Shoe Soiever
Spstinct

BARBARA DELINSKY

e

- Al
| il
it

=

L |
.-'I -I-_I -i




THE FOREVER
INSTINCT

Barbara Delinsky



They took each other by surprise. The New Hampsiaeds was the last
place Jordanna Kirland expected to encounter Rat@tayes. Her

ex-husband's long-time professional rival, Patrigkled no man for sheer
good looks, virile charm and depth of caring. THeackpacking trip had
hardly begun before Jordanna was captivated...

A plush boardroom in New York was the last place 8tought she'd see
him again. Yet it was over a major business ctigs their options emerged
- to deny the happiness of a lifetime or, togettedefy the world...



CHAPTER ONE

SHE RECOGNIZED HIM INSTANTLY. His face was the same, if more mature,
with tiny time lines etched into his brow and a¢ ttorners of his eyes.
Flecks of silver whispered through his thick sdid&. Though thinner than
he'd been when she'd seen him last, he was eveag ball and broad of
shoulder. And his intensity hadn't lessened.

"Jordanna Kirkland," he stated, dredging her naromfthe depths of the
past as he soberly stared at the woman whose laatitree campground had
coincided nearly perfectly with his own.

Letting her frame pack slide the length of her ledil it stood on the
ground, she struggled to contain her shock andattsndant rush of
memories. "Lance."”

"It's Patrick now. Patrick Clayes." Dragging higsyrom hers, he extended
a hand to each of the other four members of thagyno turn. "I'll be your
guide."

"Larry Earls,"” said the first, a slim, pale man.
"Donald Scheuer," was the response of his tallererheavyset companion.
"John Kalajian," the third said with a nod, anattive professorial type.

"Bill Wennett," declared the last, the hint of ayamce in his voice echoing
his cocksure stance.

All looked to be in their early forties and, frofmetsimilarity of their dress
and gear, friends. It wasn't quite what Jordanrthéxgected when Craig
Talese had so gallantly offered her his place ertribk.

Scrupulously avoiding Patrick's gaze, she lookethfone man to the next.
She had their undivided attention. "How many othwitsbe joining us?"
she asked quietly, assuming the women to be laggpngewhere behind.
The names Scheuer and Wennett were ones Craig éaiiomed; she was
with the right group.



John looked at Larry; Donald's gaze met Bill's. Mladl four looked with
dawning dismay at Patrick, who finally spoke. "Ismald there would be
five of you. | guess this is it."

"Thereweresupposed to be five of us. Who's she?" Bill deredntlirning
an imperious eye on Jordanna.

She raised her chin a fraction of an inch. Sheatnked to deal with
high-handed men long ago. "Patrick had my name.rlge Jordanna Kirk-
land.”

"Where's Craig?" Larry asked.

"He got an emergency call from San Diego. His déergis ill. He flew out
last night."

"So he called/ou?"Donald barked in disbelief.
"Yesterday," she stated.

"And you decided to join a group of men for fiveydan the wilds?" This
from Bill again, with unmitigated disdain.

She stiffened her spine. "I had no idea | was j@r group of men. That
must have been Craig's idea of a little joke."ittefl. Though as her
accountant he was second to none, he was forde@ngi her about what he
called her "male instinct" in the world of business

"It's a lousy joke," Larry muttered. To Jordannasbemed more threatened
than angry at her presence.

Not so Donald. Anger punctuated his every wordutjo his attention
jumped from one to the other of his friends in skasf support. "More than
that. It's impossible! This was supposed to beravieek with the guys.
Totally uninhibited. There's no way we can havé g her along.”

Jordanna's lips quirked at the corners. "Donltetstop you. You can be as
uninhibited as you want. I've seen a lot in my tifvieu won't shock me."

Donald ignored her. "What in the hell did Craig @aw mind?"



For the first time since announcing his name, Bguke up. His voice was
quiet, his manner philosophical. "Maybe he wante#rtock a hole in the
last bastion of male chauvinism. You know how laé/gays after us." His
pensive gaze slid to Jordanna. "Jordanna Kirklands. in Willow
Enterprises?"

Time reversed itself. It was as though she were oncre standing before
the skeptical bank board that would decide whethhgrant her that crucial

loan to bolster her fledgling business. As sheldedinen, she now donned
her most serene and confident expression. "Thgh&'r

"You re its president?" John queried.
"And founder," she added, her pride present if ustdéed.

Donald cursed, but he had the grace to do it softigre his civility ended.
"So she s the one he's been raving about allithes?t’ When John nodded,
he scowled. "Then the joke's on us. Man, how cbeldo this?"

"Must be his warped sense of humour," Bill couatigfooking as disgusted
as his friend.

"I'll say."

"Kind of funny, when you think of it,” John musemhly to draw three irate
glances. He shrugged and held up a hand in sedfadef "Just kidding,
guys. Just kidding."

"But what are we going to do about it?" Larry asked
"She can't come, that's all there is to it," Dortzddked.
Bill seconded the motion.

John had the good sense to keep his mouth shut.

By this time Jordanna was incensed. "What do yoarmshe can't come?"
she demanded "She's here, in case you hadn't cofte's traveled six
hours to get here, not to mention the time it tmoknake arrangements to be
out of the office for the week. She's reimbursedigfor the money he



chipped in with you guys and she has her gear placked—" her eyes
stopped flashing long enough to eye the foursonmlensdy "—she's
probably in far better shape for this hike than ahyou."

Bill gave her the once-over, very slowly, then edisa brow and drawled,
"Wouldn't surprise me in the least." His eyes naew. "But you have to
wonder why a woman would want to go off into theods with five men."

Jordanna didn't flinch. "You're being offensiveliesstated quietly, then
turned her head toward their guide for the firstdisince the fray had
begun. And for the first time, she felt a true suof anxiety. The four other
men didn't daunt her in the least. For the pasteans, she'd fought their
type. Though self-centered, they were predictabib®ugh unpleasant,
relatively harmless. Lance Clayes was something &éle was the link to a
past she'd just as soon forget.

The way he was staring at her didn't help. Shewhat he saw, fragments
of those days of glory. And she saw something marthe instant before he
shuttered his gaze, she saw curiosity, perhapsch tf respect” but also an
undeniable flicker of heat. It unsettled her asttem's outward hostility had
not done.

Slowly Patrick straightened, his dark brown eyew i@arder as they held
Jordanna's. "You're determined to come?"

"Yes."

"Do you know what you're getting in for?"
"I've read the trip description."

"And you think you can keep up?"

"l know | can."

"Have you ever backpacked before?"

Taking a calculated risk, she tipped her head tdwhe others. "Have
they?"



The silence from the four was answer aplenty. dfytth been experienced
backpackers, they would no more have hired a ginde have chosen to
wear spanking new hiking boots. Not that hers vearg¢ more broken in,
but they were softer, a gentle offshoot of theitrawlal heavy leather clods,
more sneaker than boot. Indeed, part of her misgiaa to test their
wearability; they wouldn't hit the market for anettiour months.

Patrick ran his tongue around the inside of hiskhearefully choosing his
words. "l was told you were all beginners," he saldfting his gaze to the
men.

Jordanna answered with a self-confidence noneeobthers could muster.
"We are." She'd learned early on that being fagtitrabout her weaknesses
enhanced her strengths. 'But we're determined."i@toged four scathing
looks. "And ready to go." Innocently she scannedftites of the men, then
spoke with mock sweetness. "We were to be off l®; @reren't we?"

"Yeah," Bill grumbled, turning to lift his pack.

"Hold on," Patrick cautioned as he loped off towtlrel Jeep parked near the
other cars on the fringe of the campground. "l'vetge supplies here," he
called over his shoulder. "We'll have to divvy them" With a minimum of
effort he hauled first his own pack, then threeropartons filled with food
and equipment from the back of the Jeep. "Bringr yaacks over. It'll be
easier."

The five did as told, then watched him apportioppies among sue packs.
It was with mild dismay that Jordanna watched thecg@edings, praying
that she'd have enough room in her pack for everythe gave her. She'd
followed Craig's instructions to the letter, haérevushed out and bought as
many books as she could find on backpacking, skewdravhich had
included step-by-step guides for filling a frameclpal'hree times she'd
loaded and unloaded the nylon-duck bag that sahrsacently atop its
aluminum frame; each successive time the bag haketbless innocent.
How something so roomy when empty could hold sk liwhen filled was
beyond her. But she'd persevered, discarding atti@ul item or two of
clothing with each round of packing, until she'dally found the right
combination.



Mercifully, she'd had no trouble placing numeroagsof freeze-dried food

in the top of her pack, or stuffing other goodie®iside pockets. There
were raisins, nuts, freeze-dried coffee and Taadh earefully packaged in

plastic bags for a minimum of bulk and weight. Taitéer was crucial. When

every compartment was securely closed, and hepialgbéag and Ensolite

pad rolled and fastened at the top of the frame hsidl a substantial load to
challenge her fitness.

For a second too long she eyed the pack. "Probldmslanna?" Bill
goaded. "Look too heavy?"

"l can handle it," she answered calmly.

Donald joined his friend and ally. "You're sure?8 Bhook his head, his
mien patronizing, to say the least. "You can chayme mind now before
we get going. Once we're on the trail it won't beasy. It'd be unfair to ask
one of us to walk all the way back here with you."

Jordanna simply smiled. "We'll see who tires wheié said softly, then
turned to her pack and contemplated the simplest tawgout it on. The
problem was taken out of her hands when Patricikyddted it and held it

out. Turning, she slipped her arms through thepstréhen, head down,
tumbled with the hip belt. When she straightenezl was before her to
adjust the shoulder straps.

Given the silence among the rest of the men, slsa'tvsure whether to be
grateful or annoyed. Patrick's assistance did ngtlgither for her own

peace of mind or for the image of competence slsetwang to project. In a

way it was patronizing. Yet when she met his gdmret was neither
smugness nor any semblance of a leer. Rather wWase dark intensity, a
hardness reminiscent of the Lance Clayes of olchuscle jumped in his

jaw. Underdog or not, he was a man of determination

You can manage, can't you?" he asked quietly endogBpare her
embarrassment, yet firmly enough to suggest his douit.

Jordanna was only marginally aware that the othadsbegun to don their
packs. Her attention was riveted to Patrick "Ofreeul can manage," she
said, wondering why her voice didn't sound as fasrher conviction.



"The pack's heavy."

“Tm strong."

"We'll be going a long way, some of it over rouglrain.”

"I've been running better than thirty miles a wémkthe past four years."”

He showed no sign of being impressed, but simphyinaed to stare at her,
into her, through her.

"I can do it, Lance—"
"Pat."

"Pat. Even if his sense of humir a little off, Craig would never have
suggested | come if he hadn't had faith in me."tSbk a breath, then stated
baldly, "His job's at stake."

"What does he do?"
"He's my accountant.”

For several seconds longer, Patrick studied hes. épression grew
strangely wary. "You're a successful woman, Jordawhy are you here?"

"Can't successful women go on backpacking tripg&'ceuntered, trying to
make light of his query and the very powerful presebehind it.

"Sure they can,” he asserted softly. "More oftérmugh, they choose a
week of leisure at one resort or another." His gelpeided. "It's odd.
Jordanna Kirkland. Peter's wife-"

"Peter'sexwife," she corrected in a half whisper. "We'vedesorced for
nearly ten years. Our paths rarely cross. And wiiad then has no bearing
whatsoever on my presence here today."

He considered her quiet vehemence for an instdiotésilently turning
away. Perplexed, Jordanna watched him hoist hispagk to his back. She
sensed there would be far more to say about thiebpésre the five days



were done, and she wondered if she would be wisartoback while she
could. Patrick's presence shook her; she felt oddhalanced. If only she
had an inkling as to the thoughts running throuigmtind...

Then she caught herself and brought her chin uprgiple alone she was
determined to see the week through. She had detidedme; she had
spent the past thirty-six hours making arrangemefitsl neither four
reluctant men nor one Patrick Clayes was goingdp ker.

Standing idly, waiting for the others to adjustithmacks, she surveyed the
surroundings only her peripheral vision had presipwabsorbed. In the
parking area stood just four vehicles, two forfthe buddies, Patrick's Jeep
and her own rented Chevy. It seemed they'd have wbeds to
themselves—not surprising given the fact that is warly November. The
foliage seekers had long since retreated to thenttenf their homes for the
winter.

Though only partially bare, the trees wore themaeing leaves like
shabby cloaks shedding threads here and thereeirafternoon breeze.
Beyond, the evergreens stood tall and grand irigation of their coming
days of supremacy over those whose beauty was epbemeral.

Two trails led into the woods from the parking andaving studied the trip
description long hours into the night, Jordannavktigey'd be taking the
Basin Trail and making a large, rugged loop cowemearly twenty-two
miles before returning on the Wild River Trail.

"Okay, listen a minute/' Patrick began, gatherihgm all around for
preliminary instructions. "First off, we travel aggroup. The trails are well
marked and hard to miss, but | don't want to regirlg any of you. We'll

stay on the beaten path. No bushwhacking. Zero<ip&ing is what it's

all about. When we disband Friday night, there &hdoe no sign

whatsoever that we've ever been here. Side tripsgh the brush will only
destroy the natural beauty of the place. None oWvast to do that,” he
stated positively as he looked from one to anotbfehis charges. To
Jordanna's relief, his gaze touched her but briefly

"Our walking time this afternoon will be roughly amhours, though with
stops here and there we probably won't reach the Brook shelter until



dinnertime. It's a perfect walk for beginners. Buthe paused, a warning
look on his face "—if anyone has troubémytrouble, | want you to yell. If
your pack is killing you, it might need a simplgusiment. Same with your
boots. At the first sign of blisters, we stop tgBpmoleskin. At the first
problem with a knee or an ankle, we put on an Awedbge. Since none of
you have backpacked before, there are bound tochesaand pains,
but—within limits—I want you to speak up. This ipl@asure trip. We don't
need martyrs. We're not looking for heroes. A peabdealt with early on
can be easily handled. Down the road it may betle harder. Understood?"
He cast a glance from one intent face to anothéeméach had nodded, he
eased up. "Any questions?"

Jordanna had a million questions. Where do we 8létgw do we cook?
What if it rains? Will there be bears? But, liketbthers, she shook her
head, confident that the answers would be forthogrm time.

"Let's go," he said. "I'll lead the way. John, yiake up the rear. We'll
switch around once you all get the hang of it."

Without further ado, he set off. Jordanna watche ratreating form
admiring the way his gear seemed an extensiorsdiddy, \WWondering how
long he'd been backpacking. Judging from the spnirigs step, he loved it.

"Jordanna?"

John's quiet call drew her from her momentary prepation. With a start
she realized the others were already on the fakhing him a buoyant
smile that she hoped would cover for her lag, sbead quickly ahead.

Though the air was brisk, it wasn't cold. Havingcked the long-range
forecast, Jordanna knew that there were no mapomst expected. Chills
she could easily withstand; the clothes she woreewkesigned to be
lightweight and warm. Snow, though, she could dtheut. She was no
glutton for punishment.

The path was of crushed stone leading southwartl gea®ral deserted
campsites before entering deeper woods. She caoatmhton walking

steadily and shifted her pack once to a more cdatfte position. She was
grateful she hadn't skimped in selecting her gear;shoulder straps were



well padded, her hip belt substantial enough togvdistribute the load.

Amazing what she d learned about backpacking i ditibe time, she

mused. She only hoped her cramming would pay attiér along. Going to
bed at 2:00..m. hadn't been the smartest thing to do, particutarice she'd

awoken at six to shower and dress and head outNi®mYork. She would

be tired tonight. But then, evenings on the trarevprobably going to be
quiet and early ones.

Few words were spoken as the six walked on, eaahisg too awed by the
silent splendor of the woods to shatter its efféidiey had left all

civilization behind. Even the path was now of patlearth strewn with
leaves. Larry, the photographer of the group, phtsdake pictures from
time to time. When he stopped to adjust his paaljék assisted him while
the others rested, occasionally sipping from carstew flexing cramped
shoulders.

On the move once more, they came to a wetter drgaoand, where a
plank walkway had been constructed

"Someone was thoughtful,” Larry observed.

"We'll run across these from time to time," Patrédplained, tapping his
booted toe against the first of the planks. "Befytte not first and foremost
for our benefit."

"Then whose?" Bill asked irreverently.

"The earth's," Patrick answered. "Walkways likestheetard soil erosion.
Without them, some of the trails would be impassalblot to mention

devoid of vegetation."” Without awaiting further corant, he went ahead.
The others followed. What had been the symphorstling of dead leaves
underfoot became a more percussive series of gmitieey progressed.

Head down now, Jordanna studied the planks, thersdiggy ground to
either side as her professional instinct went tokwShe wondered how her
hiking shoes would hold up on wet ground. Had Br&iwords not rung
fresh in her ear, she might have been temptec:oddt into the muck. But
his words had hit their mark, and besides, sheheagned in front and rear
by men who would delight in any slip she made. §ggoshoe was not the



most auspicious adjunct to a hike. Perhaps atrtti@Ethe trip, she decided,
when no great harm could be done, she'd experiment.

On dry ground once again, they climbed steadilynglavhat Patrick
announced to be Blue Brook until they reached #bfodge. There, at his
direction, they lowered their packs for a restfisst Jordanna was startled.
They'd been walking for barely an hour. Only whka set her pack on the
ground and straightened did she understand hivea@though she thought
herself in the best of shape, there seemed tmpentiscles in her back that
she'd never felt before. Stretching carefully, sased down onto a nearby
rock to savor the sight of the gurgling brook below

The men talked among themselves. She sat apafectygrcomfortable
with the distance. Solitude was a treat for heregithe number of people
who rushed in and out of her working life. If théhers left her to her own
musings during the trek, she wouldn't mind in &est.

"Everything okay?"
She looked up to find Patrick shading her from the
sun.

"Fine," she answered quickly, her gaze darting tack gentle cascade
splashing into a pool. "It's really beautiful.”

His eyes followed hers. "It's just the beginnindpisTseason is the best.
Minimum people, maximum nature."

Something in his tone said that he appreciatetusigias she did. Looking
up, she studied the rugged planes of his face. &k uwmfairly handsome;
time had served him well. "Do you—" she swallowegaluntarily and
began again "—do you do this often?"

He continued to stand beside her, legs braced widedark hiking pants
were well worn and fitted him comfortably. She sshpure muscle
beneath. "Backpacking? Whenever | can.”

"Guiding,' she corrected, tutoring her thoughts yatvam his thighs. She
wondered if he earned his living as an outdoorsi8aanning her memory,



she couldn't recall having heard about him in regears. But then, she
realized, the mind did strange things. For yeaesdshlotted out anything
and everything to do with football. She might haeen something in the
paper and never taken it in.

Eyes trained upstream, he didn't spare her a glédNeé. | only take groups
out once or twice a year, usually in late fall arlg spring. When | go
myself, it's into more remote areas, ones I've nsgen before."

"You're an explorer then?"

"Mm" As though loath to say more, he abruptly tutr@end wandered to a
nearby boulder. Lithely hiking himself upon it heapped his arms around
his knees to enjoy the scene a while longer.

Staring after him, Jordanna wondered just what patiad taken in life.

His playing days were over; forty-year-old quarterks were not exactly in
demand. If he'd turned to coaching, he'd hardlyeHasen able to take off
for a week at the height of the season. On the didned, he might well have
entered broadcasting, where his presence on theewedevould suffice. He

was eloquent; his initial speech to the group haxved that. And if the

private type, he was hardly shy. Yet in the oldsdhg had avoided the
press. Peter had been the one to court them wetty ént of charm he could
manage, and that was considerable, she remembéhed scowl.

But she didn't want to think of Peter. Or Lance ti@r old days.

With a deep breath she lowered her gaze. Her finigty slid through the

dried brush by her side, but the startling imagbeen mind's eye was of a
softer, more vibrant brush, that of the dark haegng through the open
neck of Patrick's shirt as she d seen it momentsrdeStunned, she
frowned, then reached for a dead leaf and crudlaarig with the unbidden
image. Refocusing on the enchantment of the strehe|et her mind trip

pleasantly until, at length, Patrick hopped dowanfrhis perch and

retrieved his pack in silent example to the othéfigh the wave of his hand,
they were off again.

Bathed in the relief of having donned her pack @Jaordanna felt fresh of
mind and decidedly confident. Eyes alert, she tookverything, from the



pines swaying rhythmically above to the solid finsre stoically enduring
the intrusion of humanity.

The cliffs that banked the far side of the streaenengranite slabs slicing
neatly into the water, where, over ages, they wgeatled by the
crystal-clear flow.

When the path took a turn upward, her legs werede®r the first time.
She welcomed the exertion, enjoying the stretchhasalways did in her
early morning warm-ups. She found something inicadl refreshing in
the reminder that her body was far more than a mado be taken for
granted. Being well oiled took work. She liked tegther limits and even
now lengthened her stride until she clearly fedt thuscles of her thighs
and calves. This appreciation of the physical wak dne of the ways
Willow Enterprises had benefited from its founder.

As if in reminder, she touched her cheek then re@dyack into a lower

side pocket of her pack for a small tube of credtakeup was her

specialty; indeed, cosmetics for the sports-mindedhan had been the
first order of business after Willow Enterprisemifding. Its product line

was extensive, and though it included the colochglams and shadows
desired by the fashion-conscious woman, its pride amore practical line
of moisturizing agents. The dab of cream now inda#m was one of these.
She smoothed it across the backs of her handsranddher fingers, then
applied the excess to her cheeks and chin in amtiat might have been
a simple soothing of flesh had any of the men edtid=ive days in the

wilds without benefit of other makeup would put tream to the test, as
would the sun, even weak as it was, its protecjivadities.

Without missing a step, she comfortably kept hacelin the casual line,
breathing deeply of the scent of fall. Clusterbiothes, their yellow leaves
now pale and withering, had sprung up to shardatest with beeches and
firs. High above, the cry of migrating geese echadd the breeze.

"You look more spring than fall,” John commenteadrting her as he drew
abreast of her.



She glanced down at her outfit, a stylish, ligipthdded jacket cuffed at the
waist and wrists, with matching pants that tapetbdn zippered at the
ankles. She was lime green from collar to heel.

With a soft chuckle, she concurred. "It was a chatthis, bright yellow,
soft pink or lavender. Somehow | thought the gneenld blend better with
the woods."

"Isn't that a jogging suit?"

"Pretty much so, though we're marketing it as &puwipose sports outfit.
The principles are the same. Loose and light baulating. Actually, this

jacket is warmer than a regular running shell. riéally comfortable.” She
looked far more so than any of the men, she adinttteherself with a

certain amount of smugness. Their hiking jacket pants were a sight
heavier. Only Patrick with his anorak looked fudityease.

"Not bad," John decided, then fell back severgistmce more.

Jordanna did feel comfortable, surprisingly so.'&packed a heavy Wool
sweater, but she was counting on multiple layetigbfter coverings to keep
her warm. Walking was one thing; despite the gravahill in the air as the
afternoon wore on and the sun paled and dipped,ashally felt tiny
trickles of perspiration on her back beneath hekp#hen the day's walk
was done and they sat idle, ah, that would befardrit matter.

"How's it going back there?" Patrick called frore front of the line. Three
other heads swiveled around with his.

"Just fine," Jordanna assured them all with a smile
"Blisters?" Donald suggested.

"Nope."

"Sore shoulders?" Bill hinted.

She shook her head. "Sorry. Of course, if you gugdired—"



Just as abruptly as they'd looked back, all themed forward again and
moved on. Only Patrick lingered for a moment's gtuwd her serene
expression. Then he too whipped around and was off.

The remainder of the afternoon's trek was pleasadtpromising. Tuning
out the men's chatter, Jordanna derived from theéoous the gratification
she sought. The gentle sounds of the wild, the aandustle of tiny
woodland creatures, the sweet scent of spruce—ex \a soothing balm
against the memory of the city's bustle.

Her body held up well; she smiled to herself wHeshind her, John began
to grunt as the trail climbed toward a ridge. Wiatitast they reached the
shelter where they'd be spending the night, skatbjficongratulated herself
on a job well done.

Half an hour later she began to wonder if her candations had been
premature. It had been one thing when they werkimglsingle file for the
most part, and she could easily lose herself tojtlyeof the forest.
Stationary now, idly studying the three-sided Idglter, she let herself
think for the first time of the awkwardness suabselness could present for
a woman among five men.

They'd all lowered their packs and were relaxinglevRatrick set up the
camp stove to heat water for hot drinks before elinA stream just north of
the shelter was their water supply; he'd shown ttienway before he'd set
to work. Now there was little to do but relax uritie business of making
dinner began.

As had happened during the afternoon, the mendalkeong themselves,
ignoring Jordanna as much as possible. She sttitgead as she sat on the
ground, then reached into her pack to change imp@iraof soft moccasins.
She wore two pairs of socks, a thin inner pair anduter pair of thicker
wool rag. Her feet were toasty, though she stiildeilled. Digging into the
pack again, she pulled out a heavy wool cap andeigt on over her
stylishly cropped thick chestnut hair.

She had settled back once more when Patrick sugdeoVved from the
stove to his own pack. As she watched, he sheghtket and unbuttoned
his shirt. She held her breath when the shirt caffi¢o reveal corded



shoulders and a lean torso. When he bent to fisiie pack, she was held
by the play of his muscles, sinewed and firm, figxgrandly as he reached
forward. Then he straightened and, as though palgitouched by her
gaze, slowly turned his head to look at her.

Jordanna felt a strange thudding in her chestti@teto look away, but his
dark eyes were locked to hers. Then, as slowlyeas tiirned his head, he
began to approach, stopping only when he was wahim's reach of her.
His long-sleeved, insulated shirt hung limply fraus fingers. With catlike
grace, he lowered himself to his haunches.

"Anything wrong?" he asked softly.

She quickly shook her head and dropped her eyés|together prudently,
to the soft pelt of fur on his chest. He had table, yet he looked warm and
alive, making her, to her dismay, feel the same.

"You're sure?"

She swallowed hard and nodded. But her eyes ctuhigtflesh. Her fingers
curled into her palms.

"You'll catch a chill," she whispered.

"Are you worried?" he returned in that same softeolt held a touch of
silk this time, its smoothness shimmering into her.

"You're our leader," she managed. "It wouldn't hedpf you got sick."
I've got an iron constitution."

"So | see," she said, then willed the words eraskd.flush that rose to her
cheeks had little to do with the brisk early-evenair.

Then she caught sight of a pale scar at his shoalu# without thinking,
reached up to touch it. Patrick’'s flinch was invitéuwy but quickly
controlled, and he held steady while her fingettzed the mark.

"Battle scar?"



He hesitated a minute. When he spoke, his silkea beld grains of sand.
"Of sorts. Throwing a football for years can doajrénings to a man.”

"When...?"

He cleared his throat. "My last year. It made theision to retire that much
easier." His voice was devoid of bitterness, indafell emotion, in keeping
with his eyes.

She nodded dumbly, unaware that her finger remaomeklis skin until he
grabbed her hand and pressed it to his flesh, ngchti downward and
around the muscled swell of his chest. His flesk firan beneath her palm,
his heartbeat much more steady than her own. Wiefingertip grazed his
tight nipple, her gaze shot to his.

"Have a thing for jocks?" he asked on a velvet mbtemockery. When she
grabbed her hand away, he readily released it.

"That was unnecessary," she scolded unevenly.

He gave a one-shouldered shrug, then looked dowrslah his arms onto
the shirt. "It'd make sense. Peter. ..me—"

"You're almost as crude as Bill."

His eyes met hers as he raised the shirt, liftecahins and eased his head
through its collar. Jordanna suspected the leiguvaly he stretched into the
knit was deliberate; extended, his body lookedtedl more powerful. His
summer's tan lingered attractively, only slighthlgr beneath his arms amid
the soft, dark hair that sprouted there.

"Bill doesn't know you," he said, his voice muffldadough the shirt.
"Neither do you!" she exclaimed, indignation risteglisplace all thoughts.

Without hurry, he smoothed the shirt down overdhisst. "I know who you
are."

"So do I. I'm Jordanna Kirkland of Willow Enterpeis Period."



His voice lowered and grew harder. "You're als@®PKirkland's ex-wife."

Jordanna studied him closely, her eyes growingpshdhat bothers you,
doesn't it?"

"Why should it bother me?" he asked with a nonaladahat didn't extend
to the telltale flex of his jaw.

"Because you and Peter were rivals from the datause Peter bested you
once too often.” Goaded by instinct, she barreled'Because maybe, just
maybe, you find me attractive."”

His back suddenly ramrod straight, Patrick statdteafor a minute. Then,
with neither admission nor denial, he rose andrnei to his pack. As
abruptly, Jordanna shifted to lie against her dacing away from the rest.
Throwing an arm across her eyes, she took a dedming breath and
willed the image of a lean, sun-bronzed chest tbdestruct. When it
refused to do so, she forced her mind back to Newk\Yburying her
thoughts in Willow Enterprises as she'd done nawido long years.

She wasn't sure if she dozed off, but when Johredanoffer her a cup of
coffee, she opened her eyes with a start and sat up

"Thanks," she said, mustering a weak smile.
"Tired?"
"A little. It's been a long day."

He hunkered down beside her to nurse his own leet.BYYou drove all the
way from New York this morning?"

"Uh-huh."

"Then you must be dead. We all came up yesterddyséept late this
morning."

She threw a cursory glance toward the others. "Wauefamilies?"

"Three wives and seven kids among us. Bill's a élach



"How do you know each other?"
"We were college friends."

This time her smile was more natural. "You're kmddiAnd you've stayed
close all this time?"

"Actually, no. We went separate ways after graduetDon to dental
school, Bill to business school, Larry to work witis dad, Craig to get his
CPA"

She took a sip of her coffee, savoring its warngtlit alid down her throat.
"And you?"

"I went on for a Ph.D. in math. | teach now."

"Math," she mused. "Interesting.” Then she frown@&aiit how did you all
get back together?”

"At our tenth reunion. We discovered we still hado& in common,
including an itch to get away for a week now anehth He laughed softly.
"The first time we tried it, we went as coupleshte Caribbean. None of the
wives got along, and Bill's girl was an absoluteaia”

Jordanna's brows met in a sympathetic frown. "Stethame."

"No, it was great." When her frown deepened in geitin, he explained.
"What we really wanted, the guys, | mean, was a week away from
everything—wives, girlfriends and kids as well as work. So started
planning trips like these." He rocked back on leslk and rolled his eyes
toward the darkening sky. "We've sailed in the Bahs, skied in the
Rockies, eaten our way through a cruise, lost baresin Las Vegas."

"But never backpacked before."
"Nope. Never that."

"How did you get hold of Patrick?"



"We didn't. Larry's travel agent did. She knew thatook groups out from
time to time and gave him a call. That was lasingpt

"You booked him that early? You must all be footlhaaks." Though she
couldn't quite hide the scorn in her voice, Johnlaited it to a typical
female disdain for the sport. His response wasl|geahi.

"As a matter of fact, one of our trips did combioar days in L.A. with the
Super Bowl."

Her moan was not at all feigned. "Oh, God, thelnhéve to listen to
shoptalk all week?"

"No. That was a stipulation of Patrick's beforedh® our guide.”
"What do you mean?"

"He won't discuss football. Apparently it's a starttrule of his.” John grew
more thoughtful. "I guess he'd had it by the tineerétired.” He shook his
head wistfully. "Man, he was some player."

She scowled. "They didn't call him Lance for nothin

"Mmm. He really shot that football down the fieldds though suddenly
realizing that Jordanna knew more than she lefon eyed her curiously.
"You knew him. You know football." When he pausddrdanna held her
breath. "Kirkland. You can't be related to... ?"

There seemed no point in prevarication. Patrickdzad it twice now; it was
simply a matter of time until the others overhedReter. | was married to
him for three years. We've been divorced for ten."”

"No kidding?" A broad smile split his face. "Heyat's great! Not the
divorce part, | mean. But the marriage. You musehaeen with him during
the best of his playing years! That's exciting!"

"Not really,” she stated. "As a matter of factyés pretty boring.”

"You couldn't have thought so if you married him."



She sighed and looked down. "You're right. | dida'first. But | learned
pretty quick how... ach, it's not important.” Shesed her eyes to focus on
Patrick, who seemed busy around the stove. "Weldlgive him a hand,”
she mumbled, pushing herself to her feet. She hadléeting image of
jumping from the frying pan into the fire, but orkgew that she had to let
John know there were some thirgfeewouldn't discuss.

Patrick looked up at her approach, his expresdamkb It was a help.
"What can | do?" she asked, rubbing her cold haogisther.
"You can dig the beef stew out of your pack Thisexa nearly boiling."

By the time she returned with the packets, theratien had gathered round
to watch the proceedings.

"You mean those little things are gonna fill us?8nald asked, eyeing
Jordanna's booty with dismay.

The small nearby lantern illumined Patrick's smitkKou'll be filled.
Believe mel've allowed two portions for every man."

"Then we can divide up Jordanna's extra?" Bill dskginning at what he
thought to be irresistible cleverness.

"Not on your life," Jordanna responded. "I'm eating
"You'll get fat," Larry cautioned.
"Working as hard as you guys? No way."

Bill turned to Donald. "I think she should do th@oking. Woman's work
and all.”

"No wonder you're not married, Bill," Jordanna $edf "No woman in this
day and age will have you."

Larry gave half a guffaw, then gulped when Bill wted at him.



Patrick held up a hand. "Children. Please. Leyddrrestrain ourselves.
Everyone chips in when it comes to cooking. Jolth[@anald, go on up to
the stream and fill the extra pots with water. Wit them on to heat while
we're eating so we'll have something to clean up taier. Bill, | think the
pudding's in your pack. I'll need it in a minutarty, you've got the plates
and utensils. Jordanna, come over here and maksteéhe" He frowned.
"And don't look at me like I'm the devil incarnadou cook tonight and
you're done for the week. Fair?"

The rebellion that was on the tip of her tongudants before simply
vanished. ‘Just tonight... then I'm done for thek#8 she asked with a
bargaining half smile.

"Uh-oh,"” Donald groaned, "she's a bra burner. Ttex@ative woman. She
hates to cook."

Donning her most beatific smile, Jordanna kneltideedPatrick. "You
instruct. I'll cook."

That was precisely what she did. Dinner was surngig good and
decidedly filling. Patrick was patient, if all bnsiss, which pleased her no
end. She'd begun to imagine that being near hinthioxveek might be an
ordeal above and beyond those memories she fdogthtduring dinner at
least, he treated her like one of the guys.

Later that night, well, that was something else.



CHAPTER TWO

EXHAUSTED, JORDANNA fell into a deep sleep shortly after dinner.
Burrowing snugly into her sleeping bag in a farnasrof the shelter, she
was comfortably warm and dead to the world. The tatked and laughed,
but she heard nothing until the middle of the nighen, disturbed by an
unexpected sound, she awoke with a start.

It took her a minute to remember where she wasg@roshe looked
around, then sat up and studied the darkness. \fieenoise came again,
her head jerked toward the vague forms on the ogpsisle of the shelter.

Someone was snoring. She put a hand to her chetdt the thudding of her
heart then scowled and looked away. Peter had@gndiere nights than she
cared to recall she'd awoken to urge him onto ts.sThen she'd lain
awake for hours brooding, unable to fall back &epl

So now she was suddenly wide awake. The snoringisbed, a deep,
crescendoing shudder that grated as she sat. i8dedrmake out who it
was, but couldn't tell one sleeping bag from anotheéhe dark—not that
she would have been able to do anything had sherkmeho the culprit
was.

Annoyed at having been awakened, she drew her dowered knees to
her chin and glared out at the woods beyond thkeshthen back into the
shadows. As her eyes slowly adjusted she deciplmredleeping bag set
apart from the others.

lying roughly halfway between hers and theirs.dtiho be Patrick's.

At least he wasn't the snorer, she mused, studysidark cocooned form.
Strange how he'd set himself there; perhaps nstrange in light of his job.
He was the quarterback, calling the plays, readyet with any problem
that might arise in the middle of the night. Sherega derisive snort.
Perhaps he was afraid that one of the men mightoapp her. How
touching. Her white knight, sound asleep.



With lips pressed tightly together she struggleddofeet and, sleeping bag
and all, shuffled from the shadowed shelter oub itfie pale moonlight.
Only when she'd gone far enough to reduce thersgtwia dull hum did she
stop. Sinking down inside the sleeping bag, shecsads-legged on the
ground, her back to the shelter, her eyes on tjiestape.

Cast now in silver rather than gold, the woods vwardeautiful as they'd
been by day. She tipped her head back to studyrdrehes overhead, then
slowly returned her gaze to the ground. At a movenne the brush, she
froze, watching wide-eyed when what appeared tanb@ossum sauntered
across her range of vision, leading with its palmese, trailing with its tail,
disappearing into the woods with an indifferencénéo presence that she
accepted with pure relief. Though adventurous,\ssighlly active woman,
she knew little about creatures of the wild. Foratant she wondered what
else might wander about in the night—deer, fox r&edhen she quickly
thought of Patrick and found solace knowing he wear. He seemed
levelheaded and skilled when it came to the outditeyrshe admired him
for that. Thoughts diverging., she also admired funthe ease with which
he'd handled the group on this first day of theshfkr his deep, rich voice,
for the firm tone of his body....

Her mind drifted and she was back in the colossstands, eyes glued to
the teams in formation at the five-yard line. Thewd roared on either side,
but beyond its thunder, her sole concentrationavathe quarterback whose
hands were ready, awaiting the snap. He turneldad to one side then the
other, shouting coded commands to his team. Thdratiehe ball and ran

back to pass, his padded shoulders bunched and,brisahips sleek and

lean. Jordanna had always responded to seeinghaimvay. Poised on the
brink of action, he was, in her mind, the quintesisé male.

Moments later, when, having failed to find a reegei\ne'd barreled over the
line to make the touchdown himself, he was loshéo. Arms raised in
triumph, he'd belonged to the crowd, his adorindplipuand his own
monumental ego.

Shaking her head in an attempt to chase these derbitinages from her
mind, she hugged herself more tightly. Peter haénb@hysically



magnificent, both on the field and off. Emotionaligtellectually—those
were other matters.

And what about Patrick? He was good-looking, shmitidd reluctantly,
too good-looking. And he affected her, which bo#lteher. She'd been
unaffected by a man for years and had wantedtiitbg. Given the debacle
of her marriage and the subsequent demands ohtkercshe'd molded for
herself, she had no time for men.

Her physical response to Patrick surprised hernthav she could recall
the feel of his skin beneath her hand, and her pgadgtled. Was she sex
starved? Or simply a masochif®l she have a thing for jocks?

Moaning softly, she buried her face against hereknd@hen she heard a
footstep behind her and whirled to confront a darkn looming above.

When she would have cried out in fright, a largachalamped over her
mouth. A long arm curved around her middle. Strdmghs lowered to
frame her hip.

"Shh. It's just me." The whisper faded. Slowly tiz@d from her mouth was
withdrawn, fingers trailing across her lips in &ant departure.

'Patrick?" she whispered, twisting to look up iht® moon-shadowei@ce,
in doing so dragging her head to his shoulder arhs remained around her
sleeping bag in the vicinity of her waist.

"Yes, he whispered. "Are you all right?"
Her pulse was racing. "You frightened me!"

"l heard you get up. | thought you had to go ta.theell, when you didn't
come back | got worried."

"I'm fine," she whispered, but wondered if it wdérae. Her nerve ends
continued to jump. She made no move to free hefgath his embrace,
though. It was surprisingly comfortable, not birglinyet warm and
supportive.



"Couldn't sleep?"

When she would have cast a glance toward the shele found she
couldn't take her eyes from his. "One of the mes sm@oring." The dim
sound persisted. "It woke me up."

"Don't like snoring?' Given the lightness of hisépshe could have sworn
he was teasing her.

"No."

"Peter didn't snore?'

Not teasing. Goading. Straightening, she freeddifefilom his arm and
inched forward on her bottom until she sat a solad away. She stared off
into the woods. "Peter snored.”

"And you didn't like it"

IINOlII

For several moments there was silence. Then Padipgsed to the side to sit
on the ground by Jordanna'’s hip, facing in the spgpalirection. She didn't

look at him.

"Why are you here, Jordanna?" he asked at lastdge still low but now
hard and direct.

She knew he wasn't talking about the woods in tiddi® of the night.
"You've asked that before. It's getting boring."

"I'd still like to know."
She did look at him then, but his profile was shegid. "Why?"

"Curiosity."



"Curiosity killed the cat." She spoke to herselfnagch as to him. There
were far too many questions on her mind.

His jaw flexed. She saw that much. "I'm not plaigndm dying just yet," he
stated softly but firmly. "I've fought too hard fimo long. Which brings me
back to my question. Why have you come?"

She refused to be put on the defensive. "Whyalathink I've come?"

"It's occurred to me," he began without hesitatitthat you knew I'd be
leading this group.”

"Are you kidding?"
"Shh!" He tossed a glance toward the shelter. "Yaake the others."”

Though she lowered her voice to a whisper, heethdity remained. "You
think | came because gbu?"

"It's been done."

She threw her head back vehemently. "Omigod, ltdmtieve it! Another
one! Pure ego!" Then she raised her head andrstidfder spine. "If I'd
known you were going to be here, idverhave come!" Her eyes flashed
angrily, uncompromisingly.

"You hate me."

"What?"

He spoke more slowly, his eyes just as uncomproigisi their hold on
hers. "You hate me."

"l barelyknowyou. How could | hate you?"
"You were the one who pointed out that Peter andrk rivals."”

"What's that got to do with hate?"



"You were his wife. It'd be natural for you to saeh him."
"Peter never hated you."

"No," he mused grimly. "l suppose you're right. &rhe always came out
on top, he'd have no reason to hate."”

"But you do?"

"Hate? No. Resent... perhaps. It wasn't pleasaying second fiddle to
Peter Kirkland all those years.... But we're ggtff the point.”

"Which is?"

"Why, in your words, you'd never have come on thisif you'd known I'd
be along.”

With a deep breath, she squeezed her eyes shigvaekd her head to her
knees once again. "To be blunt Patrick,” she begpeaking slowly, as
though with great effort, "I don't need the memsfie

"Ahh. You've sworn off jocks."

Her head shot up. He was goading her again. "lveagron jocks," she
stated ardently. "l was in love with Peter Kirklatide mannotthe jock."

"Could you separate the two?" he asked pointedly.
Her whisper was less steady. "l thought | couldfiit.”
"But not in the end?"

"We're divorced. It's over." She turned her headyaWwAnd none of your
business."

Undaunted, he gave a magnanimous sigh. "Well sthatlief, at least.”

"What is?" she murmured against the rim of herglegbag.



"That you're not into jocks. But you are into men?"
She whirled around. "I can't believe you said that.
"Why not? It's a simple question."

"It's crude."

"Like Bill. Ah, that's right. | remind you of Bill.

He didn't Not in the least And whether he was teasr goading this time,
she didn't know. "Why are you doing this?" she wared. "Why don t
you... go pick on someone your own size?"

"I like your size better." When she tried to riee,shackled her arm through
the bag and stayed her escape.

"Go talk to one of the men," she muttered.
"They're sleeping."
"Why aren't you?"

"Because you're not. Because | heard you get ugalde | was worried.
And curious."

He inched closer. She could see that his hair wassed, that his jaw was
tight, that his gaze had dropped to her lips. Waegain she tried to pull
back, he swung around to much the same positiehdezn in when he'd
captured her.

"Let me go, Lance," she whispered, struggling éagy the suddenly erratic
beat of her heart. He was behind her, his warndhlgting her back, his
arms circling her front, holding her more gentlgnhshe wished. For, had he
been rough, she might have fought. But this geatienthis warmth was
strangely seductive. Or was it the night? Or theralof the woods? Or the
fact that it had been a long, long time since she&h held by a man? "It's
Patrick, Jordanna,” he murmured against her "Lamackonger exists; you



needn't fight memories with me. It's Patrick. Arelsha man. And, damn
it—" his voice lowered "—he does find you attraetit/

When she should have been turned off by his begmgdadmission, she
was only further intrigued. Suddenly she wasntkimg of Lance or the
past, but of Patrick and the way his firm man'sybsegemed to shield her
from all else. She was thinking of his chest withgoft, dark hair, of his
fingers, smelling faintly musky as they'd brushed lips, of his eyes, deep
brown and warm when he willed them so.

Cupping her chin, he tipped her head to the sef#ing it in the crook of his
shoulder in an open spill of moonlight. His facerenenches away, he
looked at her then, studying each of her featuresurn as she lay,
mesmerized, in his arms.

"l was curious," he began in a soul-stroking murmabout what it would
be like to kiss you."

Only in that instant did Jordanna allow hersekdmnit that she was curious
about the very same thing. Patrick Clayes was gireminently masculine,
thoroughly appealing. When his head lowered byesamtil his lips were a
hair's breadth from hers, she held her breathjmgaitvaiting to see if the
frisson of excitement shimmering through her veuas an illusion.

It wasn't. His mouth whispered a kiss first on oomer of her lips, then the
other, and her heart beat faster. Having expectedra forceful approach,

she was both startled and charmed by his gentlei@vaTlhe excitement

she'd felt was joined by a strange languor. Hebbéinvent weak. She closed
her eyes to better savor every soft nuance obhisht

His lips moved slowly, stringing the gentlest oddes along the line of her
mouth until she thought she'd scream in frustratitewwas goading her. Or
was he giving her time to demur? But she wasn'd#raurring type. She
knew what she wanted. It wasn't the sanest thinigsioe did know.

Her lips parted, met seconds later by the fullr#dRatrick's kiss. Like his
voice it was rich and velvet smooth, like his skivarm and alive. He



moved his mouth with the same riveting gentlenegs which his arms
held her, drawing a response from her most femidayphs.

When he suddenly drew back, she was bereft, bytworill she caught the
smoldering gleam in his eyes. "Jordanna?" he whespensteadily.

In answer, she reached up, threaded her fingesaghrthe thickness of his
sleep-mussed hair and drew his head down untit tipsi met once more.
This time she found the force she'd expected beharefar from brute, it
was electrifyingly wonderful, satisfying the verged she felt. Raising a
hand to her throat, he caressed its smooth linf@satongue sampled the
more varied textures of her teeth, her gums, hekisg, tongue. He was as
breathless as she when they separated.

"You're so soft,” he whispered against her templéia hand continued to
stroke her neck. He slid a finger beneath the cregk of her thermal shirt
and traced a gentle arc along her collarbone. "Eomnve you're so soft?"
"My cream," she said unsteadily, her sole concéotran that finger that
seemed, with each slow sweep, to inch lower. Headis were taut, up-
thrust, aching to be held.

"Your cream?" He looked down at her.

She swallowed hard under his lambent gaze. "Momurl'm an addict.”
His hand came to a rest over the hollow of herathrt-or business?"

"For me. | like taking care of myself."

He dropped his hand, but left his arm around hekbds that a hint?"

"l hadn't meant it to be," she said, sobering nbat the lure of his touch
seemed a dream, "but | suppose it's true."

"You're independent.”

"Yes."



"No leaning on a man?"

"Not anymore." Left unspoken was direct comment ham marriage.
Patrick seemed willing to let the matter ride.

"Surely you've been involved with men since Peter."

"Why surely?"

He studied her for several moments. Then he leaaigh of resignation
and, as if he'd forgotten her question, spoke diffarent tack. "You're a
beautiful woman, Jordanna. | always envied Petew ¥Yhade him look
good."

She sat up slowly. "Funny, | thought it was theeotivay around."

"No way. He may have had the trophies, but you thedclass. Your
business is proof of that."

"You know about my work?"

He donned an endearingly sheepish expression. '\@mdy | overheard the
guys saying tonight.”

She scrunched up her face. "You mean that whilepk shey werdalking
about me?"

The gentle finger he placed on her lips quietedrhere so even than his
soft, "Shh. They needed to let off steam. A cougléhem are still pretty
miffed that you insisted on coming along."

"Tough," she spat, but in a whisper. "They're aduof—"

"Uh-uh. Be generous. They feel awkward. That's all.

"Do you?"

"What do you think?"



"I don't know. | don't know you at all.”
"Are you sorry... that happened?"

She knew he was referring to their kiss, and cbeldothing but truthful. It
was her way. "No," she answered softly. "I'm not\scAre you?"

"No." He paused. "l wish like hell you weren't R&te@irl..."
"I'm not Why do you keep bringingeterinto this?"
"Because he's there, damn it!" Patrick growledgisigrto his feet.

"Weren't you the one who said Lance didn't existraore? Weren't you the
one who said there were no memories to fight?"

"Then it looks like | was wrong," Patrick mutteredking a hand through
his hair in frustration. "I lived in Peter Kirklalsdshadow for years and I'll
be damned if I'll take his castoffs." Turning os heel, he stormed off, not
toward the shelter but into the woods.

Mouth agape, Jordanna stared at his vanishing f@mly when night had
swallowed him completely did she clamp her moutht.shler trembling
limbs spoke of her fury, her wide eyes broadcast Rh, she was no novice
to cutting statements, but coming from this man andthe tail of his
spectacular kiss... it stung.

The worst was that he was gone, and there wasuablohothing she could
do by way of reply. She felt frustrated, impoteshe'd been wronged and
was helpless to correct the situation.

As the quiet minutes passed, she cooled down,heuhtirt lingered long
after she'd returned to the shelter. When sheyifell asleep it was nearly
dawn Patrick had not returned.



"Jordanna?"
A gentle hand shook her shoulder, then tentatiughped her back.
"Wake up, Jordanna."

She heard his voice from far away and pulled teeghg bag more tightly
over her head. It was too early, pitch-black, amelwas tired, so tired.

"Come on, Jordanna. Everyone else is eating brsiakfa

She slitted open an eye and searched the darlsasgs)othing, attributed
the voice to a dream. Then she realized where sise And remembered
what had happened. On pure reflex, she recoileah fitee hand on her
shoulder and sat up, slowly lowering the sleepiag to her shoulders.

To her chagrin, the sun was shining, which wasiumfaen she felt tired,
disgruntled and stiff. Sure enough, the men weoemed around the small
camp stove. She squinted at them, hoping Patriakdv&mply evaporate.
When he remained squatting by her side, she tumgtare at him.

"You can leave now," she said coolly, clutching #heeping bag to her
breasts. "I'm awake." Twisting away, she dug adnagh from her pack.

"Jordanna?"
Her hand hovered, fingers gripping the brush handle
"Look at me, Jordanna."”

Very slowly she turned her head, her face a mas&rsion.



"I'm sorry for what | said last night. It was wrongme."
"You meant it. Why apologize?"

"l didn't mean to imply that you were one of Patedstoffs."
"Then why did you say it?"

Looking down, he snapped a dried twig betweenitigefs of one hand. "
was feeling threatened. | lashed out It was jueehiHe sought her gaze
again. "And cruel."

"You're right. It was both of those things, pluso#rer—it waswrong."
Eyes flashing, she stared him down. "l was thewne divorced Peter, not
the other way around. | was the one who was fedvhp, wanted out, who
wanted something more than he had to offer. | Battroff, if you want to
know the truth." She grew more skeptical. "And velvet would you have
to feel threatened about?"

His eyes were a deep, deep brown that invited drayn'You. The
pleasure I felt when I kissed you."

Fighting his appeal, Jordanna looked away and lgriskrked the brush
through her hair. "It was just a kiss. Nothing #texning about it."

Strong fingers seized her chin and turned her fesevay. "It was asuper
kiss. Don't tell me you didn't think so."

She felt positively belligerent. "Of course it wasuper kiss. You're a pro,
Lance. But it wasnlya kiss. Nothing to be threatened by." She wasiggad
him without remorse. "Now, will you please let gonoe?"

Patrick's features darkened. Very slowly he dropmschand. "I hurt you,
Jordanna, and I'm very sorry for that. If lashiragh at me makes you feel
better, go ahead." He sighed on a note of whatbho@almost thought to be
defeat. "You can use the stream to wash up andgehadi keep the guys
here for a while so you can have some privacy.hiPgshimself to his feet,
he turned and headed toward the others.



Determined to let him go his way, Jordanna busiedsdif with digging
everything she'd need from her pack Under covéreofsleeping bag, she
tugged on yesterday's running suit, then, as Ratad suggested, headed
for the stream to clean up and put on the frestgthshe carried.

The air was cold, the stream a challenge. Holdergheath, then expelling
it in involuntary little cries, she threw handfdtex handful of water on her
face. The diversion was welcome. By the time ste&d and moisturized
her skin, sponged off her body and gotten dresgaithashe was tingling all
over. And confused.

She ate breakfast quickly, packed up her thingssahdut with the others,
all the while wondering why she wasn't furious wettrick. She should be,
she told herself. But she wasn't. Hurt as she'd bgéhe insult he'd hurled
in the dark of the woods last night, she did baiévat he was sorry. His
apology had been forthright, his manner sinceral A& was obviously as
bothered by the past as she was. Knowing well thegance of Peter
Kirkland, she could begin to understand the bipiéirPatrick had had to

swallow for years. She could begin to understandd-+argive—and that

confused her all the more.

As though made to order, the day's route was deimgmal terms both of
strength and concentration. Once the group wastywamutes into the
hike, Jordanna's legs weren't the only ones teptot

"Whew," John breathed, calling to Patrick from #red of the line. "Is it
uphill all the way?"

Patrick looked back with a knowing smirk. "For ail@hProblems?"
"Nope! Nope!"

"Why're you huffing and puffing like an old man?biald teased, directing
his words to John, though catching Jordanna's edendnking at her in a

show of friendliness that surprised her. "We'redaih' fine."

"Speak for yourself, Don," Larry groaned, collagsionto a rock and
tugging at his boot. "l think yesterday's blistestjwoke up."”



Patiently Patrick helped him put moleskin on thieded spot. "We'll take
it slow," he avowed as they started off again. "Bat’ll earn your stripes
today."

Jordanna was grateful. Unsure as to how to actRatinick, she welcomed
the hard work he drew from them all. As the mornprggressed, they
followed the Black Angel Trail to Rim Junction, whefive different trails
met in an intersection as confusing as any Jordaadaever seen. There
were no street signs, no service stations or clegradr McDonalds to
distinguish one trail from the next.

But Patrick knew. At his direction they headed koomto the Basin Rim
Trail. It was this trail that took them throughraiia of spruce and across
ledges to the foot of Mount Meader.

"Doesn't look so tough,"” Bill observed, eyeing Wi@oded crest when they
were still a distance away.

"Gettin' bigger,” Donald commented sometime later.

"Man, this looks rugged," was John's accurate summahen they began
the ascent.

It was rugged. Many of the rocky inclines called teamwork in the

scaling; packs were passed from hand to handnfydmdies to concentrate
on handholds and steady footing. To Jordanna'sfrdbatrick kept his

distance, seeming determined to let her hack ihemown. And she did.

Ignoring muscles that clamored for a rest, she kgme with the men
through the steep climb. By the time they stoppediunch on the scenic
lookout ledges near the summit, though, she waefgfado crumple on a

rock and lie back against her pack.

She wasn't the only one. Four men collapsed oretliges nearby. Only
Patrick had the strength to move around from pagbaick, gathering and
distributing Slim Jims, Triscuits and nuts.

"Is this exhilaration?" Larry asked, doubt writt@hover his pale face.



"Sure," Bill said, reaching for the plastic con&imf peanut butter Patrick
offered. "You're just out of shape. I told you talt yourself up before you
came."

"l did. | did."

"How many knee bends?" Donald asked, squirtingoh bif jelly from a
plastic tube.

Enough,” Larry mumbled.

As always, Jordanna was slightly apart from thethPatrick sank to the
ground by her side. "You're doin' fine," he obsdreasually.

"It's fun,” she replied cautiously.

"Not mad at me anymore?"

She thought for a minute. "I think | walked it off.

"That's good.”

Unwrapping a Slim Jim, she bit off a piece. "l litkee exertion.”

"Not tired?"

"l didn't saythat." After listening to the men's talk with half an eshe

spoke again. It was time she explained herself.ckBacking is an
adventure I've never had the opportunity to takéipaefore. When Craig
called, the time seemed right. Things were onlypithaotic at the office
for a change. | needed a vacation. Winter willisdtefore long, and I'll be
stuck inside."

"You don't ski?"

"No. Do you?"

His lips twitched. "I tried. | wasn't too good &t'i



"A professional athlete? | can't believe that."

His eyes went cold for an instant.Whasa professional athlete. Past tense.
And being good at one sport doesn't imply skithlabthers."

"l didn't mean that,"” she said softly, then coreecherself. "Well, maybe |
did. You were super- coordinated on the field." Yea pro here in the hills.
| guess | assumed...well, I'm sorry. | didn't re&alyou were sensitive."

He popped a cashew into his mouth. "I'm tired. Bhelt It was bad enough
in my playing days having to constantly competehwitthe other talent on
the field. Now people expect me to compete withrttan | was then." He
raised his eyes to hers. No longer cold, they wermetheless earnest. "I
can't. | don't want to." As though unconsciousIyg@uating his words, he
flexed his shoulder, rubbed it, then dropped arrathéinto his mouth.

"Does it hurt?"
"Not competing?"

"I was thinking of your shoulder, but | guess thestion could apply to that
too."

"Both. On occasion."”
"Does your pack bother it? Your shoulder, that is."

He crinkled his nose, looking almost boyish. "Ndfell, maybe once in a
while. It's okay."

Again they sat in silence, taking their turns wtie peanut butter and jelly,
then toe Tang. Jordanna found herself thinking ledivihe'd said and feeling
touched by what appeared to be nicks in his arfeter had had no nicks.
He'd been perfect. Bright and shining. Invincilad, as time had passed,
totally obnoxious.



"What do you do?" she asked, searching for foddefutther delineate
Patrick from his archrival. When he looked up queshgly, she gestured
broadly. "Job--type thing."

He hesitated for a minute. "What gouthink | do?"

The sudden twinkle in his eye evoked even greatirigence on her part.
"Oh, no. You're not getting me into trouble witlatlone."

"Come on," he coaxed, seeming fully at ease. "lf were to imagine what
a football--playing has--been would do, what woitiloe?"

Ironic she mused, how he could still feel suchebitess toward Peter, yet
toward his career's demise, none at all. It gavecberage. "When | first
saw you yesterday, | wondered if you were eitheicbing or broadcasting.
But you're so determined that the days of the Lameever that I'd have to
rule those out. Which also rules out the probapildf living off
endorsements."” As Peter did, she was going tolsayprudently caught
herself. Her eyes narrowed on Patrick in speculatigou could be selling
cars or clothes or real estate."” She arched a B&ame former greats own
restaurant chains." Her gaze fell to the remairtb®fSlim Jim in her hand,
then skipped to the Triscuit Patrick was aboutuoldin the peanut-butter
tub. Gourmet fare? "Forget that. No restaurants.”

He chuckled. "No restaurants. Try again."

"You're very good with people,” she reflected asdaze encompassed the
men nearby. "Management? Personnel? Wait. I'llybatre a psychology
professor."”

"You were closer before," he said softly. "I'm insiness."

"Oh?"

He nodded. "Venture capitalism."

"Oh."



He laughed aloud at her comical change of expresSighat's wrong with
being a venture capitalist?"

She scowled. "Nothing. | suppose.”
"Come on. Out with it."

She took a breath. "l went to a bunch of invesidren | was first setting up
the business. They turned me down cold."

"Maybe they didn't think you could make it."

"Obviously." She gave a sly smile. "They must bekthg on their Scotch
now."

"We don'tall drink Scotch...."

"True," she admitted, realizing she probably sodraebigoted as those she
accused. Relenting, she shrugged. "You must do some."

"I think so. In the six years my group's been,aivé've set up several dozen
new businesses and put any number of others battieorfeet from states
of near bankruptcy.”

"Have any of those businesses been women- run?asitesl skeptically.

"Several." His eyes held meaning. "We don't disorate. If a woman's got
it all together, we'll take her on."

"Your investors agree?"
"They trust us."
"l see."

"Come to think of it, we've never gone wrong witvaman. Those few
disasters we've had have been male-rim all the"way.



"Perhaps there's a double standard at play," Joedanused, unable to help
herself. "Women have to work twice as hard. Thexelia be twice as good.
Isn't it possible that to be accepted by your grehggs got to be far superior
to everyone else out there?"

Patrick was undaunted by her not-so-subtle acausatid like to think that
anyonewe decide to back is far superior to the resthef field. It's my
money and my partnergind that of the investors we corral to join us.
But—" he gestured dismissively "—it's not only tim@ney we put up. It's
the working together. The management. That's whwzereal challenge
comes in."

She eyed him warily. "It does excite you, doedf't i
"Yes."
"And | suppose you do it well."

"I hope so. I'd like to believe that much is pdarhoy personality,” he said
gently. "It's the competitive instinct. Football lmusiness—I wouldn't do it
at all if | couldn't do it well."

Nodding, she sat back to munch on the cashewsruetder. A fast glance
at the other men was enough to assure her tharghPatrick had privacy
of sorts. "You've never married?"

"The same theory applies. | refuse to do it if h'tao it well." He gave a
lopsided grin. "I've never found the woman who llslva say, inspired that
forever instinct." Shifting and stretching out ¢re tground, he pillowed his
head with his hands and closed his eyes.

Jordanna's gaze raked his supine form. Long, wethéd legs lay beneath
denim made soft and supple by wear. The broad destl so admired
pulled his navy turtleneck taut; both were framgdh®e open zipper of his
Goretex shell. His cheeks were lean and clean shavéar cry from the
day's stubble sported by the four other men. His Was thick and full,
clipped close only at the sideburns and neck. Latagk lashes dusted
cheekbones that were high, strong and tanned.



Clamping her eyes shut against the involuntarytdiuin her middle, she
slowly settled onto her back to follow his lead aiborb the sun's warm
noontime rays. Only with the passage of several emasndid she open one
eye to steal another look.

Patrick was waiting for her. He rolled to his stamabringing himself
within inches of her. "l wondered if you were faljiasleep,” he murmured.
"You look tired"

Tipping her head more fully his way, she openedatier eye. "I seem to
have had a minimum of sleep the past two nights."

"Two? Then there was a wild farewell Sunday nighthwa special
someone?"

Her smile was soft. "Not quite. | was up late cramgyfor this trip."
"Cramming?

"Reading everything | could about backpacking. Kdreavens for
bookstores open on Sundays."

He returned her smile with one that was heart-stgby gentle. "You're
quite something, ya know that?"

"Not really," she said, and meant it. Though she waud of what she'd
made of her life, she was far from cocky. And shegder before found a
man confident enough to compliment her with suchelsb admiration.

"You're blushing. It's pretty." At his whisper-saftords her color rose all
the more. "You've aged beautifully, Jordanna. law®u look even better
than you did when you were with Peter, and you wergeous then. How
old are you? Thirty? Thirty-one?"

Enjoying his attention, she propped her ear orphaén. "Thirty-two."

"You married young."



"I was nineteen and dumb." Her grin took the stnogn her words. Patrick
lifted a finger to trace its soft curve.

"Funny, our meeting this way... you and |, awayfrall that—"
She nipped at the tip of his finger. "It is funny."”

"You're a great kisser."

"So are you."

His lips twitched playfully. "But it'd beeally dumb if we got involved with
each other."

Her eyes glowed a seductive amber-in-hd4dl.say."

"How about a fling? You know, a three-night standhwsleeping bags
Zipped together?”

She winced and hoarsely whispered his name, drasubdoth syllables.
"Pat-rick! With them?" The grimace she tossed toward the others was
comical.

"Of course not," he whispered back. "I could drag Yy the hair into the
woods—"

"Caveman tactics, hmm?"

"If need be. You turn me on, Jordanna."
"The feeling's mutual.”

"But dumb?'

"Really dumb."

He sighed then, a long, slightly wavering exerafthe lungs. "We'll have
to try to remember that," he croaked. Then he etkdns throat, pushed



himself up and raised his voice to call to the ®h&Okay. Let's clean up
this mess and get going. As the man said, we'venges to go before we
sleep...."

THE AFTERNOONS TREKWas as rugged as the morning's. With much panting
they reached die summit of Mount Meader, then wodogn along the
Meader Ridge Trail. One spectacular view followé@ nhext—narrow
ridges playing up distant mountain ranges, cordosti of rook where
long-gone glaciers had carved out the landscapecespcovered hillsides,
craggy ravines. Larry had a field day with his ceem&@he others enjoyed
each pause to make mental pictures of the sights.

Seeming to have accepted her presence, the mewl@&uclordanna in their
talk from time to time. She came to realize thahptaining was part of
their fun. In truth they enjoyed the hike and itsws as much as she did.

On the more tedious stretches of the trail, thelkedhin silence. Part of the
path was boggy. Much of it now was downhill. Asiamer, Jordanna knew
the perils of the downhill trek. When Larry and @éohin tandem cursed
their quads, she smiled knowingly.

They stopped for a break in the middle of the afien, then followed an
old logging road through a forest of white birch.last they reached Wild
River.

"This is it?" Bill gawked in dismay.
Jordanna joined the men to stare at the dark betbesy rocks. "It is wild,
isn't it?" she quipped, surprising herself with ben good humor when her

shoulders, her back, her legs ached.

"We're upstream from the water," Patrick explaif€bme on. Campsite's
not too far ahead.”

By the time they reached the dry, flat area heihawind, Jordanna was as
happy as the others to shed her pack for the nigidgre was no formal



shelter this time, simply an abundance of woodsosmding an open area
with a rough circle of stones for a fire.

As had happened the day before when the sun sedirtrew rapidly cold.
Sweat that had gathered during the trek dried.etackere momentarily
shed for the donning of additional layers beneath.

Under Patrick's patient tutelage, the tents thegdied were unfurled,
erected and anchored. As Jordanna did her shane @fork, so she did her
share of speculation. Three two-man tents. IntemgsBy the time she
stood admiring one such finished product, the otiertents were spoken
for. She looked at Patrick. He looked at her. Theth mirrored shrugs and
the faintest tugging of smiles, they tossed thaoks to the front of the one
remaining tent and turned with relish to the praspé a hot dinner.

As had happened the night before, Jordanna's syledigan to droop long
before she finished the coffee in her mug. The heghbegun to play poker.
Excusing herself as unobtrusively as she could,cséiled into the tent,
stripped down to her long underwear, climbed irgodieeping bag and fell
promptly asleep.

This time it wasn't snoring that woke her, but & & warm male lips
caressing her brow.



CHAPTER THREE

THE SENSATION WAS PLEASURABLEONe of a delicious warmth in contrast to
the cold night air. For long moments Jordanna suta&d to its allure,
smiling in the state of half sleep from which sta& mo desire to emerge.
She didn't want to think, didn't want to analyze Hource of such simple
bliss. Wakefulness was her enemy. But it could deyheld off so long.
"Patrick,"” she murmured sleepily, "what are yound@"

"Warming my lips," he breathed against her eya's. damn cold out there."
"Not much better in here. My nose is freezing."

Instantly his warmth touched the afflicted featuietter?” he whispered,
his breath coffee scented and very, very close.

Her eyelids flickered. Withdrawing a hand from stselter deep inside her
sleeping bag, she felt for his jaw. It moved slolwgneath her palm as he
breathed soft kisses from the tip of her nosestbiitdge.

"Funny, you don't feel cold,” she mumbled, her gingss dissipating by
the second. His cheek was warm, as was his brow lhed fingers
discovered when they slid into the thickness ohlaiis, his scalp. Moreover,
his very nearness sent a wild shaft of heat thrdwegtbody.

Suddenly she was wide awake... and aware of thegdbletting him kiss
her further. Clutching a handful of his hair, shevd his head back. "Isn't
there a law against this?"

"Against what?" he asked, his low voice the embegiitrof innocence.
"Messing with the clientele.”

"l love messing with the clientele.”

Her fingers tightened. "You do thal the time?"



He twisted his head to alleviate the pain of hgn.gAhh. Ease up." When
she did, he rubbed the offended spot and spoké\gri®f course | don't.
What do you take me for?"

"l could take you for the same kind of rutting Btaed Peter was," she said
without thinking, then regretted it moments latdren Patrick came down
full length on top of her, pinning her body to theund, her hand to the
corner of the sleeping bag by her shoulder.

"I'm not Peter, Jordanna," he said in a dangerdoslyoice, then repeated
it again very slowly and with feeling. "I'm not BetWe may have shared a
profession, a playing field on occasion, a podivomftime to time and any
amount of newsprint, but that's where the assaciagnds.” His grip
tightened on her wrist. Even in the dark his eysd hers, which were wide
and stunned by the force of his reaction to heeleas barb. "I don't know
what kind of husband he was, or lover, and | dginé a damn. | do know
that he was loud and brash and had a corner amdhlest for conceit—"

"Hey!" A muffled shout from without broke into hisarangue. "What's
going on over there!"

It was joined by a second, aimed snidely at th& fiwwhat do youhink's
going on?"

And a third, more indulgently. "They're talking tball. Let them be."
"But I'm trying to sleep," complained the first.

"Could've fooled me," grumbled his tent mate. "Yreubeen thrashing all
over the—"

"Damn tent's too small!"

"Shut up, all of you," came the fourth, last but heast. "You're making
more noise than the lovers!"

Jordanna could contain herself no longer. "Lovestf®' cried indignantly.
"Lovers?Are you all mad?"



Patrick's fingers sealed her lips as he raisebdldasl to address the shrouded
night. "You guys better get some sleep. Jordanmlal gaust had a minor
disagreement. We'll keep it down."

There were several vague grunts, followed by sdedordanna held her
breath, abundantly aware of Patrick's hard lenggegng her to the ground.
Even the padding of her sleeping bag seemed itfisigni against his

commanding form. She had mixed feelings when hiedadnto his back

atop his own sleeping bag.

The silence was thick, the tent suddenly minuscldedanna listened to the
sound of Patrick's breathing and wondered what lreggpened to those
other sounds of the night. There seemed no breezstjrring of woodland

creatures across the carpet of dried leaves, mandigickle of the stream.
Only Patrick. Breathing far more steadily, she edrsilently, than was she.

Unable to stand the kind of suspense that hurtggimirr, she turned her head
in his direction. "Pat?" she whispered.

When at last he gave a quiet, "Mmm?", she breathsigh of relief. She
knew he wasn't asleep, but she wasn't sure whietfetadmit it.

"Pat, I'm sorry." The simplest part of what she twaslay came fast Now she
began to struggle for the right words. "I... well.didn't mean to compare
you with Peter. It... it kind of came out all bgetf." She looked toward the
roof of the tent, then threw an arm across her.ej#gen Patrick remained
silent, she realized he wasn't going to help hiee. Sumbled on. "l really...
| really haven t been with that many men. | meatgri't sleep around and |
guess you make me...feel vulnerable..." She swaitly @nd turned onto
her side away from him. Scowling into the darknest®e wondered how
she'd managed to make such a mess of somethingab 8hat had he
said—that he loved messing with the clientele? @irse he'd been teasing
her. Of course?

"I was only teasing," he whispered as if on cuethvdi sudden movement,
he reached out and slid an arm beneath her tdheolback toward him.
Jordanna's initial resistance owed more to thengéaess of the intimacy
than to genuine reluctance; after several secalds relaxed against his



supine form letting her cheek rest in the crookisfshoulder while his arm
held her fast. "Not all men bed-hop, Jordanna. & hee those of us who are
somewhat fastidious. It's as intimate, as privagespecial an act for me as it
is for you, you know."

She hadn't thought about it that way and now that did, particularly
hearing the words on Patrick’s lips, she felt ansier of electricity sear her
in passing. In part to fight that unbidden awarenske resorted to gentle
mockery. "Are you trying to tell me you're a virgin

His chuckle was priceless and worth the risk staddn that his good humor
had returned. "Not quite. But | don't sleep aroeirider. | may never have
married, but I've been lucky enough to have had esdnaly fine
relationships with women. I've learned from thewe llearned a lot." He
slanted his head down; his lips brushed her broeasgpoke. "Among other
things, I've learned that respect is critical ty ameaningful relationship.
Self- respect, as well as respect for one's parNwgrJordanna, | don't mess
around with the clientele." His already low voiceogped to a nearly
inaudible level. "At least, | never have before—"

"l heard that,” Jordanna whispered through a gemtie. "And thank you
for saying it. It's a relief to know that I'm ndtet only one acting out of
character.”

Again came the chuckle that tickled her pink. "Mgta long shot, angel.”
His arm tightened momentarily around her. "Mussbmething about this
backwoods air that plays havoc with the hormones."”

"Guess so," she murmured softly, then moved hed f@ong his chest.
Above the waist, he wore nothing more than a thesghat like hers, but
she was further bundled in her sleeping bag. "Yastnbe freezing!" she
exclaimed, moving her hand in a larger arc. "Dgolt want to get into your
sleeping bag?"

"Not... particularly.”

"Why not?"



Again his breath played against her brow. "Beca#us#l be one more layer
between usYoursleeping bag's bad enough.” Shifting deftly ontdide,
he brought his face opposite hers. 'Let's zip ttegether. Come on. What
do you say?"

Jordanna's shiver was not from the cold. "I sainleed be crazy to do that.”
"We'd be warm."

"Too warm."

"Listen," he began, reaching out through the das&ie stroke her hair with
an ease that belied the urgency in his voice, 6Mkgou're not loose. And |
know I'm not either. But, damn it, something's rexqpgpg here. | take one
look at you and—bam—I forget who we are, where we and the only

thing | want to do is to take you in my arms and —"

"And?"

"Make love to you."

Jordanna's insides quivered. She couldn't denyharyPatrick said, for her
body clamored likewise. Unable to help herself, gheced her fingers
against his lips, ostensibly stilling him whilergality very slowly exploring

his lips in the way of the blind. "You shouldn'tysthings like that, Pat.

They're nearly irresistible.”

"They're meant to be," he whispered without remotSe, how about it?
Should we warm each other?"

"NO."
"Mmm." With a soulful sigh, he released her. "Duimb.
"Uh-huh."

For long moments they lay in silence. Finally, R&traised himself enough
to slide into his sleeping bag. It seemed forevatil lhe made himself



comfortable and lay still. "Damn tent,"” he mutteredjuirming again.
"Whose brilliant idea was it to sleep here?"

""Yours."

He cleared his throat. "Right."

Again they said nothing for a stretch. Jordanna seascutely aware of the
body next to hers that she had to concentrate eatting steadily. Patrick

turned away onto his side, lay there for severalutas, then flipped back.

"l can't sleep,” he announced, sounding so muoh &kKlittle boy that
Jordanna couldn't help but laugh.

"Of course you can't. You must be running playsramed over in your
mind."

"l am not running plays."

"Then why don't you try lying still?"

"I'm trying. I'm trying. It's all your fault, yourhow."

"My fault?"

"l can't sleep with you lying so close.”

"What would you like me to do? Move outside."

"No. Move over."

"There's no room!"

"That's the point." Suddenly he was up on an elbdough Jordanna
couldn't see a thing in the dark, she felt his gvapbve. "How about a

goodnight kiss."

She tipped her head his way. "What goatd#itdo?"



"It'll settle me down."
She laughed again. "I think your reasoning's scdeuye"

"No, no," he returned earnestly. "I keep wondeiiingll be as good the
second time round. If it's not, I'll be cured.”

"And if it is? Then what?"
"Maybe I'll get it out of my system."
"You're a dreamer, Patrick Clayes."

He thought about that for a minute. "Mmm. | suppsseHow about you?
Do you dream?"

"On occasion."

"About what?"

"Now you're really getting personal.”

"Come on. Tell me. What do you dream about?"

"Work. Success."

"And...?"

"That's it," she lied. "Very simple."

"Very dry. Very boring. Surely you fantasize. Abanén. Love. Sex."
"Do you?"

"About men? Not quite. About love and sex? All tiee.” "Tell me,"” she
coaxed, turning the tables. "What are your gredsesasies?"

"Oh, | dream about a womaiewoman."



"What does she look like?"

"I don't know," he murmured. "It's not her lookatimake her so special. It's
her warmth. Her individuality. Her caring. That'sHer caring. She cares
for me above and beyond anything and everythingialéfe."

"A pretty self-centered fantasy, isn't it?"

"Hell, no. | care for her the same way. It's justf well, I've never really
had anyone who cared for me that much... and itemsat

"What about your parents? Surely they loved you."

"Oh, yeah. They did. Me and my four brothers anddtsisters."

"Eight kids? Wow, that's great!"

"Not when you want that little bit of individualtahtion. | was the baby. My
older siblings were stuck looking after me moreenfthan not. And | do
meanstuck.They weren't terribly thrilled about having a ctamd tagalong.
When | took to playing football, we were all relesl"

"You started playing young?"

"l was seven when | began tackling kids on theestiebegan throwing the
ball a year later. When | was nine | joined a peeleague. You know the
rest."

But she hadn't known the first, and it was enlightg, to say the least. It
certainly explained his drive, not to mention thesfration he must have felt
coming in second to Peter Kirkland all those years.

"Your parents must have been proud of what you nodgeurself."

"l suppose. But we were never close. | resentenh fioe years."

"Do you still?"



"They're dead."
"Oh, Pat, I'm sorry."

He paused then, growing more pensive. "I am tomok a lot of growing
up for me to begin to understand that they did whay had to do." His
voice hardened. "But I'll never do that to a kidnoihe. | want two kids.
That's all. And I'll give them everything I've dot.

"You'll spoil them rotten."

His laugh was gentle once more. "Which is why Icheegood woman to
keep me in line. So, angel, how about it?"

"How about what?"

"That good-night kiss," he whispered from closenhby lips. "Now that I've
spilled my gut, you owe me."

"Why do | feel I've been manipulated?” she returined breath suddenly in
short supply.

"Not yet. If you want—" he curved his fingers arduher shoulder and
turned her toward him "--I'd be glad to comply."

"Patrick..." she whispered in warning.

"Just a kiss. One kiss." Without awaiting her regig closed the tiny
distance between them, molding his mouth to hetssaarms completed a
circle of her back and drew her on top of him.

Jordanna simply couldn't resist his virile call.eSfound him far too
attractive to begin with and, now that he'd let imo his private domain,
felt all the more drawn to him. For the momentdrtt matter that he'd been
Peter's rival all those years, or that there weuoe en within easy hearing
distance. The tent was their shield, the nighthtertortification. She gave
herself up to his kiss because he touched sometfang within her,
something that all the protestation in the worldilda't deny. His lips



opened searingly over hers, caressing her warratbgpng of her essence.
Again and again he drank of her, draining her dhalthirst was mutual and
acute. His tongue thrust deeply, scorching herd¢cimay its length, then

drawing it into his own mouth. When his arms leér bback to frame her
face, she bolstered herself on her palms. Only thehis lips release hers
to lie half open against her cheek.

"Well... ?" she whispered tremulously.

"Better than the first. | think...we're in...troebl The slight adjustment he
made in the positioning of his hips elaboratedre@ngroblem.

| think I'd better get back on my side of the téshe mumbled, but when
she made to do so, he slipped his hands beneattirhsrand held her still.

"No. Not yet."
"We've been over this before, Pat. It's not sane."”

"But it sure feels good,” he rasped, then took meuth again with the
sureness of a magnet drawn to its kind. And Joralavas helpless, riveted
to him by the seeking spirals of desire curlingtigh her veins. "Tell me it
doesn't," he dared, when at last he came up foeathn

"It does. It does," she cried. "But that's not ploant."

"You're damn right," he said with another meanihghift of his hips. "It's
lower and deeper and—"

"Shh!" She brought a hand to his mouth, then gasygeeh his own took
advantage of her move and slid to encircle herdbrea

He moaned softly. "Oh, God, Jordanna. You're su.ftgo full." His hand
gently kneaded her, his thumb finding then teashe tautness of her

nipple.

She sucked in a deeper breath and, closing her aygsed her back. Her
one supporting arm trembled, but she could no rhaxe removed herself



from him than she could have denied, at that montéet very obvious
proof of her arousal.

"Come here," he growled, hauling her higher unidl lps touched the
fullness of her breast. Through the fabric of Hertdie nibbled at her flesh.
His tongue dampened the thermal cloth, sending@rg fieat through her
skin toward her most feminine care.

Lost in a world of exquisite pleasure, Jordannéhesighis name. She
lowered her head and buried her face in his hagathing deeply of its
clean male scent. Through vague remnants of lycidite wondered how
anyone could smell so clean after traipsing thrainghwoods for the better
part of two days, then realized that what struck demses was the sheer
maleness of Patrick Clayes. Chemistrywise, he cdaldo wrong.

Intentionwise, not so. Suddenly, he was a whirlwarichction, setting her
down on her back and fighting with the darknesstonething she couldn't
fathom.

"What are youdoing?"she gasped, twisting as his hands searched ar eith
side of her.

"The damn sleeping bag's in the way," he growletiing up and continuing
his struggle. "We've got to get them together—"

Miraculously she found his hands and anchored tiogmer chest. "No!" she
cried, then lowered her voice to a husky whispidn,"Pat. Please. Don't."

He was breathing heavily. She all but felt the sesjgse and fall of his chest
a foot above her. "Why not? You felt what | did."

"But it's wrong," she went on breathlessly, holdmg hands all the more
tightly, fearful of what might happen should hedbuner again. "It's wrong.
We have too much to fight, you and I. You heardghegs before. They said
we were talking football. Well, we were, in a wa4our pastis football. So
is mine, in a sense. The only difference is thagngtootball for you was a
saving grace, for me it--was hell. Pure hell."



Though his hands remained coiled steel in hersicRatent very still.
"You've got to be kidding."

"Oh, no, I'm not. That game-"
"Not about football,” he snapped. "About stopping.”

"That too," she whispered on a breath of desp&@ood Lord, do you have
any idea—" The sharp squeeze she gave his hafidd kis words. "I do. |

know what you feel. And I'd be lying if | said Idh't feel the same.
Frustration isn't a man's prerogative, y'know." Wihe fell back onto his
sleeping bag, she released his hands.

"Ah, hell. Another lecture on sexism."

Jordanna stiffened, curling her now empty fingeits ithe material of her
sleeping bag. "l don't give lectures on sexisntatiesfacts."

"Well, so do I," Patrick countered, rearing up onoere and leaning close,
"And the facts are, one, that | need you, and, tivat, you need me."

"You've forgotten several others,” she stated ipamed voice. "Three,

neither of us goes in for casual affairs. Fouryegot to be able to live with
ourselves in the morning. Five, we have anothezettdtays of trekking

through the woods with a group of men who'll make most out of any

relationship we have. And six, come Friday nightgeeour separate ways."
She lowered her voice. "Not to mention the factst,tilseven, I'm Peter
Kirkland's ex-wife and you're through with takingcends, and, eight, that
I've had my fill of athletic egotists."

She stopped then, breathless and spent. Patricksvsseechless.
When at last he spoke, his words were precededvigaay sigh. ' Well, |
guess you've covered everything. Good night, Jor@arurning away

from her, he lay perfectly still.

It took Jordanna far longer to quiet her rampagjiaryes.



WEDNESDAY MORNING dawned bleak and overcast, a fitting backdrop to
Jordanna's mood. Awakening to find herself alonthéntent, she snatched
up her things and headed for the stream. She weve® to find the
campsite quiet. The last thing she needed was & sorament from one of
the men about something that might have been oaethe the night.

Head down, brows drawn together, she distractedlipwed the path.
When she reached the edge of the stream, she putt ker things, then
straightened, moaning aloud when the muscles obhek protested the
simple movement.

"What's wrong, Jordanna?" came a deep voice fremsitte. "Feeling stiff?"

Her gaze spun to focus on Patrick, who leaned enthyl against the peeling
trunk of a tall birch. "Playing Peeping Tom todagPie snapped, to cover
her surprise. Not that she shouldn't have guessaddht be here. After all,

he hadn't been in the tent, and he hadn't bedreinampsite’'s clearing.

He stood his ground, holding her gaze. "Just ansgeracre's call," he
announced bluntly. "What's your excuse?"

"I might say the same, but | guess it'll have tatwaurning back to the
stream, she knelt, gingerly submerged her handblencold water, then
pressed them to her face.

"Not a morning person, | gather?" he asked, froosel this time. When
Jordanna didn't answer but simply kept her colgdns pressed to her eyes,
he spoke again, more gently this time. "If it's apnlace, I've just walked off
some of my own black mood. | didn't think anyongeelvould be up this
early."

"What time is it?" she murmured, dipping her hamdthe water again and
reapplying them to her face.

"Seven."



She moaned softly. "Must be force of habit...." Sjueckly splashed her
face several times in succession, gasped agaaebttl, then reached to the
side and pressed her towel to her face. When fiand& began a gentle
massage of her shoulders, she stiffened only marnbefore relaxing
under the patient ministration.

"That's it," he coaxed softly. "That's it. Justdet"

With a shuddering breath, she dropped her head, blaek forward again.
"I'm so tired,” she murmured, any annoyance shenhtrfigve felt toward
Patrick forgotten as his deft thumbs kneaded tuelitges of her neck.
"You've kept right up with the rest. You shouldlfpeoud of that.”

"But I'm so tired. | swear | could sleep for a wéek

"All you need is a good night's rest. That's thie@ row now without,
hmm?"

"Mmm."

From his haunches, Patrick slid his knees to tbemt and eased Jordanna
back into the cradle of his thighs. His mouth wgshbr temple, his arms
overlapping below her breasts. "The soreness wathnmoff once we get
going. It always does."

"l don't know. The thought of lifting that pack dwet thrill me."

"l could take some of your load.”

"And let the others think I'm giving in? No way."

"You know, you can only fight being a woman up focént. It's a biological

fact that a woman's body has a lower proportiomo$cle than a man's. It'd
be only natural if you—"



“I'm okay,” she asserted, but made no move to wathdfrom the
comfortable haven he offered. It was the most wakesupport she'd had in
days.

Patrick slid his cheek against her hair. "You'reeargma to me, Jordanna.
Do you know that?"

"Me? An enigma? | thought | was pretty straightfard:"

"That's part of the fascination. You're so in comuhat times, then at other
times, like now, so much more vulnerable. | ddmhk I've known anyone

with quite so many facets, and | get the strangénfg that | haven't seen
half."

Her chuckle was soft and short. "Neither have lohstantly surprise

myself." Most surprising was the way she was yiedonce again to

Patrick's appeal.

Tell me you like the theater."

"Living in Manhattan? Of course."

"And P. J. Clark's?"

"Hamburgers on paper plates with super steak fued an occasional
celebrity or two? You bet."

"And alfalfa sprouts?"

"Nice and crunchy. Sure."

"And the late, late show orv?"

"As long as it's a two-tissue romance."

She had barely realized her confession when theamarustle of footsteps
on the woodland floor heralded new arrivals.



"Oh, Lord," Donald moaned, but there was a teasiote to his voice,
"they're still at it."

"And here we thought they'd be holed up in that fen another hour at
least,” Larry quipped.

Coming to stand before the stream, John glanced dBuess we won't be
throwing the water through the flap after all.”

Neither releasing Jordanna nor looking up, Pagithkned against her hair.
"Try that, bud, and you're apt to find something a&ed wriggly in your
boot."

Jordanna withered into Patrick. "Oh, God, are tlsagkes around here?"

His response was flush by her ear. "None that lysed. But | know where
to look and if need

"He's serious, guys," she called out loud and cl&setter watch it with the
water. For that matter, better watch it with theearacks. If he's offended,
there's no telling what the man might do."

A groggy Bill emerged from the path and came totamdstill looking
disgruntledly toward the duo by the stream. "Wkatieydoing?"

"Come to think of it, we never did find out," Joktated.
"What are you doing?" Larry asked more directly.

Jordanna dropped her gaze to the stream and iaiisg ohissed the look of
utter blankness on Patrick's face. "Doing? Us?"sHeeezed her middle
when she began to snicker. "Ah, we're... we're wgshrhat is, | was
showing Jordanna how to wash." He lowered his voica conspiratorial
manner. "You know how it is with city women. Theykind of slow—ah!"
Jordanna's elbow caught him in the ribs. He retbase as he would a hot
potato and stood. "And ornery first thing in therming. You guys can have
‘er!" With that, he turned on his heel and headszklhoward camp.



Taking his departure with good grace, Jordannaheshdor her tube of
moisturizing cream. Though she would never havedpbr an audience
had she had a choice, pride held her rooted tepbe

"Whaddya say, guys?" Bill asked good-naturedly. 8Mrants her? John?"

"No, thanks. She's too good on the trail. | carelyakeep up. My ego's
taking a bruising.”

"Larry?
"Are you kidding? She probably earns twice whad.I'd
"Don?"

"Marie would kill me. Hey, how about you, wise guydu're the only
bachelor around here."

While Jordanna very placidly massaged moisturizeto cher face and
hands, looking for all the world as though she vaoae by the stream, Bill
made pretense of mulling a possible purchase, wargohis eyes, stroking
his stubbled jaw. "I dunno. She is kinda prettprdanna tipped her head to
the side. "Nice neck. But she's awful skinny."

"The word is slender,” Jordanna corrected with jhst right amount of
haughtiness, "and if | were five pounds heaviergg@uobably be worrying
about cellulite.”

"Got a sharp tongue,” Bill went on. "And she cabk." He gestured
dismissively. "Clayes can have her back. Not a imadch, actually. He
cooks and cleans, she earns the money, and irsfhezie time they—"

"Talk football,” John interjected propitiously. "&jive got a lot in
common." He shook his head. "Kirkland and Clayegew!"

Suddenly, Jordanna had heard enough. Gatheringthiegs quickly
together, she rose and headed for the path. "Thauk gentlemen,"” she



mocked on the move. "l can't remember when I'vekamwdo such clever
repartee.""But that was only the first act...!" dohcalled after her.

Without missing a beat, she raised a hand. "I'ne sau'll enthrall one
another with the second and third. What | needt radgout now is a strong
cup of coffee.”

It helped, as did the relative silence in which stes allowed to eat
breakfast. Though the sky remained overcast, hexdnstowly improved.
She felt anger neither toward the men, whose easiasing had been
without malice, nor toward Patrick, whose nocturmatior had been
replaced by a more objective civility.

If he found her an enigma, she found him no differBut the confusion she
felt regarding her feelings toward him were thtoghe back of her mind by
the urgency of the day's activities.

With breakfast done, the tents disassembled angpatwaded and donned,
the troop set out on what was to be an easierttiak the day before had
been. That was fortunate. Jordanna wasn't theamdywhose body had felt
the strain; her voice was but the softest in awharf furtive moans when
Patrick led them upstream toward Eagle Link.

They stopped often, as much to admire the scersexy@amper themselves.
Jordanna found Patrick to be a wellspring of infation regarding not only
the history of the forest through which they padsatthe wildlife and plant
life as well. She wondered at the dedication belsndh a store of
knowledge; neither a football stadium nor a busnefice would have
given him any of it. Then she remembered what $&'d about either doing
things well or not doing them at all, and she ssadithat somewhere in his
library was a shelf or two filled with books on theeat outdoors.

As the morning progressed, they moved slowly algaming the Wild
River Trail, winding westward More than once the skarkened, but the
threatening downpour held off. More than once Jaondagave a sigh of
relief.



"You've got rain gear, haven't you?" Patrick askeatching one of her
fearful glances skyward.

"Oh, yeah. I've got it. That doesn't mean | wanvéar it.

He glanced at the wool sweater peering from thenopek of her jacket.
"Are you warm enough?"

"Mmm. Pretty toasty."

His gaze dropped. How about your feet? Those thdwgst look half as
sturdy as my boots."

"These things," she returned with a half smile, "are phenomenally
comfortable Andwarm. | think I'll give them a good report. Nodtérs. No
frostbite.”

Patrick drew back an overhanging branch to alloswilpassage. "But if it
rains? Will they keep you dry?"

"Well, uh, that's up for grabs." She frowned in @ysnce. 'lt wasn't
supposed to rain." Then she scrunched up her makssemt him a pleading
look, "Do you think it will?"

Patrick laughed aloud. "Your face. It's amazing."

"Will it rain?" she repeated reluctant to get iatpersonal discussion.

He shrugged. "We'll see. In time."'

It didn't, though as a precaution, they munchettaihsnacks of raisins and
candies, saving lunch for early afternoon when tie@ghed Perkins Notch,
where they'd be spending the night. When, aftesHuRatrick set out to lead
the men to Red Brook for trout fishing, Jordanngedgo stay behind.

"Are you sure you don't want to come?" Patrick ds@aietly while the
others gathered their reels and rods.



She gave a soft smile. "I'm sure. Fishing has nexerested me."
"We're all going. You'll be here all alone."

"That's what I m hoping," she quipped lightly, theok a deep breath and
looked around the campsite. "I thought I'd takeay. Maybe read. Maybe
sleep. | could use the solitude." She arched hewdr"And the shelter,
should it start to pour.”

"Don't even think that," Patrick advised, chuckingr on the chin and
turning. "Be good," were his parting words as hpebboff toward the others
who were waiting. "We'll be back by sundown. Hawe lhome fire waiting."
There were several chuckles from the others asnimyed off. Jordanna
simply stood and looked after them until the patalkbwed them up. Then,
propping herself against the trunk of a gracioue pshe put her head back
against its knobby spine and closed her eyes.

It was quiet. She needed that. A far cry from hettawn Manhattan office,
she mused, wondering for the first time how thimgge going, whether
everything was running smoothly in her absence,twheergencies might
possibly arise and how they would be handled whes was, for all
practical purposes, incommunicado.

Opening her eyes, she focused on the spot in tloelsvahere Patrick had
disappeared. He'd looked, so hardy wearing hidaaldd jeans and boots,
his wool jacket, his down vest. She liked him. Tiwas part of the problem.
She actually liked him.

Quite unbidden, the image of Peter Kirkland formied her mind,
reconstructing itself from the memories she'd swlfi tried to relegate to
oblivion. She'd liked him too... at first. No, shébved him. She'd been
smitten by his charm, his physique, his sheer shai Too late she'd
learned that he'd been smitten by the very sanmgsghilncreasingly he'd
believed in his own press as the months of theiriage had gone by.

It amazed her that she'd lasted three years. Watiudder she recalled the
parties they'd gone to, she willingly at first, nheith increasing reluctance
when she'd found herself alone for much of the nigth nothing to bolster



her dignity but the fact that she was Peter Kirldlanwife. She was an
appendage, nothing more. In time she'd begun entekat fact.

Miraculously, given the cloistered nature of so mwf her life, she'd
grown. Or rather, she'd had time, and time apldntgnalyze her existence
and its shortcomings. She'd needed something tsaioe identity of her
own. Peter had not taken kindly to that conclusion.

"Are you crazy? You don't need to work. | make mthran enough to
support us. And | need you here. You're my wife."

"But I'm stagnating, Peter. You're off travelindfttd the season. And when
you're here you're either at practices or meetimgaess conferences or...
or... God only knows where." She'd begun to havestgpicions, but she'd
kept them to herself. "I need something of my ofamething to sigmy
name to."

"Seems to me you sign your name to a whole loathafge cards.’
"I'm bored! Can't you understand that?"

"Frankly," he'd returned with typical arrogancep."iYou've got me. You've
got this house—"

"And what am | supposed to do? Clean all day? Spenuls preparing a
gourmet meal, never knowing whether you'll comewith a last-minute
meeting that you've just got to attend?"

His eyes had hardened then, taking on an ugly glédaordanna, you're
being selfish. I'm the focal point of the teamakh to be there. You know
that."

"No, I don't! If you're so important, you should &lele to call the shots. Tell
them your wife is waiting. Tell them you've got aop engagement. Tell
them to find someone else for a change.’

"Someone else won't do. They want me. And | likbadt way."



"I know," she'd muttered in defeat. "That's halftieé problem. But what
about me? What aboute,Peter?"

"You can cook. You can clean. You can be waitinggHer me when | get
home. I'd think that would be enough."

"Well it's not!"

He hadn't even heard her. "Besides, what would Ipetynk if my wife
went out on her own? And what could you possibly dou're not trained
for anything—' he'd grinned smugly "—besides beimg wife." He'd put
his arm around her rigid shoulder. "Come on, hor@gye superstar is
enough for the two of us. Come here. Give a kiss."

Flinching in disgust, Jordanna snapped herself filoenpast. It was done.
Over. Peter Kirkland had charmed her once too oftece too shallowly,
once too condescendingly. He'd used her as heikadehts, valuing them
for one purpose and one purpose alone, and thabwaake Peter Kirkland
run faster. Somehow, she mused, she suspectelbhecthis cleats more...

And now there was Patrick. Every bit as good- lagki Nearly as
successful. Little boys. That's what they were. o into each other.
Tripping over each other. Squeezing the life outhadt poor, misshapen
ball.

But she did like Patrick. She couldn't deny that.fMuch as she wanted to
think him as egotistical as Peter, she couldn't.tBen, what did she have to
judge him on? Three days and two nights in the waddNew Hampshire?
Okay, so he could cook. So he seemed more thaimgvtlh do it. Hell, he
was the only one who knew how to work the portsbdee!

Still, there were other things that puzzled het,the least of which was his
refusal to discuss football, his insistence thaséhdays were over. While
Peter was still milking his jock-high image for eyg@enny it was worth,

Patrick was off leading novice backpackers throtighwoods... when he
wasn't in an office ferreting out new ventures &k



Strange. It was strange. Too bad Patrick hadntt tieeone she'd met when
she'd been nineteen.

With a sigh, she pushed herself to her feet andsting her hands in her
pockets, wandered back along the trail they'd taagher, to No-Ketchum

Pond. The land by the edge of the long, narrow peasi boggy, a floating
mass of roots and moss she was careful to keepdis@nce from.

No-Ketchum Pond. She smiled at the name and aicRatexplanation of

it, even as she prayed the men were having bett&nith their fishing at

Red Brook. The thought of fresh trout for dinnesviafinitely appealing.

As was the thought of taking a nap, she decideld aiyawn. Pulling her
collar higher against her neck, she returned tcshwadter, set her sleeping
bag atop one of the board bunks, climbed in ansecder eyes. When next
she opened them, it was dark and raining and skestilbalone.



CHAPTER FOUR

SLIPPING FROM HER SLEEPING BAG Jordanna walked to the edge of the
overhang and stared out at the pouring rain. Lilee ghelter they'd used
Monday night, this one was enclosed on three sidese the fourth was
partially fronted by the same weathered spruce lagswell. No tents
tonight, she mused distractedly. At least she'dpgmeed that temptation...
and its frustration.

Tucking her hands deep in her pockets, she pondeeegloom, then looked
back toward her pack. She had a flashlight. No—dhéern. It was there,
under cover of the eaves, perched beside the stoak, which Patrick had
unpacked earlier. Kneeling quickly, she lit it, Ifag vaguely reassured by
its amber glow. Then she sat beside it, kneestelmest, waiting, waiting,
for the men to return.

With each passing minute, she grew more conceRuadck had said they'd
be back before dark. Yet it was damkdwet, and still there was no sign of
humanity. Loath to imagine a mishap or worse, shectéd her thoughts
toward making something warm for the men's ret@ould she light the
stove? She eyed the small contraption. Any numibeémees now she'd
watched Patrick light it. She knew that the filshg she had to do was to fill
it with fuel lest they run out midmeal. It was épsione and she had a match
in hand when she realized that she'd need watéortunately, the source of
pure water was not as convenient to the campsitehasl been on the past
two nights.

Resigning herself to braving the rain, which waséast she could do given
the soggy state the men would be in when they gdt,lshe donned her rain
suit, grabbed two pots and headed out. She'd béeélythe campsite,
though, when she stopped in her tracks, then retutm leave a note. He'd
worry. She sensed it in her gut. And she didn'ttviaat.

Replacing the small pad of paper and pen in hek, e speared the note
onto a corner of the stove within safe but visithlktance from the lantern,
then, hood up and flashlight in hand, set off againly after she'd doggedly
struggled through the brush and reached the sprafigsPatrick had shown
them earlier did she realize she might well hawg$y set the pots out in the



rain. But that would have taken too long, she reedpand she was here.
Somewhat cold, wet around the wrists, but here.

Brushing dripping strands of hair from her browe stled the pots with
water, clamped the flashlight under her arm andcibeg retrace her steps.
One part of her hoped the men would be delayedittiatbit longer so that
she might have hot soup ready; the other part griyey'd jusbethere.

She was halfway back to camp and treading causiangdr the wet brush
when the sound of something thrashing through tbhehbbrought her to a
frozen halt. Eyes wide, she trained her flashlightad, then glanced
frantically around for a place to escape the bigwor bear that surely
approached.

The figure that emerged as she stood paralyzedndasd large and might
have been brown, or black—it was hard to tell iraia-soaked poncho—
but, though angry, it was no bear.

"Jordanna! My God, that was a dumb thing to do!triBla growled,
stomping the last few feet to her and seizing lmeuklers as though he
would shake her. "I thought | said we traveledrougps. It's pitch-black and
pelting rain and the path's poorly marked—"

"l thought you were a bear!" Jordanna breathedebeved to find he was
not that she couldn't have cared if Patrick ha@g@adshaken her. Heedless
of his dark mood, she sagged against him. Withgomsgs his arms slid
around her back.

"You scared the hell out of me!" he muttered. Tiheffgess in his voice
gave further credence to his words, even as his &@ghtened protectively.

Jordanna buried her face against his throat amyiekposed through the
small V of his poncho. "You saw my note."

"Yeah. Just when I'd finished an ordeal of my olimew exactly how wet
it was. And how dark. The spring's a good ten naadtom camp. You
might have gotten lost!"



"I have a good sense of direction.”

"You should have waited till we got back One ofwsuld have gone for
water."

"l wanted to have something warm waiting." She aasre of the musky
smell of Patrick's neck, unable to draw away everher initial fright
receded. The strength of his body was compellihg.8laxed against him,
stealing precious moments of support as she midgatbadden luxury. "I
couldn't sit still. | was worried. What kept you?"

He inched his chin against her hood until her feeghwas bared to his jaw.
"The rain. We found shelter under a grove of teses kept hoping it would

let up. Then the guys started arguing.” A hint ofor entered his voice.
"Don wanted to move on. Larry wanted to wait. Joted to reason the

whole thing out with the two of them."

"And Bill?"

"Bill was really funny. He kept eyeing the sky, thine ground. You could
see him calculating his chances. When the otharetlimad reached an
impasse, he growled and set off. We followed."

"Good for Bill."

"Not really. He was so hell-bent on being the leatlat he missed a step,
stumbled on a tree root and fell headlong intontiuel."”

"Oh, no!" Jordanna tipped her head back "Was h&?hur

Patrick's eyes locked with hers in the dark "Orilyfride. Poor guy. He's
real big on physical agility and coordination. &'good thing you weren't
there; he would have been mortified. He felt delitietter when | tripped
trying to help him up."

"Youtripped?



"I do sometimes. I'm not perfect." His message wanbeyond a simple

slipping in the mud. As Jordanna melted beneatlydu®, he raised a hand
to brush her wet cheek "I'm human. I've got falist the least of which is

this insane attraction to you." His voice thicken&b help me, it's a good
thing those guys are around. If not | would haaget at the shelter making
love to you all afternoon.”

Jordanna felt the warmth of his breath by her dipd couldn't demur when
the hand he left on her back lowered, pressingrtienately closer. "It's a
good thing the guyare around,” she whispered, totally intoxicated byt tha
same insane attraction. "l just might have let You.

"God, Jordanna!" he rasped, using both arms agairush her against him.
"Don't say things Like that."

"Why not?" she murmured against his neck. "Youtkayn."

"Yeah. I'm a man. I'm the lusting beast here. Sintan't exactly hide my
physical state, I've got a right to speak my mBut you're a woman. You're
supposed to be the sensible one. You're suppogetl toe how crazy it is,
how it would never work. You're supposed to pushammay from you when
| say things like that.”

"l can't. I've got buckets of water in my hands."

Patrick held her back to stare disbelievingly a tibjects in question.
"Damn it!" he exclaimed, coming to life. 'Let mééathose!"

"It's okay," she reassured him quickly. In truthe svanted him to hold her
again.

But he grabbed the pots and tossed his head tdivangkath. "You lead the
way with the flashlight. IH be right behind you."

Lest she protest too much and make an utter fooérdelf, Jordanna turned
and began to pick her way along the hidden pathodk all of her

concentration, which was a lucky thing. Otherwise might have dwelled
on her physical attraction to Patrick, and she 'tidant to do that. She



wanted to relax, to get the most out of her vacatio fully appreciate her
time in the fresh outdoors.

The rain continued at a torrential pace. The path mucky and dark. It was
colder than she would have believed possible witdownright snow, and

her hiking shoes were not terribly dry when sheRaulick finally arrived at

the shelter. Fresh outdoors? She wondered, asesttedh directly for her
pack and dry clothes.

Any dissension the men might have experienced dutirir return from
Red Brook had been long since forgotten. Havingaaly changed into dry
things—leaving their wet ones strung on a makesidthesline, which
offered Jordanna privacy of sorts—they were gathareund the stove in
lively discussion of their admirable fishing skilldordanna listened with
one indulgent ear, the other waiting to hear Pltrigoice. When it was
noticeably absent, she wondered if he too was c¢hgngothes. On the
other side of the line? She shot a glance throhghegs of a pair of pants
but saw nothing. And heard nothing. Between théepatf the rain on the
roof overhead and the men's constant chatter, sbk&llaave been unable to
hear the swish of a shirt leaving his chest, tretleuof denim leaving his
legs.

But he wasn't changing. Not yet, at least. Only nvhis tall form ducked
between two sodden shirts did she realize thap&tk was on her side of
the shelter. Sitting cross- legged on the flooingyto assess the damage to
her shoes, she looked up in surprise.

Patrick took one look at her and halted abruptjh."lI'll come back later."
"No. No. It's all right."

"Jordanna..." His voice held taut warning, carrywgh it an instant
reminder of his words in the woods. Glancing doslme realized that she
wore nothing but her long underwear. Though she suably covered

from neck to ankle, the clinging fabric did nothitaghide any of her curves.

As casually as she could, she swiveled on herasehteached toward her
pack for a dry shirt. "It's all right,” she repehtder voice less sure. Her



pulse was suddenly racing, and she knew well itIs&€aFor a minute she
heard nothing but the sounds of her own ferretirfgsreting that seemed to
produce nothing but a mess in her pack. The lifthe lantern played off
the roof to cast her in the palest glow. It wasugofor her to see what she
was doing. Enough, she knew, for Patrick to seddter

She had finally managed to find the warm pullovexr'd been seeking when
a pair of wet denim legs planted themselves diyduatifore her. Seconds
later, Patrick was on his haunches and she ramsedyes.

"You look so damned sexy," he whispered, makingttempt to hide the
reluctance of his admission. It should have be&ramning. But it wasn't.
The reminder that their mutual attraction shouldrist did nothing to still
the excitement his raking gaze sent through hdsdim

She sat still, afraid to move for fear he'd lookagwit was improper. It was
unwise. But she wanted him to see her. More, shegasahim to touch her.
Her body cried for his touch in a way she had nexgerienced before.

She was almost relieved when he reached out tkestrer shoulders, then
caught her breath when his hands fell to tracefutieess of her breasts,
which strained against the constricting fabric,phs hard and wanting.
When his hands moved over her rib cage, she biigher frustration, then

held her breath again when he shaped his open palines flare of her hips.

Suddenly his touch was withdrawn and he tore abtlitons of his heavy
wool shirt. In seconds the shirt was on the groand his T-shirt over his
head and tossed aside. Then he reached for hegjrigiher to her knees
and flush against him while his hands tugged het gp just high enough to
allow her breasts to feel his naked warmth.

"Oh, angel," he moaned in a tormented whisper, ngplier ever so slowly
against his breadth.

Jordanna thought she'd die at the intimate glorskaf on skin. Her limbs
trembled wildly. She might have fallen back to ¢reund had he not held
her so firmly. His thumbs found the undersidesaflbreasts, tipping them
higher against him.



"Say something," he urged in an agonized tone.
"l can't. You... take my breath...

"Tell me to go away."

"I can't"

"Scream. Cry rape."

She was breathing in tiny gasps, sliding her hahoisg the muscled cords
of his back in an attempt to know as much of hinpassible in the few
clandestine moments they had. "You feel... so gobd.

Suddenly their idyll was interrupted by loud laughfrom the other side of
the shelter. It was followed by a spate of guffamterspersed with words
enough to assure Jordanna and Patrick that they, aglyet, undiscovered.

Patrick flinched, as though something inside hid simapped. Burying his
face in her hair, he groaned. "I'm going to touol ggain, Jordanna. Not
now. But later." His husky whisper held a shadowdetperation. "I'm
going to touch you and kiss you and look at evenglive only been able to
lie awake at night imagining. And I'm going to mgtel want me so badly
that you'll never remember there was another mahdrworld. Then I'm
going to make love to you, over and over againyays Peter Kirkland
never dreamed."

Against the inflammatory effect of his words, mentof Peter's name was
chilling. Patrick had intended that. She knew hé.hand she wasn't
entirely sorry. Something had to bring them tortsensesWhat were they
doing? Here, in a rustic shelter, with nothing to separdiem from four
other men but a line of wet clothes and darknesge;fie a make-believe
world, temporarily isolated from a reality in whicleither would want the
other—what were they doing?

"Thank you," she murmured, dismayed and suitablstbed. Belatedly
pushing herself from his grasp, she tugged downshet and hung her
head. Her breasts still throbbed, her body contnigeburn where he'd



touched her...and where he hadn't. She took aramhgstreath. "l guess |
got carried away."

"l guess we both did,” Patrick growled, surginghte feet and turning his
back on her.

Looking up, she watched the rise of his shouldeesexpansion of his back

as he took an extended drag of air. She'd felbbdy's need, the tautness
that moments before had spoken of his heighteragd. $he could imagine

his frustration. Lord knew her own was great enough

Averting her gaze once again, she sought her padland slowly drew it on

over the thermal jersey. Then, with a diligencenbof confusion, she

directed her thoughts toward Peter, picturing higsgant grin, recalling his

preening narcissism, his selfish lovemaking. Allrgvéhings she'd pushed
from mind for years, unpleasant things, thingsdida't want to remember.
Patrick Clayes made her remember.

Patrick Clayes. He'd been Peter's longtime riva. whs a man who'd
strived for glory as Peter had done. She shoulehrit him. Shouldn't want
any part of him. But she did.

At the sound of a snap, then a zip, her eyes ghd®atrick had turned back
to her and was in the process of wrenching wetrdéram his legs. Though
his face was shadowed, she felt his gaze. And shidrct look away.

He said nothing, simply freed himself of the hepagns, tossed them onto a
bunk, then approached his pack wearing only aqiaiark briefs.

He was the image of uncompromising masculinity re\st as perfect of
form as Jordanna had somehow feared he'd be. Swuadohard, she
reached for dry pants of her own and leaned baskigadhem on. Though
the men continued to talk on the far side of the,lit was heartstoppingly
quiet in the small space she and Patrick shared.

"Pat?" she whispered, hearing the rustle of clgtlais he dug into his pack.

"What?"



"l... I'm sorry. | shouldn't have let that go or tivay it did."

She waited in a silence broken at last by the o&&s zipper as he pulled on
dry jeans. "I meant what | said," he announcedtlyuie

When she looked over at him, he was thrustingimsanto the sleeves of a
thermal shirt. The snap of his pants lay open;asall she could do not to
focus there. Mouth dry, she pressed her lips tagedhd tried to think of
something sensible to say. Nothing came. For atifigeinstant she
wondered where the self-confident, worldly-wise vammshe'd thought she
was had gone. Then time ran out and Patrick wdgsohaunches again.

"It's too late, Jordanna,” he whispered. He ditnith her. He didn't have
to. His brand was intangible, inevitable. "You sliokiave fought me. But
you didn't. So | know. | know that you want me. Atichave you, mark my
words. I've been a competitor far too long to tdawn a challenge. And
when it comes to the prospect of besting Peterl&mdk, no challenge could
be sweeter."

Unable to believe the twist of his thoughts, Jordawas astounded. "l don't
believe you said that,” she breathed, more hurt #rg/thing. "You'd take
me... to best Peter?"

His expression unfathomable, Patrick stared atdrex minute, then pushed
himself up and stalked away under the clothesliithout saying another
word.

OF THE CHALLENGES Jordanna had herself faced, none was greater thar
acting calm and collected through a lively dinné@hwhe guys. Though the
trout was delicious, she was able to make no niname & minimal dent in the
portion Larry had triumphantly presented her. Rattshe pushed it
dutifully around on her plate, hoping none of themmwould notice. They
did

"Jordanna’s not eating," Don observed. "She doldsmour trout.”



"Maybe she doesn't like fish," John reasoned.

"No," Bill countered. "She just doesn't apprecitie effort that went into
this particular meal. She should have been outthath us, freezing her
butt off at the edge of a godforsaken river."

"The fish is fine," she insisted.
"Then why aren't you eating?" Larry asked.

“I'm not hungry, | guess. You all did do more waéhnan me today. It's no
wonder you're famished. It really is delicious. ldet I've just had enough."
She avoided Patrick's gaze for all she was worth.

Bill grinned. "They had a fight. | told you thereag' something going on
behind the clothesline.”

"Bill..." John warned.

But Donald was on the same wavelength as Bill,ifiated by the way
Jordanna had involuntarily flinched at Bill's reidiReally, Jordanna," he
said, lips twitching as he leaned close in a bmbghgay, ' you've got to be
careful of guys like Clayes. They've got one thamgthe mind. Must have
something to do with the locker-room mentality."

They were teasing her, enjoying her discomforte Shot a glance at
Patrick. His smug grin didn't help. Then againha@s it did. "You got it,"

she quipped. "Locker-room mentality. As a mattefiaot, I'm surprised you
fellows aren't worried yourselves. | hear homoséius—"

"Homosexuality?'Patrick yelped.

Larry chuckled. Donald and Bill laughed aloud. Odiyhn looked from
Jordanna to Patrick in speculation.

"She got us, didn't she?" Bill mused, then shoskeiad and laughed again.
"I say it again, Clayes. You can have her. Shet ayp answer for
everything, hmm?"



"Almost," Patrick said, his good humor obvious wille gleam in his eye.
"Almost"

Only Jordanna—and Pat—knew she'd lost that round.

Long after the coffeepot had been drained, the coatinued to sit around
the stove reminiscing about past trips, past advest Jordanna sat on her
bunk with a book in one hand, a flashlight in tlieen. She tried to get
comfortable, but neither the Ensolite pad nor heegng bag seemed to
provide much or a cushion against the hard wood.v@&mndered how she'd
ever sleep and wished she hadn't napped that efterrShe was wide
awake and alert, though she'd read the same pagetifoes without
absorbing a word

It didn't help that Patrick sat on his bunk notfei&t from her, turning page
after page of his own book. Nor did it help thatreime she dared a glance
at him he met her gaze.

There was a purposefulness to him. She felt thalitgun the very fiber of
her being. And she was all the more confused. Vherd first set eyes on
him three days before, she'd instantly associdtadiith Peter's world only
to find unexpected differences. Patrick was softeore sensitive, more
generous. She'd thought. Until this afternoon.

Strange, she mused, how his words had stirredtliestaShe'd never had a
man announce his intentions so bluntly, with that lof fierceness that
made it all the more exciting. Lord knew Peter hasipared the effort, but
then Peter had always gotten what he'd wanted Wwe'ehwanted it.

Turning the page, she stared blindly at the primtedds. Oh, yes, Patrick's
aggressiveness had excited her... until he'd thrimmhat remark about
taking sweet revenge on Peter. Something had twsoedin her stomach
then. The thought had never occurred to her thaicRanight be using her..

A tiny moan of dismay slipped from her throat. Shéted restlessly on the
bunk. She felt Patrick's eyes on her and studicagbyded them, feigning
intense interest in the book in her lap. When shédctake the pretense no



longer, she clapped the book shut, snapped hétifiasoff, pushed herself
from the bunk and wandered to the front of thetshel

The rain had eased to a drizzle. The air was rampying her arms around
her middle, she turned back, gave the men a pagknge and returned to
her bunk, where she stretched out in her sleepaggand prayed for the
sweet escape of sleep.

It eluded her. An hour passed. The men one by @m te bed. Patrick had
long since turned off his flashlight to lie, muahshe did, silent in the night.

Another hour passed. The campsite was quiet. Thlyeraimdrops to hit the
roof now were those dislodged from branches ovetrbhgahe breeze.

One of the men began to snore. Jordanna twistdéatiohunk, drawing her
sleeping bag to her ears in an attempt to drowntlaisound. When the
tactic failed, she shifted again.

Then there was a hand on her shoulder and an aecging whisper.
"Jordanna?"

She didn't budge even so much as to free her face the sleeping bag.
"Mmm?"

"The rain's stopped. Want to go for a walk?"

"No," was her muffled reply.

"Why not?"

"After what you said before, how can you even &sit?" She gave a harsh
laugh. "You'd drag me to the nearest rock and havis. And you'd be right.
Peter never did that. He wouldn't dream of takingeak off and going into

the woods with me. No press."

"That's what | want to talk about"



She remained silent for a minute. When he didmitinae, her curiosity
bested her. "What?"

"Peter. And you."
"No."

Again there was a silence. When Patrick spoke admgnvoice held that
vulnerability she couldn't ignore. "We've got t@rdanna. Too much is
happening. You need to talk... and | need to hesatwou have to say.
Come on. We'll just talk. | promise | won't layiadger on you."

She wanted to say no, then realized how childis¥oitld sound. After all,
she couldn't sleep. Evidently, neither could PitrAnd he was right. She'd
come to understand the depth of his feelings becalushat he'd told her of
his past. Perhaps if she explained about her Pastick Would understand
her better.

Very slowly she lowered the sleeping bag from laeef "Just talk?"
"l promise. Please?"

In the end, she agreed only in part because @xaisitely gentle nature of
his plea. The greater part reflected her own neeshare that aspect of her
with him. Extricating herself from her cocoon, gleached for her jacket,
pulled on her shoes, wool hat and mittens anddeidR lead the way from
the shelter.

The woods were quiet after the storm, its evidatheegleaming of wet
branches in the moonlight and the soft squish @ftiound underfoot. At a
low boulder some distance from the campsite, Rasfpcead out his poncho
and gestured for her to sit. When she'd done spojined her, leaving ample
room between them as proof of his promise.

"Tell me about it, Jordanna," he said then. "Abgui."

She shrugged. "Where do | begin?"



"With Peter."

Nodding, she looked off into the distance. Her mioitbwed suit. "l was
nineteen, just finishing my freshman year in cadlepwas at a party. He
made an appearance with someone else. Naturallwese all enthralled.
He was a national hero, a football star in thetioig. | was as curious as the
rest. He was a celebrity. And very good-looking."

"How did the two of you get together?"

She frowned. "I'm not really sure. | mean, | waaraared of him from the
start. What he saw in me, | wasn't so sure. | wask®mdy—oh, attractive
enough, | guess, but I'd come from nothing and whscollege on
scholarship simply hoping to get my degree and skinekof a stable job."

You wanted a career."

"What | really wanted was a husband. And kids. [Bading grown up in a
household where both my parents worked out of sage$ assumed I'd be
doing the same. | wanted that kind of security.& $aused for a minute,
trying to express herself as honestly as possikdiebe lying if | didn't say |
had dreams of marrying a wealthy prince. You knowke Cinderella
syndrome."

"But you didn't have a stepmother and three uglpssters."”

No. My mother was—is—Ilovely. And | was an only chiBut young girls
have dreams.” She paused. "Anyway, by the timenred college I'd
pretty much gotten over them. Then Peter came dlong

"That party."

"That party. For whatever his reasons, he singledout. Later he told me
that it had been my, uh, my innocence that had apgeto him. | was

quieter, more shy than most of the women he'd knb®he hesitated. "I

was a challenge, he said." She emphasized the woodjing she'd scored a
point against Patrick when he winced. "He askedoote We became an
'item,’ so to speak."



"How did you feel about that?"

"Oh, it was mind-boggling, all right. 'Renowned foall hero falls for
small-town college girl." The understatement. ltswaore like a sack. |
didn't have a chance. He knew all the right thitmgdo and say. He had me
perfectly psyched. It was seduction in its mostgmtrform, and | fell for it
hook, line and sinker."

"But he did love you."

"Uh-huh." Her voice softened. "He did. That was tme thing | always
knew. That was where my true innocence came irap.'pl

"What do you mean?"

"Knowing that Peter loved me, knowing that | lovieitn, | was totally

vulnerable. Carrying on a long-distance affair wl@vastating. When he
asked me to marry him, | was thrilled. He wantedtmbe his wife, to be
with him always. Giving up school seemed like neghcompared with the
prospect of being full-time with Peter.” She stapleen, recalling those
early days of happiness.

"What happened, Jordanna?"

"Oh, it was wonderful at first. A storybook weddjrapmplete with a long
white train, hundreds of guests, flowers and pheiogers galore. My
parents were proud as punch that their daughtemierded a man who
could take care of her in the style they'd alwaysached about.”

"And you?"

"l was proud too. | was Mrs. Peter Kirkland. | wavierywhere with the
man | adored. People recognized me, respected tmeasl everything |
could have hoped for.'

Patrick read her pause well. "Except... ?"

"I was Mrs. Peter Kirkland. That was all."



"And it wasn't enough."
She lowered her head and spoke very softly. "Nwakn't. | was bored."
"With Peter?"

The barest hint of awe in his voice was revealivgh a wave of insight
Jordanna realized that though Patrick might haeplgeresented Peter for
having stolen the limelight time and again, he oeless couldn't deny his
admiration for the other man's achievements. lrerotircumstances, she
sensed, Patrick would have revered Peter as mantlgearhad done. It was a
clue as to Patrick's self- image... and the natfitke battle he'd had to fight
over the years.

"Perhaps boredom is too strong a word,” she exgdhicautiously.
"Frustration is probably more accurate. | grew thated with the kind of
life we were leading—running all over creation agrihe off-season from
one fund raiser to the next, one party to the naxe, publicity gimmick to
the next. During the season it was worse. Becalespite what Peter had
promised, Iwas alone. | didn't go on the road with him—I was too
distracting, he said. But he insisted | be at ingoat to meet him when the
team returned, that | be in attendance at predsi@rces and on his arm for
the inevitable pictures. | was the epitome of tréfig wife whose only
purpose on earth was to welcome her husband hotheopen arms.

"All the while | was wondering what had happenethtoman who had once
upon a time stolen quiet moments for us. There weny few quiet
moments after we were married. Even when we wemeehalone Peter's
mind was on the next game, the next endorsemeat,nédxt awards
presentation, the next interview. He swore he lawedbut in truth he loved
himself. My presence in his life was much like tlodthis shiny black
Ferrari. He loved that too. It was part of his iradg

"You sound bitter."
"Wouldn't you be?" she responded, the hurt stilhar voice. "Tell me

something, Patrick. You say you've sworn off evang to do with
football. Why?"



"Because I've outgrown the sport"

"The sport? Or the life-style that goes along wtitt

He thought for a minute, his dark brow creasingttB I guess."
"But why?"

"l hurt my knee."

"Beyond that. You were always one to avoid the medihy?"

"Because the media twisted things. It created pastehat weren't terribly
accurate. It was shallow—"

"Right! That was my life in a nutshell. Shallow. &liping expeditions to

buy a dress to wear one night. Cocktail parties wie same boring people
over and over again. A pretty house. A plastic sriat the press." Her voice
lost its edge then, growing low, sad. "There werermany times when I'd

sit at home alone in that pretty house wearingypbthes... and no smile
at all. It was an empty existence, Pat. At leastie it was."

"What about a family? Didn't you want children?"
"Very much. Not Peter.”

"That's strange. | would have thought two kidstadien wagon and a dog
would add to the image."

"That was what | thought. But he said that kids lddoe too restrictive.
That we wouldn't be able to go out as much. Thad we tied down. |
think," she stated slowly, "that he couldn't bder thought of sharing my
attention. And | don't say that out of arrogancéaflTwas the only
conclusion | could reach after months and monthsoaf-searching.”

"Was that when you decided to divorce him?'



"Oh, no. I didn't consider it just grounds for dige. | rationalized that there
had to be another solution to my dilemma."

"Which was?"

"Work." She snorted. "Peter didn't agree. He wasresj the idea from the
start. I'm sure that jealousy was a factor thece fochild. A job. Same
difference. Peter simply said thaswife didn't work. Wouldn't be good for
the image."

Patrick pondered her words before directing the.nd@ken whatid bring
about the divorce?"

His gentle voice had a calming effect, the samecgffJordanna realized,
that it had had on her from the start of her diss®n. She'd never talked
with another person about her marriage as she old get the words

flowed freely.

"It was everything. Snowballing. Things came toeadh at a party one
night. The team was there, along with the usuadjeesion. | overheard two
guys talking about Peter and me. How devoted | \Ragnarkable, they
said, given Peter's, uh, other interests."

"Other women?"

Jordanna shivered. When Patrick opened his caat offer of warmth, she
wavered.

"l won't do anything,"” he assured her softly. "Justp you warm up."

At that moment, Jordanna needed his comfort asagdiis warmth. Slowly
she slid sideways to rest against him.

"l wondered if it was drugs, at first," she wentrmeekly. "Or alcohol. Or
even some kind of sexual perversion. Anything.t.amother woman."

"Was there one?"



"Not one. Many. One-night stands across the coufhy he was careful.
Nothing ever made the papers. He swore it was @dinimgless, that | was
the one he loved."

"He told you about it?"

"Sure. He was arrogant enough to think it wouldrétter. That was when |
realized he'd bought it all. He saw himself askimg. And the king could
do no wrong." Her chin dropped. When Patrick pré$s head to his chest
she didn't protest "It hurt Pat You can't imagio/hit hurt.”

"I know, angel," he crooned softly. His arm tigheenon her shoulder. "I
know."

"I tried after that, but it didn't work. My selfmiage was crushed. I'd had the
illusion that our love was all that mattered. Butldenly | couldn't bear
sitting in the stands cheering the bastard ond Intapatience for his parties,
even less for his teammates who condoned everyti@mlid, probably lived
that way themselves. And the nights alone, weblytlvere nightmares. |
was sure that the world knew everything and waghHawg at me. It was
paranoid, | know, but | couldn't help it. Even R&taleclaration of love
didn't help. |1 came to the realization that we wedi the word in very
different ways. | also came to the realization thatas on the verge of a
nervous breakdownThat was when | moved out. It was a move of
self-preservation, the survival instinct at work."

"You certainly did survive," Patrick murmured, sqaeg her shoulder in
encouragement. "Look at what you've done."”

With a shake of her head, she released her holdeopast. "I do have that.
Willow Enterprises has given me my life. | don'okmwhat | would have
done without it."

"You might have met a nice, ordinary man and faitelove again.”

"No. Not again. I'm not sure | could trust love gezond time around."

"Then you've given up the idea of having a family?"



"The business is my family. I've got wonderful pkoporking with me, and
each time we launch another product it's like gjuirth to a child.”

"Not as warm. Not as loving. Or lasting."

"We can't have it all," she whispered sadly, thaaght herself. "The
business is a constant challenge. It doesn't gedime to dwell on what
might have been.”

"And in the future? What then? What happens wherrgalder and more
tired and want to settle back and enjoy life witha tesources you've earned
for yourself?'

“I'l do it."

"Alone?"

"If that's how it turns out. As long as | have ngyfgespect, | can live with
myself." She wanted to sound positive but someli@wtords didn't come
out that way. As her thoughts tripped into the fefushe felt a strange
hollowness. Unconsciously, she nestled closer todRa

"Come on. Let's go back to camp. You must be tired.

Strangely, she was. Having poured out so muchfeshdrained. Relieved,
but drained

With a nod, she let Patrick help her up and saithing when his arm
remained around her for the walk back through theds. They reached the
shelter to find the men all sleeping. A soft sngnoersisted.

"God, | wish he'd shut up,” Jordanna murmured uhdeibreath.

"Don't know which one it is or I'd give him a shdve

"How are we going to sleep?"



"I've got one way." Without further word, he workiedhe dark to draw the
two empty sleeping bags onto the floor and fagtemttogether. Jordanna
watched, knowing what he was doing, reluctant tgeahbif for no other
reason than for fear of shattering the warm bosd thomentarily existed
between them. He'd listened to her story with casajoe; that had meant a'
lot to her. He had to see things from the othee,sigt he hadn't sat in
judgment. He hadn't proclaimed her the ungratefahliPeter had. She felt
unbelievably close to Patrick at that moment.

Removing her outer clothes without the slightesitaéon, she slid into the
haven Patrick offered. She knew he wouldn't tryntake love to her. She
knew he was no more in the mood for it than she. \Ragher, as she
snuggled contentedly against his strong framesshsed that he needed her
warmth just as she needed his. It was a very @jwary personal, very
mutual giving. There was nothing one-sided about it

She didn't hear the snoring from the other sidb@shelter. She didn't hear
the lonely cry of the wind. All she heard was tieagy beat of Patrick's
heart. Then, wrapped tightly in his arms, shedsleep.



CHAPTER FIVE

WHEN JORDANNA AWAKENED the next morning, she was alone with the
memory of Patrick's warm body sheltering her thiotlge night. He was
long gone, already dressed and at work on breakFast other men were
just rising.

Her cheeks flushed lightly at the thought of whagmhave happened had
she and Patrick been caught nestled together ingleeping bag for two.
Even now she could hear the razzing. They'd neaee heard the end of it.

But they hadn't been caught. Patrick had madedutret. As the men one
by one tugged their clothes from the line, sheestolglance toward the
stove. He was on his haunches, immersed in his .wdik faded jeans
hugged his legs; his plaid wool jacket celebratieel sinewed strength
beneath. With his dark hair licking his collar anid large hands deftly
manipulating the pot, he looked like a logger,aoper, a mountain man at
ease with himself and the world.

She was envious. And stirred. That the simple soghtim should arouse
her was unfair. But it was fact. Had she not begnired last night, she
might have had quite a time falling asleep. He'dnbred too. But if it
hadn't been so? Would he have been... using her?

Stifling a shiver, she quickly dressed and escdpeitie stream to wash.
When she returned, breakfast was ready. Momentaplyrehensive at
meeting

Patrick's gaze, she took longer than necessanpwirgy her gear. But she
couldn't stall forever. With a deep breath for am&, she headed toward the
stove.

She might have been one of the men. Patrick gaventhenore than a
passing glance as he handed her a cup of coffseaduvell, she reasoned,
accepting the brew and a man-sized helping of leoeat, which she
proceeded to down. She was hungry, and the daydakeald be rugged
hiking all the way, Patrick said.



It proved to be so. The trek was tough, if breddnigly beautiful. Skirting

the bog outlying No- Ketchum Pond, they followee tlorest trail for a

stretch before descending into Perkins Notch. Ftbene they began to
climb on a leaf-strewn path, encountering more gneésms as the air
thinned. After another descent, they rose agais, ttme toward Carter
Dome, whose summit offered a view of the Wildcahgaand, beyond, the
majesty of Mount Washington. It was here that thaysed for lunch.

The sun shone brightly. Despite the altitude, ihevas surprisingly warm
"Typical New England weather,"” Patrick explainedrationalizing the
contrast from yesterday's storm.

Jordanna was warm in more ways than one. With thraimg's hike behind
them and a rest period in the works, her mind wase fo wander. And
wander it did. Though she avoided Patrick's gazayds there before her in
remembered flashes. A hand on her cheek. Lipsngdsr nipple through
her thermal shirt. The heat of his hair-roughensestagainst her breasts.

"That's it!" Larry cried. "Perfect!"

Stunned out of her reverie, she only belatedly tmecaware that he'd been
taking pictures of her. Her cheeks burned. Scowlstge held a hand up
toward him off. "God, Larry! That's disgusting! @m@ng up on a person
that way!"

'l didn't creep up. I've been walking around takpigfures of everyone for
the past ten minutes. You were preoccupied. YouRatdYou should have
seenhis expression.”

Her lips thinned. "Before, or after?"

"Both. Brooding before. Furious after... like yoMVith a grin, he raised the
camera again. "Hey, that's peat.” And snapped,ltveered the black devil.
"You're a woman of many faces, Jordanna. Glowingmmute, glowering

the next. | should have thought of this sooner."liHed the camera once
more.



This time, Jordanna bolted up and around, rightt FPeitrick Hands on her
shoulders, he steadied her. "Easy, angel,” he wiedp "He's just teasing."

"l don't like having my picture taken," she gritted

"Neither do I, but if you resist, he's apt to wamtlo it all the more. You're
so cool and unflappable most of the time. | thimk inen would love to see
you unsettled.”

"Hey, smile, you guys!" Larry called from the side.

Patrick squeezed Jordanna's elbow. In unison, theyed their heads
toward the camera's eye. And smiled.

The instant she heard the click, Jordanna's sraitéstied. "Was that settled
enough?" she murmured for Patrick's ears alone.

"It'll do. See, he's lost interest."

Sure enough, Larry had turned back to the othéirsf whom had followed
the impromptu photo session, Jordanna now realizéd,gusto. Moaning
softly, she sat down on the ground again. She waseaof Patrick watching
her, wavering, finally returning to his own lunabnse distance away, and
she wondered why he'd come over in the first plBogof course he'd come
to save her from making a fool of herself. Chivao

And why had she been about to make a fool of herdtcause, she
realized, Larry had interrupted a pretty heavy degch. She'd, been
annoyed and embarrassed. She'd felt utterly exp@stjerous man, this
white knight of hers. Spawning dangerous thoughesy dangerous.

Spearing the single sardine left in her tin, shallbwed it whole.

THE AFTERNOONS HIKE was as rugged as the morning's had been. Jordann

pushed herself to her limit, ridding herself of amted nervous energy.
They scaled Mount Hight, then began the torturdisbcdownward. Her



calves ached; her thighs pulsed. Beneath the weafghter pack, her
shoulders clamored for relief.

And she began to wonder just why she was submittisgich torture. She'd
been a fool to come. One look at Patrick Mondaymmgy and she should
have turned and headed straight back to New Yook.0oN second thought,
she should have found the nearest inn and hibetratehe week. She'd
needed the rest, the break from routine. tBig?

Jordanna wasn't the only one to feel the straist Beeaks seemed to come
more frequently now, prompted for the most parthi®ymen s cries. Once or
twice she sensed that Patrick called a halt fobkegfit, but if that was the
case he made no point of it. Rather, at timeselkened more like a harsh
taskmaster, driving his team on, ever on. She dorigis image. It was a far
safer one than that of the eminently virile outdmean. Which he was,
decidedly. Maddeningly. The scenery was some dmersThey hiked
through forests that had miraculously escapedagegdr's ax. Spruce grew
tall. Mossy carpets bordered the path. The sungidappled patterns on
the woodland floor, skittering through gracefuldbidimbs.

It was late afternoon when they reached Spruce IBraere they'd be
camping for the night. Grateful as she'd never pderdanna dropped her
pack, then sank to the ground herself. The merndbad the same, she noted
with some relief.

With a will of their own, her eyes sought Patritle, too, was lowering his

pack, his back to her. She started to look awaywas held by something in
the way he moved. Oh, yes, he seemed as tall aodgsas ever. But

something marred the fluidity of his movement. Stered, puzzled when
he bent to ease the pack to the ground. There ovasthing about the way
he straightened, about the way he flexed his Baitlen he raised a hand to
his shoulder, she understood.

An instinct to comfort made her start to rise the saught herself when he
suddenly turned, collided with her gaze and frodand still on his
shoulder, he stared hard at her. His message wass £m fine; it's nothing;
forget you saw this. Then slowly he lowered hisdhaarned away and knelt
to open his pack.



Jordanna had no choice but to settle back on tbengr again. She
wondered how long his shoulder had been botheimghd sensed that his
driving them on had been as much for his own bemwefifor that of the

group he led. Football heroes did that. Injuredat; they played. Pain was
part and parcel of the game.

With a quiet snort of disgust, she lay back agdmestpack knees bent, and
concentrated on healing herself. If Patrick Clayaated to martyr himself,
let him, she reasoned. Strange, but he hadn'teti@amy of them that luxury
through the week

The week. With a jolt of awareness, she realized tthe week was nearly
done. It was Thursday. Tonight would be their lagtht in the wilds.
Tomorrow they'd complete the circle and head foméoShe wondered
where the days had gone and felt a twinge of @ilthe begrudging
thoughts she'd harbored earlier. Aches and dlhdtbeen a good week. As
exhausted as she was now, it was a healthy exbau§&he hadn't felt as
untethered in years.

Turning her head against its makeshift pillow, gaered through her lashes
at Patrick Clayes. She wouldn't see him...afteroilmow. That was for the
best, she knew, yet she couldn't help but feelithest bit sorry. He excited
her. His presence had added something very spectale trip. Pleasure.
Anticipation. The same things she felt on entethmgoffice each morning,
yet different. Very different.

"You're looking sad. No. Melancholy."

She twisted her head to find John squatting bdsedeTrying not to blush,
she managed a crooked smile. I'm just tired"

"That wasn't exhaustion | saw," he chided, arclairgow. His gaze shifted
to Patrick, then returned. He kept his voice lovoud like him, don't you."

It wasn't a question. Jordanna cautioned hersetonoverreact. "Of course.
Don't you?"



"Not in the same way. | like him because he's peblte and intelligent,
because he's a good leader. You, well, you seggHimlon't. I'm a man.
You're a woman."

"You've got a point there/' she murmured, closieg éyes in a gesture of
nonchalance that didn't fool John for a minute.

"I hope we haven't embarrassed you. Kidding youahd
"No problem."

"Will you see him?"

"Who?"

"Pat."

Her eyes opened. "When?"

"After this is over."

"Why ever would | do that?"

"Because you look good together."”

She gave a dry laugh and told herself to stay célimere's a lot more to a
relationship than looking good together."

"You've got a lot in common."

"Oh?" she said noncommittally.

"Football and all.”

"l don't have anything to do with football.”

"You did."



"Yeah. And | don't want any part of it now."

"Neither does he." John's gaze darted across theste to Patrick, who
was mixing Tang. "He stuck to his guns. 1 haveaiodhit to him He said he
wouldn't talk shop and he didn't." He looked backaxdanna. "Did he with
you?"

"Nope."

"Because you didn't want him to."

"Right."

"And you don't find him attractive?"

"Hey, what is this?" Jordanna asked softly. "An uisgion?" If the
guestions had come from one of the other men, sightnhave been
offended. Somehow it was different with John. Hes W& most thoughtful

of the group. She was actually curious about widtdd to say.

"Of course not. | was just wondering. It's kindaejiwhen you think of the
possibilities. If you and Pat were to get togethér—

"We're not getting together," she interrupted. "Owes are too different.”
"How do you know that?"

"l know."

"l think you're building a wall that may not exist.

Jordanna spoke softly, without malice. "I think {euoverstepping your
bounds."

"You may be right. But I like you, Jordanna. Yowa&ery strong, together
woman. | admire the way you've put up with us aééel. And | can
understand what Craig's been raving about. Yourelligent. And



determined. | can see why Willow Enterprises is@sssful concern. | just
wonder ...'

When his voice trailed off, she slanted him a géaritvonder what?"
"Wonder what outlet you give to the softer sidg/od."
"Businesswomen aren't soft."

"You are. I've seen it. The way you look at Pat sbmes. Like just now.
You saw him rubbing that shoulder. It was all yawld do not to go to
him."

"You saw that?" she asked, momentarily unaware bhtwshe was
admitting.

"I happened to catch that look of alarm on youefat/hen | followed it to
Pat, | understood."

She settled back and closed her eyes. "What youmssacompassion for
another human being. I've never claimed to be egtht

He chuckled. "I don't think you could be ruthlefsgau tried. Especially not
to Pat."

"Maybe not," was all she said. She kept her eyesed, worked to keep her
pose as casual as possible.

"Well,” John continued, "you were right before. Fopably have

overstepped my bounds. The side of Pat we've deenweek is only a

fraction of the man. When it comes down to braskgahe's probably as
shallow as—"

"Are you kidding?" Jordanna exclaimed, openingéyas and half rising in

dismay. But her dismay was never greater than whersaw that John was
indeed kidding. With a sly grin and a twinkle irsteéye, he moved off to
give Patrick a hand.



Bill, it seemed, had a bottle of wine in his patle'd kept it tenderly
wrapped in his clothes for the week and smugly peced it at the start of
dinner. Donald, it seemed, had a second bottldaimisquirreled. When
the first was gone, he jubilantly uncorked it. Denrwas a merry event
indeed.

Merry, Jordanna thought, as in drowning out thos&ancholy thoughts that
John had rightly accused her of harboring. Or ratinging to drown them
out. Somehow it didn't quite work. Yes, the winemvad and relaxed her,
but never quite erased the fact that Patrick wasecllt never quite erased
the fact that the tent they'd be sharing that nsgd apart from the others,
waiting. And it never quite erased the fact thaiuggh Patrick might be
using her she wanted him nonetheless.

She put it off as long as possible. While the nadketd, she sat by, eyes
alert, fatigue replaced by an overall tingle. Wbae by one they headed for
their tents, she remained. She... and Patrick.

"Tired?" he asked quietly. The small lantern cdmstdows over his face,
lending a more sculpted look to already ruggedufest

"No," she answered as softly.

"Want to talk?" She shook her head. "Take a waf?¢ shook her head
again. "Play gin?"

"Gin?" It sounded safe enough. "Okay."

Patrick dealt. They played three games. He wothedke. Jordanna was still
busy pondering the lesson to be had when he stabtbak her hand. "Let's
take that walk."

“No, Pat-"

"Now." His grasp brooked no resistance.



Loath to fight him, she acquiesced, following himiely into the night
woods until he came to a halt at the crest ofa @y then did he drop her
hand.

"Wise move," she murmured, scanning the darkn&ssi know | can't run.
I'd get lost.” Though the moon was out, its ligl#ssshuttered by the thick
growth overhead.

Patrick stood with his back to her and spoke withtatning. "You'd find
your way. You always do."

He was talking of her life, and she knew it. "I.try

"Could you try tonight?"

Her breath caught for an instant. "Try what?"

Slowly he turned. Though the night hid the forcehed expression, his
tension beamed her way clearly. 'Try pretending/\wearen't who we are.
That the past doesn't exist. That | never playedbfdl and that you were

never married to my darkest rival."

"For what purpose?" she heard herself whisper,ghdlie beat of her heart
was positively thunderous, making his answer noentioain a formality.

"For us, Jordanna. You and me. One night. Togéther.

She wanted to step back, but her feet were gluegdetanossy floor. "Oh,
Pat... | don't know...."

"Don't you want it?" There was neither arrogancesmougness in his voice,
but rather a pleading note that made her ache.

"You know | do," she breathed.
"Then why not? For one night?"

"Because | can't. | can't forget.”



"Come on, Jordanna. There's no one here. We'res nalgay from
reality."But she was shaking her head. "I cangéor”

"It's not that you can't,” he stated then, his gdiarder. "You won't. You're
afraid.”

"Damned right, I'm afraid!" she cried, her compasgtowly crumbling.
"I'm afraid of everything you were, of everythingvhas. | don't want that
again, Patrick. | told you what it was like. | dtfiink | could bear it!"

Patrick stared at her in a state of confusionwhen he spoke his tone was
even. "I'm not offering you anything you've haddref | thought I'd made
that clear.”

"You also made it clear that you'd be making lowarte to get back at
Peter."

"I never said that."
"You implied it."

" Youinferred it, Jordanna. Let's keep this straightaiVl said was that I'd
make love to you like you've never been made lovsefore—"

"Like Peternever made love to me."

"That's right. Like Peter never made love to yoouYvere married to him
and it kills me. It kills me to think of you in haams. It kills me to think of
you inanyother man's arms but mine. I'm human. | may nasarrogant
as Peter was, but I've got an ego too. And thatetgome that when | make
love to you it's got to be the best thing you'verefelt. | want that. | need
that. Don't you see? Any man would!"

"As a challenge, Pat? That was the word you used."
He raked a hand through his hair in frustrationf. ¢Qurse it's a challenge.

Any time a man makes love to a woman it's a chg#ert least it should
be. If it's not... well, what's the use?"



Jordanna was frightened. He had all the right arsw&he wanted to
believe him, but to do that would have meant dasthe control she'd held
over herself for so many years. It would have méargetting. And she
wasn't sure she could do that.

Sensing the standoff, Patrick gave a low groametirand began to stalk
back through the woods.

"Where are you going?" she cried.
"Back to camp,” he growled without missing a step.

He was about to round a curve and disappear frgim sthen Jordanna
broke into a run. She had no desire to be leftealanthe beavers and
raccoons and moose and bears. She had to trogépouge his stride was so
long. When they reached the campsite she watchmedltck into the tent.

Her pulse raced in indecision. She couldn't stagide forever. It was cold.

The tent provided shelter, her sleeping bag warkiimging her hands, she
waffled. Then, with a helpless moan, she followedl P

Having tossed his jacket aside, he was in the ggoeshucking his jeans.
Silently she knelt on her sleeping bag and, heachgdproceeded to do the
same. When she wore nothing but her long underwbarquickly slid into
her sleeping bag.

Eyes adjusted to the dark, she stared at the rotfeotent. Beside her,
Patrick shifted repeatedly in his efforts to getnéortable. Finally, cursing
softly, he sat bolt upright and raised a hand tesage his shoulder.

This time Jordanna couldn't look the other wayimRjisshe pushed his hand
aside.

"You don't need to—" he grumbled, only to be intpied.
"Shh. It's all right,” she whispered. "Let me hélp.

His muscles were hard, bunched beneath her fingdrs.kneaded them
gently, persistently, but in vain.



"Take off your shirt," she ordered softly. "My hankkep slipping.”

For a minute he did nothing. His head was low, ¢demched. When at last
he reached to pull the thermal shirt from its loweif, she helped him.

Then his flesh was bare, warm to her touch. Palatsghe worked at his

muscles, then used her fingers in an attempt &x tblem. But the more she
toiled, the more tense he seemed. She slid hesharis neck and attacked
those muscles with the same gentle firmness.

Nothing. Nothing but the exhilaration of the fe€has skin. Nothing but the
enchantment of his strength. Nothing but a temgatthat was driving her
insane. Only when she realized that her own tertsaoingrown to match his
did she stop. And moan softly. And drop her forehtahis shoulder.

"Oh, Pat," she cried, tottering on the edge.

Slowly he reached up, took her hands and drew th@mm over his chest.
Sagging forward, she buried her face against huk.rtde smelled so very
male. He felt so very male. And at the moment shtdémale from head to
toe.

Then he was turning, taking her in his arms, cmghier to him. And she
was in his sleeping bag, flush against his streraftring her mouth for the
wild abandon of his kiss.

There was nothing else. Just as he'd said. Thenpghkt never have been,
for the ardor they shared. He kissed her withradéieess echoed by her own
seeking tongue. And he touched with a thoroughrsd®s needed, not

denying her breasts, or her hips, or her thighshatrwarmer, waiting spot

between her legs.

She was barely aware that he'd thrust her longsjdien to her knees until
he levered himself up to do the same. By then sketvembling, arching,
needing him more than she'd ever needed anotheg.ldder pants slid to
her ankles when she raised her knees to providehenframe he sought.
Then he was inside her, hot, hard and throbbirggypsthg her tiny cries at
her mouth with the force of his own lips.



Jordanna had never known such raw pleasure. Patraajged gasps were
as intoxicating as the rhythmic plunge of This higee met .him at each
thrust, needing to be absorbed, feeling her esdtoweoward him even as
she devoured all he offered in return. And it wkshty. Amid the fury of
their joining, she felt his restraint in the tremll of his limbs. And she
knew that he awaited her release as a prereqaiditis own.

When it came, it was blinding, a cataclysmic exjglo®f inner joy made all
the greater by his final thrust, by the cry of ¢éx@bn he couldn't contain.

For what seemed an eternal bliss, they clung tegethtil, at last, Patrick
collapsed against her. His back was slick beneatip&alms, his damp chest
melded to hers. The soft sounds of their pantitigdfithe small tent,
slowing gradually, reluctantly.

Only after a very long time did he slip from heglling onto his side, taking
her with him.

"I'm sorry, angel,” he whispered, burying his facéer hair. She felt the
quivering of his arms as he held her tightly. "Sorry."

"Sorry?"

"l wanted it to be so good. So long. | wanted tkenkbve to every single
inch of you."

"But you did!"
"l wanted it to be so special.”

"It was!" Reaching up, she took his face in herdsarflt was." Her lips
brushed his, thumbs replacing them when she dreWw. If@r just a minute
she hesitated before whispering God's truth. "Regger needed me quite
that way."

Her words hung in the air until, with a moan, R&tpressed her head to his
chest and hugged her so tightly she had to gaspréath. "Ahh, angel. |
didn't want you to think of him."



"But you do. And | want you to know. What just happdwasvery special
to me, Pat. | wanted you so badly."

"And | wantedyou. You know that, don't you? My desire for you has
nothing to do with Peter. It's there. It has besmtes Monday. I'd have
wanted you if you'd been married to the Aga Khan."

"I know," she murmured, slipping her knee over thigh as she felt him
grow against her.

He sucked in a breath. "I want you again."”
Her smile lit the dark. "l know."
"Are you pleased?"

"Peter never did," she said in the softest, mo&terable voice. "Not a
second time. | always assumed he was too tiredr Aftvhile | realized that
he was as self-centered in lovemaking as in evienytse. His climax was
the be-all and end-all. He owed me nothing furth8he traced a small
circle over Patrick's breast. "I'm telling you tfos a reason, Pat. I'm not one
to kiss and tell. But I... it flatters me that y@ant me again.” She rushed the
words out, feeling vaguely self-conscious. "Espéciafter what we just
had."

"Because of what we just had,” Patrick correcteckti, kissing her brow.
"Becauseangel. It was so good. So right." He paused. 'dlumd... touch
me—

Heat shimmered through her veins. She looked irg@yes and saw that
need again. Never, she knew, would she be impes\imit. Lowering her
hand between their bodies, she circled him, stgkimidly at first, then,
when he strained in delight, with a courage borimef own reawakening
ache.

"So good, angel,” he murmured, eyes closed betoeepteasure of her
touch.



Mindful of her own gnawing inner void, Jordanna heth to her, releasing
him only as he slid into her warmth.

"That's it," he whispered. With his hands low om higs, he guided her
body. "Mmm."

Though this time was slower, the rapture was n®ilgense. Having freed a
foot from her long johns, she curved it behindkmse. "Yes, Pat... oh, yes..
?." Each flex of his hips drove her higher.

"You're... uhh... you're gonna be black and blue"panted. "Damned
ground...ahh, angel...."

"More... there... oh, God, Pat, it feels... so godd

"And this?" Freeing a hand, he found her breastratidd its turgid peak
beneath his thumb.

"Yes!"

"But | still...can't see you..." he managed betwdensts. "What I'd really
like...is to spread you out... in the moonlighbtdanna's soft whimpering
gave him but a moment's pause. "Naked on a sofewheet...and I'd look
at you...and love you...."

She threw her arms around his neck and clung to 8woft cries came in
broken gasps from her throat. Her body was on fire,core of the heat
centered at the point of their union. Her every cheistrained for release.

"That's it, angel," he rasped, his own release memi. "That's it... let it
come... oh, yes...." He felt her catch her brettbn expel it brokenly.
Seconds later, inspired by her abandon, he didahee.

For a long time after, neither spoke. Locked togeth the single sleeping
bag, their closeness made up for the end of thaealluxury they'd shared.
When Patrick's breathing deepened, Jordanna tipgedead back.

"Pat?" she whispered.



"Hmm?"

"Do you think...?"

"What?"

"Did we...?"

"What?"

Embarrassed, she blurted it out. "Did we make nmaise?"

The frown he showered on her was tinged with amesémi'Noise?"
Though his voice was low, he made no attempt tepérias she had. "As in

grunts and groans and sighs—"

"Shh! You know what | mean. Do you think... anytké men might have
heard?"

He laughed softly. "I doubt it. Listen."

Sure enough, when she trained her ears she cehvglbund of a distant
buzz saw. Then, puzzled, she listened more cayefllidon't believe it.
Two of them snoring tonight?"

"Sounds that way. Even if the other two are awéhkey'd never be able to
hear a thing over that racket. Not that | care,chyiou. It wouldn't bother me
if those guys knew."

"It wouldn't bother you," she scolded "You're a man. | can &g you
strutting around with your chest puffed out—"

He squeezed her tight to cut her off. "Hey, | didy that. I'm not the
peacock you'd like to think."

There was an underlying note of annoyance in hisevénstantly Jordanna
resented its cool presence in what was an otherween afterglow of
passion.



"I know," she whispered, stroking his chest, urling his feathers. "l guess
I'm just wary. Must be my early training. I'm safry

Rolling to his back, Patrick took her hand in higlgressed it to his heart.
"No, I'm sorry. Sorry you had to be trained thatywaut we're not all like
that. You've got to believe me."

She did, and she told him so. When he seemedaw, igthie snuggled closer,
twining her legs with his.

"Comfortable?" he asked.

"Mmm. I've got the better part of the deal. You makgood mattress."”
"My butt's killing me."

"How about your shoulder?"

"It's better. | guess | forgot about it." He shifteintii he was more
comfortable all over, then kissed her brow. "Goaht) angel."

“Night, Pat."

Closing her eyes, Jordanna drifted off to sleep ait ease that would have
astounded her. She should have been thinking of sited just done. She
should have been pondering the ramifications. Simuld have been
wondering what tomorrow would bring. But she wasshe couldn't. The
moment was too special to be marred in any way.dfoow would come
soon enough. It always did.

BRIGHT SUNSHINE and invigoratingly cool air—that was Friday's citic
offering. For some strange reason that wasn't yreatl all strange to
Jordanna when she stopped to think about it thehsedid little to cheer
her up.



Actually, she'd awoken in good spirits, driftingganconsciousness on a
cloud of erotic memory. Burrowing closer to Patrickd been her first
mistake. When she hit empty space, she opened/esr Ehat had been her
second mistake.

He was gone, as always. Dressed and out of théoéfate the rest of the
group had stirred. What bothered her was that slenWwthe rest of the
group. She was the woman he'd made love to not batéwice in the night
now past. He might have at least kissed her bdfel@ left. Then again,
maybe he had.

Frowning while she tugged on her clothes, sheheitdutside air to find the
other men digging into breakfast as though theyhhaten in a year. The
worst of it, though, was not how or what they aterdather what they talked
about. Going home.

It was Friday. Today they'd be going home.

Jordanna silently neared the group, then stopgezist®od listening, unable
to advance, unable to retreat, until Patrick's epgin broke her paralysis.

"Freeze-dried omelet?" he offered, holding outaepl

As the first words he'd spoken to her since hisleéeriGood night, angel,”
they weren't the most romantic he might have picBed it was morning.
They had an audience. And Patrick's somber gazeinvéiseping with
Jordanna's mood.

"Uh— ' She looked down, wavering.

He spoke gently. "You'll need something. We've got a full day ahead.”

Without looking up, she accepted the plate, helpedelf to coffee and
sank down to the ground.

"Shave," Larry was saying as he stroked his grizpev. "That's the first
thing I'm going to do."



John shook his head. "Not me. I'm heading for titever before | touch a
thing. | must have half the dirt in New Hampshireder my collar. And
damn it, Bill, don't give me that bit about washiag more. The water
around here's been frigid."

Bill held up a hand. "Suit yourself. Personally—e" ¢rinned and closed his
eyes to dream "—I'm dying to sink my teeth intoieenthick, juicy, rare
steak."

"A bed," Donald injected. "That's what | want. Aceiwarm bed with a
mattress that won't bite."

"How about you, Jordanna?" Bill asked. "What's yaleasure, now that the
end's in sight?"

Jordanna's insides knotted. It was all she couldhatoto look at Patrick.
"Oh, all of the above, | guess."

"You guess?" Donald teased. "Hey, where's the opated lady who
arrived here on Monday? She never would have gdeS$e would have
known. Or—" he sent a sly glance toward Patrick fe~you two planning
to stay up here and do the route again?"

Jordanna couldn't help but peer at Patrick thenlodked as grim as she
felt. It was only with great effort that she forogtlat she hoped passed as a
smile for the benefit of the other men "I'd likathbut it's a luxury | can't
afford. I've got a business waiting back in New Ko€Come Monday
morning my work's cut out for me."

"Ah, the executive woman," Donald returned in eohthe words he'd used
on Monday. Then there had been disdain in his tdoe: there was respect.
Likewise, his smile was warm.

Jordanna nodded, her own smile more natural. Theseweren't so bad,
after all. Come to think of it, they'd been pretfgod sports. Her gaze
touched one then another of them, giving silemkkdor their indulgence.
When, uncharacteristically self- conscious, sh&éolodown, she knew that



somethingvasdifferent in her now. Was it the soft side Johd heentioned
yesterday on the traiFlad she been burying it all these years?

She had much to think about as they dismantletktits, loaded their packs
and started out on the trail. It was a relaxingehikKhough the scenery
lacked the spectacular quality they'd been privgetdier in the week, it was
pleasant. Emptied of food, their packs were lightrdened by trial, their
muscles were silent.

Following the Wild River Trail, they stopped formch at a peaceful spot
overlooking a clear blue pool that would have ba&ather's dream had the
day been warmer. Jordanna sat quietly munching hen last of her
sunflower seeds, wondering where the week had gasking it had been
longer. Oh, yes, she craved a bath. And a bed.&fmdsh, warm, buttery
croissant. But there were other cravings now, ateshadn't wanted but
ones she couldn't deny.

Patrick said little. She would have given any numésepennies for his
thoughts, but they were hidden behind a mask é«seltrol. As always, he
was the consummate guide, directing their sighte had there, talking in
that exquisitely patient, ever amiable tone of his.

At times she wanted to screaiVhat did you feel? What do you think?
Where do we go from her&ut she didn't. She knew the answers, at least
those that applied to her. She and Patrick woulthgo separate ways. It
was understood. It had to be. Here in the wildesrtbsy might be two
creatures without restraint. Back in the city, itgawaited.

And reality drew closer with each step they tookolgh the afternoon's
walk was undemanding, Jordanna felt a rising amg@8&e tried to push it
aside, to put the week in perspective, to shift thewghts forward and
muster enthusiasm for her return to work. Somehwt didn't work. Just
when she thought she'd mastered her senses, aleHdsight of Patrick and
her insides would twist anew.

Too soon they arrived at the campground from wihinghy'd set out four
days before. The men were jubilant, as enthusiastat the trip as they
were about taking off their backpacks a final tinibere were heartfelt



thanks to Patrick, handshakes all around, even faug®rdanna, which she
returned with sincerity.

Then Donald and Bill took off in one car, Larry ahohn in another. And
she and Patrick were alone.

Car keys in hand, she slowly approached the Jekpe slammed its tailgate
shut and turned. "Got the tents and ail?" she asked

"Yup."

She nodded, looking out toward the woods. "Wefjuéss I'd better be on
my way."

"Are you driving all the way back tonight?"

"l was hoping to." Hands thrust in her pockets, eied the sky. "I'm not
sure. What with all that talk about beds and bdthsight just give in and
stop at a motel along the way."

There was silence then. Billowy clouds moved inrehlanging formation
across the sky. Though they were the object ostwertiny, she saw nothing
of their beauty.

"Jordanna?"

Heart pounding, she met his gaze. "Yes?"

"I know of a nice place. It's about an hour awaiolught I'd spend the night
there." He seemed to hesitate. "I'm sure they've genty of room.
Offseason and all—"

She nodded but didn't speak. Her throat was swusslyi tight.

"Well... I just wanted to mention it... He turnexvard his door, then paused,

head down, shoulders tense. When he looked basleyas spoke of the
same inner pain she'd been feeling all day. Regahih he cupped her jaw,



caressing her cheek with his thumb. "You'd betetrgping. I'll follow. I'll
feel better knowing you've hit the main road okay."

Tipping her head to the side, Jordanna rubbed inegkcagainst his palm.
"No," she said softly. "You go. I'll follow."

She thought she saw a flare of light in his eyes,itowas gone so quickly
she wondered if she'd imagined it. She couldn'thmagined his warmth,
however. It was a living thing, searching her depfieeking and finding her
heat.

It was that heat that kept her foot on the gaselieron the Jeep ahead of her
through the hour's drive to the inn he had in mind.



CHAPTER SIX

WILDWOOD WAS A GRAND OLD INN in southern New Hampshire, set at the
far end of its own private road beneath toweringselvhose leaves had
fallen and majestic firs whose needles had not. #dng if she'd made the
right choice, knowing she truly had no choice &t &rdanna pulled her
rented Chevy to a halt beside Patrick's Jeep igrineel lot.

He was there to help her out, his expression onensie anticipation, even
uncertainty, if her interpretation was correct. t'teoring the packs,” he
suggested quietly. "They'll wash whatever we wah#&King her keys from
her, he removed the backpack from her trunk, sitioger one shoulder,
secured his own on the other and started up tigstae path toward the
inn's broad front steps.

Jordanna would have protested his carrying bottkgpaout she caught
herself. Divested of sleeping bags and pads, notention the food and
other equipment that they'd been hauling aroundedk, the packs weren't
heavy. And he was already halfway there, climbimg $teps, holding the
bright white door open for her.

Trotting to catch up, she preceded him into theektdront hall, then stood
aside as he approached the registration desk.dé thok back, didn't ask
if she wanted her own room. It would have beendigh question. After

last night, there could be no pretense between .tféms elegant old inn

with its high ceilings, turn-of-the-century molds@nd graceful winding
staircase was a reprieve. Jordanna could no mae registed it than she
could have the vulnerable look Patrick sent hermdnbellboy materialized
to lead them to their room. She answered it witteaulous smile, quickly

averting her gaze and concentrating on followirghilihop.

Their room was large, dominated by ceiling-nigh daws and a roomy
four-poster bed. A heavily sheened mahogany dressed against one
wall, a similarly finished desk against anotherfdde the window was a
cushiony armchair upholstered in a large florahipoif green, burgundy and
white; nearby stood a matching lounge chair. Theral effect was of



bright airiness and down-home New England charmaaima knew Patrick
had stayed there before. He'd chosen well thdasite tryst.

With their packs deposited on a long, luggage @auk the bellhop gone,
they were somewhat ill- at-ease. Jordanna's eyeans&d the room again,
coming to rest on the bathroom door. Though theddtternoon sun poured
into the room, the bellhop had switched on thditlig his brief tour.

She dropped her gaze, focused on her muddy hikiogss took in the dirty
sheen of her pants, then her jacket. Whether itthastter cleanness of the
room or the simple cumulative effect of five daywvmakeshift bathing, or
the fact that Patrick would be seeing her, taggingher for the first time,
she suddenly felt overwhelmingly grubby.

When she looked up, he was craning his neck agé#uwestollar of his
T-shirt, using a finger to separate it from higski

"I think John was right,” she murmured awkwardlyiekel like I've got half
the state's dirt under my clothes."

"Me too," he answered. With deft fingers he reacfoedhe buttons of his
wool shirt, releasing one after the other untilghat hit the floor as the first
of the must-wash pile.

With a nonchalance she was far from feeling, Janddregan to undress in
turn. "They'll really wash all this stuff?" she ask wondering, as she added
her once bright lime-hued jacket to the pile, whais right mind would
want to touch it.

"They always have. I've stayed here several tinaésré."

Nodding, she knelt and concentrated on unlacingshees. "These were
pretty good. | haven't got a blister."

Patrick's T-shirt hit the pile, then he was bendiwvgr to remove his own
dirt-encrusted boots. "Ah, but were they warm?"

"Pretty much so."



"And dry?"

She set one aside and went to work on its matecéjixfor the day it
rained.”

He chuckled but said nothing. Standing, Jordanaahed for the Velcro

fastening of her pants, hesitated, then tuggedo#rta The sound was
deafening to her senses. For a split second shelesed if she'd caught
some kind of madness that had been floating aroutiee woods that week.
What she was doing was crazy. It was triynb.But she couldn't stop her
fingers when they grasped the hem of her sweairmated it over her

head. Nor did she hesitate when Patrick's secoatiiothe oak floor with

a thud.

Eyes still downcast, she slipped the pants fromlégs. They no sooner
landed atop the pile when they were covered bydRatjeans. Pulse racing
against a wave of self-consciousness, she shimimeedong underwear

down, dropped the warm cloth and, before she lestburage, dragged the
thermal shirt over her head.

It was then that her gaze met Patrick's. He stefore her wearing nothing
but his briefs. His chest was broad, lightly tannethtted by the dark
curling hair she'd only felt before. His torso wean, tapering to his hips.
Well-muscled thighs held him straight, while henotrembled mercilessly.
Mouth dry, she watched as his gaze fell.

"Do you never wear a bra?" he asked in a huskypehidHis eyes focused
with unhidden appreciation on her full breasts.

She raised her hands to her waist, started to Wram around herself,
sheepishly dropped them. "l... | always do. Workihghean. But on the
weekend when I'm alone.... And | thought it'd beadded restraint while |
was hiking....'

"It's okay," Patrick murmured, entranced as he taaktep forward. His
fingers found the hollow of her throat and tracee tightest of lines
southward through the valley between her breab&x up around one
swelling mound. "You're beautiful, Jordanna. Hateld you that?"



Her cheeks were pink and warm. "I think you saichsthing of the sort at
one point."

"Well, | say it again. And this time | know whatnl'talking about. ' His gaze
fell to the line wherder panties began. He looked up once quickly, then,
though unable to help himself, looked down again.

Her pulse racing, Jordanna watched his fingertljgs l®eneath the thin
elastic band. With unbelievable grace, he sankigdkhees, drawing the
silken fabric down until, with a hand on his shairldor the support she
badly needed, she stepped free.

"So beautiful,"” he murmured again. Sitting backhanhaunches, he stared
at her. His large hands framed her hips, then etiggehind to gently caress
her bottom.

Jordanna's fingers sank into the hard flesh oshailders. "I want to be
clean for you," she whispered. "1 want to be fraist—"

"You couldn't be more beautiful than you are nowdGordannal!™ Coming
up on his knees, he wrapped his arms around h&rdratpressed his face
into her stomach. "l want you so much | don't thirtian stand it"

"You're not standing,” she managed in a tremulobsper. "I'm the one
who's standing and | don't think | can much lorigeler knees trembled
wildly in rhythm with every one of her nerve ends.

Patrick breathed deeply of her skin, then kissedhheel and forced himself
to rise. Against the straining fabric of his bridiss desire was obvious. "If
we don't hurry, I'm apt'to take you here on therfld@ut | want you soft and
comfortable. We've had enough of the ground fohdewAnd those sheets
are too clean and white to even imagine puttingeheail-worn bodies on
them."

Taking her hand, he led her to the bathroom. Tivaieno sign of a shower.
Rather, an ancient porcelain tub stood on its ébawved feet, as beckoning
as anything could have been at that moment. Angthliordanna mused,
except the hard strength of Patrick's body.



Patience she told herself, though her trembling persiskatience.

Propping one arm on the lip of the tub, Patrickéar on the water, tested it,
adjusted the taps to ensure the right temperatuea, waited for the tub to
fill.

Eyes glued to the rising water and hands on his,hifg was more

disciplined than Jordanna, who couldn't help budghis body in the bright

light. His back was smoother than his hair-spatteteest, his muscles that
much more boldly presented There was the scardaded his shoulder,

and a small birthmark to the left of his backbarelpless, she touched it,
then trailed her fingers down the hollow in theteemf his back.

If she'd thought him momentarily preoccupied withe tbath, she'd
miscalculated. Turning, he grabbed her, flattererdblgainst him and began
to tickle. "You want it on the floor? Do ya? Hmm?"

"No...don't, Pat...I give! | give!" The words wdoeced out between laughs.
When she tried to evade the devastation of hiefsghe set her back. The
humor that had carried his voice moments beforegoas.

"Do you, Jordanna?" he asked softly.

Stepping forward again, unwilling to forfeit onestant of his warmth, she
threaded her fingers into his hair. "Yes," she waied. "For tonight,
anything...."

Their lips met in a kiss that began gently but kded until finally Patrick

wrenched his mouth away and bent quickly to the ‘tlihey might not be

thrilled if this tub overflowed," he grunted, tung off the taps. "Crawling
laundry's one thing. A flood's something else.'afgtitening, he turned to
Jordanna. Eyes holding hers, he lowered his baiedskicked them off.

Jordanna knew that her breathlessness was nottfretickling he'd given
her moments before. Swallowing hard, she let heedall. If what she'd
felt, if what had given her such pleasure the nigkfore had been
magnificent, the virile display before her was asd.



"Oh, Pat," she whispered with what little breatle stould find, "you're
beautiful too." Inching closer, she put a hand @ dhest, then slowly
lowered it until what she'd seen was at her commahe dignity with
which Patrick had endured her scrutiny began tinwigrate with his
flagrant response to her touch. His arms gentlglezir her back, muscles
quivering in restraint.

"You won't think so in another minute," he growl&dhis tile floor's even
harder than the wood one out there."

Eyes closed, Jordanna turned in to his chest,ngdsim slowly, savoring
his textured skin beneath her lips. When her tordaréed out to taste his
hard nipple, he jerked.

Taking her face in both of his hands, he forcedipt "The bath?" he
suggested.

"Hmm?" She was in a daze of pleasure that haddolaitit even the gritty
feel of her own body.

"The bath, Jordanna," he repeated, more gentltithis as he kissed first
one eye, then the other. "l want to be clean far §om, angel. Clean and
fresh and smelling of something other than a creattithe wild."
"Creatures of the wild are intoxicating," she said.

"They can be pretty rank."

Her eyes opened. "Were you worried? Last nighte&n?”

"Not then. Well, maybe a little. But when you'ret thiere and you get used
to feeling, uh, earthy, things take on their owmspective. Here in this
place, it's another ball game."

She smiled. "I do believe you're blushing.”

To compensate, he manufactured a scowl. "Wouldlikeua bath, or am |
going to take it by myself?"



"I want one. | want one." Turning, she dunked g tben a whole foot.
"Ahh, hot water." Then she was stepping into the and sinking down,
moaning at the only other pleasure that might Heae a chance against
Patrick's masculine allure. "This is heaven!"

"How quickly she changes gear," he teased, staieigh on the opposite
end of the tub by folding his large body therein.

Much as he might have been ribbing her, he chamgged with alacrity

himself. There was nothing seductive about the wlagy scrubbed

themselves, bandying the soap back and forth agjthibwas the only thing

that mattered. When the water was sufficientlyydithey stood while it

drained. Meeting the physical challenge, they herhe tap, twisting and
contorting, laughing in turn, until both scalps wexqueaky clean. Then,
rationalizing that they had a right to one bathhe#tey filled the tub again.
This time Patrick stretched out and settled Jorddretween his legs. Her
head fell back on his shoulder. His arms lightlgleid her stomach. For the
moment sexual needs were forgotten.

"Nice?" he murmured against her ear.

"Cm, yes," she replied. Clean and warm, her skagléid. A delicious
languor suffused her limbs. "Peaceful. Very pedcefuwas true. She felt
wonderfully at home in Patrick's arms. Closing éges, she sighed.

"l agree."

"Peaceful?"

"Your sigh. Relaxed. Lazy. Unable to bear the thdwd moving an inch.”
And so they lay there, steam from the tub waftimgrahem Time passed,
but they were oblivious. Eyes dosed, nestled tagetthey prized long
moments of pleasure. Only when the water begandbdid Jordanna look

down to see tiny goose bumps prickling her breasts.

"I'm thinking the same thing," Patrick mused. "#lsout that time."



Setting Jordanna forward, he put a hand on eitteraf the tub and hoisted
himself up, stepped out «id reached for the theckyttowels that awaited on
the nearby rack Slinging one over his shouldeméid the other open for
Jordanna.

Suddenly the peace of moments before seemed tomtapreplaced by the
sexual tension they'd encountered before in theodoad The bath had been
a strange buffer, a thing of necessity. But it @@ase now. And what was to
come?

Jordanna knew. She also knew, with a flash of ation, that it too was a
necessity. She needed another dose of Patrickdhgs dmshe'd needed that
bath.

Eyes holding his, she rose from the tub and steppédnto the mat to be
enfolded in the towel he held He patted her fagewdth its ends, his eyes
flowing from one to another of her features, wopshg each in turn. When
he released the towel to reach for his own, Jordaamtinued the work
herself. The terry was an abrasive stimulant to dveakening flesh; her
pulse quickened with each stroke. As she watch#&ucRary himself, she

mirrored his movements. It was as though he, ratien the towel, were
touching her. In a sense he was; his gaze follohedactions as hers
followed his.

Not a word was spoken, but the air hummed withs&revareness. In a bid
to diffuse its frightening force, Jordanna abruptiysed the towel to her
head and, bending from the waist, began to scriiemhair. Most of the
moisture had left it as she'd lain against Patncthe tub. By the time she
was finished with the towel, her short auburn cweas barely damp.
Wrapping the towel around her waist, she turnettiéamirror and began to
finger-comb the thick strands. Within seconds Eltmaterialized behind
her. His hair was in a like state of semi- dryndaBing loosely in place,
looking daringly rakish. Catching her raised elbphes slid his hands down
until his fingers touched the side swells of hezdsts. Jordanna held her
breath and watched in the mirror as he cupped, geetly kneaded them.
Her nipples grew taut Grasping them between thuamasforefingers, he
tugged them until her head fell back and she whreghen desire. He drew
her back then, pressing her snugly against himol#is desire was blatant,



his breath came unevenly by her ear. When she waad turned in search
of greater satisfaction, though, he stepped badkadp his towel on the sink.

Silently he took her hand and led her into the benrwhere the four-poster
bed waited. He tugged back the heavy quilt unél sheets lay invitingly,
then turned to her.

Heart pounding so hard she felt he had to be abse¢ it, she tipped her
head up at the guidance of his hands. He seemed &bspeak. She held
her breath, wondering what words could possiblyrese the unbridled
desire in his gaze. When he simply lowered his faatitook her lips, she
knew there were none. No words to say how muchdrged her. No words
to say she wanted him as much. He knew. They bmiwkGiven the many
doubts they'd left outside, the commitment waseha&nd potent

His lips opened hers with ease, tasting the swestoieher breath, sampling
the delicate texture of her mouth. Not for an insta@as he still, yet there
was nothing frenetic in his kiss. Rather it wasoavs steady exploration of
her every nuance, and it made a statement as ®eh&ual intent In that
moment Jordanna knew that he planned to do evagytie'd once said—to
touch her, to look at her, to make love to evengls inch of her. Even as
she feared the depth of the claim she sensed ladd, m excited her beyond
belief.

He raised his head then, lips moist from hers,sgpudke again with his eyes
in the deep, sultry voice of silence. Jordannaisbdi quivered at his
message. When his gaze dropped to the towel tingediher hips, she bit
her lip to keep from crying out It amazed her thiatkiss, his look could do
such erotic things, and while she knew she shoane lexpected it by now,
she also knew she never would. It was new and rdifte this
heart-wrenching attraction to another human bénigh Peter, part of the
attraction she'd felt had been inspired by the glanof his position. She
saw that now, and for the first time admitted tihespite her disclaimer to
Pat perhaps what she'd seen in Peter had indeedlsegarticular status in
life.

Patrick allowed none of that He'd made it cleanftbe start His appeal was
solely in the man that he was—tall, dark, compgllstignified and reaching



for her towel with an attitude of such intense nted she felt she was the
only woman on earth who could possibly satisfy hilmnwas a heady

thought. And Jordanna did have ego needs of her vany special needs
that had never quite been met until Patrick hadredther world.

The towel slid soundlessly to the floor and he Wiisig her high in his
arms, placing her gently on the cool, clean sheetajng down on one knee
by her side. The setting sun spiked golden arroxes loer body, pointing to
the concave plain of her stomach, the rounded suo¥eher breasts, the
hollow of her throat, which pulsated with each guiceath she took. Warm
and firm, his fingers traced each arrow, inspisegsations within her that
spiraled and converged deep down low in her bélkyas all she could do
not to reach for him, so great was her mounting,He#& she opened her
palms against the sheet instead and, fingers sppeegsed them flat.

Patrick's touch was devastating. His hands covenezty inch of her,
shaping each curve, exploring each hollow. Thehdm and began to kiss
her, starting at her lips before gliding downwandth each sweet inch, the
fire within her burned hotter. When she could beamore of his delicious
torture, she grabbed his arms and urged him upward.

He looked at her for a minute then, and she saw slf@herself felt. It was
the moment. There could be no more waiting. Hisekneudged hers apart,
he braced himself on his hands. Then, gaze stidd with hers, he thrust
forward.

Jordanna's eyes widened, then closed. His brandhetaasnd firm, searing
her insides with a pleasure beyond words or thaughtireams. She sighed
softly at the satisfaction of it, then met his mants, stroking his powerful
body as the heat rose until, at last, fingers biatg his shoulders, she
reached the pinnacle of their joining. All the mbeady was the knowledge
that Patrick was right there with her. He too ctbkes eyes against the force
of the pounding sensation. His great body stiffeiedsucked in his breath,
then let it out in short, ragged gasps. Only iretinvhen the gasps began to
lengthen, did he release his hold on himself anki down onto her slender
form. Head buried near hers on the pillow, he tdlyas the last aftershocks
of his pleasure shook him. Then he turned his tackers and placed a
slightly breathless kiss on her ear.



"That was...."

Jordanna gave a smug, cat-satisfied smile at tgehigavords trailed off in
suggestion that he too was at a loss. "Wasn't it?"

"Umm." Slipping to her side, he left his arm imfipossession of her waist.
"You're something."

She felt like something. It was a delightful feglin'So are you." She
layered her arms over his.

They rested that way for a time, the silence affga peaceful aftermath to
the passionate storm of moments before. All thataiaed of the sun's light
was a pale amber glow reminiscent of the lantethenwoods. Rather than
hard ground at their backs, though, there was @omne mattress. And
rather than a sleeping bag and tent to keep tleeires there was new
freedom. The knowledge that it was temporary didhimg to curb
Jordanna's enjoyment of it. She felt warm and sated very much
enthralled by the dark-haired man whose body seesneatght entwined
with hers.

"Angel?"

"Mmm?" She smiled at her automatic response tmiclsname. It too was
new. To Peter she'd been either baby or honey eetssvor increasingly, as
their marriage became strained, just Jordanna.

"Are you sleeping?"

"Uh-huh."

He gave her a playful squeeze. "That's what | tholigVith a burst of
energy that startled her, he sat up, stretchedlwereto switch on the lamp,
then grabbed the phone.

"What are you doing?" She laughed, loving the sédidl of his body
slanting across hers.



He held her off with an upraised finger and spakte the receiver. "Yes.

This is room 206. We'd like to order dinner. A claupf steaks, medium

rare, some baked potatoes, salads, whatever feggtables you've got and
a quart of milk." He shot a mischievous glance atldnna. "The Black

Forest cake will be fine. And some coffee. | thth&at should do it. Twenty

minutes. Right." Then he hung up the phone andlglskd back to his side

of the bed.

Jordanna didn't miss the way his body teased heetreat. Her feline smile
reflected that appreciation. "Sounds like some rheal

He settled her into the crook of his arm "We desétrV He drew the sheet
up to cover them.

She nestled against his chest. "l am pretty huragnye to think of it | don't
want to look at anything freeze-dried for a while."

"What's the matter? Not an outdoors girl after"all?

"Now, did | say that? Seems to me you were thé ding to think of steak,
medium rare."

"Is that okay?" There was a moment's uncertaintyisnvoice, but she was
quick to set him at ease.

"Perfect”

He kissed her brow. "Mmm. So are you."
"Oh, I don't know. | have my moments."
"At work?"

"Sometimes."

Tell me about it—your work. How did you get stal?é



It surprised her that she didn't hesitate. On ewellshe hadn't wanted to
bring the real world into the fantasy she and Elatived. But it seemed so
right to want to tell him about her life that themds flowed.

"After | left Peter | went into a kind of blue funkwasn't sure where to turn.
| knew | wanted to do somethingh&dto do something—"

"Wasn't he giving you support money?"

"Oh, yes. Begrudgingly. And | accepted it...be-dgingly. Which was why
| was in a rush to find some means of self-suppbhiere was pride
involved. And adesperate need to do something with my time."

"Did you have Willow Enterprises in mind from thug?"

"Only indirectly. During my time with Peter, I'd ihpeople who suggested
that | should start something."

"I can understand it. Classy lady. Influential nant&reat visibility.
Beautiful to boot."

She raised her head for a minute to scowl. "I tigeé it that way." He
returned her head to his chest and left his hasdtmoth her hair behind her
ear. The gentle intimacy was enough to encouragéohgo on. "l looked
into lots of things. Had interviews and all. Butsgemed | was always at
someone else's command. And that was what I'dflagerg to escape. So |
began to think more and more of starting my ownrmss. When | called
the people who'd mentioned it, they were as erdistisi as ever.
Unfortunately, each time | hung up the phone all tiegatives crowded
back in on me"

"Like what?"
"Like the fact that I'd dropped out of college aftey freshman year. Like
the fact that | knew nothing about business. Like tact that starting a

business required an investment the likes of whjakt didn't have."

"Peter had it."



"Sure he did. And | didn't want a cent. We weretiggta divorce,
remember?" Site took a breath against Patrickis @kd stretched an arm
across his waist His nearness was the remindensbéed that life with
Peter Kirkland was indeed behind her. "Anyway, bvaaoked. The more |
looked for other work, the more | liked the idea stérting something
myself. So | began to read. Anything and everythirgpuld find about
small businesses. | came to believe that if | cgdther the right people
around me, they would provide the know-how | lacR&fthat with my ideas
and the contacts I'd made through Peter, we haghtang chance.”

"So you fought.”

"Uh-huh. 1 did. | got a lump-sum settlement frontdPe¢hat was enough to
start the ball rolling. | rented a small place dmed five women, each of
whom had spirit and the right credentials. They doee my

vice-presidents—sales, marketing, research and rso We planned

everything on paper, then fought dearly for monegugh to set the thing
up the way we wanted."

"Which was?"

"Solid. And substantial. No cottage industry haiée knew we wanted a
class image. From the start we envisioned sellatgpnwide through the
best of the department stores.” Pausing, she tippedhead back to meet
Patrick's gaze. "Sound arrogant?"

"Not arrogant. Just smatrt. If you've got the rightduct and it's marketed
the right way, you'd be foolish not to aim high.eféis something about a
class act that attracts classy people. Basic psyghd

She grinned. "Psychology, baloney! It was commarseeAnd it worked."
"Sounds like it did. You've done well."

"Well enough to repay the original loans we toolelMénough to go public
and expand all the more." Her voice softened iretbat lost none of its

pride. "Well enough for me to take out the monetePgave me and invest
it in something in no way connected to the busiriess



Patrick chuckled. "Good girl. He must've croakethat."

"I don't know if he even knows, and personallyoht care. It's what | know
that counts. It's inside me, Pat. | feel good aboyself, about what I've
done. I'm a person now, rather than an appendéigea very satisfying
feeling."

More serious, he studied her urgent expressionoarii see that, angel. I'm
happy for you."

She smiled suddenly and pressed her face to h& théide her blusn. "I
get carried away when | talk of the business."

"That's natural. It's your life."

"But I'm usually so busy that | don't think abouthis way. It's odd being
away from it all and thinking back on it."

‘That's what vacations are for. To put things peespective.”

She propped her chin up, humor in her eyes. "It $b& Funny, | was
beginning to wonder if they weren't to pick up sga men and have affairs
in the woods.'

"We're not in the woods now."

IINO.II

"Are you sorry?"

"No.

"Good." He captured her lips in a languorous kissn, with a growl, pulled
her atop him. "l was a fool to think once woulddm®ugh. Each time | have

you, | want you all the more."

She could feel it, both in her own body and in Bikding up over him, she
sought his lips again. Her knees fell to the sheetsither side of his thighs.



As her tongue filled his mouth, she teased hinnait ¢ther point where she
was so open, so ready. He was addictive; with tfe provocation, she
needed him again. And as with any addiction, tte¢ nd only thing on her
mind was to satisfy the craving.

Slipping a hand between their bodies, he foundiamth and stroked her
with such knowing care that she had to gasp fotliésrnot fair, Pat!" she

cried, but already he was lowering her hips ongwmaiting strength. And

then all that mattered was the rhythmic surge eirthodies, the lips that
clung, the hands that found each other's sensfives and drew everything
from them. When with joint cries of release it wager, they lay spent,

Jordanna's damp body limp above his, which was oi@ renergized.

It was then that room service knocked.

"l don't believe it," Patrick groaned.

Jordanna laughed breathlessly. "I can't move."
"Neither can I."

The knock came again.

"One of us has to get it," she whispered, slidmbis side and drawing the
quilt to her chin. There was no doubt as to heragho

Slanting her a punishing scowl, he untangled hgs keom the sheets and
pushed himself to his feet. He was halfway towaedoor when, hearing
Jordanna's gay laughter, he looked down.

The knock came a third time.

"Coming!" he yelled, racing toward the bathroontureing as he pulled on
one of the terry robes that had hung on a hooletty?funny, huh?" he
mumbled, then stopped before the door, donned hist momposed
expression and reached for the knob.



From her position of maximum concealment, Jordamaihed the waiter
who wheeled in their dinner. She was instantly ejtatthat a young,
innocent country girl hadn't been sent. Patriclkémbfar too appealing with
his long, tanned legs extending far below the wiutee, whose belt loosely
ringed his hips. But, no, the waiter was very dédlg a he, and though his
tender age suggested he was perhaps as innoddat asuntry girl might
have been, he was obviously well trained. If hepsated what he'd, so
inopportunely interrupted, he made no show of &ther, head bent to his
task, he deftly transformed the tray on wheels amtable replete with fresh
flowers and the finest of linen and china, not ention a feast whose aroma
was tantalizing.

When the young man left and they were alone onaeadgordanna threw
back the quilt and scrambled from the bed. She sudslenly ravenously
hungry. Returning quickly to the bathroom, Patpciduced a second robe,
held it out for her as though it was the finestur§, then bent to nip her ear.
"I'd let you eat naked, but | don't think I'd mak&He glanced down as she
lifted the first of the heavy metal covers. "Ona@eat thought, man cannot
live by sex alone. That steak looks great!"

Jordanna had the good grace to set up his meaiebehacovering her own.
Then they ate greedily, all else forgotten. By time they were done,
nothing edible remained on the table.

Smacking his lips, Patrick sat back in the cushilacteir. "Think we should
try the flowers? If they're half as good as theecalas—"

Jordanna's groan interrupted him. Hauling hersatklon the lounge, she
stretched out and crossed her ankles. "I'm stuNething like pigging out."

He sent her a meaningful glance. "We seem to hegdwoiot of that lately."

As if suddenly endowed with an excess of energadunded up, collapsed
the sides of the table and pushed the whole thingnto the hall. When he
returned, he gestured with his hand. "Move over."

Innocently she looked to either side of her. "Mowver?"

"Make room for me."



"Here? What's wrong with your chair?"

"It's lonely. Come on." Swooping down, he liftedrjheank back into the
lounge, then fitted her to his side. She had toitilrat there was something
very nice about being squashed by Patrick Clayes.

"Better?" she asked, looking up at him.

"Much. Are you okay?"

"Fine."

"Like more coffee? | could order—"

"Nothing. I'm really filled."

"How about an after dinner drink. Brandy? Port?"

She shook her head. "Nothing, thanks." Closing éyas she snuggled
closer. "Pat?"

"Mmm?"

"Tell me about your career."”
"My work?'

"Football.”

He went still tor a minute. She felt him lookingvdoat her and tipped her
head back.

"You don't really want to hear about that."'

"l do." The truth was that she felt open enoughllomeenough to want to
know everything about him.



He saw the message m her eyes, the peace therdneAmelgan quietly. "I
played through junior high and high school, welegh to get a scholarship
to college.”

"Had you always intended to turn pro?"

"Uh-huh. Football had been my life from way backenli She nodded,

recalling what he'd told her before. "Actually, lidtended to win the

Heisman Trophy. Needless to say, | didn't." Agaime nodded. She knew
very well who had won it that particular year.

"No loss," she quipped. "It's only a piece of stedbmetal, and it's a bitch to
dust.”

Patrick snorted, then grew pensive. "Still, | wahite I'll never forget that
day in November. | knew there were three of usi@rtinning. According to
my agent, | had the east sewed up. Peter had ste@ig Shoenbrunn had
the south. | waited and waited in that office fayrd; praying that I'd get it,
convincing myself that | deserved it. Finally, §jwent home. It was two in
the morning when my agent called. | was devastated.

"It meant that much?"

"In dollars and cents, not to mention prestige. édirlike an Oscar for an
actor. Thank God | didn't have to be on camera wihely opened the
envelopes. The presentation dinner was bad enbught least I'd had time
to prepare myself for the loss. It was a blow,téll you. And a harbinger.
The following spring, Kirkland was the first playehosen in the draft. |
wasn't picked until the third round.”

"Why the discrepancy?"
"Go ask 'em. I'd led my team in back-to-back CoBomwl appearances and
had the best passing record in the NCAA. Who knetat those guys base

their decisions on? | sure as hell don't!"

Jordanna could feel the frustration oozing from hamd momentarily
regretted having raised the issue at all By wagashfort, she slid a hand



inside his robe and lightly kneaded his chest "dwlwell, though. Proved
them wrong. How many Super Bowl rings do you have?"

Responding to her soothing caress, he lowered dicev"Just one. The
other two | lost to you-know-who."

Relieved at the hint of humor in his tone, shemgth "I had to polish those
too. They were almost as bad as the trophy."

"Polish them? The rings?"

"Uh-huh. He wanted them to gleam when he held tapmvhich he tended
to do very often, if you recall.”"You bet | recalow not to win friends and
influence people. But, damn it, Peter had that ishea. He could do
whatever he wanted and still come out smelling dikese. The world loves
a winner. | guess it's as simple as that"

"If the world's love is what you want."
llem.ll
"And it's not what you want, is it?"

"Not in that sense. Sure, | want to be respectedvi@t | do. | want to be
rewarded for it. But with the world's adulation?-Ul. | guess I'm like you.
What's important is what | think. | need self-regpéwant to be able to go
to sleep at night feeling good and honest and prGad only knows how
Kirk- land slept."”

"Like a baby. Says something about his values, db#?"

Patrick hugged her closer and Jordanna knew thatderstood and agreed.
"Guess so. Anyway, | had my day with football. Iyat my MVP awards,
my ring, my lame shoulder.” She slid her hand & #pot as he went on.
"And now it's done. | am grateful; football gave mbat | wanted. By the
time | retired, | had enough of a name and a kittgo out and start my own
business. It's challenging and rewarding. I'm mdasith it."



"Tell me more, Pat. Are you all alone at the top?"

"I've got three partners. They contribute everygiimthe group that | can't.
In some ways, my story's like yours. | may haveollege degree and a
smattering of postgraduate business courses ungbelt but nothing like

their MBAs from Harvard and Columbia. While | wasssing that crazy
little ball around, they were scoring touchdowns/gall Street. What with

their know-how, my money and the additional bacKiigd access to, we
formed the Houghton Group."

Jordanna's hand ceased its gentle massage of dugdsh She levered
herself up and stared back at him. "The Houghtoau@? You're the
Houghton Group?"

The corners of his lips quirked in humor at herrespion of amazement.'
Sure. It's no big deal.”

"Patrick, the Houghton Group has to the up- and-coming firm. | mean,
I'm far from an expert when it comes to ventureiteéipm, but | do read.
You name it—theWall Street Journal, Forbegshe Times—you've had
fantastic write-ups in each of them during the yastr!" She looked away,
puzzled. "Strange. | don't remember reading younend must have been
skimming—"

"My name wasn'tn all of the articles. It's the Houghton Group, dnget
the Clayes Group. | like it that way."

Amazed, but now at the extent of his modesty, siiirtued to stare at him.
He was so different, sdifferent.

"Does it matter?" he asked so softly that, loshén thoughts, she didn't
follow at first.

"Hmm?"
"Does it matter who | am and who I'm with?"

"Of course not. It's just... fascinating.”



He seemed troubled then. "Am | more fascinating tloat you know I'm
with the Houghton Group?"

And she understood. With a gentle smile, she taditiee fingers to his lips.
"Yes, you're more fascinating, but not in the waw yhink. You're more
fascinating because by rights you should be arogmhell. Yet you're not.
Thatis fascinating. It's also very, very refreshingttetching, she replaced
her fingertips with her lips and kissed him soffijhen she set her cheek
against his chest and slid an arm around him. Mis mcked her there
moments before he spoke."Refreshing enough tar@gtSunday?”

Her heart skipped a beat. "Till Sunday?"

"You don't have to be back tomorrow."

"No."

"Then stay here with me until Sunday. Pleaseil&lit very much."”

A slow smile spread over Jordanna's face. More ¢hvanbefore she felt she

was her own woman, doing what she wanted, albeivioim. "I'd like it
too," she said softly. "Thank you."



CHAPTER SEVEN

PATRICK STOOD AT HIS WINDOW looking down on
Park Avenue. Behind him his desk was covered

with papers. His secretary sat just outside hig doji
waiting to type the letters he was supposed to have
dictated into his machine the night before. But he
hadn't dictated. He hadn't done much of anythinggpithink of Jordanna.
It seemed to have become a habit of his.

In the two weeks since they'd left New Hampshieghein his or her own

car headed toward his or her own life, he'd triedhtmerse himself in his

work. He hadn't been terribly successful. Now, ad happened so very
many times, he thought back to that weekend. It beadn a dream,
wonderful and warm, filled with everything he euaagined and more. Not
that they'd strayed far from their room for two ga#t first they'd had the
excuse of their clothes; it hadn't been until I8&urday that the inn had
returned everything washed and neatly folded orghup. Even then,

though, they'd chosen to wear the soft terry rasemore often, nothing at
all.

They'd talked and made love, ordered breakfaseéthamd made love some
more, had wine and cheese then talked and madadmrme, ordered dinner,
talked, made love. And each time it was betterykhieecome the dearest of
friends, the most superb of lovers. It had beerishell to think of letting
her go.

That Sunday, as the hours had passed, a subtleridrasl arisen. Both had
known what was coming. Their conversation, thevelonaking had taken
on a more urgent quality. At last he'd been thetorput it into words.

"We've got something too good to ignore, angel. ¥oow that, don't
you?"

She'd looked at him soulfully and had silently nedd



He'd gone on. "We both need time to think. OnceemMeack in the city,
things will take on a different perspective. lfido@en so beautiful here, but
far removed from reality. We're going to have tokhabout us in that other
context now."

Again she'd nodded, but her agreement had onlgdugk frustration. He'd
half wished she'd argued that it wouldn't make diffgrence, that what
they had would exist wherever, that she loved Bot.she hadn't argued.
She was too sensible for that. She'd been thrcamimtich in her life, too
much with Peter Kirkland to be blind to the drawksof a relationship
with Patrick. She had to come to terms with evenglif they were to have
a chance as a couple in the real world. And hetbadme to terms with
things too.

Had he? He wasn't sure. All the brooding and debadtiat he'd done, that
he continued to do, had convinced him of one thihg.loved Jordanna.
She was everything he'd always wanted in a womamnAwvand intelligent

and exciting and independent—everything, with axeeption. She'd been
married to Peter Kirkland.

He couldn't seem to put that thought to rest. iirtb@d him, as he'd been
haunted for so many years living in Kirkland's stvdAnd he was furious
at himself for being haunted. Too often he pictufetlanna’'s naked body,
the body he knew so well, in Peter Kirkland's ararg] something angry
coiled within him. Then he would relent and want b& the more. If he
loved Jordanna, there was no reason why he shooéditer, see her, even
marry her. To hell with Peter. To hell with thedmremarks they were sure
to get. To hell with the inevitable newspaper g®their relationship was
bound to generate. To hell with the world.

But he cared. It bothered him. For his sakwl Jordanna's. He wanted
nothing to mar the beauty of what they'd found.

Had she found it as well? He thought so. Everytlshg'd said and done
during that weekend attested to the fact. He thbhghk to the last time
they'd made love. She'd been more abandoned tleahelrer been, using
those soft lips of hers, those slender handsatlig body to conquer every



inch of his flesh. She'd said it in her actions thiught. She loved him. He
thought. But what if he thought wrong?

Turning from the window, he gave a harsh snort. Aadhought waiting
for the Heisman decision had been tough! Here égsttwas at stake, and
he was in agony.

HALFWAY ACROSS TOWN high in her office overlooking Sixth Avenue,
Jordanna stared at the papers spread wide on bkr Hearing a light
knock at her door, she looked up to see Sally Festér.

"Whaddya think?" Sally asked, expectation in thesethat darted from
Jordanna to the desk top and back. "Like 'em?"

Jordanna pushed herself back in her chair. "TheKag."

"Just okay?"

"l don't know, Sally." Jordanna frowned. "There®sngthing missing. |
can't put my finger on it. Some little bit of exegacitement... or promise...

or... oh, | don't know."

Sally came to perch on the edge of the desk. "Tirdepartment's been
working on them for weeks. | thought they were fyrgbod."

"They are."

"But?"

Jordanna shrugged and raised tired eyes to hedfrigally had been with
her from the start and was the best advertisingrpresident she could have
hoped for. "I just don't know." She looked off tawdhe window. "Maybe

it's me. I'm not sure what | want."

Sally thought for a minute. "Why do | hear someghaieeper in that than
this ad campaign?"



Jordanna looked back. "Do you?"

"Uh-huh. Come on, love. 'Fess up. What's botheymg?"

"Is something bothering me?"

Sally rolled her eyes. "Always answering a questiath a question. Is that
the prerogative of presidents, or is it just younbeevasive?" Her tone
gentled. "What is it, Jordanna? You've been off ewhere since you got
back from that trip of yours."

"From Minneapolis?"

"Not from Minneapolis. That was last week and itswaire business. I'm
talking about that supposed vacation of yours. Weue to be rested and
refreshed. Instead you only seem distracted.”

"Do I?"

"Come on, Jordanna. This is me. Sally. Your oldrfd. The woman whose
wedding you were maid of honor at The woman whadg &re your god-
kids. The woman who cries in your tea every time lsas a fight with her
husband. What is it, love€Something'®othering you."

Jordanna looked at her for a minute, then pushesktiédrom her chair and
walked to the window. Perhaps she needed to tatyare her thoughts with
someone who might be able to help. Lord knew stw'de up with few
enough answers on her own.

"I met someone."

"Someone. A man?"

"Mmm_”

"Where?" Sally's enthusiasm flared. For years she@dn encouraging
Jordanna to date, with far too little success.



"On the trip."

"In New Hampshire? You're kidding!"

"l wish | were."

"Why so glum? | think that's great! So what if Inee§ somewhere else.
You're as mobile as most women nowadays." Wheradoi continued to
gaze out the window, Sally bridled her tone. "Uh: He's married."

"NO."

"He's a punk-rock superstar?"

Jordanna managed to chuckle. "No."

"Then what? What could be so awful about a mandymget?"

"His name is Patrick Clayes."

“Nice name. Good strong sound."

Slowly Jordanna turned. "Doesn't it ring a bell?"

Sally frowned. "No. Should it?"

Slumping down onto the broad windowsill, Jordanngpped herself on a
hand by either hip. "It would if you were into sgst

“I'm not. You know that.”
"Norman would know the name."
"You bet Norman would know the name. He's a losseaEvery weekend

now it's football. Collegiate games on Saturdays, games on—uh-oh.
Tell me, Jordanna. Who is Patrick Clayes?"



Jordanna took a deep breath, then let it out withufa "Patrick Clayes
is—was the quarterback who rivaled Peter for yéars.

"Ahh. Patrick Clayes."
"You haveheard of him?"

"No. But I'll take your word that he is who he Amd | take it that bothers
you."

"Yes. No. God, | don't know!"

Slipping from the desk, Sally joined Jordanna om $il. She spoke very
softly. "I've never seen you like this, love. Ewehen things are at their
worst here, you're cool. You've always got an apinnot that I've always
agreed with you." When Jordanna sent her a scdwl,get back on the
track. "This Patrick Clayes got to you, did he?"

"Yes."

Sally sat back. "There. Now we're getting somewhatant to tell me about
it?"

"Not really."
"But you will."

"l guess | have to. | don't know what to do abouatyself. And you're right.
It's affecting my work."

Sally patted her hand. "Okay. Start at the begmnintake it he was a
member of the expedition."

In as few words as possible, Jordanna told hey.s®y the time she'd
finished, Sally had much to consider. "You partgdst like that?"

"Just like that. It was the only way. He was rigiite were living in a
dreamworld."



"But | don't understand why it can't be a real wa$ well."
"Sally, the man is a football player.”
"Wasa football player."

"Same difference. Do you have any idea what | ifeehy gut every time |
remember what it was like being married to Peter?"

"Patrick's not Peter. You said it yourself. You keppecting him to be that
way, but he wasn't. He was kind and good and giVifdpe hesitated.
"You're in love with him, aren't you?"

"Yes."

"Does he love you?"

"He didn't say that. All he said was that we'd havéry to cope with our
relationship in the context of the real world." Sleeked at her friend
beseechingly. "Don't you see, Sal? He fought bsewpnd banana to Peter
all those years. How could he possibly become wealwith me? | was
Peter's wife."

"Sounds like he's already involved with you."

Jordanna quickly waved the argument aside. "Thattihvere.We were in
isolated circumstances. In a kind of limbo. It Whke an island fling or...or a
shipboard romance."

"But you love him."

"Yes!"

"And you want him to call.”

Defeated, Jordanna lowered her head. "One pareafays no. That part of
me wishes I'd never met him. | was happy with mie.lilt was



uncomplicated.” When Sally snorted, she specifiexthe personal sense, |
mean. But..."

"The other part...."

"The other part of me feels empty. It wants tolse® Yes, damn it, it wants
him to call."

"Why don't you call him?"
"l can't. I...l need time."

"The hell you do. Nothing is accomplished with ysitting here in this
office and him—" she swung her hand "—out theresahere."

"Park Avenue," Jordanna murmured. "His office idRark Avenue."

"Then that's half the battle. You know where he&Sis.call him."

"l can't."

"Why not? Hell, you're aggressive enough arouné.néou wouldn't blink
an eyelash at the thought of picking up that pheoma getting the president
of Neiman-Marcus on the line.

"That's different.”

"It doesn't have to be."

"It does. The president of Neiman-Marcus hasn'nbestted around for
years by Willow Enterprises.”

"You didn't bat Patrick around. Peter did it."
"But | was married to Peter! And the world knowatth

Sally surged to her feet. "Screw the world, Jor@alimkland. You've never
been one to make decisions based on what the Wmdht. You've made



decisions based on what you thought was right. @@l Pick up the phone
and call him."

"No! I want him to callme!"

"Ahh. The ultimate fantasy.” Sally's voice was ¢geras were the hands she
placed on her friend's shoulders. "You, Jordannkl&ad, are an old-
fashioned girl at heart. | should have seen it seefthe way you cry at
weddings, the way you insist | take the day off wieae of the kids has a
birthday, the way you send champagne on annivessarou're a romantic.
Even your marriage to Peter was that way at thé stasn't it?"

"Yes."

"But you've grown cynical."

"Cautious."

"Whatever. And because the present fairy tale Héieaglitch in it, you're
willing to throw it away?"

"I never said that. All | said was that there wereblems that | didn't know
how to solve."

Sally shook her head, a sad smile on her faceisth whad the solutions,
love, but | don't. You and Patrick are the only®mdro can find them, but
you've got to get together.”

"l know," Jordanna whispered.

"He'll call."

"How can you be so sure? Maybe he's decided tlatifig one Kirkland
was enough.”

"He's not going to fight you. He's going to figbt you."

"How can you be so sure?"



"Because | know you, Jordanna. I've seen the gpallcast over people. If
Patrick Clayes spent that delicious weekend with, yee's hooked. And
besides, I'm a romantic at heart myself. It'll wotk. You'll see.”

"I wish | could be as confident as you are." Sheted. "I'm not even sure
that Iwantit to work out."

"You do. | can see it in your eyes. Don't forgate lknown you for nearly
ten years now. | was with you in the aftermath o@irydivorce. I've been
with you through years of occasional dates. And tever seen you this
way before. You do love him. And love is a stronfgece than some stupid
rivalry between little boys."

Jordanna laughed. Though Sally's conviction wagestile at best, she did
feel better for the sharing of her woes. "LittleyboStubborn little boys."

"Jealous little boys." Sally's eyes suddenly wider#ley, Craig doesn't
know any of this, does he?"

"Lord, no! And | don't want him to know. Any of iGot that, Sally?"

Sally turned an imaginary key at her lips. "Goter eye skipped back to
the ad mock-up on Jordanna's desk. "Now, about#ngpaign

THE AD CAMPAIGN was the last thing on Jordanna's mind when, twekeae
later, she received a call from Alexander Shanawbrfrom her reverie
concerning another call, one she had not receiskd,was slightly off
balance.

'‘Alexander Shane?" she echoed when her secretargthiner to announce
the call. "Of the Widener Corporation?"

"That's what he said."



Jordanna had heard of Alexander Shand his Widener Corporation. In
the past three years, the corporation had madeihesciny number of
times. She cringed at the reason.

"Put him on," she instructed, then straightendukinchair. A gravelly voice
came on the line.

"Mrs. Kirkland?
"Yes."
"This is Alexander Shane."

"Yes, Mr. Shane. How are you?" It was a formaligr mind was already
jumping ahead.

"Fine, thank you. | want to congratulate you. Will&nterprises is doing
quite well."

"Thank you. We believe it is."

"The Widener Corporatioknowsit is. Which is why I'm calling. We'd like
to make you an offer."

Jordanna's heart began to thud. "An offer?"

"Yes. A merger. Willow Enterprises and the Wide@erporation."
Stunned, Jordanna cleared her throat. "I'm sorry,S¥lane, but we're not
looking to merge with anyone, particularly a cogian that deals almost

exclusively in electronics and defense gadgetry."

"Actually,” came the other voice, undaunted, "weax@anded in recent
months. You're aware of our takeover of Grossneds®"

TakeoverThe word sent a frisson of fear through JordaBShe. gripped the
phone more tightly. "Yes. | read about that. Buatybossible interest could
you have in Willow Enterprises? We're still veryupg—"



"You've got six plants spread across the counturYprofit margin has
steadily increased. And, as the deal with Gros$merds shows, we've
begun to diversify."

More like trying to soften the image, Jordanna mdusegrily. "I'm sorry,
Mr. Shane. We're simply not interested."

"Is that a definite no?"

"Very much so," she said. Her pulse raced. Her exgs glued to her desk.
She waited.

Then it came. "In that case, I'd like to inform yiat tomorrow morning
we'll be filing a statement of intent with the Setes and Exchange
Commission. Ads will be run in the major paperdifect- mail offer will
be made to your stockholders."

Shocked, Jordanna couldn't seem to catch her bighaghlooked frantically
around her office as though somewhere the propedsto quash this
demon lay hidden.

"Well?" Alexander Shane prodded. "No response, Mikland?"

His smugness was enough to snap her from verbalys#s. "My response,
Mr. Shane, remains the same." She swallowed h&vdlow Enterprises
will not become a subsidiary of your organization.”

"You may not have much choice. We've already bought substantial
amount of your stock, and our tender offer willfoeforty-eight dollars a
share. As you know, that's ten above the market—"

"I know what the market price is," Jordanna cuthlmod boiling, "and |
believe we have little left to say to each othérydu wish a friendly
takeover, I'm afraid you'll have to go elsewhefi.fight, Mr. Shane. |
haven't spent the past ten years of my life workanlguild a business, only
to have it taken over by a warmongering conglonedtat



Her caller only laughed. "It's that very spirityafurs that has made Willow
Enterprises so successful Mrs. Kirkland. We'retigh All of us. We'll look
forward to a successful union."

Over my dead bodyordanna fumed, hanging up the phone and gripping
the edges of her desk for dear life. "This is iddske. Absolutely
incredible.” Her eyes were wide, panic filled. "Vhean't do this!" she
wailed to no one at all. "They can't just call uplasteal my baby from
under my nose! It's not faift's not fair!"

Bolting from her chair, she began to pace the roomnfy to return to her
desk with a rush and lift the phone. "Leila, getm@herwin on the line."
Tom was vice-chairman of her board of directors apdacticing lawyer.

Unfortunately, he wasn't much help. "It's perfeddgal, Jordanna. You
know that as well as | do. Widener has every rigtattempt a takeover. At
least we know they haven't got too much stock; veellds have to have
been notified otherwise. All we can do is work fast

"A board meeting tomorrow?"

"If possible. | do know that Margery Dodd is outtofvn. Henry Walker
may be too. If we have to let it go another day, ca@. Try to reach
everyone else."

Jordanna's mind was reeling. She was amazed sk sibatill. But then
there was this god-awful quaking of her knees.

"I will. Tom, what are our chances?"

"Of emerging with things exactly as they've beentf® past few years?
Next to nil." He paused, then spoke very quietBarhn it, | never dreamed
this would happen. Fortunately, we have a clauseiircorporate contract
to the effect that any change in the status of dmpany has to be
approved at a meeting of the stockholders. Arrapguch a meeting will
take time. If Widener has borrowed money to finath@eacquisition, time
for them may be at a premium.”



"Their ads will be in the papers tomorrow. Whathiéy manage to buy up
enough of our stock to swing the vote?"

"We've got to prevent that. Get on the phone, JordaYou, personally.
Call the largest of the block stockholders and aixplvhat's happened.”

"Damn it, Tom. Widener's offering forty-eight. leés attractive deal. We
can't match that."

"We'll have to. Somehow. I'd suggest a leverageg-dui, borrowing
money ourselves to buy back the stock and go @rivait that'd put us on
shaky ground financially." He paused. "There's gbvaéhe chance of
finding a friendly buyer."

"But | don't want to sell! Willow Enterprises is rtife!"

"Which is why a friendly merger may be the onlywaas If Widener takes

us over, you and | and the board as we know itbatend to go, not to

mention the greater part of your executive forcdom't care what Shane
says on the phone about working together, I've Beanthe man operates.
He'll use us for his own ends. Don't tell me hesally interested in the
welfare of the sportswoman. Hell, his fancy heaks®y missiles could

blow her away in a minute."

"You're supposed to be making me feel better, Talrtanna scolded.
"Let's not worry about heat-seeking missiles foe time being. Let's

concentrate on keeping the guy's finger off outdmytokay?"

"Sorry, Jordanna. Damn. We should have clausesoteqs management.”

"Why don't we?"

"Because we never thought in terms of being takem before."They were
wasting valuable time. "Well, we are now. Listeém foing to start making
some of those calls. | want to reach as many ohth@r stockholders as
possible before Widener's ad hits the papers. \atell them?"

"Tell them to hold off while we look into countefefs."



"Right." She was furiously scribbling notes. "Andet board of
directors—I'll call Marge and Henry first. If thegan't make it until
Thursday morning, we'll meet then."

"Fine. In the meantime, let me get an analyst off We're going to need a
white knight, we'd better get on the stick.

White knight. Jordanna pondered the term, a commus in takeover

jargon. In her mind's eye she pictured Patrick, anmzhng of need joined
those ones of desperation that filled her. More iner she wanted to talk
with him. He'd understand, give her encouragemadtsrength. But he
hadn't called.. .and there were others she hadkavith now.

As she'd done so often in the past four weeksheasl slone so often in the
past ten years, she put her personal needs on hold.

JORDANNA SPENT THE ENTIRE DAYand much of the evening on the phone.
She contacted each of the members of the boardetnab a meeting for
early Thursday morning. She called each of the msfjockholders and
made her plea for restraint. It was hard; withoabacrete counteroffer, she
was appealing to them on grounds of sheer loy&tytunately, though
money was the name of the game, those she spokeappeared to be the
loyal type.

She called each of the six plants across the cguakplaining to her
managers what had happened and enlisting thein aidnvincing those of
their employees who held stock not to sell. Thik taas somewhat easier.
The employees of Willow Enterprises were treated;veethreat to the
organization was a direct threat to their own vioeling.

Between calls she met with her executive staff, allwhom were
stockholders as well. It was from this group thia¢ $ound the greatest
support. Their fury at the takeover threat and eitgation that it wouldn't
succeed was a source of encouragement.



Nonetheless, by the time she'd returned home arté roalls to several

stockholders she hadn't been able to reach eattienvas totally drained. It
was all she could do to stumble into bed, and sfentossed and turned
fitfully until dawn, when she dressed and returteethe office to renew the

campaign for survival.

By ten in the morning, she was exhausted and diaged. When her
secretary knocked on her door bearing a fresh dupofiee, Jordanna
slumped in her chair and gave a wan smile. "Thadia. | need this."”

"How's it going?"

"Oh, who knows? You make the calls and put forttryzase and then hope
for the best." Setting the coffee to the side, shened théWall Street
Journal."Have you seen it?"

"Yes," Leila answered. "It's pretty awful, don'tuythink?"

"God," she said in a defeated tone, "I've seen aoynads like this, never
imagining that one day Willow Enterprises wouldtbe target. It seems so
unreal." She slapped the page. "But there it ibldck and white. A tender
offer that may be too sweet for some of our stotkrs to resist. They've
probably all seen it by now. | can imagine whatotbapers it's in."

"They'll stick by you, Jordanna. | know they wifou've been good to
them. They can't ignore that fact.”

“I'm hoping that's so. They've got to know thaWifdener takes us over
things will change. And | doubt for the better-"

The ring of the phone from beyond the door broke her words. With a
quiet, "Excuse me," Leila ran back to her deskeneer it.

"Take a message!" Jordanna called after her. "Hasm call back in ten
minutes! | need a break!" She watched Leila sltp imer chair and lift the
receiver, then turned off thought of who it miglet Koffee cup in hand, she
walked to the window.



She felt tired, so tired. And very, very empty. Ads had happened so fast.
It seemed hard to believe that a mere twenty-foursibefore she'd been so
innocent. Willow Enterprises had been hers then.

Tom had been right. With Alexander Shane's calhgéh had changed
irrevocably. They would never quite return to the status quo, Jordanna
knew. And facing the loss of her company, she wadsienly less adverse to
the thought of a compromise solution.

For an instant she imagined what would happereidsti lose. The business
was her life. She had nothing else. Nothing...dveams.

And he hadn't called.

Setting her coffee cup on the sill when her harghhdo shake, she pressed
her fingers to her mouth. Even before all this agpened, she'd felt
empty. There was only one man who could fill thrmpéness, and he was—

"Jordanna?"

Certain she'd only imagined his voice, she closgdelies against the sting
of tears.

"Jordanna?"

This time the voice was closer, very familiar, vegar. And real. Turning

sharply, hand still pressed to her mouth, she feddisrough misty eyes on
the man she'd missed so desperately for the pasivieeks. She tried to say
his name, but her lips only made the movements.

Patrick walked steadily forward, his heart poundatdhe simple sight of
her. He felt her anguish, had felt it the insta@dhopened the paper that
morning. And suddenly who she was hadn't mattendthse wife she'd
been, who saw. He'd had to come. He needed tcebe fibr her.

When he was a hand's width away, he stopped. Haikatkeds. But what
about hers? What if she didn't want to see hintjqudarly at this time? He



saw the pain in her eyes, the glimmer of tears. Wethought he'd die if he
couldn't help her.

The tears welled higher, then began to trickle lmnene down her cheeks.
He was about to reach out and smooth them away dtwetanna swayed
toward him Then she was in his arms, clinginggtstly to him as he was to
her. And the waiting was over.

"Ahh, angel," he crooned, hugging her as she wafyys"Shh. It's all right.
Everything's going to be all right now."

She didn't argue. She couldn't. Somehow, in Padrezkbrace, she believed
it for the first time. The conviction was irratidn&motional. She knew it,
but that didn't matter. Things had indeed takea different perspective.

"Oh, Pat," she whispered, when at last she wastaldpeak, "I'm so glad
you're here."

His arms trembled as he held her tighter. "lI'venb@anting to come. You

have no idea how much. But | was afraid. Of so ntamgs. Then, when |

saw Widener's notice this morning, those otherghididn't seem to matter
anymore. | love you, Jordanna. | want to be henarit to help. | know how

much Willow Enterprises means to you."

But she Was shaking her head against his cheéséveélyou too, Pat. | m
glad you're here. So glad you're here."

He held her face then, brushing at her tears wighttumbs. His gaze
adored her, reacquainting itself with each of leatdres as though it had
been years rather than weeks since he'd seengteWMhen he kissed her,
his lips spoke of the pent-up longing, the angtimstt was hers, now theirs.
He smiled. "You've grown."

"I'm wearing heels.”

"And a skirt and silk blouse and makeup."



Self-conscious, she ran a finger beneath her éyeust be a mess."

It was Patrick's turn to shake his head. "You lbekutiful. Very chic and
sophisticated Of course, | still like the way yook totally bare.”

She smiled for the first time in more than twerioir hours, and rubbed her
forehead against his chin. "You men are all theesgdme-track minds, all
of you,"

"No, angel," he murmured gently. "I love you theywe marever has or

ever will.I'VE been a fool to wait this long to tell you. Thesstafour weeks
I've been surviving on memory alone. But | needenuow. You're warm
and wonderful. The thought of you gives me life.uvttave no idea how
much | admire you."

His words brought reality back with a thud. "Oht,Pshe whispered, eyes
filling again, "what am | going to do?"

Taking her under his wing, he guided her to thea sof one side of her
office. "You're going to relax, first of all: Yowobk like you haven't slept in
a week."

"It was really only a night. Funny how a takeovéempt can do that to a
person."

They were sitting on the sofa, knees touching ay taced each other.
Patrick took her hands in his.

"It's so awful, Pat. | mean, it never occurred @thmat we'd run into trouble
like this. Hostile offers are for other firms. N@tillow Enterprises. We
were doing so well on our own. And I've poured sacmof my life into
this. If it's taken away, | don't know what I'll'do

"It won't be taken away, angel. There are waysgiat f'

"I know. But it's hard. And it costs.” Pausing, sbeked down. "Were you
ever in a car accident, Pat?"



"A car accident?"

She raised her eyes. "I had one once. Not long ladiet my license. There
was a blind intersection. | never saw the car Hiame until well after |

came to a stop crunched around a telephone poleenWPatrick winced,
she was quick to assure him. "Oh, no one was Buttmy car was totaled.
There were police and insurance forms to fill abe inconvenience of
being without a car, not to mention the money tellstut for the new car
that the insurance didn't quite cover. | kept tmgkthat none of it would
have happened if I'd been ten seconds faster wesld kept wanting to
turn back the clock, to replay the scene and haggything bad go away."

Her shoulders slumped and she focused on Pathekids, so strong in
hers. "l feel that way now, only | don't know whatould have done
differently. A day ago, none of this was happeniNgw, SUDDENLY, my
business—my sweat and tears—is up for grabs. | wamtrn back the
clock, but | can't.”

"No, you can't. Life isn't that way. But you're natique in wishing it,
angel. It's a normal feeling for someone in yousipon. | know. I've had
any number of friends go through the same thing."”

"How did they handle it?"

"The first thing they had to do was to accept et that they couldn't turn
back the clock. That accomplished, they soughb#st possible solution to
the problem.”

Jordanna took a deep breath and let it out sloiije best possible
solution. Right nowanythinglooks pretty bad."

"That's because you're still at stage one. It takes."
"Just what we haven't got."

"But you've got people working on alternatives t&/mener takeover?"



"Oh, yes. And I've contacted most of the majoridtotders. We're sending
wires to the rest the board's meeting tomorrow ingth She smiled sadly.

"But I'm discouraged." As she looked at him, shenfb the respite she
needed. "God, you look good." Freeing a hand frandme stroked the side
of his head. His hair was thick and rich. She despper gaze. "Pin-striped
suit, crisp white shirt, dashing rep tie and thegenkles of silver in your

hair."

"Those are from thinking about you all month. Wamag Worrying."

"Don't give me that. | saw those strands of grast lamonth in New
Hampshire."

"They came from needing you all my life and not iy who you were."
"You've got an answer for everything, don't youRp@ng her arms inside
his jacket, she leaned against him. He felt salssd strong. When his arms
went around her back, she felt very, very safe.

"I may."

At his cautious tone, she tipped her head back.dMibes that mean?"

"It means," he went on, taking a breath, "thatikd to help you."

"You are helping me. You're here."

"More than that. I'd like to help you fight WiderderAt her puzzled
expression, he continued. "The best way to fightstile tender offer is to
counter with an offer from a friendly source. | magt be able to provide
that source."”

Jordanna inched back, a frown on her face. "ThegHtmn Group?"

"Uh-huh. I've got investors just waiting for a gozalise. This might be it."

"But...but you work with new ventures or businegbeas need rebuilding. |
didn't think you were into acquisitions."



"There's not much difference in the mechanics d@lilitJust because we
haven't made a name for ourselves in the takeosier doesn't mean we
haven't dabbled in it. Right off the bat | can thof four major investors
who would be interested in forming a group to badkdw Enterprises.”

"How can you say that? | mean, you didn't know alaoy of this until the
ad appeared in the paper this morning. You caowkmuch about us.'

Patrick snickered. "Evidently you don't know mudioat the ways of boys.
When they have their first big crush on a girlytfiad out everything about
her. Where she lives. What she likes to eat. Waatdvorite color is. What
time she leaves for her piano lessons."

"I never took piano lessons," Jordanna whisper&dd'this is a crush?"
"No, ma'am. No more than I'm still a boy. I'm a mAnd in love. Which
means that | haven't spent the past month jushgtaut a window." He
smiled, a faint red tinge creeping above his colMfell, | guess I've done
my share of that too. But | also did my homewonledd everything | could
about Willow Enterprises. Between that and whatwetold me yourself, |
know that it'd be a sound investment, one | coatsbmmend to any number
of my clients."

She simply stared for a minute, then, dazed, sheokead. "Oh, Pat. | don't
know...."

"Have you got another possible suitor?"
"No. Not yet."

"Then why not me... uh, my group?"
"Because | don't want to be bought, period!"
"You may not have much choice."”

Stricken, she sat back. Alexander Shane had usedicdl words on the
phone yesterday. Coming with such gentleness fratridR they had the



ring of authenticity rather than spite. "No, | magt," she stated, sagging
against the sofa.

"Would it be so terrible?"
"In that I'd lose control of my company, yes."

"But that wouldn't necessarily be the case. Whabetween you and me
personally, we held a majority of the shares?"

"I haven't got that kind of money!"

"But | do. Or at least | have access to it." Henbeghtoward her, propping an
arm on the sofa back. "What if we included spegficases in the contract
that would assure your board control of the eveyyd@rkings of the
company? What if we guaranteed that you would Ismke authority over
personnel? What if we took measures to assurenthather conglomerate
such as Widener could possibly attempt a takeover?"

She thought about that for a minute. "Sounds idaelf

"It's not. It can be done. Believe me, Jordannendw what I'm talking
about.”

That, too, she thought about. But it was all sodemd Her mind seemed
suddenly crammed to overflowing. "I don't know, .P&he looked away.

"There are promises..: and there are promises.yHagal language can be
as deceptive as anything else."

For the first time since he'd begun to set forte proposal, Patrick

hesitated. "Jordanna?" His fingers were firm ayg thened her face toward

him. 'Do you trust me?"

"When you look at me that way, how can | help it?"

"But doyou trust me? | mean, really truae?"

"Yes."



llWhy?ll
"Because | love you."

"And because you know that | love you? That | waugder do anything to
hurt you?"

"Yes," she whispered. She found the urgency ofeljsression to be as
mesmerizing as his words.

When he stood, reached out and drew her up intcatmss, she went
eagerly. "Then let me get to work on it. Let mecdss it with my partners
and see what | can come up with."

"l have to talk with my people too."

"Of course you do. It'll take me a little time tatpsomething together
anyway. In the meantime you can tell them what tibleé you." He smiled
and crushed her against him. "If anyone gets tbe g&md of the stick here,
it's apt to be my investors. | think I'd give ydwetworld if | could. Ahh,
Jordanna." A low growl came from deep in his thraahe buried his face
in" her hair. "It's so good to hold you."

"And you," she whispered, wrapping her arms mafetly around his neck.
Her lips were waiting when he sought them and opdnengrily for his
kiss.

His hands released her only to slide along herdgon search of her
breasts. He found them full and warm, nipples redpa instantly to his
touch,

"Ahh. She wears a bra."

"I warned you."

"Mmm. I'm supposed to be thinking of putting togatthe deal of a lifetime

and all I can think about is very slowly taking effery bit of this silky stuff
from your body. You know what I'd do then? '



Suddenly and unbelievably high, she laughed. "What?

He proceeded to whisper in her ear precisely wkat do, and she went
moist and quivery all over.

"When?" she countered with such urgent demandttivais Patrick's turn to
laugh.

"How about tonight? Your place. Around nine?"
"Mmm. I'd like that. | live on--"

"I know where you live. A boy's crush, remember®'ptessed her to him a
final time, leaving no doubt as to his very manhaben, with reluctance,
held her away. "Maybe | should pick you up here."

"No. I'll want to change and shower and... makeatiywesentable."

"Now that reallyis funny," he said, popping a kiss on the tip of hese
before heading for the door. Halfway there, he @top turned, then
retraced his steps and swept her into his arnmaétime. "l love you, angel.
| love you."

His kiss echoed the words, to be echoed in turddsganna's responding
lips. It was with great effort that they separatedt shook his head as he
crossed the room once more. "Lots to do. Lots tdTaen, without turning,
he slammed a fist against a palm and threw his baekl. "Wow, do | feel
great!"

The only thing that was missing was a clicking eéls in the air. Jordanna
watched him go, a look of loving indulgence on fare. When she was
alone once more, she realized that, remarkablyledshgreat too.



CHAPTER EIGHT

AS THE DAY WORE ON Jordanna's feeling of euphoria diminished only
slightly. Buoyed by the knowledge that Patrick ldver even more than by
the chance that he might have a solution for hexsywshe felt in control of
herself once again.

The influx of calls from worried brokers began. Tigb she'd known that
the Widener ad would be read by many people, stielaged to hope that it
wouldn't cause an immediate stir. For the most, plagt calls she received
were positive. There were those, however, that wamntative, others that
were downright dubious.

Between calls she thought of Patrick, and hertspmevitably rose.

When she called Tom Cherwin and told him of a pmaérsuitor in the

Houghton Group, he was more than pleased. The gn@agphonest and
well- respected, he told her quite unnecessarihoufh his analyst had
already sniffed out several potential buyers, Tomnpsed to call him

immediately about the Houghton addition.

With what was left of the day, Jordanna put heutis together for the
board meeting to be held early the next morninge&s well-placed phone
calls gave her valuable information on the Widederporation, which she
proceeded to organize for presentation at the mgelhough she had every
reason to believe that the board would vote downkrger, she wanted to
take no chances. Along with her notes on Widertex,gathered the latest
figures on Willow Enterprises. After handing thétio Leila for typing, she
returned to her desk to take care of the routingkwsbe'd been neglecting
for two days.

It was well after eight when she finally turned ol lights and left the
deserted office behind to begin the healthy twanigute walk home. Head
high, she welcomed the brisk December breeze. &hetifed but

exhilarated, and more excited with each step. kzed her that Patrick's
reappearance in her life could make such a diffeserwhether the
Houghton Group could indeed come through for hems secondary to



the fact that, where emptiness had existed befww, there was a rich
bouquet of hope. The knot that twisted in her stdmesach time she thought
of Widener's bid seemed that much easier to bear.

Fifth Avenue was alive with lights, made all themagay by the approach
of Christmas. Wrapping her cashmere scarf morelyiginound the collar
of her coat, Jordanna turned down Seventy-eighteeStwith a smile.
Regardless of what tomorrow held, she was detedrimenjoy tonight to
the fullest.He loved herWhat a wonderful feeling!

Taking her front steps at a trot, she let hersed the lobby of the narrow
browns tone, snaked her mail from its box, therkth@ elevator to the

fourth floor. Moments later, with steaks removeahirthe freezer and put
in the microwave to defrost, a head of Boston tettuinsed and left to

drain, and potatoes put on to boil in preparatmmain au gratin casserole,
she dashed upstairs to quickly shower.

With the freshest bit of makeup skillfully appliesthe slid into a pair of dark

velvet pants, a white silk blouse that billowedls sleeves, and strappy
black leather high-heeled sandals. A bright sastedfsilk completed the

outfit. After sending a brush through her mercifmilash-and-wear hair and
spraying her pulse points with cologne complimait®scar de la Renta,

she raced back to the kitchen to drain the potatle® them and layer

them with onions and gruyere. Then she stuck tisserale in the oven

while she went to work on the salad. She was inptioeess of fluting a

cucumber when her buzzer rang.

Nine o'clock on the dot. He was prompt. But thead lshe expected
otherwise? Had sheantedotherwise? With a smug smile, she wiped her
hands on a paper towel and headed for the intebgyotine door.

"Hello?" She knew she was beaming, and she hopedainded less giddy
than she felt. Given the threat to the businessgeimed indecent that she
should feel so light-headed, but she couldn't itelp

"Room service," came the deep voice she'd recogfizey intercom or no.

"It took you long enough," she teased.



“I'm right on time!"
"Four weeks late. | just hope everything's still.ho

"Oh, it's hot, all right. And getting hotter." Thwoice lowered. "Damn it,
Jordanna, buzz me in. One of your neighbors jusitedaby and gave me
the strangest look."

Laughing, she pressed the button, waited until whe sure he'd have
cleared the door before releasing it, then wermt the hall to wait for the
elevator to arrive.

The doors slid open with a soft hum. Arms laderhwaitindles, Patrick
turned sideways to see her. She reached forwardli@vd him out, then
scowled.

"That's .quite a load. It's a miracle you havenfiped and spilled the
goodies. Then where would we be?"

"Depends on which goodies you're worried about,trevled, taking a
broad look around him as, led firmly by Jordanhaytentered her duplex.
"Hey, this is nice!"

Not quite forward enough to start grabbing for uedles he carried, one
of which was very obviously from a florist, Jordanolasped her hands
before her and joined his inspection. "I like Welbeen here for five years
now. The rooms are narrow, but that seems to legjiamal hazard. The
fellow who lived here before me took most of thdlsvdown, so the place
looks larger. And what with upstairs and down,ptsnty roomy."

"l can see."

What Patrick saw was a vision of impeccable sfiteck rugs carpeted the
floors. Beautifully upholstered chairs and a logatscomfortably filled the
living area, and an exquisite marble-topped diriadgje and four straight
chairs drew the eye on. Sculpted pieces, each enapd of varied
materials, rested upon coffee tables and a smklbao#et. Original oils



hung on the walls. The overall color scheme waseadoof cream and
powder blue.

"Classy. Like you," he said in soft appreciatidrert turned to face her and
raised his voice in imitation of a door-to-dooresahan. "And for the classy
lady, we have—" he juggled his bundles and begadihg them to her one
by one "—flowers... wine... ice cream... and—" heaped his throat as he
passed her the two largest packages "—a little #ungefor later.”

"For later?"

"Mmm. Not to be opened now." He shrugged out ottyxoat and tossed it
onto the nearest chair, then retrieved the twoeldrgxes from Jordanna,
dropped them near his coat and went for the icancrand wine. "These
have to be stashed,” he said, heading for the éitehith such ease that
Jordanna half suspected he'd researched the laf/bat apartment as well.
She followed, gently cradling the flowers, pleagkdt he should feel at
home here.

"Pat? Her voice held a touch of unsureness, hirdinthe crisis that had
brought him to her office that morning.

Having already deposited the ice cream in the &eehe closed the
refrigerator door on the wine, turned and put gdimagainst her lips. "Shh."
Then he took her hand and began walking. "Putltveeis down. | want to

see the rest of the place.”

She barely had time to deposit the wrapped bunctheable before she
was swept back through the dining room and liviogm to the stairs. Her

senses had already begun to quiver. All day she2d kxcited about seeing
Pat, yet the reality was so much better than thieipation that it took every

bit of her self-command to call his name again.

"Pat? What about-"

"The deal?" He was taking the carpeted steps tadiate. Jordanna had to
trot to keep up. "It's looking good." He poked héad into the first room he



reached. "A study. Nice. Do you do much work at B8MmAlready he was
dragging her on.

"Yes. | try to bring papers—"

"Ah, angel. This is you." He was at the second rpolmarly the one he
sought. Tightly holding her hand, he took in eviexrgh of the room, from
the lacquered dresser and dressing table, botthichwnatched the carpet
perfectly, to the single modern oil on the wallthe pale-blue-covered bed.
With the gentle pull of his hand, he brought hehmita. His dark brown eyes
suddenly saw nothing but her. "Have | told you ¢miihow much | love
you?"

"You haven't told me much of anything," she compdal, but it was in a
whisper and there was the faintest smile on hex fasay that those three
little words were the only ones she really needdaear at the moment.

"l love you," he murmured, taking her face in hants. His lips brushed
her eyes, closing them, then her nose and her shesdlre settling at last
on her mouth in a kiss filled with need and purpdsémm, do you taste
good." He raised his head only to focus on thedmstof her blouse.

It didn't matter to Jordanna that she'd dresse@ mMmerments before. She'd
dressed for him. Perhaps simply to bedressed by him. Without
hesitation, she slipped her hands beneath histjacke

"You changed." In place of the gray pin-striped sas a navy blazer and
gray-flannel slacks.

He was down to the third button of her blouse armtgeding steadily. "
keep things at the office." He bent his head th hier neck as she slid the
blazer from his arms. "When | want to freshen tp, @asier than going
home. And since | had to work late...."

She loosened his tie and worked at the knot. "Nodeo you had to work
late. You must have spent half the day shoppirgv€ts. Wine. Ice cream.
Ice cream?"



"Rum raisin." He untied the bow of her sash. "ltfp&t craving sometimes."

"What's in the boxes?" The knot at his neck came. f6he tugged off his tie
and tossed it aside, then began on his shirt aiisrhe pulled her blouse
from her pants.

"That's a surprise. | told you. For later." Pushthg blouse from her
shoulders, he had her momentarily manacled. Histimtound the soft

swell of her breast, just above the lace of her émnd moistly kneaded the
burning flesh.

"Pat!"

At her hoarse cry, he freed her arms of their siliends. The truth was that
while he wanted to take things slowly, that wagpe glream. He needed to
feel her hands on him. Needed that desperatelyudteed his shirttails free

while she worked feverishly at the last of his buo. She smoothed the
fabric to the side just as he unhooked her branThey were kissing again,

hands touching each other, and he was crushiniganerreasts against his
chest, feeding on her excitement as she fed on his.

Suddenly time was of the essence. The only thiagsbemed to matter was
that they be naked, together, joined. Jordanna lesivith his belt, then
thrusting it aside, pulled at his zipper. Patrigany tore the button from
her waistband in his effort to free her from helvee pants. For several
minutes, then, confusion reigned. It was a questiowhose hands were
supposed to be doing what where. Their pants, aitis, hit the floor only
after a bit of contorting. The scene was indeedicalmBetween kisses they
laughed, then renewed the farce.

But it wasn't a farce, because the outcome wagdhied@ng. There seemed
no crisis more critical than the affirmation of ithéove on this most

physical of planes. Swept into the immediacy ofoaerpowering need,
Jordanna was aware or nothing but Patrick. Whereasents before she'd
had every intention of wheedling business news fiham, now she could

only think of her need to possess and be posségsin@é magnificent man
her frenzied hands had laid bare.



Both naked, they fell down to the bed. Lips mengiees dueled. Made for
each other, their bodies meshed so naturally th&ticR was inside her
before she could begin to catch her breath.

There was no turning back from the fierce needghaped them. It was as
though, given the urgency of all else in their $ivéhey had to speak that
much louder of their personal bond.

"l love you. | love you." Patrick murmured the werdgain and again.
Jordanna simply arched higher to receive him,\te gverything she had in
return. Their shared adoration put their joininghiat much more exalted a
sphere, so that when the final moment of joy sethedh, it was that much
stronger, that much sweeter, that much more seathing than it had ever
been before.

"Angel...oh, God!" he gasped, collapsing on tophef. She could barely
breathe, but just then she would have given herliferfor him if he asked.
"That was phenomenal!”

Eyes closed, she wrapped her arms as tightly asahé around his back.
Her blissful smile spoke of her agreement as healoords could not.
When she remained silent, Patrick raised his Healled down at her, then
quickly slid to her side. She followed him overiutitey lay nose to nose.

"l love you," she whispered, combing her fingerstigh his hair. His brow
was damp; she stroke! it with her thumb.

"Do you? Do you really?" He'd had all day to astaiei the words, yet he
couldn't hear them enough. Somehow he sensed idvatways be that
way.

"Uh-huh."

"When did you decide?"

"I'm not quite sure. | knew something was up whereft New Hampshire.

The drive home was dismal. Then when | got back,hat | could do was
picture you in this bed." She inhaled deeply, lgvihe scent that was



uniquely his, and eyes moist, she shook her headnazement. "l can't
believe you're here. You came when | needed you.nibank you."

"Don't thank me, angel. | needed you just as badtlyvas his turn to look
amazed. "It's odd how things happen."

"Does it bother you still... my having been marriedPeter?"

"Not the way it did. Knowing that you need me hellpdon't think I'll ever
be able to forgive him for trying to subjugate yba way he did. You've got
so much to offer. A man would be totally selfishtpto curb that. Part of
what | love about you is your commitment to Will@mterprises."

For the first time since Patrick had arrived, Jargafelt that now familiar
knot form in her stomach. "You do think you can eoup with something
to save us?"

"I'm sure | can. Two of my partners are interested| among us we've got
eight clients who are as enthusiastic. I'll makeeraalls tomorrow. In the

meantime, our lawyers are working on preliminarptcacts. What | need

from you now are figures.' He hesitated. "Do ydaklour man could take a
look at your books?"

"Of course! That is, it's okay with me. I'll raigewvith the board tomorrow.
I'm sure they'll approve if you can guarantee udidentiality."

"Done."

"Oh, Pat,"” she breathed, draping an arm arounchdik. "Do you really
think it would work? With the clauses you mentiofed

"l don't see why not. You've got a solid organizatiNone of us wants to
change that. The investors would be getting somgthood. How can they
complain?'

"The price would have to be high, at least highantWidener's offer."”

"I know that, but we'll pay. It'll come back tendiah time."



"What if Widener ups its bid?"

"We'll counter it Trust me, angel. It'll work. Ydusee. It'll work." He
paused then, sniffing the air. "Is something bugfln

"Oh no! My casserole!" Within instants, Jordannawat of bed and flying
down the stairs, muttering frantic thoughts abaatrched gruyere cheese.
Wearing nothing but a pair of oven mitts, she reetbthe dish from the
heat and set it atop the stove.

"Did it survive?" Patrick asked from behind, stgrmver her shoulder at the
crisp crust of what was supposed to have been igatly browned
accompaniment to the steaks, which lay on the esuand the lettuce, now
slightly wilted nearby.

"I don't believe this," she wailed. "l wanted tograss you with my culinary
skills."

"It looks... good."

"If you're looking for something to gnaw on." Sle¢ dut a long breath, then
couldn't help but grin. "Well, at least you camy $ didn't try.

Patrick turned her around and clasped his hantfeamall of her back. "I
didn't expect you to be a cook. As a matter of,fabiad quite a different
impression."

Her thoughts joined his in recollection of theirsfidinner on the trail in
New Hampshire. "I never said | didn't cook. The g@yggested that. |
mean, for myself | rarely do much of anything. Butan do it when the
occasion demands."”

‘This occasiordoesn'tdemand it | just wanted to be with you tonight. |
couldn't give a damn about food."

"That was obvious," she mused aloud, but blusheenvdine realized that
there was good reason her casserole had burnedhaBhé& been paying it



much heed herself. When she was in Patrick's aroisnhuch else seemed
to matter.

"I tell you what," he began, setting her back aedding for the living room.
"I'll give you a hand with dinner."

"l thought you weren't hungry."

"The sight of that steak just changed my mind." Beitwasn't focusing on
the steak. He was snapping the cords from the avwge|boxes he'd brought
with him. Jordanna watched, growing more curioushgyminute. A bright
smile broke out on her face when, boxes emptiedetened to her with
one white terry robe slung over his arm and thermlield open for her.

"l don't believe it" She shook her head, then laagTurning, she slid her
arms into the awaiting sleeves. "You came prepared.

"It's winter. | didn't want you catching cold."

"Pretty sure of yourself, weren't you?" When sheidhave tied the belt
Patrick's hands were reaching around her to do it.

His lips brushed her ear. "You weren't exactly disaging this morning. I'd
never force myself on an unwilling woman."

"Never?" Jordanna teased, closing her hands oweainl leaning back
against his strength.

"Well, not unless she wanted me to."
"But then she wouldn't be unwilling."
"Unless that was her particular fantasy."

Jordanna turned in his arms then and looked gemily"You are into
fulfilling fantasies, aren't you?"

"l try."



Standing on tiptoe, she kissed him softly. "Youdhll at it. 1 think it must
be your forte. A professional white knight."

"They didn't call me Lance for nothing."
She recalled having said similar words to John,saniied.

"What is it?" Patrick asked. He sensed her mind Wwaddered and was
unwilling to let it go far.

Reaching for the robe on his elbow, she openeddtdraped it around his
shoulders. "I was just thinking of a discussionatdtwith John up in the
woods. He's a nice guy. A philosopher, if matheomatis can be that. We
were talking football."

"Oh?"

"Mmm. Funny, when | first saw you up there, | cooldy think of you as
Lance. That changed pretty quick."

"Did it?" Patrick asked. His expression was sudgesérious. He'd
wondered if it still bothered her that he had pthjeotball. She'd made it
clear from the start that she had negative feelaysut the game. And
though she'd seemed to have come to accept thattasphis past when
they were in New Hampshire—hadn't she, herselfe@dkm all about
it?—he'd had any number of fears that when thestukrmed to New York
those negative feelings might come to the fore.WHim you feel about it
now?"

Jordanna knew precisely what he'd been thinking andhindsight, felt
guilty for having made some of the statements sloe Tirue, she was biased
and, true, with good cause. But she'd generali@bd.saw that now.

"l think," she began slowly, "that you gave the gaanvery important part
of your life. | can only respect you for that. $althink that there's far more
to you than football. You've left it behind. Youaesuccessful businessman
now. And a very nice human being."



His mouth took hers in a slow, savoring kiss. "Mmmuess | can live with
that.” Unable to resist the appeal of the lips Heftlsoft and moist, he
kissed her again. But his body was quickly respogdo other soft, moist
sources of appeal, and lest he repudiate Jordaomagliment and prove
himself nothing more than a rutting beast, he setlack, secured his robe
tightly and straightened his shoulders. "Now—" Heared his throat
"—about those steaks.,.."

Grilled medium rare on the Jenn-Air, the steaksewglicious, as was the
salad and, miraculously, the potatoes once thetagt had been scraped
away. With a dozen aromatic long-stemmed rosesrgydie center of the

marble table and Patrick scooping the last of tams raisin ice cream from

its bowl, Jordanna sat back in amusement.

"You can lick it if you want."

His cheeks went red and he set his spoon downrySaget carried away
with this stuff.”

She held up a hand. "Don't apologize. It's a deligitching a growing boy
eat. As for me—" she patted her stomach "—I ddirikiI've eaten as much
in... in... a month."

"Let me see." His hand pushed hers away and carbessasoftness. "Mmm.
You do feel stuffed. | think the best thing for youdo is to stretch out
somewhere comfortable.” He stood up.

"What did you have in mindRatrick...!"

Lifting her in his arms, he started for the staithe bed. Where else can
one stretch out comfortably?"

JORDANNA AWOKE in the middle of the night in a cold sweat. Eyedenin
the darkness, she listened to those city soundsntheer seemed to end.
They were as they'd always been, but there wasvasaend joining them.
Patrick's breathing. Slow. Even.



She'd dreamed she was alone, but he was rightebksrd Turning to face
him, she moved her arm until it touched his. Thel & his flesh was
comforting, the memory of his lovemaking intoxiceti But still there was
the matter of her baby—Willow Enterprises—in dandémsettling, to say
the least.

Over and over she reviewed the situation. It oexuio her that if the
Widener Corporation had not attempted its taked®atrick might not have
come to her when he had. In time he would have.v@&sesure of that. If
only it hadn't taken this particular catalyst tsngrthem together!

Time and again she tried to imagine the future douidn't. Naive as she'd
been, she'd never entertained thoughts of anydfiadakeover, let alone a
hostile one. Despite what Patrick had said, shédotiget past stage one;
she simply couldn't seem to accept the fact thibWiEnterprises, against
its wilt was being forced to change its statusvds unfair and infuriating

and not at all conducive to peace of mind.

Snuggling closer to Patrick's warmth, she closecelges and concentrated
on how wonderful it was to be with him. But sleepsaa long time in
coming, and she was up again at first light, unaiokeep a minute longer.

Stealing softly from the bed, she pulled on heniag gear, left a note for
Patrick and headed for the street. In her upseibmning before and her
desire to get into the office as early as posss#ie,hadn't run and she'd felt
it. Not that the exercise she'd gotten in Patriak'ss hadn't compensated to
some extent. But today, given her wakefulness hedact that she wanted
her mind to be clear and alert for the meeting thatning, she set a rapid
pace in the cold dawn air of Central Park.

Nearly forty-five minutes and five miles later, sheturned to the

brownstone half expecting to find Patrick stillesegb. It was barely seven.
She knew that he'd have to return to his own plsfere going into the
office. What she didn't know was that he'd beenkawfar half an hour,

sitting in the living room staring at the floor.

Closing the front door very quietly, she turnedgrthumped. "Pat! You're
up!



"Mmm." He raised a mug. "Made a pot of coffee. Hbp®u wouldn't
mind.’

He sounded distracted. She assumed he was sfilaslakep. "Of course
not." Crossing the carpet, she leaned forwardgs kis cheek Her hand slid
inside his robe to cover his heart. "You got myenalidn't you?"

"Mmm."
He sounded strange. She couldn't put her finget. 6Bverything okay?"
"Fine."

When she would have questioned him something hetdbhck. It was
bound to be a tense day, what with the board ngetnad her continuing
campaign against the Widener Corporation. Withoavir, she headed for
the stairs. "I'll take a quick shower. Be right kédc

He was in the same spot when she returned wedregvhite robe he'd
brought. Her hair was damp, her face still barenakeup. She stopped
before his chair.

"Pat?"
He looked up, jarred from deep thought "Hmm?"
"Is something wrong?"

"Wrong? Uh, no."” But his brow was creased everegauished himself from
the chair. "I'll give you a hand with breakfast.”

She stared after him for a minute before followimigp into the kitchen. In
silence they made a breakfast of French toasildnce they ate it. As the
clock ticked on, Jordanna knew she should be rgdloiget dressed and to
the office, but somehow something was happening—oot
happening—here that was more important. It was wign it occurred to
her that Patrick might be having second thoughtaiatheir relationship
that she crushed her napkin and looked up.



"What's wrong, Pat? You haven't said two words ® simce | got in.
Something'®n your mind. If it's about us—"

Patrick's rising gaze stopped the words at her Hpsintensity pushed them
back into her throat and she swallowed hard.

"It is about us. Very much so." At her apprehensoak he raced on. "l
want you to marry me."

For more than a minute Jordanna was speechlesise @fings she'd feared
he might say, this hadn't been one. "Marry you®'rslrmured at last.

His smile had a haunted cast to it. "Is that sal haubelieve?"
"Yes. Uh, no. It's... it's just so sudden."”

"I know." The urgency was back in his expressidnhddn't planned it
either. 1 mean, I've known that | loved you for Weraow, but it wasn't until
a little while ago that | realized how badly | waatmarry you."

"A little while ago?"

"When | woke up it was barely light. It took me @&noite to realize where |
was. Then | reached for you and you were gone tbHke her hand and held
it tightly, as though the reminder of that othermsmt created a new need.
"Sheer panic. That was what | felt. Sheer panierEafter | saw your note,
1 couldn't stop shaking. | realized then that lehao ties with you. You
could very easily get up and walk out of my life."

"But thereareties. | love you!"

"Then marry me! | want to know that you'll always here, that you'll
always be waiting for me."

' Pat,"” she whispered, slowly shaking her headit"ttas what | escaped
when | divorced Peter. | won't be the one to ©'uad and wait—"



His own headshake was vigorous. "Wrong words. @hera figuratively
offered. It doesn't matter where you are, angell ¥an be at the office
working your tail off or out at the plant in Tucsoriou can be doing
whatever you want for as long as is necessary.uldnt dream of holding
you here. All I need to know is that you'll be tkimy of me, that you'll come
back to me. | guess after all these years I'missi#cure. | need to know that
of all the people you'll run into in a day or a wee a month, I'll come first."
He lowered his voice. "Is that selfish?"

"No. Oh, no. It's not selfish. | want it too!"
"Then marry me."

Tears formed in her eyes. Looking down, she clunkis fingers. "It's not
selfish to want what you want, to want whatwant." She raised her eyes.
"But it's unfair to ask that of me now. In the pasb days, my life has
turned upside down. Ten years, Pe¢n yearsThat's how long I've been
living and breathing Willow Enterprises. Sudderiy gasping for breath,
struggling for survival. | don't know what | wouldhve done if you hadn't
come to me yesterday. Even if you hadn't beentahlde a thing to help the
company,’ you would have been the comfort | neetlgdt strength from
you. | never thought I'd say that to a man, nelreught I'd allow myself to
say it. But it's true. Still, | can't rush into sething. We met under unique
circumstances at Wild River. You said it yoursé&hd now, here, the
circumstances aren't much less bizarre. | camikthbout the future yet.
Don't you see? | just can't think straight!"

Wearing a look of defeat, Patrick launched hislfglaa. ' If you love me
enough—"

"I dolove you! But I've been through one marriage am@s Wwadly hurt. |
want it to be right this time. Fdrothour sakes."

Inhaling deeply, he eyed the ceiling, then letldatbreath and dropped her
hand. "Well, | guess my timing's off." With a loak disgust he stood.
"They'd have put me on waivers for this one." Therstarted for the stairs.

"Pat?" Jordanna stood.



He didn't turn. "I'd better get dressed. It's late.

She knew how late it was, knew she should be getiressed as well.
Important business faced her at the office. Yet shdn't follow him
upstairs. Instead, she busied herself with cleatimegkitchen. She was
standing quietly at the sink, head bowed, wherehamed.

"I'm sorry, angel. | shouldn't have upset you. Numday. | know how
important this meeting is for you.'

He was leaning against the doorjamb. His shirtacollas undone. His tie
hung limply in his hand. Looking at him Jordanné feer insides melt.
Going to him, she wrapped her arms around his wapressed her face to
his chest.

"Will I... will | see you later?"

"If you want."

She raised her eyes. "Yes. | want.”

"Shall | pick you up at the office? Around seven Wbuld go out for
something to eat."

"Seven is fine." She hesitated for just a minu@ari | call you after the
meeting?"

The tense set of his shoulders seemed to relaxiKé that. | want to hear
how everything went."

She nodded. "Of course. You have an investment-"

"Damn right | do,” he cut in, eyes flashing in ddnof her preliminary
assumption. "l want to make sure you're oR&yu,Jordanna, first.”

Before she could properly comprehend, he kissedohee, briefly but
firmly on the mouth, then strode toward the dooooping up his topcoat in
passing, and left.



CHAPTER NINE

THE MEETING that morning went well. Despite Jordanna's inaembil, she
looked and acted every bit the self-confident c¢haim of the board,
presenting her case clearly and with conviction.aBynanimous vote, the
directors rejected the Widener Corporation's ofterdecision that was
promptly put into a letter to be mailed to eachWillow Enterprises’
stockholders. Possible defenses against the htetgdever were discussed,
including the search for a friendly buyer. Feelimguely uncomfortable,
Jordanna related Patrick's offer. The board members more than open to
consider any formal proposal he might submit andeed) to make
themselves available for another meeting at shuirte

It was only after the meeting had adjourned, whedahna sat back in her
office catching her breath, that she pondered iseothfort. Somehow, she
felt duplicitous. She felt she hadn't told the lnbawerything. But what
should she have said? The man | love is willingpad us out? My lover
wants to buy in? He's asked me to marry him; wdtlidrat be nice—a
double merger?

Life was so complicated. With a touch of self-pg&iie wondered why it had
to be so.

But there were no answers, not at the moment. Twaere too many ifs—
Patrick could come through with his groufthe Widener Corporation gave
up the fight,if she decided that marriage to Pat was what shewanted.
She supposed it wouldn't be so bad, when a sutffiegimount of time had
elapsed, to announce to the board that she and/détatgetting married.
Would they wonder, though, if she'd known all alpighe'd set the whole
thing up with precisely this in mind? Was thereoaftict of interest in her
dealing with the Houghton Group?

She needed advice, and Tom Cherwin was the onalltdBait such a call
was still premature. She needed time. What shkldP@trick that morning
had been the truth. She'd been married once. Nvalsd¢o marry again, she
wanted to know beyond all doubt in the world thavas right and forever.



JORDANNA AND PATRICK had dinner at a quiet French restaurant on the
Lower East side, then returned to her place fontgkt. He didn't mention
marriage again, and for that she was grateful. Takgd business some; he
brought her abreast of his progress on puttingttegehe investors' group
and was as optimistic as ever that within seveagsde'd have a formal
proposal to give her board of directors.

Sure enough, after a weekend of quiet intimacy iat townhouse
overlooking the East River, Patrick called her oonday afternoon to
present a concrete offer. On one level, Jordansaewstatic; his offer was
for five dollars a share above what Widener had hitd the contract
provisions wereverybit as fair as he'd promised. On another levelLigho

she knew she had to move.

At her urgent summons, Tom Cherwin arrived in H&ce within an hour
of Patrick's call.

"It sounds good, Jordanna,” he admitted after sbefined Patrick's
proposal. "If we have to merge with someone, wddcchave done a hell of
a lot worse. According to what Clayes has suggestedHoughton Group
will guarantee us nearly complete autonomy." Hespdiuto watch her rise
from her desk and approach the window. "Is thezateh?"

"l don't know."
"You don't look as pleased as by rights you shbeld

She turned quickly. "Oh, | am pleased. It's justell...there's something
more." She looked at the floor and frowned, seagfor the right words,

then realized that there weren't any right or wrawagds, simply the truth.
"Tom, | haven't been as forthright with you as bl have been. | met
Patrick Clayes when | was away in New Hampshire fasnth. We, uh,

we've been involved with each other since befoedt came up.”

"Involved?" Tom echoed, blankly at first. But ifetlsudden flush on her
cheeks hadn't given her away, her evasive gaze dwhbale. "Ahh.
Involved." He smiled broadly. "That's wonderful danna. Is it serious?"



"Very." Bearing infinite worry, her eyes finally mhis.

And he understood. "You're concerned about a ardfiinterest.”

"Yes. He wants me to marry him."

"That's wonderful! Congratulations—"

She held up a hand. "Oh, nothing's happening yetvén't said yes. There's
too much going on in my life right now to make &iden like that. But it
may happen. Someday. And, even if it doesn't, #té femains that I'm
deeply involved with him. At some point, whethertriRk and | ever do
marry, the board, the rest of the business wasldpi to find out about us.
In the case of the board, they might suspect thatlpersonal motives for
this merger. As far as the business world goes,ycanimagine the hay
they'd make of it?"

"l think you're worrying too much about what othen think."

"But that's only part of it. I'm worried about whet | can make an
objective judgment where the Houghton Group is eomed."

"It wouldn't be your decision alone. Anything wectie to do will have to
be by majority rule.”

"I know. But still.... Tom, | thinkyoushould be the one to put the proposal
before the board | thinjou should handle this thing from here on."

"You want me to work with the Houghton Group."

"Yes."

"And we tell the board of directors why?"

"It seems the only honest thing to do. And it'saavful lot better than

risking their finding out at some later point tiratrick and | are personally
involved."



"You know, Jordanna,” Tom said, eyeing her overttpeof his glasses,
"there's nothing wrong with your being personatlydlved with him. Do
you have any idea how many mergers involve fam#ymhers or friends?"

"I'm sure there are plenty. But at least in thosges the relationship is a
known fact."

But Tom was shaking his head. "The only facts teally count in this kind
of wheeling and dealing are those written in thet@axt Those facts will
have to stand by themselves, regardless of yoatiwakhip with Clayes."

"That's what | want you to make sure of, Tom. What saying, among
other things, is that I'm not sure | wholly trusyself when it comes to
Patrick. | may be looking at this deal through rostred glasses. What |
want is for you to be aware of the situation anddable-check everything.
| mean, the Houghton proposal sounds wonderfutoltld be precisely
what we need. | just want to be sure that's the.tdiswas like marriage.
She wanted it to work.

Tom was nodding. "Of course. | understand.”

"I'll explain to the board simply that I'm a closend of Patrick's and that,
for the sake of impatrtiality, I'll defer to you."

"You're still the president and chairman of the rdo&hey'll want your
opinion, Jordanna."

"Oh, they'll have it," she replied with a half senil'lt may be slightly
biased-"

"l doubt that,” Tom replied, standing to take ldave. "Willow Enterprises
means far too much to you to allow for any merggeament but the best.
No, you'd never compromise on the future of thanass. I'll get our team
to work with Houghton's. We'll have everything intimg before the board
meeting."

"I'd like to call it for tomorrow afternoon. Thinfou can be ready by then?"
When Tom raised his brows, she raced on. "Withyeday that passes



Widener is buying more of our stock According te tieports I'm getting,
our major shareholders are standing firm. But tlageethose minor ones,
and they can add up. The sooner we make a couiatertife better." She
gave a begrudging, "Hmmph. Widener's in luck. Iftriek's offer of
fifty-three stands and Shane decides to sell balsthares, Widener will
make a bundle. It doesn't seem fair somehow."

"It's the way of Wall Street. We have to accept it.

Watching him leave, Jordanna felt somewhat be8ke'd told him about
her relationship with Patrick, and he hadn't besocked or dismayed or
incensed. Perhaps sivasworrying too much.

Patrick said as much that night during dinner. "Ybdn't have to turn
things over to Cherwin. You could've handled it."

"But | feel better this way. At least I'll have emsed myself against any
possible future criticism by the board. Don't yee? If I'd said nothing at
this stage, I'd be in worse trouble when they foond"

"Are you nervous... about telling them?"

She heard the mild apprehension in Patrick's vanceshared it. "A little. |,
uh, I wonder if any of them will comment.”

"My guys did."

"They did? You told them about us?"

"My partners. | felt they had a right to know."
"Like my board?"

He nodded. "They thought it was pretty funny thai'gd been married to my
rival and all."

Jordanna took in his sober expression. "Did it eogou?"



He frowned and took her hand. "A little." He coutdi® and say he hadn't
felt a twinge of anger. "But | got over it. And thikad to agree that the deal
was sound regardless.”

She was silent for a while, studying her hand & His fingers were strong,
long and firm. No wonder he'd had such controlhef football. "I suppose

it's something we'll have to learn to live withtiessaid simply, but she had
to wonder if what Patrick had come up against viqsst the beginning.

ALL THINGS CONSIDERED the board of directors of Willow Enterprises was
remarkably indulgent. At its meeting Tuesday afbem Jordanna briefly
explained her dilemma before turning the gavel d@érom. If there were
smug remarks to be made, they were kept from her €ae board voted in
overwhelming support of the Houghton proposal, anthessenger was
immediately sent to convey the news to the group.

The following morning Patrick filed his statemeriftimtent with the SEC.
Ads appeared in the appropriate papers. Jointhesidetters were mailed to
the stockholders, accompanied by phone calls tontijer ones.

Jordanna was busy. Between those calls conveying dezsonal
endorsement of the agreement with the Houghton g;rad a refocus on
the everyday workings of Willow Enterprises, hewyslavere filled to
brimming.

As for her nights, they were filled with Patrickeldidn't mention marriage
again, but everything he did with, for and to haolse of his love. Her own
blossomed all the more fully, a warm lush feelihgttbrightened every
aspect of her life, binding her to him more and endosely.

They spent every possible minute together, eitltencme or out. On
occasion, in a restaurant, at a party or show, theyped into people who
knew of that earlier link between them. There waymments it was to be
expected. For the most part they were positiveeretf on a kidding note.
Even the small newspaper mention they receivedlgistated the fact that
Jordanna was the former wife of Peter KirklandriPatClayes's longtime



rival. It seemed harmless enough, Jordanna tholtitl she received a
call from Peter himself.

"Well," he began in his own inimitably arrogant wdyou're making
headlines this time, aren't you, babe?

She was at the office, deeply involved in a meetiigp her marketing
vice-president, and was tempted to quickly put bifnBut she sensed he
had something to say. She knew she had thingsytdoshim. And one
phone call from Peter Kirkland was all she wanteceteive.

"Hold on a minute, Peter." She muffled the phone.
"Fifteen minutes, Jill? This has to be taken cdnecov."

With a smile of understanding, the other woman Bftly when the door
was firmly shut behind her did Jordanna remove thand from the
mouthpiece. "How are you, Peter?"

"Surprised, if you want to know the truth. | gudssnderestimated you,
Jordanna. | didn't think you had it in you."

"What are you talking about?" She had an idea,catd’t like it. But she
wanted him to say the words himself.

He proceeded to do just that. "Revenge." It wagnite what she'd
expected. Eyes wide, she listened as Peter ramedPatrick Clayes.
You've really done it, haven't you? Not only are Yetting him buy out the
company, but you're involved with him personallytduldn't believe it
when Mac called." Mac Heinsohn had been one ofrBatsest playing
buddies. Evidently they were still close. "He thbug was pretty funny. |
don't."

Jordanna had begun to simmer. "For your informatatrick is not buying
me out. His company is buyingito Willow Enterprises. There's a
difference.”



But Peter wasn't listening. "You wanted to get baicke, didn't you? Well,
you've done it. How long have you been planning little coup, Jordanna?
Months? Years?"

"If you're as well informed as you claim to be, ¥bknow that none of this
would be happening if Widener hadn't attempted stileotakeover. That
was barely three weeks ago."

"But the two of you—Patrick and you—don't tell mauyve only been with
him since then."

"We're divorced, Peter. You and I. It seems to he fyou shouldn't be
concerning yourself with my private life.""Whenaffects mine, I'll be as
concerned as | want. Hell, Jordanna, | look liKed."

"Because you couldn't hold me? That's your probl¥ou were only
concerned with yourself. Even now. Nothing's chaiige

"What about you, sweetie? Has it ever occurrebtothat Clayes gets his
revenge too?" Jordanna couldn't believe what he sagsg. Her silence
tipped Peter off. "God, you're as naive as eveil \é¢ me tell you. Clayes
wouldn't be doing any of this if it weren't for rhe.

"That's not true," she argued, but her voice stamo#id her limbs.

"Come on," Peter spat. "It's too damn coincidetdabe anything else. |
have to hand it to the guy. He's pretty clever. @&aund all these years
waiting for the right moment. And it fell into hlap. He's a smooth one.
You're probably head over heels in love with hirertember how it was
with us. You fell pretty quick then too."

Jordanna called on every bit of the self-contra@ pbssessed to keep her
voice steady. "l think you've said enough, Peter."

"l don't think so, babe. But then, you never wasgngood about listening to
advice."



Fromwhom? YoR" She couldn't help herself. Her anger boiled oVlest
me tellyousomething, Peter Kirkland. You knavothingwhen it comes to
human beings! You couldn't see an honest emotidrhit you in the face
because you're so damned convinced you have adirtbwers. Well, you
were wrong about me ten years ago. My divorcing ywas the smartest
thing | ever did. Willow Enterprises gave me babk self-esteem you
denied me. If you really want to think that I'veilba relationship with
Patrick out of revenge, go ahead. You always welfecentered enough to
believe that everyone and everything revolved ailogou. And that goes
for Patrick's motives too. If you honestly wantaelieve he's been waiting
around all these years simply for a chance to gek lat you, be my guest.
But you knownothing,Peter. Patrick is man.Football is behind him. He's
built a very successful life for himself, one tiat wouldn't jeopardize for
cheap revenge any more than | would."

"So naive," came the caustic retort.

"Not naive,"” she countered firmly. "Realistic. Ay way of realistic
advice, let me suggest that you simply tell youwsrady audience that what
your ex-wife does is her business, and her busimdsse." She sat
straighter. "l haven't got time to hold your hahgaur ego happens to be
bruised. I've got work to do. Now, if you'll excusee—" Slamming down
the phone, she severed the connection, then sallirg in anger for the
few minutes it took for her to regain her composien she lifted the
receiver again, it was to buzz Leila.

"Leila, that was my ex-husband. If he calls agdim unavailable.
Understood?"

THE DAMAGE HAD BEEN DONE Jordanna was as furious at Peter for having
suggested what he had as she was at herself forghestened to him. For,
much as she tried to categorically deny his aliegat she couldn't totally
erase them from her mind.

That night, when she appeared somehow withdrawtricRajuestioned
her.



"What is it, angel? Something's bothering you."

She forced a smile. "Oh, nothing. Just tired, Isgu& hings must be getting
to me."

"But everything's going well. Widener's going todmdling hack its stocks.
You've nothing to fear from them anymore."

But from you&he wanted to ask, but didn't. She knew she sloaumhe right
out and tell him about Peter's call. Somehow sheldodt. She was
embarrassed. Patrick would think she didn't trust At all. She was
frightened. What if some of what Peter had said tnaes?

They didn't make love that night. Patrick simplychieer in his arms until, at
last, she fell asleep. Long after, he lay worryifegring that it was the
intensity of their relationship that was getting lter. He thought about
cooling it for a while, but he couldn't. He neededsee her, to speak with
her, to be with her. As it was, he was exercishgdreatest control in not
pestering her about marriage. More than anythinidpenworld, he wanted
her to be his wife. With each day, the need gremd Awas never more dire
than at times like this when he realized just hoattached she truly was.

THEN came the dayjearly a month after the agreement with the Haught
Group had been formalized, when Jordanna had to §b Louis. She'd put
the trip off twice, just as Patrick had limited tsetf to day trips so that they
might have the nights to themselves and each dduesshe couldn't delay it
longer. Her plant manager was resigning and hitacement had to be
interviewed and approved. When hiring was doneuah san important
level, Jordanna had always reserved the final jiedgrfor herself after her
personnel department had narrowed the field tothhee top contenders.
This time, given the fact that she'd have to beyafn@am Patrick for two
nights, her heart wasn't in it. But her mind waatieularly in light of the
recent changes in the ownership of Willow Entegsjshe knew that this
was no time to abdicate her responsibility. As awslof command, if
nothing more, she had to go.



The parting was difficult for Jordanna, enlighteqim its way. Patrick
accompanied her to the airport for the early-magriight.

"Are you sure you'll be okay?" he asked, handsl¥ignipping the lapels of
her coat as they stood by the boarding gate.

"I'll be fine. I've done this many times before."

"I know, but still..." He cast a worried glancedhgh the sheets of glass. "It
looks like it might snow. They're predicting it."

She laughed softly. "By the time it comes, I'lligethere above it all. You're
the one who'll be stuck with it."

"l wish you'd let me come."
They'd discussed this before. "You've got your avark to do, Pat. And
I've got to let our people down there know thatdtiti firmly in control. No,

it's better that | go alone." Her voice crackechdtigh | will miss you."

Enfolding her in his arms, Patrick held her tightl{ll miss you too, angel.
You'll call when you're free?"

"Every night."

Boarding began. While the other passengers flowetdheld her silently.
When they could put it off no longer, he kissed Helove you, Jordanna.”

She buried her face against his neck breathinglgleépim for a final time.
"l love you too."

"Will you... ?"His voice trailed off with indecision.
"Will | what?"
Unable to stop himself, he went ahead. "Will yoinkhabout us while

you're there?" The slight emphasis he put on ubdeft no doubt in
Jordanna's mind what he referred to.



"I will," she whispered
"And you'll behave?"

"I will." Reaching up, she kissed him once moreefhfearful she might
lose her composure altogether, she quickly hoiberdshoulder bag and
headed for the door.

Patrick watched, feeling helpless and empty asgtleed away from him.
Her departure was a harsh reminder of precisely mmeh she meant to
him. She was his light. Without her his world wasldand lonely.

AS proOMISER Jordanna called him that night. She told him aloai flight,
which had been smooth, and about the interviewsl $tael with two of the
three finalists that afternoon at the plant. Thes@ been more perplexing.
Something was missing in each of the two men simé&tviewed. She
couldn't put her finger on it. Intuition, she tdRat. He simply chuckled
when she tried to apologize and told her that méwmition was very
definitely something to be trusted. Hadn't it gotteer this far in life, he
asked. She wondered.

The third interview was scheduled for the followimgrning, after which
she had meetings scheduled with various of thet gdarsonnel and the
decision on the manager to make. On the third mgrréhe would have a
meeting with the chosen one. In her briefcase aheéd detailed reports on
each of the candidates; these she reviewed timagaid.

From the moment she sat down with the third candjddne knew what her
decision would be. She also knew what had beenimgigs the other two
men. A plant manageher plant manager, had to be ultrasensitive to people.
This third man had called half an hour before he dae to come, saying
that there was an emergency at the plant he .vesepily managing and
that he might be several minutes late. He wasothB explained his call.

One of his workers had collapsed on the job. Heldted to be sure that the
woman was taken to the right hospital, that she gigen immediate



attention by the best doctor and that her familg wantly notified and on
their way.

Jordanna hired him on the spot. Intuition, she t@dself, not to mention
the fact that his qualifications had been impecaeahis references superb.
Or was it simply that, with the decision made ahd tongratulatory
meeting held there and then, she was free to ftk Iba New York that
night?

She didn't stop to analyze her motives, but pusieeself headlong into the
afternoon's meetings. She was tired but enthusiagten she called Pat to
tell him of her change in plans. He was delightBdere was no way he
could have fabricated his pleasure, she told Hereeén if hehad had
reason to do so. If, as Peter had so callouslyesigd, he had sought her
and her business out of revenge, by rights Paivinkid have been looking
forward to this break from her. But she believea when he said he loved
her, when he said he missed her, when he saidbdltkre at the airport to
meet her at whatever time the plane touched down.

In a state of immense satisfaction, she took at@dbe airport. Several of
the plant personnel had offered to drive her, hattswanted the time alone.
Nothing, no one, should intrude on her thoughtBatifick, she decided. She
was going home.

The plane was filled. She'd been fortunate to gdastminute seat.
Buckling herself in, she put her head back and taaleep breath, then
awaited the takeoff. It went without a hitch, rigirt time, smooth and, for
Jordanna, with promise.

St. Louis was no more than an hour behind whenpitzathise was shattered
by the quiet announcement from the captain.

"Ladies and gentlemen." He cleared his throat. &fraid we'll be taking a
slight detour. There's a gentleman here in thegidekth us who insists on
being taken elsewhere. He may be armed" There wasak before his
voice returned more tensely. "He is armed but waatsarm to come to any
of us. On his behalf, | ask you to remain calrhk&ep you informed of our
flight plan once it is determined.”



Jordanna sat in her seat as a wave of disbelief fdar, swept the large
cabin.Hijack. The word was a murmur, bouncing in a wave fromromeof
seats to another. Flight attendants moved deftgngpdown the aisles, their
pale faces in contrast to the smooth words of asserthey delivered on
cue.

Hijack. It seemed unreal. But then, so hakleoveibeen, and she'd seen the
end results of that. A slow trembling started despin Jordanna, seeping
steadily through her limbs until she had to grdsp upholstered arms on
either side for support

Hijack? Was it possible? After everything she'd been thhoduring the
past few months, it couldn't be! She looked frailycfrom side to side but
found nothing reassuring in the faces around hieos& too were pale and
searching hers for the answers none of them had.

"This is too much,” the man on her left mutterde'been flying for thirty
years and nothing like this has ever happened.animiére had engines go
dead. I've had lightning all but strike the plaBat... a hijacking?"

"The worst that's ever happened to me,” venturedytbunger man on
Jordanna's right, "was to lose my luggage. It we@reece while | went to
California. | had to go out and buy new clothes. b&gs made it two days
later."

Eyes straight ahead and dazed, Jordanna heardf f@rsthe conversation.
"l was supposed to fly home tomorrow. This wasst-tainute change of
plans. | wanted to be back. | thought—" She stogp#dng when a lump
formed in her throat. Sensing the state of her mmst the man on her left
patted her hand in a fatherly fashion. In otherwinstances, she might have
thought it condescending— the little lady neediomtort. But she did need
comfort. And she appreciated the gesture.

"How can this kind of thing happen?" the man onrigitt demanded of no
one in particular. "My God, with all the securityepautions at airports
you'd think they'd be able to prevent it. Everythigoes through X-rays.
How could some kook walk up there and say he's @Pthe



"Maybe he's bluffing,"” the man on her left conjeetli "They're probably
trying to find that out now."

"Either that, or they're trying to talk him outitf Jordanna offered, trying
to gather her wits and assess the situation inevieatsmall manner she
could. It was hard. Her stomach was in knots and theughts kept
wandering, mostly toward New York where Patrick Wosoon be waiting.
Incredulous still, she shook her head. "Where dotixamk he wants to go?"

"Cuba?" suggested the man on her right. In vagushméashion, he was
wearing jeans and a Western- style shirt. Jordédmmaght him to be in his
mid- twenties and prayed that he—or any other o fhassengers
—wouldn't be so foolish as to try to storm the qutk

"Maybe the Middle East," suggested the man on dfer'lif we land in a
country we have no extradition treaty with, a Hi@cwould be safe.”

Jordanna looked over at him. Perhaps in his edtigs, he wore a business
suit and might have seemed perfectly calm exceph®sweat that dotted
his forehead. When he met her gaze, she gave hworiged smile and
looked down. Again he patted her hand. Again shieameed the kind
gesture.

Very slowly, the shock aboard the craft gave waw thick, quiet tension.
What conversation there was was muted. All earsevadtuned to the
moment the captain's voice would return. The fligiitendants came
through bearing drinks, explaining that dinner vaibloé served later. It went
without saying that the food provisions might hatee be stretched
somewhat, depending on their final destination.

It seemed an eternity before the captain came badke loudspeaker. His
voice was low, obviously strained. A ripple of apipension passed through
the cabin. All other noise ceased.

"This is your captain speaking. I've just been gietearance to head for
Philadelphia, where we'll be stopping briefly tdued. If there are any
medical conditions that need special attentiorgg#enotify one of the flight



attendants now. Once we leave Philadelphia, wedl Heading for
Benghazi."

With a curt click, the speaker went dead. In itkeyasilence reigned, but
only long enough for the passengers to absorlmtwsbit of information.

"Benghazi?" the man on Jordanna's right echoed.ef@/ln the hell is
that?"

"Libya," returned the man on her left in a dulléaof voice. "It's on the other
side of the world!"

"Should've been Cuba," the first growled. "Wouldezn faster, cleaner.”

Wearily, Jordanna closed her eyes and witheredhatseat. Libya. Nvas
on the other side of the world. So far away frontriBla So far away from
everything she knew that was safe and predict&d.only knew what the
Libyans would do with an American aircraft jammeithweople! God only
knew if they'd make it there in one piece!

Suddenly the world seemed a very bleak place wiéhanly bright light
shining from New York. Patrick would be there, wait worrying. But
she'd be landing in Philadelphia, so close, so wdoge, then taking off
again for Africa and a far and hostile land. Whatsvin store for her—for
the entire planeload of people—was unknown ancktbes terrifying. Most
terrifying of all was the thought that, should sdéhieg go wrong, she might
never see Patrick again.



CHAPTER TEN

PATRICK STARED AT THE ARRIVAL GATE In a state of disbelief. "What did you
f‘\(;leye? don't know when that flight will be in,” the yng airline official
repeated softly, apologetically. "It's been hijatKe

"Hijacked. You've got to be kidding."

"l wish | were."

Patrick made a facéHijacked?"

"The plane should be landing in Philadelphia righbut now. It'll refuel
there.”

"And then?"

The woman's voice lowered. "They'll go on to Libya.
"Libya! This has to be a joke."

The woman shook her head.

"You're serious?" When she nodded, his heart skippdeat. "Oh, my
God!"

"I'm sorry, sir. We're doing everything we cantptb talk the man out of
it."

Patrick's eyes flashed. "How could something likis happen? | thought
you people were so careful!

"We are," she replied as calmly as she could. 'CEptain says the man's got
an explosive hooked to his pacemaker."



"Pacemaker!"Patrick cried, then dropped his voice an octavais'is too
much."

"We had no way of knowing. Since the man couldagspthrough the metal
detectors, he was searched by hand. The pacemalseanvexternal one,
secured near his waist. No one ever dreamed it'ilegitimate."

"No one ever dreamed...." Patrick muttered. "Datnmy woman's on that
plane!"

The official tossed a pained glance toward the rofheople somberly
clustered at the arrival gate. "They've got frieadd relatives on it too. I'm
sorry. | wish there were more | could say. Thene'season to believe that
the plane won't land in Benghazi, drop the hijacksa then quickly return
here. If you'd like to wait, we'll fill you in onng news as we get it."

"Wait. Uh, yes, I'll wait." His brow furrowed, theaheared as he tried to sort
out his whirling thoughts. "How long? How long will take to get to
Benghazi and back? '

When she grew flustered, a male official steppedThe flying time one
way is close to thirteen hours."

"Thirteen hours! And they'll have enough fuel?" ¢deild just see the plane
running out midway, and shuddered.

"It'll be close, but they should be okay. If ne@gshey can land in Tripoli,
but the hijacker insists on going to Benghazih# tibyans allow them to
land and take right off again—"

"If," Patrick interrupted in anger. "But if the Libyaowgrnment detains
them..."

The official shook his head once. "We have no nedsobelieve that the
Libyans would detain them for any reason. Please]sere's no cause for
immediate harm."



"No cause?My God, man! This isn't exactly your average ftighHe
looked down, eyes terror filled. "Hijacked. It dab&. Jordanna’'s on that
plane."” Suddenly he looked back up. "Maybe shd'sSte only got a seat at
the last minute. Maybe it was overbooked... orrsissed it...."

"Her name?" Already the official was studying thiplmoard before him.
"Kirkland," Patrick stated, heart pounding. "JomdarKirkland."

One page of names was studied, then turned. Pathickes rose. He didn't
care if she hadn't called. Or maybe she had; leeld but of the office since
he received her first call and had wanted to geh¢oairport in plenty of
time. He didn't care if she'd have to take tomotsdiight after all. Just as
long as she was safe.

But his hopes were shattered when the official ggésa finger midway
down the second sheet of paper. "Jordanna Kirkl#ed, I'm afraid she is
on the flight."

Patrick squeezed his eyes shut. The young womae é@m behind the
counter to gently take his elbow. "Why don't youda seat, sir? We'll have
coffee brought out in a little while. As soon ashlear anything, we'll pass it
on."

Dumbly he looked at her, then followed her glanoward the others
waiting in small, quiet groups. "Uh, yes. | thinK.think I'll just go stand by
the window."

"If there's anything we can get you..."

"Get me Jordanna, he ordered. "Just get her baeksagely."

"We'll do our best,” the woman offered softly, thieft him to give her
attention to another worried party that approached.

Patrick stared out the window for what seemed améy. Disbelief, shock,
anger—each yielded in turn to the next. When dtHasurned and took a
seat, he was filled with an awful helplessness. fgat. So much could



happen. A hijacker had to be crazy to begin withatif he completely lost
his mind midflight and detonated the explosive &igied? What if someone
tried to tackle him and the explosive went off wcident? What if the
Libyans detained both the plane and its crew. Te&iMayhem? Or if they
refused to grant the hijacker asylum and he wersdbk there and then?

Beads of sweat covered Patrick's brow. He moppea tlith his forearm,
then thrust his fingers through his hair. It wasaaf! All of it! Jordanna was
coming back to himrushingback to him. She'd advanced her schedule,
taken an earlier flight. For him. Guilt joined terrto consume him. If
anything happened to her, he'd never forgive himgéhy couldn't it have
beenhe on that plane? Why Jordanna? Why now, just whamgshwere
looking so good for them?

Hours passed. The terminal slowly filled with arugdriends and relatives,
silent in their vigil. Representatives of the megigetly worked the crowd,
interviewing those who would speak, deftly bypagsothers. Standing
once more at the window with his back to the restrick waited angrily,

almost daring someone from the press to approachHhe'd tell them what
he thought, crude bastards. To shove a microphbaeparson who was
obviously in pain was low and dirty and heartless.

"Got someone on it too?"

Snapping his head to the side, Patrick found hihggdating at an elderly
gentleman whose eyes were moist. Instantly contnigecurbed his anger
and nodded.

The man gripped the wood rail with gnarled hands shook slightly. "My
daughter's on it. Didn't even know it until my soAlaw had the good grace
to call. We're not close." There was sadness ibiuken voice and regret.
"Heard about it on the eleven o'clock news. Neweagined she'd be
aboard."Did the news have anything to add thatlaet know?" Patrick
asked as gently as he could, but there was anlymdpurgency in his tone
that he couldn't hide. Despite hourly updates hyoat personnel, real news
had been scarce. The plane was indeed en routéya. Beyond that,
nothing was known.



The old man shook his head. "Just mention of sofikeopassengers. A
singer. Never heard of him. Couple of company plesstis. Never heard of
them either. Course, no one's heard of my Jane."

Patrick wondered if Jordanna's name had been nmeatjdut he didn't ask.
It didn't matter. The only thing that mattered what the plane and its
passengers should return intact. And soon.

In as blind a daze as Patrick felt himself, therolth wandered off. A long
table had been set up at one end of the room \aitlovgiches and hot
drinks. The thought of food made Patrick sick. Hendered if Jordanna
had eaten, wondered whether there'd be enoughdioddirink to sustain
the passengers through their ordeal. He triedreemngber what he'd read
about other hijackings, but drew a blank. Slamnhiisdfist upon the rail, he
gritted his teeth against the pain. But the wofshe pain was inside, and it
only grew as the long night wore on.

By dawn, he felt desolate. Slumped in a chair, la¢ched the sky pale.
Around him, others shifted and fidgeted. Those d/ifalen asleep awoke
with urgently whispered inquiries about news. Thabse'd gone home for
the night slowly trickled back.

Helping himself to a cup of hot coffee, Patrick wared aimlessly about
the room. He felt, in turn, like a caged animakrtha grateful hostage.
Rubbing a hand to his shadowed jaw, he wondereel should go home to
shave and shower. But he didn't want to go anywidsewhile Jordanna
was out there. Not while there might be news.

At nine in the morning, slouched once more in d,deawas roused from
his depression by a familiar voice.

"Pat! | just heard!" Andrew Harper, one of his pars and close friends,
slipped breathlessly into the seat next to hingotlhere as soon as | could."”

"You heard?" Patrick echoed, numb.

"Read, actually. The newspaper.” He held a copgefblin his lap, but
Patrick was too weary to reach for it.



"They mentioned her?"
"Yes. She's one of several big names on the plane."

Patrick thought of the old man who'd talked withmhhours before.
"They're all big names, Andy. Every one of them—e"tbssed his head
toward the crowd behind him "—to these people Kere.

Andrew looked appropriately chastised. Then he éy&ftiend cautiously.
"Is there any news? The paper simply said the plaa® on its way to
Libya."

"It should be arriving within the hour.” Word hadmoe through a few
minutes before. "That's all we know."

"Well, at least that's something. They're gettimgre."

Patrick shuddered and stared straight ahead. "NeWwave to wonder what
the Libyans will do with them. Once they land, thiggrobably sit on a

runway sweltering in the heat. If the hijacker ramsan board, they'll be in
continuing danger from him. If he gets off, theyyntee in danger from the
Libyans." Leaning forward, he knotted his hand®tbgr. "All we can do is

to pray that the plane will be allowed to take with everyone but the
hijacker aboard."”

Andrew raised a hand to his friend's shouldetl gigt off okay. You'll see.”

Patrick closed his eyes tightly. "I keep thinkinfyEntebbe. What those
people went through—"

"That was a political thing, Pat. This is not. tiftse crazy man. The Libyans
wouldn't do anything to risk this country's retaba."

Opening his eyes wide, Patrick sat back with altsigh. "I keep telling

myself that but, damn it, it doesn't help. Jord&ma that plane. If it
weren't for me, she'd have flown in safely this nmog. If anything happens
to her, I don't think I'll ever forgive myself. Ntwt mention the idea of living
without her--"



"Hell, Pat. Since when were you such a pessimist?"
Patrick looked at his friend then. "I'm talking liga"

"You're talking morbid. Hey, when was the last tiy@u heard of an
American plane being hijacked with anything happgnto either its
passengers or crew?" When Patrick thought for autajrthen shrugged,
Andrew went on. "They'll all be okay. Sure, maylm. IMaybe tired and
hungry and thirsty. But they'll be okay. Got that?"

"I have your word?" Patrick asked, sarcasm in heked brow.
Andrew simply sent him a chiding glance, then swdte "Is there anything
| can do?' Pat shook his head. "I'll cover youhat affice. Any important

meetings that can't be postponed?"

Nothing was so important that it couldn't be posggzh Not when Jordanna
was in danger. Again he shook his head.

"You really should go home and change. You lookudi/f

Pat was still shaking his head. "I can't. Not gtleast. Once we get word
that the plane's on the way home, | may leaveridraur." He glanced at his
watch. He'd calculated and recalculated all nigint.the most optimistic
circumstances, they could be back tonight. Untiknow something,
anything, I'm staying here."

"Want me to stop back later?"

Pat's smile was sad but it held his appreciatidio. Thanks anyway, Andy.
I'll just...sit here. I'll be okay. Don't worry alniome."

"You're sure?"
llYup.ll

But he began to wonder as the day dragged on. Mmseno news, other
than that the plane had indeed landed in BengNazivord of a takeoff. No



word of a seizure. Nothing. Patrick's frustratioaswshared by the others
standing watch. His worry was reflected on theicelg his sense of
helplessness in the way they seemed to wandeniless circles, sitting,
only to stand and walk again.

When, at midafternoon, a reporter approached hienwhs too tired to
muster immediate fight.

"Excuse me," the young woman said, "but aren't.ygou look very much
like..."

"I am," he conceded, staring off toward the runwag'sl already imprinted
inch by inch on his mind.

"Do you have someone on this flight, Mr. Clayes?"

"Yes. My woman."

The reporter began to write.

"Must you do that?" Patrick snapped, tossing aadaover his shoulder.
"Have you made notes on each of these people anthames of those
they're waiting for?"

"Some," the reporter returned calmly.

"And you've asked how they feel, whether they'reried?"

"Logical questions, given the circumstances."”

"Doesn't it occur to you that this is an invasidrpovacy? That they may
not want someone poking her nose in at such anl aivwfe?"

"It's news, Mr. Clayes. You should know that."

"Oh, | know it, all right, which is why | always dliavoid the press."
Standing, he thrust his fists into his pants paekat you'll excuse me..."



Without another word, he walked off.

It was shortly after five when a somber-faced maglirepresentative
announced that the plane had not yet left LibyasneRed expressions of
anxiety rippled through the air. Patrick stoodflstifvhile the representative
explained that both the airline and the governmesre doing everything
they could. Turning, head bowed, Patrick walkethtowindow once more.

How was Jordanna? She had to be exhausted. Aiindenigd. If he thought
the waiting hard, he could barely begin to imagimatshehad to be going
through. Nearly twenty-four hours—that was how |@tg'd been on the
plane.If shewas still on the plane. He shuddered when he thmoofthe
alternatives, then tried to think more positivéjost likely there was some
simply explained delay. But what? Red tapgRy hadn't the plane taken
off?

Dropping into a chair, Patrick realized that he wese bone tired than he'd
ever been in his life. He felt as though he'd platieee football games
back- to-back and then had been forced to run ardibe entire field a

dozen times. Moreover, those games had been Sapéds Bnd he'd blown

each one.

Nothing, no,nothingcould compare with the way he felt. Worried. Felarf
Empty. Alone. The others waiting so tensely in téeminal might have
been some comfort; sharing the ordeal, there wgsnde bond between
them. But he couldn't share his thoughts with théidn't want to hear their
tales of woe. Rather, he drew into himself and et his thoughts on
willing Jordanna safe and well.

Six o'clock became seven. The winter's night had kince fallen. Seven
became eight, then nine. The crowd thinned outnagai some of its
members went home for a few hours' rest. Patrided@nce or twice in his
seat, only to snap awake to a vision of an expfosragunfire and screams.
Andrew stopped by again and tried to persuade digo thome for a bit, but
Patrick was adamant about not leaving until hedheamething positive.

Finally, at three in the morning word came. Wittaon of fuel, the plane
had taken off from Benghazi and, after a stop ibr&@iar for food, drink



and sufficient extra fuel to see it across the #ia would be heading
home. The words were sweet, bringing tears of amgui relief to all eyes
in the room, including Patrick's. Numb with fatigusut elated by the
promise of having Jordanna in his arms that nightinally left the airport
and went home.

By the time he returned, with several hours' slaeghave, shower and fresh
clothes to his credit, he felt almost human. Almdste rest would come
when Jordanna was back with him.

The atmosphere at the arrival gate was one of guig@tement. With word
from Gibraltar not only that the plane had leftrthen schedule but also that
everyone aboard was well, if tired, the friends esldtives who waited in
New York broke out in smiles from time to time. Bt air of guardedness
remained; not until the plane actually touched davwould anyone fully
rejoice.

As afternoon became evening, the crowd swelledidgthose who had so
faithfully kept the long vigil were other family nmbers and friends.
Moving from group to group in scavenger fashion eveepresentatives
from both the print and electronic media.

Patrick kept to himself for the most part, eyesedluo the sky. As the
minutes passed, his excitement grew. The planedwasn at six. With a
mere fifteen minutes to go, and the sun a faint orgnm the west, he turned
from the window to get a drink of water, only t@pt dead still and stare
ahead. There, looking fresh and alert, chattingahiyiwith two reporters,
was Peter Kirkland.

Patrick's first response was to haul back and ptimehman in the mouth.
He'd come for the show, the bastard! He intendechsh in on Jordanna's
ordeal to milk it for whatever publicity he coulétd

Then Peter met his gaze with a message that wdsanar direct. Patrick
looked away, then back, then away again, deepoungifit. When he looked
back a final time, it was to calmly nod to Peteery deliberately he
unclenched his hand and tucked it comfortably theopocket of his slacks.



Then, accepting the challenge Peter had issuediene for his drink of
water.

As the landing time grew closer, a sense of ardtep filled the arrival

area. Ignoring Peter Kirk- land's presence andpiess contingent he
courted, Patrick stood at a far side of the roolerm@ately watching the
lighted runway and the information monitor suspehffem the ceiling.

The minutes seemed endless. Somehow fatigue wgstten, as was the
anguish that had dominated the past two days. éir ghlace was an
excitement just waiting to bubble and overflow.

When the airline official announced that the pl&sad touched down and
would be approaching the terminal momentarily, kective sigh of relief
seemed to watft into the air, accompanied by randoeers and an exultant
shout. The crowd inched forward, restrained injag only by airline
personnel who struggled to leave an open patthiopassengers.

Patrick remained at the side. Given his superigghtehe could easily see
the door through which the passengers would pagewise, he knew
Jordanna would easily see him.

Heart thudding, he caught sight of the aircraitjatk as it pulled up to the
terminal. His throat felt suddenly tight; he trisdswallow the lump there
but couldn't. All he could do was to imagine thepkine's door being
opened and its passengers, who'd traveled suaiganlay, streaming out,
up the corridor, onto home soil at last.

It seemed an eternity before the first of the bggled travelers emerged to
be crushed into familiar, welcoming arms. Patriely/ss filled with tears; he
brushed them with his sleeve and focused agairningaivatching, his life
suspended until she came into view.

Inside the aircraft, Jordanna waited for those tgefeer to begin to move.
She wondered how something so simple could takiersp particularly
after all they'd been through, then realized thahausted as she was, her
patience was next to nil. Those around her werguget as she; it was as
though every bit of the energy they possessed a@sséd on terra firma



and home. She shifted from her left foot to hehtighen hoisted the strap
of her shoulder bag more comfortably when, attlzstine started forward.

She needed to see Patrick, needed to hold himithiad been for thought
of him she might have gone mad during the harroviioigrs of flight, the
more harrowing hours of silent detainment on Libgail. If she'd needed
something to help her sort things out regardindifesrthis ordeal had been
it. Forty-eight hours of enforced inactivity, ofareconstant fear, could do
that to a person. Oh, yes, she knew what she walht@ds simply a matter
of physically getting there.

She thought she'd scream when the line slowed dgaim, but it moved on

again quickly and, heart pounding, she kept up.rwea she was, both
mentally and physically, she suddenly had all tergy in the world. It was

as though her life passed through a funnel, narrguvi on the one element
that held meaning. Patrick.

The corridor leading from the plane into the termhiseemed endless. The
clamor of joyous reunions reached her moments bedioe stepped into the
light. Blood thundering through her veins, she clead the throng of faces.
Tears blurred her vision. Walking ever forward, bheked.

"Jordanna! Over here!" She turned her head to ssg@aman approaching.
But it wasn't Patrick. It was.Reter.The nightmare continued!

Before she could move much farther, she was engdlopa hug expansive
enough to be captured by the cameras that roltmv'are you, babe? | was
so worried!"

Frantic now, she continued to search the crowceriketsed her soundly on
her cheek, but she didn't notice. Could it be Bedtick hadn't come? Could
it be that her ordeal had been for nothing? Tdeeaising down her cheeks,
she struggled to focus.

Then she saw him, as different from Peter as rfrgint day. Where Peter
looked fresh and well rested, Patrick was the ohe lad obviously lived
through the ordeal with her. Where Peter was saded by the press,
Patrick stood alone, waiting in anguish.



"I've got to go," she heard herself murmur, anchpdsagainst Peter's arms.
"Excuse me... I've got to—" Then she was free, dagher way through the
crowds, until at last Patrick was holding her ahd knew she was home.

Heavy sobs came from deep within then, expressotig the heartache
she'd endured and the joy of reunion. Her armdecirbis neck, clinging
with desperation and need and love. She couldik'tttaough her tears,
could only hold him tighter, and tighter. He wassdent, and as firm. His
strong arms surrounded her. His own tears fellyree

How long they stood like that, they neither knew cared. The only thing
that mattered was that they were together agaithedag his composure
mere moments ahead of her, Patrick moved his §pkdp ear. His voice
was hoarse, but she heard every word. "There'samatid ring in my
pocket. Want it?"

Face buried still against his neck, right arm remmagy coiled in tight
possession, she lowered her left hand to his podiet small box was
easily opened, her finger quickly slid through tireg. Then, without so
much as a look at the exquisite gem, she resunteaboltek of him.

"l love you, Pat. | love you so much!"

"Mrs. Kirkland. A moment, please?" The interrupticame from one of the
several press people who'd gathered around. Jadarassed her head
more tightly to Patrick's neck. "How was it?" cathe intrusive voice. "Did
the passengers ever panic?"

"Did the Libyans board the plane?" demanded a skcon
"Did you talk with the hijacker at all?" shot arthi

Very slowly and with deliberation, Patrick easedddmna to his side.
Wiping the tears from her cheeks, he broke out anbwoad smile. "I love
you," he mouthed, rewarded by her own smile. Thentdrned to the
microphones that seemed to have gathered in a sWwhbalieve that Mrs.

Kirk- land is well, but tired. She's been throughadeal. We'vall been

through an ordeal.”



"She saw her husband—" a reporter began, only teobadly interrupted
by Patrick, whose gaze had returned to Jordanmalswas not to be
dislodged.

"Her exhusband. She's engaged to me now."

"Engaged?" A second reporter frowned down at htsbamok as though in
search of information he'd somehow missed.

"That's right,” Patrick said with a grin.

Sniffing a new story in the works, an astute ted®n correspondent waved
his microphone closer. "So the rivalry goes on?"

Patrick's grin didn't fade, nor did he shift higeyrom Jordanna's. "No. The
rivalry's over. Now, if you'll excuse us..." Turginhe began to lead
Jordanna from the crowd.

A final question followed them. "When's the weddihg

"Within the month," Patrick stated, his arm wrapfiedly about Jordanna's

shoulders as he quickened his pace. "Is thatghit?I' he murmured softly,

when at last the reporters had given up.

"Oh, yes," she breathed, her bright eyes beam(@Q..!" yes."

"HI sLEePYHEADR" Patrick whispered, smiling broadly. "How do yiael?"

Opening her other eye, Jordanna stretched, theheddorward and took
his hands. "Better. | was exhausted."”

"Good reason for that." His eyes lowered brieflfobe returning to her face.
"Maybe you should cut back your hours."

She smiled at his concern. "l already have. Anddkay. Really. A nap
before dinner always does the trick. Have you ls#ting here long?"



"Long enough. | like watching you. My beautiful wif Leaning forward,
he caught her lips in an exquisitely gentle kiss.

"Mmm," Jordanna breathed. "I like that." In theldiEen months they'd been
married, it had only gotten better and better.

"Angel?"
She opened her eyes to find him looking at heoimcern.
"Are you sure this is what you want?"

Laughing, she pressed his hand to her swellingatbni'lt's a little late to
worry about that, isn't it?" She was six monthgpeat and growing by the
day.

"But | do worry. | know how much the business meafis

Leaving his hand on their child, she put her fisger his lips. "Shh. |
thought I'd made that clear. The business is..btlsness. You're my life.
And now we'll have a child to love." She pausedolYe not sorry, are
you?" She recalled her first marriage and the tehae Peter had had to
share any part of her. In her heart she knew Ratr&s different. Still, from
time to time, she needed to hear the words. Asahadys been the case in
the past, she wasn't disappointed now.

"God, no! I've dreamed about having this baby. Koow that." Raising the
edge of her loose blouse, he leaned low to kisstwerded belly. "I love you
so much I think I'll burst at times. It'll be aieflto have someone to absorb
the overflow."

For Jordanna, it was the same. Threading her fanigéo his hair, she held

his head as he brushed his lips back and forthtoetesh. When he gently

gripped the elastic band of her pants and easbuhih, she closed her eyes
against the heady pleasure.



"Oh, Pat, | love you," she whispered, then caughthreath when his lips
moved lower. And lower. Suddenly her pulse wasngeit the excitement
of his touch. "Pat, let's-"

"Shh. Let me."

And he did. Using his lips and tongue and thosenpheenally agile fingers
of his, he brought her to the furthest reachessird and back, before at last
sliding up her trembling body.

"You're wonderful," he murmured, careful not to thiwer as he moved his
large body over hers.

It took her a moment to catch her breath. But i Wward given the sensual
rock of his body. "Patrick,"” she chided, "you'réyfuressed."

"Not for long." Grinning, he reached for the buckiehis belt. "Not for
long."

When he took her then, it was with precious careé smderness. She
enveloped him, gave him every bit as much of hebsalk, and then some.
He was first in her life. It had been that way sitltte moment they'd set eyes
on each other in the woods of New Hampshire. Wats reassurance he
sought, Jordanna intended to spend a lifetime abrd giving him
precisely that. For in the giving she receivedvdis what their love was all
about.
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STORMY COURTSHIBb Ann Ross

Jonnie Ryan had always been lovestruck when it cénsizzlingly
attractive Dan Kincade, the local college baskétt@dhch. Since the day
he'd gently resisted her teenage longings, Jonm& ke was more than
movie-star handsome. He was also warm and cariogwigen Dan's
innocence was in question years later, Jonnie viliegmo risk her career
to defend him. And to admit that she'd never stdgpeing him.. . .

YES, WITH LOVEBMeg Dominique

Nan Blake hadn't expected to find photographer &e6allant wearing
an apron at their first meeting. But he proveddddy from domesticated. In
fact, Nan was hardly prepared for the onslaughiopowerful virility. She
nearly forgot the purpose of her visit—to convimo@ to exhibit his work
in a show. Spence was gifted, both in and out df.beand too much of a
pro for Nan to resist!

SUMMER WINEEthel Paquin

Christa Monroe never dreamed she'd have a secamtelwith Karl von

Klee. Her first lover, the handsome exchange stutlad once been the
center of her world. Then Karl had been forceddtunmn to his native

Germany. Now he was back, eager to reclaim hisléagt. Christa could

hardly believe she was back in his strong, possessnbrace. But Karl
soon made no secret of his intentions. Yes, heeda@hrista—but on his
terms, and in his own country. .. .

MAN WITH A PASTayne Ann Krentz

Those words described Cole Stockton to a T, Kdidesdock decided. But
Cole was also a man of mystery—and that worried Aerelationship



should be honest, open from the start, and he sk&reave something to
hide.. . . But walking away wouldn't be easy. Kglseon discovered that
Cole was fiercely determined to win her—body anal.so
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