along with a salad ohfgeens, making
conversation with her and her husband as bestuid.co

At the end of the meal Cal said, “Gustave’s thiags in the back of my
vehicle-would you like me to bring them in now,tomorrow morning?”

“Tomorrow would be better,” * Dieter Said heaviToday, already we
have been through enough.”

Maria said frostily, “I have put some soup on atrgou will take it to
her.”

“Of course,” Cal said. “That was delicious, Mattidank you.”

“We start our day early,” Dieter added. “Living a® do so isolated, we
keep to a strict routine. Breakfast at eight?”

“Thanks, that would be fine,” Cal said, picking tipe tray Maria had
deposited on the table. “I'll see you then.”

He walked back along the hallway, again glancirig the parlor. The only
books were thick, leather-bound tomes, the photoshe wall were of
grim-faced ancestors, and there wasn’t an ornamesight. Had the house
always been this joyless? This austere? Had Gugieoxen up in these
stark surroundings, or were they a product of Diered Maria’s middle
age?



Either way, Gustave Strassen was beginning to heventire sympathy.

When Cal went back into the bedroom, his socketd §eandless on the
bare hardwood, Joanna Strassen was lying flat orb&ek, gazing up at
the ceiling. Her brow was furrowed, as though sleeewn pain; the white
pillowslips and her cheeks were exactly the samlerc@ floorboard

creaked beneath his heel. She gave a visible gtast, as quickly
controlled; the face she turned to him was empigxpiression.

He said, “I'll help you sit up.”
“l can manage.”
“Don’t be so dammed stubborn!”

Defiance flared in her eyes. But with that sameespman control, she
subdued it. Where had she learned such controlvay@

And why did he care so strongly about the answelss own questions?

As Cal put the tray down on the bedside table,tskd to struggle to an
upright position, her lower lip clamped between heeth. He’'d been
concussed once, on the Eiger, and it had left hitin &splitting headache.
He slid the pillows from behind her back, proppitigem against the
headboard; then he put his hands under her arniifiisg her whole

weight.

The soft swell of her breast brushed his forearne, tontact surging
through his body. Unceremoniously he pushed hek loacthe pillows,
hearing her shallow, rapid breathing. He said withwilling compassion,
“| asked Maria for some painkillers, you'd bettaké one.”

“They've probably got arsenic in them.”

“I'll take one, too,” he said dryly, “if that'll mae you feel safer.”

“I don't like taking pills.”



“Is that how you got pregnant?"

He hadn’t meant to ask that. He watched emotioracioss her face, raw
agony, terrible in its intensity. As he instinclivgeached out a hand in
sympathy, she struck it away. “Just leave me al@ie cried. Please”

She couldn’t possibly have faked that emotion. pam was real. All too
real. He said flatly, “So you regret getting ridtbé baby.”

“Why don’t you use the real word? Abortion. Becaubat's what you
mean. And that's what Dieter and Maria think | tid.

“That’s certainly what they told me.”
“And you believe everything you're told?”

“Why would they lie to me, Joanna?" Cal asked, faushd he was holding
his breath for the answer.

“Because no woman in the world would have been gammligh for their
beloved Gustave! | was their enemy from the venst filay he brought me
here.”

Could it be true? Cal rested the tray on her lagph mached down to put
more wood on the tire. *

When he turned back, she was making a valiantteffogat. But soon she
pushed the bowl away. “That's enough,” she mumbhed,lashes drifting
to her cheeks.

He took the tray from her, standing by the bedlurr breathing settled
into the steady rhythms of sleep. She’d stoppedesinig, and there was
the faintest wash of color in her cheeks. She vwasggto be fine and he
was a fool to stay in this room overnight. How abhe lust after a woman
whose every word he seemed to distrust?

First thing tomorrow he’d organize a tow truck asek her on her way.
Then he’d give the Strassens Gustave’'s gear and fogathe airport.



They'd rebooked him on a flight midmorning. Tweritgr hours and he’d
have seen the last of Joanna Strassen.

It couldn’t be soon enough. °

Glancing at his watch, Cal saw to his dismay thatvas scarcely eight
o’clock. After leaving the bedroom, he checked thet tidy ranks of books
in the parlor. He’'d been meaning to read the atassind apparently now
was the time for him to start, he thought wryhaflag through a couple of
volumes of Dickens. Then Dieter spoke from the degr. “Ah, | thought |
heard you in here. Maria and | are not our besk, yoa must forgive us.
You have no suitcase, nothing. Please let us goteay new toothbrush,
some pajamas.”

Cal never wore pajamas. “That’s very kind of you.”
“Come through to the kitchen, and | will get theon you.”

Maria was putting away the dishes. Cal said plaasdiyour daughter-in-
law has no nightclothes--could | trouble you fomsthing?”

Her lips thinned. Without a word she left the rooraturning with a
carefully folded pair of striped pajamas over hen.d'Give her these.”

“We’ll be gone by morning,” he said gently.
“I regret the day our son first saw those big ldyes of hers!”

Dieter came through the door, passing Cal towedgarpas and toilet
articles. “Thank you,” Cal said. “I'll say good mgnow, I'm a bit jet-
lagged.”

He was actually distressingly wide awake, all lesves on edge. Grabbing
War and Peacdrom the shelves on his way by, he strode to thekb

bedroom Joanna was still sleeping, her neck croakesh awkward angle.
For several minutes he simply stared at her, asgthéhe very stillness of
her features might answer some of the questioristuhagbled through his

brain. She was too thin, he thought. Too pale. ésleshe looked

heartbreakingly vulnerable.



Normally he was a fairly astute judge of characBart something about
Joanna had disrupted his radar. One thing he divknext time he was
asked to do a favor for a dead mountaineer, heidarmile in the opposite
direction.

He added more wood to the fire and settled dowin \wis book. Two
hours later, adding one name to his hand-writtextabf the characters, he
realized the fire had nearly died out. After hetitiad some kindling and a
small log, he turned around to find Joanna Strasssyes open, fixed on
him. They looked almost black, he thought. Depthkasd mysterious. Full
of secrets.

He said heartily, “Sorry if | woke you. How are yfaeling?”

“I have to go to the bathroom.”

Moving very carefully, she sat up. Then she swueglegs over the side
of the bed and pushed herself upright. Abruptlytstoeight her hand to her
forehead, staggering a little. “I feel so dizzy...”

“Here,” Cal said unwillingly, “lean on me.”

She swayed toward him. He put an arm around hestwhirious with
himself for liking her height, and the way her dhéeushed his shoulder.
“Why don’t you have a hot bath?” he added noncorafyt “It would
relax you.”

She stopped, looking him full in the face. “I womélax until I'm on a
plane heading east,” she muttered. Then her jappea “My flight--I've
missed it!”

“Everything’s canceled because of the storm.”

Agitated, she said, “It was a seat sale, will tbkegirge me more?”

Franz had said she was miserly with her moneyhds why she wore no
jewelry? “They won't. But if they did, surely yowgld afford it?"



Her eyes suddenly blazed like blue fire. “Oh, ofirse. I'm a rich widow.
How stupid of me to forget.”

He’d always liked a woman with spirit. Suzanne,wife, had made a fine
art out of avoiding conflict. But then Suzanne hhdd something
perennially childlike about her; she’d never matthem; adult to adult
When he’'d married her, he’'d been too much in laveunderstand that
about her; or to anticipate how her behavior waifdct him.

Suzanne had also lied to him frequently, with chsxpertise. He'd
gradually come to understand that she didn’t lieaumalice, but simply
because it was easier than owning up to respoitigbibr consequences;
after a while he’'d stopped expecting anything mbmm her than a
modicum of truth. While he certainly was intelligeamough to realize that
every beautiful woman wasn’t necessarily a liazé&une’s legacy, overall,
had been a deep-seated reluctance toward any kfadile trust. This trait
had done well for him in the world of business. Bstfar as Joanna was
concerned, was it doing him a disservice?

With an effort Cal came back to the present. “Maridbaned you
something to wear to bed. I'll get it for you.”

As she supported herself on the frame of the bathrdoor, he passed her
the pajamas. Automatically she took them, the fiage her other hand
digging into the wood; for a moment Cal wondereghte was going to
faint. He grabbed her around the waist. “What’'swvg'&/

“How she hates me,” Joanna whispered, and suddleniy the pajamas to
the floor. “Don’t you see? Theyre Gustave’'s pajam&he knew I'd
recognize them.”

Cal said evenly, “You hated Gustave. Didn’'t you?”

“I no longer loved him. If that's what you mean.”

“I'm not sure it is.”



“You won’t believe me when | say this, because ymind’'s made up
about me. But a long time ago | realized that tte h@ustave would
destroy me.”

Hate was horribly destructive: Cal was certainlyplssticated enough to
know that. He said provocatively, “So you destroijed instead?”

She sagged against the door frame. “Can one patsstioy another?
Doesn’t destruction come from within?”

Again, Cal could only agree with her. Into his sde, Joanna added
fiercely, “So you think | could destroy you? Andvihavould | go about
doing that?”

“Like this,” said Cal, putting his arms around leerd kissing her full on
the mouth.

She went rigid with shock, her palms bunched indts fagainst his chest.
Then she wrenched her head free, her breasts lgeantgter her sweater.
“Tell the truth--it's you who wants to destroy mefie cried. “But | won’t
let you, I'll never let a man that close to me agai

What the devil had possessed him to kiss her lik&tAnd why, when she
was glaring at him as though he was the MarquiSatte, did he want to
kiss her again? But differently this time, not ofianger but out of desire.

The bruise on her forehead standing out lividlye dtacked into the
bathroom and slammed the door in his face. The $oelpped into place. If
she’d taken the prize for stupidity by attemptingdtive a small white car
through a blizzard, he was now a close second.ingjs¥oanna Strassen
had been the stupidest move he’d made in a dog's ag

But he’d liked kissing her. More than liked it.Had inflamed every one of
his senses.

When he left Winnipeg, he was headed to Bostonusinkess. He'd give
Jasmine a call. Wine her and dine her and takéohesed. That's what he'd
do. And the sooner. the better.



In fact, he might even phone her from here. Yeahmight just do that.
Picking up Gustave’s pajamas from the floor, Cdlthem on the dresser.
He could hear Water running in the bathroom. Heeldofp God Joanna
wouldn’t slip or faint in the bathtub.

He’'d broken a car window already today. He couldagis break down the
bathroom door.

That would really impress Maria.

Somewhat cheered, Cal picked\Mar and Peacagain. He had the whole
night. He might as well get on with it.

Half an hour later, Joanna opened the bathroom.dBbe was fully
dressed, her cheeks pink from the heat. Cal sdidlyca“You can have
these,” and passed her the new pajamas Dieteritaa igm.

“They’re yours,” she said inimically.

“They’re Dieter’s. | never wear pajamas.”

“And where are you planning to sleep?” Her nosttdsed. “Do you know
what? | don’t even know your name.”

“Cal,” he said, and held out his hand, adding ically, “Pleased to meet
you.”

She kept her own hands firmly at her sides. “Anstverquestion.”
“On the couch. Unless you’d rather have it. Itd too short for me.”
“As far as I'm concerned you can sleep outdoors smowdrift.”

For the first time since finding her in the car,'€&mile broke through.
“That’s not very nice of you. | did, after all, sayour life.”



“And would you have, had you known who | was?”
“Of course | would. What kind of a question’s tHat?
She chewed on her lower lip. “Thank you,” she gmigigingly. “I guess.”

“Put on your pajamas and go to bed,” Cal orderBafdre you fall flat on
your face.”

She was scowling at him as though her one desisetovatrangle him with
the pajamas. Cal quelled an inappropriate urgaugHh his head off. He'd
give her one thing: she sure didn’'t back down.

She shut the bathroom door smartly in his facerdngade the bed, stoked
the fire, and went back to his book. Considering thsruptive effect a
black-haired woman was having on his life, he weisirgg quite interested
in the doings of Pierre, Natasha and Prince Andrde/d have to tell
Lenny. She’d be impressed.

The door opened again. As Cal glanced\Mar and Peacéell from the
arm of his chair to the floor with a resounding rtipu Dieter was a big
man: his pajamas were far too large for Joanna.nBbeugh she'd
buttoned them to the very top, her cleavage wassedq a soft shadow in
the V of the neckline; the blue cotton hinted at weasts. The sleeves fell
over her fingertips, and she’d turned up the caffthe trousers. Cal found
himself staring at her bare feet, which were naramd high-arched. Then
his eyes of their own accord found her face again.

She had freed her hair from its braid, so thaippled down her back.
Under his scrutiny, she was blushing as thoughasdre as innocent as his
own daughter.

Which, of course, she wasn't.

Slowly Cal got to his feet.



CHAPTER THREE

AS JOANNA took a nervous step backward, Cal stopgdedd in his
tracks. He’d been going to kiss her again; that be@en his intention. A
repeat of a less than clever move. He said rougi] the light bother

you if | read for a while?”

“No,” she stumbled, “no, of course not.”

“I'll probably wake you up a couple of times in theht--that's standard
practice after a bump on the head.”

“Oh.” She swallowed, the muscles moving in her #trdl don’t think
that’s necessary, | feel much better.”

“Let me be the judge of that.”

For a moment he thought she was going to argue lhiith But then the
flare of temper died from her eyes. She got intd, lpeilled the covers up
to her chin and turned her back to him. Within ayview minutes, Cal
could hear the gentle rhythm of her breathing, asalized he’d been
reading the same paragraph over and over again.

Swearing under his breath, he forced himself tal @& Before he made
up a bed on the couch at eleven-thirty, and agatwain the morning, he
checked her pulse and the dilation of her pupis$h bimes without waking
her. But at live, when the beam of his flashligkit bn her face, her eyes
jerked open, full of terror. Like those of a rabbho sights the talons of an
owl seconds before they strike, Cal thought, andl saith swift
compassion, “It's okay, Pm just checking to se€ergoall right.”

She sank back on the pillow, her pulse hammeririgeabase of her throat.
“Is that the wind | hear?” she whispered.

“Yeah.”

“I've got to get out of here today!”



“ItIl die down soon,” he said without much convm; if anything, the
storm had increased in intensity in the night.

“I can’t stay here any longer.”

She’d spoken in such a low voice he had to sti@inear her. She looked
at the end of her tether, as though at the slighes/ocation she would
start to weep and be unable to stop. “I want tedeaere, too,” Cal said
dryly. “But unfortunately neither one of us canlignce the weather.”

“To be here,” she faltered, “don’t you see, it lggnit all back. all those
terrible, wasted years. And the baby...I can’t keahink about the baby.”

The fire had died down; he and Joanna were isolatéte small circle of

his flashlight, darkness and the cry of the winesgimg in on all sides. Cal
had never seen such desolation on a woman'’s facet him to the heart.
Clumsily he sat down on the bed and put his arrosrat her.

For a few seconds she yielded, her forehead budamwéis shoulder, her
spine a long curve of surrender. Through the tbion of his shirt, he felt
tears dampen his skin, and realized she was wegpihgut a sound. “Did
you really abort the baby?” he asked with suddgency.

“I didn’t! | swear | didn’t. It didn’t matter that no longer loved Gustave,
I'd have loved the baby...I already did love it.”

He wanted to believe her--God, how he wanted toW8at was holding
him back?

Her hair smelled enticingly of hyacinths, and tbé& sveight of her breasts
against his chest--bare where his shirt was opbed-fCal with a fierce
surge of desire. He fought to subdue it. Was heutabm take Gustave’s
widow to bed in Gustave’s house? What kind of a manld that make
him? In a harsh voice he scarcely recognized asviins he said, “I don’t
know who the hell to believe--you or your dead targbs parents.”



She flinched, as though he’d physically struck figren she pulled free of
him, swiping at the tears on her cheeks with thekk one hand. “You
can keep your sympathy,” she said stonily, “I asdjas killed Gustave
and | certainly killed the baby. Oh, and | was pisguous, let’'s not forget
that.”

“I'm not sure sympathy’s what this is about,” sé@ldl, and kissed her hard
on the mouth.

It was as though the flames suddenly rekindlechenhearth, lapping him
in their fiery dance. He’'d never felt such raw, ibdsunger in his life. His
arm tightened around her waist. Her ribs were d tauve, her hair
tumbling over the hand that was pressed to her.bHuén her lips, warm
and soft, yielded so suddenly and so ardently sokiss that he’d have
sworn she was enveloped in the same fire. He thviikt his tongue and
fumbled for the buttons on her pajamas.

She struck him hard on his bare shoulder with lieiched fist and yanked
her head free. “Don’t!”

His arms aching with emptiness, Cal snarled withsuabtlety whatsoever,
“You kissed me back.”

“All right, so | did. So what?”

“You've been widowed three months and you kissed asmghough it's
been three years.”

“For the space of five seconds, | kissed you.”
“Franz said you were promiscuous.”
“Franz? I'd hardly call him a reliable witness.”

She had a point, Cal thought reluctantly. He knethimg about Franz.
Had never met him before that day on Mont Blanc.

“Anyway,” Joanna went on, “what about you? Why wbyou want to
kiss me? You've made it all too clear you don’tibet a word I've said.



Which means you think I'm responsible for Gustave®sath, and--"
momentarily she faltered “--the loss of the balsywell.”

Cal had no answer for her. When he was blindedubky, how could he
possibly discern the truth? But if he really dickslBlieve her, he was
kissing a woman he should despise.

He'd loved Suzanne when he married her, he’d nbeen unfaithful to
her, and anyone he’d taken to his bed since hehdead at least liked. He
pushed himself up from the bed, noticing with oneal$ part of his brain
that Joanna’s cheeks were still streaked with teasthat the bruise on
her forehead was now a lurid mix of purple andoll“Let’s just call it
temporary insanity,” he said tersely. “On both parts.”

“It's not going to happen again!”

He could see the hard jut of her nipples beneathduoket. “You don’t
have a worry in the world,” he grated. “I'm goingdk to sleep; Alone.
And we’'d better hope the weather improves.”

“It's got to,” she said with an edge of real desjien.

He felt exactly the same way. Although he was daimhle was going to
tell her that. He'd already made enough of a fdohimself, no point in
adding to it. “Are you warm enough?" he asked gurtl

“Yes. Thank you.”

He flicked off the flashlight and lowered his boaolyto a couch that was at
least eight inches too short for him. He didn’tecarhat the weather was
doing, he was out of here once it was daylight. Awdwasn’t taking
Joanna Strassen with him.

Daylight was chinking through the dark brown curtawhen Joanna woke
up. She lay still for a moment, totally disorienteecndering why her head
hurt and why the wind was howling so ferociouslgttthe house creaked
under its onslaught. Then it all came flooding bad&r disastrous and ill-



thought-out attempt at reconciliation with Dieteddvaria. Her precipitate
departure yesterday afternoon and the way the adrshd so gracefully
and inevitably into the telephone pole. Her retiorrconsciousness in this
room, the waves of dizziness and pain, the grachailzation that she was
back in the one place in the world she’d hoped n&vsee again.

And then there was her rescuer.

It wasn’t chance that she’d left him to the lasadHshe ever laid eyes on a
man so magnetic, so masculine, so self-assuredjfu&ualed, so reluctant
to trust her? Why couldn’t she have been rescued tyuntry farmer in a
three-ton truck, with a plump, friendly wife andk@achen smelling of
borscht and freshly baked bread?

Cal was his name. And that was all she knew abiouit h

Except for the inescapable fact that his two lkis$es had melted the very
bones of her body.

She had to get out of here. Soon. Sooner. Soonest.

Cautiously Joanna sat up. In the dim light, shddceae Cal stretched out
on the couch, his feet dangling over the edgenéck stuck at in awkward
angle. A blanket half covered his long body. He stlssound asleep.

He’d saved her life. If he hadn’t come along, sheade frozen to death.

She shivered, knowing that in spite of all the yyhaess of her marriage,
and the acute pain of the last few months, shedeeply glad to be alive.
So she had much to thank him for, this dark-haiteghger with eyes as
gray and depthless as a winter sea.

If only he didn’t share Dieter and Maria’s opiniohher character. Which
was, to put it mildly, rock-bottom. Why that shouidrt her so badly, she
didn’t understand. He was a stranger, chance-ntesaon to be forgotten.
So why should it matter what he thought of her?

Not liking her own thoughts, Joanna got up as @uet she could, parted
the curtains and peered outside. Her heart sanlsh&l could see was the



driven whiteness of snow; all she could hear washibwl of the wind. It
was worse than yesterday, she thought numbly. Beithed to leave. She
had to.

From behind her Cal said with a lack of emotiont thduriated her,
“Looks like we’ll be stuck here today, too.”

She whirled, frightened that she hadn’'t heard hehup, let alone cross
the room. He was standing altogether too close, dnisnpled shirt

unbuttoned from throat to navel, his cords credem sleeping in them.
The sheen on his tousled hair reminded her of matnggher mother had
left her a beautiful little mahogany end table. he yawned, and the
corded muscles of his belly tightened; all his nescwere truly

impressive, she thought wildly;

“I'm leaving here this morning,” she spat. “You amwhat you like.”

“And how are you going to leave?" he said mockinglyour car’'s

wedged to a telephone pole three miles down the, xad I'm not driving
you anywhere, not in this.” He lifted one brow. ‘lgss you think Dieter
will lend you his car?”

So angry she could barely talk, she seethed, 1l stay one more hour
in a house where everyone--including you--thinks & cold-blooded,
immoral bitch!”

“I'm not--"

As if he hadn’t spoken, she swept on, “I made tiggdst mistake in my

life--apart from marrying Gustave, that is--to fhyt here with belongings
of his | thought his parents should have. To belithat now he was dead,
maybe we could somehow make peace. | sure go timphef the class for

naivete.”

“Naive isn’'t exactly the word I'd use for you.” “Bwou know nothing
about me, Mr. Cal whatever-your-name-is. Only whait’'ve been told.
You're the one who's naive. You believe Dieter and Mawap thought
the universe revolved around Gustave. And you belleranz, who hero-



worshiped him and made one heck of a lot of mongyod him into the
bargain. Three cheers for you.”

She was being very childish, she thought in a sudeeve of exhilaration.
And it felt extremely good. She added peevishlyhads your last name?
And what are you doing here? You don’t look theetyp be a friend of the
Strassens."”

“Cal Freeman,” Cal said, and watched her closely.

Her brow furrowed. “The name’s familiar...but we'never met, I'd have
remembered you.”

“I'm a mountaineer.”

She paled. “That’s where I've heard your name--Enans telling us once
about the team you took up Everest.”

“Franz gave me Gustave’s climbing gear to brintheoStrassens.”

She clutched the bedpost, her voice ragged. “Diudkyrmw Gustave?”
“No. But I'd heard of him, of course. | was sorpytiear he’d died.”

“Play with fire,” she said unsteadily, “and soooeldater you get burned.”
The words were out before he could prevent thenou“igeing the fire?”

She raised her chin. “No, Cal. The mountains. Tloeimains that | grew
to hate because they destroyed any chance | maylettrad of happiness.”

“So you think all mountaineers are irresponsibleeeitevils?”
“You’re darn right | do.”
He tapped himself on the chest. “Not this one.”

Her eyes seemed to have glued themselves to theskau over his
breastbone, with its tangle of dark hair. "Then 'y@uhe exception that



proves the rule,” she said, and couldn’t have dgsglithe bitterness in her
tone.

“Gustave was a mountaineer when you met him.”

“And | was nineteen. Young enough to find both hamd the mountains
romantic."

It was an entirely plausible reply. Feeling frustthand unsure of himself,
Cal ventured, “You were jealous of the mountains?"

“l suppose | was,” she said wearily. “Are you medri Cal? Does your
wife hate it when the mountains take you away ftar?”

Years ago, whenever Cal used to go on an expegd&omanne would fly
to Paris and indulge in an orgy of shopping. Hedthetimes thought it
would have suited Suzanne very well to have beftralevealthy widow;
she’d have had the fun of spending his money withiba bother of a
relationship with a real, flesh-and-blood man. “T&ianone of your
business,” he said tersely.

“I beg your pardon,” Joanna retorted. “So you cak questions but |
can’'t?”

Cal said impatiently, “I'm not spending the entttay trading insults with
you.”

“No, you're not. You're moving into the other paiftthe house, where you
can spend the day with Dieter and Maria.” Withiekflof malice, Joanna
added, “Have a good one.”

Curiosity overcoming everything else, Cal askedasHhis house always
been so bleak and bare?"

“Ever since I've been coming here.” Joanna bitllger‘I’'m sure it wasn’t
easy for Gustave, growing up with such strict, gggl parents. At first |
tried to be understanding, but that wore thin adterile.”



Wishing with fierce intensity that he’d just onceetGustave Strassen so
he could have formed his own opinion of the mauwl, &ishing with equal
intensity that he could spend the entire day in W&l Gustave’s widow,
Cal said harshly, “If you'll excuse me I'm going t@ave a shower, get
breakfast and check the weather report. Then fildpyou something to
eat.”

“Bread and water?”
“Don’t be ridiculous.”
“It's not so ridiculous. Because I'm a prisonelttlims room, aren’t [?”

She was. No question of it. And he along with HBray for sunshine,”
Cal said ironically, and headed for the bathroom.

It would have given Joanna enormous satisfactiorhaee thrown her
pillow at his retreating back. Or drummed her hexighe cold hardwood
and screamed out all her frustration. She did eeittne. Cal Freeman
already thought she was the equivalent of pond s@urtantrum would

really finish her off.

Why did she care what he thought?

So he had a great body. More than great, she tihoghmouth dry. And
she’d be willing to bet he was quite unaware ofeffect of his physique
on a woman who, apart from that one time a few im®ago, hadn’'t been
to bed with anyone for at least four years. Inatgdner lawfully wedded
husband, Gustave Strassen.

Not that Cal would believe that.

Cal Freeman. She’'d heard about him over the yeéHrat spectacular
ascent of the northeast ridge of Everest. His dirob the Kishtwar range
and the Kongur Massif. His heroic rescue of twonEheclimbers in the
Andes. Gustave had never encouraged talk aboufFf@aman; Gustave
had always wanted to be the center of attentiomthen facet of his
character that a love-blind nineteen-year-old loaally missed.



How ironic that Cal should have effected anothescue, this time of
Gustave’s widow, from a blizzard on the prairies.

Hurriedly Joanna got dressed; she was alreadyilyesitk of her blue
sweater. Then she braided her hair, made the led, tthe curtains, and
undid her briefcase; If she was to be stuck herghe morning--beyond
the morning, she refused to look--she might as getllsome work done.

So when Cal emerged from the bathroom, his hdirdstmp, she had her
laptop set up and was frowning at the screen. lite 9dl be back in half
an hour with your breakfast.”

She nodded without raising her eyes. He added,dge ef steel in his
voice, “Where | come from, you look at someone wtiezy speak to you.”

“I'm working--can’t you see?”

“According to Franz you've got lots of money. Soawlkind of work do
you do that’s so important that you can’t even ivd®

This time her head snapped up. “What | do witlhedl spare time | have as
a stinkingly rich widow is none of your business.”

“Don’t push your luck, Joanna,” Cal said with darmes softness.
He hadn’t yet shaved; the dark shadow on his jandiidl indeed make him
look dangerous. But Joanna had done a lot of gpwim since she was

nineteen. “And what happens if | do?”

"I wouldn't advise you to ask that question unigsg’re prepared for the
answer.”

Although her pulse was beating uncomfortably fakg said with credible
calm, “He-man stuff.”

His words had an explosive force. “Do you have a®ea how beautiful
you are? Especially when you're in a rage.”

A blush scorched her cheeks. “Don’t change theexilyj



“Oh, I don’t think I am."” He gave her a grin shaultbonly call predatory.
“I'll be back.”

The bedroom door closed behind him. Joanna leheubreath in a long
sigh. She wasn’t normally argumentative, nor was ®rerly ‘aware of the
male half of the species: if Gustave had been amytto go by, she was
better off alone. But Cal Freeman seemed to desaibythe self-

sufficiency she’d striven to achieve over the lgegrs of her marriage.

Her first resolution, she thought fiercely, wasmork all morning. And her
second, to ignore the dark-haired man who wasallstiner jailer.

She turned her attention back to the screen, andhbgr stubbornness
managed to immerse herself in revising the tentpth. Her New York
agent had already found a publisher for this, le®osd novel; she was
determined it wasn’t going to bomb, as could serotiappen with second
novels. Especially after all the critical attentitwe first one had gained.

It seemed no time before Cal opened the door, iogrigy tray. Quickly she
closed the tile; she had no intention of him firgdout about her other life
as a writer. She said casually, “That smells good.”

“I cooked the eggs myself,” Cal said. “Didn’t waktaria pouring hot
pepper sauce all over them.”

She steeled herself against the laughter lurkingisngray eyes. “What's
the weather forecast?”

“Like this all day. Wind dying around midnight, th@ow should come
through during the night, and I've booked a towckrfirst thing tomorrow.
No flights out of Winnipeg today.”

“Oh, that’s just wonderful,” said Joanna, fightidgwn a wave of panic
that was out of all proportion.

Cal's eyes narrowed. “I'm going out to my vehicteliring in Gustave’s
gear,” he said coldly. “I'm presuming you don’t viamy of it?”



She flinched. “No,” she said in a low voice. “| doneed a harness or a set
of ropes to remind me of Gustave.”

Cal plunked the tray down on the table. The trouwktes, she fascinated
him with far more than her incredible beauty. Angadness, frustration,
terror, she’d shown them all; and now he had toad#thd of dignity that

he could only respect. “Eat your breakfast,” heeoed. “Any complaints

about the eggs can be directed to the chef.”

She suddenly grinned. “I'm hungry enough they cobé&l as tough as
climbing boots and | wouldn’t complain.”

Her smile was full of mischief. Turning away soweuldn’t grab her with
all the subtlety of a caveman, Cal said brusqu#ly,be back with your
lunch.” Then he wheeled and left the room.

The next couple of hours were far from pleasantGat. Maria’s iron
facade wasn't equal to seeing her son’s climbingr,gPieter openly had
tears in his eyes. Against his will, Cal's angexdaod Joanna was revived,
although he was honest enough to admit some ofahgér should be
directed toward himself for letting her get pass kiefences so easily.
Eventually the Strassens disappeared to their @@my around noon, his
eyes tiring from the fine print of War and Peaca) ©ok himself to the
kitchen and produced some untidy but interestinglaéches for himself
and Joanna. Picking up hers, he headed back teettreom.

He could be very soft-footed when he chose to lm.gtbpping to analyze
just why he should want to take Joanna by surp@se,padded into the
bedroom they'd shared last night. She was scowinig her laptop

computer, totally focused on what she was doing. ddaldn’t help

admiring her concentration, for Joanna Strassemitidy didn’t want to

be here: that much he did believe. Suzanne, undglas circumstances,
would have been indulging in a major sulk. But J@amwas being...stoic,
he thought. Stoicism was right up there in hisdistirtues.

She’d fastened her hair in an untidy mass on tdpeohead; skewering the
shiny black coils was a yellow pencil. As he watth&he leafed through a



black-covered journal to her left, read half a pageently, and began
rummaging through the papers on the table, mugesamething under her
breath.

Cal said lightly, “What’s your problem?”

She jumped, knocking several papers to the flddo {ou get a kick out
of creeping up on people?" she demanded. “Wherkdlé my pencil?”

“In your hair,” he said amiably.

Her scowl deepened. “I've been doing that for yearsever think to look
there and don’t you dare laugh at me.”

Her gaze dropped to the plate in his hands. “Yqeekme to eat those?”

He glanced down. The tomato slices had skidded|etiace was falling
out, and he’'d been so generous with the egg salaideach sandwich
bulged bounteously. Like a pregnant woman, he thoud couldn’t care
less if you eat them or not! After Dieter and Mas&@av Gustave’s gear they
were very upset, and | sure as heck wasn’t goiragkoeither one of them
to make your lunch.”

Joanna pushed back her chair, stood up and maosteedo him. Her chin
high, she said, “I'm sorry they’ve lost their sdruly | am. But Gustave
was a disaster waiting to happen--far too takenvitpp his own ego to be
half the climber they thought he was.”

“If he’d just found out you were pregnant and heswt sure who'd
fathered the child--that's completely irrelevant?”

“He knew who the father was. Trust me.”
Why couldn’t he trust her? She wasn’'t Suzanne: v@neremotely like
Suzanne. Deliberately needling her, Cal said, “Howld he have known?

There are a lot of men in Europe.”

"And according to Dieter and Maria I've slept withost of them.” She
gave an unamused laugh. “I'd like to know whenHaVe found the time.”



Suzanne still on his mind, Cal said with a touchbdgferness, “Some
women can always find time for what they want td’do

Joanna said very softly, “Why don’t you stick tafétyou know something
about? Because you know What? | hate generalizatibnost as much as
| hate false accusations.” Putting her head to side, she examined him
with a clinical detachment Cal thoroughly dislikeé@ddly enough, I'd
have thought you were too intelligent for eitheedn

Normally, Cal would have thought the same thingstug his luck, he
said, “So whose baby was it, Joanna?”

“Gustave’s. Of course.”

Of course. Cal dumped the tray on the coffee tdlslebring you dinner
around six-thirty,” he muttered, and marched outh&f room to find his
book. The fact that Joanna was every bit as compkxsome of the
characters both incensed and confused him. Forrawi@'d made his
first fortune by the time he was twenty-three, haswehaving like an
idiot. A total Neanderthal.

Going back into the kitchen, Cal picked up his csamdwiches, sat down
in the bleak parlor, and open¥dar and PeaceHe wasn’t going to think
about Joanna Strassen until suppertime.

Not once.



CHAPTER FOUR

JOANNA ate her sandwiches, which were as tasthey were messy, did
some energetic stretches, and saw with true defipairsomehow these
two tasks had only passed thirty-nine minutes. ldadlay ever been so
interminable? Had she ever wished so passionaidig elsewhere?

She picked up her pile of papers, forcing hersekénter that other world
of the imagination; and hour by slow hour the aitem passed. But by six
o’clock Joanna was desperate to escape the cordind® bedroom. She
marched up and down, counting the turns under teathy, pumping her
arms vigorously. She should exercise more oftere bBadn't really
regained her strength since losing the baby.

Her eyes filmed with tears. Joanna scrubbed themyawhe past was
over. Over and done with. Tomorrow when she lefehehe must put it
behind her. She had a teaching job that paid the, lIshe had her all-
important vocation as a writer, and she had twadgaends back home in
the little university town of Harcourt, Nova Scotfhe was extraordinarily
lucky.

As she blinked the last tears away, Joanna becaraee dhat for the past
few minutes a man had been speaking on the otder i the closed
bedroom door. Cal. She’d know his voice anywhehe &ept closer to the
door, unashamedly listening. He was on the phohe, realized, and
strained to hear.

“I'm glad we’ve been able to talk,” he was sayifighatever did people
do before long distance? And of course | want yohd happy...no, I'll be
going on to New York, there’s an auction of Chingade there next
week...I know, darling, | know. But it's not mucbnger and then we can
be together in the summer...okay, you'd betterl@jocall you tomorrow
when | get to Boston. See you soon, sweetheare.By

The receiver was replaced with a soft click. Joastr@ightened, her heart
thumping. So Cal Freeman was either married orrafke taken; and the
woman in question was unhappy without him. Yet dinéy time he was



willing to spend with her was the summer. Were mluntaineers the
same? Demanding untrammeled freedom, but at the 8am wanting the
little woman to keep the home tires burning?

How his voice had softened when he’d called swweetheart AImost as
though he’d meant it, Joanna thought cynically. &se this was the man
who'd kissed her, Joanna, as though she were tlyewmman left on the
surface of the earth.

Another man who believed words were as disposablenapty oxygen
tanks. Worse, another mountaineer whose middle neamseanfidelity.

Who wasthe unknown woman he’d been talking to? Was shetliel?
Was she his wife? Or his mistress?

Then another voice spoke in the narrow hallway..!Aere you are, Cal.
Maria is making dinner, she’s feeling la little te¢tnow. Why don’t you
join me for a drink? And tonight you must sleepthie guest room, you'll
be much more comfortable there.”

“I would certainly prefer that,” Cal said loudlyp doudly that Joanna
shrank back, her cheeks hot. He couldn't have knosthe was
listening...could he?

“Did you get your connection without any trouble?"

"Yes, thanks. Clear as a bell. It's so importankéep in touch, isn't it,
when you--"

His voice was suddenly muffled as the door to tlénnmouse swung shut.
Joanna wandered over to the window, staring intostiow and the endless
darkness. There was no reason for her to feel ddesily, acutely and
miserably lonely. No reason at all.

Joanna woke early. She lay very still and realisged was listening to
silence: the wind had died. She sprang out of bedl aulled back the



curtains on a world of sculpted snowbanks and fadtars in the vastness
of a prairie sky.

She could leave today. Leave and never come back.

For a moment she rested her forehead against tlie gtass. Maybe
coming here hadn’t been such a terrible mistakey afl...for hadn’t she,
in the past couple of days, somehow severed thef&er ties to Gustave?
Hopefully he really was part of her past now, tman she had once
passionately loved; and it was in the past thahbst remain.

Quickly she showered, toweled her hair dry andssrésThen she closed
her mind to everything but chapter eleven, andtgatork An hour later,
Cal tapped on the door. “Are you awake, Joanna?"

“Come in,” she said crisply.

He was wearing the same heavy sweater and thiakscais hair shone
with cleanliness, and he was clean-shaven. The wblte light from the
window threw shadows over the jut of his cheekbaaes the strong line
of his jaw; his eyes were an unfathomable gray. éfowas what he
exuded, she decided, her mouth suddenly dry. Theepof a man who'd
met challenges that would have defeated a lessey ima power of a man
used to command. Certainly his masculinity wouldremebe called into
guestion. Sexy didn’t even begin to describe him.

“Why are you staring at me?” he demanded.

“Trying to figure out what makes you tick.”

The last thirty-six hours had disabused Cal of aofions that he knew
what made him tick. “You can keep your pretty nosé of my business,”
he retorted

“Good morning to you, too,” she said cordially.

He jammed his hands in his pockets. “The road sighed, and the" tow

truck’s taking your car back to the airport...yo@maged to damage the
radiator, so you can'’t drive it. Anyway, it's fubf snow because | had to



break one of the windows. The driver will leave y@uitcase with the
rental agency.”

“It's only a small overnight bag,” Joanna said,rgther lip. She had no
idea what a tow truck cost, but she was willingott it wouldn’t come
cheap. With luck she could squeeze the bill onto\lisa and stay under
her limit. But the insurance She’d purchased onctirewas five-hundred-
dollar deductible, she realized with a cold sinkimghe pit of her stomach.

“What's the matter?” Cal rasped.
She blurted, “How much does a tow truck cost?”
“A couple of hundred, probably.”

She’d definitely be over her limit. But there wdmat four hundred in her
savings account, she could access that at thertifffeen she realized Cal
was speaking again. “Sorry?” she muttered.

“Supposedly you've got lots of money.”
“Suppositions can lead you badly astray.”

“Supposedly you were too cheap to buy proper egeignior Gustave.
Which supposedly had something to do with what bkapd on
Annapurna.”

Enough, thought Joanna in a flood of pure rage.eMioban enough. In fact,
a great deal more than enough. “Just you listemdépCal Freeman! | had
money when | married Gustave, quite a lot of moriég.spent it, every
single cent, going to the Alps and the Andes anpaNand China. Plus he
spent it, on women, don't let’s forget that--so mamomen | lost track.

And | was too stupid, too trusting, too naive, ¢alize what he was doing
until it was too late. Yes, he had second-rate mgant by the end. But
that wasn’t my fault, it was hislis, do you hear me?”

“l should think Maria and Dieter can hear you,” Galid in a peculiar
voice. “Are you trying to tell me you're broke?"



“That’s precisely what I'm telling you. That, ankdet simple fact that I'm
sick to death of being accused of causing my hu$bateath.” Her voice
suddenly cracked. “My husband’s and my unborn &hild

She swung around to face the window, furious wabsélf for crying and
too proud to let Cal see the tears trickling doven theeks. Then she felt
his hand fall heavy and warm on her shoulder. Shieled, striking it off,
her eyes blazing. “Don’t you dare touch me!”

“Don’t cry, Joanna...please,” Cal said, a noteigvoice that was new to
her.

“I'll cry if | want to,” she retorted and made avdifor the box of tissues on
the table. She blew her nose hard. Tears or nofedhbetter right now
than she’d felt since she arrived here two days &ge’d been behaving
with entirely too much restraint; losing her temped felt just line. And if
Mr. Cal-Almighty-Freeman didn't like it, too bad

“Either you're telling the truth, or you're an e&mely good actress,” Cal
said slowly.

“Oh, in between my affairs with all the men in Epeo | went to drama
school--did | forget to mention that?"

“They hate you, Dieter and Maria.”

“They hate life,” she said pithily. “Life, laughtefun, passion, red roses
and sunsets--you've seen their house and don’t gejaimg.”

“They loved their son.”
“Love’s a word capable of many interpretations.eBurou’re old enough
and savvy enough to have learned that. Not, ofssguhat I'm interested

in your thought processes.”

“Did you ever love your husband?” Cal asked in sane infuriatingly
level voice.



“Falling in love with Gustave was the biggest mistaf my whole life,”
she snapped, adding with complete untruth, “Look), @ don’t care
whether you believe one word I've said to you or. Wghat | do care about
is whether you'll drive me to the airport--or dieave to call a cab?”

“I'll drive you. We’'ll leave in half an hour. I'lbring you something to eat
right away.”

He turned on his heel and left the room. Joanngeshgnto the nearest
chair. Losing her temper had felt wonderful in thement, she thought
ruefully, but it had sure taken the good out of.ha&nd it hadn't
accomplished anything. Cal, she was almost suited&in’t believe one
word she’d said.

Which hurt Rather a lot.

Cal pulled up outside the terminal building. “Idave you here and park in
the rental area. See you in a few minutes.”

“Fine," Joanna said briefly. For the past two houesther she nor Cal had
said anything beyond commonplaces. She hurrieddenghe terminal,

dismayed to see the crowds of delayed passengdrshanlength of the

line-ups. She had to get out of here today. Shé&lontiafford a night in a

hotel.

Planting herself at the end of the line, she toakeopaperback novel. Half
an hour passed, during which she shuffled in sstaijjes closer to the
counter. Then from the comer of her eye she sawd@et under the tape.
She closed her book. How appropriate that they ggmdbye here in a
crowd of strangers, she thought. For hadn’'t eachthem remained a
stranger to the other?

Cal said curtly, “I'm on a flight to Boston thatalees in an hour, | was
lucky to get it.”

Boston. The woman he’d callesveethear hadn’t he said he’d phone her
from Boston? Was that where she lived?



“Where are you headed?” Cal finished.

Joanna clutched her book to her chest; she wag usn ticket as a
bookmark. “I reckon I'll go to Hawaii--spend som@ra of my money.”

“Where do you live, Joanna?”

“You don’t need to know that.”

“For some reason that escapes me,” he said inageawvhisper, “l do.”
“Too bad.”

“In that case | guess I'll just have to stay by ygide all the way to the
counter.”

“Cal,” she seethed, “go to Boston. Go to hell firlacare. After today
we’ll never see each other again--and never’'s twm dor me. In other
words, get lost!”

“I don’t think I’'m quite ready to do that.”

She couldn’t lose her temper again. Not twice i alay. The woman
ahead of her was listening with unabashed inteegst,the couple behind
her, who'd been bickering ever since they’'d joirtled line-up, had fallen
silent, To get a lesson from the professionalsndaahought wryly. And

would it really matter if Cal found out she wasirly to Halifax? She

didn’t live there, and she certainly wasn'’t goirmggive him her address.
“Do what you like,” she said with assumed indifiece. "I'd hate for you

to miss your plane, though.”

“You let me worry about that.”

Ostentatiously she reopened her book and begaeat; and in fifteen

minutes, with Cal so close to her the elusive tahbis aftershave teased
her nostrils, she reached the counter. “Halifax@e tman said, and
consulted his computer. “First flight | can get yoi is at three-thirty, via

Toronto, getting into Halifax at seven forty-six.”



Joanna gave him a brilliant smile. No hotel. No enbills added to her
overloaded credit card. “That’s wonderful, thankiydshe said, and a few
minutes later had her boarding card. She marchey &wm the line-up,

glanced at her watch and said levelly to the maedjko her side, “You'd

better go through security--they won’t wait for you

Cal pulled a piece of paper from his pocket andghit between the pages
of her book. Then he took her by the shouldersfihgers digging through

her coat. “I've given you a phone number wherer always be reached,
plus my e-mail address.” He hesitated, then wenwith a raw honesty

that took her aback, “I know this makes no sensanda...but please give
me your address. We're not finished with each otra&t don’t ask me to

explain that because | can’t.”

“You’re wrong and the answer’s no.”

“We met under the worst of circumstances, andalttil had no reason to
disbelieve Franz, or Dieter and Maria.”

“Why don’t you try believing me?”

Cal winced. Suzanne had spoken just like that aftey number of
escapades. And of course he’d learned not to leehev.

He’'d hesitated too long. Joanna said coldly, “Gtcltayour plane. Why
would | want to keep in touch with someone who kkifive done nothing
but lie to him since we met? You're really no diffiet from Gustave’s
parents.”

“You sure know how to flatter a guy.”

Her question came from nowhere. “Cal, are you radfi

“No,” he said curtly.

So the woman on the phone was his mistress. Buara wasn't labeled

promiscuous if he had more than one woman on theNgp he was
admired. He was envied, not despised.



Joanna took a deep breath. “I know you saved may-iifyou hadn’t come
along, I'd have frozen to death. | haven't realipniked you for that.” She
looked him right in the eye. “I do thank you. Froine bottom of my heart.
But as for the rest, we have nothing to say to edicér.”

“Then let me at least say this,” he grated. Be&bre realized his intention,
he slid his arms around her, pulled her hard ag#nmeslength of his body,
and kissed her with passionate intensity.

For a few seconds Joanna was so shocked that skerigid in his
embrace. But the heat of his lips, the sureneds witich he moved his
mouth against hers, the first thrust of his tongnade her head swim and
her body spring to life. She “clutched his sleeseshe wouldn’t fall, and
kissed him back as though she’d never kissed aiméer life before, as
though he were the first and she as innocent agiav

Her pulse was racing; her breasts were pressedduaidst his chest, and
even through her coat she could feel his aroudasire, that had lain
dormant in her for so many years, unfurled like petals of a flower,
encompassing her in the fiery beauty of her botlyih. She wanted Cal.
Wanted him fiercely, urgently and now.

As she opened to him, her tongue meeting his witbridled generosity,
he strained her closer. His kiss deepened, urgikglore she could feel the
pounding of his heart in the thrumming of her ovimold. It was a kiss she
wanted to last forever, she thought dazedly, tvgriner arms around his
neck, discovering with a small leap of surprisewamth of his nape, the
thick silkiness of his hair. From a long way awdye sheard a raucous
laugh. Closer, a woman’s voice said, “Oh, Mabenarthey cute?”

“Just like in the movies,” the unknown Mabel bresath”Airports are such
fun, you never know what you’re going to see next.”

Cute, thought Joanna dimigute?
Then Cal pushed her away so suddenly that she estdjgHis chest

heaving, he said in a voice she’d never heard hsa before, “For
someone who hates making a spectacle of himsséffein to be excelling



myself. Goodbye, Joanna Strassen. Don’t spencball money in Hawaii,
will you?”

“I won't. And I'll only have affairs with half themen there,” she said
faintly, and watched him wheel and stride towarel éiscalator that led to
security. A tall, broad-shouldered man wearing wrd@arka. A man who
with one kiss had made nonsense of the celibacy $ived with for so
long.

A man who couldn’t decide whether she was tellimg truth or acting her
head off. Who had a mistress he caBegetheart.

A man she was never going to see again.

Thank heavens she hadn’t given him her addressaudecshe couldn’t
afford to see him again. One more unfaithful mounger in her life would

be one too many. Her nose in the air, Joanna walkstl Mabel and her
friend, both of whom had blue rinses and were sigikt her with misty

sentimentality. The rental agency was at the o#imer of the airport. She
headed in that direction, clutching her paperbadketr chest. Dealing with
a broken radiator, a smashed window and a tow tnezkd bring her back
to earth in a hurry.

A good thing, too.



CHAPTER FIVE

A STUPENDOUS view, a full stomach, and the compahg good friend:
what more could a man want?

He could want Joanna Strassen, thought Cal grimly.

Four months since he’'d seen her and he still caulget her out of his
mind. Wasn’t she the reason he was here, sittintherront deck of Ludo
Galliker's chalet, which faced the three snow-dchpeaks of the Eiger,
the Mettenberg and the Wetterhorn, along with thaghty glaciers? His
old friend Ludo, retired now from guiding groups tipese same peaks,
from whom he, Cal, had learned so many of the badithose years ago.

He’'d driven the crowded highways from Lenny’s sdhwear St. Gallen all
the way to the tourist trap of Grindelwald justsie Ludo. For old times’
sake, certainly. But also to ask him a question. rAcially important

guestion.

Ludo came out on the deck, bearing a carved antigyeon which was a
full bottle of plum brandy and two small glasse® ¢lanced over at the
peaks, which the setting sun had tinged with rigany years have gone
by since our first abseil on the Eiger,” he saido“you remember the first
time your father brought you here? What were yowrteen? But even
then, strong as a man and oh, so determined.” idektdd. “Not for you
the easy routes, the safe ones.”

For a couple of hours, as the light faded from rtiisadows around the
chalet and the level of brandy slowly sank in thadtlb, the two men
reminisced about some of their favorite climbs. &ese Ludo was one of
the few people who had known Cal's flamboyant, citnate father, Cal
always enjoyed these visits, and now felt a twinfe&onscience that he
hadn’t come here more often: Ludo wasn’t getting yawunger.

Not that Ludo would ever admit that. His shock dite@ hair seemed
imbued with its own energy, and his laugh was d&sisbas ever. But Cal



had noticed each time Ludo lowered himself intowaoden chair, he’'d
moved carefully; his weathered hands were knottigdl avthritis.

The first stars pierced the alpine sky. Into a gaghe conversation, Cal
said casually, “Did you ever come across a climballed Gustave
Strassen, Ludo?”

Ludo drained his glass, and refilled it. “Why dauyask?"

“A few months ago, | met his widow.”

“Ah...1, too, met her. Twice, some years ago. Widtyou think of her?”

“l asked you about her husband. Not about her.”

“So you did. Humor an old man, Cal. Give me youpigssions of Joanna
Strassen.”

Ludo’'s homemade brandy had defeated more than @esosed
mountaineer; Cal said indiscreetly, “So beautifehh’'t get her out of my
mind.”

“So bedworthy, you mean?” Ludo said dryly.

“That, too. But not just that. Intelligent, fiergrhpered. Yet according to
Gustave’s parents, she has the morals of an &g’y ¢

“An alley cat? What does that mean?"
“Sleeps around,” Cal said pungently.

Ludo delicately raised one brow. “So did she omdighe get intoyour
bed?”

“Didn’t,” Cal exploded, “and what the devil's thécahol content of this
stuff we’re drinking?”

“My secret,” Ludo said with a smug smile. “Tell hew you met her.”



Briefly Cal described his errand to the prairidsg storm, the car in the
ditch. “A guide | met on Mont Blanc said she denibdr husband
equipment that might have saved his life, and shat cheated on Gustave
for years. Then, according to Gustave’s parentgr dfe died she even
aborted a child that might have been his,” he lfiads and heard pain
underlying the anger in his voice.

Since last January, he’d done his level best tgetodoanna Strassen. He'd
dated Jasmine in Boston, taking her for a very pgpe dinner and then
leaving her--to their mutual surprise--at the dobher condo. He’'d dated
women in New York, London and Zurich, beautifulteiigent women
who’d left him stone-cold; He’d led an expeditian Ratagonia in March.
He'd visited Lenny in February, April, and May, yeslay attending a
performance of her school play. And none of it hadrked. A tall,
enigmatic woman with a sheaf of blue-black hair ayés the vivid blue of
delphiniums had haunted him, day and night. Althodige nights, he
admitted savagely, were the worst. By far.

Ludo said matter-of-factly, “And you believed thegeople? Gustave'’s
parents and the guide?”

“At first | did. Why wouldn't 1?”

"Even after you’'d spent some time with Joanna, stdubelieved them?”

“I don’t know!” Cal exclaimed in utter frustratiorfl wanted to believe
her, you don’t know how | wanted to. But from thstf moment | saw her,
she knocked me right off balance--I didn’t know @ahivay was up.”

Ludo raised his brows. “How about listening to #eident version? That
Gustave cheated on Joanna. That he spent her nasn#yough it were
water in a mountain stream, never to run dry. Fleahad an ego as big as
the Eiger, a heart cold as the Aletsch glacier.”

“And whose version is that?” Cal said carefullytiomg that his fingers
weren’t quite steady as he put his glass down ertrdy.

“My version. And you know me for an honest man.”



“You knew Gustave?"

“I came across him eight years ago when he wasynmalried, him and
his beautiful wife. Because you are right, she eautiful beyond any
words that | could find. And, in those days, sdawe, so blind to the man
Gustave really was, that it hurt me to see it.”

Cal poured himself another glass Bflumli. He wasn’'t going anywhere
tonight, and if he had the granddaddy of all hamegetomorrow, that was
the least of his worries. “You're saying the faulis all Gustave’s?”

“Yes. | met them again, five years ago, at the sbdestival in the Justistal
valley. She was trying to behave as though nothiag wrong; he was
throwing his weight around, flirting with anything skirts, and, according
to report, bedding any who were willing. He wasaa Ipnan, Cal. And not
even a very good climber. What saved him all thassrs were the guides
he chose. He paid them well--from Joanna’s monag--depended on
them to keep him out of trouble. I, for one, wasutprised when he fell
on Annapurna. Only surprised it had taken that fong

Cal said quietly, “My God...she’ll never forgive rhe
“For believing what everyone else told you abou®he

“Believing it. Throwing it in her face. Refusing a@mit the evidence that
was in front of my eyes that she was different.”

“If you're in Grindelwald and she’s in Canada, itllveertainly be difficult
for her to forgive you.”

“If she were standing right here in front of mee stouldn’t forgive me.”
“The first step is to ask her for forgiveness.”

“Canada’s a big country and | don’t even know whsdre lives.”

“I'm sure if you can track down a Vermeer that'sehelost for three

hundred years for one of your auctions, you cad fims one woman,”
Ludo said with heavy irony.



“You think she'll talk to me after all the thingsaid?” Cal demanded in a
cracked voice.

“Why is Lenny going to school in Switzerland, Cal?”

His brain whirling, Cal stared at his old friendVhat’s that got to do with
Joanna Strassen?”

“Answer the question.”

“l thought it best for her. 'm away a fair bit, b thirteen and needs
female company-"

“She needs a mother.”
“You can't just order one of those whenever it syibu!”

“Go and find Joanna Strassen. Lenny doesn't likenlkeev school, you told
me that while we were eating dinner.”

“She’s homesick. She’ll settle down.”

“You're paying huge fees at this so-elegant sct&iolyou can shirk your
responsibilities to your daughter.”

Cal said tightly, “Go easy, Ludo.”
“You're in love with Joanna Strassen.”
“Dammit, I'm not!”

“l think you are. I've known you for years and ydather before you. He
was a one-woman man--never looked at anyone etse ybur mother
died. And you're the same. It's just that you'vevee found the right
woman. You might have thought Suzanne was the angolu--but | knew
better. Suzanne wasn't in any way a match for Bai.Joanna--ah, Joanna
Strassen is more than your match.”



“Joanna Strassen thinks I'm worse than the dirteurider feet. And with
good reason.”

“Then you’ll have to change her mind, won't you?”
“Are you saying | shouldnarry her?"

“I do believe | am...I think a little chestnut tertvould go well with the last
of the brandy, what do you think?”

Cal rested his forehead on his hands. “It's trar’tiit? She never cheated
on Gustave. | think part of me knew that all aléng.

“Never. | would swear to that in a court of law.”

“So it must have been his child she was carryinge ®Id me she loved
her unborn baby...so what happened to it?”

‘I don’t know the answer to that question. So whond you ask her?
She’s the one who knows.”

“Yeah,” said Cal. “Just like that. You might as Wwsliggest we scale the
Matterhorn before breakfast.”

With a heartless laugh Ludo levered himself up frbmm chair. “But
you've always loved a challenge, haven’t you?”

He'd rather climb the Matterhorn, before or afteedifast, than face
Joanna Strassen, thought Cal. He knew where heowdlse Matterhorn.
Knew the dangers. A woman like Joanna was unknewitdry.

She’d been faithful to her husband through the rdd&ctult of marriages.
Faithful to Gustave and truthful to Cal. Somehowhhad to find her. Find
her, ask her to forgive him, and take her to bed.

And if that wasn’t a challenge, he didn’t know whas.

But marry her? What would he do that for? BecausdoLwas wrong.
Dead wrong. He, Cal, wasn’t in love with Joanna&ten.



No way.

“Apple tree,” Joanna said slowly, standing undéaae of sweetly scented
pink blossoms. “The apple tree is in bloom.”

The small crowd of students surrounding her dutifstared up at the tree,
which was loud with the buzzing of bees. “Appldsyis said. “No apples.
Not yet no apples.”

“Not yet any apples,” Joanna smiled. “In the aututhere will be many
apples on the tree. Do you understand, Luis?”

“In spring the tree is very beautiful,” Sanchesdséaiis voice without
expression.

Joanna smothered a sigh. Sanches had the bestajrgsglish of all her
foreign students, and not a scrap of poetry irsbid.

“Exquisitq " said Angelica, 8i perfumadd
“Exquisite,” Joanna responded, “so fragrant.”

“Fray-grant,” Angelica repeated, inhaling the scehthe clustered petals
with a beatific smile.

They were grouped on the slope in front of the htt#ding on a sunny
afternoon in early June; whenever possible, Joaonducted her classes
outdoors. Harcourt, in Nova Scotia’s Annapolis ¥gllwas at its best in
June: the fresh green leaves, the blossoming atsh#éne birds in their
bright plumage flitting among the trees.

It beat the prairies in January.
She didn’t want to think about the prairies. In W&y or in June. She

hadn’t heard a word from Gustave’s parents, ndtsha’'d expected to. As
for Cal Freeman, she’d forgotten him.



Or, to be more truthful, she wished she had.
“Bzzz?” said Rodrigo, and flapped his arms.

“Bee,” Joanna said. “Bumblebee. Oh, and look, d birthe branches of
the tree.un péjaro en las ramas de los arboles.

They were wandering in the general direction ofgheking lot, where her
plan was to talk about cars. Absently she noticedght red minivan pull

into the lot allocated to the registrar; she’d lagher with the registrar a
couple of times recently, it was funny he hadn’intiened he was buying
such a splashy new vehicle.

Not that she’d encouraged him to confide in hererEthough he was a
nice man. A very nice man, compared to Cal. Shevdtea sigh. She’d
really only gone out with the registrar becausetier best friends, Sally
and Dianne, were insistent she have some kind @élislife that included

the male of the species.

She didn’t need men. Sally and Dianne were mistaken

And then a man climbed out of the front seat ofrtheivan, and her heart
lurched in her breast. It wasn’t the registrawdis Cal. Cal Freeman.

But it couldn’t be. Not here. Just because she'd vame of the most
graphic and erotic dreams in her life about thatipdar male didn’'t mean
he was in Nova Scotia, walking across the grasait\ver.

“The bird is yellow,” said Sanches. “The bird sirigs

“Canary,” Luis said triumphantly.

Dazedly Joanna dragged her eyes away from the médmo, was
undoubtedly Cal Freeman. The bird was a gold-fifislet a canary,” she

stumbled, “we don’t have wild canaries here.”

“A man walks by the grass,” Angelica said, givingl@ thoughtful glance.



“Across the grass,” Joanna corrected automaticalhgd made a valiant
effort to pull herself together. “I don’'t want talk to him, I'l send him
away.”

“Tall,” said Angelica, smoothing her jet-black haftAnd very..guapo,
how do you say in English?”

“Handsome,” Sanches supplied.
“Por Dios why you send him away?” Angelica asked.

Cal was now within earshot, Joanna realized, hentmdry. He looked
wonderful, his loose-limbed stride, his powerfubsliers and flat belly,
the sun caught in his thick, dark hair. He was ismgiat her. Smiling as if
no one else in the World existed but her.

As though this were all happening to another wonsfi@e watched him
close the distance between them, his eyes pinidméngo the spot. Then
he put his arms around her and kissed her fulhemtouth.

Nothing had changed. Absolutely nothing. She atdhted him with every
fiber of her being; and fought against a respornsdnavitable as the
unfolding of apple blossoms to the heat of the She jammed her fists
against his chest and shoved hard, pulling her mfsae at the same time.
“Stop it!” she gasped. “Can’t you see I'm teachihg?

Cal looked around with leisurely interest. Angeligaibly preened, Luis
gave him a comradely grin, while Sanches regard®dwith the detached
curiosity of a scientist examining a laboratory gpen. "And what are
you teaching, Joanna, my darling?”

“I am not your darling! I'm teaching English asecend language and will
you please leave immediately.”

Ignoring this in a way that infuriated her, CaldsdiAre you explaining the
beauties of springtime to them?”

“I was. Until you came along.”



“Then let's give the lesson a boost,” he said, smilat her with such
warmth that her heart flipped in her breast. “YoaoK quite astonishingly
beautiful, by the way.” He glanced arounBefla. Muy belld

Blushing fierily, Joanna scowled at him. She wasnvey purple walking
shorts, a crisp white shirt with the sleeves roligg and thin-strapped
sandals. She’d gained a little weight the last f@anths, and because
she’d planted a garden at her rented cottage deerdnd legs were lightly
tanned. Then Cal reached over and plucked the Idemwi her hair, which
she’d gathered in a loose knot on her crown. “So stdl do that,” he said
softly. “I don't think I've forgotten anything yodid or said the whole time
we spent together.”

Joanna finally found her voice. “Cal,” she saidosgly, “I haven't
forgotten anything you said, either. Which is why hot falling into your
arms, surprise, surprise. And now | have a jobdo\amoose. Get lost.
Take a hike; Go!”

“Get lost?” Luis repeated, puzzled, looking at kinead expanse of clipped
lawn. “Herees dificilto be lost, no?”

“She means she’'d like me to fall off the tip of tMatterhorn,” Cal
explained with a fiendish grin. “But, Joanrgyerida, you can't have a
lesson about springtime without includiagnor. Te quiero. Te amo. Estoy
locamente enamorado de ti.”

“You don’t! You aren’t! Cal--"

But Cal had swept her into his embrace and waszimglher around on the
uneven slope, singing a bawdy Spanish bar sorfgeabp of his lungs. A
song that brought the faintest of smiles to evencBes’s lips. Then,
coming to such a sudden halt under the apple traedshe was thrown
against his chest, Cal addressed the fascinateérgss “Flowers are one
of the many Ways to a woman’s heart,” he said. Brepa branch from
the tree, he bowed from the waist and presenttx Jbanna with another
wicked grin. “Do not scorn me, fairest of the fdor | am sick with love.”

“You'll get fined for vandalism and it would takert orchards of apple
trees to make me spend even a minute of my tinte yeit!”



“She’s rejecting me,” Cal said to Luis. “As we dagre, she’s playing hard
to get...shut up, Joanna, you're interrupting tegson. But do | accept
defeat? No, | do not. Since candlelight, wine andaand of Gypsy
violinists aren’t immediately available, I'll hate improvise.lmprovisar’
He dropped to his knees in front of Joanna angeld$er hands. “ ‘Come
live with me and be my love,” " he intoned. “Howtsat for starters?” Then
he further spoiled the effect by winking at hen fact, you can marry me
if you like.”

She hardened her heart against the laughter glgamihis gray eyes. ‘I
don't like.”

Angelica said with a practiced pout, “Our teaclstse isloca, muy locaA
man such as this...one could wait forever for suaan.”

Cal didn’t even look around. “If you were to mame, dearest Joanna, it
would solve several of my problems. And yours tabpe willing to bet. |
have a lot of moneyquerida. Quite an astonishing amount of money.
Think of the fun you could have spending it.”

As it happened, in the last few months Joanna &leehtenormous pride in
earning her own money and paying her own bills.itb@ritance from her
parents to smooth her path. No husband to reduct lpenury. Just what
she herself was earning and choosing to spend.giaineed around and
said sweetly, “What he means is that when floweasidlelight and wine
fail, a man waves his cash in front of a womantsd she’ll succumb to
his many charms. Of course, if he’d had any chatonstart with, she’d
already have succumbed.”

“Oh, Joanna,” Cal said, getting to his feet andshing off the knees of his
trousers, “how can you be so cruel?”

“It's easy, believe me.”

“Then,” said Cal to Luis, “as a last resort, theralways sexSexo.
Comprende®’

“Cal Freeman, I'll--"



But Cal had already enveloped her in his arms. lakrthought was how
white his teeth were against his tanned skin. Wéniié predatory. Then she
stopped thinking altogether.

Ten seconds--or could it have been ten minutes@r-I€al released her.
The small crowd of students clapped loudly, Luisducing a piercing

wolf whistle. Joanna gaped at them with the aieafoman who had no
idea where she was. Not even at the Winnipeg dityaat Cal kissed her so
comprehensively, with such single-minded passiord auch total

possessiveness.

She’d liked it. Who was she kidding? She’d adoted i
She’d succumbed.

Her shirt was rucked out of her waistband, andhaér had fallen loose of
its pins to nimble down her back. How had that lesygol? Looking from

Luis to Angelica to Sanches, she sad fiercely, “8ex liking are not

always related. Let alone sex and love. Or sexraadiage. Remember
that. And now we’re walking over to the parking Vahere we’ll finish the

lesson by talking about cars. Mr. Freeman will b@joining us.”

Disdaining to tuck in her shirt or fix her hair,esput words into action.
The students followed her, chattering to each oth&panish. She should
have prevented this; they were supposed to use Bmfyjish during the

lessons. But she didn't have the nerve to face thietnlet alone chide
them. Besides, if she turned around, she mighttsgeCal was following

them.

And if he was, what would she do? Scream at him ékshrew? Beg him
for another of those glorious kisses? Oh, God, wizet wrong with her?

How could she be filled with joy, rage and desiraudtaneously?

How could she have responded to him when she haedyround he
walked on?



CHAPTER SIX

WHEN Joanna eventually reached the parking lot,sslve to her infinite
relief that Cal was still standing under the appéz. He hadn’t followed
them. He'd taken the hint. Quelling a pang she sedu to call
disappointment, she tried to gather her wits. Té¢s of the lesson wasn’t
as coherent as she might have wished; but it wamall miracle that she
could put words together in one language, let ataree Finally the clock
on the bell tower struck four. With a bright smdlee said, “That’s all for
today. See you Thursday afternoon, we’ll meet & ¢kassroom at two-
thirty.”

Angelica said with the utmost seriousness, “Youegime this man’s
telephone number?”

“I threw it away,” Joanna replied truthfully; atehWWinnipeg airport she’'d
tossed the piece of paper Cal had given her intongarest waste bin.
“Anyway, the last | heard, he’s got a woman andsire isn’'t me.”

“Que lastimd

“A pity, indeed,” said Joanna, and watched herestigl wander off, talking
animatedly among themselves. About her, she’d llenwvito bet, and with
no surprise turned around to rind Cal striding taiMaer across the grass.
No point in running or trying to hide. He’d onlylliaw.

So she held her ground, her heart thudding in hestc His play-acting
under the apple tree had been all very amusing,wiiyt was he really
here? When he was close enough to hear her, Jaahaoldly, “You
could have gotten me fired with that little exhitt. Is that what you
want? Or do you even care?"

He’d thrust his hands in his pockets and was standi careful distance
away from her. “I haven’t seen you for the bettart pf five months and |
got carried away,” he said. “I'm not going to apgilee for that. But | do
owe you an apology for something much more impaortéen days ago |
was in Switzerland, where 1 visited my old frienddo Galliker--he’s a



guide who knew Gustave, and who met you at leasetwe straightened
me out on a number of things. He told me Gustave thha one doing the
cheating in your marriage. And spending all youmeyointo the bargain.
Joanna, I'm so sorry | believed Gustave’s parents ranz, rather than
you. More sorry than | can say.”

His voice was raw with sincerity, his gaze notdalig from hers. “Oh,”
she said blankly.

“I don’t know what held me back from trusting yoalthough maybe, in a
crazy way, it was your astonishing beauty. | wab®@woled over by you, so
off kilter, that my judgment was way off, too. Whiés no excuse for the
way | behaved, | know.”

“I don’t really--"

“I can't make reparation for what | did,” Cal weon. “Can’t ask you to
forgive me. But | don’t want to just vanish fromwdife, either. I'd like us
to start over, as though January never happenezhuBe | can't get you
out of my mind--and I'll be honest, I've tried. €d very hard.”

“Cal,” she said deliberately, “what about your mass in Boston?” And
saw, to her great satisfaction, that for once skatatked him off balance.

“I don’t have a mistress in Boston.”

Her eyes narrowed. "Oh yes, you do--you talkedetodm the phone at the
Strassens’, you called hefarling and sweetheartand said you'd be
together in the summer...I heard you. How dare kiss me the way you
did, and tell me you want to start over when treegiother woman in your
life?”

“The only person | talked to at the Strassens’ hermy.”

“So who’s Lenny? Another of your women?”

“Lenny’s my daughter. My thirteen-year-old daugliter

Joanna’s jaw dropped. “Youalaughtef"



“She goes to school in Switzerland. | try and phbee every couple of
days. I'm a widower, Joanna...my wife died six geago. I'm not involved
with anyone, haven't been for some time.”

Joanna gaped at him, quite unable to think of angtto say; the odd thing
was that she believed him immediately. And of lal emotions seething in
her breast, sheer relief was uppermost. Relief@ahhadn’t been cheating
on her. That he was free.

Free?she thought. Free for what?

Relief was instantly eclipsed by fear. She wasiwing to get involved
with Cal Freeman. One charismatic mountaineer in lifetime was
enough for any woman. She couldn’t afford to makeeond mistake. The
results were too painful, too all-encompassing. €ostly in all senses of
the word.

So Gustave wasn't really in her past, she thougihtappily. She’'d been

fooling herself back in January to think she’d exsed him merely by

visiting his parents. The scars he’d left on herchs were too deep to be
so easily removed; maybe she’d carry them for éise af her life.

She said with careful truth, “Thank you for comimadl this way to
apologize for not believing me, Cal. And for explag about your
daughter. It makes me feel better about you--tbatweren’t cheating on
another woman when you kissed me. But that’s tave nothing else to
say to you. Anyway, | have to go now, I'm meetingri@nd in a few
minutes.”

As Cal took a step closer, she instinctively shraakk. He stopped dead
in his tracks; he looked appalled. ‘* ‘Joanna, are gfraid of me?"

Afraid of what happened to her when he kissed yes: “I'm rebuilding
nay life. And it doesn’t include you.”

“But there’s something between us--admit it.”



“Sure--it's calledsexq” she flashed. “Let me tell you this much-in tlastl
four years, | made love with Gustave exactly oneeich is when | got
pregnant, and | haven’t made love with anyone &seely | don’'t need to
spell it out any clearer than that?"

“Dammit, it's more than deprivation!” Cal explodétih January | thought
that's what | was suffering from, too. But evercgn met you, | haven't
wanted to be within ten feet of another woman. ri’tcaxplain it. | only

know it's true.”

She hadn’'t wanted to be with the registrar, adneratan though he was.
In fact, he’d bored her to distraction. She pustiasl thought back down
where it belonged. "I'm sure you'll get over itfies said.

“I'm not nearly as sure as you seem to be. Givangther chance-that’s all
I’'m asking. At least let me take you out for dintieis evening.”

With the sense that she was making one of thosesides that would
affect the rest of her life, Joanna said terseélyg.“Thank you.”

“No?Is that all you can say?”
“It's a perfectly good word. Even if you have ddiilty understanding it.”

“I have difficulty believing you can’t see what's ifront of your nose!
Come on, Joanna, admit the truth. There’'s a hugactibn between us,
and we’d be fools to turn our backs on it. Andfuse to call it nothing but
lust.” His smile was ironic. “Even though I've hatbre X-rated dreams in
the last few months than in the rest of my life fmgether.”

Two nights ago, she’d been rolling around in anngpneadow with Cal,

as naked as the day she was born. A fiery blushieduher cheeks. Cal
said, his grin cracking his face, “So I'm not th@yone. Thank goodness
for that.”

“It is lust,” she said furiously. “And even if it @ven’t, are you totally
oblivious? Do you think I'd risk getting involved ith another sexy
mountain climber? | did that once, and it was aslisr. I'm not nineteen



anymore, I'm twenty-eight--I've learned a thing two. I'll never get
involved with you. Never.

“I am not Gustave Strassen,” Cal said tightly.

“I'm happy here,” she said wildly. “I'm paying myam way, getting rid of
my debts, making new friends and spending time withones. The last
thing | need is a man in my life. And if you cageét that through your
head, then you’re not half as smart as | think gm”

“Life moves on--that's somethinijve learned in the last few years. You
can choose to go with it. Or you can close yoursglfrom it.”

“Keep your fancy philosophizing, | don’'t need itn\Amore than | need
you. The answer’s no, Cal. No, no, no--why don't get it?"

Then, from the corner of her eye, Joanna saw al@atid woman emerge
from the side door of the arts building. With hugéef she said, “There’s
Sally, I've got to go. | don’t want you in my lifa@t’s that simple. 'Thank
you for apologizing and goodbye.”

She wheeled and ran across the pavement, wavirgplgt. Sally and
Dianne were her two best friends; they'd been @ &t high school and
now they were together again. Safe and undemanfti@gdships. She
didn’t need Cal. Who was neither safe nor undenrandi

“Hi, Sally,” she called breathlessly. “Let's go the S.U.B. and get a
milkshake, I've had the day from hell.”

“Who’s the guy?” Sally asked. “Pretty darn cute.”

“I'll tell you about him if you promise you won’tver mention his hame
again.”

“Hmm,” said Sally. “Maybe. Give, Joanna.”
Without a backward look, Joanna headed for the eéstudnion Building.

She was finished with Cal. Now that he’'d apologjzeke’d be able to
forget him. Really forget him. She said rapidly, H&h | was out west in



January taking Gustave’s personal effects to hiernts, that man you just
saw--well, | guess he saved my life. And now hedsne back to haunt
me.”

Sally took her by the arm and steered her pasStbeB. “This calls for a
beer--we’re going to the pub,” she announced. “Vdign’'t you tell me
and Dianne about this when you came back?”

“Because | wanted to forget about it. About him.”

“Listen, | may have only gotten within forty feef bim, but that's one
sexy dude.”

“Sexy,” Joanna said bitterly. “You can have him.d$4al yours.
“From the look of him, he’s not interested in angdyut you.”

“He doesn’t understand no. It's not a complicatedrdvbut he has a
problem with it. A serious problem. Sally, I'll tefou what happened out
west and you can pass it on to Dianne, and thagsend of it.Hemos
terminado”

“I'm meeting Dianne for supper at Tonio’s Pizzagrthwe're going to the
movies. Why don’t you join us?”

And have the inquisition continue? “No, thanks, going home, I've got
a stack of papers to mark,” Joanna said, pushiren dpe door to the
student pub. Quickly she found a table and sat dtagmg her friend.
“Now pay attention, because I'm only going throuhis once.”

“You're being extremely belligerent,” Sally saiderhsky-blue eyes resting
on her friend's flushed face. “That guy sure hasitegpto you. Unlike
Eugene.”

Eugene was the registrar. “I'm not ready to daleanna said shortly. “It's
too soon.”

Sally signaled the waitress, ordered two chilleérbeand said, “Give,
Joanna Strassen. And | want all the details.”



“You're clean out of luck,” said Joanna, and fowgieé was blushing again.
Fortunately it was dark. She fished in her walpetid for the beers, and
began to talk. And all the while, as she spilletitbe tale of that disastrous
visit to the prairies, was achingly aware that dhgist sent Cal away.
Definitively and definitely away.

He wouldn’t be back. He was too proud a man fot. tha

This time, it really was goodbye.

His jaw clenched, Cal watched Joanna run acrosgdliement, her bare
legs flashing in the sun, her sheaf of black hiimsing her back. Away
from him. Away from him for good.

To her, he was just one more mountaineer. To balestat any cost, Like
an avalanche. Or a crevasse deep as the one Wettern Cwm.

Time to go home, he thought. Go home and lick losds.

But where was home? The farm in Vermont, notabld_émny’s absence?
His flat in Paris? His condo in New York? All eglyaluxurious and
equally empty.

Lonely? Him? He was completely self-sufficient, Hsebn for years.
No, she’d said. No. A short and unequivocal word.

He fumbled in his pocket for the keys of the rechiwan, which he’d

rented at the Halifax airport He'd find a phone town and make a
reservation to fly back to New York tonight. Thexas an auction-there
the day after tomorrow of stringed instrumentsjudmg a rare Stradivari
cello from the early seventeen hundreds. He shielthere. He would be
there.

No use staying here.



His gut felt hollow, and his hands were cold. Whais wrong with him?
So she’d said no. So what? She was just a womanit arasn’t as though
females weren't thick on the ground.

She was the only woman he’d ever met that he kikesw in his bones--
he had to take to bed if he was to have anotherentmpeace. The two
of them naked, body and soul.

And explain that, Cal Freeman.

He couldn't. But it was true. Of course he'd wanteded Suzanne, he’'d
been young and in love. But he'd felt none of tespkration, the fierce
compulsion, that drove him toward Joanna. None h&f life-or-death

intensity.

So was he going to turn tail and run, back to temines and Aleshas who
until now had been enough for him?

When he’d told Joanna about his daughter, she’d beleeved. More than
relieved, he’'d swear to it. Up until then, she’dvimlisly assumed he was
taken. Involved with a woman in Boston: and consedjy unfaithful.
Betraying another woman'’s trust. Like Gustave.

But now she knew better.

Today everything had all happened too fast. TodiglybHe'd been a fool
to have kissed her under the apple tree, but doeked so beautiful, so
familiar, so essential. He raked his fingers thfobgs hair. Damned if he
was going to turn tail and run for the airport. Hien't want Alesha or
Jasmine. He wanted Joanna. And he was going tasdievel best to get
her.

Plan B, he thought. Sit in his van and watch thanngates of the
university, and pray that Joanna left for home thay. And if she didn't,
then tomorrow he’d go to her office and he wouldeave until...until
what, Cal? Until she called campus security andhiadforcibly ejected?

If he could climb Everest, he could surely persuade woman to have
dinner with him.



For the next hour Cal sat in his van, drummingfimgers on the wheel,
failing utterly to concentrate on a copy of thedbpaper he’d been given
on the plane. The sun disappeared behind a towaarsfedged cumulus;
the sky darkened, suiting his mood exactly. Noteomrc his life had he
waited for a woman like this. They'd always flockiedhim, and over the
years he’d come to take this for granted.

Was it only Joanna’s beauty that had him by theat® Or was it more?
The stoicism he’d sensed in her, the dignity, ttielligence. Her loyalty to
a husband who hadn’t deserved it.

What had happened to the baby she was carrying?
She hadn’t had an abortion; he’'d swear to that.

Fifty-five minutes he'd been waiting, and it felkké forever. The wind had
come up, petals whirling to the ground around fhy@@tree whose branch
he’d broken off. And then he saw a woman in pugblerts come down the
hill on a bicycle, concentrating on keeping herabak in the wind. She
braked at the main gate, turned right and headedamwn.

His heart pounding, Cal turned the key in the ignitand drove after her.
All along the main street, he kept a couple of d@tsveen his van and her
bike. Thunder rolled in the distance, overriding sound of the traffic.
She pedalled past the last of the stores and nghithgled houses of the
town; farms replaced them, massed purple cloudsgas lurid light over
the vibrant green of the hayfields. Head down agjaihe wind, Joanna
cycled another mile before turning down an unpalaet edged with
orchards of apple trees in full bloom.

With dramatic suddenness, lightning forked in tHey, sbathing the
blossoms in eerie blue-white. In a clap of thunderthy of a horror film,
the storm broke. Rain hit Cal’'s windshield withad-tat like bullets, pinged
off the leaves, bounced in the dirt; a rain so lgda had to slowdown. He
put on his turn signal and followed Joanna down l#re. No point in
secrecy now. Pressing his palm on the horn, heedpast her, and pulled
up at the edge of the ditch. Jumping out, he wénezdlown.



She slewed to a stop in the greasy mud, puttingshedal down in a
puddle that he was quite sure she hadn’'t evenethti©Over the drumming
rain and seethe of wind, she cried, “You follow are/ further down this
lane and I'll call the police!”

He grabbed her by the elbow, the feel of her sligk} skin rocketing
through his senses, and yelled back, “I'll put ybiaycle in the van and
drive you home.”

She shook free. “I'm not afraid of a thunderstorm!”

The next bolt of lightning didn’t even make henfih. With a big grin Cal
hollered, “You don’t need to be afraid of me, efthe

“I'm more afraid of drowning in this puddle thamm of you.”

“Fine,” Cal said, and took the bike by the handisb&The passenger
door’s unlocked.”

“I'm not going anywhere with you!”

Her hair was wrapped around her throat in soakadkb$trands; he said
with all the intensity he was capable of, “I'm tlmme in danger of
drowning. In your eyes, in your beauty and defiaaice courage.”

She swallowed hard. “I--"

“If you don’t want me to touch you, or kiss youybn't. | swear | won’t.”

"That’s not--"

“Not what, Joanna?” he said with sudden gentlerfessyeren’t her eyes
blurred with something other than rain?

“You do scare me,” she blurted.

“l don’'t mean to."



A rainsquall lashed at her cheeks. Staring straaghtim, she quavered,
“You don't just scare me--you terrify me. | thougBtuistave was part of
my past. But he isn’t. | can’t afford to get hugaa, Cal, | just can’t, don’t
you see?"

She was being as honest as she could be, he thamghtought down the
impulse to take her in his arms, hold her tightichest and never let her
go. “I don’t want to hurt you or frighten you,” tsaid hoarsely.

Her eyes dropped. “It’s all too soon,” she whispere

Thunder rattled the sky like a band, of percussisniRaising his voice, he
said, “At least let me drive you home. You're sahke

With the faintest of smiles she said, “So are you.”

Rain was trickling down the back of his neck, pasig his shirt to his
chest. He grinned at her. “Get in. I'll throw yduike in the back.”

For a long moment she stood still. Cal held hisatirehoping she couldn’t
see the banging of his heart under his wet shirénTshe relinquished her
hold on the bike, turned and climbed into the radivan. Cal let out his
pent-up breath in a long sigh. So far, so goodsnéx step of Plan B was
to convince her to have dinner with him.

After he’d put the bike in the van, he, too, clirdbi@, favoring his left

knee, the one he’d injured three years ago inlaofalthe south ridge of
Kongur. It always bothered him in wet weather. J@és hand was resting
on the door handle; she looked very much like a ammbout to change
her mind. He said calmly, “How far do | have to §o?

She bit her lip. “Half a mile. It's a white-paintedttage on the right.”

Cal eased his foot onto the accelerator and coratedton his driving, for
the van seemed to be intent on Ending every potrademud slick on the
road. As he went around the last corner, the essdned as dramatically
as it had started. The road opened into a Held nzeywshich was a
magnificent panorama of the bay and the far redsclidn the expanse of



open water, the waves curvetted like white-manedli&ts. As lightning
split the sky, he said inadequately, “That’s qtiie view.”

“I'm very lucky to have found this place...the ows@re on sabbatical for
eight months.”

The cottage, white-shingled, was surrounded by llahiadge of old-
fashioned lilacs; it had a front porch, a fieldrstochimney and a small
vegetable patch. It was like a miniature versiohisfproperty in Vermont,
Cal thought with a quickening of his pulse. Joanwauld like
“Riversedge." Not for her the safe little bungalowtown. He said, “I'll
get your bike.”

“Thanks,” she said with notable brevity.

He wheeled the bike to the front of the cottaggnty to disguise his limp,
and hefted it onto the porch. Then he said witlephasis, “May | come
in?”

She was facing him in the open front door, her egedark as the massed
thunderclouds. “You're awfully wet,” she said retaiatly. “But | don’t--"

“I've got dry clothes in my suitcase in the van. laast let me change
before | drive to the airport.”

She frowned at him. “Well, all right. But--"

As another rainsquall whipped across the bay towhed cottage, Cal
headed for the van. He grabbed his bag, climbegdaheh stairs and pulled
the screen door open, stepping inside--Joanna taadisg only four feet
from the door, her gaze far from friendly. “The lim@om’s over there,” she
said.

“You go first, you're, wetter.” He grinned. “And rddier.”
As she glanced down at her bare legs, which weezdlly splashed with

red clay, he added solemnly, “Did you ever think a@f career in
modelling?”



“Not skinny enough and I'm too old.”
“Your body’s perfect and you're just the right &g€al said huskily.

She gave a hunted look around the small room aitdlsaathlessly, I
won't be long.”

“Put on a dress,” he said deliberately, “we’ll gothat inn that overlooks
the bay. The one with the fabulous scallops andatmus raspberry flan.”

“l can't afford even one scallop in that place,d&ine a plateful!”

“I'm paying. Part of the apology.”

“One thing about you, you’re persistent.”

“You're worth being persistent for. Lousy grammiauf you get my drift.”
“Dinner,” Joanna said with an edge of desperatidunst dinner.”

“That's all I'm offering,” he countered, a gleam ims eye. “Take your
time, Joanna, I'll make a reservation for an h@ant now.”

She glanced at his soaked knit shirt. “They hadeeas code, you have to
have a proper shirt and tie.”

“Don’t you worry, | won't disgrace you.”

She made a rude noise, turned on her heel andestimto her bedroom,
emerging a few minutes later with clothes overdren. Then she vanished
into the bathroom.

Cal twisted his shoulders to rid them of tensioms Bhirt was clammy
against his skin, the rain was drumming on the,ranél he felt wonderful.
He checked the number in his wallet, picked up ghene and made a
reservation at the inn; then he went out to the &ad brought in his
luggage. Finally, he looked around the room witink curiosity.



Simple furnishings, colorful braided rugs, a stéineplace, and in the far
corner a desk with a computer. He wandered ovér temembering how
single-mindedly Joanna had concentrated on heropaph the back

bedroom at the Strassens’. A neat pile of gallepfw sat by the computer,
a title page on the topA*Time for Wild Swandyy Ann Cartwright,” he

read.

Cal stood still, his brain racing. Ann Cartwrightisst novel had come out
two years ago, to much critical acclaim; he’'d ré@agh route to an auction
in Tuscany, and found its combination of poeticemnsity and stark
emotion very moving. So was Joanna Strassen therot that novel?

The words at the bottom of the title page leapedabithim. Copyright:
Joanna Strassen.

His intuition, that had refused to allow him todet her, had been dead-on.
Her intelligence, her anguish and fiery temper,demplexity, he’d known
them already from her book.

She was as different from Suzanne as a woman dosldAnd she'd
agreed--if with no enthusiasm whatsoever--to hameet with him.

Then his mind made another leap: one by one thegtite clicked through
his brain. Lenny loved poetry and adored readingelso Lenny needed a
mother, as Ludo had so cogently pointed out. Whtebthan Joanna?

Add to that the fact that Joanna was presumabbhteg at the university
to keep her head above water: critically acclairiiestl novels didn’t often
translate into money in the bank. Besides, she'dhtimeed debts,
undoubtedly Gustave’s. So Joanna needed moneyChle,had money.
More than enough for both of them. He could marey. ISolve all his
problems with Lenny, and give Joanna the time tibevwwithout having to
worry about paying the rent.

He could take her to bed.

Isn’t that what he’d wanted since the first mombéetd gazed into her
unconscious face on the snowswept prairie?



Adrenaline surging through his veins, Cal stroderoto the Window,
staring unseeingly at the Wet, windswept orchandnda as his wife. Yes,
he thought. Yes.



CHAPTER SEVEN

JOANNA twisted around to make sure the label washitwing on her
dress. She felt as uncertain and shy as if thiewer first date. 'm a
twenty-eight-year-old widow, she thought. Cal Freens just a man, and
we’re only going out for dinner. I'm not marryingnn, for heaven'’s sake.

I’'m not marrying anyone. Ever again.

Somewhat heartened, she decided her deep redkipstked fine with the
dress, an indigo calf-length shift slit to the knednat she didn’t see was
how the simplicity of the dress artfully calledeattion to her figure to the
coil of silken hair at her nape, to the elegane lof her brows and the
haunting shadows under her cheekbones. She w#sadnsather pleased
that her eyeshadow and mascara had gone on sohdyn@otnsidering that
her fingers had felt all thumbs. She slipped onda@dals, inserted antique
silver earrings from Tibet into her lobes, and ga¢ial up her small evening
purse.

There. She was ready.
Time to face Cal.

She walked out into the living room and said cqollive put towels on
the shelf. | hope | haven’'t been too long?"

He’'d been staring out the window. He turned arowamd] she saw with a
jangling of her nerves the utter stillness thateeihis tall frame. Only his
eyes moved, flickering up and down her body.

With a huge effort Joanna kept silent, forcing btr® breathe through the
tightness in her chest. Finally Cal said, a notéis voice new to her,
“Joanna, I--you're so utterly beautiful, | don’tduwv what to say. Only that
I'll be the most fortunate man in the whole dinirepm. Hell, the most
fortunate man in the province.” His smile was credk“How about the
continent, the world and the universe?"



Tears pricked at her lids. Gustave had always dated her beauty,
perhaps hoping to subjugate her that way. “Thank”yshe mumbled. “I
hope you're not cold, waiting in your wet clothes.”

“I'm fine. Five minutes.”

He picked up his bag and walked past her into #terbom. Slowly she let
out her breath. She was playing a dangerous gdraé&rew that.. Because
hadn’t pan of her hoped Cal would take her in hissaand kiss her as he'd
kissed her in the orchard a few hours ago?

Hoped? Craved would be a more accurate word, shegth crazily. The
mere thought of kissing Cal spread an ache of eldbiough her body.
Desire such as she hadn't felt for years. If ever.

She couldn’t give in to it. Couldn’t, wouldn’t, mm&. Focus on the
scallops, she told herself. Scallops, raspbernws samall talk. That's all
she had to do. Surely she could manage that.

To her ears came the buzz of Cal's razor. A smatiimate sound, that
made nonsense of her resolutions. As did theietabthe inn half an hour
later, a table set apart from the others, overlogpkhe water and softly
bathed in candlelight. And then there was Cal. ligistweight suit fit him
to perfection, subtly emphasizing the strength isf $houlders, his lean
belly and long legs; while his silk shirt and tieeathed money and the
power that money conveys. But Cal's power came fromhin, Joanna
thought unwillingly. Nothing to do with his clothes his money, and
everything to do with a confidence and masculitiitgt were bone-deep.
“Something to drink?” he said.

“I'll have wine with the meal,” she replied, addingwisely, “I need my
head clear when I'm with you.”

“That’s encouraging,” he said dryly.
Quickly they dealt with the menu and the choicewafie. The waiter

brought delicious crunchy rolls, hot from the ov&voing on the attack,
Joanna said, “I noticed you're limping.”



“A fall in a slide on the Kongur massif. It only th@rs me in damp
weather.”

She said with hostile emphasis, “I long ago decitted all mountaineers
have a death wish.”

His jaw tightened. “You can count me out on that.bn

“Then why do you risk your life time and again?”

So she wanted warfare, did she? “For glory, of segihe said fliply.

Her nostrils flared. “It's a real question, Cal.”

He put down his knife. “For a whole lot of reasoRsshing myself to my
limits, and beyond. Trying to align myself with theuntain, so that we’re
allies, not opponents. Craving the elemental beatisnow, ice, sky and
rock, and the utter silence of the peak. Where rgoalways alone, no
matter who’s with you.” He ran his fingers through hair. “That’ll do for

a start.”

And those accomplishments, she thought with an rdwshiver, were

surely a major source of his power. She said shafigbu didn’'t mean to

tell me all that.”

“I never talk about that stuff. | just do it.”

“Not even to your daughter? To Lenny?”

“Lenny’s never asked...| don't really know how skeels about me
climbing.” He gave an exasperated sigh. “Which asething else I've

never told anyone.”

All Joanna’s resolutions to keep her distance ftvough the window.
“Why me?”

He said obliquely, “I saw your manuscript on theldd know you’re Ann
Cartwright.”



“Darn it,” she muttered, “I'd forgotten about theopfs.” Then her eyes
widened. “You think I'm pumping you,” she said, hbed, “so that | can
use you in a book?"

“No, Joanna, | don't mean that at all. | read ylngt book, | know you’re
capable of understanding what I’'m getting at wite mountains.”

Briefly she closed her eyes. “Gustave climbed floryg He was always
trying to beat the other guy, to conquer and baizied.”

“And you didn’t intend to tell me that.”

Her smile was twisted. “The plan was to keep youaah’s length
emotionally and physically,” she said glibly.

He leaned forward, his eyes like gimlets. “Neitbae is possible with you
and me.”

She dragged her gaze away, and to her infinitefralaw the waiter
approach with the wine. Once he’'d left, Cal raibésiglass. “To us,” he
said.

“To me and to you,” she flashed.

“Two separate entities, is that what you mean?"

“Precisely.”

“But | refuse to accept that.”

“You may not have any choice.”

“I've read your book--it was a fine book, by the wvdull of nuance and
hard-earned wisdom. So | know you're a risk-taRéou were pushing
your limits with that book just as | push mine de tridges and ice fields.”
She took a long drink of her wine, savoring itedtste. “It's one thing to

push limits at the computer. Another to push thanbed. Because that’s
what we’re talking about.”



He laughed, his teeth very white. “I like you,” s&id spontaneously. “You
say it like it is. Sexual attraction is most cemtpia big part of what'’s
going on.”

“The answer’s no,” she said very quietly.

“Did Gustave damage you that much?" he asked, gogaiketly.

She raised her chin. “Yes, he did.”

For a moment Cal's features were suffused with ager all the more
powerful for being contained. “Bastard,” he said.

“Not really,” she responded wryly. “After all, yauet his parents.”

“Yeah...” His smile was wry. “Odds are they're ldganarried, wouldn’t
you say?”

“Definitely.” As the waiter brought their saladshes deftly changed the
subject. "Tell me about your daughter.”

“Lenny? Thirteen years old, acts nine some daysteedty others. Skis
competitively, writes poetry, reads voraciouslkes in every stray animal
in miles, one day she wants to be a vet, the naytsthe’s going to be
president and run the country right...” He smileéfully. “Don’t get me
started.”

“What grade is she in?”

“She’s going to school in Switzerland this year.”

“Oh? Why?"

“I'm often away, with my job or on an expeditionfdlt it was better for
her to be in an all girls’ school with female tearh” He moved his

shoulders restlessly. “But she doesn’t like beimgyafrom home--we live
by a river in Vermont.”



“How could you send her away?” Joanna demandedinglat him. To
have a child and then send her thousands of nmilessthe ocean to go to
school? What kind of a father was he?

“I thought it was for the best. And, of course, #keing there is out of this
world.”

“There’s more to life than mountains, Cal. Why doydu get married and
provide her with a mother and a proper. home?"

So Joanna was the one to bring the subject upnétiges tightened. “I
should get married, | know | should.”

Discovering she didn’t want to picture an unknowsman living with Cal,
sharing his bed and his life, Joanna snapped, “déyt you? I'm sure
you must meet lots of women.”

“Never found the right one.”

His flippancy infuriated her. Patches of pink stagnher cheekbones, she
retorted, “If | had a daughter, I'd want her witlenEspecially at thirteen,
that’s such a vulnerable age.”

“Joanna, what happened to the baby?”

The color drained from her cheeks. Her lashes flewn to hide her eyes,
her fingers tightening around the stem of her gl&ss said abruptly, “I'm
sorry, | shouldn’t have asked.”

His question had come out of the blue. Yet waseit Vehemence about
Lenny’s exile a direct result of her own experies®ténd didn’t she, deep
down, want Cal to think well of her? To know thatkr about the loss of
her child? Joanna said rapidly, her voice purgecerabtion, "Gustave

came to visit me last July. | hadn’'t seen him focauple of years-ever

since the money ran out. He was full of contritiele’d had a near escape
on those rock towers in Patagonia and it had clthingm, he said. He

swore he'd be a better husband, that he’'d be tditiof me, and that he

loved me.”



Absently she twirled the glass on the linen talgéglher thoughts a long
way away. “l no longer loved him. | hadn’t for mbst..there’d been too
many betrayals. But this time he was so sincerespsky for the way he’d
behaved in the past that | felt | had to try ag&iteok my marriage vows
very seriously, you see. | know that’s old-fashignieglt that's the way it
was.”

She glanced up. Cal’s eyes were trained on her Fasebig body very
still. “We went to bed together,” she said flatly.completely forgot |
hadn’t been using birth control pills, what was f@nt of using them,
Gustave hadn’'t been home for ages--so | got preadgr@he stared fixedly
into the pale gold wine, shot through with candleli “As it turned out,
Gustave’s visit had nothing to do with contritiddy great-aunt Lucy had
died and left me some money. . .he stayed aroumgl émough to get his
hands on it and then he took off. To organize theapurna expedition, so
| found out later.”

“Joanna...”

Cal rested his lean fingers on her hand, stillisgeéstless movements. She
stared down at the narrow ridge of scars on hisckies, feeling the
warmth of his skin seep into hers. “I was three therpregnant when
Gustave radioed me from the second base camp oapiinma, it was the
first time I'd talked to him since his visit. Heewed more money, that was
the reason for getting in touch...but | didn’t harg/ to give him. Anyway,

| told him about the baby.” Keeping her words steadth an effort, she
went on, “The very next day Gustave was killed iiala Franz, of course,
blamed me totally.”

“And then?"

“I was in our Toronto condo when | got the messalyessing to go out
and do a couple of errands before | settled dowariie. For some reason
| decided after the phone call that | should skillthe errands. So | set off
anyway. There'd been a heavy frost that night. Sirasthe park, I slipped
and fell." In a ragged voice, she finished, “Be@ao$ the fall, | lost the

baby...I should never have gone out, | don’t knolywdid, it was such a

stupid thing to do.”



“You were in shock, Joanna. Not thinking straight.”

She couldn’'t bear the compassion in his voice. Hbudd have stayed
home!”

He stated the obvious. “So you blame yourself.”

She nodded miserably, tapping her fingernails agaime heavy crystal.
“Wouldn’t you?”

“You did the best you could. For years you did ybast. What more can
any of us do?”

“l suppose so,” she mumbled. “I'm sorry, Cal, | @lidmean to dump all
this on you.”

“You're not dumping, you're sharing some hard teuthith me...which in
a way is quite a compliment.”

She gave him a faint smile. “Well, that's one w&yooking at it.”
“I'm sorry you lost the baby,” he said gently.

Only Sally and Dianne knew how much she’d longedHiat baby, despite
the fact that she no longer loved the man who'dceared it; and how
cruel a blow her loss had been. She pulled her lisre] saying with
attempted lightness, “It's over and done with, tisit? Here comes the
waiter. It might be ten years before | eat hereimmgan determined to
enjoy every bite.”

Cal sat back. So the confidences were over, hagtitpand knew that in a
very short time he’d learned a lot about Joannauaher vulnerabilities
and her strengths. The only unpalatable fact--afpam the fact that he
couldn’t wipe the floor with Gustave Strassen--wz she in no way had
connected Cal’'s need for a wife with herself.

So what was the next step in his plan? Charm leedelcided. Relax her so
that she let down her guard. He topped up her Massegand lifted his
salad fork. “Did you do much traveling with Gustave



“In the early years, yes,” she said, and went onléscribe some of her
experiences in Tibet and southern Switzerland. Ritwene they moved to
Cal's job, then on to movies and politics. The dantlas replaced with a
fresh one. Joanna’s unabashed enjoyment of théogsand then of an
Amaretto chocolate mousse touched Cal; most addiss took these small
luxuries for granted. But Joanna, from the things'd let drop, was living

on the edge of poverty and had been for some tirhat'll change, he

vowed, and as their coffee was poured decided thment was right to

raise Plan C.

He said casually, “How long since you've had a viac&”
Joanna laughed. “Vacation? What's that?”
"I have a proposal. Hear me out before you sayramyt’

Her smile had faded and she was looking at himlywarhere was a small
smudge of chocolate on her lip; Cal reached ovenoshing it away, and
saw her eyes darken and her mouth tremble. “Inupleoof weeks,” he
said, “I'm bringing Lenny back home to Vermont foe summer holidays.
I'd like to treat you to a few days in Switzerlandou can fly over, Il
meet you in Zurich, and We’'ll drive to my chaletAppenzell and then get
Lenny. She’'d like you, | know she would. And nostjlbecause you're a
famous novelist.”

“Hardly famous,” Joanna said, her head whirling.c®ragain Cal had
knocked her off balance. That streak of fire on hpr and then an
invitation that could mean only one thing. An affan which he’d foot the
bill. “I can’t do that,” she muttered.

“Why not? You told me earlier you'll soon be finesh with this group of
students. So it's an ideal time for you to takeeak.”

“Cal, I don’t have any money,” she said with barebntrolled impatience.
"The royalties on my first book and the proceedstithe sale of the condo
went to pay off some of my debts. My salary's #&apite. I'd scarcely be
able to buy an ice cream in Switzerland, and latelf won't accept
money from you.”



“I don’t see why not.”
“Just because you're rich, you can’t buy me!”
He said evenly, “You'd sleep in the guest room niea”

“You're all heart,” she snapped. Perhaps she’d udiggd him about the
affair. But what matter if she had? He had onlkiss her, and she’d climb
into his bed quicker than you could say traveletisck. And that was the
real reason she couldn’'t go anywhere near Switzérla

“I'm asking a favor of you, that’s all,” Cal pertgsl. “I'd like you to meet
Lenny, give me some advice. There are times shresoae half to death--1
don’t have a clue how to handle a teenage girl.”

“And you think | have?”

“At least you've been one,” he said with that credksmile that always
made her want to smile back.

“I can’t go,” she said with utter finality. “It'sut of the question.”

His eyes hardened. “Come on, Joanna, do | haveped & out? It's
payback time. | saved your life in January and nowvasking a favor in
return.” y

Her chin snapped up. “So you're a businessman ¢octire! Cost and
benefit. That’s a pretty crude way to treat anothenan being.”

“It's not as though a trip to Switzerland would &ey hardship,” he said
curtly.

For a treacherous moment Joanna allowed hersethagine the alpine
meadows, the astonishing physicality of the petidestolling of cow bells
and the flowers that tumbled from the window box8ke desperately
needed a holiday; and she’d always loved Switzdrlaaen in the worst of
times with Gustave. Besides, she’d never been @éontirtheast; she and



Gustave had always used Geneva as their homerm@s2urich. "I'm not
going," she repeated, and drained her coffee cup.

“That | saved your life means nothing to you?”
“What do you want, a medal?”

“I want you to meet Lenny, tell me if you think skshould stay in
Switzerland next year or come home. That'’s all.”

He wasn’t going to give up. Gripping the edge of thble, Joanna said,
“Let’s be honest, Cal. You've kissed me, you knowatvhappens when
you do. Even if you promised me you wouldn’'t as mas touch me the
whole time | was with you, | wouldn't trust thatopmise. So that's one
more reason | won’t go to Switzerland.”

In a biting voice he said, "First, you're equatimg with your husband,

which is something | thoroughly dislike. Secondyye not being entirely

truthful. It's yourself you don’t trust. You wantemust as much as | want
you and don’t bother denying it--I've held you inyrarms, | know what

I’'m talking about.”

His accuracy only made her angrier. “I'm not goihghe announced.
“How many times do | have to say that? Drop ityan't fly.”

“We'll drop it for now. But I'm not through.”
“Nois a word you sure have trouble with.”

“Whereas you have trouble wittes.You're afraid of coming to life again,
that’'s your problem. | wouldn’'t have thought youreiea coward--but |
guess I’'m wrong.”

So angry she could scarcely speak, Joanna flaredas married to a man
who deceived me financially and sexually for yearsd who persisted in
risking his life and the lives of others so he cbgét to the top of any peak
that attracted his fancy. And now you're recommegdiget involved with
another mountain climber--namely you? Give me ake



“Stop labeling me! I'm a hell of a lot more thams®one who just climbs
mountains.”

Suddenly exhausted, Joanna said, “Cal, | don’t warfight with you like
this. You did save my life and I'm so grateful touy But that doesn’t
mean I'll do whatever you ask.”

Cal shoved his credit card in the folder with thié énd signaled to the
waiter. “Let’s get out of here.”

They sat in silence until the bill was returned.efihJoanna said with
deadly politeness, “Until you broached your cradga about Switzerland,
| enjoyed myself very much. Thank you.”

“I'll take you home.”
“You're being a sore loser!"

“Oh, | haven't lost yet,” he said softly, and gestli for her to precede him
out of the dining room.

Joanna sat in a stony silence all the way bacletabttage. Cal pulled up
as near to the front walk as he could; before shdcunlatch her door, he
slid to the ground and was striding around to opdor her. She climbed
down, horribly aware of how close he was standihg,bulk of his body
obscuring the garden behind him. She stepped backea, felt the heel of
her sandal sink into the damp earth, and saidifiyp¥600d night.”

And then he did what all evening had been inewtahk took her in his
arms, fastened his mouth on hers and kissed h#roagh she were the
woman he’d been waiting for all his life. Kissed kath such raw hunger
that she surrendered without a murmur. More thamendered, she
thought dimly: and knew she was meeting him ondws® terms, hunger
for hunger, demand with demand.

Her arms were around his neck, holding him so lygtitat her breasts
were strained to his chest. The heated thrustsofdngue made her moan
with pleasure; like a reed to the wind she wasnplia his embrace. His



hands were clasping her waist, smoothing her Ipipling her so close that
his arousal inflamed her, made her ache and thittbdesire.

She’d never wanted Gustave so instantly, so figrééér whole body was

on fire for Cal, desperate to be possessed byshmwhimpered his name,
felt his lips slide 'down her throat and bury theiass in the hollow where
her pulse was frantically racing. Then with one chéwe cupped the soft
weight of her breast, kneading it with exquisitettgness. As her nipple
hardened to his touch, she heard him mutter, “Jopayou’re so beautiful, |

want you so much.”

She raised his face to hers, so he could see #iezdeked in her eyes,
and for a long moment in the blossom-scented dasko¢ the lane they
gazed at each other, a gaze every bit as intinzatesacaresses. Then Cal
leaned forward, letting his lips wander from hereftead to her eyelids,
across her cheekbones to her mouth again, a trdélicious sensation that
made Joanna tremble like a leaf to the breeze.

As his kiss deepened, she abandoned herselfherithands drifting from
his nape to his waist, searching out the long itatean of his spine, the
taut muscles over his ribs, then, daringly, thedhat of his hipbones. He
rubbed himself against her until she was enveldpedothing but need.
Then he said hoarsely, his breath warm on her ¢Héek's go inside...|I

want to make love to you.”

Wasn't that what she wanted, too? Hadn't she des@a/in Cal’'s arms in

the last few minutes a woman she hardly recognipadsionate, wanton
and hungry? She opened her mouth to say yes, andedand his head the
solid outline of her little cottage, which had bgbw her such solace in the
last few months. Her home. Her refuge. Her placeafdéty.

She was going to risk all that for a tumble in lvgth a man she scarcely
knew? A man used to women falling into his armsa \vice she wouldn’t
have recognized as her own, she said, “We can’'tréM®t in love, we
can’t just fall into bed because of--of lust. Besauhat's what it is.
Nothing to do with feelings. Or real connection.”

“Maybe this is how we find the connection,” he shigaskily, nibbling at
her lips with exquisite persuasiveness.



“And maybe it isn’t--what then?" In sudden despstie pushed herself
away from him. “This is exactly what | did when bs/nineteen--fell into
Gustave’s arms. And paid for it for the next nieeass.”

“How about this scenario? You fall into my arms ame find out it was
the right thing to do?”

“And then you leave for Everest or Annapurna asthy here worried sick
about you? No, Cal, I've done that all too oftemd & hated it.”

“What if | quit the mountains?”

“What are you saying? Quit something that's so irtgod to you?” She
stepped back, staring into his shadowed featurds strained intensity.
“You're surely not in love with me?”

"No," he said levelly, “I'm not.”

So the scene in the orchard had been nothing bytguting. Just as she’'d
suspected. “If you quit the mountains, you'd regsert | know you would.
Maybe in a different lifetime something would hawverked out between
us. But in this lifetime, there’s just too much ega it. And I'm not into
casual affairs, | never have been.” She smootheddhess down, her
heartbeat still racketing in her chest. “Look, iiide and | have to teach
tomorrow morning. Thank you for dinner, and goodkluwith Lenny.
Drive carefully, won't you?”

He said without inflection, "I'll call you in a wé&e about Switzerland.
Think about it, Joanna. Are you going to live indgaye’s shadow for the
rest of your life?”

“It's not that simple!”

“I think it is.” He gave her an abrupt nod, turnew his heel and strode to
the far side of the van. He was limping very slighshe noticed with the
only part of her brain that seemed to be workingading from an injury
on the mountains.



Swiftly he reversed, and without a backward loo&ver away up the lane,
the sound of the engine gradually diminishing ustience claimed the
night again.

Joanna stood still. A week wouldn't make any défere. She wasn't going
anywhere with Cal Freeman; and the sooner he atépat, the better.

She wasn’'t a coward. She was just being sensildaltAResponsible. All
the things she hadn’t been at nineteen.



CHAPTER EIGHT

FOUR days later, Joanna parked her bicycle outSiaiky’s bungalow.
Geraniums and lobelia lined the walk with pink, radd blue; orange
California poppies and huge purple and yellow gidkanked the front
door. Sally opened the door. “Hi, Joanna, Dianaé'sady here. We're out
back on the patio. Like my garden?”

“It's very cheerful.”

“l did get a little carried away. I'm sort of hogjrthe Liatris won’t bloom
until the poppies are done.”

Liatris was magenta. “Hey, it's all nature,” sambdna. “I brought a bottle
of wine.”

“Great, thanks. The barbecue’s on.”

Sally’s bungalow was as untidy as her garden wésfob She coached
basketball at the university and was steadfastlipwe with a man called
Albert who lived with his mother. As they emergedoi the sunshine on
the patio, Joanna blinked against the light. “hgrine.”

Dianne was short, plump, and indolent, marrieddte® a marine biologist
who was out at sea most of the summer. She wavedvineglass at

Joanna. “You look gorgeous as usual,” she saidownita speck of envy.
Then her gaze sharpened. “Although do | detectesrander your eyes?
What's up? The students getting to you?”

Joanna hadn’t been sleeping well ever since Caldfad'You know how
it is,” she said lightly. “They’ve suddenly real@zeur time’s nearly up and
they want to cram the entire English language th#olast three lessons.”

Dianne taught French at summer school. “I undegstatally,” she said,
and proceeded to tell a very funny story aboutargion football player
who’d flunked French twice already. In the meanti@adly grilled chicken
and produced a Caesar salad from the refrigenatdch they followed up



with one of Dianne’s luscious, calorie-loaded ddasseloanna sat back
with a sigh. “Butterscotch cream pie, food for thads. Good thing I'm

biking home... Dianne, | forgot to ask how yourtesigs? You mentioned
last week she might be having some tests.”

Dianne’s face clouded. “She got the results yeateré&he has thyroid
cancer, they're going to operate next week.”

“Cancer? How serious is it?"

Dianne’s smile was wobbly. “Well, if you've got et the big C, this is
the kind to have. Slow-growing and easily contairtglae’ll have radiation
afterward.”

“You should have told us sooner,” Sally said, éisted. “Here we were
going on about Albert's mother and the perils ofibg plants that don’t
turn out the right color...I’'m so sorry she’s sick.

“I planned to tell you, | just didn’t want to putdamper on the meal. And |
talked to Peter last night, he’ll be home next wedlen Sara’s scheduled
for surgery. So that’'s good.”

"You just never know, do you?” Joanna said, grimgcl'You chug along
day to day doing all the stuff that has to be dam& then something like
this happens.”

“It does make you think,” Dianne agreed. “Saratgals been so healthy, |
guess | took that for granted.” They talked bacHll &rth, getting more
details of the treatment. Sally said finall\Gdrpe diemisn’t such a bad
idea, is it? You know, | really wonder sometimes ghouldn’t break my
engagement to Albert. When he told his mother e lawere going to
spend a week at the beach in July, she prompthyahaksthma attack. Now
there’s a woman who’s as tough as a carthorsell gfrebably outlive
me.”

Dianne laughed. “You could try. Breaking it, | meadvlaybe it would
shake him up.”



“He can be so sweet,” Sally said in exasperatider!! Why is it we can’t
live with them or without them? By the way, Joanwaat happened with
that gorgeous hunk called Cal?”

“Sally told me about him,” Dianne chimed in.

“Nothing,” Joanna said.

Sally gave a rude snort. “Come clean.”

Over the years the three had exchanged many cocéde and had never
had a trust betrayed. Confident that they wouldresheer views, Joanna
said easily, “We had dinner together. He Wants ongpend some time in
Switzerland with him. Ostensibly to meet his daeghivho goes to school
there. But really for a quickie affair.”

“When are you leaving?” Dianne asked.

Joanna raised her brows. “I'm not. | said no.”

“You what?" Sally squeaked.

“But why?” Dianne demanded.

"I'm not going to take off into the wild blue yondeith a man | don’t
know from Adam!"

“I saw him,” Sally said. “His kind are rare on tiggound. Especially in
Harcourt.”

“He saved your life,” Dianne said. “You owe him.”
“You'd be crazy to turn him down.”

“Out of your mind.”

“Anyway, you really need a holiday.”

“We’ll lend you some money so you can go.”



“Sure we will, great idea, Di.”
Joanna covered her ears. “Stop it, you two! I'mguahg!”
“We think you should,” Sally said firmly. “You sh&llisten to us.”

“You don’t love Gustave anymore,” Dianne put in.0*$hat’s not an
issue.”

“But Cal’'s another mountaineer,” Joanna protested.

“Come off it, Jo, you can keep him away from a fewuntains,” Sally
said. “I mean, look at you, you're drop-dead gorgeand the man
definitely had eyes in his head.”

“But"”

“Time you broke loose, Joanna,” Dianne announc&ally and | have
been worried about you, wondering how you'd evereimanyone in
Harcourt. If even half of what Sally told me isdruhis is quite a guy. Go
forit.”

Abruptly Sally sobered. “You know, there’s anothesue here. Even if
you don’t want to marry again, you do want a babi’'ve always known
that, ever since high school.”

Joanna gaped at her. It was true. She’d wantedwue bhildren for as long
as she could remember.

“So here’s your chance,” Sally went on. “Go to Switand, get pregnant
and come home.”

“We'll knit you booties,” said Dianne. “Pink oneadblue ones.”

“You'll knit her booties,” Sally said. “I'll buy her thosete little sleepers
that babies seem to need. Green and yellow," sighé&d thoughtfully.



“Stop!” Joanna said wildly, grabbing her scalp withth hands. “You must
be drunk, both of you--I can’t go off to Switzerthto make a baby!”

“Stone-cold sober and of course you can,” Sallg.sai
“And have a bit of fun in the process,” Dianne atldaughtily. As Joanna
blushed scarlet, she added, “So you’re not immarterh. Thank heavens,

there’s hope for you."

Remembering that impassioned embrace outside hgageo Joanna
wailed, “He just has to look at me and | melt. Méo’s not into affairs.”

“I'll drive you to the airport,” Sally said.

“And we meant what we said about the money," Diasgmnded.
Joanna’s throat tightened. “That’s so sweet of ®nth of you. But I--"
“You can’t go asking him for money every time youaw to buy
chocolate,” Dianne said. “They make the best claieoin the world in
Switzerland.”

“You could bring us back some,” Sally teased.

“If 1 go,” Joanna said weakly.

“When you go,” her two friends chorused.

"But I've never had an affair in my life,” Joannkuitted, “I wouldn’t know
how to behave.”

Dianne rolled her eyes. “Just let nature take loeirse. Although there’s
no harm in taking a sexy nightgown to help her glon

With a quick glance at Joanna’s flushed cheekdy Said, “How about
you both help me load the dishwasher?”



Joanna surged to her feet and started gatherirtgsplavhat was she
thinking of, even to hint that she might go off tai&erland to meet Cal?
Let alone get pregnant.

The party broke up half an hour later; all the viiayne, as the light on her
bike picked out a small circle of pavement, anchttiee ruts in the lane,
Joanna thought about babies. Rather than aboutsghtgowns.

She’d been a much-loved only child who'd longeddaister or a brother,
and who’d played, very traditionally, with dollsh&d taken a baby-sitting
course as soon as she was old enough, and intketelns got summer
jobs at playschools. She’d assumed that she anta&usvould start a
baby once the honeymoon was over; and had battilédtine bitterest of

disappointments when he’d made it brutally cleadida’t want children.

He'd always begged the question before they wergiada and in that
tempest of longing and misplaced romanticism tlet mesmerized her
from the first moment she’d met him, she’d ignoths warning signal.
After their marriage, Gustave had been unequivdcaouple of squalling
brats? Not part of my life plarAnd then, as the months and years went by,
she’d gradually become aware that she wasn’t thg woman he was
sleeping with. Tears, accusations, rage, hone hddahy effect. Or rather,
they had had an effect: they'd driven her husbaooh fher bed altogether.

She’d sometimes wondered if she’d outgrow this deepd to have a
child. But she hadn’t. If anything, as the yeackded by, the need grew
stronger. She’d be twenty-nine her next birthdasgnel'was running out.

Joanna wasn’t blind to reality. Having a baby waticcombine easily

with writing; it would limit her options for parirhe jobs and a social life.
But none of this made any difference. She longdoeta mother, in a way
that made nonsense of all her qualms.

The loss of the baby eight months ago had cutdhéne quick. No matter
that she hadn’t loved the baby’s father: her pregpdad been the answer
to a lifelong dream.

Tonight, hearing about Dianne’s sister, she’'d realisomething else: that
there were no guarante€3arpe diemSally had said. Should she, Joanna,



go to Switzerland, have an affair with Cal, andlhie became pregnant,
rejoice?

Could she do that?

Could she afford not to?

In the air-conditioned cool of Zurich’s Kloten Aog, Cal was waiting at
the arrivals gate. He was casually dressed in dttmisers and an open-
necked blue shirt. But he didn’t feel casual. Amyghbut.

Joanna was due through the gate at any moment.

Would he ever forget that phone call, a few days adien she’'d agreed to
come to Switzerland? Even though she said she amlidget away for

four days because of her next group of studenesugsurge of pleasure
he'd felt had been out of all proportion. But whiee'd asked her why
she’d changed her mind, she’d been downright eeasiv

Well, he had four days to find out.
Was Plan D to seduce her?
Slow down, Cal. One thing at a time.

The first passengers trickled through. Over theblabf languages around
him--Swiss-German, Italian, English, French--he ®@moe could hear the
pounding of his own heart. Then he saw a tall, lolzaired woman walk
through the gate and hesitate for a moment, glgnaiound her as warily
as a wild creature in an unfamiliar and threatemngronment.

She was wearing raspberry-colored pants with a, lmuage jacket over a
purple camisole. Her hair was pulled back in a sevstyle that
emphasized her stunning cheek-bones and slantedelyies; she looked
both ravishing and remote. With a clenching of iesves, Cal raised one
hand in salute, easing his way through the crowatd her.



She saw him immediately, and with none of her uguate took a couple
of steps toward him. Like ‘Marie Antoinette on thvay to the guillotine,

Cal thought. “Joanna...lovely to see you,” he seghtenting himself with

kissing her on both cheeks, European-style. Har glds cool; close up,
her eyes were filled with primitive terror.

Terror? Did she regret her decision already?
“Jet-lagged?” he said lightly.

“Mmm...l didn’'t sleep well on the overnight Righd tondon. Then | had
three hours in Heathrow, and now here | am. Nohetge what time of
the day it is.”

“We'll take it easy today, we don’t have to get bgnuntil tomorrow.
Let's go find your bags.”

He threaded her hand through his arm; her fingeece-cold. At the
baggage carousel, Cal turned to face her. “Wiskhiowgweren’t here?” he
asked, and watched her lashes flicker.

“I'm very happy that you're here. You're on holideand all | want is for
you to have a good time.”

She made an indeterminate noise, staring absorla¢diys watch. “Is that
Swiss?"

“Yeah.” He tilted her chin with his fingers so dhad to look at him. " ‘Are
you hungry?”

She swallowed, panic flaring in her irises. “I-4pdafood scarcely qualifies
as food, does it?”

What the hell was going on? Apart from his hormogasg on a rampage.
That was a given. “I figured you might want to €ad. | made a reservation
where we can sit outdoors and watch the world gorbgn we’ll drive to



my chalet near Appenzell and you can put your teetand relax. The
view’s incredible and you won’t have a thing in therld to do.”

“Sounds great,” she mumbled. “Oh look, there’s rag.b

Cal picked it up, then guided her outdoors to theking lot. He kept a
sleek gray Jaguar for his use in Switzerland; a&sssgttled herself on the
leather seat, Joanna said, “You own this?"

“It's easier to keep a car here than rent one dauh”

“I'll pay for lunch,” she said edgily.

“You will not, and what's going on?”

“You paid my airfare, you don’t have to pay for mgals, as well.”
“You're here as my guest. And that’s that.”

Her lips were stubbornly set; he wanted to kissntls® badly that he had
to force himself to look away. Taking a couple ekd breaths, he set out
to charm her, describing local landmarks as theyerinto the city;
earlier, Joanna had told him she’d never visitad gart of the country.
Flags snapped in the breeze. The River Limmategdtt under a cloudless
sky, white swans drifting elegant and aloof onpitdished surface. Rather
like Joanna, thought Cal, and parked by the stdmgnzent. “We’ll walk
from here. Those spires are the cathedral, theS@riasster, one of the
best-known landmarks...” He kept talking, steerirtger toward
Bahnhofstrasse, known as the most expensive strédetirope. He could
sense her relaxing, her eyes wide as she tookeireldgant stone facades
of world-famous banks. Blue and white trams gligedt stores offering
designer jewelry, the latest in haute couture, hiathandbags and
handmade shoes. He said dryly, “You notice I'm offéring to buy you a
present.”

Her smile was almost natural. “Not even that taffgbwn with a waistline
too small for Tinkerbell? | could wear it to wedtktgarden.” Then she
averted her eyes from an exquisite negligee digplay solitary splendor
behind plate glass, gazing instead at a trio ofnlegs-suited bankers. So



was she as achingly aware of him as he of herwGadlered, and decided
he Wouldn’t ask.

He’'d like to buy her that negligee. Then he’d likeremove it from her
body with leisurely sensuality...

He walked a little faster. Their table with itsggme linen cloth overlooked
the river. Joanna watched the passers-by with obvi@scination, tucking
into a fondue made of three Swiss cheeses, accoeaphy Kirsch. She
followed this with a rich pastry drizzled with mithocolate and filled with
whipped cream. “Luscious,” she said, licking hesli“We’d better go for
a brisk walk after this or I'll be asleep on myttée

Obligingly he took her on a tour of the narrow etseof Niederdorf, on the
other side of the river, where she admired the enadiguild halls, the
baroque Rathaus, and the galleries and boutiquéseoDIld Town; she
bought chocolates for Sally and Dianne, carefullyrding out her money.
Under the shadow of the Fraumiinster with its debcspire, she gave a
sigh of repletion. “I'm feeling better,” she sai@®ut, you know, I'm really
anxious to see the countryside, Cal.”

“Then let’s go,” he said promptly, and again tucked arm into his.

For a moment her fingers were rigid on his barshfl&@hen a flock of pure
white gulls rose into the air from the river, aret lkyes followed them, her
fingers loosening. He had to make love to her wklie was here, Cal
thought, his mouth dry; but how could he, if sheswras uptight?

Jasmine, Alesha and the rest had left him in nobtdbat they were
willing. Easy come and easy go, he thought grinMyhereas Joanna
knocked him off balance every time he looked atdret he had no idea in
the world what she was thinking. Or feeling. Lenhgd she known about
all this, would no doubt tell him it served himig

Maybe Joanna was afraid to touch him. Afraid of plosver of her own
desire and where it might take her.

Maybe.



They drove east out of Zurich, Cal turning off @a®rs as possible onto
lesser-traveled roads that wound through rollirgegrhills dotted with the
sleek brown Simmental cows, brass bells janglinguad their necks.
Groves of dark evergreens climbed the slopes, akviitewashed
farmhouses and red-roofed barns. Cal talked ontaiheuhistory of the
area, and the prevalence of small family farms witkir long-rooted
traditions, finally stopping in exasperation to sély sound like a tour
guide, for Pete’s sake. Joanna, heme&you?”

She sat up straight, giving him a wary glance. &dlirNot quite here--jet
travel's too fast, the rest of you has to catch @he added less audibly,
"Not at all sure | should be here.”

“You're acting like I'm going to jump on you the mite we get to the
chalet.”

“Are you, Cal?”

“Dammit, no!” he exploded, and wondered who he wgisig to convince,
her or himself.

“Oh, look,” she exclaimed as they turned a sharp@&g “mountains!”

A not very subtle change of subject from a womatirey capable of
subtlety. And he’d just publicly. declared thatwasn’t going to jump on
her. So how was he going to seduce her if he cdugen touch her? And
what was wrong with him anyway? He was acting kkavelve-year-old
instead of a grown man of thirty-six who knew tleere. Or until today he
would have thought he knew the score. “The higbests called Santis,”
he said, “we get a nice view of it from the balcariyny chalet.”

Nice. A word he loathed.

Fifteen minutes later they drove through the litdesn of Appenzell, with
its brightly painted, decorative houses, its windbexes crammed with
geraniums, and its quaintly carved signs. A milé¢ aiutown, Cal took a
driveway that wound up the hillside to a gabled dero chalet. More
Window boxes, the bleating of the white goats thelonged to a villager,



and a view that indeed he loved, for as alwaysbentains beckoned to
him. “Well,” he said tritely, “here we are.”

The rest of the evening would long remain in hisrmogy as one of the
most excruciating in his life. He showed Joannah® spacious guest
room, the open window filled with the scent of resleat grew against the
fence. He produced a credible meal of farmer’'s ageisandosti, crusty
potato cakes, along with a salad from his neigtsbgarden. He talked. My
God, how he talked. He even made her laugh onteice. But by the end
of the meal she was openly yawning. “Cal, I'm somyt | didn’t sleep
well last night, and | feel like I've been up fossv’

“There’s lots of hot water,” he said, “feel freeltave a shower. And get up
whenever you feel like it in the morning." He lednever and chastely
kissed her on the cheek, keeping his arms at Hesswvith an effort that
knotted his shoulders with tension. She steppedck Wbaster than was
necessary, smiled in his general direction andskaed down the hallway.

Seduction? That was the joke of the century. Btashke was regretting her
decision to come here; even more plainly, she visasgghim the message
that an affair was out of the question. So hadrearded that' kiss outside
her cottage, the passionate generosity of her msgpoher shallow

breathing and heated skin?

Whether he’d dreamed it or not, it was obvioustiiag of the past. Not to
be repeated. Joanna had come to Switzerland toradh@ scenery, meet
Lenny and take home some Swiss chocolate. Havelaam@ed holiday,
exactly what he’'d promised her. And that, Cal Freenwas that.



CHAPTER NINE

JOANNA woke at six-thirty in the morning, after aligl eight hours of
sleep. She’d left the curtains open, and the palle [mht of dawn flooded
the room. She got up and looked out. Wraiths ot iienketed the valley;
the early sun gilded the hills and the distant pefalSantis. Somewhere
close nearby a cow was chewing the cud, its bellrhgthmic
accompaniment. The roses smelled delicious.

Without stopping to think, she pulled on some jeand a sweatshirt, ran a
brush through her hair and laced her sneakers. $hencrept down the
hall and out the front door onto the veranda, wtsdre filled her lungs

with clean country air. Purposefully she set offvdathe driveway, goats
scattering at her approach.

After her grand resolution to have an affair withal @nd start a baby, she’'d
spent the night alone in her double bed sleepkaydibaby.

She wasn't even sure he wanted an affair. He’ddactere like her uncle,
or a brother. Kissing her on the cheek, never quteéng his arms around
her, and talking non-stop. Speech could be a vest ploy to keep
someone at a distance and avoid all the essentials.

But then she hadn’t been exactly honest when rekddaher how she was.
Asked with the kind of intensity that meant he’dllg wanted an answer.

Tired, she’'d said. Not really here. What she shtwade said' was that her
plan to get pregnant, which had seemed quite mabégen Sally’s back
garden with a bottle of wine on the table and Safig Dianne encouraging
her, had revealed itself as utterly outrageousénantiseptic cleanliness of
the Kloten airport when face-to-face with the pw&father.

She should never have come here. Just wait urgikalw her two friends
again. Friends, huh. Friends didn’t talk you inttngsensical projects that
you couldn’t possibly carry out.



Cal didn’'t want her anymore. Had no plans to junmpher, to use his
phrase. And Wasn't that what really rankled? Altijotnurt would be a
more accurate word for the way she felt.

She took a little path that meandered along thpeslgellow and white
daisies nodding good morning to her. So was shegg spend this brief
holiday bemoaning her undesirability? Or was shagyto enjoy herself as
much as she could?

The latter, Joanna thought valiantly, and concésdran the stretch of her
leg muscles and the pastoral beauty of her suringadAn hour later,
feeling wide awake and very hungry, she let hersethe front door as
quietly as she’d exited. Cal must still be sleepifige padded toward the
bathroom in her socked feet, hoping she could batething for breakfast
in the kitchen without having to open every cupldoar

The bathroom door swung open and Cal stepped aiti. 3\finy shriek of
alarm, because she’d thought she was the only prend about, Joanna
walked right into him. Into his bare chest, inte #towel swathed around
his hips.

Into his waiting arms.

Heaven, she thought. Sheer heaven. And felt his déighten around her,
fasten on her as if she were his heart's desirentdétered her name,
burying his face in her hair, raining kisses on theoat, pushing her shirt
aside and tracing the line of her collarbone withlips. Her Whole body
was engulfed in a wave of desire so primitive, igock, that she forgot
everything but the delicious sensuality of Cal’'sutioon her flesh.

She put her arms around his shoulders, caressiagtaiitly flowing
muscles, the hardness of bone, the heat of histBkinsmelled of pine-
scented soap and of the man himself. As he pukeddughly to his hips,
she felt that other hardness with every nerve ofdoely. She wanted him.
Here. Now. She Wanted to know him in all the wayscaan can know a
man, completely and without holding back anythihgerself.

“Cal,” she whispered, “oh, Cal, make love to me...”



He raised his head, his eyes boring into hers.dhtto. More than | can
say...are you sure, Joanna?”

Her eyes shining, she said, “More sure than I'verdeen of anything in
my life.”

He said roughly, “You’re so honest. So generous.”

“I thought last night you didn’t want me anymore.”

His laugh was wry. “I was thinking exactly the saat®ut you.”
“You were?”

“But | was wrong?"

That he should need reassurance moved her deepWe ‘were both
wrong,” she said softly, and guided his hand to least. “Touch me,
Cal...”

She hadn’t bothered with a bra when she’d goneidritso early. She
watched his face change as he traced the soft sWk#r breast to its tip;
then his mouth plummeted to hers as imperioushrasagle falls from the
sky.

She met him more than halfway, parting her lipghe demands of his
tongue, making her own demands in a way new to drel utterly
liberating.

Even now, before she’d made love with Cal, she $mweknew that he

would welcome everything she was willing to give. $he opened to him,
trusting him with both body and soul; as his hamaghly pushed aside her
sweat-shirt to smooth her bare skin, she said anllg a touch of shyness,
“This isn’t fair.”

He glanced at her, his smile weakening her kné&®at’s not fair, darling
Joanna?”



“You're only wearing a towel. But I've got clothes. | happen to be a
thoroughly modern woman who believes in equality.”

“Plus the towel’s slipping.”
She looked down, blushed and said lamely, “Sa’it is

“In the interests of equality,” he said, “I shouéke you to bed and remove
every stitch you're wearing.”

“Sounds like a plan,” she said with a brilliant gami

He swung her into his arms; as she linked her fsngeound his nape, she
said, “You have little black flecks in your eyes.”

“I could drown in yours,” Cal said. “Or clothe mysm your hair.”
Shaken, she felt tears prick her lids. “That’s\gelg thing to say.”

He pushed at his bedroom door with his knee, kissive sweep of her
cheekbone. “I want you to know one thing--I'm nakihg you to bed to
have a casual affair. | don’t know what you arerte--I'm being honest
here--but there’s something between us, I'd swet’t

But Joanna didn’'t want talk. Especially talk abthe future. She reached
up, kissing him with lingering pleasure on the nmpwnd saw the gray of
his eyes darken to a storm of longing. Then hepgdplowering her onto
the crumpled sheets on his bed. “Last night | deshabout you...and now
you’re here. In my bed.”

“It's where | want to be,” she whispered.

He dropped the towel to the floor. Fully naked,|é&ned over, one hand
on either side of her, and kissed her with passeomdensity. She pulled
him down, exulting in his weight, his closeness Wery obvious hunger
for her. Their tongues danced, his tracing the softre of her lower lip,

then plunging to taste all her sweetness. Her lraamg in her chest, she
pressed the softness of her breasts against tenadlrof his chest.



He muttered, “You did say something about too malothes, didn’t
you?”

She laughed, a carefree ripple of pure happin&¥bat are you going to
do about it?”

He raised himself on his palms. “Let me show yolkien, with barely
restrained impatience, he tugged at the hem oéweatshirt, raising it so
the twin peaks of her breasts shone like ivoryhim toom’s pale light. For
a long moment he was silent. Then he said huskKilgan't believe how
exquisite you are. Tell me I'm not dreaming, Joahna

“I'll show you,” she said, and with a lithe twist leer body, sat up, pulling
the shirt over her head.

Her hair, black as night, slid like water over eeasts, both hiding and
revealing them. Cal took them in his hands, teaiegpink buds of here
nipples, running his mouth over the firm rise ofr Hfeesh until she
whimpered with mingled pleasure and need. Therakedher back on the
pillows, his fingers pulling down the zipper on leans and drawing them
over her hips.

His eyes were fastened on her face. As he letifgeitips drift down her
thighs, she gasped with delight, her hips archipsgard. Lifting her in his
hands, he stroked with lips and hands the arc ofihecage, the curve of
her waist and flare of her hips. Then he loweredweight onto her, his
chest hair abrading her breasts, his arousal heatddsilky between her
thighs.

He was ready for her. More than ready. What a $befd been to think he
no longer wanted her, when every nuance of touchimpetus of desire
now assured her of the contrary. As she moved ipsridelow him, aching
to gather him in, Words suddenly flashed acrossrhed.I'm getting what

| came here for: an affair with Cal. A possible gnancy.

The baby I've always wanted.

A baby had been the last thought in her mind teeflaw minutes. Briefly
she turned her head away, closing her eyes, feaintbough someone had



thrown ice-cold water in her face. As he’d carrtegl into his bedroom,
Cal had been honest with her about his feelings. b was about to
deceive him. Use him for her own ends. Could shethiit? Return truth
with lies?

“Joanna, what's wrong? Did | hurt you?"

There was such concern in Cal's voice that of aknha’'s emotions,
shame was uppermost. She couldn’t do it. Much adosiged for a baby,
she couldn't lie to Cal either in words or actiods. deserved better of her
than that. She stammered, “I--I have somethinglto/ou”

He reared up on his elbow, smoothing her hair fioen face, tension
tightening his jaw. “What is it, sweetheart?"

Sweetheart..She said rapidly, before she could lose her cajraghe
reason | changed my mind about coming to Switzdrkansee you--Cal,
I’'m so ashamed of myself.”

“Tell me, Joanna.”

She bit her lip. “Ever since | was a kid, I've wedtto be a mother. To
have a child of my own. But Gustave didn't wantldten, although he
didn’t tell me that until after we were married. dAon my next birthday |
turn twenty-nine. So | decided | should come her@ laave an affair with
you and perhaps I'd get pregnant-oh, God, it sosodsordid, I'm sorry...”

His eyes narrowed. “What made you confess? Bedamsght as well tell
you, birth control was the last thing on my mind.”

“I couldn’t use you like that,” Joanna said in &lgoice. “Or deceive you.
It would be wrong.”

He tilted her chin to the light, his gaze pinionimgy to the bed. “So was all
that an act?" he said harshly. “You were just préiteg desire, so you
could start a baby?”

HNO!H



“Are you sure?”

“Cal, | swear to you | wanted you more than | ewanted Gustave. | can’t
explain it, | don’t understand it--but it's true.oM think I'd have gone to
bed with you otherwise?"

“I don’t know...after all, what do | really know abt you?”

The words poured out. “I've never gone to bed vatiyone other than
Gustave. | hated sex with him almost from the beigig, he was as selfish
in bed as out. | couldn’t have got this close ta yathout wanting you, of

course | couldn’t.” She paused, frowning. “It woudd like trying to write

a book whose story I'd stolen from someone elsa, didn’'t spring from

my own imagination. Don’t you see? Anyway,” she ediavith a flare of

spirit, “if I'd only cared about getting pregnaat) | had to do was keep
my mouth shut.”

He let out his breath in a small sigh. “l supposé s

“I'm really sorry about all this,” Joanna said prilly. “I'm going to get
on the first plane out of here--I should never heeme, | must have been
out of my mind. And the last thing | should do igeh Lenny, that would
be a disaster.”

But Cal, she suddenly realized, wasn't listening;Had the air of a man
who was thinking hard and fast. She sat up, grapbtanher shirt, wishing

he’d pull the sheets over the sculpted lines otdiiso with its pelt of dark
hair and elegant curve of ribs. Confession or he, &ill wanted him: her
whole body was an ache of unfulfilled desire.

Not that she was going to tell him that. One casites before breakfast
was more than enough.

He said in a peculiar voice, “You know, this cowtll work out for the
best.”

“I don’t see how,” she said. “I'm going home, Cabday.”



“You could have a baby, Lenny could have a motaed as for me--why,
| could wake up every morning to find you in my Bed

A cold fist clamped around Joanna’s heart. “Wdnatyou talking about?”
“Marriage," he said.

"Marriage?" she squawked.

“That’s right. You and I. We’'ll get married. I'd béelighted to make a
baby with you...and Lenny would love to have a lheotor sister, she
doesn't really like being an only child. |1 know 8hdéke you. She can
come back to live in Vermont because you'll bengithere, too, so that
solves the problem of her homesickness. And youtwave to have part-
time jobs because I'll pay off all your debts angbort you-so you can
write all the time. It works out perfectly, Joarina.

“But | don’t want to get married!”

“Of course you do. You want a baby, don’t you?"

“Haven’t you heard of single mothers?"

“Not a good idea if there’'s a viable alternativ&al said confidently;
“Much better for the child to have two parents. fhane of the main
reasons I've wanted to remarry, to give Lenny arsigther.”

A viable alternative. As if he were discussing #teck market, not the
state of holy matrimony, thought Joanna in trug.fd¥ou’'re not hearing
me,” she said crisply. “You might want to remarByt | don’'t.” ”

“I keep telling you I’'m not Gustave!”

“Maybe not. Although how would | know until it's ¢olate? | didn’t find
out what Gustave was like until after | was martietim."

“Then we’ll live together for a while, if that’ll mke you feel better.”



He had an answer for everything. Feeling beleaguened horribly
unhappy, Joanna hauled her sweatshirt over her, saguhg in a muffled
voice, “I'll probably never remarry. But | certajnlvon’t marry another
mountaineer. So that's that. Now let's phone thdinai and have
breakfast.”

As she emerged from the folds of her shirt, she wétv another rush of
fury that Cal was laughing at her. He said, “YowWolike a bantam
rooster, all your feathers ruffled; Joanna, sto@ #mnk for a minute. All
three of us--four, when our baby’s born--can havatwhke want. It's so
simple.”

Our baby...Joanna smothered a pain so sharp that she almedtauit.
She said in a hostile voice, “You know one thingtth wrong with this
scenario? It's all about convenience. Nothing tanth feelings.”

He rapped, “Don't tell me you didn’t have any fags when | was kissing
you!”

“Love, Cal,” she fumed, “I'm talking about love. Yadon’t love me and |
don’t love you. So we can’t possibly get married.”

“You, | presume, were in love with Gustave when yoarried him...I was
in love with Suzanne. Gustave took you to the @€anand Suzanne sure
did the same to me. The kind of agreement we'd haweld be much
better than all this talk about love. Because thalf’ it is. Talk.”

Joanna didn’t have to be a mind reader to heap#ie underlying Cal’s
declaration. “How did Suzanne take you to the c¢af?”

As he restlessly moved his shoulders, the musiesed across his chest.
“She never grew up,” he said. “She didn’t want dtgh, Lenny was a
mistake. She just wanted me to climb mountaing; fhla stock market and
leave her free to shop. Paris, London, New Yorks¢hwere Suzanne’s
playgrounds, and in my heart | knew she wouldnitehleen unhappy if
I'd never come back from one of my expeditions. '&heave much

preferred being a rich widow than a rich man’s wédé the fun and none
of the responsibility.” He added with a wry twidt lds mouth, “She also
lied to me as often as she told the truth--one mmeason | had trouble



believing you back in January. | was like you, yoaing when | married to
know the score.”

So Cal’'s marriage had been, in its way, as muchwésteland as her own.
“I'm sorry,” Joanna muttered inadequately.

“It's in the past. Over and done with.”

She wasn't so sure about that. “Either way,” shd sarefully, “I can’t
marry you. Not to have a baby, not for conveniemog,for Lenny’s sake.
It wouldn’t work, | know it wouldn’t--I've had ondéad marriage, | don't
need another.”

“You’re making a big mistake, you know that?”

“It's time you added the wordoto your vocabulary!"

He grated, “I've already told Lenny you’ll be withe today, and you're
not going to disappoint her. So you'll stay un@t&day as planned.”

Saturday was an aeon away, and how could she bdag with Cal yet
unable to make love with him? “Tell her | had ty thome for an
emergency,” Joanna cried.

“I won't lie to my daughter for you or anyone else.

She flushed. “So I've got to act as though I'm dgleted to be with you
from now until Saturday? What's that if not a li&Re’s smart, she’ll know
something’s wrong.”

“The more | listen to you, the more | think you weacting your head off
in bed. So to act delighted for a couple of daysugin't be any problem.”

He couldn’t have said anything more calculatedu.h

“And a happy vacation to you, too,” she retortedusg her legs off the
bed and got up. “I'm going to have a shower.”



Cal, who had somehow maintained a formidable dygntiile stark naked,
made no move to stop her. Joanna stalked to thedsh, locked the door
and stared at herself in the mirror. So Cal thosgletd been faking desire:
one lie on top of another. And .once again, shesdnbthwarted in her
longing for a child.

She mustn'’t start to cry: because she might netegr. doanna turned the
water on cold and stepped in the shower. If sheewaiting this scene,
there’d be a fadeout, and she’d find herself at dhvport on Saturday
without having to live through the intervening fadays. She’d edit them
out.

But unfortunately this was reality. She had to g @ the kitchen, eat
breakfast with Cal and drive to Lenny’s school.

How was she going to make small talk with Cal after confession and
his ridiculous proposal? And what if she reallyetkLenny?

More to the point, Joanna thought, shivering asctbh@ water ran down
her spine, how was she going to keep her handSa#

Next time Dianne and Sally had an idea, she wasggtd run to her
cottage, lock herself in and hide under the bed.

Bed...that word again.

A word she couldn’t separate from another threedatord. Cal.



CHAPTER TEN

SUNLIGHT filtering through handmade lace curtaiti®e scent of newly
mown grass, the plaintive bleating of goats andféihaeway clang of cow
bells: the setting was idyllic, Cal thought, gazingt of the kitchen
window at the blindingly white snow on the moun&giAnd he wished he
were a thousand miles away.

With Joanna a thousand miles in the opposite dinect

Then the skin on the back of his neck prickled aseard the pad of her
approaching footsteps. He turned to face her. Hdr, lwvhose midnight

sheen had lain like silk over her naked breasts, neav held with a clasp
on her nape; she was wearing a simple cap-sleewss dine blue of the
lobelias in his window boxes, sandals on her bagt. {Steeling himself,
knowing it would be all too easy to refrain fromnaitting the truth, he

rasped, “I shouldn't have said that about you gcitnbed. | don’t think

you were.”

Joanna stopped dead in her tracks. “You know wlfat? have a singular
talent for taking me by surprise.”

“Well, that's something,” 'Cal said wryly.

“I was definitely not expecting you to apologize.”
“I didn’t apologize. | made a retraction.”

“Oh, pardon me,” she snorted.

He was starting to enjoy himself; especially whae added, “I certainly
wasn’t. Acting, | mean.”

Her cheeks were fuchsia-pink. “You're sure not ffgent to me,” he said
slowly. “Guess | should be glad of that.”



She was frowning at him. “I just figured somethimgf--1 really hurt your
feelings, didn’t I? When | said | wouldn’t marry yg

Hurt, anger, frustration, desire: what hadn’t H&?fel don't like rejection,”
Cal said. “Who does?”

“You're not used to it,” Joanna said shrewdly.

The words fell from his tongue without consciouditian. “Suzanne never
really liked sex. For her, it was part of the bamglagot to have sex, she
got to spend money.”

“So sex is a loaded issue for you, too. Truly | whacting, Cal.”

“We’d better eat,” he said brusquely. “I don’t waatbe late for Lenny.”
She glanced at the table. Muesli, fresh strawleriaead slices of
cantaloupe, chocolate-coated croissants and a fpdel@ious smelling
coffee; she felt her throat tighten. In a rush saiel, “Gustave never once
retracted anything he said, and he certainly ngetebreakfast for me--that
was woman’s work. And now | really will shut up.”

She plunked herself down at the table and reaabethé pot of coffee at
the same time as Cal. Briefly his hand overlaidshehe stared with
fascination at the tendons and white-scarred kmgckHe said in a
strangled voice, “You've got to stop doing that.”

“l took a cold shower--not that it did any good.”

“It'd take a couple of glaciers to cool me down.”

“Swimming in the Atlantic in January.”

“Scaling an Antarctic crevasse.”

She chuckled. “I'm not that sexy. Pour the coffesaybe caffeine will
help.”



Since when had he laughed with a woman as muchitasJaanna? And
she was indeed that sexy. “Did you know muesli ev&wiss invention?”
he said.

“I know it's very good for you, and if | eat a bdwl | can justify stuffing.
myself with croissants.”

He grinned. “A woman called Heidi makes them. Hasliand yodels, just
to complete the stereotype.”

She helped herself to cereal and fruit, and foesdvminutes they chatted
about the local economy. Then Joanna asked, takisgcond croissant,
“What have you told Lenny about me?”

“That you're the writer Ann Cartwright and the wiwlaf a mountaineer.
That's about it.”

Lenny had been extremely curious about Joannatheutmore questions
she’d asked, the more Cal had clammed up. He adtledny writes
poetry. I'm not sure which scares me more, poetrypuberty. Her real
name’s Ghislaine, by the way. But she startedraglhierself Lenny when
she was three, and it stuck. Suzanne always dadlehislaine, and made
her wear frilly dresses...-to this day, Lenny’s stimmng of a tomboy.”

“I'm looking forward to meeting her,” Joanna salthr wouldn’t she learn
more about Cal by seeing father and daughter tegeth

As though he’d read her mind, Cal said evenly, “hot retracting my
proposal of marriage.”

Her knife clattered on the plate. “Stop it, Cal.”

“We get along well, we're attracted to each othed ave could help each
other out. Aren’t those better reasons for marrihge undying love?”

The croissant suddenly tasted like paper. Joanamedt her coffee and
stood up. “I'm going to clean my teeth. Then I'nadg to go.”

“Think about it, Joanna. Think very hard.”



“I bet sheer stubbornness got you to the top othalse mountains,” she
said nastily.

His jaw tightened. “I don’'t want us sniping at eacther in front of
Lenny.”

“I'll be as sweet and gooey as a chocolate croissan
“I mean it!”

“I promise that the--the impasse between you andmiienot spoil your
visit with your daughter.”

“You're every bit as stubborn as | am.”
“But not as arrogant.”

“You're twice as sexy,” he said, and watched unngllamusement flicker
across her features.

“I couldn’t possibly be,” she said, and fled themn

They left ten minutes later, driving the short digte to St. Gallen through
the lushly green countryside, then taking the marstreets with care. The
fifteenth-century houses, built to encircle the abhbevere lavishly
decorated with gilt and brightly colored paint,Ifaf Gothic charm. The
abbey was famous for its sacred art and magnificeqgpointed library;
the tolling of bells echoed among the rooftops. yés school was just
north of the town; a crowd of girls were gatheredtioe wide stone steps,
and as Cal pulled up, one of them detached heasdltame running down
the steps toward them. Swiftly Cal got out of the. c

Lenny had a cap of gleaming brown hair, braces@alts gray eyes: that
much Joanna saw before the girl flung herself o father's arms. “I-li,
Dad, great to see you, I'm so glad it's the last daterm and | can wear
real clothes, not a uniform, and I've got a fawwask you.”



Cal swung his daughter into the air. “Great to gee, too. You're a half
an inch taller than last time.”

“For sure? | thought | was going to be short foréve

“Forever’s a long time, Lenny,” Cal said, and pet down on the ground
again. '

None of this was acting, either, thought Joanna;atfection between the
two of them was very real. Her throat choked witio&on. Lucky Cal. If
his marriage had been far from ideal, at leastdteLlenny.

Then Cal said, “Joanna’s in the car.”

Hastily Lenny smoothed down her hair and tuggeldeatT-shirt. Oh, no,
Joanna thought, she’s nervous. Neophyte poet noeétsally acclaimed
author. She climbed out of the car and walked atdonmeet Lenny, her
hand held out. “Hello, Lenny,” she said with a wasmile, “I've heard so
much about you. I'm delighted to meet you.”

Lenny gulped. “Hello, Mrs. Strassen.”

“Unless your father objects, I'd much prefer todadled Joanna.”

“Fine with me,” Cal said.

“Good,” said Joanna. “You must be happy to be heptdome, Lenny.”

“I miss the farm, and my horse and the dogs ansl. ¢atd Dad, too, of
course.”

She, Joanna, by agreeing to marry Cal, could puerah to Lenny’s
homesickness. She said quickly, “You must tell meranabout your
horse.. .l used to have one when | was growing up.”

“Horses were in your book.”



‘I have a feeling a lot of my childhood was in tHadok,” Joanna said
dryly. “A bit like undressing in public. Your fathéold me you write. If
you like, we can talk about that, too.”

“Oh, I'm not a real writer. Not like you.”

“Everyone has to begin somewhere. And who saysrgonbt a real
writer?”

Lenny hesitated. “Me, | guess.”

“Inner critics are the very worst kind.”

Lenny was now gazing at Joanna with something hi&e worship. Not

quite sure how to deal with this, Joanna heard &&&| “What was the
favor you wanted, Lenny?”

“My best friend Jan had to go home a week ago Israhe had the Bu
really badly. She’s better now and wants me torgbsday overnight at her
house before | go home. Her parents say it's okaw |, Dad?”

“Isn’t that in Zermatt?”

“It's not that far.”

“I'd have to see if we could get hotel rooms.”

Joanna bit her lip, feeling suddenly frightenedthiéy went to Zermatt, it
would mean another night in Cal’'s proximity, witliothe safety of

Lenny’s presence. Then Lenny said, “I bet you ceytili’ve got all sorts

of connections in Zermatt. There’s a phone justdaghe main door,

Dad.”

Cal's gaze met Joanna’s and held it; she had reowdet he was thinking.
He said abruptly, “That okay with you, Joanna?”

“Fine,” she said brightly.



He took the steps two at a time. Lenny said, “Dddrsl of famous in
Zermatt--he rescued four climbers who got in treutsh the north face of
the Matterhorn when the weather changed. Dad waetit the rescue
helicopter and got them off the ledge, it was jalsbut a blizzard. Dad
hates to talk about sniff like that.”

So Cal took risks. Big risks. No reason why thabwtl upset her, all
mountaineers took risks, it went with the territoiphat he should be
courageous in the service of others, Joanna clwggore. Discovering
she didn’t want to talk about Cal to Cal's daughferanna said weakly, “I
see,” then changed the subject with a gauchenessorher. “What's your
horse’s name?”

Lenny chattered on for five minutes about all therals on the farm; then
Cal reappeared. “We're all set,” he said, “let’$ gaur luggage, Lenny.”

The journey to Zermatt was so beautiful that Joamaa out of
superlatives. They drove due south at first, skirthe Austrian border and
that of the little principality of Liechtensteinhén they turned west,
following the Vorderrhein River past magnificentstas of the Glamer
Alps. They stopped for lunch by a tumbling mountstiream, its turquoise
meltwater icy cold; a magpie scolded them fromgpruce trees, the high
peaks clothed in wisps of cloud. The Rhone valleytleem further west
until again they headed south along the Vispa. Ddnélets, houses as
blindingly white as the snow on the mountains ofai& the steep rocky
gorge at Stalden; and then, finally, the short triigmto Zermatt.

“Jan’ll meet us at that little café, Dad, on theimstreet,” Lenny said as
they disembarked. “We’re early, though.”

“We’'ll check in at the hotel first. Then we’ll hatane for a glass of wine
at the café,” Cal said. “Or else tea and pastdeanna has a sweet tooth
too, Lenny.”

Lenny had relaxed during the drive, Cal had notieedl now was chatting
to Joanna as if she’d known her for years. Hisitioto had told him that

the two of them would like each other; he’d beghti Somehow he had to
convince Joanna to marry him. Or at least live With. She was a perfect
choice from every angle that he could think ofréfised to believe that a



few mountains and the ghost of her husband couldngdne way. Or her
insistence that the two of them should be madlgwe with each other.

Love couldn’t be trusted. They both knew that.

Once they'd checked in, they walked back to th&.caénny and Joanna
were ahead of him, Joanna’s long, lightly tannegk lgleaming in the
sunlight, her dress gently outlining the curveshgd and waist; her hair
hung like a dark waterfall down her back. God, h@wvanted her!

Tonight he’'d be alone with her in the hotel. Wagbeng to move to Plan
D? Do his level best to seduce her?

A horse-drawn carriage clopped past, and two ofulbiguitous electric
taxis whizzed by. At the café, the roar of the rieserlaid the guttural
Swiss-German dialect; as they were led to theiletaibey could see the
jagged tooth of the Matterhorn’s summit risingnfrats wrap of cloud.

Then a man's voice called, “Cal, how are you? hdiknow you were in
the area.”

"Rudolf, good to see you--we just arrived,” Caldsdit's been a while...
join us, why don’t you?”

Rudolf, it transpired, was a member of the mountastue patrol; his eyes
were very blue in his weather-beaten face. “You thwasne and see our
new helicopter, Cal,” he enthused, “the very latastechnology. One of
these days they won't even need pilots. Would #ladéeks excuse you for a
short while?”

Lenny grinned, clearly entranced by Rudolf's cqulibw. As for Joanna,
the less time she spent with Cal, the better. Buiitlg him was like being
presented with the biggest chocolate croissantwiitz8rland and then
being told you mustn’t touch it. “Okay by me,” sbed.

“Sure,” said Lenny. “Here’s Jan’s phone number, Dddbe back at the
hotel around nine tomorrow because the whole fahaly to go to Geneva
in the morning.”



“Have a good time,” Cal said, kissing his dauglmerthe cheek. “Joanna,
you'll be all right for a while?"

“I'll do some window-shopping,” she said. “Why dénve meet at the
hotel at seven?”

He leaned over and kissed her on the cheek, tdodusug her shiver of
response, she smiled at him sweetly. “Take youe tittl enjoy being on
my own.”

His eyes narrowed. “I'll be back before seven.”

As the two men threaded their way through the &hleanna noticed how
women'’s eyes followed Cal’'s progress. And why nde? carried himself
with an easy assumption of masculine power coupidda kind of animal
grace that was incredibly sexy. Why would she keedhly one to notice
him? He'd have no trouble finding a second wife amtiother for Lenny;
the Women would line up from here to the tip of khatterhorn.

Joanna came back to earth with a bump as Cal’'shtiaugaid rather too
casually, “Have you known Dad for long?”

“We met in January. But we've really seen verylditof each other,”
Joanna said repressively.

"Oh.” Lenny hesitated. “He never goes on holidayhwanyone. Except
me. So | kind of thought--"

“Lenny,” Joanna said gently, “I think your fathed you I'm a widow.
My husband was also a mountaineer, he died on Amnagdast October. |
don’t really want to get involved with anyone rigtdaw.”

Lenny’s delicate features were screwed up in thougut maybe later?”

“I don’'t think so. You see, | found it very diffitubeing married to
someone who was, in effect, married to the moustdiwas always afraid
that he’'d be killed...and then he was. So I'm nkel{ to choose another
mountaineer for a husband--if that's what you'rétigg at.”



She smiled into Lenny’s gray eyes. “Or maybe I'mping the gun. | just
don’t want you pinning your hopes on something 'shatot going to
happen.”

Lenny said naively, “I like you. Lots of adults sdyngs like,you wouldn’t
understandor you’re much too young, dea¥ou treat me like I'm grown
up. Do you have any kids?”

Joanna fiddled with her cutlery. “No.”

Lenny said with another of those outbursts of honéswish Dad would
quit climbing. | get scared, too. Every time he go&lthough I've never
told him because | don’t want him to stop becaudsee If you know what
| mean.”

“I know exactly what you mean.”

Lenny frowned. “You know, it's funny but | don’'t member my mother
worrying much. She used to sing around the housmvile was gone. And
go out shopping lots. She was awfully pretty, ke ine. She used to call
me her little brown sparrow.”

Joanna swallowed a rush of anger toward the unkrewaanne. She said
calmly, “You'll be a Ghislaine before long, Lennygu wait and see. Your
eyes are beautifully shaped, and once your brasegane and your face
fills out a little, you’ll be stunning.”

“Me?”

“Yes, you.”

“Wow.” Lenny sat up a little taller. “But you’re me beautiful than
anyone I've ever seen...I'll never look like you.”

“Nor should you--you'll look like yourself.”
To Joanna’s great relief, a tall red-haired gididenly hailed Lenny from

the far side of the café. “Oh, there’s Jan,” Lersiayd, and waved; Jan’s
parents were standing in the background. Lenny gaamna a blinding



smile. “Thanks for telling me all that stuff. Maybdeve both work on Dad,
he’ll quit climbing.” Then she grabbed her overridfag and hurried to
meet her friend.

Joanna watched them leave. So Lenny wanted Joamnmatapmother; and
hadn’'t wanted to hear how impossible that was. ffbeble was, Joanna
would love to be Lenny’s stepmother; she’d warmedCal’'s daughter
from the start.

One more reason she should never have come toeBhaiid.

Joanna read for a while, drinking herbal tea artablimg on yet more
pastries. Time for a walk, or else she wouldn'tnitd this dress anymore.
Determined not to think about either Cal or Lendganna set off. The
crowded main street fascinated her, with its cldsmytiques where she did
indeed just window-shop; she browsed happily imakistore for the better
part of an hour, and avoided the shops carryinmlehg equipment,
although she couldn’t as easily avoid all the cleng) some with harnesses
and grappling hooks dangling from their waists.itlthadn’t been for
Gustave’s climbing gear, she would never have naé&t.C

She soon discovered the winding back lanes, whemangms and
fuchsias cascaded from the window boxes of theelithalets; after
exploring there, she passed some more souvenirsshapcing at the
ubiquitous silhouette of the Matterhorn on evemyhifrom T-shirts to
teapots; wandering further, she found herself@gttes of a cemetery.

A special cemetery, set apart for all those who diad on the mountain
that dominated the skyline. Most of them men, maimhem young.

As Gustave had been young. As Cal was young.

Cal. She gazed at the rough carving of a coil gfer@mn one of the
headstones. What if something happened to Cal smdwxt expedition?
What if he never came back? How would she bear it?

She rested her fingers on the rough stone: Sheixgrngee him again.
Lenny would be left an orphan, and she, Joanna)dmoe--her thoughts
slammed to a stop. Distraught? Bereft? Filled waitfar deeper grief than



the pain she'd felt for Gustave? Gustave had negaored the mountains
with a matching honesty and integrity of his ownt Bal always would.

I'm not in love with Cal.
| can’t afford to be in love with him.

| am in love with him.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

JOANNA stood very still, the headstone warming & touch, her heart
thumping as though she’d been running through titeets of Zermatt. Had
she done what she’'d sworn she’d never do, falletowe again? With
another mountain climber?

The thought of Cal being buried by an avalanchieglyroken-boned in a
crevasse, or falling from ‘a sheer rock face to tesmth: she knew too
much about the very real dangers, and her imagmatould supply the
rest. Each of the infinite possibilities filled heith horror.

No, she thought frantically. Not Cal.

The stones, humped and weathered, wavered in &ecgl The heat of the
sun and the glancing shadows mocked her: for hala’truellest of jokes
been played on her? Once again she’d fallen in atle a mountaineer, a
man in love with danger. But she could never teti ko, and she couldn’t
possibly live with him.

She had to get out of here. Her dark glasses hidegrgeyes, Joanna
stumbled out of the cemetery and back onto thestst®he’'d go to the
hotel, where she could be alone. Out on the shieethis, there were too
many people and too much noise; and she herseltavatar from home

and all that was familiar and safe.

Blind to the allure of the boutiques, doing hertliesavoid pedestrians, she
took a wrong turn and found herself in the backets again. Suppressing
a whimper of pure distress, she stopped, tryingrient herself. The hotel
should be to her right.

She hurried across the road, a couple of minutes $&eing, far down the
street, the elegant facade of their hotel. Whatvetweted to do more than
anything was bury her face in her pillow and cry éges out. She couldn’t
do that: Cal was far too discerning. However, st soak in a hot bath.
Not exactly a cure for heartache. But it would hevdo.



A woman pushing a baby carriage passed just int fobrher, the baby
peacefully sleeping, one little fist curled inte itheek. Like a knife to the
heart, Joanna realized something else: that to ®aks child, loving him
as she did, would make her the happiest woman rin. ea

But she couldn’t. Cal didn't love her, and he’'d eeagree to her raising
his child on her own.

Tears filmed her vision. Frantic for privacy, Joarianged across the road
toward the hotel, not even seeing the electric tasing up the hill. A horn
assaulted her eardrums. Someone shouted a warhg. glanced
sideways and made a leap for the sidewalk. Butdeecaught on the curb.
She tumbled forward, her knees and palms slammimg ¢he cool
concrete. For an instant, she felt nothing. Them pgped along her
nerves.

"Madame permettez-moi..."
“Give the lady a hand up, now.”

A small crowd had surrounded her. Italian and Geraa@ded themselves
to the chorus, and a man started lifting her tofeet. And then she heard
the voice she least wanted to healodnna.what happened? Here, I'll
look after her, thanks for your help.”"

Arms went around her, lifting her. Cal’'s arms. Bswboth agony and bliss
to be held by him. The brass-ornamented doors svayeg and closed
behind her. An attendant offered more help in #ubeurmur, and then
blessedly she was in the elevator, the doors srposliutting out the rest
of the world. She faltered, “Let me down, it's nioidp-"

“You've removed a fair bit of skin from one kneedam not putting you
down until we get to our suite.”

“I just want to be by myself,” Joanna wailed, aodher horror started to
sob as though her heart were broken. Cal tuckedhé®d into his chest,
marched down a paneled corridor and inserted aictralouble doors that
were painted with sprightly scenes of a medievatigia. Inside, he carried
her straight to the bathroom, whose spotless nsippoesented Joanna with



several reflections of a black-haired woman witkebling knees in the
arms of a tanned, broad-shouldered man. The womas @vying.
Copiously. Between sobs, she said fiercely, “Calagiay!”

“NO_”
“I don’t want you here.”

“Too bad,” he said, and lowered her into a gilt-edighair covered with
exquisitely embroidered tapestry. Then he reacheand pulled off her
sunglasses. “What’s the matter?” he said so gémdityher eyes filled with
tears again. “Don’t cry, Joanna, | hate to seegrgu

“I| feel so s-stupid, falling like that on the strée

“You don’t know another soul here except me andnyerand we won't
tell her a thing,” he said comfortingly, meanwlskearching in his first-aid
kit for disinfectant and filling the sink. “This gbably reminds you of
when you fell on the ice and lost the baby.”

“Yes. ..yes, it does.” Grateful for his understarglishe wrinkled her nose
as he applied disinfectant; it slung enough to tad&eemind off everything
else. She snuffled, “I won't be able to wear sh@otgays.”

“I'll order room service for dinner--a fall like &t can leave you shaken
up.ﬂ

Cal was kneeling at her feet, smoothing on antds&it cream, his lean
fingers very gentle. His hair shone like polishedther under the lights; at
the open neck of his shirt she could see the tdngd#t on his chest. She
was stabbed by a desire so strong that she felbstlfaint; of its own
accord, her hand reached out and very lightly stidkis hair.

At that precise moment Cal looked up. She snatdterdhand back. ‘I
wasn't--"

He said hoarsely, “Joanna...sweetheart.”



He lifted her to her feet, wrapped her in an embtaat felt like heaven on
earth, and kissed her. Kissed her as he alwaysdissr, with passion and
a desperate hunger that more than matched her own.

Afterward, she dimly remembered being carried im®bedroom with its

huge bed and blue velvet drapes. She was never suie how they both
got out of their clothes; but she did rememberttbat of his naked skin on
hers, his weight pressing her into the mattressndttered, “I'll be careful

of your knees, my darling.” And then neither of theaid anything for

quite a while.

Clinging to him as though she might fall were siiéet go, Joanna ran her
fingers the length of his spine, caressing hislyantuscled shoulders,
kissing his mouth, his throat, his chest, andralwhile achingly aware of
his own explorations. Her breasts felt swollen, rifgples so sensitive that
she cried out as he laved them with his tonguenTie moved lower,

parting her thighs, seeking out her other sens#ési She was more than
ready for him, engulfed in a storm of longing taiuld brook no delay.

As a deep throbbing seized her, she felt him shtteher waiting warmth,

filling her, so that her whole body was locked ts. iAgain she cried out
his name.

His own throbbing leaped to meet hers, his facevalsing. But his eyes
held hers, feeding on her release, allowing hehtire his own so that she
fell headlong into a pleasure that was overwheligingense, an intimacy
greater than she'd ever known. Nothing else invtbdd existed but Cal
and herself, joined in the most primitive way pbesi

Her heart was hammering in her ears: or was itsCla#art? They were
indistinguishable, she thought with sudden fieraessessiveness; and
smiled at him with all her newly discovered lov®©H, Cal,” she said

breathlessly, “I've never in my life been swept sike that.”

“Nor I,” he said huskily. “But it all happened tamickly, | shouldn’t have
been so--”

‘I wasn't exactly telling you to slow down,” sheida“No buts...it was
perfect.”



He gave her a lingering kiss. “How are your knees?”
Her laugh cascaded like sunlight on water. “Kne&&iat knees?”

But then, as though it were she who had fallen iat@revasse, she
remembered her impetuous dash across the roadearsidden fall. She
sat bolt upright, her eyes wide with distress. flow I'm the one who
started this, you were so close and | wanted yomsoh--I just had to
touch your hair, | couldn’t stop myself. But | ditlplan it, truly | didn’t.”

Cal hesitated infinitesimally. “Plan it?”

“To get pregnant,” she cried. “I'm not on the pgind we didn’t use any
protection. But | swear it wasn't a setup.”

“l didn’t think you planned it,” he said slowly, dohg with the crooked
smile she loved so much, “surely you've heard oforggneous
combustion?”

If anything, her distress deepened. She’d sworketp her distance from
Cal and here she was naked in bed with him. Thatdo& be called

keeping her distance. And for all his endearmestis,knew he didn’t love
her. He didn’t believe in love. She pushed awaynfroim, hauling the
sheets up to cover her nudity. “We shouldn’t hameedthis,” she burst out.

“Joanna, we both wanted to. We're adults, neitfeus involved with
anyone else.”

"Involved,” she repeated bitterly. "What a cold-tdied word that is.”

“Then if you prefer, we're neither of us in lovetlwianyone else,” he
blazed. He reached for her, grasping her by thewsdband drawing her
nearer to his body. “And now we’re going to dogaa. Taking our time.”

To her utter consternation, desire spread a sldve dlcrough her body.
Already she wanted to make love with him again, thleeight sickly, and
struck him away. “You just don't get it, do youZvbn't have an affair
with you, Cal!”



“Then marry me.”

The force of his will smote her like a blow. Butathwas all it was.
Willpower. A rational list of all the reasons whiyesshould marry him.

Nothing to do with love.

“I can’t marry you. Or have an affair with you.” Bgerate to escape, she
slid from the bed, grabbed her clothes, which wserattered all over the
carpet, and clutched them to her chest. “Therething more to say,
except I'm sorry we went to bed together, we shotildave...I'll see you
in the morning.”

With the speed and litheness of an athlete, Cal stlsod up. He said with
dangerous softness, “l won'’t force you, it's not style. And | won't beg.
Any more than I'll tell you I love you when the vas are meaningless.
But be very careful here, Joanna. You'd be a foalény what's between
us.”

“Sex. That's all it is.”

“It's more than that, and you know it. It's somadiof elemental attraction
that I've never felt before and that | don’'t undangl--but I'm willing to
go with it. All ’'m asking is that you do the sarhe.

“And what happens if | do?” she flashed. “Will yaancel your next
expedition? Or will you head off to Annapurna leayime home in dread
of every phone call?”

“I don’t take unnecessary risks on the mountaing turned back far
more times than I've reached the summit--I'm ndbithe do-or-die stuff,
believe me.”

Which was, she realized, another source of his poweat he was
confident enough of his masculinity to know whertum back. “I won’t
do it to myself again,” she said flatly. “For mehave an affair with you
would be like heading for the summit in the wonstzard of the century.”



“For you to deny what's between us is to stay stackhe base camp for
the rest of your life.”

“There’s a difference between cowardice and legrfiom experience!”
“l said | wasn’t going to beg, Joanna--and I'm hot.

“| can’t take this anymore,” she said raggedlyll‘theet you downstairs in
the lobby at nine tomorrow morning.”

Head held high, her clothes trailing on the floora loose bundle, she
walked away from him; and with each step felt asuth her heart were
being torn in two.

She could have spent the night in his arms; heeddnér to, and didn’t she
crave to with every nerve in her body?

But at what cost?

Her bedroom adjoined the palatial living room; sipened the door and
closed it behind her, the click of the latch agrd@¥e as the final sentence
of a book.

The End.

And what a horribly unhappy and ambivalent endstge thought. But |
can't edit it. It has to stay the way it is.

Sinking down on the bed, Joanna pressed her hanlertface. Her skin
smelled elusively of Cal. With a smothered cry ekpiair, she closed her
eyes; never in her life had she felt so alone.

Cal woke in the middle of the night from a restlek=ep punctuated with
nightmares. The cry he'd heard--was that part sfdieam or had it been
real?



He lay still, eyes wide open, and heard it againwas coming from

Joanna’s room, he realized, and surged to his Tdedre couldn’'t be a
break-in, the security in the hotel equaled thathef Zurich banks. But if
someone was in her room, he’d flatten the bastestidnd ask questions
afterward.

He flung the door open and stood still, his eygssinhg to the darkness.
The room was empty but for Joanna; she was lying tangled heap of
bedclothes and even as he watched, she gave aonbthesse cries of utter
desolation.

Pierced to the heart, he sat down on the bed aherga her into his arms,
cradling her head to his bare chest. Her nightgaavaopncoction of silk

and lace, was calculated to drive any man out sfrhind. “Wake up,

sweetheart,” he urged, “you’re having a bad dream.”

Her eyes dew open, full of primitive terror. “Cal8tie whispered, pushing
herself away from him. Cal? But you're dead, | just identified the
body...”

She thrust her fist into her mouth, biting hardtba knuckles. “It was in
the morgue...they'd called me, Gustave had fallemfthe Matterhorn. So
| went there. But when they showed me the bodyagn’t Gustave. It was
you...”

“'m right here, Joanna,” Cal said matter-of-factlyl climbed the

Matterhorn in my twenties and have no desire tolglit again. It was a
dream, that’s all. You're awake now and everythsngkay.”

“A dream,” she repeated, as he reached over andthew her fingers flat.

“I was awake and | heard you cry out.”

Her shoulders sagged. “What are we going to do? Cahn’t be around
you .like this, it's too painful.”

Suzanne had never showed him her pain; perhaps sieer allowed
herself to feel any. Even her final illness hadrbae swift and deadly as a
heart attack, with no time for her to talk about fezlings. But Joanna was



as open with her emotions as with her desire. Sungetight-held shifted
in Cal's chest; his one desire to comfort her, did,s'Just let me hold you
for a while. Until you go back to sleep.”

When he drew her toward him, she surrendered witinyasigh. The
softness of her breasts heated his rib cage, hemathtbng teasing his
shoulder with its elusive warmth. His reaction veasirely predictable, he
thought ruefully. But he mustn’t make love to hgaim. Because she was
right: last time they’d used no protection.

If she got pregnant, surely she’d marry him.

He tried to banish these words. But they insistedtaying in the forefront
of his mind. Were they true?

She’d said she’d raise a child on her own, as @lesimother. But
confronted with something other than theory--witlpasitive test result,
with bodily symptoms and an actual delivery dateuldn’t Joanna think
differently? Wouldn't she realize that an unbornldcideserved two
parents?

She placed a high premium on love. Just yesterdaying, in Appenzell,
she’d said she didn’t love him. Would that keepfr@m marrying him?

His thoughts were whirling in his head like a stglion a wheel. He tried
to subdue his body’s rampant response to her atgsemshifting a little so
she wouldn’t be aware of it. Then she looked up féatures a soft blur in
the dim light. “You tear me apart, Cal...right nalv | want is for you to
make love to me. And yet we mustn’t.”

Only wanting to remove the strain in her voice,kissed her awkwardly
on the forehead. Then he started rubbing her skajlback and forth in a
soothing rhythm. She cuddled into him with anotbkethose small sighs,
her hair lying like a length of dark silk over Hi@earm. Its scent reached
his nostrils, mingling with the warm fragrance @i Iskin. Again he shifted
a little. He’d pushed himself to his limits morethonce in his life: but to
hold Joanna in his arms and not make love to har pvabably a greater
challenge than any.



You can do it, he told himself. Sure you can.

Her hands, which had been cold when he’'d first @atthe bed, had
warmed now, curled into his chest like two smaillsting animals.

He couldn't abuse that trust. His shoulders tigih ¥ension, his breathing
shallow, Cal sat as still as he could. One leg d@asbled under him, the
cramping almost a relief because it took his miffdegerything else. He

dropped his cheek to the top of her head, lettisgghze roam around the
room.

The red numbers on the digital clock by her bechgkd with tantalizing
slowness. Then, to his infinite relief, he realizZednna had fallen back to
sleep, her breathing subtly deeper and more relaxed

He was safe. He'd wait a few more minutes, therd lggt out of here.
With any luck she wouldn't even remember this m itiorning. In fact, he
hoped to heaven she wouldn’t.

Making love with her earlier had blown his mind.chaique, timing,
finesse, they'd all gone out the window, eclipsgdalraging hunger that-
he now realized--had, deep down, frightened hintaBse he’'d been out
of control.

Just as well Joanna had fallen asleep, he thouigihtavtouch of grimness.
These were deep waters that he’d do well to beweeper than he'd
expected. Far deeper; and more dangerous.

All he wanted was a good mother for Lenny, and dnkse for himself. A
companion. Certainly Joanna would never bore hihe was like the
mountains in that respect.

What he didn’'t need was some kind of cataclysmisrife. Like falling in
love. He'd done that once; and it hadn’t worked. whsn't about to do it
again.

Besides, what was the point of falling in love wéthvoman who’d made it
all too clear she didn’t love him?



CHAPTER TWELVE

TEN minutes had passed since Joanna had falleepasMoving very
carefully, Cal pulled his thigh free, wincing asthirculation started up
again. Then he eased her body down to the matt&ss. murmured
something in her sleep. Her hair slithered downahim, running through
his fingers and sliding onto the sheet. He'd li@esée it in moonlight. He'd
like it spread across his pillow every morning winenwoke up.

With an exclamation of disgust, Cal straightenesddther knee, the injured
one that sometimes gave him trouble. As he rubbebsently, Joanna
twisted toward him, draping an arm over his othHegt; he was only
wearing briefs. Her cleavage was a dark shadowswred! of her hip made
his fingertips itch to caress her. Then her eyaftedr open. He held
himself like a statue, not even breathing.

“Cal?” she said softly, stroking his thigh with heand, then resting her
cheek against it. “To wake up and find you hereu.jeel so warm. So
wonderfully familiar.”

Go back to sleep, he thought, agonized. Becauae't take this anymore.

Then she pushed herself up on one elbow, smilingmat her lips a soft,
seductive curve, her eyes almost black. And Cdlitdse plunged for her
mouth. Taking her face between his palms, he kissedas though there
was no tomorrow. Only now.

Her response, fiery and overwhelmingly generousanmed every one of
his senses. His control began to slide away from, liaster and faster.
Slow down, he thought urgently. This time you casovher, give her all
the pleasure you’re capable of.

Impregnate her?

He shoved that thought back where it belonged. Wais about something
else. Possession, certainly. Hunger, yes. But ewere, it was about



Joanna’s needs. Wanting her happiness and fulfiimmeme than his own.
Wanting to heal some of the wounds Gustave had deal

With a feeling that he was scaling a peak he’'d airlyamed of, and for
which he might not be prepared, Cal gentled his,kigrapping her hair
around his fingers. His tongue laved her lower Hp. drew her closer, the
silk of her gown cool to the touch, her skin just silky, infinitely
desirable.

She felt fluid in his arms, pliant. Again forcingrself to move slowly, he

pushed the straps of her gown from her shouldérskisg the delicate

bones, dropping his lips to trace their hollows andves. Then he
followed the sweet rise of her breast to its tigr, harp indrawn breath all
the encouragement he needed.

She found his own nipples, tangling her fingerghia rough hair on his
chest Suddenly impatient, she tugged at her gowlhing it over her head
and tossing it aside. Then she moved her hands ldeven his body; with
something of the same impatience, he rid himselfhisf briefs. She
encircled him, his involuntary throb of responsekimg her smile with a
pride that touched him to the core. “Do that agde, whispered.

Then she lowered her head to take him in her mdwhtongue circling
where her fingers had been until he wondered i€tdd die from sheer
pleasure. “You'd better stop,” he gasped. “Besidgs, your turn, my
darling.”

He laid her back on the bed, her hair a black swairtl rested his weight on
her, kissing her lips, the long tendons of her @ahréhe swollen peaks of
her breasts. Drinking in her beauty, from the taelty to the nest of dark
hair at the juncture of her thighs, he coveredwér his kisses, setting his
seal upon her, the seal of possession. She wrlibadath him, her hips
lifting to take him in, her breath coming in shgasps as he played with
the soft petals of Wet, warm flesh where she wastrsensitive to his
touch.

But Cal was in no hurry. He rolled over, carryingr lwith him, her body
boneless in his hands. Then he lifted her to steakidn, taking care not to



jar her sore knee. As he slid into her, her fagnged. She said urgently, °
‘Now, Cal, now...”

He thrust upward, clasping her around the waistfitim rise of her breasts
as erotic as the host of other sensations thamethihim in all their

inexorability. But even then he was stroking hemwaen the thighs with
all the skill at his command, watching the tensgatther in her face. Her
head bowed, she gasped his name, then cried aytassion of release.

Only then did Cal allow himself his own release adyss of mingled pain
and pleasure that carried him deeper and furthen the’'d ever been
before. Distantly he was aware of her heels grigpiis thighs, her hands
smoothing the tangle of hair on his chest. Andizedl he’d been saying
her name over and over again, wanting time to wfitip Joanna and him as
one.

With exquisite grace, she lowered herself to lieoss his chest; and in
another of those pangs of tenderness, Cal feliatiag of her heart against
his breastbone. He wrapped his arms around herlifi@aloanna...”

She made a tiny sound of pure contentment. “I kyowre not supposed
to make comparisons,” she murmured drowsily, “lit# good etiquette.
But you took such care of me--that's never happeoede before.”
Gustave, in other words, had looked after himssther than his wife. In
bed as well as out. Cal said, “Suzanne never ldeed Too messy, too real,
too--naked, | suppose.”

“Were you faithful to her, Cal?"

"Yeah...part of the deal.”

She raised her head. “So you liked what we did?”

There was a touch of uncertainty in her voice. 8dkit?” he repeated.
“Oh, yes, | liked it. The earth moved, isn’t thaetcurrent cliché? Well,
let’'s say the Matterhorn moved.”

“Just the Matterhorn? Not the entire Alps?”



He wanted to say\ext time we’ll go for the Alp8ut something stopped
him. “How about the Himalayas?" he offered, andrtieaer chuckle
sleepily. Again she rested her cheek on his cluéstjng her eyes with a
sigh of repletion. Cal lay very still. Within momisrshe was asleep again,
the fingers of her left hand curved to his ribshef right curling around
his shoulder.

This was what he wanted. Joanna in his bed. Makivg with her,
sleeping with her, waking in the morning to find irehis embrace.

He was happy, Cal thought incredulously. Filledmhappiness, pure and
simple. Light-headed with happiness. Wasn't thatlpavhy he climbed,
in search of a joy he’d never found in the arma afoman?

Until Joanna.

What if she were pregnant? What then?

Joanna woke gradually, to a delicious lassitude thedheat of a man’s
thigh lying against her own. An arm lay heavily@ss her hip. In a Hash it
all came back to her: the tumultuous love-makingCad’s bedroom, her
flight to her own room, the nightmarish images afead climber who was
the man she loved...and then that other, dreankemaking, slow and
infinitely erotic.

Only a few hours ago, she’d sworn she wouldn’t haneaffair with Cal.
And now she’d woken in his arms. He was a wonddduér, passionate
and attentive, totally focused. She’d never felthsa pitch of arousal, or
such incredible fulfilment.

And now it was over. Lenny would be back this mogjiand two days
from now she herself would get on a plane to fliyLtmdon. How long
before she’d wonder if she really had dreamedrigkt in Cal's arms?

Her lashes flickered. Again they’'d used no protetctiAnd it was--she’'d
known this before she left home--the most fertaet pf her cycle.



Perhaps she was pregnant.

The mere possibility filled Joanna with a tumulteshotions, so that she
could scarcely breathe. Hope like sunshine aftestoam, joy like an
opening rose; and the litter despair, the blightese, of knowing that the
father of her child would never fall in love withehh Wouldn't allow
himself to.

Valiantly she pushed all the emotions down. Shedrouafford them. Not
now. Not when she had to spend the day with Callaamhy. Besides, it
was very unlikely that she was pregnant. Raisingédik cautiously, she
peered at the digital clock beside the bed.

Eight forty-five. She blinked, wondering if she wellreaming again. But
even as she watched, the last number changed. flargsix.

Lenny was due back at the hotel at nine. With g y#l alarm, Joanna
scrambled out of bed. Cal turned over in his sleepching for her. Then
his eyes opened, and he stretched luxuriously.nfd@a' he mumbled.
“Come back to bed.”

“It's quarter to nine! Lenny’ll be here any mintte.

He reared up on his elbow, raking his hair backe“sou kidding? | never
sleep past seven.”

“You just did. I'm going to have a shower.”

She ran for her bathroom and locked the door. Afterquickest shower
on record, she hurried back into the bedroom, wiriak mercifully empty,
and dressed in her tunic top over a camisole, alatigloose trousers that
hid her scraped knees. Her hair she gathered moada the back of her
head; huge purple and pink earrings would, she dhogistract from the
faint blue shadows under her eyes.

Not once did she look at the bed.



Her sandals were in the living room. She pulledrtten and slapped on
some makeup to the sound of Cal's razor. “I'll mget in the dining
room,” she called, and ran for the elevator.

So when Lenny appeared in the archway of the etedjamg room, with
its splendid view of the hooked Matterhorn, Joawaa peacefully reading
a book. As Lenny sat down across from her, Joaaitassnoothly, “Your
father should be down any minute. Did you have @dgime with Jan and
her family?"

Then, with a lurch of her heart, she saw Cal cdmeuggh the archway and
stride toward their table. Formidable, she thoug@htat was the word that
most truly applied to him. "And braced herself tb lé&ke a platonic friend
and not the woman who’d spent a night of passidnsrarms.

He hugged his daughter, smiled at Joanna as impedhgas if she were
indeed nothing but a friend, and said cheerfullim“starving. Have you
eaten, Lenny?”

And somehow that set the pattern for the next thiaes. It would have
been very difficult for Joanna to have staved dffances from Cal; it was
totally disconcerting to have him act as though skarcely existed.
Nevertheless, she stayed close to Lenny, who, &gt subtly, kept trying

to leave the two adults alone. Cal smiled a lothwhe air of a man having
a pleasant holiday with his much-loved daughter amdfemale

acquaintance who just happened to have joined them.

They hiked around the Saas villages, discoveringath set with fifteen
white chapels, sighting the glacier and the peakth&f Dom; every
mountain seemed a cruel reminder to Joanna of simatcouldn’t have.
They stayed inn delightful chalet that night. Tlexthmorning, they drove
to Montreux, eating lunch on the. shore of Lake &@n the patio of the
restaurant surrounded by rose-pink camellias aaduktle of palm trees.
Lenny, who had been exposed to Byron in her Engliass, wanted to see
the Chateau de Chillon; after a short boat trignd@a saw the towers and
high windows of the castle, where a sixteenth-agnfuior had been
chained for six years in an underground dungeonnyéhad a ghoulish
wish to see the dungeon; Joanna stayed behinceiGthat Hall with its
magnificent frescoes.



She had no desire to see a dungeon. For wasn& phisoner? she thought
painfully. A prisoner of her past. And surely Caasmthe same. Long ago,
he’d fallen in love with a woman who, by all acctsyrhad both used and
disdained him. So he’d lost faith that real lovelldoexist between a man
and a woman.

Tomorrow couldn’t come soon enough.

Cal drove fast all the way to Bern, where they athyn a charming

centuries-old hotel. As soon as they'd eaten adateer, Joanna gave an
exaggerated yawn. “I'm off to bed,” she said withsmile that felt as

though it was stretching every muscle in her fd8=e you both in the

morning.”

She ran upstairs, bolted herself into her room,faldnto bed. All she had
to do was keep Cal at bay for one more day. Theiudye safe.

Not that she’d had to keep him at bay: he’d madattempt to be alone
with her. Was he biding his time? Was he so scaumila father he
wouldn’t allow even the slightest hint to his dateghthat he could be
involved with Joanna? Or had he--since she’'d sdesmd so ardently to
him--lost interest in her? Perhaps she was likeMh#erhorn, she thought
with a nasty jolt: once climbed, he’d lost interesit.

She slept fitfully, Went for an early and solitavglk in the lanes of the old
city, where the ubiquitous clock faces did litte comfort her, and was
back for breakfast before Lenny was up. Cal wdmgialone in the dining
room. Steeling herself, she went to join him.

He looked at her unsmilingly. “Lenny’ll be here amynute,” he said in a
clipped voice. “I've purposely kept my distance thst few days, Joanna.
It seemed the best way to handle the situation letimy around--we sure
as hell couldn't sleep together. But once you'veshied with your next
group of students, | want you to visit us in Vermorou can get a feel for
the place...see us on our home turf.”

“Do you love me, Cal?" she said deliberately.



His jaw hardened. “I told you how | feel about loltedoesn’t last.”

“Then the answer’s no--1 won’t come to Vermont.”

“Do you love me?”

She should have seen that coming. She said, clgpbsinwords, “I, too,
have learned that falling in love doesn’t guarartappiness. We’'re both
prisoners. Just like that man Bonivard in his ugdaund dungeon.”

“What if you're pregnant?”

“I doubt that | am.”

“Answer the question, Joanna.”

“I'lll manage.”

Sheer fury darkened his eyes. “You'll manage,” Bpeated in a savage
whisper. “This isn’t just your child we’re talkirgpout--it's mine. too.”

“Perhaps you should have thought of that beforergade love to me.”
“You said it wasn'’t a setup!”
“It wasn’t. You were there, you know what happehed.

He grasped her wrist with punishing strength. “tfuyre pregnant, you
must let me know.”

“You're hurting,” she seethed.“Let go!"

With insulting speed he let her hand drop backhendoth. “You'll let me
know, Joanna.”

“All right,” she snapped, “I will.”

He leaned back in his chair. "Smile,” he said mogki, “Lenny’s
coming.”



“It's a wonder to me no one’s ever pushed you affauntain face.”

“I'll have to make sure | never take you climbingé said with a lazy grin
that she itched to remove from his face. “Hellon ficne added, “how did
you sleep?”

Lenny smiled at Joanna. “Dad took me for an icarrafter dinner, down
by the river. We saw all these incredible clockshvbears on them, you
should have come, Joanna.”

Joanna produced some kind of reply, and buriedduoerin the menu. Only
seven more hours, she thought. Then she’d be wjngeest to London,
where she’d make her connection for the transatlfiight. Back home.

Those seven hours, which began in Bern and end&drinh, were never
very clear in Joanna’s mind. They drove throughJime, with its ripening
vineyards, sloping farms and sleekly handsome Botsénch, a meal for
which Joanna had no appetite, was in Solothurn trearcathedral. Her
nerves were tightening to an unbearable pitch; tugilance at Cal filled
her with an agony of regret. Yet she was sure siedeing the right thing:
a clean break now was better than prolonging aioekhip that was
doomed to be one-sided?

They skirted Zurich, driving straight to the airpoOnce Joanna had
checked in, Lenny said overly brightly, “Goodbyeadna... please come
for a visit.”

Joanna kissed the girl on the cheek. “It was lotelyneet you, Lenny,”
she said evasively. “Good luck with your writing.”

But Lenny could be as persistent as her father.side and give Dad your

address. Then | can send you some of my poemg] theatokay, wouldn’t
it?”

“Yes,” Joanna said weakly, “that would be fine.”

“I'm going to get a magazine, Dad, I'll be overthat kiosk.”



So what Joanna had hoped wouldn’'t happen had hegpshe was alone
with Cal. She said rapidly, “My box number is 188Harcourt.”

“And | already have your phone number." He restexd Hands on her
shoulders; to her overwrought imagination, they fedavy as boulders.
“Marry me, Joanna.”

As she flinched, shaking her head, he added withess certitude, “I'm
not going to go away.”

“You've got to.”

“I'll call in a month or so to find out if you’renegnant. Lenny really likes
you, you know that.”

She said in a low voice, gazing at the buttonsisrshirt, “I beg you not to
use Lenny as a weapon...if you have any feelingsrd me at all, just let
me go.”

“Oh, | have feelings toward you.”

He didn’'t look remotely loving, she thought with award shiver. He
looked more like he hated her. “I have to go thfosgcurity,” she said
jaggedly, “I Want to pick up a couple of bottles®Wiss wine in the duty-
free.”

He glanced over his shoulder; Lenny was absorbedading a magazine,
her back to them. Taking Joanna in his arms, Gakted his head and
kissed her with a powerful mix of fury, possesse&nand passion.

For a moment Joanna was petrified. Then her fighspirit rose to the
surface. She could go out with a bang or a whimpke, thought, and
kissed him back with all her pent-up frustratiordamhappiness. But all
too quickly those emotions turned to desire, ardesie was helpless to
resist. Melting into his arms, she laced her haagind his neck and
surrendered herself to a tide of sensation.



Abruptly Cal pushed her away. His eyes like Stohesiasped, “You have
feelings for me and don’t bother denying it. I'le bn touch.” Then he
strode across the terminal toward the kiosk

Joanna took her boarding pass and passport oar difdg with fingers that
were shaking like poplar leaves, and followed ilgasto security.

Security. What a laugh.

But at least she was going home. Home where sloadped.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

EARLY August, and one of those days that provedmema misnomer.
Joanna came out of the doctor's office and stamedking along

Harcourt’s main street, her head bent against thmel \and rain. She’d
planned the appointment so that no matter what felhed out, she
wouldn’t have to go back to the campus and faceodimgr students or co-
workers. So now all she had to do was get her lcfyom the car park
where she’d locked it to the bike rack, and cydeb.

The weather perfectly suited her mood. The last fexeks had been the
worst in her life: worse than last October when’dhmiscarried; worse

even than that long-ago summer when she'd finalyized that Gustave
had no intention either of being faithful to herodmiving her a baby.

She missed Cal unrelentingly, his absence like @ngawound in every
moment of every day. Not that she was allowing mesery to show.
Rather, she was carrying on with her classes, gegally and Dianne,
shopping, going to the occasional movie, workindné@n garden. Just like
normal.

Except that nothing about her days--or nights-feitmal. Not even now,

when Cal had at last stopped phoning her. Threestim the first week

after she’d returned from Switzerland it had beenvoice on the end of

the line when she’d picked up the phone. So sheehtened to change to
an unlisted number, and the phone calls had stopped.

But now she had to phone him.

Raindrops were clinging to the handlebars of héwe.biShe undid the
padlock, got on the bike and turned onto the stig®t. swish of the tires
on the road was oddly comforting; she had to pssn#bn to the puddles
and the oncoming traffic; and that, too, was a gibdng. Then on the lane
it was a question of avoiding the worst of the mud.



It had been raining the day Cal had come to Hatcaumd followed her
down the lane; the day he’d kissed her by the afppein front of all her
students.

Cal. Father of her child.

For, of course, she was pregnant. She’d been akedstin she was for the
last three weeks, and today’s visit with her dodiad confirmed it. At
long last she was to realize her desire to becomether.

So why wasn’t she delirious with joy? Hadn't shégoexactly what she’d
wanted when she’d gone to Switzerland to be witl? Ca

She wobbled down the rutted lane, the leaves omedges flailed by the
wind, clouds skidding across the sky. When shetd#fefor Switzerland,
she’d only planned on getting pregnant; not orirfglin love with Cal. Or
had she already fallen in love with him and simpdy realized it, blind to
all the signs? Either way, it made no difference.Had feelings for her. So
he said.

Sexual feelings, she thought. The possessiveneasofverful male. But
not love.

She couldn’t marry him. And that was the stancehsmeto stick to when
she phoned him this evening.

Her little cottage was dank and chilly. She dipmedthe electric heat,
made herself some supper, and did her best toagherpile of papers on
one side of her desk: poems that Lenny had sentAstonishingly good

poems, given Lenny’'s age and lack of experiencanizehad ended her
last letter to Joanna by saying that her father stamping around the
house like a bear with a head cold and she hopathdowould come for a
visit soon: a naive comment that had caused Joannésh Lenny would

stick to writing poems, rather than letters.

Cal hadn’t written to her. But then, why would he?

The clock crept toward six, when the phone ratestvamwn. At two
minutes past six, Joanna picked up the receiverdsaddd Cal’'s number,



praying that he’d answer rather than Lenny, sinmétausly praying that he
was in Kathmandu.

“Cal Freeman,” he said, sounding very business-like

She took a deep breath, realizing in a panic thatskiould have rehearsed
what she was going to say. “Hello?” Cal repeateat .

“Cal, it's Joanna.”

There was a noticeable pause. Then he said inc@ Wik surgical steel,
“Are you pregnant?”

How typical of the man that he go straight to tesemtials, she thought in
a spurt of rage. “Yes.”

Another pause, so long that she couldn’t bear itbace. “I just found out
today,” she added.

“I'm coming up to see you.”
“No! No, you mustn’t.”

“Joanna, I'm the father of your child. We have &tktabout the future.
When we’ll get married.”

Her palm wet on the receiver, she said, “We'regeiting married.”
“I'm not having a child of mine brought up in pegtir

She played her trump card. “My second novel wasgated last week by a
major publishing house in New York. I'm gettingi&-8gure advance. So
| don’t need your money.”

“l guess | should be congratulating you on two fsghhe grated. “You
achieved your aim in coming to Switzerland and yeubbviously
launched on a very successful career. But you'fite me, I'm sure, if |
say | don't feel congratulatory.” His breathing $farhe went on, “Okay,
we’ll skip the money angle. You think I'm going pat up with my son or



daughter being brought up illegitimate? Do you knmaw cruel kids can
be in the schoolyard--is that what you want?”

“Of course not.” Her brain seemed to be on hol@: fstitered. “You knew |
wanted to get pregnant. You shouldn't have made \Wth me.”

“You think | had a choice?”

She knew exactly what he meant. “Even the secand,tive didn't use
protection.”

“Did it ever occur to you that | thought about ttetthe time, and was
stupid enough to believe you'd marry me if you gagnant?”

It hadn’t occurred to her. “That was stupid of you.

“I'll book a flight as soon as | get off the phohean be there tomorrow.”

“Cal, you're not invited! | don’t want to see yotiomorrow or next week
or next year. I'm on my own with this baby and thdhe way | want it to
be.”

“But it’'s not the way | want it to be.”

“If you come up here harassing me, I'll move intwity friends. Or ['ll
report you to the police.”

“You hate me, don’'t you?” Cal said in a voice emptyemotion. “You're
right, | am stupid--it took me this long to seé it.

“Of course | don't.”
“So what is this, some kind of posthumous reveng&astave?”
Worse and worse. “I don’t play games like that.”

“Then what kind of game are you playing?”



“It's your old problem, Cal-you don’t want to hetlie wordno. No, | don’t
want to see you. No, | don’'t want your money. Ndph’t Want to marry
you.”

“Yet you want my child.”
“I've wanted a child for as long as | can remember.
“A child. Any child will do. Thanks a lot, that ria makes my day.”

“Oh, stop!” she cried. “You're poisoning everythingwon’t marry you--|
won't!”

An inimical silence echoed down the line. “And thatour final word?”

“Yes,” she said; and wondered how one small worddcmnake her feel so
horribly unhappy.

“In that case, I'll speak to Lenny this evening,dlGnarled, “and tell her |
don’t want her communicating with you anymore. Ayal won’t get in
touch with her, do you hear me?”

What had she expected, that she’'d be able to cutdsewith Cal and keep
them with Lenny? Have her cake and eat it, too?ryMeell,” she said
tightly.

“Goodbye, Joanna.”

The connection was cut with a decisive click. J@adropped the receiver
as if it were red-hot, sank into the nearest chatt gazed unseeingly at the
wall.

An hour after Cal finished talking to Joanna, theme rang again. He
snatched it up, convinced she’d changed her miischdmart racing as if he
were twenty-thousand feet up a mountainside. “Jaahn



“Cal? This is your old friend Ludo Galliker. |1 amaling you from
Grindelwald.”

Not Joanna. Well, of course not. She wasn't the typwoman to say she
never wanted to hear from him again and then pgihe telephone half
an hour later. “Ludo,” Cal said, trying to pull reelf together. “How are
you?"

Really original, Cal. Brilliant.

“I am well, thank you,” Ludo said with the formalithat he favored when
on the phone. “I thought | should get in touch wjithu...in case you hadn’t
heard about Tony Mason.”

Tony had been on the Everest and Kongur expeditigitis Cal: an

experienced and canny climber, whose store of @ffrcstories had often
entertained them in their tents high on the ridg@ghat’'s wrong?” Cal

asked, apprehension stretching nerves alreadydpialie.

“An icefall on Brammabh. | only heard because myhep was on the
same expedition. It happened two days ago.” He wento give a few
technicalities about location.

“I'm so sorry,” Cal said. “He was a great guy--asuth a good climber.”

“Good climbers die, bad climbers survive, sometintasjust a matter of
luck...you are in the wrong place at the wrong tiamel no skill in the
world can save you,” Ludo said. “That's one reasodo very little
climbing now. Lady Luck--isn’'t that what you Ameaies call her?--she
doesn't like to be pushed too far.”

Cal knew there was more than an element of truthiga On several of the
expeditions he’d been on, luck had run out for onmore of the climbers,
men whose judgment and skill he had deeply respette said heavily,
“I'm glad you let me know.”

There was a brief pause. "If you don’t mind me @agKi Ludo said, “did
Joanna Strassen forgive you?”



“| asked her to marry me. She won't.”

“Ah...so the wounds went deep from Gustave--I'm sotprised,” Ludo
said, adding dismissively, “Well, it was worth g.tAnd it's not the end of
the world, there are lots of other women.”

Cal didn’'t want any other women. “Yeah,” he saidf tourse there are.
How's the arthritis?"

They talked a few more minutes, then Cal hung up.dwn luck had run
out today, he thought. He’d been so sure Joannddwuoarry him if she
were pregnant. But he’d been wrong.

Maybe he’d been wrong about her all along. Mayhedskimply used him
for her own ends, and now that she’d gotten whatvgnted, he was of no
further good to her. Useless as a frayed harness.

He sure hadn’t realized what Suzanne was like wiedd first met her;
he’d been blind as the proverbial bat.

But he’'d been in love with Suzanne. He wasn't welavith Joanna.
Distantly he heard the sound of a vehicle on tlavgrdriveway: Lenny,
back from practising for the local horse show negek. He’'d better start
acting like a human being.

“Dad?” she called. “Hey, guess what, Dad?"

Lenny would soon have a half sister or brotherthoeight. But he couldn't
tell her that. Now or ever. He called back, “I'mriy study.”

She burst in the door, her cheeks pink with exciiem“l jumped Lara
twice over the water hazard, and she did just flinen we topped four feet
six on the bars.”

“That’s great,” Cal said.



“And | had a letter from Joanna today, critiquiny moems, she thinks
some of them are good.” Lenny gave a sigh of puiss.b“What a fab
day.”

He'd better tell her now. What was the point ofagehg it? He said,
"Lenny, there’s something | have to tell you.”

Lenny’s smile died. She said slowly, “You don’t koso hot. What's up?"

“I'd rather you didn’t get in touch with Joanna agaAnd I've told her the
same.”

“Why not?” Lenny asked blankly.

“I'd hoped she might marry me, but she won't,” Gaid, trying to erase
any trace of feeling from his words. “So | thinksitbetter we cut the
connection completely.”

“It's because you're a mountaineer--that’'s why sloa’'t marry you.”

“She doesn’'t love me,” Cal heard himself say, anstantly wished it
unsaid. Love. He didn’t believe in it. Except fais Hove for Lenny, of
course.

“She’s scared to. Her husband was a mountaineeriaéth me about him,
he was killed on Annapurna...if you quit climbirigyet she’d reconsider.
She liked you, | could tell."

“I don’t think it’s that simple.”

“Why don’t you stop climbing?” Lenny blurted. “Youe done all the big
ones.”

Cal said reluctantly, “I just had a call from Lutltat one of my climbing
buddies was killed in an icefall on Brammah a ceugldays ago.”

“Oh.” His daughter’s face was suddenly pinched. {@een are you going
again, Dad?”



Soon. The sooner the better. “I don’t know, | haie’
“I wish you’d quit, too,” Lenny said almost inaudifb
"Lenny--did you say what | thought you said?”
"I've wanted you to quit for ages!”

"You do? You've never said so before.”

“It's like Joanna said,” Lenny went on in a straineice. “Always waiting
for a phone call, afraid to pick it up, knowing pé® die just because
they're on the mountain. Is that what happenedta yriend?”

“Yeah...but Lenny--"

Lenny’s jaw set mulishly. "Anyway, | don’t want gdop writing to Joanna!
| really like her, and I'm sure she likes you. iflp you'd give up climbing,
| bet she would marry you.”

“Lenny, | don't often lay down the law. But this ehe case where I'm
going to. | don’t want you to keep in touch withadna."

Tears filmed Lenny’s gray eyes, that were so lilkiedwn. “So climb your

stupid mountains, see if | care!" After this undguahildish outburst, she
ran from the room. A couple of moments later Carbener bedroom door
slam.

How could he quit climbing? And what if Lenny disyted him and
somehow found out about Joanna’s pregnancy? Farhwiie was at least
half responsible. What would he do then?

He rued the day he’d driven along a prairie road Iizzard and stopped
to rescue a stranger. A woman who’d turned his lipside down. A

woman who didn’t want to be with him, even thoughviras the father of
her child. Was he going to spend the rest of Feshankering after a black-
haired beauty who had all kinds of hang-ups abowe land children and
mountains?



It's not the end of the world, there are lots ohet women..Was Ludo
right?



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

AUGUST was passing, progressively more hot and HurRhysically
Joanna was feeling very well; emotionally she wasisketcase. The latter
she kept to herself as best she could. Last nigétt chips and salsa she’d
told Sally and Dianne about her pregnancy, cettzsan they'd support her
in her wish to be a single mother. But neitherhefm had. Worse, they'd
argued with her vociferously. So she’d had a rotwght's sleep, and
woken from a dream in which Cal's arms were wrapgedind her.

Her bed had been empty, her heart one big ache.

Five in the afternoon. Yesterday her classes hadhied for the summer.
She’d weeded the garden, trimmed the hedge, oikxd bicycle and
vacuumed the cottage. Her advance check Wasn'tfauanother two
weeks, so she couldn’'t go shopping. And there wgliour hours to pass
before she could reasonably go to bed. Then herpmaked up. Wasn't
that someone coming?

Her nerves clenched with terror. What if it werdZa
She looked out the window. Two cats, Sally’s andribie’s. Not Cal.

Never again Cal. Wasn't that what she’d told himRdAhe'd listened.
Obviously. He hadn't phoned her. Or written. He Badugh money to buy
a helicopter--a whole fleet of helicopters--anddlam her back garden. He
hadn’t done that, either.

Unlike her, he must have moved on. He was probaligady dating
someone else, a thought that made her so acutefppy she could hardly
bear it.

One car door slammed, then the second. Joannadvalkeonto the porch.
“Hi, there,” she said, rather proud of how normta sounded. “Why both
cars?”



“You'll see,” said Dianne. “Do you have any of tretrumptious iced tea
you make?”

“l do.”

Sally plunked herself down on one of the wickerihan the porch. “I'd
like some, too. With an extra slice of lemon.”

“Is this a deputation*?” Joanna asked shrewdly.c&ese if it is, you're
wasting your time.”

“Iced tea,” said Dianne. “Move it.”

Rolling her eyes, feeling minimally better, Joam&aded for the kitchen.
When the three of them were settled on the porc¢h teia and cookies,
Dianne said, “I had a call from my sister this mogn All her latest tests
are good, and the prognosis is almost certainlafioil recovery."

“Oh, Dianne,” Joanna exclaimed, “that's wonderfalus, I'm so happy for
her. And for you.”

“We were both bawling like babies,” Dianne admitted

“So she’s been given a second chance,” Joannaaaidheard the words
echo in her head.

“Precisely,” said Dianne. “Which is why we’re hér&ally chimed in,
“Once we've drunk our tea, Dianne’s driving me hoamel you're taking
my car and going to Vermont.”

“I'm what?"

“You're going to see Cal and tell him you’ll martym,” Dianne said
“This isyour second chance.”

Sally said, “You can'’t let a few chunks of rock ledl the Alps stop you
from being happy.”

“Because you'’re not happy.”



“The last rose of summer,” Sally echoed.
“Not even a rose,” Dianne said. “Pickerel weed.”
“You're in love with Cal and-"

“How did you know?” Joanna interrupted. “I've nevaaid that to either
one of you.”

Dianne raised elegantly plucked brows. “It sticks all over. Just look at
you, you're a wreck.”

“I'm not!”

“You are,” Sally and Dianne chorused.

Joanna, to her horror, put her head in her handsstarted to weep. She
cried for quite a while, her two friends pattingr l|ack and murmuring
soothing phrases, then supplying her with tissoeblow her nose. She
wailed, “I miss him so! All | want all day is jusd see him and touch him
and hear his voice.”

“Well, of course you do,” Dianne said. “You loveetguy.”

"l just couldn’t bear it if he was k-killed. Like @stave.”

“So you're going to be miserable for the rest ofiybfe just because he’s
a mountaineer?”

“I am miserable,” Joanna admitted, rather redurgagiven her red nose
and tear-streaked cheeks.

“And knowing you,” Sally said, “you’re in love fdife.”

“So we've put maps in the car, and a few treats, iia full of gas. The
restis up to you.”

"But," Sally said smugly, “we expect to be invitiedthe wedding.”



Again Joanna’s eyes filled with tears. “He doedaite me! He doesn’t
believe in love.”

“Then it's up to you to make him.”

“If anyone can, you can.”

Joanna gave one last snuffle. “I don’'t know abbat.t
“We do.”

“I do know one thing--I've got two good friends,8dnna quavered. “Even
if they are nosy and dictatorial.”

“That’s us,"” Dianne said. “Now we're going, so tlyau can pack and get
ready and leave early in the morning.”

“One more thing,” Sally interjected. “I dated someoelse last week.
Twice. In the last four days Albert's arranged dolive-in companion for
his mother and he’s rented his own apartment.”

Helplessly Joanna began to laugh. “Oh, Sally, shatnderful.”

“So don’'t you dare suggest you can't make Cal Fagesit up and take
notice.”

“All right,” Joanna said meekly. “I won’t.”

Both of her friends hugged Joanna. “Have a fardastie,” Sally added. “I
don’t need the car for a whole week. But | betaiwt take that long.”

They drove away up the lane, Dianne beeping the twothe rhythm of the
wedding march. Joanna gazed at Sally's neat bttle car sitting in her
driveway. She was going to Vermont. ApparentlysFihing tomorrow
morning.

What if Cal were away? Climbing a mountain? Or istgyat a luxury
resort with a gorgeous blonde?



She ran in the house and dialed his number. Afiteretrings, Joanna heard
his deep baritone say, “Cal Freeman.”

She banged the receiver on the hook. He was thkesrest was up to her.
Maybe the gorgeous blonde was in Vermont with him.

If Cal was with someone else, and she, Joanna,edativthe way to
Vermont to see him, she’'d be horribly humiliatedthAugh humiliation
was the least of her worries.

I’'m going to trust him, she thought, gripping theige of the table so hard
her knuckles were white. He said he had feelingsrfe. Strong feelings.
And he hated it when | compared him to Gustave, wfas always

changing women.

So I'm not going to.

Cal may not love me. But | matter to him. Somehow.

Holding tight to these thoughts, as though theyewslismans, Joanna
spent the rest of the evening packing. Howeverdsih@t get to sleep until

well past one o’clock, because every nerve in loglybvas twanging like

stretched elastic. In consequence, she overslephelt morning; it was

nearly noon before she pulled away from her cottagkdrove up the lane
in Sally’s car.

Tomorrow she'd see Cal again.

She had to trust he’d be glad to see her.

She had to tell him that she loved him.

At five the next evening, Joanna was within onednad and fifty miles of
the little town in Vermont where Cal and Lenny liv&she could have kept
going quite easily; but she was tired and hungny, ot at all sure she was



up to meeting Cal at nine o’clock at night. So pb#ed over at a pleasant
country inn that was probably more than she codildrda She needed
cosseting, she decided. She could use her credit log the time the bill
came she’d have her advance from the publishers.

She went for a walk after supper, then to bed. syt soundly until 5:00
a.m., after which she lay awake listing all the atage outcomes of her
unexpected arrival at Cal's house. He was finisiétl her, child or no

child. He’d never love her but would insist on nyarg her and then taking
off the very next day to Patagonia. He’'d be so wngth her that he’'d

show her the door.

Or else the gorgeous blonde would open the door.

None of these dire thoughts was remotely comfortiktgquarter to seven
Joanna got up, showered, went downstairs for akfastathat deserved
more than the attention she gave it, then tookoat stalk around the lake
that bordered the inn’s formal garden. The sunhenkiue water, the pure
white water lilies and the quacking of an unseeokdwere somewhat
comforting. At eight twenty-five she set off.

It was eleven-twenty when she stopped for direstion the outskirts of

the town of Madson; at eleven-thirty she turned i@al’s driveway. It was

flanked by stone pillars, with a wrought-iron sidpat said Riversedge, and
proceeded to wind for nearly a quarter of a miletligh tall elms and

maples, their leaves a cool green roof. Her head beating very fast;

when she finally drove into the open again, sheegawgasp of mingled

pleasure and dismay.

A gracious double-winged Colonial house built abr&t, with dazzling
white trim and a slate roof set with several chagnilormers; expansive
stables to one side, garages to the other, boxWweddes and mature trees
shading the front walk. “I have a lot of money,”|®@ad said to her once.
“An astonishing amount of money.”

She had the proof right in front of her. How cotlel possibly believe she
wasn’t after him for his fortune? A six-figure adwa might seem like a
great deal of money to her; to him it would be pgsn



She parked near the garage, and got out. Theraavagn of life. Maybe
he’d gone away since her phone call; she shoul@ ald him she was
coming. But how could she? Wasn't she subconsgronsping that by
taking him by surprise, she’d learn his true fegsih

Her heart pounding, she walked steadily towarchdmedsome door with its
mullioned-glass insets. The doorbell was set imhlyigpolished brass; she
pushed it firmly.

A breeze wafted the scent of the river to her festverhead the leaves
rustled, as though exchanging secrets. Then ther dpened. A
manservant swathed in a canvas apron said formaflgy | help you,
madam?”

He was neither blond nor gorgeous. In fact, he agbald as a coot. “I'm
looking for Mr. Freeman,” Joanna stammered.

“He’s out back. Just follow the path round the heodkrough the rose
garden and go past the paddock. Don’t mind the ,dibgy won’t harm
you.”

“Is he alone?" Joanna blurted.

The manservant didn't even blink. “To the best of hnowledge,
madam.”

“Thank you,” Joanna gasped, wondering if her midglelief and terror

was as obvious to the man as to her. Cal wasiPabagonia. He was here,
in Vermont. Alone. Which meant, of course, thatairtouple of minutes

she’d be face-to-face with him.

Knowing her whole life hung in the balance, Joawsked around the
side of the house. The rose garden was filled iaith blooms nodding on
their stems, delicately fragrant On impulse shé&gacone, a pale cream tea
rose whose petals were edged with pink. She'd give Cal. One more
way of saying she loved him.

Was she really going to tell him that?



A herb garden with an antique sundial supplanteddes; the gray leaves
and purple blossoms of sage brushed her bare ai@tleswas wearing her
most becoming sundress to give herself courageasta clear violet-blue,

sprinkled with flowers, hugging her breasts andrigaher shoulders, its

skirt coming to mid-calf. Now that she was actu&lére, she wished she’'d
chosen dungarees and a long-sleeved shirt as kegddieter's pajama

jacket. She was quite sure the thumping of hertheast show where the

dress lay against her left breast. Cal would priybhbar it, she thought

desperately, and took a couple of deep breaths.

As she rounded the west wing of the house, shegstbm her tracks. A
lazy curve of the river glinted in the sun, caresbg the drooping fingers
of willows. Sloping meadows lay between the house the river, along
with a vegetable garden and an orchard of ripeapyes and pears; to her
right was a white-fenced paddock. A robin was lystinging on top of a
stone wall espaliered with peach trees.

All this Joanna saw in one quick instant. Becatseet was more. Near the
stone wall was a woodpile. His back to her, shegjeCal was splitting
logs, the thunk of the ax echoing against the wall.

He was Working with a concentrated ferocity thatlmaer heart sink. He
did not, to put it mildly, look in the mood for cqany. Very slowly she
walked toward him, her mind totally blank, her featitomatically

searching out the uneven flagstone pathway.

Two dogs were curled near the woodpile, sleepindpéensun. One of them
raised its head, saw her and gave a short barlgttle woke up and both
got to their feet, stretched and headed up the toathrd her, their tails

wagging.
Mongrels, both of them. Two of Lenny’s rescued aaisf

As the dogs trotted past him, Cal looked aroundsélg her immediately.
A shudder ran through his body, his face a maskstadck. The ax
continued its downward swing; to her horror Joasena it ricochet off the
log and strike his hand. Drops of blood sprayedsthews of the wood



For a moment the tableau was frozen; she wasnh suee Cal realized
he’d cut himself. Then he looked down, droppedakeand tried to stem
the flow of blood with his other hand. The rose blae picked fell to the
ground. Then she was running toward him, her heaihg with a new
terror. “Let me see,” she said urgently.

“It's nothing.”

It was far from nothing: a gash in the ball of hand at least an inch long.
She grabbed his shirt from the woodpile, pressiagciean folds to the
wound. “Come on,” she said, “we’ll have to find actbr.”

“What are you doing here?”

She said frantically, “Later--you’ve got to havetdtes in this, it's too
deep just to leave. Hurry up, Call My car’s arouhé front, I'll drive
you.”

She took hold of his elbow and shoved him aheafleof wondering if
she’d ever forget the stark contrast of scarletahde in the folds of his
shirt. Cal, rather to her surprise, obeyed herdiaty the length of the
pathway past the herbs and the velvet-petaled rdsesina ran ahead,
opened the passenger door and slammed it shuthene&s in. Then she
got in the driver’s seat, turned on the engine sundjed along the green-
shadowed driveway.

At the highway, Cal said tersely, “Go left. Joanhdave to know why
you’re here.”

She pressed her foot to the accelerator, terrdieelw by the sodden red
cloth wrapped around his hand: “I can’t tell youwadruly | can’t--I've got
to concentrate on my driving. But | promise I'llkt&o you later. How far
do we have to go?”

“The hospital's the other side of town.”
She gave an unconscious groan of despair: thewatre@ets of Madson

weren’t built for speed. Then, as though the waeks had conjured it up,
she saw a police cruiser parked in the side roatlghe had just dashed



past. In her rear-view mirror, with a strange seofsktality, she Watched
it pull out behind her, lights flashing. “Oh, nghe muttered, “I'll have to
stop.”

She pulled over by the side of the road. The offgiet out and sauntered
up to the car. “Are you aware of the limit--" heda@; then he saw her
passenger and the blood-soaked bandage. “Call’xbimed. “What's
up?”

“Ax jumped out and bit me,” Cal said with a grifth@ugh he was, Joanna
noticed with a distant part of her brain, white atohe mouth.

"Okay, let's get you through town quick as we c3fou follow me,
ma’am.”

So the little cavalcade drove very fast through tinen of Madson, the
siren blaring. Joanna said with a thread of laughteher voice, “I've
always wanted to go through a red light. And withoéice escort, no less.”

Three minutes later they drew up outside the enmesgentrance of a
small red brick hospital. The police officer oper@dl’s door, saying to
Joanna; “Park over there, ma’am, I'll go in withmhiAnd we’ll forget
about a ticket this time.”

Heartened by his wink, Joanna did as she wasByldhe time she entered
the emergency department, Cal had already disagghe&he sat down
hard in the nearest chair and tried very hard topmse herself.

She shouldn’t have come. Not once since he’'d seemdd Cal smiled at
her or indicated in any way that he was pleasede® her. Admittedly,

he’'d been bleeding rather a lot; but surely thatiho't deflect a seasoned
mountaineer?

The police officer strolled back in and came owehér. “They’re stitching
him up right now. Shouldn’t take too long. You waatgo and hold his
hand?"

“No, thanks,” she said quickly, “I'll wait right me.”



“No need to speed on the way home.”

“I promise | won't,” she said solemnly, and watchedrin split his florid
face. '

“See you 'round,” he said, and left as unhurrieaiyhe’d arrived.

She rather doubted that he would; she was almast shwe’'d be driving
back to Nova Scotia in short order. For a momest Istd the wild idea
that she should simply leave now. Flee and neverecback. Why put
herself through the pain of rejection?

Cal could always find his own way home.

She pushed herself partway up in the chair. Thenh&ard Cal's voice
down the hall, and the sound of his footsteps. &k back. Too late.
Anyway, hadn’'t she come here to fight for him? Vgas forgetting that
already? She’d never be able to face Sally andrgiainshe simply turned
tail and ran.

When Cal re-entered the room, his eyes flew to Iks. hand was
cocooned in an immaculate white bandage. He saghlya“l wasn't sure
you'd still be here.”

She stood up, wishing he weren’t quite so tall, feomidably self-
contained. “I'll drive you home. Do you need to getprescription or
anything?”

“No, they gave me enough painkillers to stun a@oist’s get out of here.
I'll never live this down, what with the police estthrough town and my
own stupidity.”

Stupid to react to her presence? Is that what rentfileloanna turned her
back, marched outside and got in Sally's car. Bytime Cal was seated,
she’d started the engine and was ready to bacKalpsaid flatly, “Hold on
a minute. | still want to know what you're doingreg



“I'll tell you when we get back to your place andtrbefore. I've been on
the road the last two days and | need a cup ohgttea and a comfortable
chair.”

Briefly he gripped her wrist. “Have you lost thebg& Is that what's
wrong?"

Her jaw dropped. “No! Of course not.”
“There’s noof courseabout it--you miscarried last October.”

“I'm taking very good care of myself. Truly, CalJbanna shook her arm
free, sick at heart that his sole concern shouldhee baby. “Where’s
Lenny?”

“Gone for the day.”

Fond as she was of Lenny, Joanna was relieved;dgimét need any
further complications to a day that already seemeztminable. She’'d be
long gone from here by the time Lenny got home, thloeight miserably,
and drove back to Riversedge in a strained sileDoee there, she parked
by the garage again and followed Cal through tbetfdoor.

Her overwrought nerves took in a brass chandelgerbeautifully
proportioned entrance hall and the elegant curva gpiral staircase. She
followed Cal up these stairs, her purse bangingnagaer hip. A bowl of
roses against the panes of an oval window, and ttieeentrance to what
must be the east wing of the house. He said briaijiering her in, “My
living quarters--we’ll have privacy here.”

She both needed and dreaded such privacy. Notgayiword, Joanna
followed him down a long hall decorated with sturhiphotographs of
various mountain peaks, into a living room witht@ng fireplace and a bay
window that overlooked the river and the farawdyekinted hills.

He said with the same intimidatingly distant cosyte'l'll make you some
tea--I'll be back in a minute.”

“l can get it, shouldn’t you--"



But he'd already left the room. She wandered owdhé window, gazing
at a scene whose serenity was utterly alien toerinner turmoil. She'd
say what she had to say and she’d get out.

And this time she’d stay away from Cal. Forever.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

WITHIN a few minutes Cal was back. “You'll have tarry the tray,” he
said stiffly.

Joanna went into the well-appointed kitchen, pickpdhe tray and carried
it back into the living room. She poured two cupassed Cal his, put hers
down on a small cherrywood table and said, “I céonell you the truth.”

“And what version of the truth might that be?”

She raised her chin. “You don’t have to make th@andifficult than it
already is.”

“I've had the worst few weeks of my entire life,’alCsaid. “I don't feel
conciliatory.”

“Then I’'m wasting my time.”

“For the fourth time, Joanna, tell me why you'reéne

She took a deep breath. It was now or never. Heevaigh-pitched with
nervousness, she said, “I came to tell you I'll mamou. If you still want
me to.”

“And what brought about this change of heart?”

Go for broke, Joanna. By the looks of it, you'veé gothing more to lose.
You've lost it already. She lifted her chin stiligher. “I love you,” she
said with a complete absence of emotion.

His eyes narrowed “Yowhat?Since when?”

“I don’'t know--does it matter? Look, | know I'm dag this all wrong. But
| had to come and see if--"



Cal reached out, resting a hand on her wrist, aaritension in his face
gradually relaxing. He said evenly, "For the ldstty-six hours I've been
trying to reach you by phone. No answer. Your diepant at the
university would only tell me you were on vacatiand you never told me
the names of your friends there. Dead end.”

“Why were you doing that?” Joanna said in a staceatce.

“My bags are packed and | have a reservation taoflijalifax at six this
evening. To see if | could track you down.”

“What for? You aren’t even glad to see me.”
“Glad in no way describes how I'm feeling right néw

“Answer the question, Cal. Why were you coming ¢e sne? Because of
the baby?”

“No,” he said, “not just because of the baby. Beeawhat I've discovered
the last few weeks is that | can’t live without yolreeks that felt like a
year, by the way.”

“You can't live without me,” Joanna repeated slowtywasn’t quitel love
you.But it certainly wasn'Here 's the doorShe said, “I can't live without
you, either. That's why I'm here.”

Although she longed for the reassurance of his aogrCal was still
keeping a careful distance between them. “So youedall this way to tell
me you love me?" he said in an unreadable voiceu'™é brave as a lion,
you know that?”

“Not so brave. The next time you go mountain clinghil won't...but I'm
assuming when | say that, that I'll be with youyesbabbled. “I'm jumping
to conclusions. You haven't said anything about--"

“Finish what you were going to say.”

She twisted her fingers in her lap. “The next tiymu go mountain
climbing, I'll be a wreck until you get back. Butchn’t turn my back on



loving you because you might be killed on the maing, that's what I've
come to understand the last few days. The rislosd Is part of love--its
dark side.”

“You are brave as a lion. One of the many reasons | wagiing&o Nova
Scotia was to tell you I'm quitting the mountains.”

“You are?”

Briefly Cal described his conversation with Ludmdathen what Lenny
had said to him about her own fears. “I've alwagpswn about luck. That
one day, no matter how skilled you are, your luak gust plain run out
and that's e that. I've had a great innings. Buw 1iits time to move on. It
took me a few days to figure all this out. . .béinally did.”

“You're sure? You won'’t resent me and Lenny for tthecision?”

“I'm sure.” As Cal got up and took a couple of st¢pward her, she, too,
got to her feet. He rested his hands; on her barvelders, the bandage soft
on her skin, and; said with a crooked smile, “Setnse I've proposed to

you several times. Isn’t this your turn?"

“You really were coming to look for me?”
“My ticket’s on my bureau.”

“Oh.” Joanna bit her lip, her heart fluttering like trapped bird. “I guess it
is my turn--to propose, | mean.”

His smile widened; and surely that was tenderneftersng the slate-gray
of his eyes? “I'm waiting,” he said.

Her own smile was both sudden and radiant, withhgidnothing. “Cal,”
she said, “will you marry me?”

“I will, Joanna. As soon as possible, and that's mmthing to do with the
baby and everything to do with you.” Very gentlyheshed a shiny strand
of hair back from her; face. “Don’t you see, you kaaquitting the

mountains so easy. Marrying you, living with you,llwie the greatest



adventure of my life. | know you’ll take me plackge never been--you
already have.”

Tears filmed her eyes. “You say such beautifulghito me.”
"It's the truth.”

“You don’t know what a relief that is, that | wortiave to wave goodbye
to you not knowing if I'll ever see you again. | wid've done it. But I'm
so glad | won’t have to.”

“But you would have married me anyway.”
“Yes,” she said simply.
“You really do love me.”

Her happiness was pierced by a sudden pang of@adsidn’t--couldn’t--

love her back. Wasn't pretending to. She said duictot wanting to dwell
on this, “My friends Sally and Dianne arrived a plauof nights ago, told
me they were sick of seeing me so unhappy and’thbetter hike myself
down here and ask you to many me.” She batteddstres at him. “On
bended knee, was more or less the message. Butayodo without that,
can’'t you?”

“I have difficulty imagining it,” he grinned. “Byhe way, you haven’t
asked me the other reasons | was coming to seé you.

“To abduct me on your prancing white stallion?”

“That, too.” He traced the soft line of her lowgr With one finger, his face
full of what was unquestionably tenderness. “I misyou unrelentingly,
day and night. | regretted every word I'd spokernyta in anger, every
time I'd pushed you away. | ached to make love with. But | wasn't in

love with you, oh, no. Not me. I'd been in love wiBuzanne and it hadn’t
lasted, you weren’t going to catch me doing thatiag

“We were both running scared. Me as much as you.”



“But it took me longer to stop,” Cal said wryly. fdaog his arms around
her, as though he couldn't wait for the contactweat on. “Yesterday |

was carrying a load of logs into the house--I salibt of wood the past
couple of weeks--and thinking about the heat tivahdogs throw, when it

hit me that because I'd turned my back on love,hagrt was as cold as
the granite on the Matterhorn. And that only youldovarm it. | stacked

the logs on the pile, and | looked around the bas¢nand for the first

time | allowed myself to say that | love you. Tliilove you until the day

| die. That somehow you’d found your way to theyweenter of my being

and you weren't going to leave.”

“You love me?” Joamia repeated dazedly.

“I tried to phone you. All day | kept phoning and answer. | was terrified
that you’d moved and that I'd never find you. Oattlyou’d met someone
else. Someone who goes lawn bowling on SundayseSoensafe.”

“After | first met you, | dated the registrar a gde of times. He was safe
and he bored me to tears.” Joanna stood a litller tm Cal's embrace,
wondering if she could trust the evidence of hen@ars. “Say it again,
Cal.”

“Giving me orders already?”

“You bet.”

He laughed. “I could show you instead."

“I hope you will. Soon,” she said, color washing lvbeeks. “But first |

want to hear you say it. You know how it is whenuye wanted

something so badly and then you get it, and yetdanit quite believe that
it's real?”

“I'm yours,” Cal said hoarsely. “Joanna, | love ydive probably loved

you since the first moment | saw your face in theldie of a prairie

blizzard. But it took me this long to admit it, afoat that I'm sorry.”

Her voice shaking a little, she said, “You were tharaiting for.”



He undid the clasp at her nape, loosing her haifldew free on her
shoulders. "What are we standing here for wherethex bedroom down
the hall?”

“l can’'t imagine,” said Joanna, and started unbuttg his shirt, her palms
seeking the hair-roughened skin of his chest é@nef turns to the sun.

“We've got the rest of the day,” he said huskilyust the two of us. Oh,
Joanna, | can't believe you're really here. Comebéa with me, then
maybe I'll realize this is all true.”

“I'm here,” she said, “and this time I'm not goitg go away. Ever again.”

He took her by the hand, leading her down the imad his bedroom,
where they undressed each other, the leaves omtgae outside the
window casting dappled shadows on their naked kodith slow
sensuality, not noticeably impeded by his sore h@ad unleashed a storm
of desire in Joanna, a desire he more than matcied;inevitably it
mounted to its fiery release. Afterward, wrappimgg arms around him, her
hair coiled in his shoulder, Joanna said, “I feelcdose to you, Cal--so
unbelievably intimate.”

“I love you. So much I don’t know how to say it.”
“Your body said it for you,” she answered softly.

“Darling Joanna. Your hair smells like flowers, y&¢ smooth and cool as
the river...and I'm the luckiest of men.” He hewath “There’s something |
need to say--I want you to know I'm marrying you fmurself. Yes,
you’re carrying our child, and that’'s immeasurapigcious to me. But it's
you | want. You.”

“I know that, Cal.” She guided his hand to her yell realized | was in
real trouble when | found out | was pregnant angakn’t happy, even
though I've wanted a baby for so long. But | wanyed more--1 hope you
believe me.”

“Right after | talked to you on the phone and wasayally turned down, |
was sore enough to convince myself that you’'d usedor your own ends.



That a baby was what you wanted, not me. But itldmtiwash...| know
you too well for that.”

"l had you shacked up with a gorgeous blonde,” daaeplied, smiling at
him through her lashes. “But then | decided tottgasi. And that's when |
got in Sally’s car and drove here.”

He tweaked her hair. “Blondes don’t interest mehia slightest.” Then a
look of comical dismay crossed his face. “Do we k&nny that you're
pregnant?”

“She’s a smart kid--she’s quite capable of figuriogt how long nine
months is. In other words, yes.”

“And you’re happy to have her as a stepdaughter?”

“Oh, yes. | liked her right from the start. And wleare so many interests.”
“She was furious with me when | told her | didn’amt her to write to you
anymore. Right before she left this morning, knapinvas flying to Nova

Scotia, she loaned me her rabbit’s foot for goa#.lu

“So that’'s why this has all worked out so beaulyftilJoanna chuckled. “|

knew there had to be a reason. Do you realizeditdft a day later, we’'d
have passed en route?”

“It doesn’t bear thinking about,” Cal said. He ladsher parted lips, his
tongue flicking them with lazy sensuality. “Perhapls ask for the rabbit’s

foot on permanent loan...and now | think we shadt something to eat--
you haven’t had any lunch. Then we could go badkeb. If you want to?”

She touched him very suggestively. “Oh, | couldpbesuaded.”

“Stop that,” he growled, “or you'll never get lunth

“But I'm eating for two,” she teased.

For a moment Cal buried his face in her shouldeldihg her so tightly
she almost couldn’t breathe. “I'm the happiest raarearth right now.”



Her nostrils were filled with the heat of his skimer hands were curved
around his back, and within her his child was gragyviwhat more could
she ask?

Only that Lenny be as happy as they.

* % %

By five that afternoon, Cal and Joanna were up drassed, and had
wandered outdoors, hand in hand, to wait for Lefihs. so beautiful here,
Cal,” Joanna murmured. “| already feel at home.”

“I bought the property after Suzanne died. She nested to live in the
country. But Lenny loves it here, and so do |.” &tleled, “You won’t have
to stay here all the time--we can always go to Né&wk or London or
Appenzell.”

Instinctively she knew she could write here. “I ‘tahink of anywhere I'd
rather be than here with you and Lenny.”

“Talking of Lenny, here she is,” Cal said, his famng tightening around
Joanna’s.

Lenny had just emerged through the trees, ridingag Thoroughbred.

When she saw her father and Joanna in the garderdismounted, looped
the reins over the cedar fence and hurried towlaetnht Then, suddenly
shy, she stopped a few feet away. Her jodhpursskad better days; her
gray eyes were uncertain. “Hi, Joanna,” she saiw did you get here?

Dad was going to Nova Scotia to look for you.”

“A friend loaned me her car. Your Dad and | were e same
wavelength--we both needed to see each other.”

“What happened to your hand, Dad?"
“I saw Joanna standing in the orchard and the gped,” Cal said

ruefully. “It's nothing, half a dozen stitches. Bather than that, your
rabbit’s foot worked like a charm.”



Lenny looked from one to the other; she was obwobsirsting with
guestions that she wasn’t sure she should askaditdd, putting his arm
around Joanna, “Joanna and | are going to get edaWe hope you'll be
happy for us.”

“Oh, yes,” said Lenny fervently. “Where will we &¢"

Lenny had some of her father’s directness, Joammaght, amused. “How
about here?”

“You mean | wouldn’t have to go back to school mit®erland, Dad?"
“We'll all live here, Lenny.”

The dawning smile on Lenny’'s face emboldened Jaaftinaould very
much like to be your stepmother, Lenny. | realihat'tl take time, big
changes can’t be made overnight--but | hope yaitlie idea, too.”

With the same fervency, Lenny said, “I've wantedttall along.” She gave
her father a swift hug, then hugged Joanna, towa$ afraid you weren’t
ever going to see each other again. Can | be admdid?”

“You can,” her father teased, “although not in #hatothes.” Then, with
uncharacteristic awkwardness, he added, “Theremmefiuing else you
should know...”

“You already told me you were giving up mountainmtding,” Lenny said
cheerfully. “Although | haven't figured out what ydl do instead. You're
too big to be a jockey.”

“Para gliding?” Joanna suggested, giving Cal agtdynce from under her
lashes.

“Helicopter skiing,” Lenny added.

“I've always wanted to try that,” Joanna said thiotfigily.



“Just as long as it's not lawn bowling,” Cal sdiBut, Lenny; I'm trying
to tell you something. About Joanna and me. Sbimgtl’'m sure you're
old enough to understand. Or at least | hope yeu &ometimes when
adults--"

“You mean you're pregnant?” Lenny interrupted, lmgkfrom one to the
other.

Cal looked visibly taken aback that she’'d guessedusckly. “Yes. Yes,
we are. That'll be another big change, Lenny. Bubpe--"

“I really love you, Dad. But three’s better thanotvand four’s totally
awesome.”

Cal wiped his forehead with a relief that wasn’together faked.
“Awesome’s not a bad word for the way I'm feelinght now.”

Joanna put her arm around his waist and smiletsataughter. “I couldn’t
agree more.”

“Me, too,” said Lenny. “What's for dinner?”



