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They weren't just singing in the rain

Jennifer Watt was crazy about old movies, and athan of golden oldies
put her in a romantic mood. So sheltering beneatmaaquee with a
handsome stranger during a downpour seemed psdegting.

David Constable, she discovered, was made to badinig man. But their
love story was complicated by an intricate plosHg had written the script,
David wouldn't be just

about to move out of town. Nor would whispered phoalls, an "accident”
and an attempted sabotage of David's work be #maeg their happy
ending... .



CHAPTER1

WITH A SONG in her heart and a smile on her lips Jennifer Watintered

across the threadbare, but florid, carpeting in Ity of the Uptown

Theater. Though it was after midnight, she tookaant to glance up at
the high vaulted ceiling. The splotchy turquoisentshowed an intricate
cobweb of cracks. And the gilt on the cherubs wtke Imore than a
nostalgic hint of the former rococo splendor of #ged movie house.

Beautiful. To Jennifer it all seemed beautiful, bathed inrtree-tinted glow
of the classic movies she'd just viewed at the sitaSinema Marathon.

Those were the days, she thought. The golden ag®tidén pictures in the
thirties and forties, when the heroines were lowaly the heroes dashing.
And the endings were happily happily ever after.

She hummed the title song frdBinging in the Rairthe last feature shown,
as she exchanged grins with the other die-hard enfaris who straggled
toward the exit.

The weather obligingly continued the rainy themette movie, but this
deluge was nothing to hum about. Rather thantiadishower, downtown
Denver was in the grip of a fierce electric storm.

With a shiver Jennifer folded her arms beneath breasts. She'd gone
straight to the theater from work, and her slintfdned-down-the-side skirt
and beige linen jacket offered little protectioraengt the elements. Worse
yet, her van was parked four blocks away, and stum'h brought a rain
slicker or an umbrella. She hadn't even brougldaaf sit was August, for
pity's sake, not a time for chilling thunderstorms.

As she paced back and forth under the marqueégiivece faded from her
step. The movie melodies went quiet in her minegwared out by the
steady thrum of rain and occasional explosionsiander.

She huddled beside a colorful poster Kiss Me Kateand muttered to
herself, "It has to let up.”



"Why?"

The deep-voiced reply startled her. She spun aranddyazed up into the
most gorgeous smile she'd ever seen—the smilenaitmee idol. Not only

did he have perfect teeth, but his smoky gray ayesthick, sable-colored
hair positively gleamed in the neon glare of thequee. He had dimples
like Clark Gable.

It took Jennifer a moment to realize that she wasing like some idiot
heroine of the thirties. With a gulp she closed mmeuth and swallowed
what was left of her pride. This wasn't the movlaegeal life no crescendo
of violins heralded the meeting of a man and a warfiaere were no softly
focused close-ups.

Too bad about the soft-focus, she thought wrylgn8ing in the harsh light,
she knew that all her rough edges were exposed. s$fexight,
shoulder-length hair must be drooping, her clotvese wrinkled and her
mascara must have smeared when she cried at thegpbiending oft's a
Wonderful Life.

"Why does it have to let up?" he repeated.

"Because it can't go on raining forever."

Brilliant comeback, she jeered at herself. But wbald expect charm in

the middle of the night? In a rainstorm? In anye¢cashe shouldn't be

striking up midnight conversations with total sjars.

She was old enough to know better. And she ceytdial more common

sense. Somehow, gazing at this uncommonly handsoameleft her as

giddy and senseless as a teenager.

Too much cinematic fantasy, she deduced as shegelyplooked away

from him, noting with relief that they weren't albne. Several other people

had taken shelter under the marquee.

"Were you in the theater?" he asked.



She nodded and edged away from him.

"I hadn't intended to stay for all &inging in the Rain,he continued. "But
| wanted to see Gene Kelly do that splash- indieHtain,
swinging-on-the-lamppost dance. The title numbé&s & great movie
moment. After that | was hooked."

Jennifer recognized the enthusiasm of a true dassema buff in the way
he eyed the puddles from the torrential downpoursWe actually

considering a reprise?

"A great movie moment," he repeated.

"If you want to pull a Gene Kelly on the rainy #te of Denver," she said
with more than a hint of cynicism, "don't let mestyou. Please. Be my
guest.”

With disconcerting ease he returned his focus—asi@ithodontic dream
of a smile—back to Jennifer. "Has anyone ever yold that you look like

Lauren Bacall?"

"Oh, please." She rolled her eyes.

"You do," he insisted. "Same cool, ironic twisttke lips. Same diffident
posture.”

"Maybe it's my padded shoulders," she said, warrtorigm in spite of her
reservations. "This is a vintage suit from theiést'

"It's perfect. You remind me of the way she looked o Have and Have
Not. The young Lauren Bacall."

"Young?" Jennifer grinned. "I'm thirty-one."
"Must be the light."

As he glanced up at the neon sign, she studiedrtare closely. Though his
regimental striped tie was loosened, his navy-tbluginess suit was neat



and well fitted—probably expensive—and he carrieléaher briefcase.
Apart from that roguish smile, he appeared to hé&qonservative. And
mysteriously familiar.

Jennifer heard herself asking one of those clichextions that were better
left to old movies or singles' bars. "Have we nmefobe?"

"Ever do business with Continental National Bank?"

"Have | ever!" Her feelings for Continental werecambination of deep
gratitude and the prickle of resentment that caseryemonth when her
loan payment fell due. Two years ago Continentdlfirnced the opening
of her arts and crafts shop, Watt's Up. More rdgeshie had arranged an art
show for their lobby, using some of the betterrstdi glass pieces from her
own shop and some original water- colors, includirfgw of her own.

She visualized the neutral colors of the bank,ntaebleized, streamlined
counter for the tellers and the neat rows of degkish a mental jolt the
pieces clicked into place. "l saw you in a meetwvith Mr. Sanders, my
business loan officer."

"Sanders? You're Watt's Up. Jennifer Watt, isa't it
"It is. And you're..."
"David Constable.”

"Really? I've heard a lot about you from Beth Amndse She truly
appreciates your efforts on her behalf."

Though the downpour showed no sign of abatememnifée was no longer

anxious to flee to her van David Constable, sheatga to herself. What a
nice stable, solid name! He wasn't some sort ohigld marauder. He was
a banker.

"Beth used you for a reference," he said. "And waue pointed out to me
while you were setting up the art show in the labbyshould have
introduced myself at that time."



"It's just as well that you didn't." The transpogiand hanging of stained

glass had been a nightmare. By the time the lasepivas carefully placed

to catch the available light, Jennifer's usuallgtrigusiness attire had been
discarded in favor of jeans and a T-shirt. Besidés, thought, meeting at

midnight under a neon marquee was much more romanti

"l can't quite believe it," she said. "You don'eselike a banker."

"Oh?" He gave her a one-eyebrow-raised look, Ik one that Jimmy
Stewart did so well. "What are bankers supposesgémn like?"

"l don't mean to be presumptuous or rude," she Shjdst don't expect to
find vice presidents from Continental National atinight movie festivals.
Seems an odd hobby."

"Does it? Well, | suppose you're right." He feigresekep thought. "I don't
believe I've encountered another banker tonight.Hdwe | met bankers at
the mass media courses I've taken. Nor at theriagléilm Festival. Nor at

any of the film production seminars I've attended.”

Properly chastised, Jennifer mumbled, "Touche."

"I hope you don't think I'm being forward," he sdidut would you consider
sharing an umbrella?"

She stared at him as though he'd just offered hmicaless treasure. "Do
you have one?"

"Of course. We banker types always think ahead."fliped open his
briefcase. With a flourish he produced a smallagdible umbrella and
popped it open. "Amortization. Insurance. Fluctogtinterest rates. And |
read the weather reports this morning."

She mentally applauded this evidence of foresitint. parked four blocks
away," she warned.

"Better than me. I'm not even parked. | had plartoesiop by the office and
then catch a bus."



"Then it's settled. You give me a dry walk to tlae, @and I'll give you a ride
home."

"It's a deal. Ready?"

"Not quite."” Jennifer's slim skirt wasn't made flashing and leaping over
puddles. Starting at the hem, she unbuttoned d pwmint well above her
knees. The slash provided wide mobility for hergidegs.

"A convertible," David commented.

"No, that's when you take the top down." Withounkimg she adjusted the
collar of his jacket. "But don't get any ideas."

"Too late," he said.

His astute attention to her unbuttoning processdasr an unexpected
twinge of pleasuref-ancy that, even bankers have hormomsésg, thought.

"Ready,"” she announced, looking regretfully at higth-heeled, strappy
sandals. "Wish I'd brought my Reeboks."

“"Lauren Bacall would never wear Reeboks."

As they ventured out into the driving rain, Jennibece again felt like
humming. To keep from getting wet, she snuggledecko David, finding
warm shelter against the storm. Their proximitye sthought, was
marvelous. It would be easy to develop an intimaiy this surprising
banker.

Her foot splashed in a puddle, and she let outa ye

"Maybe | should carry you," he offered.

"Don't be silly." She couldn't resist a little digdidn't think vice presidents
were ever silly."

"And | thought artists were impulsive enough to ahebare-headed through
the rain.”



They darted into the entryway of a jewelry storetlo@ corner and stood
there gazing out at the city street through a audérain.

"Artists are impulsive,” she informed him. "But I'm a retaileemember?"

"Not true. Your signature was on a couple of théawecolor sketches in the
art show at Continental. | almost bought one. Anadtrof an old cowboy."

"Really?" She beamed. Her artist friends usualymissed Jennifer's work
as being too sentimental. "Anyway, painting is jost hobby," she said.
"Not my life."

"I don't believe it." He lapsed into a Humphrey Bagmpersonation. "And
| can read you like a book, sweetheart."

"That was pitiful.”

"Couldn't help myself." He shrugged. "Bogey seeraggropriate. I've
always admired his way with women."

"Is that why you like classic movies? A chanceash up on technique?"
"First, you tell me about Jennifer Watt the artist.

"That's history,"” she said firmly. "Two years agodened Watt's Up and
everything changed. | had to keep track of inveaasoand come up with
advertising plans and pay off loans. And guess Whatiscovered that |
enjoyed being responsible."”

"Doesn't the store make you feel tied down?"

"Occasionally.” She combed her fingers through hair. The thick
humidity made the straight blond tendrils hang igagainst her nape. "I

don't often get away."

"Because the store can't run without you?" he asked



"Of course not. | have two capable part-time cledksd Beth Andrews
sometimes gives me a hand."

"Then why?" he prodded. "Why can't you leave tloesivhile someone
else takes care of your business?"

"l don't have anywhere | want to go," she blurtetl &s she heard herself
speak, the statement surprised her. Where haéettlatg come from? And
why did her words seem so pathetic and lonely?c8Hainly didn't think of
herself as a sorry old maid with no place to galidlh't mean that the way it
sounded.”

He gave her that disbelieving, one-eyebrow-raised.|

"Really," she protested. "I'm not whining. | hatbimers. And I've already
done New York and London and the Louvre."

His eyebrow rose even higher. "This topic bearth&urdiscussion. Over a
cup of coffee?"

It was her turn to be skeptical. Hot, steaminge®8ounded wonderful but
impossible. "Even a well-prepared guy like you tarder up a coffee shop
that's nearby and open.”

"Trust me."

"If you can find coffee, I'll drink it."

He handed her his umbrella and briefcase. Withohér explanation he
scooped her up in his arms and charged out intetthet.

"David! Put me down!"
"Not until | find coffee.”
Laughing and bouncing, she threw one arm aroundsh@ulders for

balance. No matter how she positioned the umbre#iaJegs were getting
drenched. "You're crazy."



"Coffee, coffee, where's the coffee?"

He upped his pace to a steady gallop, and shegbstlidly against him.
Cold, fresh rain splattered her face, and she gasyta laughter.

Struggling one-handed with the umbrella, Jennifeught it down over
both their heads.

"Hey," he yelled. "l can't see."”

She flipped the umbrella back. It was totally ieetive in providing shelter.
"Better?"

"Great."
"But we're all wet!"

Bobbling up and down in his arms, she felt foolestd ridiculous and
happier than she'd been in years. She was gigdllmgresponsible retailer,
Jennifer Watt, was actually tittering like a scrgidl

As he took a wide leap over a puddle, she let dotid whoop of laughter.
What a night! What a ride! Who could have thoudlat & staid banker from
Continental National was capable of such nonsense?

David dodged into the entryway of a men's accessahop and dropped
her legs with a thump. Through his heavy breathiegvas laughing, too.

She leaned against him in the tiny doorway, weaknftaughter and the
effort of holding the umbrella over them. His chiesaved against her as he
drew another deep breath. His arm was still ardwangdencircling her waist.

In the small alcove they were close. Very closeo Twse. But Jennifer
didn't care. She'd thrown caution to the winds—hestto the rains. She
shivered against him as the lengths of their bodiesthrough the sodden
barriers of their damp clothing.

"You're cold," he said.



"And wet," she concurred. "But no more than you."

She reached up to brush a droplet of rain fromfévishead—a useless
exercise since he was thoroughly rain soaked,dirsshicked down against
his head. She looked up at him and began lauglgaigpa'Oh, David. Your
ears."

"Now you know my worst secret—ears like Dumbo."

"Not at all." She tried to stifle her chuckles. titakes you look more like
Clark Gable."

"Frankly, my dear, | don't give a damn.”
"Poor Gable. You're all wet."

"It doesn't matter." His lips curved in an ironiaration of his gorgeous
smile. "This suit is drip-dry."

She shivered again. "So where's this promised e®ffe

He pointed toward Continental National Bank rigértoss the street. "Third
floor, employees' lounge."”

Before she could object, he grabbed her hand aaggdd her across the
deserted, rain-slick street to the wide concret¢igmat the front entrance
to the bank.

"Watch this, sweetheart,” he lisped like Bogarhasapped at a metal strip
beside the glass doors. "l got to do this justtrighelse the alarms go off.
And the coppers will be here before you can 3dne Maltese FalconHMe
tapped again and shouted, "George! Hey, Georgeeybub, it's me."

From inside the dimly lighted building Jennifer sawnovement—nothing

distinct, but a sort of shuffling of the shadowside the foyer. Then George
appeared. He squinted out the door, rubbed hisanaggawned. Though he
wore a pistol strapped around his formidable gitik,night watchman was



about as threatening as an old sheepdog. He ugedifterent keys to open
the door.

"Evening, Mr. Constable. Thought you was goingedibre at midnight on
the nose. And who's the lady?"

"My associate." David hustled her through the doors

"I need a name,"” George said as he relocked this @dacefully. "I've got to
log you in on my nightly reports."

"Lauren Bacall," Jennifer quickly replied. She didmant her real name
listed as an after-midnight visitor to the bank vehghe did business.

George looked at her and scratched his head. Haesepuzzled, as if
something were wrong but he didn't know what.

Jennifer didn't want to wait around until he figdiieout. She scurried into
the elevator beside David and tried to look resg#et until the doors
whooshed shut. "I can't believe you did this to rdayvid. | have a
reputation to maintain."

"Come on, 'Miz Bacall." Haven't you ever wantedé&oinside a bank after
closing? Just you and me and all that green money?"

"And George," she reminded him.

"Besides, | promised you coffee, and I'm a guy wdadivers on his
promises."

On the third floor he led her down a bland whitdiviray, past several
offices and into the employees' lounge, where ickdtl on the overhead
fluorescents to reveal several white Formica talblils matching plastic
chairs and a row of vending machines lined up atomgwall.

David went directly to the coffee machine. "What'lbe? Cream? Sugar?"

"I'll take it straight.”



"Anything else? | can offer you gooey, stale pasitycanned macaroni and
cheese. Or—my favorite—half-melted candy bars."

She briefly considered the selection of almost ypeeservative known to
man and shook her head. "Not that | object to jwakl, but I've just eaten a
ton of popcorn and jujubes.”

While the coffee gushed into a paper cup, he esdgdrer to one of the
tables and pulled out her chair. In response tacbistly gesture she sat
delicately, positioning herself to keep her higih-skirt from gaping
immodestly.

"So, Jennifer, what got you interested in old mse®%le

"Late-night television,” she said. "l used to ldssck of time while | was
painting. Then it would be after midnight and leltbo excited to sleep. At
first 1 was selective—onlyThe Thin Manmovies and anything with
Katharine Hepburn. Then | developed an intereshusicals. Then those
Dracula movies. Then everything else." She patted hewselbne padded
shoulder. "And | love forties costumes.

"Speaking of which." He peeled off his suit coatl @naped it over the back
of one of the chairs. "This is a good time to duy.'6

It didn't surprise Jennifer to see that he was drahouldered and lean
beneath his jacket. Probably well muscled, she ghbuHe'd make an
excellent artist's model. He tugged off his tie aolded up his sleeves to
reveal strong wrists.

With an odd self-consciousness she removed her dammp jacket. Her
lightweight peplum blouse seemed too sheer for i@ental National Bank
and much too revealing.

"Old-fashioned blouse to go with the suit?" he dske

She nodded. She'd purchased the blouse and setlegathoice items from
a going-out-of-business sale at an old costume shdmarimer Street.



He whistled his appreciation. "It's beautiful.”

Far too sheer, she decided. But her vulnerabilggnit limited to the blouse.
A suit of armor couldn't protect her from her owrternal response to
David's direct approval. Though her stomach wasglai tango, she tried
for a cool, conversational tone as she sipped tigee "How did you get
interested in movies?"

"What can | say? Maybe it's inherited, like my earsl my eyebrows.
Clayton Forbes was my uncle."

"Who?"

"Clayton Forbes, the all-American Wasp Man. Youeember, don't you? It
was a television series in the mid- to late fiftidde made his fingers into a
trumpet, blasted five discordant notes and deephisedbice to a dramatic
pitch. "Wasp Man. He flies. He soars on silver wikiign of evil, beware his
sting."

"Cute," Jennifer said. "But a little before my tirthe

"Not into TV reruns, eh? He was also in a couplélafriet Kelton's early
films, but they were real forgettable."”

"Harriet Kelton?" A wave of nostalgia swept overndier. She
remembered Miss Kelton. She even remembered thensehjgreen gown
she had worn in one of her few Technicolor moviégasn't she beautiful!
Did you know that she lives around here, someplatiee mountains?"
"At The Lodge near Conifer."

"You've met her?"

"Yeah, she and my uncle stayed in contact. He éwamd a couple of parts
for her onWasp Man."'

"Found?" Jennifer bristled. "Harriet Kelton wastarsShe could pick and
choose.”



"At one time she could. But that time was forty ngeago."

How sad! Perky, pretty Harriet Kelton must be im Beventies, Jennifer
thought. It was hard to imagine. For people likenier the waning stars
never fell. Since she didn't read movie magazine®ltow careers, her
heroes and heroines existed only on celluloid, diome that didn't show
wrinkles or bodily sags.

Wouldn't it be nice, she thought, if real life colle managed the same way,
if the past could be neatly recorded and filed awaly to be viewed in
splendid, clear moments? But maybe not. Jennifer $everal dismal
memories she'd like to suppress forever, like baptdgle movies.

There was the con man who posed as an art prorantedured her to
nonexistent artistic fame and fortune in SantaNesy Mexico.

Then there was that cruel review by an art critihan ax to grind when it
came to female artists in the Southwest. "Anotladiow lass," he'd said,
"who wants to be Georgia O'Keeffe when she growsknen after Jennifer
saw four more reviews written by the same man $aad essentially the
same thing, she was convinced that her own workswastandard.

And her parents' disapproval. Her inner melodransarmy to a tragic halt.
Only three years ago her mother and father hadefdaaway. With a
physical start she shoved away that painful sorrow.

She would never hear their gentle words of rec@tmh, never feel the
warmth of her mom's embrace, never hear Dad's bafitone singing
hymns with the church choir. And they would nevavédathe satisfaction of
seeing their only daughter behave the way theyghdéd her to for so
long— like a responsible member of society. A tetanot an artist.

"Jennifer?" David's deep voice intruded.

"Just feeling my age," she said softly. "And wighthat memories could be
recorded over as easily as videotapes."

"Interesting philosophy."



Though his tone remained light, David wanted urlyentknow more about
Jennifer Watt—her sorrows and her joys. He wanteonaplete biography,
photographs, videotapes, old report cards, everytlibamn, there was so
little time.

"What memories would you erase?" he asked.

"The usual. Certain moments from my girlhood in ®@khat I'd like to
record over. And there's a nasty art critic I'e lik rub out. And a swindling
art promoter."

"My God, woman. You're bloodthirsty."

"It's only what they deserve," she said cheerilyaKe that slime-bag art
promoter. He took the life savings of ten locaisast conned four of us into
going to Santa Fe and then disappeared. | had yvadediars in my pocket

and had to work in a Mexican restaurant until edi plane fare. The end
result is that | hate tacos. And people who runasuine."

David watched the subtle misting in her clear lelyes before she recovered
her cool, sardonic gaze. This small variation inévg@ression spoke more to
him than her words. He saw a woman who had beetamily credulous.
Betrayal had turned her trust to pain. She'd been And she hated people
who ran out on her. How would she feel about him?

"One of life's little lessons,” she said. "I leadrte despise people who prey
on the dreams of artists. I'm very careful in mgshto be honest with my
artist suppliers and to treat them with the respexy deserve.”

"I have this sneaky hunch, Jennifer, that you wolide been honest
without a lesson from a con man."

"Banker's judgment?"

"Human intuition." He finished his coffee and readhacross the Formica
table to touch her hand. "Jennifer Watt, why ditineet you sooner?"

"Bad timing?"



"The worst."

In the depths of his smoky-gray eyes she founshdamess and sensitivity
that should have been puzzling. They'd met less #ra hour ago, but
Jennifer knew that her own eyes were reflectionki®f She liked David,
liked him very well. He was handsome, charmingllysand interesting.
Though she'd teased him about his profession, ghreeiated the stability
and responsibility required of a banker.

"You were right,” she said. "There is somethingysakout a bank after
dark."

"Are you finished your coffee?"

She nodded. "How do they keep the money? Is pikdd up like leaves in
autumn?"

"Right, Jen," he said sarcastically. "Want a limditeur?"

"Can | touch the money?"

"No, Jennifer. You'll have to settle for desk ph®aead file cabinets.”

He took her hand and escorted her to the exit@tthployees' lounge. As
they strolled along the sterile, window- less halfwto the elevator, he
offered a humorous monologue on his seven yedf®itinental National

and his rise from the lower echelons—and lowerr8eseto vice presidency
on the ninth floor. "Bankers," he explained, "aearent with money. Only
people like my Uncle Clayton keep loose cash tbar@und in."

They entered the elevator, and she turned to Hso.t&ll me about Uncle
Wasp Man."

"The fact is that Clayton Forbes was a fairly de@ator.” David shrugged.
"He was also a fairly strange human being."

"Runs in the family, does it?"



"After the series folded, he retired to his MaliBeach house and lived like
a hermit. I've heard he only came out after daoka& people say he dressed
only in his silver cape, and | can't tell you theyvrong. Anyway, he died a
few months ago."

“I'm sorry, David."

"Me, too. He was really special. When | was sixrgeald, | visited him
during the summer. It was great. He took me to wake series being
filmed. After he retired, that changed. We dide £ach other much after
that."

Jennifer wasn't quite sure what to say, so sheir@uasilent, watching
David's expressive face.

"Good old Wasp Man,"” he mused, holding the elevdtmr for her and
raising his hand in salute. "Beware his sting."

"Guess | don't have to worry," she said. "That aapplies to men of evil,
doesn't it?"

"Ah, Jennifer. There's always a sting." He took m@nd and led her down
the hall. "I'm feeling one right now."

"Are you sure it's not rain dripping into your sts®"

Though he smiled, she sensed that David was t&pgarently he attached
great significance to the tale of Wasp Man anddbied stinger. Why? Was
it a family secret?

Jennifer dismissed her wonderings. David's pastathmily could be the
topic of countless future conversations. She f#itain that they would see
each other again. They would have plenty of timé#wn all about each
other.

He stopped at an oak door bearing his nameplatelagged his key into
the lock. "Before | show you my office, | d like sk you out for dinner
tomorrow night. At six o'clock?"



"Maybe | should wait to see what's behind door nendme."
"Dinner? | promise it won't be tacos."
"Thank you, I'd like very much to see you again."

Gently he took her hand and led her into his offiderough the uncurtained
windows she could see the thunderstorm continumgpated. Lightning
clawed the dark sky and rainfall obscured the tiungkcity lights.

"It's fantastic,” she said. "Don't turn on the tigh

As they stood together in his dark office, watchidgnnifer felt an acute
sense of anticipation. There was something spabialit her meeting with
David. As surely as thunder came with rain, shenktieere would be other
nights for them—crimson twilights and snowy wintéghts when the skies
were as blank as a fresh slate.

The electricity of the storm jumped into her heetDavid's hand eased up
her arm. She could feel his nearness and smethtigtiness of their damp
clothing.

Perhaps this was too sudden. Too rushed. But &mwefs old enough, wise
enough, to listen to her own bodily intuition. Wigvery pore her body
assured her that his timing was perfect. This mames inevitable. Her
moistened lips parted in invitation as she melted his arms. When they
kissed, Jennifer felt the static energy of therstgagged and wild within
her. An achingly sweet excitement crashed and duageund them and
through them.

His firm, strong body felt exactly right againstréieTheir embrace was
everything it should be—warm and gentle yet tauthwexcitement.
Unheard thunder seemed to echo within her.

His breath tickled her ear as he murmured, "I sthdndive met you years
ago."

"There's time for us, David. Plenty of time."



He reached for the light switch. Overhead the figoents flared, and
Jennifer blinked. Then blinked again.

She picked up the nameplate on the desk. David t&loles His office.
There were cardboard boxes half packed on the alagkhe floor. All the
personal touches had been dismantled or removed.

"l don't understand,” she said.

"Tomorrow is my last day."

"You've been promoted to a higher floor?"

He shook his head. His eyes were averted, andféefglt a sharp pang of
dismay. He was leaving. Before they could fulfiétpromise of the shared
nights and sunrises, he was going away. She'dkorayn him for an hour,
but her sense of abandonment felt ancient andydainf

Maybe not. She hoped against the odds. "Anothé&'job

"Another life, Jennifer. I'm moving to Malibu Beathten days,



CHAPTER 2

TEN DAYS PASSED in a kinescopic flash. They shared champagne by

candlelight and French bread from a picnic badketescorted her along a
steep, rocky mountain path to a shimmering wateréald she took him
roller-skating in Cheesman Park. They picked calobouquets of wild-
flowers, and she took possession of the bloomirggusafrom his condo.
They packed and garage-saled David's belonginggpéor theAdam's
Rib poster and the framed autograph from Cary Graoth of which
Jennifer claimed for her own.

In ten short days they played a lifetime of men®f@ Jennifer's private
inner video recorder. They shared so much, laugbeaften. They waltzed
in the moonlight and ran hand in hand through stields of columbine.

For ten days Jennifer had put off thinking aboetrtfuture. She'd wished it
away, pretending that it wouldn't happen. Ineviabke future became the
present.

It wasn't until she dropped him off at Stapletonpart that the truth sank in.
He was gone. He had left her.

On the drive home she decided that David's midlifsis was driving her
crazy. That's what it was—a midlife crisis. Whyeelwould he quit a
perfectly good job? He had a career as a vicegeatat a downtown bank.
How could he want to be a Hollywood movie produ& squeezed her
van into a parking space on the street in frorftesfVictorian-style home,
slammed the door and stomped up the steps. Whueditink he was? Paul
Gauguin, the impressionist artist who dumped vkilgs and stable career to
take off for Tahiti?

She unlocked her front door and steamed insideasn't fair. David had no
right to be so impulsive. Tomorrow he would "takenaeting" with some
half-baked production company executives. At thekpand palm-tree
paradise of , the Beverly Hills Hotel.

She stalked across her bedroom and flung openabetd her walk-in
closet. No more time to think about David ConstaBlee'd scheduled a



cocktail party for several of the artists who sugghMWatt's Up with their
work. Her guests would be arriving soon. Time tbagewith life.

That was what she told herself as she stared ertolbset. Yet her vision

blurred the variety of colors into a pastel- don@gamontage as her mind
focused on the scene at the airport terminal wilee&l dropped him off at
the curb only half an hour before. At least sh@dedthat well. She'd left

quickly enough to avoid an embarrassing farewahsc

"l should never have agreed to see him after itstrfight,” she told the
jumble of shoes on her closet floor. "You're a sealker, Jennifer. Really
dumb."”

She reached blindly into the row of clothing andlgmiout a pale green
sundress. It was the dress she'd worn on the dag Dame by Watt's Up
and convinced her to play hooky. They'd gone to rtleuntains and
waded in a deliciously cold stream.

An angry breath puffed through her lips as she jaohthe dress back into
the closet. "I should have drowned him in CleareRré

She'd tried to convince him that all he neededaveacation. If he was so
determined to become a feature film producer, hddcbave gone to

Cannes to check out the action. Or back to theufid# Film Festival. But

noooo, that wasn't enough. He had to give up eyt quit his job, sell

his car, sublease his condo and give away his Bdsto.

Jennifer flopped down on her bed. Damn him! Shddidudecide if she
was more angry that he was leaving or that shedetitdo with him.

She glanced at the mauve decorator phone besidetdeYvhat if he called
right now? His plane wasn't due to take off fortheo half hour. What if he
called right now and asked her—for the ten millfotitne—to go with him?

In her heart she yearned to fly away with Davidweave a fabric of
dreams, to laugh and run with him along the Pastfiore. But right now it
was impossible.



Tomorrow was Saturday—the first day of the Laboy kg weekend, the

first day of the Third Annual Denver Arts and CsaRair. Jennifer's shop
would, of course, be represented. Although shdidduled several workers
to man the Watt's Up booth and had already seleshelddesigned the

displays, Jennifer knew she had to be there. Shielcbtake a chance on a
screwup. Last year she'd grossed seven thousalaisdimi three days. A

very pretty penny, she thought, for a small sh@esizing in stained glass,
original artworks and pottery. The receipts frons tiveekend alone could
be enough to carry her into the Christmas season.

She sighed. Maybe in a week she could catch a ptabhes Angeles. That
thought consoled her. Surely she could last seaga @ithout David. Lots
of other couples carried on successful long-distaetationships.

Were they a couple? She'd only known him for teysd@hey hadn't even
made love. Jennifer pondered for a moment, tryingoime up with a word
or a phrase that described her whirlwind relatigmshth David.

A physical attraction? That sounded so clinicalrt@lely she had been
attracted to him from the moment she laid eyesion but that wasn't it.

An infatuation? Jennifer wrinkled her nose. Infdéitoes were for

adolescents. She was thirty-one. He was thirty-fiMeey were well into

adulthood.

Courtship was too old-fashioned.

Commitment wasn't accurate. They hadn't exchangadipes.

Jennifer gazed up at the antique fixture on théngeiWhat would David

call it? What would he want their relationship t@?bShe had the
phrase—romantic understanding. Someday, somewlsemeway, she
knew they would be together.

"Good grief, I'm beginning to sound like an old eV

She returned to her closet, determined to makddise of this frustrating
situation. Deliberately she selected a sleevelegft red satiny dress with



spaghetti straps and a plunging neckline. Thersaterial glided over her
body, fitting snugly around her slim hips and ftayito fullness around her
knees.

This is more like itshe thoughtlf he's going to act like an irresponsible
idiot, I'll dress like a heartless vamp.

The telephone on the bedside table rang only oetmrds she grabbed the
receiver. "Hello?"

"Come away wiz me to zee Casbah, and we will madautiful music
together.”

"Wrong number, Sinbad. This is not the harem."

"It's not?"

“Not a veil nor a eunuch in sight.”

"I knew that, sweetheart." David slipped easilyihis tough-guy Bogart
impression. "The young Lauren Bacall would nevealdearem girl. | was

trying to put one over on you, kid."

Through the background noise of the airport croydgings and static, his
voice sounded very near. Why did he have to leave?

"l was checking my suitcases,” he said, lapsing lms normal baritone,
"and | realized that there's something very impurthaat | left behind."”

"What's that?"
"You."
"Me?" she yelped as she balanced, storklike, onlemewriggling into a

pair of red panty hose. "l don't appreciate beinggared to a piece of
luggage, David."



“In that case, Ill find you a first-class seat. thVicomplimentary
champagne? A first-run movie?" He paused. "Anythitity promise
anything, Jennifer, if you'll come with me. Just focouple of days."

"l have to get through the craft fair. Then wedés'

"At least come back to the airport. There's bedalay, and my plane won't
leave for an hour. We could have a classic faresadhe. Like Bogart and
Bergman inCasablanca.”

"Ingrid was the one flying away," she correctedntidit was a prop plane,
and foggier than it ever gets in Denver. And therewever going to see
each other again."”

"It's the sentiment that counts," he said. "I waytchance to be noble and
brave like Bogey."

"This isn't wartime, David. And you're not escapitigg Nazi menace.
You're moving to Malibu Beach."

"Are you jealous? Or just mad."”
"Me? Mad? Hah!"

"Jealous?" he repeated.

"Of what? An irresponsible attitude?"
"Freedom."

"Foolishness."

"Right you are, Jennifer Watt. Can't you see itaamovie marquee? He
foolish. Heis irresponsible and unpredictable. Idéavid Constable.”

"Have you got a title for this epic?"

"How aboutSleeping Late OrSand Between His Toes!"



"I hate to admit it," she said. "But it sounds werfdl."

No doubt about it, she thought with a shudder, Bdad disrupted her
former contentment with her retail shop. His pursfian exciting, creative
career had awakened her own artistic impulsivengsslaydreams her
memories of her irresponsible youth when she'ddliwéhout schedules
seemed sweet and happy. She yearned to traved|ldavfwhichever star
burned brightest on the uncharted horizon.

But she also liked to eat.

"Come with me, Jennifer."

"That's, a mighty seductive proposition, sir." Steetched the phone cord
toward the closet and grabbed a pair of patentéeggumps. "But wouldn't

| get in the way? | thought part of this journeysvea attempt to find the real
David Constable."

"Nobody ever said | had to do it alone. Pleasenijen’

"Why don't you stay here? It's a much more sensiblition.”

"You know why." She heard him clear his throatd 'he crazy to pass up
such a great opportunity. Who would have thought thy Uncle Wasp

Man would have left me his beach house and atlatgents?"

"You could sell the house," she suggested. "Beaohforoperty in Malibu
Beach must be worth a fortune."

"I want to invest in myself. If this doesn't workkex a yeatr, I'll come back.
My three-piece suits will still fit, and I'll havie satisfaction of knowing
that | tried. Won't you give me a proper send-dffbuy all the cappuccino
you can drink if you'll come with me for the weekléh

"l have responsibilities here."

"Tell you what. Come back to the airport and wellise theCasablanca
farewell to include a long, passionate kiss."



"I can't." She fished her lipstick out of her puesel blindly applied a fresh
coat of bright red to match her dress. "Not whéae twelve guests who
will be here in approximately two minutes."

"Cocktails with a bunch of artists. You'd choosenthover me? Where's
your sense of romance, lady?"

"Buried beneath my sense of survival. Besides,eldn® plan with these
people for the Christmas season," she reminded 'hiwant to make sure
we have enough of the big sellers in stock. Andhappropriate pieces."”

"I've heard about those inappropriate ones," he. Shseem to remember
your loan officer mentioning a strange memo abowb tgross of
green-and-red neon tongues from Delilah."

"She's the exception, and | allow her a lot of lagWwecause she's a creative
genius. Everybody else is pretty much on targeh wilable items." She
paused. "l can't leave town right now, David."

"All of a sudden | don't want to go. I'd ratherystaere and listen to you
discussing art with Delilah. | have this foolismpuedictable urge to hang
around your shop, watch you dusting the handmadsbyimrses and
shining up the stained glass. We'd go out for clawearoissants. Maybe
take a walk. It's going to be autumn soon, and h'tveee the leaves
changing. I'll be in Malibu Beach with palm treesldalmy breezes."

"Poor baby," she said unsympathetically.

| want to see you in wintertime, Jennifer. In a teHfurry parka. | want to
taste the first snowflakes of winter on your lips."

His usual ebullience seemed to dissipate as dkadid. He spoke of autumn
and winter, seasons they had never shared, antektee chill along her
spine.

"Jennifer? What I'm trying to say is that | care@atoyou. A lot. | like being
around you. | like the way you laugh. The way yoak. Your perfume. |
even like the way you snuffle and blow your noselthmovies."



She sank onto the bed, unable to answer. Shettrielihg to her anger,
tried not to mourn his departure. But her rage gae. She felt weak and
sad. Her eyelids ached with unshed tears.

"I'm going to miss you, lady. Miss you like hell."
"Ill miss you, David," she murmured as the dooripaHg.
"Here's looking at you, kid. Take care of yourself.

The telephone went dead, and Jennifer longed éduttury of tears. "Oh,
God," she whispered as the doorbell chimed agdinis"is going to be
the worst night of my life."

Later she would cry. Right now there was nothing sbuld do about
David's absence but try to forget. And to adjust.

In jerky movements she forced herself to stand. btety responded
unwillingly. Thoughts of David filled her mind, leamg no room for
simple physical commands. Her knees felt discomukeitbm the rest of
her long legs, and the distance from the bedroaotiedront door seemed
like twenty miles. She walked slowly, using eadpsio compose her- 1
self.

A gawky bearded man stood waiting, and Jenniferanaly cringed. Why
did it have to be Philo Andrews? He | was the cgrsgn who was sure to
give her a hard time.

He stared at her satiny dress and drawled, "Don'tlyink the red is a bit
obvious?"

"Nice to see you, t00."

Despite his disheveled appearance Philo was a cocraheameraman who
made a decent living from work on industrial filnend TV ads.

Unfortunately, he fancied himself a feature filnmeaxnatographer, and his
frustration made him aggressively cynical. Jenniebably would have
avoided him except that his wife, Beth, was onéeafbest friends. Every



year Beth and Jennifer produced a popular line lmfisBinas cards and
calendars using Beth's poetry and Jennifer's waltersketches.

Philo handed her a bottle of white wine and saedteinto the
high-ceilinged, gracious parlor. His gangly strideminded Jennifer of a
scarecrow on stilts. "About the red,"” he said, Vifgr to face her. "It's
camouflage. You're trying to hide the way you faebut what's-his-name."

"Are you referring to David?"

"None other. The banker who swept you off your cwrgtious little
tootsies. Has he left yet?"

"He just called from the airport.”

"And you, Jennifer, are miserable." He straddledgiano bench and began
playing with the long fringe of an antique shavdttdraped over the spinet's
rosewood surface. "You got it bad, babe. Old Ptglo tell.”

"In the first place, | am not in misery,” she snegp’'Second, | have known
Mr. Constable only ten days—not long enough toehiabad.' Third, don't
you ever call me 'babe’ again.”

"Beth told me you'd be in a bad mood,"” he said, gagently stroking his
beard.

"You have two choices, Philo. Either you can situard floating about my
obvious red. Or you can do me a favor. Somethiredulis

"Name it."

"Would you tend the bar for me?"

"Sure thing. | tend to go heavy on the booze, smdy ever complains.” He
stepped behind the portable bar and be- ;an chgblenliquor stock. "Now

that your latest flame is gone, would you go outhvein old buddy of mine
from Sacramento?"



"No, thanks." Her response was automatic. Theilast Philo and Beth had
fixed her up with a blind date, the man had all tharm of an unwashed
orangutan. Besides, she couldn't begin to thinkuabtating. Not when the
man she'dcast as Mr. Right was preparing to disappear imosunset.

She wondered if David felt the same way aboutJemnifer frowned. The
thought of his dating other women really rattled Méould he be enjoying
himself with nubile star- , lets while she pursubé glum life of a
workaholic?

They should have made a pact, she thought, likihenmovies. They
should have promised to rendezvous in one yeahetEmpire State
Building, and at the end of the year ' he wouldl®ing across the street
and he would be struck down by a taxi and...

"Hey, you. Lady in red. Where's the vodka?"

"What?" She exchanged the faded dreams of whattrhigée been for
blunt reality.

"Vodka. It's a clear liquid."

She picked through the bottles on the marble cotoge'Here it is. Would
you mix me something?"

"A screwdriver," he said. "That's Beth's drink."
"Where is Beth?"

"She had one of those political things where sthaisg the. brochures and
video for the candidate.” He poured a generous abafivodka and added
a splash of orange juice. "But she'll be here Jaed you can cry on her
shoulder.”

The doorbell rang. Before Jennifer could excusesdikland answer it,
Philo reached across the bar and touched her groulénnifer,” he said
in an unusually gentle voice, "You are okay, argoii?"



"Please don't be sympathetic, Philo." She trieddoflip but couldn't
prevent a small quaver. "l don't think my systeraldstand the shock.”

"l don't like seeing you hurt." His sardonic gremppeared, giving the lie
to his brief show of humanity. "So if you want nteput out a hit on this
ex-banker character, I'd be glad to."

"l think that's the nicest thing you've ever saidhrte."”
The doorbell clanged again, and she went to angwer

The other guests arrived in rapid succession—Deliteeveral potters, a
wood-carver who specialized in beautiful elfin figs, a glassblower and a
Navajo woman named Laughing Turtle.

Jennifer didn't have to work too hard to be a gbostess. With the genial
group that task was easy. As long as the food tnaeys stacked high with
cold cuts, crudites, breads and dips, her collemgud friends were happy.
Philo's heavy hand as bartender encouraged thecious flow of
conversation.

When the room had filled, Jennifer climbed ontataHen stool and called
for attention. "Everybody listen."

"What did | tell you?" Philo cheerfully teased. '&rk's no free lunch."

"Absolutely right," she responded. She wanted tdlgebusiness out of the
way as quickly and painlessly as possible. "Thdsgo who have signed
up to help at the craft fair, be there tomorrow niag at eight.”

One of the potters groaned. "Eight o'clock?"

"In the morning," Jennifer emphasized. While shd treeir attention, she
hurried on to other business. "One more thing. ésdand gentlemen,
Christmas is coming. | must talk privately with baxé you so we can decide
what to stock. Please try to remember what sold lastl year."



"Baubles, bangles and beads," recalled a silvelsmnything priced
under ten bucks."

"Too true," trilled Delilah of the neon tongues.h&l general public has no
soul, no depth of appreciation.”

' The general public,” said Jennifer loudly befshee lost control of her
audience, "the general public is just like you ane€l. They have twenty
Christmas presents to buy and only twenty-fiveatslto spend. Let's try to
make it easy for them to stretch their budget,ind & nice gift for Aunt

Minnie in Kansas. And something exotic for the pumdphew in San
Francisco."

"Yes," Laughing Turtle piped up, "but we must alse prepared with
expensive items. Last year | sold many silver skyudsssom necklaces."

"l did okay, too," said a potter. "Four orders farstom dinnerware and
chalices."

"Contact me before November so we can make sonisiaes,” Jennifer
concluded as shoptalk began to take over. "Thltteeabusiness for this
evening. Enjoy."

She hopped down from her makeshift podium and negited her drink.
Her easygoing style of doing business dependedapitynon good will
between the suppliers and her shop, and she uslisignsed a vast amount
of honest, friendly encouragement. Tonight she Wasthe mood. Tonight
she wanted to be like Garbo. Alone.

That wish was not to be. Clyde Theodopolous, aysst\bear of a man who
ironically specialized in intricate glass- blowirggttled comfortably at the
spinet with an air that said he intended to stayetuntil dawn. He banged
out old favorites while Laughing Turtle and Delilaang along in perfect
harmony.

In spite of her depression, Jennifer grinned wherduo forgot the words to
"Daisy" and made up their own version. She enjdyeithg around these
professional artists. No matter how much she comg@tbabout their moods



and the frequent inability to meet deadlines, gheciated their creativity
and skill. And they usually made her feel cheeafudl positive.

Maybe life wasn't so dreadful, she thought. If sbeld still smile, there was
hope. Picking up an empty food tray and clutchirgy bocktail glass,

Jennifer headed toward the kitchen. Her intenti@s vo refill the platter,

but as soon as she was behind the swinging doeplshked herself down
on a stool. The room seemed to be spinning. Howhniax she had to
drink?

With careful deliberation she peered at the clatkh® microwave. Only a
few minutes past eight. David's plane had undouptalen off by now. He

was gone.

Beth Andrews pushed through the swinging door theoKitchen. "What
possessed you to use Philo as a bartender?" sttedjennifer.

"He's doing a swell job." Jennifer raised her glasselcome. "Aren't you
going to comment on my obvious red?"

"How much have you had?"

"Much, much," Jennifer admitted.

That's what | thought. How about some nice coffee?"
"l don't look drunk, do 1?"

"You look fine." Beth bustled around the kitchereasuring coffee into the
percolator. "And | love your dress, Jennifer. Ted matches your eyes."

"Very funny. So how was the political thing?"

"Boring. I'm doing the brochures for a woman whuouisning for the Adams
County Sewer Board. What do you think of this faslagan: Waste Not,
Want Not."

"Sounds messy."



"Sometimes | get fed up with my own commercialigthilo says | should
forget it all and let my creative juices flow."

"Sounds messier."

While Beth described the political meeting, Jermifeed to concentrate,
but her mind kept drifting away. Her eyes focusedtbe needlepoint
picture hanging beside the wall phone. There's ldog-Like Home, it said.
Where was her home? On a jet headed for LAX. WHyhdi have to leave?

She jumped when Beth touched her arm. "Jenniferd@owant to lie
down for a while?" "Nope. I'm a little down, butnl'not out. David was just
another example of my uncanny ability to attach etfy® the wrong Mr.
Right. | have no reason to be upset."

"You don't have to play Superwoman for me. Why tlgnu go out to
California and see him this weekend?"

"The weekend of the Labor Day craft fair? Get sgsioBesides, if he
wanted us to be together, he wouldn't have left."

"Is that fair?"

"No," Jennifer admitted. "But | don't want to bé& f&eally, Beth, it's no big
deal. | hardly even know the guy.”

"But you care about him," Beth quietly concluded.
"Lust at first sight.” She slumped down on a stoad rested her elbows on
the countertop. "You'd think that at my age I'd wniwetter. I'm too old for

these stupid cliches.”

"Tell me about when you first met," Beth promptédnow it was after that
Classic Cinema Marathon."

"In the rain. There he stood with an umbrella, logkexactly like Clark
Gable."



"Clark Gable? David doesn't have a mustache."
"His ears are funny, though."
"I never noticed."

"Take it from me,"” Jennifer said. "His ears ardlyestrange in a cute sort of
way."

"Cute? Somebody's who's over six feet tall and $lasulders like a
longshoreman is cute?"

"He's got dimples, you know." Jennifer felt hersatfking to new depths of
maudlin. "I should have proposed to him right oe gpot. A formal
wedding. He'd look great in a tux."

She paused, lost for a moment in memories. Wheglsineed at her silent
friend, she saw kindness in Beth's eyes. "You'rbaasas your husband,"
she said. "Except Philo is an unrepentant cynic youwre an incurable
romantic.”

"Don't you worry, Jennifer." Beth lightly touchecrmfriend's shoulder.
"He'll be back. And you'll be together. David isuyalestiny."

"Spoken like a poet," Jennifer said. "So let's tdout you. Still planning to
buy your own printing equipment?"

"That certainly brings us back to harsh reality."”

"Please, Beth. I'd rather think about somethingiothan destiny right now.
Tell me your plans.”

"Nothing definite. I'm still fed up with the highost of printing my
brochures, and equipment seems so solid. AftePailp has his cameras
and lights. | deserve my own press." Beth exhaléeéep breath. "On the
other hand, | don't really want to open a printgsHbseems so permanent.
Do you ever regret settling down to a shop?"



"Sometimes."

"But you've done so well. Tell me all your magicrats about leases and
locations and tax laws and profit margins."

As they fell into a business discussion, Jennitexceeded n putting her
emotions on automatic pilot. She was precise irekRplanations about sales
tax and part-time help and the value of a good @utamt. It was depressing,
she thought, to be sensible while her heart wamgch

With any luck this emotional seesaw would level wkke finally accepted

that David was gone. In the brief time since slspadken with him on the

phone, she'd slipped through more shadings of tftmda chameleon on a
multicolored tablecloth.

"The most important aspect of business,"” she 8aidly stay in control and
to find people you can trust.”

"Like David," Beth said. "He was such a good banksx almost had my
financial package all put together."

"Speaking of people you can trust,” Jennifer sigidioring the reference to
David, "I've been neglecting my artistic supplidtsounds like Clyde has
finally stopped playing the piano. I'd better get there and see what's
going on."

As she opened the swinging door into the livingnnpdennifer heard the
familiar strains of an old, beloved melody. Thehrigibration of piano

chords trembled through her as she mouthed the sydiou must

remember this..."

Casablancashe thought. Rick's Cafe. David wanting to be ealrid brave
like Bogey.

"As time goes by."

She glided toward the spinet in a trancelike st&te.noises of conversation
and clinking ice made a gentle counterpoint to famailiar music. Other



faces and forms faded as she gazed at the mamgltye instrument. His
full lips parted in a gorgeous, dimpled smile, arnd smoky-gray eyes
shone.

She rested her elbow on the top of the spinet arditee only thing she
could say: "Play it, Sam."

"How soon forgotten. The least you could do isrggtname right.”
"Why aren't you on your way to Malibu Beach?"
"Show biz can wait until morning."

She leaned close to his cute, funny ear and whaspé&how biz can wait,
but | can't.”

"How soon can you get rid of this crowd?"

She glanced around the room, locating Beth, who beemming at the
reunited couple like a yenta at a wedding. Jengifemed as she motioned
to her friend. "Can you play hostess while | esdbrs future movie

executive back to the airport?"

"Only if you promise to give him a thorough send-oBeth winked at
David. "Bon voyage, big fella.”



CHAPTER 3

THREE SCREWDRIVERS Maybe four," she admitted as she rook a wide
misstep off the curb, clutching at her crochetedevshawl. "I don't think |
should drive."

David guided her the last few yards to the cab thas double-parked
outside her house, but before he could tuck hey avsade, Jennifer popped
upright and stared into his eyes. "You could driwevan."

"I know," he said, humoring her. "But why don't tede :his nice taxicab?
He's been waiting for me to come back."

The cabbie leaned out the window. "That's right, Aad :he meter is still
running."”

David was still trying to convince her that it dgalvas no trouble to take the
cab when he heard the chorus from her front pdi€hl-i-fornia here |
come..."

In the instant that he turned and waved to thenalsksel artists on the porch,
Jennifer bounced back to the curb.

"Right back where | started from."

He stepped up behind her, and she half leaneddmgdfed against his chest.
She snuggled up to him like a soft, furry kittenntwag attention. "Aren't

they terrific?" she murmured. "I gripe a lot, boey're really good friends.
Even Delilah."

The chorus launched into a rousing version of "Shaelolly Good Fellow,"
and Beth, their musical director, paused to dabher eyes with a
handkerchief. The rest of the assemblage harmomatéér nicely except
for Philo, who was sipping his drink and glowering.

David couldn't help noticing the hostility emanatiftom Beth's husband.
"What's wrong with him?" he asked.



"Philo? | think he mentioned something about a i@tton your life."
"Oh? Any particular reason?"
"He didn't want to see me hurt."

After a cheerful standing ovation from the ganglw® porch, Jennifer and
David waved goodbye, and he finally got her inte gab. "To the Brown
Palace,” he told the cabbie. Then he concentratedemnifer—funny,

sensitive, adorable Jennifer Watt. Despite the wageeyes and the
lopsided grin he thought she was the most beawtiimhan he'd ever seen.

Yet he frowned as he watched her. After three sfesfinally got her long
legs crossed. Another couple of slips and her elb@s resting on her
knees. Jennifer wasn't a drinker. Four screwdr&vas this his fault?

"Damn," he said. "Maybe Philo is right."

"You think so?" she asked, plucking at the satimgenal of her dress. "The
red is too obvious?"

"l never wanted to hurt you, Jennifer."

"Well, | like red. Scarlet," she said defensivel/teer elbow again slipped
off her knee. "Scarlett O'Hara."

"It's lovely." With a sigh he resigned himself beetutter futility of a serious
discussion. "The dress is lovely."

He couldn't sweep Jennifer off to the Brown Paldotel in her condition. It
would be too much like taking advantage, and—dair#tie'd already
done that. From the start he'd been deceiving tbeth, hoping that
something could work out but knowing that he hatb&ve her.

Did he have to leave? He slipped his arm aroundlheulders, enjoying the
easy intimacy they shared. How could he abandonmien she was so
bright, so trusting, so right for him and so...dc@n



As she hummed the refrain from "He's a Jolly Goellio#" into the sleeve
of his navy-blue sport jacket, he leaned forwartetbthe cabbie, "Take us
to Larimer Square."

"You're running up quite a tab, pal. Hope you owraak."

David winced at the unintentional irony. Own a bamii one time that had
been his goal. "Not anymore," he said.

The last thing he wanted was the safe, securddifé known for so many
years. He hated the boundaries and the perks anddat agendas that
defined his existence as a banker.

It was time for David to take his best shot. Untw his course had been
well charted. He'd considered every step and egdchis plans with the
cool detachment of a master chess player. He'ddstkthe right college
and gotten his MBA before it was the fashionablgrde. Willingly he'd
served his apprenticeship in lower-level manageraadtworked his way
up to his very own desk, nameplate, secretary HmaoWork, work, work.
One achievement topped by another. What a goodviagyhe!

And he couldn't stand it anymore. When he'd recenaification that his
crazy uncle had bequeathed him the house in Ma@ibach, something
clicked for David. This was the opportunity he'debewaiting for. It was
time for him to take a chance.

Quitting his job had been easier than he expedsad. he didn't mind
subleasing the overpriced condo with options ta knyselling the Porsche.
He winced. Maybe he did mind parting with his b&autorest-green sports
car, but he knew that all those things had to tisgmed if he was to have a
fresh start and freedom to embark on a new lifenekded the spontaneity
and the risk. Until ten days ago he'd had no egtets.

And then he'd met Jennifer.

The cab pulled up at Larimer Square. David paidféine, then jostled her
into a state of semi wakefulness.



"Now what?" she asked, wrapping her shawl moretliigaround her
shoulders. "David, it's kind of chilly."

"That's the idea," he said. At the Market he ordeheee cappuccinos to go
and dragged her across the street. "One for metwadfor you," he
explained. "We're going for a little ride, Jennifer

It was one of those clear summer nights in Colonaben the breeze from
the mountains curled around old-time streetlampktha sky seemed very
close. City lights bathed renovated Larimer Squaign amber glow.

"But we've just been for a ride," Jennifer objected

David pointed to an old-fashioned horse and bugggt this kind."

Pure delight shone on her face as she cautioustgdothe dapple-gray
flanks of the harnessed steed. "Great idea, Daloge it. Do you know I've

never done this?"

Obviously, he thought, she didn't comprehend hi® tmotivation. His
"great idea" was to keep Jennifer out in the fia@shintil her head cleared.

He paid the coachman and helped her into the feaeduggy. They jolted

to a start, heading down the wide beige brick pgoihthe Sixteenth Street
Mall. Jennifer sat bolt upright in the padded leatlseat, sipping the
cappuccino he had provided and looking around akefwere seeing the
skyscrapers of downtown Denver for the very finsiet

"Drink your coffee," he coaxed.

"Do you think I'm drunk?" She tossed the commermtrat him. "Whacko?
Zonked? Loaded?"

"Maybe a little."

"l didn't mean to be. You see, Philo was mixing dineks, and he put way
too much—"



"It's okay, Jennifer." "I'm feeling a lot betterwd Without looking at him
she added, "I missed you."

"I'm not gone yet."
"l was practicing.”

David caressed the small of her back beneath thwlsfihe satiny red
material of her unfairly maligned dress felt sleag,silky as her straight
blond hair.

He'd seen her in so many moods over the past tgh @arefree in the
mountains. Astutely diligent over her work. Prequed. Happy. Sad. And
angry. Despite her constant protestations thatvehe a single-minded
retailer, he adored the free spirit that dwelt wither. She was a complete
woman, sometimes unpredictable and always exditingm.

If only she'd go with him to California, he thougktould he demand that
she accompany him? Hardly. He watched the swaymgd¢hes of the
dapple-gray horse pulling their carriage. How wodiéthn Wayne handle
this situation? David grinned. The Duke would h&eaved her over the
saddle horn and carried her off, kicking and sciagnnto the purple sage.

But he wasn't Duke Wayne, king of Western movies.

His hand rested on the feminine swell of her radidaps. His values were
more like the lyrics from a Rodgers and Hammerstaimsical than a
Western movie. David believed in love at first sjgkismet, violins and
candlelight.

"Jennifer? How are you feeling?"

"Bouncy. Buggies aren't much on shock absorbets?'hu

"l can't believe you'd notice. Not after drivingwovan."

"No need to insult my van," she bristled. "Justése, once upon a time,
you had a Porsche."”



"Not anymore."

He didn't have much of anything left. Not much tifeq he reminded
himself. Someday he might be an independent prodaceindy-prod,” but
right now that was a fancy name for unemployed.

It wasn't the right time to make a commitment, t&rtsa relationship. He
could dump his career, his condo and his car—evercdr—but David
could not rid himself of certain expectations. Ad-tashioned morality, he
thought, but his standards were deeply ingrainedbelieved that a man
should take care of his woman, support her andsthber. He believed that
commitment was forever.

Maybe he was more like Duke Wayne than he wisheatkoowledge.

Those beliefs were probably the main reason heirsdainmarried at age
thirty-five. He'd come close a couple of times, betd always avoided
commitment in favor of his career.

As quaint as it sounded, David wanted to be thadw#nner. Or at least one
of the providers. And what if this whole indy-predenario blew up in his
face?

Once again he reviewed his chances for success @astian picture
producer.

In the plus column: He had a place to live, reaefrHe had considerable
savings of his own and the probability of quiteitanttore money as a result
of inheriting his uncle's house in Malibu Beaclorg with its contents. His
contacts within the financial world were impeccabliis late uncle's
business manager had agreed to meet him. The thovinlgis career change
was excellent.

The risks, however, were huge. Despite a lifetimeel of movies and

several classes in movie production, he had nestaably produced a film.

Though he'd read a couple of scripts, he didn'elespecific project under
construction. He was taking off from a dead start.



David set his chin at a stubborn angle. He woudatneHis training as a
businessman gave him an edge, as did his mathieétyvasn't a bright-eyed
idealist charging at windmills.

Jennifer must have perceived the tension in higlhéor she turned and
gave him a quizzical look before snuggling back tive carriage,

comfortably within his embrace. "David," she saidilow, serious voice, "I
want to make love tonight.”

He gazed at her in disbelief. Had he heard cog®ctl

"You can lower your eyebrow," she said. "I'm assalout this as I've ever
been about anything.”

"I still have to get on a plane in the morning."

"That leaves tonight."”

He took her face tenderly in his hands, tilting ksbm toward him. Her

lovely blue eyes fluttered closed as he joinedipswith hers, tasting the
sweet cappuccino cream. God, she was fantastic!

Convulsively he pulled her close. He wanted heedee her desperately.
Her full, curving hips pressed against his hardrees$ moved with the

rhythmic wobble of the carriage.

He could feel her breath in his ear. "Not here, iD4v

"Right." He settled her back on the leather cuskieside him, keeping his
arm around her shoulders. No other woman couldtpeehis self-control

like that. "Sorry," he said shortly.

"It's okay." She gave him one of those knowingekidg glances. "I liked
it."

"I loved it," he said.



Did he love her? David exhaled a long breath. Maybédiadn't put off a
committed relationship because he needed to prefuether in his career.
Maybe he'd just never met the right woman. Untivno

"How are you feeling?" he asked as he opened ttandecup of cappuccino
and handed it to her.

"Sober as a judge,” she said, making a disdaiafié &t the cup. "Do | need
to walk a straight line to convince you? David,nokv exactly what I'm
doing. And exactly what | want.”

He stood in the carriage and spoke to the forntaygsed driver. "Take us
to the Brown Palace.”

The driver tipped his top hat and nodded. "Verydycir."
"How civilized," David mumbled. "No questions asked

"What did you expect? Was he supposed to slap \itlu avglove and
challenge you to a duel for my virtue?"

"At the very least there should be pistols at dawn.

"Dawn?" She cuddled up against him. "l was hoporgoefore dawn."
Inside the ornate, historic Brown Palace Hotel dl-wd#ressed crowd
mingled in the lobby. Jennifer leaned close to Baamd whispered, "Do
you think we're formal enough for an illicit assagion at the Brown?"

"A what?"

"l am obviously running with the wrong crowd,” séead. "I didn't know so
many people in Denver owned sequins and tuxedos."

"Only the best for you, sweetheart," he repliedigBo- gart-impersonation
voice. "l wouldn't take a classy dame like you foiat."



She went to buy toothbrushes and toothpaste. "€off®uth,” she
explained with an incongruously sultry wink. "Hieet you in the lobby in
half a minute."

Beneath the glittering chandelier at the front deskid was overtaken by
another manifestation of old-fashioned moralityotliph the desk clerk was
impassive, David stammered as he requested a dagrte and he cringed
when he said that there would be no luggage. "dusttoothbrushes.”

He crossed toward the lobby with the room key hidotehis pocket and
tried to shrug off his embarrassment. What had cowee him? It wasn't the
first time he'd checked into a hotel with a womérmowvasn't his wife. But
somehow he'd expected this time to be differenthai an idiotic urge to
explain to the clerk and the bellman, "This isndagual affair, guys. This
woman is very, very special."

He spied Jennifer, sitting in a plush brown velebtir that contrasted
beautifully with her bright scarlet dress. She didae him, and he paused to
admire her sheer loveliness and poise. Her lorg)wegge crossed. Her pose
was elegant. She looked utterly at ease in theisigdted lobby, and David
knew that he wasn't the only one who thought see White- haired,
tuxedoed gentleman sitting next to her was notitiaglegs with a polite
admiration.

David did a double take. That was no gentlemant Wae Bill Waldheim,
the chairman of the board of Continental NationahB David plunged
across the lobby.

"So here you are," he announced to Jennifer iramnstd voice. He felt like
a teenager caught kissing on the porch.

Shall we go to the lounge?"
"l don't think so," she said, gliding to her featlaslipping her arm through

his. "You've just spent the last hour sobering rpellet's go straight to
our—"



David pretended to see the bank's chairman for fiisé time. "Bill
Waldheim? What a surprise.” Before Jennifer coaldanything she might
regret later, he made the introductions.

As they shook hands, Waldheim gave Jennifer angisished but playful
grin. "Charmed. And | do see the resemblance.”

David and Jennifer exchanged a confused glance.

"The night watchman's report?" Mr. Waldheim saidhwa conspiratorial
wink. "Ms Lauren Bacall, | presume.”

David was aghast. "You read those things?"

"Occasionally they are brought to my attention. Aingbu weren't leaving
us, | would caution you about working late too oftéfThough | can
understand your diligence when you have such aacétte companion. |
only wish that Ms Ba- call here could convince youstay at Continental
National."

"I'm giving it my best try," Jennifer answered Hrily.

"Is our vice president really going to Hollywood?"

"So he says."

"As | mentioned before, Constable, if you ever dedb return to a sensible
occupation, we'll have a position waiting for you."

"Thank you, sir," David said.

"Would you two care to join my wife and me?" he extk"We were just
leaving this—the ten thousandth symphony benefihefsummer—for a
late dinner at the Ship's Tavern. | know your depent had a farewell
party for you, but I'd like to give you a propendeoff, too, David."

"Thank you, sir," Jennifer answered before DavBlt'this is David's last
night in town, and..."



"Say no more." Waldheim chuckled as he returnethisochair. "Well,
David, | guess I'll see you at the movies."

It wasn't until they were on the elevator that @af@lt his breathing return
to normal. "Of all the people to run into."

"l thought he was cute."
"Cute? Waldheim owns half of the western slope.”

The elevator doors parted, and they walked dowrh#tle David fumbled
with the key before he opened the door. As sodreasturned on the light,
he faced her. "Is this room all right?"

"It's beautiful."

Jennifer sat on the edge of the bed, kicked offdmees and waited. She
watched as he paced around the room. He peekadjthtbe long drapes at
the window and peeled off his navy-blue sport jaddedore plunking down
in one of the plush gold chairs. All the way acrtsesroom from her.

He'd bounced back to his feet and was checkingheupathroom when she
said, "David? I'm the one who's supposed to beaust

"Dammit, Jennifer. | feel guilty about leaving ybu.

She reclined on the bed, staring up at the daititg chandelier on the
ceiling. The very last thing she wanted to thinkahbwvas the next morning.
Her long legs tightened and relaxed. She stretbleedrms over her head
and dismissed the future with a deep sigh.

"You were right," he said, "when you told me tHat hot a soldier going off
to war. I'm going to a beach house. This is ourraght together because of
my decision. And now | feel like I've made a migak

"I really don't want to think about this."



"Jennifer, I'm going to another galaxy far, far gnand | don't know what's
in my future. Developing a career in motion piceumould be a long,
painful process. How can | ask you to put up whidit? How can | ask you to
wait?"

I'd be lying if | said | was happy that you're mayito Malibu Beach.” She
sat up and watched him as he continued his pating.not. And | don't
completely understand your reasons."

"I don't, either," he said, closing the drapes. aflfiwhat makes this so
damn hard."

Would you please sit? | can't carry on a seriogsufision with somebody
who's acting like a hotel inspector.”

He perched on the edge of the dresser and foldearins across his broad
chest. "l don't want to go. | want to stay herenwibu. But if | don't take this
chance, I'll never know what could have been."

"As much as | hate to say it," she admitted, "thakes a weird sort of sense.
If you give up this chance, I'll always feel guilty

"Always?"
"For at least forty-eight hours."

She waited for his smile or his sardonic raisedseye look. Instead, he
busily perused th&@V Guidethat had been lying within his reach on the
dresser. "Do you believe this? The late-night maviéasablanca.”

Glaring with frustration and desire, she sat bgltight, her fists planted
firmly on her hips. "I don't believe any of thisoi've lured me up to your
hotel room. I'm ready, willing and able to be ré&nad, and you're readirig/
Guide."

"Dammit, Jennifer. I'd like to sweep you off yoeet. | want to throw you
over my shoulder and carry you screaming and kglway with me. But
you deserve better than that.”



He crumpled the TV magazine in his hand and hutlacross the room. His
voice was low and hard. "l can't promise you tormwrr | don't have
anything to offer you."

"I don't want things, David. | want you. | wanthear you laugh. | want you
to hold me." Her voice caught in her throat. "Maywen to think that I'm
the most wonderful woman in the world."

"Don't you know that yet?" His smoky-gray eyestghed with emotion, and
he stood utterly still. "I've never known a womgelyou. You're more than
wonderful to me."

"Show me."

He crossed the room in two long-legged strides, shiedrose to stand inches
away from him. "I've been fantasizing about thismeat since the first time
| saw you."

"And | thought offering an umbrella to a lady irseorm was inspired by
pure chivalry.”

"Good. Because tonight I'm going to act like a tad.
"David?" She was trembling with readiness. "Pledsé

His full lips curled in a smile as his hands sliowesh her shoulders and
lightly grasped her upper arms. Though she'd knthah David would be
infinitely tender and sensitive to her womanly redte actual moment of
fulfillment was almost too much to bear. As shegghimto his eyes, she
didn't care about tomorrow. Tonight they would mbkee.

He lowered his mouth to hers, exerting sweet, d&ipressure. His tongue
flicked lightly across her lips. There was a sliglaiuse. He pulled away
from her again. His gray eyes were questioning.

"Yes, David," she breathed her answer. "l want"ou.



His apprehensions seemed to vanish with the bfigttt of his smile. "You
are the most wonderful woman in the world."

He kissed her with a strength and boldness thaeraadockery of his prior
hesitation. His lips were demanding; his tongueeprated her mouth.

His strong, powerful arms wrapped around her, dred/ twere locked
together in a consuming embrace that betrayed ibisef need for her.
Jennifer felt herself being swept into his pasdgrthe force of his need,
and she joyfully responded, giving herself fullgnapletely.

They were fiercely entwined, their bodies clingidgmanding release from
the intensity of desire that had been buildingtéor days. A frenzy churned
within her. She wanted him desperately, neededthifill an emptiness

within her that she had not until that moment ategpHe would leave in
the morning. There was only tonight, a timeles$inig

His demanding tension relaxed, and he separated Fer. His fingers
fumbled at the buttons on his shirt. "I want tolfgeu skin against mine,
Jennifer. Your softness."

She heard her breath coming in husky gasps as reeofd his shirt,
revealing a hard muscled torso. Her first imprassad him had been
correct; he would make a magnificent artist's modelrthy of the finest
sculptor. And yet no artist had the skill to poytthe wonder of his living
flesh. Marble was too cold. Wood carving was toadh&lo substance had
yet been discovered that could duplicate the sugtpésgth of his body.

She caressed the V pattern of dark, springy halismhest. "David," she
said. "I'd like to paint you."

"A little kinky, but I'm game."
When she bent to raise the hem of her dress, fedsteer hand. "Let me."

His hands were hot on her thighs as he slowly elasedress over the curve
of her hips and up to her waist, where the matérnakhed in a satiny wad.



"Doesn't this thing have a zipper?" he muttered.

"Unfortunately, no. | wasn't planning to be ravidhenight." She held her
hands over her head, allowing him to strip off sbarlet dress.

He stared at her slip, bra and panty hose asyfwieee' tremendous barriers
to the urgency of his desire.

"I'll take it from here," she said as she quicklyiggled out of her
undergarments. "Why is it that they never show plait in the movies?"

While she was occupied with unhooking and slitrggriee had removed the
rest of his clothing. Magnificently naked, he jaineer on the bed.

"Oh, David,” she said with a fulfiled sigh. He wa®arvelously
proportioned, the most perfect male she had evem.sénd yet he was
totally unself-conscious as his fascinated gazedtb over her, warming
her. His voice was almost reverent as he whispé&¥exi're lovely, Jenny."

She had never felt more beautiful.

His touch was firm but gentle as he outlined thevewf her waist and the
swell of her hips. Still studying her, he cupped bheeast and fondled the
taut nipple. "l was right,” he said. "Your skinusbelievably smooth. What
do they call it? A peaches-and-cream complexion.”

"All that means is | sunburn easily."

"Let me taste."

He lowered his mouth to her throat and caresseddsdr. "Delicious," he

murmured as he trailed kisses lower until he dieoed the fullness of her
breast. His tongue teased her nipple to an untadiesensitivity.

It was sweet agony, so fine and sharp that sheepeid an utter clarity of

desire. There was no one, nothing else in the w@lk seemed to be
floating.



He returned swiftly to her lips, and when their tisujoined and the full
length of their bodies touched, a sense of pedectpletion burst over her.
Jennifer gasped, and his breathing matched her d#®. heartbeat
hammered above her, synchronizing with her own.

His male hardness throbbed against her, and sheraseg her thighs,
wanting him, needing their flesh to become onehfleget he had not
completed her tantalizing arousal.

His deliberate, masterful skill was worthy of theogh sensual movie
montage. He massaged the nape of her neck, wodstiipguncture of her
elbow and wrist, caressed the soles of her feeer'Wie kissed and fondled
the length of her legs—from ankle to calf to thighrtl he discovered the
moist center of her desire, Jennifer feared shddwexplode.

Her body writhed and arched in incredible aband@eding him, needing
the fulfillment he could give her. David waited lomger. He joined himself
with her, and his hard thrusts surpassed Jenniferst exalted imaginings.

She never wanted him to stop. Her hands clawe& ditdtk. Her long legs
thrashed against him as he adjusted their positiopsovide deeper access.

When the moment of climax came, their release wamdndous. A
complete, shuddering tumbling of all the starshia heavens. She attained
cataclysmic satisfaction, uncharted on the scatnadtions.

As she floated back to earth, one thought pierezgbrfect happiness. My
God, she was going to miss him.

The rest of that long night before the Labor Dayekend would be
preserved forever in Jennifer's memories along whth already wilted
wildflowers they'd picked in the mountains and tlo&et stubs from the
Classic Cinema Marathon at the Uptown Theater. &wymwishes. So many
dreams. How could she count them? How could she tese moments?

This was one time when she was glad that she wagha person with
vaguely insomniac tendencies. Hours later, as Dalagt, her eyes were
still wide open, watching him.



As she traced the swirls of dark hair on his chiestjnhaled deeply and
exhaled slowly. A smile played across his full Jipsit his eyelids stayed
closed.

Jennifer smiled back. She wouldn't wake him. Irgtshe propped herself
up on the pillow and studied him, memorizing higlypérom his long toes to
the thick, sable hair on his head. And every squenie in between.

The passion they had shared was beautiful, andvaleglad that he had
returned for this one last night. A fitting goodbye

JENNIFER STOOD ATGATE 22, Concours®, at Stapleton Airport, wishing
that she'd gotten more sleep. Mornings were nesefavorite time of day,
but this day was absolutely dismal.

She watched as David received his seat assignmetitei nonsmoking
section. He returned to her side and grinned. "Bpat, Jennifer. You
made me mis€asablancdast night. At least give me a farewell scene.”
"What did you have in mind?"

"You have one guess."

He took her hand, his thumb playfully tickling p&im. As tired as she was,
his minicaresses excited her. She just couldn'egetgh of the man. "We

can't do what you have in mind," she said. "Na public place."

"Wish | had a trench coat,” he muttered. "Can'tlyedo Bogart without a
trench coat.”

"You're not going to make a scene, are you?"

She glanced up at him nervously. The gleam inyegs ¢old her that he was
ready to perform an entire scriptful of scenes.



She shook her head. "What happened to that clusmset guy who was so
embarrassed last night?"

"It wasn't the real me, sweetheart,” he lisped, 88bgtyle, then launched
into a paraphrase of the famous farewell scene f@asablanca."And
whatever happens to two little people doesn't amnta hill of beans in
this crazy world of ours. Remember, sweethearl] ale/ays have Paris."

Very gently he kissed her.

The boarding instructions were announced, and pdogdan filing out of

the waiting area onto the plane. Jennifer feltélétensing. She didn't want
him to leave. It was going to take all her self4tohto let him get on that
plane and fly out of her life.

She looked into his eyes, imagining that she sdwief reflection of her
own sorrow. But that could not be. If he felt thetin, he wouldn't, he
couldn't, leave.

"Will you visit me next weekend?" he asked.

"I don't think so." Though her throat was cons#tttshe forced herself to
continue, "It's better if we don't make plans."

They stood face-to-face, confronting their imminseparation. She stared
up at him, hoping against all probability that heuhd cancel his flight. That
he would come to his senses and stay with her.

He traced her cheekbone with his finger. Warm amngelting, his hands
caressed her face. His lips brushed her forehead t#en, too soon, it was
time for him to leave.

She watched him go, striding briskly toward hisenain future and leaving
her bereft. She should have left the airport ritjen, forging ahead to her
own plans, her own schedules. Already she waddatthe craft fair. But
she couldn't bring herself to go. She needed ttopgoher contact with
David, no matter how tenuous.



The waiting lounge was empty except for Jennifean8ing at the window,
she waited for his plane to take off. He couldl gjét off, she wished
frantically. He could still change his mind.

When the plane taxied out to the runway, David stdsaboard. Now he
was really gone. No more hope.

"Unless..."

Before leaving the airport, she purchased an dpkettto Los Angeles.



CHAPTER 4

JENNIFER HAD never considered herself bashful, not even whervss a

child. At one time she had been innocent, evenldellBut never shy. Why,
then, had she circled the same block of glamoroasbM Beach houses
four times?

Why hadn't she told David her flight number? Shended the corner to the
beachfront roadway, the street where he lived. Wagn't she arranged for
him to meet her at the airport? Partly becausevemn't sure until the
wide-bodied jet was airborne that she would stayboard. And partly
because she had wanted to surprise him.

Bad idea, she thought as she parked the compatetl ar opposite the
beach house that had once belonged to David's .udteat if he had
company? What if he wasn't home? What if he'd aetid the week they'd
been separated that he didn't want to see heragain

A thousand dreadful scenarios played in her mimg'dSseen enough old,
melodramatic movies to know that the course of towe never did run
smooth. He could have been hit by a truck. Or malie love with his
childhood sweetheart.

She peered at the stone-and-cedarwood house, wigshnearly hidden
from the street by palm trees and thick, exoti@afyg. What would she find
inside?

There was only one way to find out. Again she raetathherself that she had
never been a toe-shuffling, eyes-cast- downwardhfioé child. Open the
door, she commanded herself.

No way,replied this unfamiliar shy person.

She leaned back in the bucket seat and closed/ésyteying to make sense
of her trepidation. David was not a frightening mide was kind and loving
and funny. His touch was as gentle as the saltgzee from the Pacific.
He'd called four times on the telephone that weelelt her how much he
cared, how much he missed her.



And yet he had the power to hurt her more than a@ylse. For her own
mental health Jennifer knew that they had to caerims with this idea of
a long-distance love affair. They had to talk alaating other people. They
had to take a hard look into the future. Were tlueyers or merely good
friends?

With her fingertips she massaged her still closgelids. Relax. She sat
quietly. Just another momenthe concentrated on releasing the stress
between her shoulder blades and the doubts frormived. There was a
great deal to be nervous about. So much was ung@wkkeso much at stake.

If he slammed the door on their inconvenient relathip, Jennifer feared
she would shrivel up into a lonely old hag.

Instead, she heard a door being opened—the caloddbe passenger side.
Before she could react, she felt strong, unforgéttarms pulling her into a
sideways embrace. She opened her eyes and sawDpertect, roguish
smile.

"l thought I'd better come out here," he said, tbefyou ran out df gas.”

"l wasn't sure about the address. These streetllase curvy and..." She
stopped herself. Her excuses sounded feeble evéertd'How did you
know | was coming?"

"The Great Davidini knows all and sees all," halsalacing his divining
hand to his forehead. "I see a craft shop in Der\ssre a woman behind the
counter—"

"Okay, swami."
"The woman was Beth," he said in his normal voltealled the shop, and
she told me you were on your way and your flightber, but it was too late

to make it to the airport. Why didn't you let meoknyou were coming?"

"l was feeling shy. Unsure of myself, unsure of David, we're going to
have to talk this weekend, and make some deciSions.



"Absolutely.” As he took her face in his hands &ms$ed her, she felt her
nervous constriction begin to release. The knbeinstomach loosened. But
it didn't go completely away. There was a tautdesiof tension that would

not disappear.

"We will talk,” he promised. "But first | have sotheng really exciting to
show you." He slid out of the car and dashed ardarier door to open it.
"Luggage in the trunk?"

She nodded and blindly handed over the keys. Tllosdbts would be

settled. She couldn't spend another week of slsgpights and distracted
days. And yet, in his presence, her questions se#emanportant. They

were together again. Nothing else mattered.

Before she'd set her sandals on pavement, he'@dplea trunk and grabbed
her small canvas suitcase.

"I'm amazed," he said, giving her an appraisingeeoner. "That is the most
modern outfit I've ever seen you wear."

She smoothed the cotton folds of her short, pepkyach- colored culotte
dress. "When in Malibu, do as the Maliboi- ans."

"Maliboians?" He hooked his arm through hers angkdd her across the
street.

"Maliboites? That can't be right. It sounds likguan disease. What do they
call people who live here?"

"Rich." He hustled her along the sidewalk to henfrdoor.
"You look modern yourself," she said, noting theosith fit of his pale blue
knit shirt and white tennis shorts. Under her bresite added, "And not at

all like a banker."

He wasn't listening. David was so enthused thatdsepractically babbling.
"You couldn't have timed your arrival better, Jéenil have just made an



earthshaking discovery. Well, maybe not earthsltaksut really exciting.
Damn, I'm glad you're here."

He ushered her inside, and Jennifer had to pauserfioment to catch her
breath. The natural stone foyer created a suitalddieval setting for a
full-sized suit of armor and crossed swords. To Ieéirwas a sprawling
sunken living room furnished in blue and beige vatiother rugged stone
wall and a fireplace worthy of Xanadu's opulendee $oked back at the
armor. "Whao's this?"

"My uncle was an evil jouster in The Black Shielfl Fals- worthy.'
Remember that gem?" He set her suitcase down ayadl Umer up a wide
iron staircase that hugged another natural stoitle''@@me on, up here.”

Jennifer touched the stone for balance and wasisedpto feel a glowing
warmth. "David? Why is this rock hot?" "

"Passive solar system. My uncle might have beecluse/but he was no
dummy." He anxiously beckoned her the rest of thg up the stairs. "I'll
show you the whole circulation with the pumps amel $torage panels and
everything. Later.”

At the top of the stairs Jennifer was surprisedisgover a spacious office
area. The house didn't seem that large from tleetstpossibly because it
was dwarfed by the relative size of some other MaBeach mansions.

The desk faced a huge picture window with a spetdawiew of the Pacific
shoreline. Overhead, a bank of skylights offeradifie natural lighting.
Jennifer smiled her approval. "This would make aatyite art studio.”

"Sure, sure." David yanked her toward a door atnbethern end of the
room. "We'll talk about it—later."

In his haste he almost shoved her inside the datkemom. Taking her by
the shoulders, he directed her to a chamois-coleadtier sofa. "Sit."

"David, what are you doing? What's so important?"”



"Jennifer, Jennifer, Jennifer, please sit down."

With a final confused glance she plopped hersethersofa. Before joining
her, David went to the wall that stretched beftwent and flicked a switch.
The wood paneling slid back, revealing a forty-tiwoh-square television
screen.

He did a fair impression of a mad scientist's aadidfore taking his place
beside her on the sofa and aiming a remote coténate at the screen.

Jennifer heard a loud buzzing noise. The screen hasvith the
black-and-white image of a muscular superhero eamling cape, dark
tights and a medieval-looking doublet. His headpisparkled, vaguely
resembling the pointed stinger of a hornet.

Background music swelled, and Jennifer recognihedfive-tone trumpet
blast from David's teasing description. A deep gaitoned, "Wasp Man.
He flies. He soars on silver wing. Men of evil, ke his sting."

"Your Uncle Clayton?"
"Who else?"

On the large screen Clayton Forbes moved with tthigace into the
takeoff position. His cape billowed out like wingsid he soared as the deep
voice continued, "Many years ago Dr. Mike Michaelgrdworking
scientist, was accidentally caught in the blast @&énium-croton explosion.
He escaped without injury. His fiancee, Dr. Susawar§ was not so
fortunate."

The screen showed the well-built Forbes dresseapipsion-torn clothing
of the fifties. He gently lifted a woman in his anHis face was streaked
with tears.

"l don't believe it," Jennifer remarked. "A supah&ith sensitivity. Does
Alan Alda know about this?"



The announcer continued, "Shortly thereafter, Milseovered his unusual
powers born of the zenium-croton proton particlés.defied gravity. He
had the strength of a hundred men. He could setsvéoty miles. He was..
.Wasp Man. As Wasp Man, he vowed never to speakawiitwas forever
silent.”

The beginning of the episode showed a huge, stéoitking laboratory.
Clayton Forbes—also known as Mike Michaels, alsovkm as Wasp
Man—was hunched over a microscope. A woman, draasgbat Jennifer
thought was a terrific nipped-waist suit, stumbdedoss the lab and fainted
at Mike's feet.

"That's Harriet Kelton,” Jennifer said. "My Godnéver thought she did
anything like this."

David used the remote control to freeze the scéllare important,
Jennifer. This is a lost episode. When | was grgwip, | saw every single
one of thewasp Marshows. Some of them | saw three and four times Th
wasn't among them."

"And?" She waited for the punch line.
"My uncle saved all the lost episodes."
"l didn't realize you could record those old teggon shows."

"They were on kinescope. | found the original reesa vault in the
basement.” He tossed the remote control on theauwfavent to open the
curtains. "Uncle Clayton was always big on gadgdts probably had the
kinescopes reproduced as videotapes as soon agsethmeology was
available."

He went to the wall beside the television screah@ointed to a glassed-in,
floor-to-ceiling case full of videotapes. "Sixtyix ®pisodes of Wasp Man.
The Black Shield of Falsworthy. The Viking. Thev@it Rose. Dark Moon
on the RiverThey're all here. Every movie my uncle appeared hrere."



"Can we watchThe Silver Rosdl loved Harriet Kelton in that." Jennifer
gave a nostalgic sigh. "I cried and cried...."

"Don't you realize what this is?"

"A nifty videotape collection?"

"This," he said with an extravagant sweep of histhdthis is my future.”
Oh, yes, she remembered, the future. That wasstiedtad come to Malibu
Beach to discuss. Their future. "What do old moviase to do with our

future?"

"I'll be rich!" He rubbed his hands together andkted like a cinematic mad
scientist. "Rich, do you hear me, rich."”

"Yes, David?"

He calmed his voice to its usual tone. "Here's Inoyght. My uncle left me

this house and all its contents. If these tapesdearreleased into network
or cable syndication, | might be able to colledideals. Anyway, | put a

call to my uncle's attorney, and he's going to ktibe possibilities."”

His enthusiasm both amused and disappointed Jenhifeugh she wished
him the best of luck in his new career, her bldyaself-centered hope was
that David's dedication to movie-making would beavugg thin. It would be

so much easier, she thought, if he'd decided twrred the peacefully stable
world of banking.

He looked to her for encouragement. "What do yank'
"I'm sorry, David. | didn't follow all that."
"Pay attention, Jennifer. I'm talking about us."”

"Us?"



"Me and thee, sweetheart. If | can syndic&asp Manand become
impossibly wealthy, you can move out here permdpént

"What?" Where had that come from?

"I've missed you." He went down on one knee befwein the classic
gesture of an old-fashioned proposal. Taking hadkan his, he cleared his
throat. "l want you to live with me."

"Live with you? Here?"

"Tis humble," he said grandly. "But | call it horhe

"I can't move out here. | have responsibilitie®anver. Remember? Watt's
Up?"

"Sell it. Start over here."

"l can't do that," she objected. She retrievedingers from his grasp. "And
you know | can't. You're familiar with my loan pade at the bank. I've
barely recouped my startup costs. After Christmasght move into the
black instead of the red.”

"Be a sport, Jennifer. I'll front you the money #onew store out here."
"It's more than the money," she said firmly. "I'ery pleased with all I've
accomplished in Watt's Up. | love my store. Anavd my house. And |
love Denver. | don't intend to give it all up.”

His gray eyes sparkled, compelling her attentidnwént you with me,
Jennifer. Not just on weekends, but always."

"That's not fair, David." She stiffened, fightindf the seductive power of
his gaze. "l want to be with you, too."

"So0? What's the problem?"



"I've finally proved to myself that | can be respdie. | can't justlip and
quit."

"Even if | was wealthy beyond your fondest imaggsf” Still kneeling
before her, he playfully slid his hands along thesale of her thighs. "Move
in with me?"

"Why don't you come back to Denver and live withhe

"Doesn't work that way. | want to be your man, Jemnl want to take care
of you."

"No, David." She slapped at his questing fingertips

"Is that so bad?"

"It's not bad or wrong," she said. "It's just ndtat| want right now."
"Okay." He stood, marched off a couple of pacestanl a seat on the sofa
beside her. "The syndication thing is a long slotyway. I'm sure the
production company owns all the rights."

Side by side they sat, staring at the unmoving @lvadon the huge
television screen. It seemed to Jennifer that tredationship was just as
frozen as the image of Clayton Forbes and Harredtdd. She wouldn't

budge. Nor would he.

He stretched his long, bare legs straight outdntfof him, drooped his head
onto his chest and sighed. "How come this nevepé&iapto John Wayne?"

"What are you talking about?"
"The Duke." He unfolded to a standing posture agmd took a few
bowlegged cowboy strides. His voice lapsed intoohnJWayne drawl.

"Now, listen up, pilgrim. We're going to do thingg/ way from now on."

"Fat chance, Duke."



"I'll tell ya I'm sorry—" he continued his drawl"—d then | want to kiss ya
and kiss ya and kiss ya until you can't get kigsedhore."

She couldn't help laughing. "That's worse than ygax gart impression.”
"You think that's bad? You've never heard my Cagney

"David!" she said loudly before he could go inta gaother impersonation.
"Sit."

He sat. "Yes, ma'am?"

"What is with you? You've been bouncing around thasn like a yo-yo. Up
and down. Back and forth. It's making me tired &dck you."

David leaned back against the sofa and stared upeatcoustical tile
ceiling. With a whoosh of a sigh he tried to shaklethe tension he felt
building inside. Her arrival had affected him mdban he'd expected.
Before she arrived, he'd known that he missed $eeing her here was
different. It made him realize how empty the hobad been without her,
how empty his life had been.

His farfetched scheme about syndicating\i¥eesp Marepisodes, including
the "missing" shows, had not seemed so importdotdshe came. Now it
was vital. It meant overnight success. He woulcetsomething to offer her.
"David?" She called him back from the world of H@lbod dreams.

"I'm sorry, Jennifer.”

"You don't have to apologize. Just explain. Whyyare so hyperactive?"

"l guess this is what grasping at straws looks'like

"I have a better idea."” She took his hand and gl#cen her waist. "Grasp
me."



He didn't need another invitation. His arms enebgicher in a sweet,
comforting embrace.

Her body felt so good against him. During the wapért he'd imagined the
feel of her ten times a day. As he nuzzled thedgenolumn of her neck, he
realized that the reality was more wonderful thay fantasy. He pulled her
to him, reveling in the fragrance of her perfumbeBensation of holding
her quenched his jitters and lit a very differeott ©f excitement within
him. "God, I've missed you."

As he pulled her inexorably toward him, his knegctted the remote control
for the giant television screen. And té&asp Marepisode blared.

"Dr. Michaels, you must help us." Harriet Keltomsce trembled fearfully.
Startled, Jennifer jerked away from David and staakthe television as
Clayton Forbes, in a reassuring baritone said, dbl whatever | can,

ma'am."

Grumbling, David reached for the control, but J&mstayed his hand.
"Your uncle isn't bad," she said. "He's got a tersioice."”

"l can't believe this." David slumped back on tbéas"I'm being upstaged
by my deceased uncle.”

"It's the family resemblance that | find intriguitighe said. "You really do
look a lot like him."

"l thought | looked like Clark Gable."

"Both."

Jennifer grinned as Harriet Kelton emoted. "Sherisfic, isn't she?"
"You're really a fan, aren't you?"

Jennifer bobbed her head as she watched Claytdre&osher the sobbing
Miss Kelton from his lab.



"Next time I'm in Denver," he promised, "we'll gp to the mountains and
meet the real live Miss Harriet Kelton."

"Could we? Really?" She turned to him with a relawgof excitement.
"When are you coming to Denver?"

"Sometime. Of course, if you lived out here, youldchobnob with lots of
stars. Jane Fonda? Sissy Spacek?"

"Not interested. My favorites are Harriet Keltonatarine Hepburn and
Lauren Bacall. None of whom live in Lotusland.”

A trumpet blast from the television signaled thaadfy Man was going into
action. Jennifer compared the muscular physiqutherscreen to David's,
running her hand speculatively along his lightlyrtad leg. "Do you look as
good as your uncle in tights?"

"Tights? | never gave them much thought.”

"You might be cute," she teased, tiptoeing herdnsgacross his thigh. "I've
got some panty hose in my luggage."

From the desk in the other room they heard thehelee ring. Gratefully
David went to answer. "Saved by the bell."

Jennifer continued to watdWasp ManClayton Forbes, she decided, had
charisma. Or sex appeal. Despite the trite plotiaade dialogue, there was
something fascinating about the man.

Perhaps that same charisma had been inheritedshyephew. Any other
man who dared to zap her with the "my career isenmaportant than yours"
philosophy would have been picking himself up &i¢ ffloor. Surely he
hadn't meant it. Not the chauvinistic way it souhder had he?

She concentrated on the television screen wher@Was single-handedly
demolished three seedy-looking thugs. That was $teewvanted to handle
her questions about their relationship. Like WasgmMShe visualized the
guestions as if they were punching bag balloons.



Where will we live? Pow!
Whose career comes first? Biff!
What kind of commitment is this, anyway? Ka-blooey!

She heard David return to the room and turnedrto Hhis show isn't half
bad," she said.

"It isn't half mine, either." Like the dissolve lbdack at the end of a movie,
his former enthusiasm had faded. He aimed the ewwitrol and flicked
off the television as Wasp Man shook Harriet's hand flew off into the
wild blue yonder.

"That was the lawyer on the telephone. My unclendidwn syndication
rights toWasp Manln fact, his possession of these tapes was songethi
akin to video piracy, and the lawyer advised mestarn the kinescopes to
the company that produced the series. He did, hexyesay that the
company might be interested iWWasp Marrevival."

"Which means?"

"If | want to promotéWasp Marand arrange for a sale to cable or network,
they'll be happy to take the profits.”

She followed him through the office and down tharst "So? You're not
going to be rich and famous overnight?"

"Don't gloat, Jennifer."

"I'm not gloating. Look, David, | won't pretend tHan thrilled about your
career. But | wish you well."

He led her through a gleaming, modern kitchen. "Hdout a walk on the
beach? If | can't convince you to move out hereabse I'm going to be a
mogul, maybe the natural beauty of the Pacific shihknge your mind."



He opened sliding glass doors that led to a cedak,dand they went
outside. Though the skies were hazy, the yiew efrtiling white breakers
crashing along the sandy shore was fantastic. fégrstiood at the edge of
the deck and inhaled the briny air.

"What do you think?" he asked glumly. "Nothing likieis in dear old
Denver."

"You don't have to give me reasons." She turnedhek on the view and
confronted him. "Believe me, David. | want someghio work out between
us as much as you do. And your idea of opening &'sMdp in Malibu
Beach isn't totally impossible. But it has to be degision. Like your new
career was your decision."

"My career?" Though he laughed, David couldn't disg his sarcastic
disdain. "Career is a bit pretentious to describatwve got going."

"Rome wasn't built in a day."

"True, but Atlanta burned in about an hour andl§ baurtesy of David O.
Selznick.Gone With the Wind,939. Everything moves fast out here except
success."

"Give yourself some time, David. And give our reaship time, too. We're
both adults. We'll figure something out."

They descended the stairs to the beach. There sugiers and swimmers
and sunbathers, but the beach area was not crowdedifer and David
took off their shoes and strolled near the highewatark.

Sand between my todgnnifer thought. The golden warmth and the lyilab
of the surf offered enticing, sensual argumentpémking up and moving to
California. Snow would soon be falling in Denveholigh the Colorado
climate was mainly sunny and pleasantly arid, thelsern California coast
was unbeatable for sheer hedonistic pleasure. ‘t®lomn, David."

"You're not into power walking?"



"There's a new way of walking?" she questioned.c@ifrse. | should have
known. This is trendy southern Cal."

"What about an old-fashioned game of Frisbee?" hikered tour guide, he
pointed out the distant bikini-clad figures leapargl chasing swirling discs
at the water's edge. "Or a jog along the beach?"

"David, my idea of heavy exercise is getting uptie morning.” To
emphasize her point she slowed her pace furtheres$&I'm not a California
gal."

"I'm beginning to think I'm not a Hollywood kind gftiy, either.”

At his words she glanced up quickly. Was he comsidean end to his
budding career?

Her quizzical gaze was not returned. He pulled ia pladark Ray-Ban
sunglasses from his shirt pocket and hid behinchthe

Even without the sunglasses he looked guardedhsiught. Preoccupied.
And kind of sad. Damn. She kicked at the sand. dtisved-down gait
reminded her of a funeral march. Though she wabtdd back in Denver,
it had to be his willing decision. Not the resuifailure in Malibu Beach.

Jennifer knew the frustration in her own dreametl. Trying to cheer
him up, she launched a new topic. "Tell me aboutrydncle Clayton.
Where did he go after th&asp Marseries ended?"

"Nowhere. There was an accident on the set. Inobtige fight scenes my
uncle took a sharp blow to the throat. His vocablsovere damaged. He
regained his voice, but it was husky, more likeraswer."

"Really? He couldn't perform?"

"l don't know." David shrugged. "There might haveeb operations or
vocal-training methods. My mom came out here tooarage him, but he
refused to do anything. They had a fight—a big tfigfhat was when my
summer visits ended."”



"Why?"

"A combination of things." He kicked a stone. "ldhhittle League and
summer camp. Needless to say, Mom wasn't thrilealtame spending
time with her weird brother. And he didn't make apgcial efforts to invite
me."

"Does that make you sad?"

"A little," he admitted. "I didn't know Uncle Clayt all that well, but I
remember that he was always exciting and funidtén to him practice his
lines at night. During the day I'd hang around se¢ Or play with his
incredible gadgets. We'd broil hamburgers on thk. gind there were
parties."”

From his wistful tone Jennifer could easily imagsig-year- old David
peeping around the banister to spy on his celeloritgle's wild parties.
"This is beginning to sound a bit like hero worshipd you want to be
Clayton Forbes when you grew up?"

"Sometimes." He pushed his sunglasses back inte jpia the bridge of his
nose. "When you're a kid, it's pretty spectacudandave a movie star for an
uncle."

As they strolled beneath the warm but overcastsskieMalibu Beach,
Jennifer refrained from further questions, and Bappreciated her silence.
It would have been easy for her to draw conclusiaibsut his boyhood
admiration.What a cornball scenario: Boy comes atiy/ood to follow in
famous uncle's footsteps. Falls on buitt.

Of course, David had given serious thought to tbssible connections.
Living in his uncle's house, he couldn't avoid timemories and the
associations. And he had deduced that he woulénit BHollywood if it
hadn't been for Clayton Forbes. Not only had Fodsesouraged David's
interest in movies, he had also shown him thatas wossible to achieve
success in that highly competitive field.



Was he trying to be like his uncle? To relive CtaytForbes's life? No.
David had his own identity. He wasn't an actor. dign't want to be a
star...except for maybe in Jennifer's eyes.

"Is there any more to the story?" he heard her 'gsker the accident did
your uncle give up everything?"

"I'm not so sure he did," David said thoughtfully.

"But he retired, didn't he?"

"He never made another film. But that doesn't meaecame a recluse.
That was my mother's version of the story, andvgereal angry. She said
that he'd told her his injury was retribution fdruging his talent."”

"By playing the part of a silver-winged superhero?"

David nodded. "Even though he started in silemdil Uncle Clayton was a
respected Shakespearean actor, trained in Engtdahd @Id Vic."

"But that doesn't make sense," she said. "If hesmaspulsed byWadyan,
why did he save all the tapes?"

"Good question." David stopped in his tracks. Hektoff the sunglasses
and stared at her. "Jennifer, my love, you're alteby right. Keep talking."

"About what?"
"I'm not sure. Whatever comes into your head."

"Well, it seems to me that your uncle had a fagogacareer. Theater, silent
film, movies and television." "Yes." He nodded. "Go."

She could almost see him making connections imiiigl. Connections to
what? "I don't know what else to say."

"How about this? Most of his career is on tapéat screening room. Even
a couple of Shakespearean performances.”



"The life and times of Clayton Forbes," she said.

Since they'd reached a secluded portion of bea@vidl® whoop of
excitement startled only Jennifer and a couple a@iding gulls. She
recovered quickly. "I beg your pardon?"

"Want me to do it again?"

"Please don't. There may be off-shore whales triorgjeep.”

He placed his hands on her shoulders, holdingtreemnas length. "Jennifer
Watt, you're the most brilliant female since Mada@aerie, the best
detective since Miss Marple—"

"l agree," she interrupted. "What caused you taceat

"You've given me the best idea of all time." Hepped his hands to her
waist. "The best."

"Uh-huh." Her eyes narrowed skeptically. "Want tbnee all about it?"
"I'll produce a documentary about Clayton Forbas.lie story.”

His energy revved up, and she could feel the exate flowing through his
fingertips. She'd never seen anyone so convincedtabcreative project.
Whether or not the life of Forbes was a classiwa$ the movie that David
needed to make. "l love it," she said.

He leaned close to her, directing her gaze to aexistent marquee.
"Clayton Forbes, consummate actor."

They were cheek to cheek when he turned to herpwuding her in his
embrace. "He flies," David whispered. "He soarsibrer wing."

Jennifer slipped her arms around him. For the firsé since she arrived,
she felt as if they were together. Meeting hisesivgaze, she asked, "What
will you call it?"



"Foibles of Forbes?'He kissed her lightly on the tip of her nose areid
away to study her'Clayton's Calling? Have | told you that you're
beautiful?"

"So are you." She grinned and went up on tiptddgs his chin'The Call
of the Wasp?"

Without warning he dipped her in a low, dramaticbeace. "What about
The Stingl"

"It's been done." She tilted back her head, sesmingpside-down cyclorama
of clouds and sand and sea. And in the midst afl ivas David, finally
looking happy and strong and terribly sexy.

"I've got it," he said. "The title!"

"Yes, David?" she breathed.

He kissed her thoroughl{Wasp Man Speaks!"



CHAPTERS
WAsSPMAN HAD SPOKEN And the earth had moved.

The next morning Jennifer stretched luxuriouslydsh the cream-colored
satin sheets and folded her hands behind her Aémdigh the warmth of
morning sunlight touched her closed eyelids, shentaeady to be awake.
She wanted to spend the entire morning—until mandme—remembering
the night before.

Words were inadequate to describe David's lovengakhe replayed
visual images and recalled sensations that hatetrtgrough her. Jennifer
felt completely satisfied.

A fresh and fragrant whisper tickled across heekh8he twitched her nose
and opened her eyd3avid.

He trailed the white rosebud across her lips. "Goodning, sweetheart,” he
lisped like Bogart.

She gazed up at a huge skylight above the bedramteg. "Last night there
were stars,"” she said.

"And not all of them were in the sky," he added. rhiadam ready for her
breakfast?"

He eased her into a sitting position. From beskae lded he produced a
wicker bed table containing coffee, poached egglsaahuttered croissant.
With a flourish he dropped the white rosebud intleer vase.

"There's something you ought to know about me,"rebemured, averting
her gaze from the eggs. "I'm not a morning pers@dtl.'keep it in mind."
His electrifying smile was already operating at fuhttage as he leaned
close and brushed her cheek with a kiss.

"So that means..." Her words trailed off as sheedag at him and smiled
with sweet semiconsciousness. "How come you'réraised?"



"RememberWasp Man Speakd®e have a ten o'clock meeting with my
uncle's attorney."

She glanced at the clock beside the bed. It wasrong, plenty of time.
"To be there on time," he said, "I have to leavéva minutes."

Far away in the recesses of her unawake mind, tandiglarm pinged.
"Fine," she said with a lazy yawn.

Her internal alarm pinged louder. "Five minutes?"
He grinned at her and nodded.

"Five minutes!" she cried. "lI've got to get upel'got to get dressed. Why
didn't you wake me earlier?"

"l didn't have the heart to disturb you, Jenny, loye. You looked so
peaceful.”

"But | wanted to go with you."

She struggled to climb out of the bed without owering the wicker tray.
When she was halfway free of the satin sheetsredlezed she was stark
naked.

After a full night of lovemaking there was no pointbeing modest. Still,
she felt a little silly. He was wearing his busimesit. She was wearing her
birthday suit. "Don't worry.” She clutched the disee a clumsy toga. "l can
be ready in four minutes."

He held out a terry-cloth robe, which she grabbetislipped into, hurriedly
fastening the sash as she charged toward the bathrat the door she
pivoted. "Whose robe is this?"

He guided her into the bathroom and opened theelaavdoors of a linen
closet to reveal a neatly folded stack of simitdras. "Ladies' sizes—small,



medium and large. Apparently Uncle Clayton wasmthsa recluse after
all.”

"Good old Wasp Man?"

"And there's a drawerful of skimpy black bikinishdse appear to be
one-size-fits-all.”

"How about that Uncle Clayton?"
"Could I make a suggestion, Jennifer?"

She turned the faucets in the combination bathséwgver, starting a gush
of water in the tub. "How do you make this a sh&Ver

She fiddled with a spigot on the wall, flipping dtockwise. The water
became an overhead spray—a sudden spray. Jenmfedmenched. She
stood upright, faced David and groaned. "You hadggestion?"

He took a towel from the heated rack and placegeiitly around her
shoulders. "You stay here. Slip into one of those-size-fits-all bikinis.
And catch some rays on the beach. I'll be backmie for a late lunch.”

"Well, I'm sorry to miss your meeting, but it's @adl”

She wound the towel around her head and trieddk éavake as she held
out her hand. "Shake?"

With a smooth, easy movement he grasped her hahgaanked her into his
arms. The shock of his surprise embrace changpte&sure as she gazed
up into his gray eyes. She sighed and relaxed, atatily resting her cheek
against his chest.

Wet hair and all, she could have gone back to sbegpe spot. She nuzzled
against him, breathing in the fresh laundered sofhis cotton shirt.

"I've got to go, Jennifer."



She listened to the words rumbling and vibratinghia chest. "Sounds
wonderful."Though his embrace was loose and lawykiss revealed a
tenderness and sensuality. The heat of his sootdairesses penetrated the
terry-cloth fabric on her back and inspired an &wment within her.
Impossible. She trembled with newly alert des®d, my, it's much too
early, she thought.

His tongue slipped between her lips. Slowly andcdé&tly he explored the
inside of her mouth. She glided into his mood, ingtherself against him
like a damp, sleepy cat stretching in the sunlight.

She never imagined passion could be like that. Badycomforting—it was
an altogether pleasant way to awaken.

"l have to go," he said.

She hummed a soft assent.

And then he really kissed her. Squeezing her agains, ravishing her
mouth and starting up all sorts of passionate,sdwravings. It was quick
but thorough.

When he released her, Jennifer was limp.

He straightened his collar, winked and said, "Hdigking at you, kid."

David sauntered out the door.

Jennifer, breathing hard, massaged her wet hawotider if he'd want to
start off every day like that."

By THE TIME DAVID RETURNED, Jennifer had dressed, eaten breakfast and
found a comfortable chair on the deck. As she sy third cup of coffee,
she flipped through a magazine. Her wider attentias focused on the
magnificent, every-changing panorama of the Pacoast.

She loved the familiarity of his light kiss on lefreek as he joined her on the
deck.



"How was your meeting?" she asked.

"Perfect. The company that owns syndication rigiots\WWasp Manhas
agreed to give me free access to all tapes. Thagider my proposed
documentary film to be excellent publicity for pis resyndication of the
series."

She applauded.

"And how did you enjoy your morning?"

"Very relaxing."

For a moment she sat quietly, beaming at him. "N6ol so happy, David."
"I am. For the first time | feel like | made thelnt decision.”

"Moving out here?" Her own pleasure crumpled a bit.

"Getting involved in filmmaking," he corrected. "Arhaving you here, on
my side, has made the difference.”

"You know, David, one of the reasons | came oug likeis weekend was so
that we could have a serious discussion."

"Seriously?"

"Don't tease. We've got a lot to talk about.”

"Such as?"

"Well, for one thing, I don't like people makingaigons for me. Like when
you say, 'Move your shop to Malibu Beach.' Or ‘tided to let you sleep
in."

"l understand."

"You do?"



"Sure," he said. "How long will it take you to p&Ck

"That's exactly what | mean," she said, exasperdid you ask me? No.
Did you consider my plans? No."

He was grinning mischievously like the Cheshireinghlice's Adventures
in Wonderlandlt was difficult, she thought, to stay irritatedtlivsomebody
who was so obviously pleased with himself. "Sog shid, "where did you
want to go?"

"May | ask you now?"

"Yes."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes, David."

"Would you like to meet Harriet Kelton?"

"Back near Denver?"

"Yes, Jennifer. That hasn't changed in the pastrfiilnutes. She still lives in
the mountains west of Denver."

She bounded out of the deck chair. "Five minutgseg'shouted. "It will take
me five minutes to pack.”

JENNIFER WAS WILLING to postpone her serious discussion for an
opportunity to meet Harriet Kelton. She was alslting to throw her things
into her suitcase, race to the airport and catem#éxt flight back to Denver.

"l can't believe it," she said as they disembarkenh the taxi in front of her
house. "I'm going to meet Harriet Kelton."



As they jostled along Highway 285 toward Conifehar aged Chevy van,
David attempted to explain why he thought a meetwty Harriet Kelton
was imperative. "Though the company that owns itjets toWasp Man
has indicated that they will cooperate, there aia af other film clips I'd
like to use. Before | go to the trouble and expeasfsabtaining those rights,
| want to be sure about a couple of things. Haifielton knew my uncle
well. 1 think she'll be able to give me some answer

He glanced over at Jennifer. Though she drove wothl skill, there was
something wild about her. Her usually straightattkair whipped in the
breeze from the van's open windows, and her wide éYes glittered.
"Jennifer? Have you head a word I've been saying?"

"Is Miss Kelton expecting us?"

"We're not going to a royal audience, Jennifee hwvet the woman before.
She's an average, sweet, little old lady."

"l doubt that, David. The woman was a star. Sheéntkissed on the lips by
Cary Grant."

"Silly me." He rolled his eyes. "l didn't realiZeat a kiss from Cary Grant
gualified a woman for immortality."”

Jennifer quivered. "There'll never be another @nagnt. | once stood on the
street for two hours waiting to catch a glimpsehoh walking into the
Carousel Ball."

"You're acting like a groupie, Jennifer."

"l just can't believe it." She chuckled to herséffhe was nominated for an
Academy Award, wasn't she?"

"Twice. But | wouldn't mention that if | were yo8he's a bit touchy about
Janet Gaynor winning the first Academy Award fosBactress."



As Jennifer hummed "There's No Business Like Shawsiriess,"” David
concentrated on the notes he'd been making. Cgeatlvusiness proposal
was no problem for someone with David's experiendrisiness loans. He
was dealing now, however, with film.

He mentally reviewed the information from the seveclasses and
American Film Institute workshops he'd taken immfilproduction and
management. He would need a writer to give cortiyrtoithe documentary
and a film editor to put the pieces together armmihamatographer to film
new interviews. The market needed to be pinpoiriestribution had to be
arranged. A complete financial package had to bmpded before he
actually started production.

First, he needed to verify his impression that @ayrorbes was worthy of
documentation. He needed information from the smuxgeople like
Harriet Kelton who could tell him that Uncle Clagtevas an outstanding
example of an actor who participated in theatdensifilm, talkies and
television.

For his own satisfaction, David wanted to reinforbes newfound
understanding of his uncle's retirement. There wage apparent
contradiction that worried him. If his uncle hadbeeappy and content
during the years following his accident, why hatie'toeen involved in any
other films?

He glanced up from his notes. "Turn north at the eit."

"l was thinking," she said. "Has Harriet Keltonrtad into a fruitcake, like
Gloria Swanson irsunset Boulevard!"

"That was a fictional character."

"It was chilling,” she said with a shudder. "l'llever forget Norma
Desmond, the formerly glamorous movie star, surdedrwith memorabilia
from her career, pretending that her glory had néaged, that she'd never
grown old."



David felt his own presentiment of nervousness. Weag why Uncle
Clayton surrounded himself with videotapes of laseer? Because he was
unable to shake the past? It was a grotesque jardgas that was more
suited to the version of Clayton Forbes his famiigpagated.

Strange, he thought. His mother had always told thiah her brother was

weird, but the attorney considered Uncle Claytobg@ smart businessman
and a witty golf companion. All those bikinis inetbhottom drawer attested
that his uncle wasn't such a recluse after all.

Jennifer parked in the blacktop lot, and they pe¢neough the windshield
at a large three-story, whitewashed frame buildifgough the bright blue
shutters did not blend in with the natural foressadoundings, tall spruce
trees clustered protectively around the mountaieliitrg. A discreet sign

proclaimed The Lodge.

"It looks like a movie set," Jennifer exclaimediké& one of those old-time
hotels in Western movies."

"It is picturesque."”

"How many people live here?"

"Ten or twelve people live in the main buildingeits Plus there are several
small cabins scattered about on the grounds. Armarawith stables. Most
of the lower floor of this building is a social are-parlor, game room and
dining room."

"I still can't believe I'm going to meet Harriet lk@n," Jennifer said.
"Believe," he advised as he climbed out of the & came around to the
driver's side and held open her door. "Everybody Jilies here was
involved in theater or film, and they can be anitaxg and excitable
bunch.”

"All retired?"



"They're over sixty-five," he explained. "Of courdais isn't a medical
facility. Nobody here is seriously ill."

"How old is Harriet Kelton?"
"Mid-seventies, at least."

As Jennifer followed the flagstone walkway leadiogthe veranda, she
experienced a thrill of anticipation.

Her sensation had nothing to do with the actuatapgnce of The Lodge. It
was charming and placid in the afternoon sunlighe lawn was well kept.
Colorful geraniums nodded from flower boxes at thiedowsills, and
choke- cherry shrubs formed a thick hedge at thmtbary of the yard.

As they mounted the wide concrete steps to thenderalennifer noticed a
flurry of movement in her peripheral vision.

"Hold it," a scratchy voice shouted.
Startled, Jennifer turned to face him.

"Smile, honey." A flashbulb exploded, and the pshkiittle man crowed
with delight.

"Hope you don't mind." He grasped Jennifer's harlpumped hard. "Has
anyone ever told you that you look like Lauren Bi&ta

"Not recently.” She exchanged an amused glance®athd. "I'm Jennifer
Watt. And we're here to see Harriet Kelton."

"Guess who | am." He tore the Polaroid picture fritv® camera while he
obligingly posed facing them and in profile. "Dowecognize me?"

"I'm sorry/' Jennifer said hesitantly.

"Of course you don't." He triumphantly thumped tiest. "They call me
Charlie Peyton, King of the Extras. Never beerag, $iut I've been in more



movies than anybody. I've bumped shoulders withnAladd, held a
machine gun on Jimmy Cagney and died a reb&ane With the Wind.
Now I just keep things running at this place."

Jennifer grinned and glanced up at David. Excitafleat description was
an understatement for the manner of this leprecihawmbounded up the
steps beside them while continuing his cheery nam@. "If I'd learned
how to ride a horse, | could have been in fifty enpictures.”

"How are you doing, Charlie?" David asked.

"David, my boy." A mask of sadness slipped over riidia ebullience.
"Sorry about your uncle."

"Thank you, Charlie."

Having fulfilled his duty to the heir, Charlie twd back to Jennifer.
"Clayton Forbes and me were good friends. | desighat fancy-do house
of his in Malibu Beach."

"With the solar heating system?" Jennifer asked.

"Just one of my inventions." He opened the frontrdand ushered them

inside. "Take a seat in the parlor. I'll tell Misslton you're here," he called

over his shoulder as he dashed up the staircasg.stbod at the entrance to
a large, sunlit room with a fireplace, a piano aaderal conversation areas.
The furnishings were attractive but inconsistente@rea contained heavy
wingback chairs and ornate tables. Another had nmadieector's chairs and

chrome lamps. Still another was early Americanniferis gaze darted from

one area to another. It was as if several intelemorators had conspired in
one room and failed to reach an agreement.

"This room gives a whole new meaning to the weecdentric,"she said,
studying an old-time sepia photograph arrayed keesigplashy modern oil
painting. "And | absolutely love it."

"Told you so."



A tall, gaunt man unfolded from a large wingbaclkichBefore he strode
across the room to meet them, he straightened e¢hfegb crease in his
trousers, checked the one inch of white cuff extanérom his suit jacket
and adjusted his regimental striped necktie. "Gaibeinoon," he said in a
thick British accent. "Would you join me for a captea?"

"How kind of you to ask," Jennifer replied, allowiherself to be drawn to
the Victorian corner of the room.

With elegant grace he laid one finger on his cheekstudied her. "You are
an extremely beautiful creature, but not an actr¥ssl play the piano.
However—shame on you— you don't practice often."

"That's true," she said.

"You are an artist," he said with a dramatic flshri"One of your specialties
is watercolor portraiture. Your home— rather Vichor, | would
suppose—is in Denver where you own a retail arpsho

Jennifer gaped. "How did you know all that?"

"Elementary, my dear." He settled back in his wexgb chair and
proceeded to light his meerschaum pipe.

In the blink of an eye Jennifer recognized him. Haowld she not? "You
played Sherlock Holmes," she said. "In dozens ofig®"

"Only four," he corrected. "Mr. Basil Rathbone tr@aimed the part for his
own. But | rather enjoyed Holmes."

"And he especially enjoys this guessing game,” Bauid. "Jennifer Watt,
this is Lionel Wolff. | gave him your biography avéhe phone when |
called to ask Harriet if we could visit.""But heddit do you justice,” Lionel
said. "By the by, my offer of tea was real."

A plump, bustling woman whisked into the room wvatfull tea service on a
squeaky-wheeled cart. With speedy aplomb she dodgeohd throw rugs,
chairs and tables as she brought the cart to @ésitle Lionel. "Here you



go, lordship." With only a brief pause for breatte atted David on the
shoulder. "So sorry to hear about your uncle. @laytorbes was a real
honey of a guy. A prince."

She swiveled around to face Jennifer and winkedsites, he had a great
body."

She exited.

"That was Gloria," David said. "I have never sele® woman light in one
place for more than three seconds."”

Before Lionel could ask whether Jennifer preferoeé lump or two, they
were joined by three more women, each clad in gijapsuit of a different
color—magenta, yellow and turquoise.

The introductions took quite a long time since eaciness—none of whom
Jennifer recognized—included a brief summary of filer credits along
with her name. Jennifer was elected to pour theatec the afternoon snack
took on a party atmosphere.

Gloria returned with a tray full of croissants armbkies. She announced
over the conversation, "Listen up, everybody. fusng man, David, is
going to make a film about Clayton Forbes."

"Wait!" David waved his hands. "It's not final."

She continued over his objection like a steamroti&nd | think we should
all pitch in and help. The kid is new at this. Atiiere's over two hundred
years of experience right here in this room."

"Two hundred years?" drawled the woman in magéjaeak for yourself,
darling."

"Do you have a script?" asked the woman in turquoWith a dramatic
sweep she pushed her very red hair off her foreh€adnot a screenwriter,
but | have been working on my memoirs."



There was a loud groan from the others.

"Actually,"” David said, "it wouldn't be a film. Miglea right now is sort of a
documentary biography using lots of clips from nmghe's performances. |
wanted to use his career to show the variety awdvthr of American
cinema. However, | welcome all of your input andiied. I'm here to get
information."

There was no trumpet fanfare, no drumroll, no ikiiction, but Jennifer
was aware of another presence in the room. Shedurer head to watch as
Harriet Kelton made her entrance. She was smaditate-looking and yet
bristling with energy. Her silvery-white hair haddn coiled into a smooth
chignon.

Jennifer swallowed the lump in her throat. The ethbeauty of the young
Harriet Kelton had not been lost, only transformddr radiant star quality
transcended age, and Jennifer was not disappointed.

The woman in the yellow jogging suit turned towah@ entryway and
rolled her eyes. "H-e-e-e-re's Harriet!"

After one glance at Harriet, magenta suit suckechen stomach and
muttered, "How does she do it? The wretched wonesemdiets, and she
never gains a ounce."

"It's because she's a vampire,"” turquoise muttéFedsh blood must be low
in calories."

Despite the catty comments, Jennifer noted that #eressions were
friendly. Interesting. Were they covering up fegirof resentment? Their
greetings were sisterly and affectionate, and Jendecided that the snide
remarks must have been habitual rather than mascio

Then she heard Lionel, speaking for her ears digmember, Jennifer.
Things are not always as they seem. All of them aceomplished
actresses."



A warning? Were these three the witches fidacbethupdated to jogging
suits? Before she could respond to Lionel, Daviddendahe formal
introduction. "Miss Harriet Kelton, this is Jennif&att."

"And how did you meet this special friend?" sheeaskHer head-to-toe
survey was an unabashed appraisal, and Jennifieedvihe'd taken the time
to apply fresh makeup and run a comb through hier ha

"In a rainstorm," David said. "After a movie."
"One of mine?" Harriet asked in a sweet, melodimise.
David shook his head. "I regret that it wasn't."

"No matter," she said in disappointed tones thiat dennifer it mattered a
great deal. "I grant my approval, anyway."

As the petite lady extended her hand, Jennifer wetdwhether she should
genuflect or kiss the pearl and diamond ring onridaiKelton's pinky.
When she grasped Harriet's hand, the flesh was vaanfirm. And the
older woman's gaze had, indeed, indicated a pleasaaptance.

"I don't mean to be standoffish,"” Harriet said. 6tigh | was married four
times, | never had children of my own. | must eisarany grandmotherly
prerogatives on the families of my dear, old friendnd Clayton was a
very, very dear friend."

"I understand,” Jennifer said, even though she Wasme that she did
comprehend all the nuances of meaning. Had Haanet Clayton been
lovers? David had mentioned that possibility. JEnndecided that she
didn't want to know for sure. She had a sense abamtiet Kelton—to

admire her from afar would be far more satisfyingrt discovering tiny feet
of clay.

As they settled back down to a congenial tea, denmbserved with
interest. She had been around actors before, bsg theople were seasoned
professionals. The most insignificant pleasantokton dramatic overtones.
The woman in the magenta jogging suit imbued eeergment with tragic



overtones. The yellow jogger nearly wept when ghibesl crumbs on her
ample breast. Lionel's voice had lowered to areiditdie resonance.

They were vying for the spotlight, Jennifer reatizperforming without a
script. She looked over at David, who seemed eithrezoncerned or
unaware of the highly charged emotional underctirren

Charlie Peyton burst into the room. Obviously, Jemrthought, the man
was incapable of anything so mundane as an averalgeHe was carrying
a stack of photo albums. "I heard you were doinig@umentary,” he said.
"And have | got a deal for you."

He flipped open the top photo album, putting itavid's lap, and pointed.
"There's me with your uncle.”

He handed an album to Jennifer. "Go on, take a &adkese. Photography
has always been my hobby. And these ain't Polatoids

He dashed out of the room, flinging a parting comim&ver his skinny
shoulder. "I got something else that's going tockngour socks off."

As they oohed and aahed over the pictures—altdyrfépping through the
pages to find themselves and reminiscing aboutrsthdennifer turned an
artistic judgment on Charlie's photographic skillslot bad. The
black-and-white photos showed a real talent faming and capturing
moments.

She lingered over a picture of Clark Gable, chgttifith a woman in a wide
hoop skirt. He was dressed as Rhett But-ler ancatina of gallantry and
romance fairly oozed off the page.

Jennifer glanced over at David, comparing his festuwith Gable.
Simultaneously he met her gaze. His smoky-gray eyege warm,
communicating an affection that could never be gageplanned. She was
glad, incredibly glad, that he wasn't an actor.aRehships were complex
enough without having to decipher meanings witheamngs.



She looked at Gable, then back at David. Thereandefinite similarity in
their features—mainly in the full, roguish smilénéldifference was that, for
Jennifer, Gable would always be a distant, two-disi@nal image on a
screen, a suave hero who suggested strong sepsDalitid Constable, on
the other hand, could deliver.

Jennifer snapped back to reality when she heardisiterdant blast of five
trumpet notes. Gloria announced, "Wasp Man. Hs.fli#e soars on silver
wing. Men of evil, beware his sting."

Charlie Peyton, dressed in full Wasp Man regaleapkd through the
entryway. He spread the silver cape and buzzecddrthem.

David was on his feet, applauding. "Where did yettge outfit?"

Charlie struck a pose. Though the navy-blue tigatgged around his knees
and his puffed-up chest didn't fill the tunic, dre@Peyton looked heroic. "I
used to do some of the stunts in the show. Thisamasxtra outfit."

"It doesn't begin to fit," sniped the woman in thagenta jogging suit.
Gloria scurried around Charlie. "It could. Withuek here and a dart there."
"It's perfect,” David said. "If I do the film, mdyse the costume?"

"No problemo, kiddo."

"Great." He offered his arm to Harriet, who gradlgfaccepted. "Please
excuse us for a moment.”

He waited beside the sofa at the far end of thenronotil she'd made herself
comfortable. Then David sat beside her. "Harrietyrhask a few personal
guestions?"

"Certainly, dear. | do, however, reserve the righabstain from reply. And
| never tell my age.”

"After my Uncle Clayton's accident, what happened?”



"My dear David, may | be frank?"

David cringed inside but kept his expression nonodtal. "Actually, I'd
prefer that."

"Clayton was a vital, energetic man. Very talerttetioccasionally lacking
in discipline. He chose to retire because he ngdowished to exercise his
craft. | know for a fact that he received film aBefter the accident.”
"What about his voice? Was it possible for him éofprm?"

"Indeed, it was. He was not stricken dumb." Shstled. "You must excuse
me, David. | was rather annoyed with Clayton. Yea,one of the films he
refused would have included a very plum role foramtress not unlike
myself."

"l see." He cleared his throat, knowing that ifdi@n't drag Harriet back to
the topic of Uncle Clayton, they would be discugdwer career. "Harriet, |
would also prefer frankness."

She bobbed her head once in assent.

"Was my uncle crazy? Did he have a nervous break@bw

"Whatever gave you that idea?" She laughed in sijenkling tones. "I
didn't always approve of Clayton, but he was ugtedne."

"Not a recluse?"

"He merely retired more emphatically than most peepemoving his
telephones and referring all his mail through aetacy. And he did a great
deal of traveling."

"He did? | wasn't aware of that."

"There is a great deal you don't know, David."



"You're right. And that's why | need your help. like to make up for the
film role Uncle Clayton caused you to lose. Harneould you narrate the
documentary?"

"My dear boy—" she paused coyly, then winked "—Iubbe honored."

David gazed across the room. Everything was workmgmoothly. Pure
serendipity, he thought as he caught Jennifer'sidg@vinked and gave her
a thumbs-up sign.

She winked back and returned her attention to @ Merg, involved joke
that Lionel was tellingThumbs-up. He's going to do it. David's going to
make a movie.

Despite her reservations about his new career anddbubts about the
stability of their relationship, she had caughtdmghusiasm and excitement.

Maybe Beth had been right when she'd said thatdans her destiny.
Maybe Jennifer should stop worrying about the fofrthe relationship. Lie
back and enjoy, she thought. No matter what cramygthe did, David
Constable seemed destined to be her real-life hero.



CHAPTERG6

DURING THE NEXT TWO WEEKSJennifer revised her opinion of David more
times than Wasp Man battled the nefarious forcasjostice. At times he
was "her hero"—a dedicated, fledgling produceriavdly creating a video
documentary about Clayton Forbes. Other times Isetivavery model of a
preoccupied workaholic.

Sometimes he was the perfect attentive lover. Butoften enough. Too
frequently he was gone—shuttling back and fortHodywood, clearing up
legal and financial details related to the produrcti

All the time, every day, Jennifer was aware thatrbkationship with David
had changed her life. The peace and quiet she&htélr granted had
become a precious commodity. And she still hadnihél the opportunity
for that serious discussion. Though the boundasfetheir relationship
remained as much in flux as flotsam and jetsametivere days, hours and
minutes when she was happier than she'd ever l&dereb

Times like today, however, were incredibly diffitul

It was a rainy Thursday afternoon and Jennifer hagpected much
customer traffic in her shop. She'd been readyafquiet time—a perfect
occasion to dust the stained-glass windows or aege the silver and
turquoise Navajo jewelry in the locked display case

Instead, Watt's Up was the site of an impendingiebatennifer paced the
hardwood floor of her shop, adjusted a pen-anddnakving of a windmill
and wished that David would materialize whenevet aherever he was
needed, like Wasp Makle flies. He soars on silver winigis plane was due
over an hour ago, but he still hadn't arrived fer ineeting.

Her jaw clenched. She didn't want to get involvedhis altercation; that
was David's job. Besides, both of these women wdeae to her in different
ways. Harriet Kelton was her idol. And Beth Andrelasd been her best
friend for years.



Worse yet, Jennifer admitted to herself, this figlas partially her fault.
When David was pondering his choices for a crewwwrk on the
documentary, Jennifer had cheerfully piped up, "Wéalaout Philo and
Beth?"

"Philo?" David had given her a dubious look. "Wék does have a good
reputation as a cameraman.”

"And he does editing, too," she urged. "I know &Isih't Mr. Sunshine, but
he is very talented. And he would love to be ineolin something artistic.”

"Maybe," he'd said reluctantly. "What about Bethugslifications?"

"She's a writer, a poet.”

"A scriptwriter?"

"She's done scripts for commercials and videos. wedboth know that
she's going to need extra income if she decidg® tahead with her print
shop.”

After more discussion David had agreed to both ef buggestions.
Actually, he had been much more willing to hire lBetvhose credentials
were less solid than her husband's. "Because,'d¥ad said, "Beth will be
easy to work with."

Jennifer glanced across the counter in her shidpeatvo women. Thus far
Beth had been easy to work with. But Jennifer sttggethat her friend had
just reached the end of cooperativeness. Betls'svgre pressed together in
a thin, tight line, and she was fidgeting unchaeastically.

"David should be here soon," she said. "Right, der#\

"Real soon," Jennifer replied wishfully.

"I simply do not understand,” Harriet Kelton intah&Why not begin with a
montage of my film clips?"



"Because," Beth explained, "this is supposed tdheestory of Clayton
Forbes."

"But | am the narrator. It shan't hurt to show noyalifications.”

"It just doesn't work, Miss Kelton."

Jennifer heard the slight tremble in Beth's voiter sentimental friend was
no match for the strong-willed determination of fleemer star. Harriet
Kelton was accustomed to getting her own way. Sieint risen to the
glamorous heights of Hollywood success by beingaoeable.

"Dear child,” Harriet said, pressing her advantdgéhen you have been in
the business as long as |, you develop a senséatfsabest. We will start

with my montage."

"No." Beth stamped her foot. "I've rewritten th{geming ten times already.
Not again. Not unless David tells me to."

"It's a writer's duty to please the star.”
"You are not the star.”

Jennifer could stand no more. She braced hersethercounter. "Time
out!" she loudly interrupted.

Red-faced and tense, Beth fell quiet. Harriet stalisdainfully. "Jennifer,
dear? Is there a reason for you to be involvedimdiscussion?"

"For one thing, this happens to be my shop."

"Quite true, but we aren't disturbing any of thgsaint little knickknacks."
"Knickknacks?" Jennifer snapped. Her blue eyesatad#t as she beheld an
intricate mosaic of stained glass, a graceful ppttealice and a handwoven

Indian blanket. Knickknacks? In a controlled voislee said, 'There is
absolutely no point to discussing the script udaivid arrives."



"Of course, you are right,” Harriet said, dippimgo her endless wellspring
of charm. "Unfortunately, | cannot wait for longh&lie Peyton drove me
into town, and | wish to return before nightfall."

Beth growled, "It's no use, Jennifer. She's gomgitch whether David is
here or not."

"If you don't mind," Jennifer growled back, "I'llediate.”

Harriet offered a spritely smile as she picked wghdtled wooden blue jay.
"This is adorable, Jennifer. Would you feel appdatemade a purchase?"

"Is that supposed to be a bribe?"

"Consider it a payment for the use of your facifitider acid inference
contrasted with her innocent tone. "You must tryutwerstand, Jennifer.
Beth and | are the talent.”

And what am 13ennifer thoughtChopped liver?

"We are not attacking each other personally,” learexplained breezily.
"We are creating."

"I see," Jennifer said, her rear molars grindignd you wouldn't expect a
humble shopkeeper to understand.”

"Heavens, Jennifer. | meant no insult."

"Oh, no?" Beth leaped to her friend's defense. t'$hexactly what you
meant. I've had it with your ego, Miss Kelton. lleaving before | say
something | really regret.”

Beth turned up her collar and stomped out the ddorthe rain.

Harriet gave a little tsk-tsk. "Poets can be s@hyu’

The door never closed, and the bells hanging alidirkled cheerfully as
Charlie Peyton bounded inside, Polaroid cameraaindhHe crossed to



Jennifer and spread several damp photos on theterouidere's what
you've got on this street,” he said. "Toy storeol&tore. Boutique. Another
boutique. Coffee shop. Restaurant. Kitchen stuthat¢ missing?"

"Live ammunition,” Jennifer said, glaring at Hatrie

"Movie memorabilia,” Charlie announced. "You copldt a section right
over in the corner. Heck, Jennifer, with all myfsand my contacts, we
could have a real going concern."

When the door swung open again, the bells craststelad of tinkling. Philo

Andrews strode directly to Jennifer. The man loo&edf he were about to
explode, but he kept his voice low. Low and hakdy Wife is out in the car,

sobbing her heart out. | don't expect this Keltossfl to understand, but |
want you to know, Jennifer, that | consider this/ids fault.”

"Fossil?" Charlie blurted out. "Who are you callmdossil?"

"A reference to me," Harriet said serenely. "I uistend that fossils are
quite valuable these days."

"Out!" Jennifer shouted. "All of you. Out.”

"I have an appointment,” Harriet said.

"Go to the cafe next door, and I'll tell David wlefou are."

Jennifer spun away from them and took sanctuatiierback room of her
shop. Though a whirlwind of tension spiraled thriobgr, she forced herself
to be still, leaning her forehead against the catbite wall until she heard
the thud of footfalls as they trooped out the dddre pealing of the silver
bells hanging above the door was followed by bi@sgeet.

She sank into a plastic chair beside her cluttelesk. Her head throbbed.
Her eyes ached. Damn. Everything seemed to bef@aintrol.

Her best friend was sobbing in the car. Philo blamavid. Harriet Kelton,
her idol, was miffed. And Charlie was pushing herdpen a movie



memorabilia store. Actually, she thought with aebreturn to normalcy,
Charlie's idea was not a bad one. But how coulddsbam of adding more
responsibility to her already burgeoning load?

She heard the bells, announcing someone else stdhe With her luck it
was probably a thief.

She rose to her feet, but before she could makthanmove, strong arms
wrapped around her. A deep masculine voice tickledear. "Where have
you been keeping yourself, sweetheart?"

"One step away from the funny farm." She leanednatydis chest and
snuggled in his arms. "I missed you, David."

"Me, too."
"We seem to be saying that a lot lately."
"It's going to get better," he reassured her.

"l hope so." She wriggled out of his embrace. "dduetter run along. Dear
Harriet is waiting next door. By the way, did sheeeplay the role of
Lucretia Borgia? Vampira?"

"Okay, Jennifer. What's wrong?"

"How would I know?" She paced away from him ancktaseat behind her
desk. "I'm not the talent. How could a humble slegger like me have an
opinion?"

David circled her desk in swift strides. He twirledr around in her swivel
chair and stared into her eyes. "Your opinionstiaeeonly ones that count.
I'm not telling you that because you're beautifodl & adore you. It's the
truth. You, Jennifer, are the most perceptive, iiivel person I've ever
known, and | value that quality.” He gently kissedt forehead. "Now why
are you so upset?"



There were a million things she wanted to tell hiemging from the tiny
irritation of chipping her favorite coffee mug tbet major stress of him
staging meetings in her shop. She wished thatdbeld have a month for
debriefing, the leisure to chat about unimportaigs.

Instead, she heard the door to her shop jingle -efagain. The noise of
talking, walking and laughing indicated that a lerthad entered.
"Jennifer?" Beth called. "Jennifer, come on out.”

David gave her shoulders a squeeze. They'd had rwaites to
communicate. Not long enough, Jennifer silentlytgsted as she followed
David to the front counter.

When Jennifer saw Philo with Beth on one arm andiéteon the other, she
wondered if she'd fallen into "The Twilight Zon&ll three of them were
smiling happily as they welcomed David.

"We have no more problems,"” Philo announced. "ldarnas agreed to
follow Beth's script.”

"That's right," said Harriet as she clung adoringlyhilo's arm. "If there's
one thing I've learned in my years in the cinemig,this: Make friends with
the cameraman.”

"Then it's settled?" David asked.

As The Three Musketeers made assenting noisesfeleconcentrated on
Harriet. That valuable fossil was up to somethiligmust have taken
considerable charm to conquer Philo's temper. fmnmiondered why
Harriet had bothered to make that effort.

"Terrific,” David said. "You'll be happy to know ah | have the final
financing in place, and the distribution arrangetaeme almost set.”

"Who's distributing?" Philo demanded.



"It looks like the Public Broadcasting Service ®tas are interested. |
pitchedWasp Man Spealkas a pilot project, the first of several programs
focusing on the development of American cinematatavision."”

"National exposure." Philo's gratification shoneotigh his thick veneer of
cynicism. "I've waited a long time for this."

"However," David warned, "I'm not going to be altte pay more than
minimum."

"He'd do it for free," Beth said, hugging her husiba

"Oh, no," he immediately protested. "That's the thmeg that separates the
pro from the amateur. | get paid for it."

To Jennifer, Philo's attitude sounded a great tlkealthe world's oldest
profession, but she wasn't about to discouragengwgound camaraderie.
"Of course, Philo needs to be paid,” she teasedw'else will he pay for
beard grooming?"

"I'd like to begin shooting tomorrow," David addéte looked to Harriet for
approval. "At the retired actors' home near CoRifer

"Everyone there will be delighted,” Harriet saidestly. "And now | would
like to make a small suggestion."

They all waited, expecting a problem.

"l wish to invite you all—" she paused dramaticaliyving each person a
warm glance "—to dinner this evening. It shall bg tneat."”

"I'm sorry," David quickly countered. "Jennifer ahldave plans.”

"Of course you do," Harriet said quickly. "How ttghiless of me. You two
young lovers need to spend a bit of time together.”

"More than a bit," David said, taking Jennifer'sitia



Harriet beamed. "You make an adorable couple.”

THE SECOND HAND on the clock in Watt's Up moved with leaden ticksd
Jennifer watched it impatiently. Twelve more mirsugand it would be six
o'clock. She could close the store.

Her dinner date with David wasn't until eight, Bbe wanted to take a long
soak in a hot bath. It had been a long, trying @eng the problems with
Harriet and Beth hadn't helped any. Nine minutds closing.

She cringed as the bells above the door tinkledtandcustomers strolled
into the shop. "May | help you?" she asked, tryimgsound encouraging
rather than impatient.

"Just looking."

Great, Jennifer thoughtJust looking.

No matter how impolite or detrimental to good wihe planned to hustle
these "just looking" people out the door at thelstrof six o'clock.

Five minutes until closing. The telephone rang.
She pounced upon it. "Watt's Up. May | help you?"
"Perhaps," a whispering voice replied. "Try. Tryréonember."

"This is a terrible connection.” Jennifer jiggleldettelephone receiver,
trying to rid it of the crackling static on thedin"l can barely hear you."

"Then you must listen to the voice within yoursdflow those who have
gone to rest quietly. Life is for the living."

"What? What are you talking about?"

"You must tell David. Speak to him, to..."



The last words were garbled and indistinct, butnifen thought the
whispery voice was repeating that she must spe&katad. About what?
Loudly she demanded, "Is this some kind of joke”dWghthis?"

"Don't be afraid," the voice whispered. "l am &ifd."
The receiver went dead.

"Some friend,” Jennifer said. As she slammed dolen telephone, she
noticed the two customers staring warily in heediion. "Wrong number,"
she explained.

The customers were edging toward the door, andféemnade no effort to
stop them. It was closing time, and neither customoe weird phone call
nor dark of night would stay her in her rush tos/ke¢he shop.

She locked the door behind her customers and flighe We Are Open
sign to Closed—Come Again.

SHE THOUGHT NOTHING MOREOf the strange phone call until she and David
were bounding along in her van on the way to Aleleanthe Greek's
restaurant. David was driving, and Jennifer leahedk against the
Leatherette upholstery to watch the play of stigiets on his handsome
profile. "Do you remember that Doris Day movie?¢€ sdsked.'Midnight
Lace?"

He nodded. "It was a thriller, wasn't it? And theman kept getting these
bizarre telephone calls."

"You've never done that, have you?"
"Made a bizarre phone call? Not intentionally." pldled up at a stoplight,
turned to her and grinned. "I've been tempted ¥e gou an obscene call,

but | wouldn't know what to say."

"I doubt that."



"Really. | don't go to porn movies."

"Never?" she teased.

"Stag parties in college, but | don't remember myau know me, Jennifer.
Beneath this Brooks Brothers suit beats the hdéatpooper, conservative,
stodgy old banker."

"Yeah," she agreed. "A sweet, old-fashioned guy."

"Why do you ask?"

"Right before closing | had an odd call. The linaswull of static, and the
voice did this husky whisper. Whoever it was seetneglant me to tell you
something."

"Me? What?"

"I'm not really sure,” Jennifer said. "Somethingatbmemories, and life is
for the living. But the voice wasn't threateningsdunded a little sad."

"This might be carrying sensitivity a bit far," baid. "You don't have to be
understanding to telephone perverts.”

"It wasn't obscene."”

"What was it, then? Did you recognize him?" "l d&m'ow that it was a him.
It was a husky whisper." She tried to imitate tluece. "Be sure to tell
David."

"Tell David what?"

"I'm not sure. Life is for the living?" She gazdddugh the windshield.
"David, where are we going? Alexander's is nortimfthere, not south.”

"l need to pick up some special lights for tomorrow



She slumped down in the seat. Another intrusion their limited time
together. This was not an auspicious beginningrtoyaantic evening.

"Jennifer, this phone call worries me. | don't knetw anyone would give
me a strange message through you, but | sure laddm like it."

"I wish you'd told me about this stop on the waytte restaurant.”

"It'll only take ten minutes, Jennifer. Then thenva loaded and ready to
go." He paused, glancing toward her. "&fe using your van to go up to
Conifer, aren't we?"

"Yes," she said shortly.

"I'm sorry, Jen. Everything is so hectic that Iget half the things | need to
do. It might help if | wasn't living out of a suétse in my good buddy Tom's
extra bedroom."

She felt a twinge of guilt. They had briefly dissad the possibility of
David's moving in with Jennifer and rejected it.0l¥ never should have
subleased your condo," she said.

"Well, I didn't know | was destined to become Derw/eut- rate version of
Cecil B. deMille." He parked in a lot outside a pygrapher’s studio. "Want
to come in?"

“I'll wait here."

Though he gave her hand a pat before he leapedfdbée van, Jennifer
sensed his irritation. That was his problem, skeherself.

And she was irked with this unscheduled stop. Heblem.

Carefully she folded her hands on her lap. Heritailht night was a vintage
sleeveless shirtwaist dress in pale pink that sh@ ¢ombined with a
fashionable peplum jacket. Jennifer had taken t@me trouble with her
appearance: coordinating the shade of her lipssielecting the right shoes



and styling her hair in a softly curling versionrar usual straight pageboy.
David hadn't even noticed. And whose problem wat?th

She knew there was a delicate balance to be magatan any relationship.
How much to give? How much to take? Though hermhimpulse was to

try with all her might to please him, that systera dften led to resentment.
She and David were mature adults. Certainly theydcaork out the details

of their relationship. If only they had more tinogéther...

The side door of the van rumbled open, and Davidfally placed several
lights inside. He slammed the van door and ruslae# to the driver's seat.
"Voila!" he said, starting up the engine. "Only sevninutes' delay in our
schedule."

She reached across the space between their sepaasteand touched his
arm. "Someday, David, we are going to have to sieieaan entire day for
talking."

"l would like to schedule a day that would last floe rest of our lives."

"That's very poetic, David. But not practical.”

"l can be practical with the rest of the world." esught her hand and raised
it to his lips. "You look wonderful tonight.”

"l thought you'd never notice." She ran her fingaieng the lapel of his
navy-blue suit. "You're looking good yourself."

"You like these banker suits, don't you?"

She winked. "It's only because | haven't seen ggwur Wasp Man tights."
It wasn't until they were seated at Alexander thhee®&'s and sipping white
wine from tulip-shaped glasses that Jennifer eése#t into the topic of

their relationship. "If you could have anythingfdrent about me, what
would it be?"



"I wouldn't change a hair." He drained his wineglaad poured more from
the bottle the waiter had left on the table. Thoitglvas a Thursday, the
restaurant was pleasantly crowded. "l suppose Iautas fair play. What
would you change about me?"

"You first," she insisted.

"Okay. Promise not to get mad?"

"Absolutely."

"I'd want you to be more patient," he said. "Rigbtv it's important for me
to focus twenty-four hours a day on the documentaoyne days | feel like
I'm running in ten different directions at once."

"l know the feeling."

"This isn't going to last forever, Jennifer. Beathwne until it's over. Then
our relationship will take the priority it deservdsme for us won't always

be sandwiched between meetings and connectindgligh

She twirled her wineglass and smiled across the &tthim. "I guess | can
hang in there, David. And I'll try to be more sugpe."

"Hey, you've done a lot already. It was your contath Beth and Philo that
got me a writer and a cameraman."

"Don't let Philo hear you say that. He thinks l@etsne- matographer.”
"Maybe he is," David allowed. "I can't figure ottt guy."

She leaned back in her chair, enjoying the dintlyelihnic atmosphere of
Alexander the Greek's. A drummer and a bouzoukyepl@#ook a casual
stance on the edge of the dance floor and beggmglaoftly Their lilting
rhythm suited her mood. The lighting, wall hangiagsl displays of earthen
pottery gave the restaurant an intimate, crimsowg|



"What happens next?" she asked. "Is it llagba the Gre€k Are we going
to break plates on the floor?"

"No plate breaking, but there is a belly danceg"said. "In case you've
conveniently forgotten, what happens next is ydunte what you'd like
changed about me."

"Two things. | want you to share your emotions witle. Not just when
you're happy. | want to know when you're sad oramgth me."

"I'm never angry with you."

She rolled her eyes. "That's not possible.”

"What's thing number two?"

"The reverse of what you are saying. | want all rydme. I'd like to
dominate your every thought." Teasing, she batted dyelashes. "All

Jennifer. Twenty-four hours a day."

"You'd be surprised how close | am to that stateight not always show
it—part of my old-fashioned reserve—but I'm insabeut you."

“Insane?"

"Absolutely. I'm being fitted for a straitjacketmorrow."

The very idea of David being insane about anythvag so absurd that she
giggled. Despite his roguish smile and his glamsrchwice of occupation,
he was still as stable as a bankdy. banker. With interestle was right
when he said that she liked to see him in hislyttemservative three-piece
suits. "You'd probably look good," she said.

He raised one eyebrow. "Am | missing something Pere

"You'd look good in a straitjacket,” she explained.

"Of course it depends on the tailoring.”



"Absolutely,” she said with mock seriousness. "&itd fabric are so
important in straitjackets for the well-dressed mmahink you'd look best in
gray pinstripes to match your eyes."

He stretched his hand across the table, and gipedlher fingers within his
grasp. "I've missed this," he said. "We haven't tmadh chance to just be
together.”

"To be silly together?"

"To be anything. | like this, Jennifer. A lot."

"Know what | think?" She gave his hand a little sgee. "You'd look even
better out of your straight jacket."

As they were serenaded by the sensual drumbeahandelody from the
lute-shaped bouzouki, Jennifer's gaze met his adiwes table. His eyes
gleamed in the soft pinkish light. He seemed tdaughing, teasing and
promising at the same time.

She concentrated on the promise. Tonight whenrtrege love, she knew it
would be special. She had to grin. They were aMimy®dible together. He
never failed to ignite her passion.

"It's times like these," he said, "that | wish wathbsmoked."

"Why?"

"Think movies, Jennifer.”

"Do | have to?"

"Remember all those smoldering scenes where therkaches across the
table, fondles the heroine's hand and lights lgareite? And the one where

he lights both cigarettes in his mouth and handstorher?"

"Obviously," she said, "that was before the surggemeral's report.”



"It was still suggestive."

"David," she said with a vampish wink. "I think weebeyond suggestions."
The increased volume of the music precluded furtbaversation, and they
settled back to watch as Aziza the belly danceglegh her way across the
dance floor in the center of the restaurant. She wabig, voluptuous
woman, and her dancing was more athletic than s&nsu

Jennifer and David scooted their ringside seaygther for a better view.
The temperature seemed to rise several degredseasdwd joined in,
clapping along with the music and weaving to thasseus bouzouki
tempo.

"I'd love to dance like that," Jennifer shoutedivid.

"Go for it. There's a lot of space on that floor."

"I'd be too embarrassed.”

At a signal from Aziza, the audience called outimson,

llHey!ll

Aziza drifted into the audience, randomly selectirqartner to dance along
with her. As partner number one found his own bdiyce rhythm and
sashayed back to his place, Aziza turned her hbddgd gaze upon David.
llHey!ll

Aziza beckoned. David protested, but Jennifer eraged. "Here's your
chance, David. Loosen up. Get rid of some of thdfashioned stiffness."

"Stiffness?" He rose to the challenge. "I'll shosuywho's stiff.”

In a fluid, dramatic movement he stripped off hig gacket and clapped his
hands above his head as he went toward Aziza thedamcer.



"Hey!"

Jennifer was delighted with his performance. Davas energetic, and he
had a natural charisma, the legacy of Clayton Forbte attempted to
follow Aziza's sinuous moves but gave up almost ediately. Instead, he
dropped to the floor and did push-ups in time ®rttusic. Then he bounced
back to his feet and swung through a series dbtioehes before getting into
the thrumming bouzouki beat with vigorous hand giag.

Jennifer laughed delightedly. She could forgive &hyz- iness when he
met her gaze and smiled his dazzling smile.

"Hey!"

When Aziza moved on to another man, David appraidkeenifer. He held
out his hand to her. She demurred for only an mdbafore stepping out
onto the dance floor. The music seemed to be twgngithin her as she
shimmied and swung her slender hips with gloricaemndon.

Jennifer waved her arms, seductively appealing &widD with graceful
gestures and laughing and stamping her feet. Tyamhswitched to a
slower, gently pinging tempo.

"Hey!"

David grasped her firmly around the waist and diftme hand above his
head. She imitated his pose. Gracefully they darabach other in an
unchoreographed but perfectly synchronized dance.

"Hey!"

Their performance ended when David pulled her ctod@m, then closer.
Their lips were scant inches apart. A dance floaswoo public for the
heedless desire she felt, and yet she would n& Washed to be anywhere
else. The moment was perfect, in harmony with thiearsal dance of love.
He kissed her emphatically, and they returned @r ttable amid wild,
appreciative applause from the crowd.



"Hey! Hey! Hey!"

He glanced at his watch. "l hate to do this, Jemnibut | need to make a
phone call to Los Angeles."

"Oh. no, David. Please don't, not now."

"I have to." He rose. "This is the only time | dasure of catching this guy.
I'll be back in a minute."

As she watched him slip through the crowd towarel tlephones, her
vision blurred. Tears? Why? She blinked and focusedhe dance floor
where three men had linked arms to form a chainv Elould David do this
to her? She felt as if she'd been raised to thk larfi ecstasy, then dropped
flat.

"Hey!"
The dancing ended.

Their waiter served dinner and complimented Jenwoifieher potential as a
belly dancer. And still David had not returned.

She picked the pieces of black olive from her sakivdnd tore off a piece of
pita bread. Be patient, she told herself. It wagmihg to be this way forever.

Besides, she wanted a man who was responsiblestendnderstood that
David needed to be totally committed to his workhd intended to be
successful. She remembered the twenty-four-howayaedfort when she
was opening Watt's Up. His dedication was perfectigsonable, even
admirable.

She sighed. But why couldn't life be the way it vim®ld movies? Why
couldn't real-life heroes be competent and -o- roatdo?

Half an hour passed. Jennifer had turned down ahgfrom two men
who'd offered to accompany her while she ate, awithed to discourage
the amorous bouzouki player, who insisted on seliagaher.



This is enoughshe thought as she rose and meandered througlothded
tables. There was a limit to what could be expected David had just
passed it. Steeling herself, she walked swiftlyt pas telephones, where
David was still rapt in conversation.

"Hey!" he called to her.

"Hey, yourself. I'm going home."



CHAPTER 7

JENNIFERS DREAMS that night were in violent Technicolor. Angry reds
clashed with an intense blue, and the dream shapesferocious voodoo
masks.

Gradually the colors faded to a sunset—a bold sd&sharlet against a pink
and yellow sky. The dream ocean was midnight bheeoss frothy waves
sailed a fully rigged clipper ship of the eightdmmdreds. Its sails were
striped with gold.

Jennifer flew above the sea, looking down, thetinfgl floating gently
through whispery, silver air. Her purple parachur@ed into a feather and
whisked away when she landed on the deck of thentlship. A pirate ship?

Her floor-length dress was dove gray, decoratet wieam-colored satin,
embroidery and pearls. The scooped neckline dipipaahatically low.

As she strode across the deck, the swarthy pirggarzs stepped aside.
Some of them bowed.

The mists parted and she saw David. He posed dicaihatat the bow of
the ship—king of the roguish pirates, more swasklng than Errol Flynn.
The salty wind brushed through his hair and rippheifull white sleeves of
his pirate shirt. He wore a leather tunic, tighadi pants and high leather
boots.

There was a sound track in Jennifer's dream—adxdhestra playing
"Victory at Sea" in Dolby stereo.

Pirate David leaped from the bow to the deck. Vdlitashing swagger and a
flashing smile he swept her into his arms. "Ourel\ne said in Clayton
Forbes's voice, "is beyond the boundary of timenéless."

"How can you say that?" Jennifer responded in heard voice. She raised
her hand. In slow motion she slapped him.



He yanked her to him. Their faces were in a drealoge- up as he said,
"What would you have me do, princess?"

"You must never abandon me again."

"Done!" He found a beautifully engraved, gold pdckatch in the folds of
his tunic. With a devil-may-care laugh he flungpwterboard. His motley
crew cheered. He tilted her back—way back, alnmmsthing the deck—for
a kiss. One of his great kisses. Was this a dream?

When she stood upright again, the ship was betagksd by Greek pirates.
One of them carried a bouzouki. Their captain wag#@the belly dancer.

Harriet Kelton perched in the old crow's nest, $imgu through a
megaphone, "Cut, cut. You are proceeding incorredttust me. | have
years of experience."

Swinging on a mast rope came Philo with his videmera running. Charlie
Peyton swung in the opposite direction, aimingRoaroid.

"Look out," Jennifer shouted.

But they crashed, anyway. And it didn't matter liseaup, up in the sky
Wasp Man soared on silver wing.

"Beware his sting," shouted a pirate with an eytelpa

Jennifer heard a ticking sound, and she lookedaséa. The gold pocket
watch was rising from the waters. It had grown éarthan the sun. Tick,
tick. It was coming closer.

She rose from the depths of unconsciousness angsght on her bed. The
first words out of her mouth made even less sdmee ther dream: "You're
being too hard on David. Give him another chance.”

Then she heard a tick. The killer pocket watch?nTaeother. Listening
carefully, she heard faraway music, something maks



The sounds seemed to be coming from outside heobtedwindow. Tick.
There it was again. She climbed out of bed to itigate. It had to be David,
she thought. In her groggy state she wondered ivbeld be wearing a
pirate costume.

Tick. She snapped up the shade. Still in his Brddiathers suit, David

pitched pebbles against the glass. Though her bedwas on the first

floor, her window was seven feet off the ground] e had placed a small
portable radio on the sill. Jennifer laughed. Tagio was playing "Victory

at Sea."

When he realized that she was watching him, hetedawith a huge,
full-force smile. "Jennifer-Juliet, let down youain"

"That's supposed to be Rapunzel,” she murmured.
"Arise, fair Jennifer."

She yanked open the window. "It's after midnighayid."
"Let me in. We have to talk."

"It's one heckuva time to decide that."

"Come on, Jen. Give me another chance."

She eyed him suspiciously. Had he discovered soetlead of tapping into
her dreams? "All right, David. Come around to ttoenf."

By the time she'd slipped a flannel robe over hiagmg, silky gown and
walked to the front door, he was waiting. She opeahe door for him and
was greeted by a swirl of bubbles. He dipped a viratoch bubbly bottle and
waved another stream of bubbles. Before she cautdnent, he held a
leaded glass kaleidoscope up to her eye.

"David! What are you doing?"

"Special effects.”



He was reaching for something else when she gralisdthnd and yanked
him inside. "Who do you think you are? George L@tas

She closed the door, and silence enveloped them.

"I'm sorry, Jennifer.”

"You're pretty sure of yourself, aren't you?" Sheffled into the front room
and plopped down on the sofa. Her head felt woalhg she wished for a

cup of coffee. "What if I'd refused to open the Ko

He darted back onto the porch and returned cariyiwgite paper bag. He
dangled it before him like a bribe. "Cappuccino?”

She took the Styrofoam cup, popped off the lid sipged.

David sat on the opposite end of the sofa and \edttier. Her assessment
had been dead wrong. He wasn't feeling sure of difmslot at all.
Extravagant gestures weren't part of his usualrteipe, but he knew he
couldn't simply apologize. His negligence had beengreat.

After he'd paid the tab and left Alexander the ®isehe'd walked. Haad
to walk; she'd taken the van. First, he was annowddy couldn't she be
more understanding? Hadn't he asked her to bengiaitie

Then heavy-duty guilt set in. How patient did heeot her to be? Sure, his
phone call was vital to his business, but theirtiimgether was important,
too. What if he'd lost her forever?

He'd been afraid to telephone, sure that she'd hjpng

"I had the craziest dream," she said.

He inched nearer to her on the sofa and murmuiuh't worry, Dorothy.
You're back in Kansas now."

"What?"



"The Wizard of OZThere's no place like home."

"This was more of an Errol Flynn epic. Pirate shgmsl swashbuckling.
David, am | being too hard on you? Making too mdagnands?"

"No," he quickly replied, taking the opportunitygooot closer to her on the
sofa. "When a guy takes you out to dinner, it'sumaeasonable to expect
him to stay for the meal.”

"Good. | always thought my mother was too demanaitg my father. If
he wasn't fixing up the house, she had him runtoraypicnic or potluck or
church social. The poor man never had a life ofdws. Of course, she
didn't, either.”

"Didn't what?"
"Have an identity beyond wife and mother. Whenidkfabout it, nobody in
my family was expected to have their own life. Weravcogs in the family

machine, a preparation for becoming good littlescimgsociety."

She stretched and yawned. "Please disregard theopsestatement. You
know | don't make any sense until I've been awakea fwvhile."

"Made sense to me." He moved a little closer onsthfa. "Tell me more.
You don't often talk about your family."

"There isn't much to say. We were average. MiddigeAca. Small town.
Average."

"How did you get into art?" He was right beside.h&hat's not usually a
small-town profession.”

"Weren't you sitting way over there?" she askeawWHlid you get way over
here?"

"l crept.”



"Well, you can creep your way right back. We've got settle this
scheduling problem we seem to have, and | can'nwloeli're breathing
down my neck."

"Like this?" He rested his hand on her oppositaukter, turning her toward
him, and breathed soft kisses along the slendenuobf her throat.

A tiny thrill slipped through her before she firmpyshed him away. "Don't
try to get out of this."

"I'm not trying to get out of anything," he saidin trying to get into—"
"David, I'm serious. We have to set priorities."”

"You bet." He unfastened the sash on her robe lohthis hand inside. He
cupped her breast. "This is number one."

"For pity's sake, stop it." Drawing upon every oeired her willpower, she
pushed his hand away.

"I meant it, Jennifer. You are number one. You'rg hfe. Making a
documentary is my livelihood."

"l don't know. It just seems there are a lot ofagwhen Wasp Man comes
first.”

"Not in my heart." He sat up straight on the séfs. attitude was direct and
sincere as he clasped both her hands in his. "Thiglet also be times when
your business comes first. Like the a fair thattkggpu from coming to
Malibu Beach with me when | first left."

"That's true." She gazed into his gentle gray e\@fat are we going to do
about it?"

"Falling in love doesn't mean we have to stop tiviwe'll have to deal with
each situation as it comes up. | was wrong tonigiy. behavior was
unforgivable, but I'm asking you to forgive me."



If she stared any longer into his eyes, Jennifex walanger of hypnotizing
herself, losing herself in the reflected depthdisfgray irises. "l was so
angry,” she said. "And so hurt. | feel like youag&ing me for granted, and
we don't even have a committed relationship.”

"We don't?"
"We've never spoken about it."
"Right now it's impossible to make definite plah's. too early."

"Or too late. Or too long. Or too short." She brake contact with him.
"When is the right time, David?"

"What difference does it make? Someday and somewls we have to
have a specific time and place?"

"I need something definite. | mean, what are wef?dBeed lovers? Going
steady? Friends? A casual affair?"

"Does it matter? You know that | love you."

She was stunned. She tried to recall if he'd editter before, and she drew
a blank. Either her brain had ceased functioningthis was a very
important moment. She hadn't been waiting to Heasd three little words.
But now that they had been spoken, hearing theneratdthe difference in
the world. "You love me?"

He nodded. "I love you. And for the life of me,dmnot define that feeling
for you. | only know that it exists."

"l think 1 know what you mean," she said, suddestly. "Because | love
you, too."

These mutual declarations seemed sweet and inntcdetnifer. Like an
old-fashioned courtship or the tender stirringéirst love.

"My dream told me to give you another chance," sdid.



He leaned closer to her and whispered, "Let's iidéar the dream.”

His kiss was exploratory, gentle. He loved her. tdisgue slipped through
her lips, adoring the soft, warm flesh inside heuth. He breathed in the
sleepy scent of her. Lovely. His hands followedsheoth contours of her
torso. Lovable.

Instinctual need swept through him, and he couldamger restrain his
passion. Fiercely he kissed her, needing to be¢twker, so close that they
shared the same breath, the same heartbeat.

His powerful desire met and communed with a sphak flickered within
her. She knew that before the night was througit, ftame would become
an all-consuming conflagration, but she wantedrtdomg the pleasure.

"David, | dreamed you were a pirate."
He pulled away from her, looking surprised. "What?"

"You know, a pirate king." She reclined against #mnm of the sofa, her
arms draped gracefully above her head, and ch&tehgn. "Ravish me."

His closed-mouth smile did not show his perfecthtebut his dimples
deepened. "I think I'm going to like this dream."

"Take off your jacket," she said. "And unfasten lthétons on your shirt."

His white shirt was not cut in the flowing fullnesise'd seen in her dream,
but he made a dashing figure with his shirt unimgtbin a deep V. The

warm flesh of his chest and the wide swath of ngrblack hair contrasted

with the crisp white cotton.

"Avast," he said as he hoisted her off the sofa eaied her to the
bedroom, piratically nuzzling the softness of habaund breasts. He
swaggered the last few steps and dropped her drethi a sitting posture.
"And now, me fine lady, the true ravishment mayibgg



With teasingly rough gestures he whipped off hantiel robe and reached
for the neck of her gown. She grabbed his handsrédfe could rip the
delicate material. "Watch it, Long John Silver. 38 an expensive gown."

"Well,.yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of Perrier." He loarebove her, fists on his
hips. "You want me to be some sissy kind of pirate?

"Maybe it would be safer to go with the speciakef§,” she mused aloud,
tweaking a curl of hair on his chest. "Do you stdive your soap bubbles?"

"No way, me fine lady.”" He wiggled his eyebrows dadred. "I'm the
captain of this fantasy."

From his expression she imagined David, the pkisitg, swinging from the
chandeliers, brandishing his rapier more expettgntthe fabled Errol
Flynn. Jennifer laughed, leaned back on the pillang held out her arms to
him.

He lowered himself on top of her, and the fantagyed to passionate
reality. His mouth covered her laughter, demanding magically fulfilling
her. His tongue licked the soft recesses of pie&Hlwithin her mouth.

When he drew away, her breath came in heavy gblgryes glazed, out
of focus, as she stared up at him. He was so hargsshe thought, so
magnificently male.

His lips blazed a path down her throat, and Jenmlipped her hands

beneath his shirt, caressing his warmth. Likewigesought her nakedness,
sliding aside the silky material of her gown todénher breasts, bringing

the sensitive nipples to unbearable tautness. Umdearxpert touch she felt

herself melting and expanding simultaneously.

His fingers climbed the inside of her thigh, tarzialg her to a throbbing
state of readiness. "More ravishing?" he gasped.

"No more. | can't take any more."



"That's good." He swallowed hard. "Because thiatpiis going to have a
limp sword in about two minutes."

While she wriggled out of her gown, he unbucklesl $wash and took off
his trousers.

The meeting of their naked flesh provoked longsfiatl moans from both
of them. Teasing foreplay was all well and goodnifer thought, but she
wanted more from him. She parted her thighs andeguhim within.

They joined in perfect synchronization, arching dahdusting. Like the

eternal tides, their rocking motion created ethHerpamitive waves of

excitement as he kept a constant rhythm. Whenbredght her nearly to
her peak, he shifted slightly, awakening yet anofleasitivity deep within

her.And she moved with him, her body respondinght® most subtle
nuance of his touch. They balanced on their sidi,joined. She rose
above him, trembling and fevered from the heat gerd by the energy of
their joined flesh. Finally, she could love no more

With a last shuddering moan she collapsed beneattahd sank into her
own special quiet, reveling in the radiant sensatibe'd awakened within
her.

She sighed and smiled at her pirate king.

"l love you," he said.

"Me, too."

This treasured moment was perfect. There was rthiore that could be
said. Jennifer nestled comfortably in the crookisfarm and slept.

HER ALARM CLOCK WENT OFFat seven forty-five. She hit the Sleep button
with a practiced swat and flopped back on the willo



David was already up, dressed and ready to goe&teed over her, kissing
her lightly. "I'll be back in an hour."

"Great," she mumbled. Opening one eye, she saitigt@/are you going?"

"Big day, Jennifer. We're going to start filmingotY still want to come,
don't you?"

"You bet." She yawned. "I'm real excited.”

She looked sleepy-eyed, languid and wonderful. s tempted to stay
here and help her awaken, but duty called. He haéraal list a mile long
of things that needed to be done before they heapéd Conifer.

He hopped into Jennifer's van, turned the key @éigmition and chugged
away from the curb. Not much pickup, David thougbkthe shifted into
second gear. What did he expect from an old Chan?\He flexed his
fingers on the steering wheel, yearning for theed@nd fingertip control of
his Porsche.

When he moved to Malibu Beach, David had sold kis\®ed green sports
car to Tom, the guy he was staying with. It waslsomnsolation that Tom

had agreed to sell it back. David knew he coulaliftrd it until he'd made a
bankable profit on this documentary—probably sometiin the next

millenium.

He'd figured the budget down to the tiniest de@il.paper the project was
comfortably financed, but it was always wise tolude a cushion and to
expect overruns. Especially on a first-time venture

Frugality was logical, he thought, and intelligeBit it wasn't any comfort.
He wanted his Porsche back.

He drove to Tom's, changed into comfortable Leailsl a red sweater,
telephoned Harriet to confirm that they would agriat ten o'clock and
checked with Philo to verify that he had the rigimd of lights for indoor

photography.



"l have a question,” Philo drawled. "Who's the dioe on this epic?"
"Right now?" David asked.

"No, a week from next Thursday. Of course, rightvrio

1 am.

An eloquent pause transmitted through the telepivanes before Philo
said, "Do you have any experience?"

"No, | don't."

David didn't intend to defend himself. He wasniesi@ithe decision to act as
his own director was wise, but he figured this doeatary wasn't like a
feature film where actors needed to be rehearsddseenes blocked out.
The real complexity would come when they were adithe pieces into a
whole, and David's budget provided for an excelteshnician to handle
that process. At this point he'd decided to savbéigg his own director.

"If it's necessary," he reassured Philo, "I'll herelirector. Actually, | was
counting on your skill as a cameraman and Betltslint script to carry us
through."”

"Nice philosophy, Dave. We'll see if it works."

David snarled as he hung up the telephone. Phddanconstant cynicism.
The man was a pain in the rear. Still, David haskssed his clips and
reviewed his portfolio. Obnoxious or not, Philo wascompetent, even
excellent, craftsman. And David didn't want to veasime looking for
anyone else.

He hurried out the door to the van. Likewise, thewgesn't time to worry
about Philo's attitude. Was he going to cause te@ul®r not? Jennifer
would know, he thought with a grin. She was goorkatling people.

And that wasn't all she was good at doing.



By the time he'd pulled into her driveway, Davidilraentally savored the
multitude of Jennifer's attributes. He raced updbfront door, rang the bell
and waited. He rang the bell again.

Wearing her flannel robe, she pushed open the aodwaved him inside
with her free hand. The other hand clutched a eafieg. Unfortunately, he
thought, punctuality was not among her finer quesit

"l know what you're thinking. I've already showeradd it's only going to
take me two minutes to dress."

"Fine .".He held up his wristwatch. "Can | stamitng you now?"
"Don't be a jerk, David."
"You promised you'd be ready."”

"Did I? | can't remember. Surely you can't holdtma promise | can't even
remember."

"One minute and fifty seconds."

"Oh, all right.”

She set down her coffee mug and dashed into theotwad He heard
drawers being opened and closed. There was a anaish muffled curse as
she apparently stumbled over something. Nonethelasprecisely two
minutes she reappeared dressed in an oversized shiit splotched with
bright blue, yellow and red and a pair of jeanse Sfore rubber-soled
Loafers without socks.

"You look very artsy," he said.

"And prompt,” she reminded him. "Answer me a questi

"Shoot."

"How did this lodge happen to end up in Coloradd\Wot California?"



"As a former banker, | would remind you that theperty costs here are
considerably lower than on the coast.”

"That makes sense. Is that the reason?"

"As somebody who knows something about cinematyistevould inform
you that Denver was the first Hollywood. In thelgarineteen-hundreds
one of the studios—I think it was Vitagraph—and K&ennett made a
bunch of those fifteen-minute silent Westerns anmdedies here."

"Really?"

"Why not? Back then they did a lot of outdoor shagtand we have terrific
sunshine in Colorado."

"Why didn't they stay?"
He glanced at her and grinned. "It snowed."

"So that's why the industry moved to Hollywood, hbuidoesn't really
explain why The Lodge is here."

"It does in a roundabout way. Mack Sennett tookew fstar-struck
youngsters to Hollywood with him. Among them werarket Kelton's
parents. Years later, after their darling daugbstablished herself in film,
her parents moved back here and opened The Lodtjewmrown property.

"The Lodge belongs to Harriet?"He nodded. "The leodgd about fifty
acres more."

"Well, then," Jennifer said. "She is one of a nadfbreed— a Colorado
native in her seventies."

The rest of the drive continued to be easygoing pledsurable. The
mountain scenery on this spectacular, sunny Segembrn was beautiful.
Their conversation was lighthearted and relaxed.itBuas more than that.
The night before they had finally taken the oppuaitiuto talk. Both Jennifer



and David felt more secure in their relationshigeirtg§ in love was
comfortable and special.



CHAPTER 8

As THE VAN BOUNCED along the graded gravel road leading to The Lodge,
Jennifer yawned and gazed contentedly at the ftdanhd on the north side
of the road. Though it was early September, sonteefispen leaves were
already turning gold. On the >posite side of tredra maize-tinted meadow
of dry grass stretched toward jumbled formationadufbe-colored rock and
boulders.

The variant textures of weed, pine bough and sappealed to Jennifer. "I
wish I'd brought my sketchbook," she said. "Themuld drift off quietly
into the woods while you and Philo do the filming."

"I've been meaning to talk to you about your oltRjailo. Is it just me, or
does he hate the entire human race?"

"They key to understanding Philo," she explaingl{d remember that he's
married to Beth/'

David gave her a questioning one-eyebrow-raiseadcgla’Come again?"
"You see, Beth is sweet and sensitive and thouhtfu

"And Philo is the opposite.” He nodded.

"Left to himself, Philo would probably be an avezaguy, but since he's
around Beth all the time, he has to compensasdiké his caustic attitude

equalizes her lovability."

"What if it's the other way around?" David askedlVhat if Philo's
pessimism is real and Beth's sweetness is a b&lance

"l don't think so," she said. "There have beenn@amy times when Philo's
secret pleasantness sneaks out."

She recalled a birthday present from Philo—a b&ddtamed photograph
of the detailed woodworking on her front porch. Tgresent hadn't come
gift wrapped. In fact, she wouldn't have known &sarom Philo except for



his tiny signature in the corner. "He reminds m&aimpy inSnow White
and the Seven Dwarfsa#-bluster but kind underneath."”

"l hope so," David said. "Otherwise, this filmirgggoing to be miserable."
"Besides, if he were really obnoxious, Beth wouldngh him."

"Sweet Beth?" David chuckled. "I can't imagine that

"For your information, laughing boy, sweet is ngnenymous with stupid.”

"l love the way you explain things. There's no todput somehow it sounds
right.”

As he parked the van and came around to her slegio her door, Jennifer
made a quick study of the light and shadow on Tiéddge. Standing tall and
pale amid its forest sentinels of pine and sprtlee wood frame building
exuded an aura of picturesque serenity. Again sished that she'd
remembered her sketchbook.

"Philo's here already,"” David observed, pointing the beat-up Volvo
station wagon. "Let's hustle.”

"You go ahead." Climbing out of the van, she strettin the sunlight. "I
think I'll take a little stroll."

"That sounds suspiciously like exercise."

"Egad! It does. But this way | don't have to hetjuyinload the lights.” She
went up on tiptoe to give him a little peck on tieeek. "Go on, David. I'll
catch you and despicable Philo later.”

Feeling as if the day were a lovely unscheduledibg| she struck off along
the well-trodden path leading into the forest. &feandered past several
small white cabins—miniature replicas of The Lodgmid went farther
where the path narrowed through the blanket of peexlles and the drying
leaves of autumn.



It was a glorious morning, she thought, with blkg sbove and sunlight so
bright its rays seemed like a palpable force embgathe heavy conifer
boughs. Jennifer couldn't think of a time whendlfielt so carefree.

She followed the path to a clear, rippling streard hunkered down beside
it, watching the diamond sheen reflecting off theftsmoving water. The
rushing sound permeated her, making her feel @dedrfresh and new.

She heard a rustling sound behind her and stoodisacding a gray-haired
woman dressed in jeans and a flannel shirt. "Goorhimg," Jennifer said.
"Are you from The Lodge?"

"I am now," the woman said. "But | used to be frémo."

"Me, too." Jennifer's response was friendly, bu¢ thoman remained
taciturn. "The forests there are very differengretrthey?"

"Are you with those documentary people?"
"Kind of."

"l can tell you're an Ohio gal. Being out herehe forest instead of in The
Lodge shows that you've got some common sense."

The woman gave a cryptic smile, turned and retdedtavn the path. Her
posture was very erect, and she walked with ansavimging, vigorous
step.

"Nice meeting you," Jennifer mumbled to herself.

The silhouette of the tall woman striding resolatéhrough the forest
formed a clear, strong image in Jennifer's mindeihinded her of her
mother, marching unstoppably through life. Her neotiad also been tall, a
real authority figure, capable of stepping oversorashing through any
obstacle. Jennifer found a comfortable rock bystiheam and sat, watching
the shimmering waters. The incongruity of her promdways correct
mother being like anyone from The Lodge amused Her.mother never



had any use for actors or artistic frivolity. Jéanicould almost hear her
mother's flat accent in the rushing of springwatesr stone.

"Nothing wrong with being artistic,” her mother hiadt her. "But you need
to make a living, as well, find a steady career."”

Jennifer picked up a pebble and tossed it intostneam. It disappeared
without a ripple.

Her father's voice rose from the stream's currenhdarmonize with her
mother's. "Grow up, Jennifer. Learn to take cargoofrself.”

Jennifer mouthed the remembered woe of both parafftsat will Jennifer
do when she's sixty-five? We won't be here forévdake care of her."

They were gone.
Her memories went silent.

If only her parents were still alive, they could’eaeen that she'd turned out
all right. Now when it was too late, Jennifer hadcome the sort of
responsible citizen that they had wanted her tdtlmade her sad to realize
that she'd never made her peace with them. Thegieddelieving she was
an irresponsible child who would probably come tmad end.

"Time-to go back," she said aloud.

Her memories shadowed her enjoyment of the mornige rose and
shivered. Perhaps it was just as well that sh&'dhéz sketchbook at home.

On her way back she passed several other peopés. Whre all polite,

pleasant and peaceful. Maybe, Jennifer thoughtwigther parents would
have turned out like them. But it was doubtful. STtvas a retirement village
of former actors—artistic, creative creatures. kh@ther and father would
have felt more at home in a settlement of Martians.

Martians, she thought as she approached The Loddey've landed.
Standing on the front lawn were three figures—adsame, silver-haired



gentleman dressed as Superman and two bizarrey soedtures with
webbed feet and reptilian heads.

"Good morning," Jennifer said, congratulating hirge not bursting into
laughter. "Are they filming inside?"

"Are you with them?" Superman asked.

She nodded, and one of the reptiles took off hasihd'm getting out of this
damn uniform," he said. "This was all Charlie Peigadea."

"Wait a minute," Superman said. He held up the algphoto that Charlie
had snapped the first time he saw Jennifer. "Yotlee lady we were
supposed to meet. It's Jennifer Watt, isn't it?"

"Yes, itis. | am." She shook hands with Supermahsdapped flippers with
the other two. "Is this about movie memorabiliarfoy store?" she guessed.
"Charlie Peyton's idea?"

"It is," said Superman. "Charlie told us that yougim be interested in
purchasing some of these old costumes."

"Hope you decide quick," said the headless reptBecause | feel like a
damn fool."

"Me, too" came a muffled voice from beneath theedthhead.

"Well, take your head off," Superman said. "It retpy silly-looking. We
never get this stuff out excepting for Halloween ."

"Halloween," Jennifer said thoughtfully. Why had@harlie Peyton come
up with that idea? She studied the costumes. Nigtware they original,

but also they had an aura of authenticity. "Wouwd gentlemen be willing
to rent these outfits? For Halloween costumes?"

"You bet,” Superman said. "This junk isn't doingamy good packed away
in trunks. This Superman costume is the newest—rgeld to my son, the
stuntman, who worked on the movie. And it stilhkg of mothballs.”



The fully dressed reptile said something that sedntke, "We could all use
the extra bucks."

Jennifer's mind was racing. Halloween costumes, & reminded herself,
everybody—from drugstores to professional theampanies—offered
Halloween costumes. "We need an advertising gimrhick

"Maybe something to do with movie memorabilia,” 8Supan said.
"Costumes of the stars."

"Not bad," she said appraisingly.

Unfortunately, Jennifer's shop couldn't supporteapensive advertising
campaign. Maybe one or two newspaper ads. Andsthy@he studied the
threesome. If they went around in costume to pasdlgers, she could
certainly garner some good, positive publicity. there any chance,” she
asked, "that you three could make personal appeesafor a limited
promotion? Maybe visit a couple of day-care cert€s a hospital?"

The headless reptile grinned widely. "In spite biwve're wearing, you are
looking at three hams."

"Personal appearances?" Superman preened, genthing his wavy
silver hair. "No problem."

The other reptile bobbed his head.
The door to The Lodge swung open, and David steppednto the porch.
He looked around with a harassed, glassy- eyed {a&=re ready for the

swamp monsters," he announced.

As the swamp monsters filed past him, foot flippsiapping the floor,
David noticed Jennifer. He came quickly down tlarstfrom the porch.

"Is something the matter?" she asked.

"Everything is the matter."



Superman swirled his cape for an exit. "Welcomshow biz, kids." He
tossed a parting comment over his shoulder. "Dwaoltry. It'll only get
worse."

"Thanks," David growled sarcastically. "l neededtth

Jennifer studied David's expression. His eyebrowsevdrawn down, his
jaw was tense and the lobes of his ears were bpight If she were writing
his emotional state as a recipe, it would includgea, confusion, hysteria,
concern and a pinch of excitement.

"I hate this kind of disorganization. Nobody is payattention. Drives me
crazy." His fists were clenched. "Jennifer, yougee to help me."

"Love to. Could you be a tiny bit more specific? &k the . problem?"

"Them." He pointed toward The Lodge. "All of thelive're supposed to
shoot a couple of simple interviews with people vihew Uncle Clayton.
Reminiscences. Harriet is the interviewer, andiijsposed to be casual and
off-the-cuff."

"l take it that's not what is happening.”

"Hah!" David paced away from her and charged bddting his
frustrations on his fingers. "Your friend Philo hdgne nothing but gripe
and pick nits from his beard. Gloria, the plumpyldcbm the kitchen, is
feeding everybody. Harriet won't talk about any mewut her own. And,
for some unknown reason, they're all wearing costun

"Ouch. I think the costumes might be my fault. Ysme, Charlie Peyton had
suggested—""Don't mention that name to me. He'singaéhe Wasp Man
outfit, and he keeps darting around stinging evedyd'

Jennifer bit the inside of her cheeks to keep fgyggling. "Is that all?"

He grabbed Jennifer's hand and dragged her towlaedLddge. "You're
good with people. You talk some sense into them."



The nearer they got to the scene David had desk;ribe louder the Babble
of voices and laughter grew. "Do you hear them¥/idasked.

"They sound cheerful."

"Why shouldn't they be?" he groused. His earlobesewnow flaming
crimson. "I'm the one renting the equipment. I'm tine financing this

party."

He flung open the door and marched her inside.

The formerly charming parlor was in chaos. In additto the swamp
monsters there were three Southern belles in hkiais,sLionel as a gaunt
Sherlock Holmes, an octogenarian tap-dancing daoaassorted others in
street clothes. The photographer's lights werededwn the Victorian-style
sofa where Harriet sat primly, studying Beth'scri

Philo was sprawled in one of the director's chdfts.glanced up as they
entered. "Hey, Mr. Producer, the swamp monsterst waknow if they
should take off their heads."

“I'll tell them what they can do with their headBdvid muttered*

Charlie Peyton came buzzing through the room, spégchifer and waved.
"Hey, Jennifer, did you talk to Superman?"

Jennifer shushed him. "Not now, Charlie."
"What?" He buzzed up to her. "What?"

In a loud tone Jennifer never expected dwelt withavid Constable, he
bellowed, "Quiet. Everybody settle down."

There was a lull, and the crowd turned toward h{dharlie Peyton
prudently exited.

"Tell them to clear this room," Jennifer prompted.



"Get out!" he yelled. "All of you except HarrieteGout."

Jennifer stepped forward. "As you all know, we negaet while we're
doing these interviews. It would be greatly appatsd if you waited for
your call outside."

"Not on the porch!" David roared.

"Since we can still pick up the sound from the pgrdennifer translated,
"please move farther out, onto the lawn."

"Now!" He made frantic, shooing motions. "Let's reat:"

The assembled group stood before him like a tabl@annifer looked
toward Lionel, who was pointedly ignoring David dighting his pipe. She
made a guess at the problem. "Did you all know Ereatid is the director?"

"Oh, no, dear girl," Lionel corrected in his bese8ock- ian tones. "David
is the producer.”

"And the director."

There was a general murmuring as they digestedbthigf information.
Jennifer glanced over at David, who was practicibiyhing at the mouth.
"You'll all understand. He's a bit temperamental.”

"Honey, you don't have to tell us,” drawled onetlod Southern belles.
"We've worked with Hitchcock and Howard Hawks andck Von
Stroheim.”

Before they had a chance to launch their complaitgsnifer intervened.
"You've all worked with his explosive type of ditec" she cajoled. "If
you'll all step outside, we'll discuss our formatt the interviews."

Appeased, they trailed after Jennifer like the odtslamelin following the
Pied Piper. She propelled them a good distance TrioenLodge to a picnic
table beneath a majestic spruce. Lionel took atipasby her side. "Very
nicely done," he complimented.



"Thank you, I'm used to working with artistic peegIShe looked around at
the assembled group. "Lionel, could you get thiterdion?"

He shouted for quiet, and Jennifer hopped up omitrac table to address
them. "l would like to make a proposition to ea€lyau. This has nothing to
do with the documentary filming."

She explained about renting Halloween costumesthadoossibility of
selling movie memorabilia in her store. "If | op@nmovie memories
section, | want it to be different. Not just postdsut personal souvenirs."
"A lacy fan fromGone With the Wil asked a belle.

"Exactly," Jennifer confirmed.

"Maybe a half-burned black candle frdbmacula,” suggested Lionel.

"Tap shoes worn iKiss Me Kate,'said a tap dancer as she executed a spry
shuffle-off-to-Buffalo.

"Wonderful," Jennifer said. "What | need is for baxd you to select things
you want to sell and determine a price."

"How can we tell what the stuff is worth?" askesihaamp monster.
"I'm not sure,"” Jennifer answered.
"Well, then?"

A nostalgic warmth welled up inside her. There wesemany memories
among these people, so many charming memoriessdireeone like me,"
she said, "many of your souvenirs are pricelesst Were the people who
helped shape my dreams, my fantasies. I've spemasy hours watching
you, all of you, and you've enriched my life. Ybbéve to decide the price.”

As she looked at the people surrounding h'er, shegnized a kinship
among them. "l don't think of this as merchandigisfpe said. "It's a way
we can spread and share these dreams."



"But we are going to get paid, aren't we?" the spramonster demanded.

"We better," agreed a belle. "Ain't no kind of seam if it don't make
money."

"Sometimes," Jennifer mused aloud, "the most puscidreams are free.
However, rest assured that | will pay for whatagesold. On a consignment
basis." She hopped down from her makeshift podiethe assembled
group of actors and actresses began discussin@j@gems that could be
offered for sale, Jennifer relaxed in the warm Bures Lionel sat beside her
at the picnic table. He'd removed his deerstalléahd his cape, but he still
fiddled with his meerschaum pipe.

"Good show," he complimented her again. "You haviéaia for public
speaking, dear. Ever considered a career in movies?

"No, I'm an artist."

Jennifer blinkedI'm an artist?Was she? She'd spent the better part of two
years denying her artistic nature.

"Elementary,” Lionel said. "That's why you can coumcate with us."

"But I'm also a retailer,” she said firmly. Sheta@rly couldn't deny that
facet of her identity, especially not when all #n@sher people would soon
be depending upon her to merchandise and sellrti@inorabilia. "Lionel?
Could you keep an eye on things out here? I'dtbkeee how the interviews
are going."

"Leave it to me."

She hurried across the lawn and into The Lodgeriétaras interviewing
good old Charlie Peyton. Philo watched throughstiagionary camera lens.
David, who had cooled to merely steaming, slumpeddorner of the room.
She beckoned to him, and he followed her into tyerf."Thank you," he
whispered, taking both her hands in his and raigieg to his lips.



"You're welcome," she whispered back. "I know alluybig-time movie
executives have ulcers, but | didn't think you reektb start on yours the
first day."

"Philo was right," David admitted. "l need a dim@ctl thought | could save
some money by doing it myself."

"How are the interviews going?"
"All right. Harriet is still pushing her own caredaut it can be cut.”

"You see," Jennifer said, trying to bolster his .€twu're not hopeless as a
director. You were successful with Harriet."

"Not me. It's Philo. The two of them seem to berapeg on the same
wavelength. She's even flirting with him."

Jennifer gave him a wink. "She'd better not staryau."

"It wouldn't matter." He surrounded her with hignar "I'm a sweet,
old-fashioned, one-woman kind of guy."

She moistened her lips. "I know."

Before he could execute the awaited kiss, Philautgtb from the other
room, "I'm out of film. Do you want more on Chaflie

"That ought to be enough,"” David shouted back.d4éacused his attention
on Jennifer.

"Are you sure?" Philo whined. "I could reload thdeo camera for another
interview. Or we could go outside with the 16 mm."

With a sigh David released her. "Duty calls."
As he returned to the room where Philo was filmidgnnifer had a

premonition. If she wanted to spend time with Dauigvould be necessary
to get involved in his documentary.



The price of loving Davigshe thoughtnight be very steep in terms of time.
She glanced around the corner in time to see hemgling to peer through
the lens of the stationary video camera. He sttaiggd, stretched and ran
his hand through his hair.

Jennifer grinned. He was worth it.



CHAPTER9

Two WEEKS LATER, Jennifer and David stood in the doorway of hepsh
applauding as Philo completed an exterior shot afrigt Kelton being
helped from a Rolls-Royce by a liveried chauffdeor a woman in her
seventies, Jennifer thought, Harriet could get awdl showing a lot of
leg.

"That ought to do it," David said as he collapsediast the doorframe.
"Fini."

"Pardon me if | don't order Dom Perignon." Jennrésted her hand on his
shoulder and massaged it. "But | have heard thatdomewhere before."

"When?"
"Yesterday, the day before and the day before"that.
"It's been hell, hasn't it?"

"Not always. That picnic in the mountains was fegpecially when Philo
was trying to get a dramatic shot and fell into sheam.”

"With all the rented camera equipment,” David gemls'l'm glad we got

that straightened out. No more expensive 16 mm filoh even for exteriors.
Everything on good old videotape."

"l agree," she said. "l like watching the instagylays on videotape."

"In movies they're called rushes, Jen."

"Rushes, crushes, whatever." She pushed open thretaldVatt's Up and

went inside, pulling David along with her. "l likédat expensive dinner you

threw for the local PBS television people.”

"What else?"



"I've really enjoyed being around the people frohe Todge. Lionel and
Gloria and Harriet and the swamp monsters, and €Wnlie Peyton, King
of the Extras."

She glanced toward the back room of her shop. A sggn—courtesy of
Delilah—hung above the door. It said, Movie Memsyi8eems Like Old
Times. "I miss the extra storage space," she $Biat after Halloween |
should be able to do some rearranging."

"Do you know what | miss?" he asked. "We've begetioer more during
the last two weeks, but we're never alone."

"Finally." She slipped her arms around his neck gade him a seductive
wink. "I thought you'd never notice."

He rested his hands on her hips. "I've noticed."

She bit her lip to keep from complaining. She kriiew hard he had. been
working. Since he was struggling to stay within Hisdget, David
compensated by working double time. If someone egdd pick up a
package at the airport or make a run to the filmepssing lab or fetch
coffee, David was there. Every night he poured ¢meg rows of figures in
the account books, arranged schedules and stuoiehcts.

She couldn't expect him to handle one more thilgirTfromance had to be
put on hold until David's schedule slowed to a eeable pace. The effort
needed for their relationship was physically beybmslcapabilities. After
all, there were only twenty-four hours in a day.

And he did love her, she reminded herself. Therelevbe a future for them.
It was a matter of patience.

"Rosebud,"” he whispered in her ear.

"What?"



"You're supposed to be intrigued. And fascinatedualthe ending." He
imbued his voice with disappointment. "It worked fOrson Welles in
Citizen Kane."Okay, Orson. Is it going to be a happy ending?"

"That depends," he said. "Is there a full moongbt#"

"Are you planning to turn into a werewolf?"

"If there's a full moon, Philo wanted to shoot & ddi night footage with
Harriet materializing from the darkness. You kndike in that movie she
did about the blind woman."

Jennifer pulled away from hinmPatience,she reminded herself. "What
happened tdini!" She bustled to the counter and began energetically
rearranging the clutter that always seemed to gétyéhe cash register. If
she kept her hands busy, she figured that she rbglable to keep her
mouth shut. "I thought you were finished shootiogtbday."

"l am finished shooting. In the daylight."

"Fine, David." Despite her vow to be understandsite couldn't keep the
sarcasm out of her voice. "I'll try to arrange mlationship according to the
phases of the moon."

A wisp of guilt skittered across her consciencd,dhe dismissed it. If she
didn't tell him how neglected she felt, how wouklkmow?

"You're upset,” he said. "I'm sorry."

"I don't want you to apologize. | miss you, Davidvant for you to spend
some time with me."

"Why don't you say so?"
"l just did."

"Right, you did. And there'll be another full mooext month. Just like
reruns. Jennifer, would you like to go out to dinBed a movie?"



"The last place | want to go is out. Especiallytoutvatch a movie. | want to
stay in. With the phone unplugged and the doorbelifled.” She paused.
The picture that presented itself in her mind wigagant, very pleasant.
"Maybe a bottle of wine,” she said wistfully. "lidére has to be a movie,
make it a classic on the VCR."

"You got it, lady. I'll pick up the movie. Any prefence?" "Surprise me. As
long as it doesn't star Harriet Kelton or any shpes who wears tights.”

"You got it." He checked his wristwatch. "I'm lat#.see you tonight."
"No excuses," she called after him.

At the door he pivoted and grinned. "Jenniferhdfre is a full moon, do you
mind if | turn into a werewolf?"

"I've always preferred vampires," she said. "Theg'dshed."”

As he waved and dashed out the door, the teleptamge "Watt's Up. May |
help you?"

"Please listen to me," the whispery voice pleatte must leave the past.
Think of the future."

"Look," Jennifer said shortly. "This is the fourtime you've called, and
you're still not making sense. Tell me what you tvanget off the phone."

There was a pause, a click and the dial tone.

"Weirdo." Jennifer glared at the receiver. "If dm& paid a thousand dollars
for classified telephone advertising, I'd have tlusnber changed.”

The remainder of Jennifer's afternoon was hectionél and two others
from The Lodge came in with more memorabilia iteimd$e priced and
displayed. Four potential part- time employeestodak interviewed. There
were stacks of filing, tax forms, advertising, aiccourse, customers.



Jennifer had barely time to rush home, kick off $leves and sink onto the
sofa before the doorbell signaled David's arriVils open,” she called out.

Though she knew his day had been equally busy,dDsainded fresh and
cheerful as he flung open the door and shouted iabsolutely dreadful
Cuban accent, "Lucy, I'm home."

"In here, Ricky."

He carried four sacks. While she sprawled, unmqvireg unloaded his
treasures. "We have not one, but two, bottles md.vA Cary Grant movie.
An extra large bag of popcorn. And Chinese food."

"Cary Grant?"

"Not too subtle on my part. But | know how to putuyin the mood for
love."

"Actually—" she dragged herself to a sitting pasit'—the Chinese food is
more stimulating right at the moment."

"You're tired," he deduced as he plopped down teeker. In an instant his
teasing became serious. "Have | told you, latebyy kerrific you are?"

"Not lately. It's hard to tell me anything when yloave a telephone glued to
your ear and an airline ticket in your pocket."

"You cut me to the quick, Wasp Woman." He clutchesihands over his
heart. "Even workaholics have feelings."

"Is that what you are, David? A workaholic?"

"Sometimes." He slipped an arm around her and g@uiled her toward
him. "Whatever | do, | like to do well."

It wasn't until their lips met that Jennifer realizhow much she'd missed
their lovemaking. His tongue parted her lips andegpeated her mouth,



readily awakening her dormant passions. "Davide'lsteathed, "don't ever
make me wait again."

"You got that promise, lady." His voice was alreduaysky, thick with
emotion. "I'll sign a contract in blood if necessar

"Don't be gross, just kiss me."

Eyes closed, she surrendered her body to the fidatbsire that churned
through her. So swiftly, so thoroughly. The carebsis fingertip on her
breast brought back the sensual excitement she 'thatiought

about—hadn't allowed herself to think about—whiewas busy with other
things. She hadn't expected to be instantaneouslysed. That sort of
hormonal rush was reserved for the young, wash't it

Apparently not, Jennifer thought, because she fawanself reclining on the
sofa, dragging him on top of her. Her need for hwas desperate. She
couldn't imagine being glib or coy. She wanted hidow, David," she
gasped.

Her fingers fumbled with his belt, and David wosHly assisted her. Their
mutual need was too tremendous for finesse, andttire away at their
buttons, belts, zippers, panty hose, blouse. Daimere was so much
clothing in the way, and her hands felt so clunmBially, they were

undressed.

He arranged her on the sofa pillows and straddied dody with his

muscular thighs. His nakedness was magnificentd Hest weight, she
noticed. The muscle was closer to the bone, moetyfhoned, and his body
seemed beautifully primitive, uncivilized.

He entered her, swiftly, fiercely, surmounting threstoppable passion that
roared through them like an avalanche. Only warot. Hhe friction of his
flesh against hers was unbearably hot, and Jergafez herself completely
to the tumult. Her breath came in ragged gasps.

They rose together, clinging and demanding untihee could withstand
another instant's wait. Falling together in a dptreey were sated.



Such lovemaking, such a burst of impulsive degleserved an equally
unexpected denouement, and David inadvertentlyigeovthe final stroke.
He sank beside her on the sofa, struggling to marehimself around

Jennifer and all the embroidered sofa pillows. $k#iful lovemaking had

depleted his natural grace, and his movements \he@vy, nearly

unconscious. Without much ado he maneuvered himggif onto the

floor."Smooth move," he muttered, massaging thatiguo of his anatomy
that had made hard contact with the naked hardvood

"Cute," she assured him dreamily. "Some people snafier sex. You fall
out of bed."

"In the first place, this isn't a bed. Second, knboff. The male ego does
not leave much room for pratfalls."

"I don't care if you want to play Harpo Marx, beggar horn and wiggle
your eyebrows," she murmured, rolling over to hemsach on the sofa.
"You, David Constable, are the most male male Erexer encountered.”
He kissed her and looked quizzically into her ey88ll hungry?"

She nodded. "Did you bring chopsticks?"

"Ah-so, Missy Jennifer want chop-chop." He trie@laarlie Chan voice as
he unloaded the white cartons from the sacks aagled them on the coffee
table. "Number one chum, he got it all—the fliezklithe velly hot mustard,
the sweet-and-sour pork, egg loll, many, many etd |

Jennifer stabbed an egg roll with her chopsticktan# a huge bite from the
end. "Don't get the wrong idea," she said. "I'm thet sort of person who
eats off the coffee table, bare naked and dropmiagbs on the sofa.”
"You should be ashamed," he cheerfully agreed.

“I'm civilized." She dipped into the container far chop-stickful of
sweet-and-sour pork. "lI've learned to control mpeijes."

"l can tell."



Though the impetuous side of her personality wéighited with this crazy
spontaneity, another side was truly appalled. 8tagined a tiny version of
herself, all dressed in white as it sat on her kleywand made tsk-tsk noises
in her ear. "Honestly," that tidy little self wousdy, "get dressed, Jennifer.
And put the food on plates. We weren't broughtrua barn, were we?"

She dropped a huge dollop of fried rice on therflaod stared at it.
Retribution? The problem with spontaneity was teamebody had to
sweep up afterward. She rose to her feet. "Timeldan up our act,” she
said.

"Wait!" He was standing beside her with a fortunelde in his hand. "Open
it now. For luck."

She cracked it open, read and laughed. "I must gatten your fortune,
David. This says that | will take a long journeyan exotic land." She
popped the cookie into her mouth. "Doesn't get mondre exotic than
Malibu Beach."

David read his fortune, "Your dreams will be ansaeone hundredfold."”

"Ponder that,” she said, heading toward the bedrdarhile | slip into
something more.. .something."

He slipped into his trouserslis dreams would be answerathen he was
working at the bank, he seldom indulged in any sbfantasy whatsoever.
His banker's life had progressed nicely, and ha'didant for anything.
Now there was so much that he wanted.

Now he could see a wide horizon of possibilities] e wanted it all.

David leaned back on the sofa and closed his &yes.house in Malibu

Beach was part of his perfect dream state— a haaethe ocean. And he
needed a livelihood that stimulated his imaginatibhad to be producing
motion pictures. And he wanted his Porsche backsthb all, he wanted

Jennifer to be a permanent part of his reality @friis dreams.



If everything went smoothly on the Wasp Man docutaen he was certain
that he'd be producing another such film for PuBlioadcasting Service.
And after that another.

Though it had seemed incredibly easy, he'd be sisaress. He could ask
her to share his life. He would be able to suppert—even though she'd
probably want to keep Watt's Up.

He reread his fortunédis dreams would be answered.

Jennifer came back into the room, wearing a flowialge and carrying
plates, napkins and two wineglasses on a lacquexgdDavid admired her
graceful economy of movement as she swept up thiledspice and
arranged the coffee table so that they could e#towt being chaotic.
Perhaps, he thought, the most important dream In@aldy been answered.
She was there with him, and she loved him.

She knelt on the floor beside the table. "And n®Mv, Fu Manchu, we're
going to attempt to be civil. Would you pop thekcand pour the wine?"

"Does this mean | have to put on my shirt?"

"Leave it off." She ogled him with comically exaggted lust. "Give an old
lady something to look at.”

"You call yourself an old lady after that perfornsa?” He dutifully opened
the wine and filled their glasses. "You could gessons."

"l never fancied myself a teacher. But | supposérgoright. When you re
hot, you re hot."

"Want to watch Cary Grant while we eat?"
"Absolutely. Now there was a man who could givestes."

David loaded the tape in the VCR and arrangeddlswision stand so that
they could eat, talk and watch at the same timesdtibeside her on the sofa



and flicked the remote to start the movie. Theitsadlled, and David reran
the tape, studying the names.

"See that," he pointed out. "My uncle knew pradlycall of the secondary
leads, the cinematographer and the best boy."

"What's a best boy?" she murmured through a moludtifsweet-and-sour
pork.

"This film was in the early fifties," he said, igmag her question. "And I'll
bet it didn't cost a fifteenth of what a similar wewould cost today."

"And a key grip?" she asked. "lI've always thoudtdttsounded like
somebody who locked up after the movie was over."

"The grip is a sort of handyman," he explained.e gaffer is an electrician.
The best boy is a sort of general production persbo does a bit of

everything, especially for the gaffer.”

"Thanks, I'm impressed.”

"l might be learning while | go," David said. "Buam learning."

Still munching her way through the multitude of vehtartons of Cantonese
Chinese food, she focused on the moGearade.She'd seen it several
times before, and it never failed to entertain Adnis was vintage Cary
Grant— charming, witty and attractive. "Go for ishe urged a reluctant
Audrey Hepburn. "Even if you think he murdered ybusband."

"Those were the days," David said.

"They were," she agreed. "Everything was beautdmd somehow
innocent."

"And inexpensive."

She glared at him. "l don't want to know the astedlaries, the production
costs and the expense of film, David. | want tmgrhe movie."



"Sorry," he said. "It's on my mind."

She tried to ignore his preoccupation with the naunedprocess that created
movie magic. It was much nicer, Jennifer thoughtelieve that the scenes
were actually occurring while some fortunate cammana happened to

capture the moments. The illusion was damaged wherconsidered that

this was a script and the actors were followingraatior's scheme.

To be fair, Jennifer realized that when she studigainting, the structure
and brushwork were evident. David was doing whateaaturally. That
realization jolted her. When had he become so kedgdable? Certainly he
was still in transition, but she could see thaiMas on course. David was
going to be a producer of film.

“I'm proud of you," she said. "I might seem impatiand cranky, but I'm
really proud of your progress.”

He did one of his eyebrow-raised looks. "To what dwe this honor?"

"l realized that you're on your way. You're goiogdb what you said. You,
David Constable, are going to be a movie producer.”

"Coming from you, that is high praise." He took land and kissed her
fingertips. "I trust your intuition, Jennifer."

"Tell me. How soon will you be finished? | meanligéinished.”

"It's within the foreseeable future. We've shotth# interviews. And I've
already started the editing. | can't mess aroutid fivmuch longer, anyway.
I've already spent my projected budget."

"What does that mean?" Her interest became con®éoii. are going to be
able to finish before you run out of cash, areoi3’

"No problem. All it really means is that despitethe classes | took and my
banking background, it's much more complex to budgeeal life than on
paper."



"No problem?" she repeated skeptically. "No morseyd problem?"

"If I need it, I've got a financial source," hedgaroudly. Perhaps it wasn't as
dramatic as slaying a dragon or battling the ravgbiorde, but he was very
pleased with his conquest. "There are times wherglaformer banker has
its rewards. Remember that sweet old guy at thevBi®alace?"

"Of course | do. It was Mr. Waldheim. And he owrdaftof the western
slope.”

He was taken aback. "I never would have expectad tporemember
Waldheim."

"When money is concerned, | don't often forgetg shid with a wink.
"Anyway, Waldheim has offered me a line of credanfi his personal
venture capital in case | need extra capital iuayh And he didn't even
require the house in Malibu Beach as security.”

"That's fantastic!"

"l can see the light at the end of the tunnel, el the light is green.”
She gave him a happy little hug and returned lentabn to the television
screen as Cary Grant struggled with one of the dags in rugged
hand-to-hand combat. Cary won. And his suit wasren wrinkled.

It was too bad, she thought, that in real lifelihd guys weren't required to
wear black hats. "Are you sure you can trust MrldNaim? Are there any
other conditions for repayment?"

"They're good conditions," he said. "Wh#fasp Man Speaks wrapped
up, Waldheim asked me to submit proposals for taocational films

about his wife's favorite charity, the Denver Symimn"

"Is that good?"



"It's great. An excellent opportunity to gain mesgerience while beefing
up my credits.”

"You're almost a production company, aren't you?"

"Almost." He gazed into her eyes. "It won't be Iditgcouldn't happen soon
enough for him. He needed the success and progpefire he would ask
her to share his life. And he wanted her as a partn

"When you're a big-shot movie producer," she askag you going to
forget all the little people?"

"Meaning?"

"Are you going to be interested in a nobody retaNbdo owns an arts and
crafts shop in Denver?"

"Jennifer, I'm doing this for us. | want to be atdagive you anything your
heart desires. | want to shower you with pearlscday you off for a
weekend in Tahiti."

"No, David." Her voice was very low and seriousolare doing this for
yourself. And that is the way it should be. You'téwe your life for other
people.”

Jennifer turned and watched the movie, but heestant resounded. For
her. She couldn't live her life for other peopleelle was a message in that
thought, but before she made the connection, tepttene rang. "Damn,"
she said. "l forgot to unplug the phones."

"I'll get it," he said.
"Oh, no, you won't. | refuse to have you rushinfyfof some moonlight
filming with Harriet dressed as a wraith." She dpadb for the phone.

"Hello?"

"It's Philo. Jennifer, is David there?"



She purposely drawled out her response. "Lovelythvezawe've been
having. Did you have a message for David?"

"l don't know what game you're playing, Jennifarf bneed to talk with
your buddy."

"He's unable to come to the phone. Tell me."

"Okay." She could almost hear Philo grinding histle "Tell Mr. Producer
that he's got one hell of a crisis. There was ardaat in the editing room."

Without another word she passed the telephone tadD¥hat if all the
film had been destroyed? Could David procure fimapcto cover
reshooting the entire documentary?

She watched him, seeing his body tense as heditdine light in his eyes
was hard and angry. "An accident?" he repeated.



CHAPTER 10
IT WASN'T as bad ai$ soundedlt was worse.

The accident had been a small fire in the basearesat at Vids 'R’ Us, the
sound and video studio where thidasp Man Speakdocumentary was
being edited. Though the fire had been quickly rgdished by the
automatic triggering of the overhead sprinkler syst some of the
videotapes had been destroyed.

David shoved past the departing firemen, and Jenfaflowed in his wake.
They ran to the basement. There was nothing theldao but stand and
stare at the soggy, charred videocassettes.

He gripped her hand, and she felt the anger caytsnough him. Anger and
despair, Jennifer thought as she agonized with Herhad come so close.

Philo whipped through the door into the small basetmoom. His lips were

drawn in a tense line. "Nobody can explain ouleligiccident,” he said. "The
cop who was here and the firemen said it wasn'¢bayugh to merit an arson
investigation."

"What's David supposed to do?" Jennifer demanded.

"File it on insurance."

"But these tapes are irreplaceable,” she snapp€Heré isn't any
explanation? Nothing at all?"

"An accident,” Philo said disgustedly. "Or a praktaybe cigarettes. A fire
in a trash can. Wanda smokes a lot, but she'saeeful.”

"Wanda?" Jennifer asked.
"The woman helping me with the editing," Philo exipkd.

"Wanda Cotterel is the technician, the engineer miages the cuts where
we want them," David corrected tersely. "Philo égng her.”



The antipathy that had always existed betweeniberten had accelerated.
Jennifer saw it in their eyes and heard it in thieices.

"What film was in here?" David demanded.
"It's a videotape. And you can see it, can't you?"
"Philo," David thundered. "What did we lose?"

"Not much of the new stuff. We were working on timathe studio upstairs.
What we lost were your personal cassettéd/asp Man."

"All right." David let out the breath he was holdif'ls that all?"
"Isn't that enough? Weren't these the only copies?"

"l returned the original kinescopes to the prodsi¢ddavid said. "They've
given their blessing to this project, so I'm suoah get copies from them."

Jennifer let out a cheer and threw her arms arduscheck. "You're not
wiped out."

"Not completely. But this is going to be an extkpense. We've lost film,
and we're going to lose time in figuring out wha'we still got and what we
need."

"How are you going to decide what you need?" Phs&ed peevishly.
"You've got to replace all of them."

"l can't afford that. | know all th&/asp Marstories from beginning to end.
I'll have to work more closely with Wanda in deaigiwhat we need."

"What about Beth's script?"

"We'll have to adjust,” David said. Jennifer cohkehr the suppressed rage
in his voice as he continued, "l can't go any higheer budget. I've made
agreements, signed contracts and there are cddadaiines which must be
met."



"Is that so?"

"It is." His fingers curled into fists, but he kefpis tone level. "No matter
what we've lost, we can't shoot any more new skidhe at all.”

"Hey, David," Philo sneered. "I'm an artist. If éed to shoot more film, |
will."

"Don't push me. Not now."
The two men were squaring off for a fight. Giveril®& attitude, Jennifer
was nearly ready to step aside and allow Davidipewhe floor with him.

Nearly, but not quite.

"Stop it," she snapped. "You're both upset abast Hut fighting isn't going
to solve anything."”

"I'm not upset,” Philo said. "As far as I'm conaanthatWasp Marjunk is
no loss. We didn't need it, anyway."

"A lucky accident?" David growled.

"You might say that.”

In two strides David covered the space between tHdm difference in
their size was never more apparent than when Davigred over Philo,
physically dominating him. "I'm going to ask thisce, Philo. Only once.
Did you start this fire?"

"What?"

"You heard me."

"You're full of it, David," he said, not backingwa an inch. "I didn't work
that way."



Jennifer believed him—not because she'd known bimgdars and his wife
was her best friend, but she believed that Phaldistic egoism would not
allow him to destroy anything that might augmerstfimal creation.

David turned to her, and she sensed that he wamg/éor her judgment. So
many times he'd used her as a sounding board gedgha emotions behind
the actions, but this was the first occasion thatrealized the consequences
of her perception.

"David," she said, "Philo didn't do it."
"Somebody did." He moved away from Philo. "But httaunderstand why.
We're not working with classified material here. YMould somebody

want to stop a Wasp Man documentary?"

"Maybe they want to stop you," Philo said. "I'mesyou've got enemies,
people you turned down for loans."

"Or maybe they're after you, Philo," Jennifer put i

The cameraman looked genuinely shocked. Then leisrews lowered. He
seemed to be reviewing an enemy list of his owrou™know, Jennifer,
that's possible. I've done some outstanding workame of the stuff with
Harriet. This documentary is going to move me dveat. You think it
might be professional jealousy?"

"It's possible. Who knew about your work?"

"Everybody. I've told everybody."

"Then you don't leave me much choice,” David sdibu're off this
project, Philo."

"You're not going to dump me."

"The hell I'm not. You've been condescending, olimes aggressive and
pushy."



Philo looked to Jennifer to talk sense into Dawidt she could only shrug.
"From what I've seen, he's right."

"That's real loyal, Jennifer,” Philo snarled. "I mad you from the
beginning that this guy was going to hurt you. Hmg1g to mess up your
life. But you're on your own now, lady. Don't coerging to me."

Philo pivoted and started toward the door. Therstopped. Jennifer was
glaring at his back, boring holes through him. Hdare he presume to
protect her? And how could she have been so wrbagtdeth's husband?
In spite of all Philo's bluster, Jennifer had alwahought of him asa
sensitive person. As she watched, he seemed wateleflis thin shoulders
slumped. There was something that was keeping faim Walking out that

door.

Still facing away from them, Philo mumbled, "I'mrso”

His words reverberated among them for an instaiotr&éhilo spun around
and said more loudly, "I'm sorry."

"Your apology is accepted,” David said.

"Am | back on the project?"

"We've had our differences,” David said. "And weitbbably never be
friends. But | have to acknowledge your expertigayr talent and your

skill. You've taught me a helluva lot-

Jennifer didn't think it was possible, but Philouadly grinned. He crossed
to David and held out his hand. "You're not asangsshole as | thought.”

They clasped hands. "Welcome back," David said.

Jennifer's eyes misted over, and she dashed awawdlisture before either
of the men noticed. Men, she thought. Two minuggstaey were ready to
rip each other's throats out; now they were thg pecture of friendship.
Did all of their relationships have to be testedibs/?



Philo went over to her. He took her hands in Him Sorry, Jennifer."
"You should be." She hugged him. "It's all right."

"Okay," David said, rubbing his hands together. "Blyess is that thi®
wasn't an accident. I'll file my insurance clainog the best revenge is to
complete our project on schedule."

"I'll call Wanda," Philo offered. "We can start exearly tomorrow."

"Whoa," David said. "I have to pay Wanda and | tcaffiord to bring her in
here any earlier. In fact, | might have to cut baokher hours."

"Maybe | could help," Jennifer offered.

The two men turned and looked at her. Philo roledeyes. "Come on,
Jennifer. We're talking computers here. Film editgya complex, technical
process. You can't just walk in the door and piakp. And for this project
you're going to need an excellent visual sensedkensmooth transitions
from one sequence to the next."

David's gaze was more of an honest appraisal. "¢fubd have a better
visual sense than an artist?"

"But that's not all,” Philo protested. "She'd needauditory sense. There's
all the synchronization of sound."

"Wanda can do the technical stuff," David saidntfidger, you and | can do
the creative.”

"l get it,” Philo said. "This is another way for iydo spend more time
together."

Jennifer grinned. "As Lionel, the erstwhile Shekddolmes, would say,
elementary, my dear Philo."



IF JENNIFER HAD KNOWN wWhat she was getting into, she might not have
offered her help so rapidly. For four days she spka daylight hours
juggling her responsibilities at the shop. Her tégivere consumed with
staring at bits and pieces of videotape shown an television screens in
one of the editing rooms at Vids 'R' Us.

Once she got beyond her fear of the technologylwewd) Jennifer did enjoy
the editing process. It was like making a mosamwanking in stained glass.
She and David selected the tiny sparkling piecesparn them together to
create a whole picture.

As Jennifer tried to balance the light values, gnié¢e the transitions and
match the narration, her concept of film was chagginstead of enjoying
the flow of the story unfurling, she saw a seriéstdl photographs, each
sliding into the next.

Her awe of movie magic was rapidly disappearingl dennifer regretted
that loss of innocence. As she learned to recogtinee structural
framework, her fascination with the finished proddieninished.

Likewise, in her relationship with David, there nwemore and more
instances when their communication was on a strrthctical level.

For hours they would sit together in the same swediling studio—near
enough to touch, but not touching. His words, thoatyays polite and
considerate, were not the husky whispering of loaddng. More often he
spoke to her as he would to Wanda or to Philo.

Most perplexing, she would watch him on the screleming those
sequences when he'd accidentally stepped in frbtiheo camera. With
strange detachment she would observe him, studwmsgphysique, his
profile and the smooth grace of his movement. He andsome on film,
she thought. Without trying he exuded a masculitgt was appealing and
sensual. She was aroused by him, even as she wedndbether the magic
had evaporated from their relationship.

Jennifer tried not to think about it, but she caoctithelp it. In the few hours
left to her for sleep every night, she tossed anaetd and worried.



As she staggered into the shop on the morning eofitth day, Beth was
waiting at the door. "Give me the key, Jennifer.”

Without protest Jennifer handed over her keys. "Véhayou doing here?"

“I'm opening up. And | am going to run things foetnext couple of days.
Whether you want it or not, | am going to help but.

Instead of protesting, Jennifer was docile as shewed her friend into the
shop. "Was this Philo's idea?"

"l promised not to tell,” Beth said as she flipgbd Closed—Come Again
sign to We Are Open. "But | don't see why | shotildibh was David. He
called me last night and asked me to relieve yoyaod go home and
sleep.”

"David did that?"

In Jennifer's nearly exhausted state, she coulelypbarake sense of Beth's
words. David's concern was sweet, but she knew oiratedy why he hadn't

wanted Beth to mention it. She had to laugh. Bndlé'd learned that she
didn't like to have him tampering with her schedahel making decisions
for her. "This time," she said aloud, "I think ftirgive him."

Beth crossed her arms beneath her breasts andieedaer sternly. "l have
no idea what you're babbling about, but | don't wgsu to explain. Go
home, Jennifer. Go to sleep."

"But | need to take care of a couple of things Here

"l have worked the shop before,” Beth informed HAnd there's nothing
that can't wait for a day."

"Agreed." Before she shuffled out the door, Jemrgieve her friend a hug.
"Thanks, Beth. | don't know why | didn't call yowself."



Beth raised her hand to her lips and blasted thediant five-note intro to
the Wasp Martheme. "Because sometimes, my dear silver-wingedd,
you try to act like a superheroine."

Jennifer nodded, waved and hurried out the doowniiag at every stop
sign, she returned home. Her feet were so heav\sh®acould barely drag
herself up the steps. She literally staggered tfirabe door, forced herself
to change into a nightgown and collapsed on the bed

And then.. .she was wide awake.

She closed her eyes and told herself to sleeghdrunind was racing. Her
fingers itched for something to do. Her formeriypji body made contrary
twitching motions under the covefdtay in the bedhe ordered herself. Her
toes wiggled.

| mean it,she commandedo to sleep.

She flipped onto her stomach, then to her back.ds&e her legs up in a
fetal position. Still, she was wide awake.

When the telephone rang, her legs bolted from &tk bringing her to an
unnecessary upright position to answer the begsdee. "Hello?"

"It's not too late," the now familiar voice whisper "You can still change it.
Tell David. He must think of the future.”

"How did you get this number?"

"I know you. | know it is within your power to chga it. Let the past remain
in silence.”

Jennifer paused before replying. Until now shesimissed the caller as
some kind of harmless crank. What if this whispgperson had something
to do with the accidental fire that destroyed Wasp Marepisodes of the
past? "Tell me what you want," she said.

"You know. You must know."



"I'm not good with riddles. Is this about the filin?

"The film that should be."

"There was a fire," Jennifer said. "Did you knovwoabthe fire?" -
The telephone went dead.

Jennifer called the studio, asked for David andtedaion hold while

someone went to fetch him. She would bet moneyhi#atvhispering caller
was the same person who had arranged the conveeidient to destroy
the Wasp Martapes. It was, after all, footage from the past| tue caller

was very concerned about forgetting the past andinganto the future.

What future? It made no sense to Jennifer.

Until this call she hadn't been frightened by thmceg, but a possible
connection with the accident gave her cause formaléd crank who sets
fires can no longer be considered harmless.

As soon as David came on the phone, she blurtedicduad another weird
call.”

"Beth told you, didn't she?" he interrupted.

"Yes, she did." Jennifer rushed to continue, " | was called here, at
the house."

“I'm not trying to push you, Jen. But | really tkigou could use the sleep.
Now why don't you unplug the telephone, pull theess over your head
and—"

"David!" she shouted. "I think my crank caller lsetperson who set the
fire."

"What are you talking about?"



"Those weird phone calls I've been getting. The&deeps talking about
getting rid of the past, And that's just what tine lid. It wiped out the film
from the past.”

"Lock your doors, Jen. I'll be right there."

She stared at the telephone, which had gone dehdrihand. Lock the
doors? She hung up the phone and chuckled. So Dasdlashing to her
rescue. Apparently she wasn't the only one withpeeghero complex.
Jennifer stretched and yawned. She definitely tité@l like sleeping.
Might as well make a fresh pot of coffee and meavid when he flew
through the door, cape flapping in the wind.

He arrived in record time, pressed the doorbelllaratked.

"It's open," she shouted.

He stormed inside. "What do you mean, leaving ymor unlocked when
some anonymous nut has your home telephone number?"

"Coffee?" she offered.

"Black."

"Locking the door is no protection, she said. "Ehare twenty-four

windows on the first floor of this house. | knowchese | have to wash
them. And there are ten windows into the basenfiestmebody wanted to

get in here and attack me, a locked door wouldoyi them."

"Dammit, Jen. | wish you hadn't told me that.” H®se a seat on the wing
chair opposite the sofa.

"Of course,"” she added, "there are also five tedaph and the police patrol
this area regularly.”

"What's going on, Jennifer?"



"Sip your caffeine like a nice, fearless protectord I'll explain.”

She outlined her suspicions. For emphasis she texhed've never felt
threatened by the caller. He's never hinted thatdwdd hurt me. In fact, he
seems to be pleading.”

"He? Is it a man?"

She considered for a moment. "Not necessarily. vidiee is too husky to
determine the gender. And there's always a kincrackling static on the
line."

"Then why did you refer to the voice as male?"

"Because | don't think a woman would be so strange.

She glanced over at him. For the first time sifeedccident, she saw the
softening of his expression that came when theyemade. Quickly he
averted his gaze.

"David?" she said softly. "Is something wrong?"

"Wrong? Of course not. Why would you think someghis wrong?"

"You haven't touched me, except to pat me on tle,ba four days."

As was his habit when upset or confused, David bedrto his feet and
began to pace. Jennifer watched him, remindedeaf thight together in the

Brown Palace Hotel. "May | tell you a secret?" abked.

"Of course you may." He fingered the antique shdnaped over her spinet.
"Sure, tell me anything you'd like."

"Life would be a lot easier, David, if you wouldask your questions and
emotions with me. Don't jump to conclusions. Jg&t'a



"How can | ask you for anything else?" His voiceisded tired, resigned.
"Every time | turn around, you're helping me. Ifed like hell, watching
you work day and night."

"It's been my choice."

"Can't you see that I'm taking advantage of you?"

"No, | can't,” she said. "I thought this editingfétwould help me share in
your career. It's a lot better than sitting honaalevery night.”

"Dammit, Jennifer, | want to do something for you."

"You don't have to do anything, David."

"Don't tell me that," he snapped loudly. His tensioounted. The pressure
within him grew to unbearable proportions, a wintg-core of feeling that
he forced himself to suppress. This rage, this,foag to be contained. He
clenched every muscle in his body, struggling ted Homself back. He
feared an explosion. It would destroy everythinggrgthing between him
and the rest of the world. "I didn't mean to shol, said.

"It's all right, David. Let it out.”

"Don't patronize me, Jennifer. You don't know witat like. You can't
possibly know what I'm feeling."

"Why don't you tell me?"

"Give me a break. Give me a goddamn break."

He pivoted, turning away so that she couldn't seesthuggle. His temples
were pounding, throbbing. He tried to massagedghsion away, but it grew
more fierce.

"David," he heard her softly calling. "David, i&fl right. You can tell me."

"Leave me alone, Jennifer. This isn't your fault.”



"Nor is it your fault. You're in a pressure cookBgvid. Anybody would
feel it.""No!"

His control was gone. He was too exhausted to goittany longer. An
adrenaline surge to his brain made everything shaamfully sharp. A
gigantic weight pressed in on him. He drew backfisis Don't do it,he
commanded himselControl yourself.

From the deepest recesses of his emotions hetlatsiiout, a primal yell of
fury. His fist piled into the wall. He lashed oagain, deepening the dent
he'd made in the wall above her piano. Again.

"Dammit, Jennifer. | can't take this anymore. Ebegy wants something
from me."

"It's all right, David."

"Don't give me that. It's not all right.”

He saw her raising her hands, warding off his wotisdidn't want to hurt
her. "I love you, Jennifer, but right now | dondve anything left to give
you. It's gone. I'm empty."

He closed his eyes and sank to the floor. He weatbing hard, sweating.
Something inside him crumbled. The veneer of cdritrat ruled his life
had broken apart. He felt naked, exposed to hes.eye

"Look at me, David."

He responded. She was kneeling before him on tber,fllooking
concerned. Her cool white hand reached out an#éiedrhis fevered flesh.

"I understand." Her voice sounded matter-of-facif nsondemning or
accusing.

There were all these criteria and restrictionshairtrelationship. He had to
be self-sufficient, successful. He had to be ablesupport her. In that



moment he realized that all the restrictions wér@®own making. "What
if | fail, Jen?"

"l guess you'll have to start over."

"What will that mean for us?"

"I don't know. Real live relationships aren't litkee movies."
"l guess I'm not much of a hero.”

"You're human." She took his hands in hers. "Anthan beings get angry.
And they make mistakes. You give so much to otheopfe. Give
something to yourself, David."

"I want to be better than that."

His tension had been spent. He felt utterly vulbkerabut not alone. He
pulled her to him, needing the comfort she coulek diim.

For long minutes they sprawled together on therflobher house. In
silence.

When David began to speak, the words flowed inrarcansored rush from
his unconscious. "When | was a kid, | wanted towgnap like Uncle
Clayton. He was creative and powerful and strongt tNany kids have a
real superhero in the family. | used to think thatas Wasp Man, that | had
super strength hidden inside. And | hid a lot dfestthings. Wasp Man
doesn't get angry. He's selfless and good. He esgoeiople. But | couldn't
rescue my uncle. He didn't want me around anymore."

"He wasn't perfect, David."

"Maybe when he had the accident, he knew thatHé\spoke, David knew
he had finally discovered the truth. His uncle wassiecting him. "He
didn't want me to see him as an ordinary mortaldida't want me to know
that he was an ordinary human, like everybody @sperheroes don't exist



except in the movies." He exhaled a deep breatlhatWappens now, Jen?
What if | fail?"

She nestled against him. "When | was younger, ildidt have mattered. |
probably would have blithely said that love conguait. And hoped for a
happy ending. Now | know that happy endings haueetavorked for."

"If | fail, is it over between us?"

"Of course not. David, | believe in you. Not Waspm/'

He held her, drawing comfort and solace from hanwh. Strangely he felt
his eyes beginning to sting, and he clung to her.

"If this project doesn't work," she murmured, "yolind another."

"But I'll never find another you."

Her body felt so good to him. Safe, he was safmftiee decision-making
and the hassles and the budget overruns. ThereJesthifer he could be
himself. And that knowledge was liberating.

There were no special rules for a relationshiprdadized. Only the two of
them. And their needs. "l still want to make yoife linto something

special,” he said.

She brushed the hair off his forehead and kissed'Nou already have."



CHAPTER 11

THAT NIGHT DAVID SHOWED her precisely how special she was to him. His
caresses held a new tenderness. His kisses, abpagtacular, urged her to
new heights of passion. When they had fulfilledrtldesire, they slept in
each other's arms, cradled in the renewed seafrityrole, mutual loving.

The next morning Jennifer shopped. She knew tleatthking of the Wasp
Man epic was nearing completion and decided thatgifés were in order

for all the participants. In this instance, beingetailer was a definite
advantage. Jennifer Watt, owner of Watt's Up, coully let her fingers do

the walking. After only three telephone calls shé purchased all the gifts
at bargain wholesale prices. "Not bad,” she contated herself. "And it's

only ten o'clock."

She bounced into the bedroom and woke David. Hedjlat the clock and
bolted from the bed. "Noon flight,” he said, chagginto the bathroom.

Humming contentedly, Jennifer meandered into thehkn to fetch another
cup of coffee. She'd already checked with Betharahged to take another
day off. This day she'd decided, was for her. Tovith as she pleased.

And she wanted to spend her time with David. Hitbotst the day before
made her feel closer to him than ever before. \ttighrelease of his pent-up
anger they could truly share on the deepest level.

She was also ready to sketch and paint. Withoustopreng that urge she
went into the spare bedroom. Ever since she'd mmtedhe house, she'd
intended to convert this room into a studio. Thoitgivas still a chaotic

storage area, Jennifer knew exactly where hewuarlges were buried. She
dug out a portable easel, several sketchbookswtter- colors and a
handful of brushes.

Freshly showered and shaved, David burst intodbenr "There you are,”
he said.

"Here | am."



He picked his way through the boxes and reachetldbhand. Since both
of her hands were full of potentially messy paigtaguipment, his romantic
gesture was foiled. Instead of touching her, hghiéa his gorgeous smile.
"Come away with me. Let's fly to California on ghwing."

She looked out the window as she considered. Itavdsmal gray day.
Though the leaves on trees were a beautiful scanigtyellow, there were
dark clouds overhead, and the weather forecastetheoradio had been
gleefully predicting an early snow. A trip to sun@glifornia? It seemed a
pleasant alternative.

David bombarded her with logical reasons why shmukhgo. He didn't
want to leave her alone with this weirdo who wagkimg phone calls. She
needed a break from the hectic routine at the ddejn had agreed to cover
for her. There wasn't anything further they could with editing the
documentary until he returned with tidasp Marfootage. Lots of reasons.

But it wasn't until he spoke of the emotional reesthat she began to pack
her bags. He wanted her to go. Their separatioms dificult for him. He
needed her.

To his surprise she was delighted to oblige.

She was teasing at the airport, animated on threeplnd when he rented a
convertible, she leaned back in the fawn- coloneckbt seat and basked in
the warm California sunshine. As he parked in frainhis uncle's Malibu
Beach house, he couldn't help commenting, "Whatteg into you, Jen?
I've never seen you so free and easy."

"Don't exactly know." She bounced from her seat eamkd him to the
trunk. "But | have a strong desire to slip into omieUncle Clayton's
all-purpose black bikinis and sun on the beachterrest of day."”

"Not much day left," he said. "It's almost five."
She looked up at the sky. The sun, though stilhbeg its warmth, was on

the wane. It seemed impossible, but Jennifer haaptaiely lost track of
time. She was floating on a blissful continuum vehtrere were no clocks,



no responsibilities and no disruptions. "Tomorroshe said. Tomorrow |
spend the day on the beach.”

"And you'll wear one of the black bikinis?" he agkelipping his arm
around her waist.

"You bet. The skimpier, the better. | want a tamatkke back to Colorado.”
"You'll get no argument from me."

She snuggled in the circle of his arm and lookedcaupim with a mock
innocent expression. "But what will we do tonight?"

"I have a dinner meeting. Come with me?"

"Okay.. .and after that?"

"Well, | need to make a few phone calls.”

"And after that?"

He swept her into a close embrace. "I'll think @ihething," he murmured.
"l bet you will."

David barely made it through the dinner meetinghwitncle Clayton's

attorney and his independent producer nephew, wihanteered to help

David with his next documentary. David felt themf handshakes, heard
them speaking and tasted the nouvelle cuisine. HBsitattention was

consumed with Jennifer. She was dazzling. Her landtad never sounded
so sweet, and she had never seemed so beautfuhto

This is what it's likeDavid kept repeating to himselfFhis is loveFinally,

he understood. This was the superlative feeling ¢hased lovers to leap,
singers to croon and poets to rhyme. He felt &e'd entered an enchanted
atmosphere where every moment was heightened arg sgnsation was
Jennifer.



That night, in the satin-sheeted bed beneath tiikgbk they made love
slowly and repeatedly. There was all the time ewlorld. The frantic pace
of his life came to an utter standstill as he lotaed truly loved her. In her
passion he found serenity. In her climax he fouwrlfilllment.

The next morning Jennifer was uncharacteristicagdy to be up and out
of the house. By ten o'clock, after only one cupcoffee, she'd hustled
David out onto the beach with towels and suntaorot

Lying on the beach beside her, he decided it wathwibe rush. The black
bikini—what there was of it—revealed far more thamrovered, and he
liked what he saw.

Her summer tan had already faded, but he couldigdern a faint tan line.
The high-cut bikini bottom showed an expanse djtttithat had apparently
never been exposed to the sun. And the low-cutnbildp revealed a
creamy-white half-moon at the top of each breast.

David was itching to massage suntan lotion int¢ dedicate flesh. Jennifer
stretched out on her back, arms above her headieanddhis mind. "How
about some lotion?" she said. "l don't want to Burn

He needed no further encouragement. After slathexatonut oil between
his palms, he slowly caressed her. "It's a goodgtlthere's nobody else
nearby. Because I'd have to throw a blanket ovar'yo

"Don't be silly, David."

"I mean it. This body is for my eyes only."

His suntan lotion massage was having an effecteonamd Jennifer forced
herself to remain motionless. She closed her dgeting the penetrating
rays of the sun behind her eyelids.

Back in Denver the nip of autumn was in the air, ldalibu Beach was

warm. Weather reports called it unseasonably wand,Jennifer was glad.
She could pretend the extra sunshine had beergadaspecially for her.



As David's hands moved lightly along her calvesuio lotion round her

knees, she suppressed a slight shudder. Maybesitijast the sun that was
making her feel hot. His fingers moved higher, eslicig her thigh. Then

higher. He lightly parted her legs, stroking th& s&in on the inside of her
thigh.

"You need special attention here," he said. "l wlalilwant you to get a
sunburn.”

"Absolutely,” she breathed.

When his fingertip slipped inside the bikini pardbge sprang to a sitting
position. "David! This is a public beach."

"Nobody's around."

"Nonsense. Look there. Two kids—why aren't thegahool?—playing in
the water. And there, beyond the breakers, sesutiers. And a child with
his grandmother, building a sand castle not maaa ftity yards from us."

"Should we take a survey?" he murmured above th#eg@ash of the surf
on the sand. "Would they mind if | kissed you?"

"Let's don't ask."

She lay back and received his lips. The pressubesomouth against hers
was firm. He tasted salty, she thought, like a gleenent. A force of nature.

When his tongue slipped through her lips, she tlostpower of rational
thought. Public beach or not, she slithered hersamund his neck. The
lotion made her feel slick against him. And tender.

She broke away and jumped to her feet, not giviagsdlf a chance to
reconsider. If she stayed near him for one minuteemshe would not be
responsible for her actions. Jennifer charged dtdvensandy shore and
plunged into the freezing waters of the Pacific.



He was right beside her. "Next best thing to a eblower," he shouted. "By
the way, can you swim?"

"Of course | can swim."
"l didn't know if they had water in Ohio," he tedse

"Cleveland, you geographic moron, is next to Lakes,E she returned,
diving over the breakers and beginning a stronglcs&roke.

David was beside her, surging through the wavesdikrazed porpoise. She
laughed at his clumsy splashing and got a mouthffghlty water. "Yuck.
Oceans taste awful."

"Yeah? And what does yummy Lake Erie taste like?"

"Fresh water,” she said as she sliced through theesv Stroke, stroke,
breath. She was a good swimmer, always had beespitBehe way her
father had taught her to swim. Stroke, stroke,tbrdde had taken her to the
lake near their home when she was five. "Sink angWhe'd said, throwing
her off the pier.

Then he had sat and waited. Jennifer rememberedaitkewaters closing
over her head. She hadn't been able to breathev&hgoing to drown, she
had known it. Sheer terror propelled her to the pibere her father had
pulled her out, dripping and shivering.

"That's how life is, Jennifer," he'd said. "You gotjump right in and fight
your way through it."

She had tried to believe him, but even as a cleitthidfer hadn't wanted her
life to be a continuous struggle through dim, munlgters. It didn't have to
be. Why should it be?

She'd taken swimming lessons. Stroke, stroke, lor&ais was the way life
should be, a smooth continuum of easy strokes gfirghimmering waves.



She turned back to see David, but he was rightdbeser. And she was
amazed to see how little distance they had goma Where they'd entered
the water. "Why aren't we farther along?"

"This is a big strong ocean, and you're swimmingrag} the current.”

"As usual," she said, taking a couple of breatlhatTvas precisely what her
father would have sai@till swimming against the current, Jennifer?

They kicked toward the shore, catching a small wanet gliding on top of
it. When Jennifer rose from the water, she hadetorange the skimpy
bikini, which apparently was never intended to etite waves.

She rushed back to their beach towels and spraaiedn her stomach, as
much from modesty as from anything else. "This ingtBuit is all stretched
out of shape. David, the silly thing is falling §ff

"Good old Uncle Wasp Man." He laughed. "I'm begmto like the guy
more and more."

"And I'm starting to believe those rumors that Isedito flap around the
beach wearing his silver cape and nothing else."

"It wouldn't surprise me." He eyed her long legBinfe for more suntan
lotion?"

"Why bother? You'd put the lotion on. I'd get hodabothered. Then I'd
remember this is a public beach. I'd jump in théawaAnd the suntan lotion
would wash off."

"Sounds great to me."

"Obviously you've inherited more from your unclanha terrific smile and
dimples.”

David sprawled on his beach towel. The warm sungebd on his skin.
This was the life he wanted for himself and Jennif® cares, no worries.
He grimaced. What was he saying? At that very manmencould be



hovering on the brink of financial disaster. Naterdisaster, he corrected
himself. Even if the documentary fell completelyagpDavid would not be

destitute. Not when he had this house on prime aBeach property to

mortgage.

But it would be a long, long time before he wawitig a Porsche. And he'd
have to reevaluate his choice of career. That woulake but. a minute, he
thought. David had tasted the excitement of working creative field, and
he loved it. He was one beach bum who would negaindbe a banker.

He looked over at Jennifer. She would understahe. f8ight not marry
him, but she'd understand.

"David," she said lazily. "When this is all overillwou still want to move
out here?"

"Would you move out here with me?"

She considered for a moment. "No."

"Then I'll have to be the Cecil B. deMille of Demyve

"No, again,"” she said. "l don't want you to hatefareholding you back."
David propped his head on one hand and studieshéineelous curve of her
buttocks, the firm length of her legs. Even hert feere sculpted and
beautiful. "Without you I'm not going anywhere."

"If you need to be here for your career, this i€rehyou should be."
"Listen to me, you gorgeous hunk of female. I'ltide what's best for my
career. I've got a lot to learn about movies aedabrk of a producer. Now
it might be quicker to make contacts in Hollywobdt I've got a solid base
of support in Denver. Waldheim, all my other barmkiconnections, the

gang at The Lodge in Conifer, Harriet Kelton. Arauy’

"Harriet?"



"The woman is rolling in dough, Jen. Remember? &lies The Lodge.
And she wants to finance a feature film starringgguwho."

Jennifer sat up to stare at him, then rememberedtietched bikini and
flopped back down on her towel. ' Are you goingltoit?"

"I would in a minute if | had a decent script. Téiera ready-made cast
available at The Lodge." He cringed. "Can you imadiaving to direct that
circus in a full-length feature film?"

She shook her head and laughed, remembering Datidiggle with them
on the first day of taping.

"Of course," he said, "there is someone who hasesspd an interest in
directing.”

"Philo?"

"Worse. Charlie Peyton, King of the Extras."

"Maybe Charlie wouldn't be such a bad directorshée'rtainly inventive."
She considered a moment. "You know, David, Bethehakort story that
she might be willing to adapt into a script.”

"l don't want to hear about it. I've got to getiingh this documentary first.”

"But you've already got the financing,” she encgerh "And Beth's story is
set in Colorado. You could film right in Denver."

He pointedly changed the subject. "Great weattagaytoisn't it?"

Jennifer lowered her head onto her hands, thinlkdbgut Harriet and
Charlie. "Does Harriet really have that much moriey?

"Most of the people at The Lodge are fairly well' ou're kidding."

Nothing about these movie people was the way ihseeat first glance. She
hadn't thought the gang from The Lodge was lackings, but she figured



they needed cash, that opening a memorabilia seictiber store was akin
to charitable work. "I don't get it," she said. thfiese people have money,
why would they part with their treasured mementos?"

"I'm surprised at you, Jennifer. With your sharpceetions about people, it
should take you about three seconds to figuretit ou

She closed her eyes, and the answer popped inteehdr "Applause.”
"Bingo."

They wanted to be remembered. If not for the ghdyg played, they wanted
to be remembered as part of the golden era of itheurstry. It was awfully
sweet when she thought about it that way. And harous with her
feelings. She wanted to remember them—the way\eg so many years
agoandthe way they were now. "What about you, Davidadplause the
factor that motivates you?"

"A little,” he admitted. "I'm looking forward to éhtime when the
documentary is shown."

"What else?"
"Svengali," he said in one of his mysterious acgent
"Svenwho?"

"There was a movie about him, I'm sure. He was giciam, a hypnotist,
who transformed an average girl, Trilby, into auflmlis singer.”

"Kind of like My Fair Lady?"

"Kind of . Anyway, | like the idea of manipulatirgyerything into a state of
perfection. A puppet master pulling the strings."

How did his statement apply to their relationshigpnifer wondered. She
wasn't aware of David pulling her strings, but thatuld be part of the



magic, wouldn't it? "I'm not sure | like that piot' she said. "Are you
manipulating me?"

"I've tried,” he said with a laugh. "But you, myadgare an adorably
stubborn creature. Far too set in her ways."

They were quiet for a moment, letting their thosgkettle and allowing
themselves to enjoy the pure physical pleasurginglon a warm beach.
David spoke first.

"You know, Jen, this Svengali tendency might be wther relationships
haven't worked out for me in the past.”

She buried her head in her arms. "I hate to heautatther relationships."

"This is important. An insight." He raised one famgin the air like a
professor making a point to a reluctant class. 'l&/hivas a banker, there
wasn't much chance for manipulating anything. hilidave a lot of control.
Sure, | could make recommendations, but the fieaisions were always
with groups. | guess | took out my manipulativeag@n my relationships."

"You have no idea how blah that makes me feel,"sst@, half teasing and
half serious. "l would much rather think that yoeres swept off your feet by
my charm, wit and beauty. Not that our relationskifhe happenstance of
good timing."

They exchanged a glance. Ever since they'd met,ithé been bemoaning
the bad timing that kept them apart—his move toibdaBeach and his
embarking on a new career; her need to be closebhied in the operation
of her shop rather than being a free-spirited tasi® could go anywhere at
any time.

Externals. All of those things were outside infloes, Jennifer realized. The
most important factor was that when she and Daadrhet, they were both
ready for a relationship. Their timing for love Hagen precisely right.

"Speaking of time," he said, "are you coming witk to those meetings this
afternoon?"



"No, thanks. Last night was enough for me."

"Not going to let me pull your strings?" He reacleer and ruffled
her hair. "Come on, Jen. It might take all afteimaand | don't want to
be away from you that long."

"Wouldn't I be a distraction?" she teased. "Woultdeter your brain from
business?"

"You might be right about that."
"You go on, David. | want to lie here and enjoy tum."

"That's what | mean by stubborn." He gave her &lgkiss and dashed
toward the beach house.

An hour later, with the beginning pink of a sunbaatoring her skin,

she wrapped herself in her towel and moved inStie.changed into a
comfortable, flowing caftan and dug her paintingipqent out of her

suitcase. The luxury of having time to herself segrdecadent, and
she decided to make the most of it.

The first time she'd seen the Malibu Beach house'dsemarked on
the upstairs office and the terrific skylights.that room she set up a
makeshift studio.

When David telephoned at five o'clock to ask hejoto him and his
associates for dinner, she cheerfully declined.d'Aion't you rush,”

she reassured him. "I'm having a wonderful time."

"What are you doing?"

"You'll see."

The spirit of Uncle Clayton must have been hauntiweg | sketchbook

because Jennifer had completed two vivid watercplontings of Wasp
Man and a rough sketch of the | suit of armor atfthot of the stairs. She



was concentrating on a detailed head-and-shoulderait of Uncle
Clayton, using a photo of him in his later years.

Perhaps, she thought as she studied the vibraat faneath her brush
strokes, Clayton Forbes was a good artist's subguse he'd spent much
of his life in silence. As Wasp Man he was unablspeak. Then he had
actually lost his golden voice. The impression lael lereated depended
solely on the visual. If the boatloads of bikinglavomen's bathrobes were
any indication, his visual presentation had beeareksnt.

She wondered about his relationship with Harrieltd€e In many of the
interviews other people had been rather blatanth@r suggestion that
Clayton and Harriet were an item. Yet Harriet retuit. The older woman
would only say that she respected and admired @issyability as an actor,
but Jennifer had noticed a bitterness in her denial

If there had been a relationship, Jennifer thoughiust have been hard on
Harriet. After all, she had been a star first. 8f@s in the running against
Janet Gaynor for the first Academy Award for BestrAss. Then her career
had faded. Harriet Kelton would be best remembéreter work in silent
films.

More silence, Jennifer thought.

By the time David returned, she had completed fwetures: four of
Clayton Forbes and one nude illustration of Daviddelf.

She hurried down the stairs to meet him, wantingelep her sketches a
surprise. Flinging her arms around his neck, sheetgd him with an
enthusiastic kiss.

"Wow," he said, coming up for air. "Maybe | sholdgve you alone more
often."

"No way, buster. Remember. You're going to be Desamswer to movie
moguldom. You and me, babe. Together forever."Sh#clved as his
expression became guarded. "First, the good néwessaid. "The contracts



are signedWasp Man Speaksill be shown on two cable networks and
most PBS stations."”

Her excitement for him was tempered by the antt@paof the bad news
that she felt sure was coming. "That's nice, David.

"Better than nice. It means that as long as time il completed, | will not
lose money. I'm not going to be wildly wealthy, buwutill break even. If it's
good and more stations pick it up, I'll do better."

"Wonderful." She gave him a hug. "l want to celedrdavid. But | have
this nagging suspicion that you're going to tellsoene bad news."

"I'm going to have to be spending some time oué hktaybe one week a
month."

Jennifer swallowed hard. One week a month? Thattdsdund too terrible.
Lots of relationships survived long-distance sefamna that took up far
more time. "Maybe that's positive," she said. dfpreciate you more when
you're around."

"And | have to go on a promotional tour withasp Man SpeaksHMe
lowered the boom. "It will probably take three twf weeks."

She thought he looked sheepish, but he didn't gpedoWhy should he? If
it was necessary to his career, he didn't have ronotte. "Anything else?
Any more little bombshells up your sleeve?"

"That's all." He gave a little shrug of his shoufdas if dismissing the
unpleasant implications of his travel arrangemetii®w what were you
doing this afternoon?"

“I'll show you."

As she led him up the stairs, she felt a chilldesia fear that these trips were
only the tip of the iceberg. Of course she realitted it was necessary for
his career—especially now in its embryonic stageat-tie be free to go
where he was needed. Still, the prospect was daunti



Somehow she'd formed the mental image of a comanigiationship. And
it included two people, together. Like her parerihe gasped and
shuddered.

"Are you cold?" David asked.

"A bit," she replied. But the icy fingers that tather heart had nothing to
do with the temperature. Her parents? That wake'trelationship she
wanted. Though they'd never complained, Jennifdrdhaays known that
her mother and father were living in a prison adittown making. Their
relationship, her family, represented a confinemiot she didn't want that.

But she didn't want to be always waiting for Dasigturn. She needed to be
with him. And he wanted to be with her. He'd saados the beach only a
few hours ago.

Externals, she reminded herself. There were reabegend them that
condemned them to a long-distance relationship. ibanhy couldn't he
have stayed a banker?

She flicked the light switch upstairs and displaiedafternoon's endeavor.
The pictures were ranged around the room, and Dswuitied each as if he
were in an art gallery. "These are good, Jennifarean, these are really
good."

When he came to the nude study, David paused. lddaging away from
her, and she could see the tensing of his shoulti2om't you like it?" she
asked.

When he turned to face her, she saw a reflectidgnsaofiew vulnerability in
his smoky-gray eyes. It was the look she had cagdturher watercolor. Her
artistic skill allowed her to create a portraitaoimnan. Her talent gave the
picture depth. She'd painted the eyes of a maovia |

Without a word he came to her and embraced her.D@kid." She sighed.
"I wish we never had to be apart.”" In the gentlelten of his arms Jennifer
came very close to wishing that the Wasp Man docuang would be

destroyed, that it would be a huge flop.






CHAPTER 12

By MONDAY MORNING the weather in Denver had cleared. The tang of
autumn was in the air, invigorating and as crisghasfirst bite of a red
October apple. Jennifer's mood had been lightened lweekend of
lovemaking, but her doubts about the feasibility aflong-distance
relationship had not been erased.

Uncharacteristically she awakened early, showatezised and hurried to
check in at Watt's Up. It was almost as if she pddd reassure herself that
her shop had not disappeared over the weekendor ditive, and she was
there. The cheery, hand-painted sign still hungvalihe doorway. The
window display was neat and intriguing. Jennifeusg around the back to
park. As she unlocked the rear entrance, she smiladt's Up. At least
there was some stability in her life.

She was inspecting the movie memorabilia, decidwvigch items to
display, when Beth entered. "You're back," Betld s&nd you have a tan.
Tell me all about your glamorous weekend in Lotndla

"Oh, the usual—" Jennifer feigned boredom "—hobrodlwith Shirley
MacLaine and George Hamilton, dining at Ma Maisshmpping on Rodeo
Drive."

"Not really?"

"Actually, | never left the house," Jennifer sdiBut all in all, it was pretty
spectacular."

"What else?""Surely you don't want all the luridaiks of what happened in
the late Wasp Man's boudoir."

"Stop!" David shouted as he bounded through the.dtits a little early for
a kiss-and-tell biography."”

"Early in the morning?" Jennifer asked. "Or eanyhe relationship?"

"Both." He kissed her lightly on the lips.



"You mean it's going to get even more depraved®"'telased, gleefully
rubbing her hands together. "Oh, goody. | can't.ivai

"This woman should not be turned loose on the wardl after twelve
o'clock noon," he said. "Hi, Beth."

"Hi, yourself." She turned to Jennifer. "Are youirgyp to need my help
today?"

"If you can stay, | can use you. | really needdarrange the inventory. Let
me find out what this wayward movie mogul is up dod then we'll get
started.”

She turned to David. Though her manner was brigk lansinesslike,
Jennifer felt a surge of warmth simply because he mear her. He looked
marvelous in the morning, she thought, but no nsorthan late at night.

As he talked, a remembered picture of David, rewjron the pale satin
sheets on the bed in Malibu Beach, formed in herdmWith an artist's
appreciation for his masculine physique she imapihe play of shadow
and light across his chest, the sinews of his sicée shaded hollow at the
base of his throat. She leaned back against thet@oand enjoyed the
memory, not hearing a word he said.

"Any suggestions?" he asked. "Any ideas?"

"I'm sorry," she said. "Could you repeat that?"

"Jennifer, where's your brain today?"

With  a wicked grin she whispered, "Malibu...midrtighon
Saturday...champagne-colored satin sheets..."

"Enough. | remember."

Though his roguish smile was in place, David wasialy blushing.
Jennifer chuckled. That should pay him back for amdssing her on a



public beach. They really were well suited to eatier, she thought, a
couple of blushing old fogies. "Now, David, whatr&eou saying?"

"In a nutshell," he said with an exasperated slgdropped off theWasp
Man tapes to Wanda this morning, and she thinks Wwalle a completed
film on Friday."

Jennifer gestured to Beth, who had been tryingtke finto the woodwork
while the two of them talked. "Did you hear that® Wiight actually be able
to spend time with our men. Without interferencarirWwasp Man."

Both women applauded.

"Thank you." David bowed. "Here's the problem. Ehare four executive
types coming out from Hollywood on Friday, and thegnt to see the film.
Do you two ladies have any ideas where we coulevghs epic?”
Jennifer and Beth pondered for a moment. They meet several
possibilities and discarded each one. Then inspiregtruck. "Delilah's,"
Jennifer said.

"Perfect,"” Beth concurred.

David looked at them as though they'd lost themdsi "Delilah? The artist
who specializes in neon tongues?"

"Her house is a mansion,” Jennifer assured hirs. Klige, and she has a
huge room with a giant television screen."

"Do | dare ask why Delilah has a giant TV?"
"It's not really too kinky," Beth said. "In fact's a common malady that
occurs in Denver every autumn. Bronco fever. Dilitaa fanatic football

fan."

"Are we talking about the same woman?"



"Absolutely,” Jennifer said. Thoughtfully she add&sut I'm not sure that
it's the football game that keeps Delilah interésiRumor has it that she's
trying to get John El way the quarterback, to pusge.” "What a party that
could be," Beth said, and she listed the possibksts. "The artists, the
gang from The Lodge, everybody who worked on tha,fiyour movie
executives."

"All those people?" David asked doubtfully.

"A premiere,” Jennifer announced. "The Grand Presrféhowing olWasp
Man Speakd!ll call Delilah."

David paced a few steps and gave her one of hsedaieyebrow looks.
"Maybe we should give this a bit more thought.”

"Nonsense." Jennifer picked up the telephone. 'iterse is perfect, and
Delilah will love it."

Jennifer was right. Delilah was gracious and vexyydy to play hostess. Her
home was opulent, and she thoroughly enjoyed tmgwarties.

During the next four days the party plans progrésaghout a hitch.
Jennifer and Beth kept busy with reorganizing inggnspace and hanging
Halloween costumes.

On Thursday afternoon David informed Jennifer thatedited master print
was being run. Jennifer informed Beth.

"Yay," Beth said weakly as she gave up trying t@afsquare foot of boxes
into a half foot of shelf space. "Jennifer, | htgoint out the obvious, but
you need more room."

"You're right. The toy store on my left is moving dnother location, and
they asked if I'd like to lease their space. | dgoalit a door right here and
connect the stores."”

"Do it," Beth advised.



"I don't know if | can afford to."

"What if you had a partner? | could stick my prshtop in the corner, and
we'd both gel what we need.”

They exchanged a grin. "Let's do it,” Jennifer said
"But not in the next ten minutes, okay?"
Together they said, "Break time."

They plunked down in two antique, decoupage rockimgjrs near the front
window display. The store was blissfully quiet.

"What a week!" Jennifer said, stretching and yagnin

"Incredible," Beth agreed as she rocked. "But pingsniere party is going to
be worth it."

"And the film is finished."

Jennifer sank into her own thoughts. Happy as she w have the
documentary completed, there was also a twingegret. David would go
on the road to promote the film. He'd be back athfto Los Angeles.
Then there would be another project.

"What's up?" Beth asked. "You have that look."

There was no point in trying to cover up. Beth kniesv too well. "l just
don't know how long this is going to last.”

"You and David?"

She nodded. "He's got the final distribution agreets, but he has to take a
month-long promotional tour."

"For a documentary?"



"The way he explained ifWasp Man Spealis going to be the first in a
series. David needs to make sure that all the RP&®Biss that pick it up are
absolutely thrilled with it so they'll take the neone, and the next after
that."

Beth cocked her head to one side. "So? What'srtidgm?"

"After the tour he's committed to be in Califorfoa one week a month. I'm
scared. | don't want to tie him down, but if hedsg all the time, what kind
of relationship can we have?"

"I've gotten a taste of what it's like," Beth corserated. "With all the work
Philo has been doing dWasp Man Speaks."

"At least Philo is done every night at five o'clot¢le has to be. David can't
afford overtime."'Oh, no, you're wrong, Jennifere'éibeen staying out
regularly until after midnight?"

"Keeping up with his other projects?"
"He has no other projects right now."

Beth turned pale, and Jennifer wished she couldbeadk her unwitting
indiscretion. "Of course, there's some overtimég& smended. "And |
haven't been around for a couple of days."

"For the past two weeks," Beth stammered, "Hehdsn't come home until
late. Really late."

"Beth, I'm sorry." Jennifer had never seen hemftiso devastated. She'd
never known Beth without Philo. And in all the titieey had been friends,
Jennifer had never heard either of them complaiutthe other. Sure, they
had disagreements, but nothing serious. The twa tegether like salt and

pepper. Abbott and Costello. Laurel and Hardy.ad mever occurred to

Jennifer that their relationship could be in traufHave you been having
problems?"

"Not until now."



"Then don't take my word for it. Maybe David andil®hhave an
arrangement | don't know about."

"It's not only what you said, Jennifer. He's beeting strangely. Philo has
always told me everything—more than | wanted tovknBut lately he's
been secretive.”

"I'm sure there's a simple explanation.”

"You're probably right." Beth straightened her ddets. "Are you going to
be seeing David tonight?"

"I'm supposed to meet him at the studio at fivdoolc For a preview
showing of the finished print."

"Five o'clock? I think I'll go with you."

Jennifer started to speak, to offer words of comfaut she stopped herself.
Her friend's attitude told her that consolation Wdouot be appreciated.

Jennifer had never seen sweet, demure Beth lodkteomined. The gentle
curve of her brow had lowered into a scowl. Heralismile had constricted
to a tense line. If Philo had been messing arodewlpifer didn't envy him.

After the swamp monsters had returned from theeSinth Street Mall,

where they'd been promoting the Halloween costuraes, Jennifer's

evening clerk had arrived, she departed with Bstig scrunched down on
her side of the van like a little black cloud. Jéamtried to ease her friend's
anger. "Beth, | might have been mistaken. | doahtwto start any kind of
trouble between you and Philo."

"It's not your fault."
"Then why do | feel so guilty?"
"Because, Jennifer, you're always trying to pleassybody—me, David,

Philo, Harriet, your parents and the world at ladiga sorry if this sounds
harsh, but this is one time you can't make meletér."



"Me? Trying to please everybody?"
"I don't want to talk about it, Jennifer. Please."

She respected her friend's wishes but ponderedstaggment. Jennifer
wasn't aware of any striving to please. In facg, stade conscious efforts to
set out boundaries. Hadn't she stuck to her gutisRawid learned not to
make appointments for her?

Still, she hadn't told David how upset she was alisi travel schedule.
And, she thought with some chagrin, she had reathlyed his needs before
hers by assuming that travel was necessary faraneser.

She pulled up at the rear entrance to the studiadampped Beth off before
she went to park the van.

Before she had locked the van doors, she saw BedhPhilo leaving
together. Philo plucked nervously at his beard, laisdwife was flushed
with radiant anger.

Jennifer didn't bother to wave to them. They weyecgught up in their
separate world that they would not have noticestelad, she ducked inside
to find David.

He was on the telephone, verifying with the vigitexecutives that they
would be in town the next night for the premierewimg of Wasp Man
SpeaksWhen he hung up the phone and turned to her, shiel see
palpable relief spreading across his features.nifsm I'm so glad to see
you."

He pulled her into an embrace and just stood tleidjng her. His hug felt
tired, and his head was heavy on her shoulder. Paad, she thought. The
stress and strain of this final few days of prepyanahad taken their toll on
him. She wanted to nurture him, to feed her owangfth into him.

But what about her own needs? Perhaps this woudddm®d time to speak
up and ask about his schedule—a propitious tintelitbim how she would
miss him, how much she wanted a commitment.



As she gazed into his eyes, he looked so territdg.t She couldn't add to
his burden. Not now. "Are you sure you want to shoe/this print?" she
asked. "You look like what you need is a good riggleep."

"I want your opinion, Jennifer. I'm too close t@ tproject to be objective,
and | want to be prepared for the criticism I'lk f@m those Hollywood
guys tomorrow night."”

"But I'm not a film critic,” she objected.

"You know more than you realize, Jen." He gavedlast little squeeze and
took her hand. "Follow me, madam."

As he led her downstairs and along a corridor,rsjteeed a shuffle in his
usually vigorous step. "You must be exhausted,"ssti@. "I've never seen
you pass up an opportunity for a movie line before.

"What line is that?" "The line from all those dréadld horror movies. She
dropped his hand, limped down the hall in a foatgding Igor
impersonation and lisped, "Walk this way."

Her joking produced a small chuckle from David, ahé bounced back to
an erect posture. "Why don't we take the videotapay house and watch
it? Then it can b8edtime for Bonzo."

"Because, Jennifer, this is a one-inch broadcaalitgwideotape. It won't
fit your VCR."

He unlocked the door to a fairly large screeningmiathat was separate
from the other areas he had rented. There wereaddukling chairs, lots of
crates and boxes, five director's chairs, a VCR anfibrty-eight-inch
television screen.

"Charming place," Jennifer commented dryly.

"Vids is a working studio, not intended for grancemieres,” he said.
"Everything is functional. This area, however, reeark."



"l can tell."

Though the walls were wainscoted with white acaasttiles, the room
seemed like a perfectly awful place to show filtisvas basement level,
with three high windows on each of two walls, ansteel exit door with a
horizontal push bar. "Isn't there a lot of stre@sa?" she asked.

"Some," he agreed as he went around the roomngitise particularly ugly
orange curtains on the windows.

She gestured to the five director's chairs thamgeketo be set up for an
audience. "Is someone joining us?"

"No, those were for earlier. We've already showa phint three times.
Harriet and Charlie Peyton have seen it. And thgsgwho own this
building.”

"And what did they all think?"

"It was mixed. Charlie loved it, but Harriet seentede reserved. Wanda
the film editor thinks it's a masterwork."He ejettthe videotape and
checked the cassette to make sure it had been nelwafter the last
showing. Then he went to the corridor door and éaicit.

Jennifer noticed this precaution. "Have you had @ye accidents? Like
the fire?"

"Not a thing. And in case you're wondering, thistishe only copy of the

film. Philo has one. Wanda has one. And therevapentore videocassettes
in a bank vault downtown."

"That's impressive security," she said.

"Please take your seat, madam. It's show time."

While Jennifer got comfortable in one of the dioe& chairs facing the

screen, David turned off the glaring overhead Bgktarted the VCR and
sat in the chair beside her.



"The beginning credits," he whispered, "are a ssegr

As theWasp Martrumpet blared and the voice of the original TViee
announcer intoned the melodramatic intro, opennedits ran. They were
superimposed over the paintings of Clayton Forhas iennifer had done
during their last weekend in Malibu.

"David," she gasped. She stared at him in the dekrseeing the gleam of
his smile. Then she turned back to the screen.pdmitings. They were
beautiful. The colors were vibrant. Brushwork was Bvident on the
screen, but the form showed brilliant livelines®uh it again,” she
demanded.

He laughed and went to the VCR, rewinding and shguhe beginning of
the documentary again. It wasn't until the fountietthrough that Jennifer
noticed her name: Opening Credits by Jennifer Watt.

She was speechless. Not only was she gratifieédalse skill and talent
evident in her artwork, but she also knew that Wide exposure of
television would bring her some recognition. She wammitted. She was
an artist.

As he rewound the tape for a fifth showing, shetled director's chair and
went to him. "Thank you, David."

"I'm glad you like it. For a minute there | thougloiu were going to give me
a lecture about using your work without your pesius."

"l probably would have refused,” she admittedrdigably would have told
you that there were other artists who did bettetkwBut it is good, isn't it?"

"Did you ever doubt it?"
"Oh, yes," she said. "Constantly."

She stepped into his embrace, cleaving to him. &vthike documentary
continued, unwatched, David kissed her, and sharelinbelievable surge



of power and strength that seemed to come fromrizlier. Tension coiled
her muscles, and yet she was light, weightless.

His body was warm as she pressed herself againstreveling in the
special excitement they shared. They fit togetleemell. Her softness
complemented his hard, sinewy body, and his kiabeays made her feel
as if she were floating through star-filled eteynit

She drew her lips away from his. A blissful sighfed through her parted
lips, and she opened her eyes.

There had been obstacles—the physical separatf@nsjtense pressure of
a career change, the exhausting work of filmmakihg, accident, the
whispery phone calls. And still she could gaze mtoeyes in the darkness
and say, "David, | love you."

"And | love you, Jenny mine."

"l know you're tired, darling."

"“I'll live," he said.

"Let's watch the film quickly and then...home talbe

He spun the cassette back to the beginning. Thiepesade each other,
holding hands.

Five minutes into the documentary Jennifer wasahgnly absorbed. She'd
seen every film clip used, but when they ran togeiih an edited piece, the
magic returned. She was caught up in the life @y®@in Forbes. Harriet
Kelton turned back into the fascinating creaturemhlennifer so admired
in her early motion pictures. They all looked aodrsded marvelous. She
giggled when one of the swamp monsters gave a tkwplsign to the

camera.

"David, this is wonderful."



She squeezed his hand, but he didn't squeeze $laelglanced over to see
his head slumped against his chest. He jerked gwakeed to her and
smiled. "What do you think?"

"There's about half an hour to go."

He rose, stretched and widened his eyes. "l damta dark room," he said.
"I'll go get a pizza and be right back.”

"Okay. Hurry."

As he staggered toward the exit, she heard himldawver one of the
boxes, curse and push his way outside. A whoo#iest October air swept
over her as the door closed by itself and locked.

Jennifer went to the VCR and rewound the tape ¢éotlse part she'd just
missed. If David wanted a critique, she wantedetalble to swear that she'd
loved every minute of the film.

By the time Harriet Kelton carefully pronounced thst voice-over while
Clayton Forbes stood proud and heroic in his Waap Moak, Jennifer was
enthralled. To be sure, it wasn't perfect. Thereeveefew minutes when her
mind had wandered, but overall she thought the mieciary was a fair and
accurate portrait of a man who had plied the coffacting in several
different arenas and had contributed to and leafmoea each.

She went to the VCR and rewound the film, thinkiimgt she might sneak a
peek at her opening credits again. Then she heakdnhisper. "Jennifer.”

"What?" She spun around. There was no one thetéh&jumble of boxes
had taken on a more threatening aspect.

She ran to the light switch and flicked it on. Jé&mstood very still,
blinking in the glare and telling herself that sis@s hearing things. No one
else was in the room. It was impossible for anyelse to be in the room.
David had locked the door.



The videocassette was still rewinding, making atfaiattling whir. That
must be it, she thought with a shrug. Her earddegah playing tricks on her.
The whispering sound must have come from the VCR.

The rewind finished, and Jennifer turned the maebiih The silence in the
screening room was ominously thick. Though shegildgel there had been
no whispering, Jennifer found herself strainindigten. She jumped when
she heard the rasping voice. "Jennifer, please melpl have something
important to tell you."

"What do you want?"

She looked around the room, unable to discern wihergoice was coming
from.

"Jennifer. Jennifer. We must plan for the future.”

It was coming from outside. She looked at the unBvelosed curtains at
each of the windows. The whisperer was probablpiteadown in the
window well, staring in at her.

She had three choices: stand there like an idiatjd through the corridor;
or go outside and confront the whisperer.

"Jennifer," came the whisper. "Don't be afraid.oniv hurt you."

She'd seen enough suspense movies to know thatri't twurt you" was
usually what the ax murderer said before hackisg/iatims. There was no
way she'd fall for that line. "I've had enough!esdaid. "I don't know what
you want, and | don't care."”

She spun on her heel and went to the door thaintedthe corridor. She
defiantly flung the door open. In the dimly lit vehy she saw the figure of
a man. Jennifer screamed.

David dropped the pizza box and ran to her. "Wh &'



"David, thank God you're here." She grabbed his anth dragged him
through the screening room. "Come on."

"Jennifer, what the hell is going on?"
"Don't talk, just come with me."

She propelled him through the room and out the .d8be ran up the
concrete stairs from the basement exit. It was diektime of day when
shadows make hazy villains from waving branchessmdbs. In the area
she thought was right outside the basement scrgeoam, Jennifer halted
and compelled David to stand still beside her. ‘t&/bBere," she said. "We
want to help you. Where are you?"

David glared at her. "What the hell are you doing?"

‘The whisperer is out here," Jennifer said as shared the area. "l heard
the voice."

"Right, Jen. Listen, the pizza is getting cold, d#ndnot awake enough to
play any games."

She held up her hand for silence, and they listeagte whistle of wind
through the trees. Then came the voice. "Jennitamifer. Please listen to
me."

David went into a crouch. He pointed toward theneoof the building and
held a finger to his lips for silence. As he crigptvard, Jennifer followed.

"Jennifer," the whisper said again. "You understared You know we can't
stay in the past.”

David approached a thick evergreen shrub that sbtmside one of the
window wells. He motioned for Jennifer to go arotndhe other side.

"Now, Jen!" At his shout they charged around thghband ran smack into
each other. On the ground between them was a dasaptte tape recorder.
It whispered, "Jennifer. Jennifer. Please listem&"



She picked it up and turned the switch to Off. Thber looked at David.
"Why?"

"Apparently they wanted to lure you outside."

"Oh my God, David. The tape! Somebody is goingtéalsthe tape.” She
dashed to the basement doorway and hammered stetledoor. Turning
back to David, she said, "We've got to break a eimdrhey're probably in
there right now."

"Why don't we go around to the front and use my?Key
She winced as she remembered, "You have copies."”

"Right." He took her by the arm and directed heuad the building. "It's
cruel and it's stupid. But I think this is just@pk, Jen."

"Don't patronize me." She jerked away from him. t Notil we see whether
there's been another 'accident.™

They went the circuitous route to the front of thelding and returned to
the screening room. Every thing was exactly asat bheen before. "You
see," he said. "Lucky for you there's nothing wrng

"What is that supposed to mean?"

"You were the one who dragged me out the door witheo moment's
explanation.” He unloaded the film from the VCRofttéstly, Jennifer. You
spacy artist types are all alike. No foresight.”

She gritted her teeth, forcing herself not to saytlsing. How could he be
so insensitive? He knew she was struggling withdichotomy of being a
free-spirited artist and a responsible retailer.

And why did she remain silent? Silent like ClaytBarbes. Silent like
Harriet Kelton. Why couldn't she speak? It was intgoat for her to tell him
what she needed.



She recalled Beth's statement. Was she tryingeaspl David at her own
expense? Her words spilled out in a tumble. "I kiyow're tired, David. But
there is no excuse for a comment like that."

"l was teasing," he protested.

"It wasn't my fault that | dragged you out the dbmhe said. "I was
frightened, and you weren't here. As usual.”

"What are you implying, Jennifer?"

"Why don't you try sticking around long enough itadfout?"

She could feel her frustration fueling itself, lolimg its own head of steam
until it became an unstoppable force within li@wn't, she told herselte's
only teasing.

Yet her anger would not be quenched. She couldalitcon him. Why had
he arranged to spend all that time in Hollywood®Hwould he agree to a
promotional tour that would separate them for atm®ide showed so little
consideration for her fears and her feelings. Arad hurt.

"Maybe we can talk about this later,” David saidftér you've calmed
down."

"Of course you'd say that. Later. With you, Davig, always later."

She paused, shocked by her bitchy tone but unabktop herself. The
unpremeditated words seemed to be flowing of B&in accord. "l want a
commitment from you, David. A real relationshimded for you to be with
me, and | hate when you take off on these dama.tfip tired of waiting."
"It won) be much longer, Jennifer," he placated.

"Either forget that promotional tour, David. Or det us."

He picked up the film cassette and held the doendpr her. "I'll take you
home."



Home? The house she'd bought no longer seemetdike to her. Home
included David, but the chill in his words made fesl as if the door to that
place had been closed and locked.



CHAPTER 13

THEY DROVE to her house in separate cars. David used theupekbrd
Escort he'd purchased for five hundred dollars ughoan ad in the
newspaper, and Jennifer bumped along in her vame M@n once she'd
caught herself almost cruising through a stoplightt somewhere along the
route she'd lost track of David's car in her reammirror.

She found a parking place on the street oppositédese and fumbled up
to the door in the dark. It would serve her rightte didn't even show up.
The poor man was exhausted. The last thing hetdiedgenight was a nasty
outburst from her.

She unlocked the door and tripped inside, wondefisge'd ever see him
again. Of course she would. There was no way ah she could avoid the
grand premiere at Delilah's house.

Peeking through the front window, she watched ferdar. Nothing. Five
minutes passed. He wasn't coming. And it was alfdudt. She'd delivered
the brave ultimatum: Choose between your careemamdApparently he
had made his choice, and she would be spendingighéalone.

Damn. With halting steps she went into the bathrobtaybe she should
check her reflection in the mirror to make suresfibexisted. The face that
stared back at her looked sad and tired. She rawdter in the sink.

What next? Where did she go from here? Jennifershpld water on her
face. Start all over again? But there were so nsaying points to choose
from. She might elect to be the free and easytaievid had given her new
confidence in her ability. In spite of her anguighe smiled at the
remembrance of her paintings beneath the openitigs tiof the
documentary. Those watercolor sketches had beah @@ couldn't deny
it.

She splashed another scoop of warm water on her faybe the best
place to start over was a rededication to her st6th the addition of the
movie memorabilia section she was doing more bssitigan ever before.



Concentrate on thashe told herselth)ecome a successful retailer. Open a
franchise. Create a chain of boutique art, movied acraft stores
crisscrossing the natiotder mind painted a sorry picture of Joan Crawford
in broad- shouldered, manfully tailored suits, &g through cold, loveless
boardrooms.

Or perhaps she should return to the very begintagroots. She soaked a
washcloth in steaming hot water and applied iteioface. If she went all the
way back to childhood, she might be able to refigelife properly.

The warmth seeped through the cloth, soothingRReots? Every time she
thought of her parents and the place she'd ondedchbme, she was
overcome with guilt. She could never do anythirghtifor them, could
never please them.

It wasn't only them. Mom and Dad represented a dbt other
people—teachers, friends, associates. All thosle Noices lived within
Jennifer. She couldn't please them. And she wawddaept their guilt.

She peeled the washcloth away from her face ariagtbat her reflection in
the steamy mirror above the sink. "l can't do yraore. | won't do it."

A heavy sob choked through her. "I have to pleagseth”

Jennifer sank down on the edge of the bathtub. Bbemwhat they wanted,
no matter what David wanted, she had to be her¥elérs of grieving
flowed from her as tears streaked down her cheeks.

Then she heard the doorbell. David? She triedb@&tying, but the attempt
was futile. Draping a towel around her shouldehg went to answer the
door.

The light in the foyer was dim, she thought. Matleevouldn't notice. She
unlocked the door and quickly turned away from him.

David followed her into the room. "The pizza isa6l

"I'm not hungry, anyway."



Her tears wouldn't stop. Her shoulders heaved. Dgmshe didn't want to
be crying. But, sometimes, sadness was a partrpfde

She paced away from him, fearful that if he toudhexd she would dissolve.
With an effort she spoke through her tears. "l hdvbeen completely
honest with you. Or with anybody. I've been tryswm hard to be what |
thought you wanted that | lost track of myself."

She faced him, aware that she must look like heil,needing for him to
accept her, anyway. "I meant what | said about imgea real relationship
with you. I've pretended that | could continue witha commitment, but |
can't. I don't want you to travel all the timeoinit want to be separated from
you."

She couldn't look into his eyes. She was aframitdt she might see there,
fearful that he was going to say goodbye. Gentlgdiked her close. "l love
you, Jen."

She laid her head on his shoulder. His nearnesswagsod, so kind. She
could no longer pretend at restraint. Her body atsed, and she wept.

Everything was fading. Through her sobs she hadgue sensation of
being carried like a child into the bedroom. Shalddeel him loosening her
clothing. Then he lay beside her, offering hisragth. Nestled against him,
she sniffled. "Thank you, David. For being here."

With her final tears she sensed a relief. Finahg was free. She'd shown
him this tragic, grieving part of her. And he hadied. He'd accepted her.
She snuggled against him. There was something Bamtoshe needed to
do, but she was incapable of action. Her tearsidgethsnto sleep.

He stroked her hair, untangling the fine strandsasfey gold, and the touch
of it soothed him. His entire body throbbed withhaxstion, and he didn't
entirely understand why she was so upset. Sureyshldn't believe that
he would ever wish to leave her.

His eyelids drooped closed. He wanted to think albwr, about their
relationship. He wanted to make sense of everyttog not tonight. His



head was too muddled. Softly he murmured, "Jennlifesll always love
you. We'll find the answers."

David drifted into a deep, unconscious sleep.

His dreams took him on a journey. He knew he hagtdnome, but the path
was a steep, winding road between two toweringwstmvered mountain
peaks. As he walked, his feet became mired inchystar. Every step was
an effort.

Then he saw Jennifer. She called to him in a meladlisper, "Don't walk
on the beaten path."

What a simple solution! He stepped to the sidehefrbad and felt soft,
billowing grasses beneath his feet. He moved swidiong the road,
running through sweet scented primroses. He wa®stlthere, almost
home.

Then he awoke. The first light of dawn was visildegeping around the
dark shades in her bedroom. It was morning, Fridayining. Tonight the
executives from Hollywood would decide the fatelef documentary. He
ought to be anxious, but David felt more comforeabith himself than he
had in years.

He gazed at Jennifer, who lay spread-eagled, leedst body taking up
three-quarters of the bed while he was scrunchactcorner. He rearranged
her to make more room for himself. Room in her, Iife thought.

His future was more clear to him than it had beemlong, long time. It was
time for him to do as he wanted. He might not backsas a prince. Nor as
dashing as a sheik. Nor as constant as the sumigehe wanted this
woman. If she would accept him, he meant to claemfar his own.

And what if he wasn't enough? All along he'd haaitlea that she cared for
him but that she demanded more from a marital parBefore last night
he'd thought it was the financial instability o mew career that disturbed
her. Now he clearly saw that it was a matter of coiment.



She'd spoken her mind and told him that she dwiarftt him traveling so
much. The travel was inescapable, however; it vaaisgd his career. Would
he have to choose between commitment to his caneecommitment to his
love?

He gazed over at her slumbering body. Cut her fhosnlife? He would
rather sever an arm.

He kissed the top of her head, and she stirretitglig'Not morning," she
mumbled.

"Afraid so, Jen."

She threw an arm across his chest, then jolted ewdé&r slightly puffy
eyes were wide and staring. She caressed his @rekkrailed her hand
along the column of his throat. "Thank God, yodiexe. | thought I'd
dreamed you."

In the warmth of her morning bed she stretchedyanhed like a cat. Her
movements against his body were frankly sensual,@ewvid responded,
turning his body to meet hers. If she rejected himd the relationship he
could offer, this might be the last time they mémlee.

He felt a tremendous emptiness within him. A chakat only she could
fill. They peeled away the odd bits of clothing yhieslept in and lay
together, flesh against flesh.

Jennifer touched the scratchy stubble on his d¢hfelt rough and prickly.
Not like the springy hair on his chest. What a wernfl creature a man is,
she marveled. So utterly different from herselfdAhis man, she thought,
was the right man, the only man, for her.

With a painful jolt she remembered the circumstankker ultimatum. This
man might be leaving her life. They might not setlieir differences. There
might not be a future for them.



As his strong hand skillfully caressed her tordw willed away her fears
and accepted the moment. This might be the lagt $ihe would share the
incredible physical pleasure he was capable ofsangu

Her body hummed with feelings that she couldn'd@rp Sharp sensations
prickled along her skin and permeated her flesk.&¢plored his body, his
magnificent body, memorizing and adoring his rugpeddness, and she
molded herself against him.

He turned her to her back on the bed, and his ¢ptench discovered the
secret crevasses of her desire. In a flashing rgerghe remembered. His
suntan lotion caresses on the beach. The senslaffeatin sheets in the
Malibu Beach house. David's nervousness the firs &t the Brown Palace
Hotel. Making love on the sofa. And the rain. Selmembered the torrential
rainfall the first night they'd met.

That rain had washed her clean, changed her faréheugh her thoughts
were of cool, drenching rain, her body was warmt. I3te arched against
him, drawing him close, opening her thighs and weling him.

His tantalizingly slow strokes throbbed within hand she thrust her pelvis
in a swifter rhythm. Their breaths came rapidlysgag, almost sobbing
with the sweet fulfillment of their desire.

Jennifer moaned as she plummeted through the aggnizvonderful
depths of physical satisfaction. Her body went limjpnost unconscious.

And they lay together for what seemed a long tiNeither was willing to
leave the bed. There they were in utter accorohlly the rest of life would
be so simple...

When finally they pulled themselves together, toats in the bathroom

and dressed, there was a touchy, uncomfortableégleétween them. Each
was overly solicitous of the other, and neither tgdrto speak of the events
of the night before.

"Well," she said as she poured coffee. "Tonigtyoisr big night.”



"Yes." He accepted the mug she offered him andesip[iTonight is the
night."

"l bought some gag gifts," she said. "Would you dnihwe present them
after the showing?"

"No, no. That sounds like a good idea. Did you getnething for
everyone?"

"Well, not everyone," she admitted. "But several."

"Good." He nodded and set down his coffee. "Wefluéss I'd better get
moving. Things to do. Places to go. People to rheet.

"Yes." She watched him as he strode toward the.dbavid?"

He turned back toward her. She had always lovedmine he lifted one
eyebrow in questioning-surprise, but now was net rilght time for the
serious discussion they must have. "Good luck,” sid. "I'll see you
tonight.”

"Tonight."

Jennifer thoughtfully sipped her coffee, set dolahalf- finished mug and
took off for the store. She needed to be doing sleimg with her hands.
Sitting around and worrying was too uncomfortable.

As she kept herself busy through a day that se¢ostdetch on forever, she
felt a certain bitter anxiety seeping into her @dmgs. She could call back
her ultimatum. The problem was that she'd said thxadat she meant.

Sure, she could take care of herself. She didréddne@ man around
twenty-four hours a day. But she wanted to shatk @avid, to know he

would be there for more than fifteen minutes ainget She desperately
wanted to be able to plan for their future.

By late afternoon she settled down behind the @yuand began sorting
through old photos from the gang at The Lodge. &imeentrated on the



pictures, trying to figure out which of the moreuyioful, costumed persons
were the people she knew.

She came across a picture that could only be Hdfe#on and Charlie
Peyton, and studied it. It was one of Harriet'srlitms. Which one? On the
back there was a not& Quiet Little Murder,1949. Jennifer vaguely
remembered the plot. Harriet was a whispery-voicedirderer.

Whispering?

Jennifer thought of the weird telephone calls. Anhé whispering voice.
Harriet Kelton? That was preposterous! It didn'kemany sense, and she
certainly couldn't imagine Harriet creeping aroutheé editing studio,
leaving tapes in the bushes.,

The front doorbell jingled, and Jennifer lookedtopsee Beth. Her friend
looked tired and nervous, and Jennifer rememberedrush the events of
the day before. What had happened between Betharitusband?
"Beth? How are you feeling Is everything all right?

"Sure. Kind of. Philo told me what he was doinglat night, every night."
She straightened a stack of discount coupons ondbteter and set them
down. "It's not another woman. At least, not in ey | thought.”

"I'm glad, Beth. But you still seem unhappy. Whatld Philo doing,
anyway? Tunneling into Continental National Bank?"

"I really shouldn't talk about it."

"Okay." Jennifer reached out to pat her friend's.&he didn't want to pry.
"If you want to talk, I'm here for you, Beth. Yoadw that, don't you?"

Without meeting her gaze Beth nodded.

"Here," Jennifer said, holding up the photo. "Gueb® these people are
and name this film."

Beth glanced at the photo. "Harriet and Charlie.”



"Harriet played a bizarre murderess who never sjdbkee a whisper. For
about two seconds when | first looked at this pietlicleverly deduced that
Harriet was my weird, whispery caller. Crazy, huB@n you imagine
dignified Harriet doing something like that?"

"l have to go, Jennifer."

"Are you sure everything is all right?" Jennifersmaorried about Beth.
She'd never seen her so nervous.

"Sure. I'll see you tonight.”

The evening clerk came in shortly after Beth leftd Jennifer was still
standing at the counter, puzzling. What on earts wang with Beth?

She went home to change for the grand premiereldab's house. Tonight
she meant to take Beth off in a corner and findvdudt was bothering her.
Her friend wasn't the fidgety type. Whatever Philas doing had truly
affected Beth.

Men, Jennifer thought as she slipped into a satimgy Jean Harlow-type
dress. When would they understand how much théiorecaffected their
women?

She pulled on the matching jacket, adjusted thedg@@dshoulders and
studied herself in the full-length bedroom mirfdot bad, she decided. The
ivory dress played up her light tan and emphasezdlim thighs.

The doorbell rang, and she went to answer. It weth.B

"You look wonderful,” Jennifer greeted her. Thedshnd- turquoise swirls
in Beth's dress compelled the eye to motion. AnthBenood—in contrast
with earlier in the day—was vivacious.

"We don't have time for chitchat.” Beth dashed th® house. "I promised
Philo I wouldn't tell you, and he's the partner gming to go through life
with. But you're my partner, too, Jen. There's @ason you can't guess



what he's been up to. Start by thinking about thetggraph you showed
me."

"Harriet and Charlie," Jennifer said.
"And the part Harriet played in that movie."

"A murderess?" Jennifer looked at Beth as thoughvsére going crazy.
"Philo and Harriet are planning a murder?"

"What about the murderess?" Beth urged.

"Well, she whispered all the time." Jennifer gasp&tbu mean, | was
right? Harriet made those calls? Why?"

"Guess, Jennifer. What did the whisperer keep g&yin
"To leave the past in peace? To think about thaé®’

Jennifer remembered Harriet doing those intervi&i® kept dragging the
topic back to herself and her acting talent andfias. Harriet was still
living. She had a future. Clayton Forbes was delgdwas the past.

"Think about Philo and Harriet," Beth urged.

"Well, they hit it off really well. And | know Phil was shooting extra
footage of Harriet because David kept complainibgua the unnecessary
cost.” With a thunk all the pieces fell into platBhilo and Harriet were
working late together because they were making then film. All about
Harriet."

"There's more,"” Beth said. "And this is the womst yrhink about inventive
Charlie Peyton and what happened to you last riight.

Jennifer remembered the tape recorder and the aryispice that caused
her to drag David out of the studio. "But nothingppened,” she said.
"When we came back into the room, everything was#y the same."



"Did you rerun the Wasp Man film?"

"Oh my God, Beth. Charlie substituted the film Hetrrand Philo were
working on for the Wasp Man film."

"But | might suggest that you hustle over to thenpiere and tell David
before he shows those Hollywood executives the gfm."

Jennifer hugged her friend. "Thanks, Beth."
"Don't thank me. | didn't tell you anything."

Jennifer dashed out the door and hopped into herMaere wasn't much
time before the scheduled showing, but she wasBavel could find one
of the other video copies.

On one hand, she couldn't believe it. Harriet Keltoaking weird phone
calls? Charlie Peyton skulking around the studsb aght, playing tricks?
She couldn't imagine them being so malicious. @natier hand, it made
very good sense. Harriet and Charlie wouldn't thiméy were betraying
David. Jennifer was sure that they thought theyewling the fledgling
producer a favor, showing him the ropes.

She parked in the circular driveway in front of iei's huge Colonial-style
house and hurried inside. She nodded to sever#ieofocal artists and
people from The Lodge at Conifer. Delilah's maid/ed canapes.

Jennifer spied David, chatting with two men who evanfamiliar to her.
She rushed over to him and took his arm.

"Jennifer, you look wonderful. | have a couple e&bple I'd like you to
meet."

She politely bobbed her head through the introduastithen said, "Will you
gentlemen please excuse us? | need to speak wiid 2done for a
moment."



He shrugged a goodbye to his visiting executiveshashauled him off to a
corner. "Which film did you bring?" she asked.

"Wasp Man Speak3here isn't any other film."
"There is. Did you bring the/cassette we watchstnaght?"
"What's going on, Jennifer? | don't get it."

"It's too much to explain. David, you have to getifferent copy of the film.
Just believe me, all right?"

She looked up to see Philo striding across the rtmward them. For the
first time since Jennifer had known him, he wasskee in a nicely tailored
suit. He carried a video- cassette.

"I couldn't let them do it." He handed the cass&ttBavid. "I don't want to
screw up your chances, man. This is my copywasp Man Speaks."

"l have my copy," David said. "Would you two telerwvhat the hell is going
on?"

"The videocassette you have is a different showjloRexplained. "It'sAll
About Harriet.l used a lot of clips from the cutting room floand we shot
some extra footage, plus some of her own privateos of her films."

"What?"

"Listen, David, | didn't charge you anything for mextra time. Not one
dime. And Harriet paid for my extra editing time\atls 'R' Us. What can |
say, man? I'm sorry."

David looked as if he might jump out of his BrooRsothers suit and
strangle Philo. Then a calm came over him. "Isobdf?" he asked. "The
Harriet film, is it good?" "Bottom line, it's notsagood asWasp Man

Speaks.Philo grimaced. "You might say that's one of tha@sons I'd rather
have these big-time executives see that one."



"I don't believe it," Jennifer said. "I don't belesthat's what motivated you,
Philo."

He looked at her and shrugged.

"You didn't want to screw David," she said. "Thatlsat made you change
your mind."

David cleared his throat. "Whatever. Thanks, Philo.

They all turned toward the front door as Harriett&® made her grand
entrance. Swathed in white fur with emerald jewejlittering, she looked

every inch the star. Heads swiveled to see heruginthere was no fanfare,
she compelled the attention of every person irrdoen.

"Damn,"” Philo said. "This is going to break hertéa



CHAPTER 14

AS DAvID STRODE across the foyer to greet Harriet, Jennifer sighedhe
gracious white foyer of Delilah's home the scens im@sistibly romantic.
The resplendent older woman offered her hand, aaslidDgallantly
brushed his lips above her bejeweled fingers. Amgkous as Harriet was,
David was a match for her. His Clark Gable smild self-assured posture
made a perfect foil for her delicate charm.

"He could have been an actor," Jennifer murmurefhibo. "But thank
goodness he's not."

The rest of the people in the room broke into spoabus applause as David
offered Harriet his arm and led her down the tvepstinto the living room.

Under his breath Philo commented, "The emeralda éremuch, don't you
think?"

She looked at him and sighed. "I don't get it, ®hHow did you get
yourself mixed up in this?"

“I'm a jerk, what can | say?"

"You can give me a rational explanation.”

"At first | thought | was just doing some experirtiag. You know
stretching myself artistically. Then | really wadtto please her. Harriet.
She's still got something, Jennifer. | don't knowatvit is, but there's
something about her that made me want to see kent#ea star again.”
"And Charlie Peyton?"

"He's in love with her."” Philo shrugged. "I didkttow it at the time, but he
was the one responsible for the fire, the 'accldehere theWasp Man
tapes were lost. That sneaky little SOB figured thavid would have to
change the focus of the documentary if he didvehhose clips.”

"Did you know he was going to set the fire?"



"No. Not until a couple of days ago when he told ab®ut his plans to
switch films. I'm sorry, Jennifer. And 1 didn't evknow about the phone
calls until then."

"It's okay," she said. "l wasn't frightened."

IINO?II

"Well, maybe last night when | thought | was traghpethe screening room
with a psycho whisperer, | was a little tense."

"A little?" Philo asked. "From what | heard, youesamed your head off."
"Perfectly normal reaction.”

Beth slipped quietly through the crowd. Her eyesameorried and tense as
she glanced back and forth between Philo and Janfthilo wrapped his

arm around his wife's waist. "l confessed."

Beth hugged him and beamed at Jennifer. "Tonigiig" said, "is going to
have a happy ending."

"Do you know something | don't?" Jennifer asked.
"Maybe."

"Listen, partner,” Jennifer said. "You're goinghave to quit with these
pithy predictions. A little more explanation, pleds

"We've already done one guessing game. And if gk tabout David, this
won't be a surprise.”

They watched as David introduced Harriet to thatiag executives.

Harriet managed to seem aloof, regal and warmeasdime time. Jennifer
shook her head in disbelieving admiration. "Sheally something, isn't
she?"



"Yeah," Philo agreed. "For a couple of minutes ¢hlewas a little in love
with her myself. In love with the idea of who shaswI'm going to hate to
see her disappointed tonight." "But you did whatswaght," Jennifer
assured him.

He hugged his wife. "So Beth would tell me. Wouigiwu, honey?"
"You bet | would. Besides, we all know that | anveewrong."

There was a commotion as Delilah wafted throughidben and announced,
"Let's go, people. Downstairs is the movie room."

Jennifer smiled. Despite her wealth, Delilah wadhga both feet on the
ground. Her major eccentricity was in her eclegtitd artwork. A very
large sculpture in one corner showed her fascinatidth neon. It was a
bright blue outline of a man and woman, claspeennbrace. Glowing red
hearts interlocked their torsos.

On the way downstairs David joined Jennifer. Hé&dih his arm through
hers and gave her a comical leer. "One of ourings#xecutives has a major
crush on you."

She batted her eyelashes. "Obviously the man bts'ta

"Your dress is fantastic,” he said. "The way theienal clings in all the
right places. It makes me want to slide it rigHtyafur body."

"Something might be arranged,” she said.

"I want a definite plan,” he returned. "Tonightyatur house. Right after
we're done here."

"l don't even need to check my appointment booke' said. "I'm free for
the evening."

"What about the rest of your life? Put me down forlong- term
engagement.”



She gazed up at him, slightly confused. "What axeasking, David?"

"Think about it." He found her a third-row seaDalilah's screening room.
"Save the place beside you."

When the assembled group of about twenty people sadtled in the large,
predominantly orange room, David handed the videsetée to Philo and
took a position in front of the screen. "Ladies geatlemen, welcome to
our grand premiere. | want to take this opportutetyhank all of you who
helped.”

He applauded them, and everyone gleefully joinedbankslapping and
self-congratulations.

"We have a surprise tonight,” David said. "You alldamiliar with Wasp
Man Speaks."

Charlie Peyton sounded the five discordant intréesioand everyone
applauded again.

David focused on Harriet, who was sitting in a pla¢ honor in the front
row. "Not many of you are aware that there has laether film under
production. A rough cut oAll About Harrietis ready to be shown. Tonight
you will see two films for the price of one."”

Delilah piped up, "And since they're both no chartea real deal.”

Philo gave an exuberant whoop of pure pleasurabém®hit the lights, and
Wasp Man Speaksegan.

Jennifer reveled in the display of her watercolaingngs of Clayton
Forbes that showed beneath the opening creditsn\Wiagid worked his
way through the crowd to sit beside her, she gdrared took his hand. She
was so pleased with him. Showing both films waswée best thing he
could have done. She squeezed his hand.

He leaned close to her ear and spoke softly. "ldtoiudeny her this
moment of glory."



Jennifer felt tears of pride stinging her eyes. u\did the right thing."

"Compromise," he said. "I learned that when | wdsaaker. Anything is
possible with cooperation and compromise.”

Throughout the showing for this very, very appréeeaaudience, Jennifer
felt incredibly close to David. He'd done well inroducing the
documentary. His career was launched. "It's tertiBhe said softly.

"You, Jennifer Watt, are terrific."

He covered her hand with both of his. Her fingeeravso slender and
delicate. It was hard for him to realize there s@snuch artistic skill in that
little hand.

Like the old-fashioned guy he was, David caresszdhnd with a "put her
up on a pedestal" reverence. These fingers shawvierthave to work hard.
This hand should be... He stopped himself. This Jesmifer. If she wasn't
the way she was, he would not love her so well.

Throughout the premiere he kept stealing peeksratriofile. She looked so
fine and pale in the darkness. He couldn't walitil wafter the grand
premiere. Then he would turn their relationshimisbmething committed
and permanent. They would never be apart again.

He stood to acknowledge the applause from the aodiat the finale of the
Wasp Man documentary. Then Philo started the sefeatdre.

With a critical eye David studied the Harriet Keltbim. It wasn't as well
orchestrated as the Clayton Forbes biography,tlaitawed promise, and
Philo's cinematography was exceptionally good. Softlee cuts were a bit
sloppy, he noted. And the voice-over was cornyhWditing and rewriting
he thought it would make a fine second film for B&S series.

What would he have done if Philo and Harriet hagspnted him with the
idea? He probably would have refused. His decigiomever, would have
been based in part on the overbudget Wasp Man g@tiodu If he'd known



he could get two films at this price, he might haskayed the extra
videotape. But maybe not.

He'd needed a tribute to Uncle Clayton Forbes. @daad needed to
immerse himself in the lore of the man who hadetgcmfluenced his life.
With Wasp Man Speak®mpleted, David felt a joyful separation from his
uncle. That was Forbes—on the film. His uncle hexbenplished much in
his life. But David's life was separate. He wasffeom the past and a
wonderful future lay before him. A life with Jenerf he thought.

When the lights went on, he and Jennifer made thay through the
milling, happy throng to the executives. David kniair reaction would
be a verdict. If they hated the films, he couldslkseme of his distribution
revenue goodbye.

All four men were smiling. "It's good," one of thesaid.

"The Kelton one needs work," another put in.

"But it's only a rough cut."

"l never knew that Forbes did all that stuff. Ortda."

"The career changes are amazing."

"Hard to realize that someone could be in silaai&jes and television."

"Gentlemen," David said. "Do we have a deal?"

Three heads nodded. Three of the men shook hartisDavid. They
turned to the fourth man. "What do you think, Le8te

"It depends," he said.
"Depends on what?" David asked.

The man from Hollywood looked directly at Jennifddoes she have a
sister?”



"I do," Jennifer said. "And she lives in Ohio witler husband and three
kids."

"Well, Davey, boy," Lester relented. "I guess letikthe films, anyway.
You got a deal."

Upstairs, where Delilah's maid had replenishedtlféet and opened more
wine bottles, they mingled. Jennifer broke awayrfidavid for a moment
and recruited Charlie Peyton to help her bringhendag gifts from the van.

As they stood at the entrance, she turned to himu'know, Charlie, you
don't need schemes and plans."

He gave her a wide-eyed, innocent look.

"Most of your ideas are good. If you tell peopleedily what you want, you
might be surprised.”

"How so?"

"You might just get what you're after." She pattelarm. "And if you ever
pull anything like that sneaky routine at the studhen you switched the
tapes, I'll rip your face off."

"Food for thought,” he said, following her inside.

Jennifer called for silence, but it wasn't until liidd sounded her
two-fingered whistle that the room stilled. Jennifeok a position at the
steps leading from the foyer. She raised her véieeerybody who worked
on and around this film deserves an Academy Award."

There was loud cheering.

"I have modest substitutes,” she offered. "For Bétle scriptwriter, a
four-foot-tall pencil."

Charlie held up the prize. As Beth came forwarddoept her gift, Jennifer
added, "With an appropriately large eraser."



She presented Philo with a gilded flashbulb.
Wanda, the film editor, got a pair of gilded scisso

For Delilah, their hostess, Jennifer had foundupsare of a bronco, very
similar to the one that reared at Mile High Stadium

For several of the actors from The Lodge she predismall silver-'stars
with their names engraved across them.

From her purse she pulled out Charlie Peyton'septes a shiny trumpet.
"Only to be used for announcing Wasp Man."

"For Harriet Kelton," Jennifer said. "l wish thisas&zan Oscar." She held up
a very large silver star.

"And for David Constable, the man who made evenghpossible."
Jennifer turned to Charlie, who set up David's—g#tdirector's chair with
his name stenciled across the back. "Come herénartdut,” she said.
Everyone applauded as David made a great showasfgang his bottom in
the chair. He rose and signaled for quiet. "Thisosic," he said. "Because
I've also found the perfect present for Jennifer."

Delilah came forward. She was carrying a direcidnar.

Jennifer laughed. "We got each other the same ?hing

"Not exactly," he said.

He swiveled the chair around to reveal the namecgésl on the back:
Jennifer Watt-Constable.

There was considerable ooohing and aaahing frongithiep assembled.
For once Jennifer didn't know what to do. She veken completely by
surprise. "David," she stammered. "I...I don't knehat to say."

The crowd of artists and actors responded for'tsaty yes," they shouted.



"I'll do better than that."

There couldn't have been a more public place, hatgrim little being
who lived within Jennifer was appalled as she Bkt arms up David's
chest and around his neck. She pulled him closeré'sl looking at you,
kid," she said softly.

Amid encouraging cheers, she kissed him like ther® no tomorrow. Her
tongue slipped lightly between his lips, teasind aocepting. And she felt
him responding, holding her tightly.

As if their actions were choreographed, they tobkirt seats in the
director's chairs, holding hands and smiling.

"And now," Delilah announced. "A toast."

They held their glasses aloft as Delilah pronoun¢&d the marvelous
guest we all follow. May David and Jennifer haverfd a part of their
dreams.”

"To the quest."Delilah's example started a seridgeasts from practically
everybody.

It was after midnight when David and Jennifer fipdbroke away and
drove to her house. At the doorway David pauseday'Mcarry you over
the threshold?"

"Why not?"

He swooped her inside. "Now that we're alone, | twanmake certain.
Jennifer, will you marry me?"

"l thought you'd never ask.”

They sealed their vows with another kiss, even nmaneate than the first.
Jennifer vaguely wondered if she would ever tir&is§ing David. Never,
she answered herself, not as long as these wohdegfings came when
their lips met.



"About that promotional tour," he said.

Her heart sank, and she moved away from him. "Cdyid Don't go. |
want to be married tomorrow. | want to start havangeal relationship.”

"l have a compromise,” he offered. "I know it's nmich of a honeymoon,
but how would you feel about an expenses-paid tmigkansas City,
Milwaukee, Chicago, Wichita—"

"Honeymoon?"

"It makes it a lot easier to register in hotels."”

"You have trouble with that, don't you? Registernimdpotels."

"Only when | want the lady I'm escorting to be mijew/

She considered for a moment. Their relationshipe #fmought with
satisfaction. The time for silent worry was at ad.€Their relationship was
a reality with form and substance. It existed. Th®re would provide the
nurturing, and compromise would provide the sohgio

She'd changed so much from the first time they't bhaeder the neon lights
during that summer rainstorm, she couldn't haveyine leaving her shop
for a month. Now she had a stable business partrigeth. And there was
something more in her life than responsibility aludy. There was David.

She stepped into his waiting embrace.

"You know that I'll come with you," she said. "Navhat's your half of the
compromise?"

"One week in Malibu every month?"
"This is beginning to sound a little one-sided."

"If it doesn't work out, | promise to quit the mbht trip."



Sand between my tgehe thought. It might not be so torturous to sitjo a
monthly beach jaunt. And she could set up a perntaae studio in the
office area with the skylights.

Jennifer grinned up at him. "It's the craziest ghibut as soon as you said
you'd give it up, | wanted to give it a try."

"That's not crazy. It's you."
"So, David. Where do we go after Wichita?"

"l can't remember," he said, lifting her off heete"But | know where I'd
like to go right now."

"One more promise?"

"Name it." He nuzzled her throat.

"If we ever buy a house together," she said, "westa have one of those
long flights of stairs, like irGone With the Windlhen we can play Rhett

and Scarlett every day."

"Frankly, my dear—" he carried her into the bedrdest do give a damn."”



