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MARRYING THE
MCKENZIE

Carole Mortimer

Book 1 of the Bachelor Cousins series



Eligible, elusive...and engaged!

Logan McKenzie thought he'd seen enough of mart@agaow it wasn't for
him. He liked his life exactly how it was -- witlorsurprises, and without a
wife.

Then Logan learned his mother was about to mamytie third time, and
that Darcy, his very pretty stepsister-to-be, waganger of being hurt by
that marriage. So he found himself getting involvedot only in trying to

prevent the forthcoming nuptials, but with Darcyd®df...and his carefully
controlled existence was turned upside down!



CHAPTER ONE
CRASH!
'‘Damn!’

Logan looked up from the letters he was signing, éxpression one of
puzzlement as he heard first the crash of whatdsalitike glass, quickly
followed by the expletive.

What—?
Crash!
'Double damn!

Logan's expression turned to one of bemusemerg astrdown his pen to
stand up, moving in the direction from which theist of breaking glass
was coming: the boardroom that adjoined his végteof

He and a couple of business associates had lunichédere earlier,

discussing contracts while they ate; Logan haddahrs to be a good way
of doing business. The table was still partially & the meal, he now
discovered, but the room itself was empty.

'Damn and blast it," a disembodied voice muttenggatiently. 'That's two
glasses I'll have to replace now. I— ouch!" The Veas obviously a cry of
pain.

Logan was even more intrigued now, walking slowlpumd the long
mahogany table, to find himself peering down atttpeof a head of bright
red hair. Ah, the puzzle was solved: this was ile-gqvoman?—who had
served their lunch to them, an employee of Chefd@irhogan hadn't taken
too much notice of her during the meal, having be&mnt on his business
discussions, but he did remember the occasionalpgk of that gleaming
red hair as she'd moved quietly round the table.



The girl straightened, frowning down at her lefhllawhere a considerable
amount of blood had appeared at the end of onerdirgers.

'Did you cut yourself?'

Whatever reaction Logan had expected to his symefiatquery, it was not
to have the girl jump almost six inches in the iairher nervousness,
knocking over one of the water glasses as sheadlid s

Logan managed to reach out and catch the glassebefoolled off the
table—to join the two he could see now were alresddhittered on the shiny
wood-tiled floor.

'‘No point in your having to buy three replacementtead of two," he
murmured dryly as he righted the glass on the talslét a bad cut?' He
reached out with the intention of looking at thd'gihand.

Only to have that hand snatched out of his grasivess hidden behind her
back. The girl looked up at him with stricken gesges. 'I'm so sorry if I've
disturbed you, Mr McKenzie," she gasped. 'l wad glearing away,
and—and—I broke the glasses.' She looked downeashhattered pieces.
'‘And—and—' Whatever she had been about to sayagass she suddenly
dissolved into floods of tears.

Logan recoiled from this display of emotion, frowgidarkly. 'Hey, it's
only a couple of glasses. I'm sure Chef Simon ieattmuch of an ogre that
you have to cry about it.'

The outside catering company of Chef Simon had lb&eng care of the
occasional business lunches Logan had in his boamdifor over a year
now, and Logan had always found the other man nedde to deal with.
Although he hadn't seen this young girl beforepadaps she was new, and
feared losing her job because of those breakages...

"You could always tell Chef Simon that | broke thehre attempted to
cajole; weeping women were not his forte!



Well... not when they were weeping because they werried or upset, he
acknowledged ruefully as he remembered that lagtingewith Gloria a
couple of weeks ago. The frown deepened on his la®Wwe recalled the
tears she had cried, tears of anger and frustréocause he had told her
their year-long relationship was over. She had ettwown a vase of
flowers at him when he'd refused to change his miogan remembered
with distaste.

'Oh, | couldn't do that,' the girl instantly refdséThen he would put it on
your bill, and that wouldn't be fair at all." SHeosk her head.

Fair... It wasn't a word Logan heard too oftenheitin business or his
personal life. Besides, the cost of a couple ads#a would hardly bankrupt
his multimillion- pound, multifaceted company...

The girl reached up to wipe away the tears staihggface, inadvertently
smearing blood over her cheeks instead. 'Oh, daste' muttered
frustratedly as she realised what she had donghseg unsuccessfully in
the pockets of her trousers for a tissue.

'You like that word, don't you?' Logan murmureds head tilted as he
looked at her properly for the first time.

She was a tiny little thing, barely reaching upiwshoulders, black trousers
and a cream blouse emphasising the slendernesserofbddy, that
shoulder-length bright red hair framing a face thafirst glance, seemed to
be covered in freckles. On second glance, he sawrékkles only covered
her cheeks and nose; her grey eyes were framelidkydark lashes, her
mouth wide, although unsmiling at the moment, héincpointed
determinedly. Not exactly—

Where had that smile come from? Logan wondereddijazes he found
himself instantly reassessing the opinion he hatl frrmed of this girl's
looks being unremarkable. When she smiled, as sised@ing now, those
grey eyes became darkly luminous, dimples appearethe slightly
rounded cheeks, her teeth shone white and evenaftlg alluring mouth.



Logan stared at her uncomprehendingly; he felt ke had just had all the
breath knocked out of his body!

'It's better than a lot of the alternatives,' sbknawledged. 'And, while |
appreciate your offer concerning the glassese.gtH continued to smile,
appearing to have no idea of the effect she hadhgg on him '...as you
said, it's not worth getting upset about,' she tisad with a shrug.

‘Then whatever were you crying about?' Logan rasmedry with
himself—and her!'—for his unprecedented reactioh faosv.

The smile faded—and so did Logan's confusion. Hmolktis head. The
girl was plain, for goodness' sake; just a loadr@tkles and smoky grey
eyes!

'Well?' he snapped impatiently.

She was looking up at him reproachfully with thegde grey eyes now.
'l—I—I've cut myself!" She held up the damaged &ng

Logan scowled down at it. 'lIt appears to have stddmeeding.’ Which it
had. 'And it doesn't look too serious.' Which druit.

And, he decided irritably, he had already wastexligh of his afternoon on
this situation—whatever it might be!

'Ill have my secretary bring through a plastee, it out abruptly. 'In the
meantime, | would suggest you give that finger alwa\nd your face,' he
added with an impatient glance at her bloodstaatek.

She put a hand up self-consciously to her cheekaid I'm sorry for
disturbing you.' She frowned, looking on the veofjéears once again.

She could have no idea how—momentarily!l—she hattidied him!
'What's your name?' he asked.

'Darcy,’ she said miserably.



'‘Well, Miss Darcy—'

'Darcy is my first name,' she corrected, even asssiffed inelegantly.
Oh, no, she was going to cry again! And wasn't parboy's name...?
"Your father wanted a son, hmm?' Logan murmuredkmgty.

Those grey eyes flashed angrily. 'What he wanted yehat he got, are two
entirely different things,' she clipped.

'It usually is where women are concerned,' Loganvblrd derisively.

Darcy looked up at him beneath those long, dattkdss'Are you married,
Mr McKenzie?'

Logan's surprised brows shot up beneath the darkHa fell lightly over
his brow. What did his married state have to ddaitything?

'As it happens—no," he answered slowly.

She nodded—as if she had already guessed as nmddmen, I've
invariably found, often respond in character to tfen they are involved
with. For example—'

'Darcy, | believe you were here to serve a meal thet depart, not to
psychoanalyse the client!" Logan cut in scathinigly,jaw tightly clenched.

Until a few minutes ago he had been quietly pleagddhis day; lunch had
been a success, contracts were being drawn up avée spoke to this
young lady, and he had been looking forward tomgdinner this evening
with a beautiful blonde he had met at a dinneryamtSaturday. That sense
of well-being had now been lost in an increasingirgeto strangle this
young woman!

Darcy looked slightly flustered. 'I'm so sorry. Itsljust—I—I'm really not
myself today!" she choked before burying her fackdr hands as the tears
began to fall once more.



Logan shook his head dazedly, once again feelitadjyaut of his depth in
the face of the renewed tears. 'Oh, for goodnege!'she muttered before
reaching out and taking her into his arms.

She felt so tiny as he cradled her against thenesiof his chest, that red
hair feeling like silk against his fingers as heseatfitly caressed it, her
shoulder-blades so fragile to his touch she wasdikttle bird—

What on earth was he doing? This was the waitrésshad come to serve
lunch, for heaven's sake! More to the point, anyoméd walk in on them
and completely misconstrue the situation!

He shifted uncomfortably. 'Er—Darcy...?"

Her only answer to his tentative query was to hawface even further into
his shirt-front, the dampness of the material ¢higgo his chest now.

Logan felt totally out of his depth, beginning téstv that someonwould
come in and interrupt them—whatever constructios puat on his actions!

'Here," he prompted gruffly, handing her the snawkjte handkerchief from
his breast pocket, relieved when she moved awany frion slightly to give
her nose a good blow.

No wonder not too many women cried in his presehealecided ruefully,
if Darcy's unattractive appearance was anythirgptby—she looked like a
startled fawn: all eyes and blotchy cheeks!

'l really am so sorry," she said miserably. 'li'st that | had some—rather
disturbing news, earlier, before coming out. | darsually cry all over
perfect strangers, | can assure you.' She gaveexynsmile.

Logan gave the ghost of a smile in return. 'Thakay—I'm far from

perfect!" he attempted to tease, wondering exaeligt sort of news this
young woman could have received to reduce herigcsthte. 'Is it anything
| can help you with?' he heard himself offer—andntlrowned at this
uncharacteristic interest in a stranger's— perfecor

otherwise!l—predicament.



Having originated from a large, Scottish-based kamiconsisting of his
aged grandfather, his mother, a couple of aunts anderous
cousins—Logan usually found it all too easy to ahise himself from the
upsets that seemed to constantly plague his farfilye didn't he would
spend most of his time caught up in one intriguarmther, and he preferred
a much quieter life than that. Which was why hensplee majority of his
time at his London apartment!

Why he should be showing this interest in the pold of a complete
stranger he had no idea—especially one who had ati@ver him and left
bloodstains on his shirt!

Darcy's smile was slightly bitter. 'l doubt it.'é&sshook her head. 'But thank
you for asking.'

He felt irritated because she wouldn't tell him twias bothering her! What
on earth was wrong with him?

'‘A problem shared is a problem halved, so they'dag, encouraged
cajolingly.

'l doubt you would be interested." She shook hadlegain, beginning to
look decidedly embarrassed now .

‘Try me,' Logan prompted huskily.

Darcy shrugged again. 'It's just that— No, | iealin't,’ she decided firmly.
'Da—Chef Simon," she corrected awkwardly, ‘wouldppreciate it if he
knew | had been discussing his personal life watl of his customers,’ she
admitted.

Chef Simon"Daniel Simon...? For surely this young woman had beemgoi
to call the renowned chef by his first name? Anllef tears were anything
to go by, it was a liberty that implied a much mareémate relationship
between them than just that of employer and employe

Daniel Simorand this girl, Darcy?



Logan couldn't hide his surprise. This girl looksal older than her early
twenties at most, whereas from what Logan knewanfi€l Simon he was a
man in his early fifties. Spring and Autumn. Noatht was an unusual
arrangement, Logan acknowledged, he had just rieeeght of the other
man in that particular light. In fact, he couldsety he had given a single
thought to Daniel Simon's private life!

As he didn't want to think about it now, eitherlolYre probably right.’
Logan nodded tersely. 'I'll send Karen through wiité plaster,’ he added
dismissively before turning to leave.

'Mr McKenzie...?'

He turned reluctantly. 'Yes, Darcy?' he repliedilyar

‘Thank you," she told him huskily, smiling at hior the second time today.
Once again causing that numbing jolt in his chest!

The quicker he got out of here, Logan decided grintile better! "You're
welcome,' he bit out harshly, making good his esdajphe adjoining office
this time.

Escape? he questioned himself once he was seatkdbhind his desk.
From the woman Darcy? Ridiculous. He had just hamligh of a woman's
tears for one day— especially as she had probabhptetely ruined his
silk shirt with those tears and the blood from &gtrfinger!

What must Logan McKenzie think of her? Darcy grahmavardly.

She had tried so hard to keep her worrying thoughtsay this morning,
concentrating on serving lunch to the client arsl diests. But she just
hadn't been able to control her chaotic thoughte @te'd started to clear
away, and dropping the two glasses had seemethkkignal straw on a day
when she'd already felt as if the bottom were dirggpput of her world.



But even so, she really shouldn't have cried adrdwgan McKenzie's
pristine white silk shirt. She very much doubtedimaild be able to remove
those bloodstains!

She still had his sodden handkerchief, she reaiseshe looked down with
dismay at the screwed-up item in her hand. Notghatcould have given it
back to him in this condition; she would have tonder it first and send it
back to him. Not that she thought Logan McKenziaildaniss one white
handkerchief; it was just a matter of principle.

She—

'Here we are,” announced a bright female voice aserK Hill, Logan
McKenzie's private secretary, came into the rooadeh down with
disinfectant cream and plasters. ‘Logan says yduexkan accident." She
looked at Darcy enquiringly.

Logan—Darcy was sure—thought she was one big aatti®he cringed
with embarrassment now as she remembered the veaiah sobbed all
over the poor man.

'It's nothing," she dismissed. 'Just a plasterlweilfine,' she accepted lightly,
the cut no longer bleeding, although it stung shgh

But not as much as remembering her complete breakdofront of Logan
McKenzie a few minutes ago! The sooner she got afn@y here, the
better.

‘Thanks.' She accepted the offered plaster. 'Eryeaidphave any idea of
Logan's—Mr McKenzie's,' she corrected awkwardlyijtsize?"

Karen's blonde brows shot up in obvious surprisegan's shirt size...?' she
repeated speculatively.

Mistake, Darcy, she admonished herself. If shenoe replacing Logan
McKenzie's ruined silk shirt she would just havefital another way of
finding out what size to purchase.



'It doesn't matter," she told the other woman hilygravoiding Karen's
guestioning gaze as she put the plaster on heerfitig) just finish clearing
away here and be on my way,' she added.

'Fine," the other woman answered distractedly, aisly still puzzled by
Darcy's earlier question.

Well, she would have to remain puzzled, Darcy detigtritably; she had
already embarrassed herself enough for one day!

Once on her own she cleared away in double-quiskida, stacking
everything into the baskets she had brought up hatt even the broken
glass was swept up and wrapped in newspaper fdo hake away with her.

It was just her luck to find Logan McKenzie waitifay the ascending lift
when she struggled down the corridor with the tageh baskets!

He turned to glance at her. doing a double takeeasbviously recognised
her, a frown instantly darkening his brow.

Not surprising really. Darcy acknowledged with award wince: the poor
man was probably wondering whether it would be safget into the lift
with her, or if there was a chance it would breawd the moment the doors
closed behind the two of them!

'Hello," she greeted inanely.

'Darcy.' He nodded tersely, glancing impatientlyhat lights indicating the
slow ascent of the lift.

Couldn't wait to get away from her, Darcy realisetf- derisively, knowing
he would probably make a point of asking Daniel &ifor hernotto wait
on one of his business lunches ever again! Welhdezn't worry on that
score; she was only here today because they weresthffed.

The restaurant, Chef Simon, opened in London byidd&mon five years
ago, had become such a success that the custoft@rsasked him if he
was able to cater for dinner and luncheon partigbeir own homes. The



outside catering company of Chef Simon was a direstlt of those
requests. With numerous pre-bookings, already sirths ahead in some
cases, this secondary business was obviously deirygnicely, thank you!

Unfortunately several of the staff were off witli fit the moment, which
was the reason Darcy had been roped in to helpytofifter the last
disastrous half-hour, she wished she could haveneth a previous
engagement!

'Here, let me." An impatient Logan McKenzie reacbhatiand relieved her
of one of the heavy baskets.

Darcy blinked her surprise, having been taken unasydost in thought as
she was. 'Thank you,' she murmured dazedly. 'Bareth really no need,’
she added awkwardly, moving to take the basket batkf his grasp.

Something he obviously had no intention of lettimgr do as his long,
tapered fingers tightened about the wicker handkave it,' he snapped
impatiently as the lift finally arrived, standingdk to allow her to enter
first.

Darcy looked at him beneath lowered lashes as begdethe lift button for
the ground floor. Aged about thirty-five, he was criedibly
good-looking—in an arrogantly austere way, shedkstislowly. His short
dark hair was straight and silky, blue eyes theouolof the clear
Mediterranean Sea, his nose slightly long, scugtumouth unsmiling now,
although Darcy had witnessed several charming srdileing the serving of
lunch, his chin squarely firm. Tall and ruggedlysuaular, he looked as if he
would be more at home on a farm, than in an offiearing tailored suits
and silk shirts.

Silk shirts...she remembered with an inward grola@,marks of her crying
earlier clearly showing on the now- dried mater&tie really doubted that
the traces of blood on the white silk would comedafring dry-cleaning,
either.



Darcy was relieved when the lift reached the groilmat, having found the
silence between them uncomfortable, to say the.|§dsanks.' She reached
to take the basket from him, making no effort thoiw him out of the lift.

Logan McKenzie stood in the doorway to stop therdatosing behind him,
frowning again. 'Where are you going?'

'To the basement,’ she told him lightly. 'l have ¥an parked down there.’

'In that case..." He stepped back into the life doors instantly -'closing
behind him as he pressed the button marked 'basemen

‘There's really no need,’ she told him once agampletely flustered at
having the owner of this world- renowned companyping her in this way.

‘There's every need,' he rasped grimly. ‘A littlieg like you shouldn't be
carrying these heavy baskets. And correct me ihtistaken, but was there
only you dealing with the preparation and servifiduach today?' Logan
continued firmly, completely ignoring the fact trette had been about to
protest at being called a 'little thing', blue egasrowed questioningly.

'Yes.' Darcy shifted the heavy basket to her otlaed. "We're short-staffed
today, you see and—'

'‘No, | don't see,' Logan interrupted shortly, stegput into the darkened
basement that acted as a car park for the offafeatMcKenzie Industries.
‘Short-staffed or not, you shouldn't have been ebgaeto deal with it all
alone. A fact | will be passing on to Daniel Siman the earliest
opportunity,’ he added grimly.

'Oh, don't do that!" Darcy turned from loading ta® to protest, two wings
of embarrassed colour in her cheeks. | managedfijust You had no
complaints about lunch, did you?' she pressed métedly as Logan
McKenzie still looked grim.
'No..." he answered slowly.

‘Then there's no problem, is there?' she assunetghtly.



He looked at her consideringly. "You know, Dartw'began slowly, 'you
might find Daniel Simon less of a— bully, if you re@'t so eager to please.’
Darcy looked up at him, but the subdued lightinghia car park made it
impossible to read his expression clearly. Whicls waity—because she
had no idea what he was talking about!

'It was only a lunch,’ she responded, ready todeeow, the van loaded, the
keys in her hand.

'l wasn't particularly alluding to lunch,’ he radpe

Then what was he talking about? Admittedly, sheldtave handled the
latter part of this booking with a bit more deta@mn—in fact, a lot
more!—nbut there really had been nothing wrong whthlunch this man and
his guests had been served before her tearful mitbu

Logan McKenzie scowled at her slightly bewilderggression. 'I'm merely
offering you some advice from a male point of vi&arcy,' he replied. 'It's
up to you whether or not you choose to take itgéiged abruptly, obviously
impatient to be gone now.

'—" Thank you,' Darcy mumbled, having no idea whati@she had just
been given!

It wasn't a question of being eager to please wiaeiel Simon was

concerned; she hadn't really been given too mudnadpportunity to do

anything else where this lunch today was concer8bd.was upset, yes, in
fact she was more than upset, but it would have lseerlish to refuse to

help out when they were short-staffed. Businesshwamess, after all, she
acknowledged slightly bitterly.

Logan McKenzie nodded tersely before turning quiokth his heel and
striding back to the still-waiting lift, steppingside, his expression still
grim as the doors closed.



What a strange man, Darcy decided as she gothetean and drove out of
the car park. Kind one minute, impatient the néxén offering fatherly
advice—although anyone less like a father-figuhe, souldn't imagine!

Oh, well, she decided lightly as she drove confiyetthrough the

early-afternoon London traffic. Logan McKenzie wtee least of her
problems at the moment. A frown marred the creassioé her brow as she
thought of what was her biggest problem.

Daniel SimonChefSimon.

And the fact that this morning he had calmly infedrher that he intended
marrying a woman he had only met for the first tiimeze weeks ago!



CHAPTER TWO

'THIS has just been delivered for you," Logan's segreta@ormed him,
before placing a large square parcel on top ofdbik, his name and the
office address clearly printed in black ink on Brewn wrapping paper.

Logan looked up with a frown, his thoughts stillthe contract he had been
studying; the legalese in these things became owmmplicated by the day.
His legal team could obviously deal with it, but Wweuld have liked his
cousin Fergus's opinion too before anything wasesig

But his cousin's housekeeper had informed LoganRéayus had gone to
Scotland, to the home of their shared maternaldjediner. No doubt Hugh
McDonald had a good reason for appropriating theices of the family

lawyer, but, at this precise moment, Logan hadkliftatience for those
reasons!

He laid down the gold pen he had been using to rharkvay down the
pages, running one of his hands over the tiredokbss brow. Yesterday
evening, spent with the blonde from Saturday nidifagd not been the
success he had hoped it would be.

In fact, after only half an hour spent alone in theautiful Andrea's
company, he had already discovered that she giggteda schoolgirl,

talked incessantly, mostly about her modelling egrate almost nothing,
because of her figure—whatever that might mean!—duaahk even less,
for the same reason.

The evening had dragged on interminably for Logandl he had breathed a
sigh of relief when he'd finally been able to dhaplrea off at her apartment
shortly before midnight. Without asking to see again!

'What is it?' he prompted Karen now, glancing wmestedly at the parcel
she had put on his desk.

'l have no idea," his competent secretary told tumhfully. 'l haven't

opened it; it's marked "Private and Personal”,’ gamted out, with a
speculative rise of blonde brows.



Logan's mouth twisted wryly as he surveyed the paweapped parcel.
'Have you checked it isn't a bomb? Or worse," laavid dryly, Gloria's
shouted threats of 'you'll regret this' still ringiin his ears even after the
passing of over two weeks.

Karen grinned, well aware, Logan was sure, thattelephone calls from
Miss Granger had ceased two weeks ago. And wasowdlyi totally
unsympathetic to Logan's discomfort. Although thvaisn't so surprising,
Logan accepted ruefully; Karen had worked for hon dimost ten years
now, had seen several Glorias come and go infleis-nd knew that he
had remained unaffected by any of them.

'It was hand-delivered by a very reputable coucmmpany,’ she assured
him teasingly.

He grimaced. 'That's no guarantee!
Karen laughed softly. '‘Go on, Logan, live dangelpte once, and open it.'

He frowned slightly at that ‘for once' Karen hadk&d onto her teasing
statement. Perhaps his life did seem rather padaeto someone outside
looking in, but that was the way he liked it. Theyvhe deliberately
organised it. Basically because he could remendrdanb many upsets and
emotional scenes when he was a child to tolerata ih his own adult life...

He eyed the parcel once again before picking iamg turning it over; no
return address written on the back. 'Did the coway who the parcel was
from?' He frowned. It wasn't a very heavy parcelfact it felt so light it
didn't seem as if there was anything inside the.box

'‘Nope,' Karen answered with a grimace. 'But if yeaily think it might be a
bomb, do you want me to get Gerard to take it dmthe basement and—?"

'‘No, | don't,' Logan assured her dryly. 'To botggestions,' he added.

'Well, aren't you going to open it?' Karen prompaéteér several more long
seconds had passed.



Logan sat back in his chair, the box still heldhisrthand as he looked across
at her with narrowed blue eyes. 'l bet you were afrit@ose little girls who
crept down in the middle of the night on ChristrBa® and opened all her
presents before anyone else had even thought ahgvaip! he taunted
softly.

'‘And | bet you were one of those infuriating litheys who opened each
present slowly, barely ripping the paper, playinthveach new toy before
moving on to the next parcel!" Karen obviously felting into snapping
back.

Logan gave an inclination of his head, smilingl#lig ‘It seems we would
both win our bets," he said softly. "You know, Kagrgou aren't painting a
very impulsive picture of me, either in the pashow!

An embarrassed flush darkened her cheeks. 'I'ny,sbbogan.’ She shook
her head. 'l realise it's your parcel—' 'And I'ningoto open it. Right now.’
He grinned across at her. 'l was only teasing awen," he told her, even as
he methodically unwrapped the brown paper fronptreel, opening up the
box beneath to fold back the tissue paper. 'What+th He stared
uncomprehendingly at the white handkerchief andengilk shirt that lay in
the box.

Karen, looking over his shoulder at the contentgstied softly between her
teeth. 'So that's why she wanted to know your skgd...' she mused.

Logan glanced up at her sharply. 'Who wanted tav@\be rasped.

But he already knew! The white silk shirt, wellitlwthis particular label,
that could have been an expensively extravagaseptdrom any woman.
But not the laundered white handkerchief. That daully have come from
one woman—Darcy!

A quick glance before he folded back the tissueepapd put the lid back on
the box showed him there was no accompanying leisdde. But there
didn't need to be one; he was in no doubt whatsaetve had sent him these
things. While he accepted that the handkerchief Wssand it was very
kind of Darcy to launder it and return it to himg had no intention of



accepting the replacement white silk shirt. Thd gias a waitress for
goodness' sake, and he knew exactly how much atsitkof that particular
label would have cost her.

His expression was grim as he glanced at his wwiateh: two-thirty. The
restaurant would still be open. He glanced up aeKa'Could you get me
the Chef Simon restaurant on the telephone, pleasa@quested tautly.

'Of course.' Karen nodded, moving towards the d8be paused as she
opened it. 'Be gentle with her, hmm?' she encoard§be seemed terribly
sweet, and—'

‘Just get me the number, Karen,' Logan bit out trapty. The last thing he
needed was for his secretary to think Darcy hadessont of crush on him,
and to react accordingly.

He knew exactly what this replacement shirt wasugkend it had nothing
to do with having a crush on him, but was morelyite be because the silly
woman had a crush on Darnel Simon, and didn't wearisk losing her job

working for him!

He snatched up the receiver as Karen buzzed thriougim.

'‘Good afternoon. Chef Simon. How may | help youfZinted the cheerful
voice on the other end of the line.

Logan tightly gripped the receiver; he was angryatcy's actions, but
there was no point in losing his temper with songeelse over it! 'l would
like to speak to Darcy, please,' he answered sMpatkalising that he
hadn't even bothered to learn the girl's surname.

'‘Darcy?' came back the puzzled reply. 'I'm not guse have a customer in
by that name, sir, but I'll check for you. If you—'

She isn't a customer, she works there," he chiisnmesolve to remain polite
rapidly evaporating.



'I'm not sure... Just a moment, sir." The recewas put down, although
Logan could hear a murmur of voices in the backgdou

Logan drummed his fingers impatiently on his degkés he waited, a
glance at the box containing the silk shirt onlgsaeding in firing his
feelings of annoyance.

'Sorry about that, sir," the cheerful voice cameklan the other end of the
line. 'lIt seems that Darcy will be at the restatithis evening.'

‘At what time?' he rasped.
'We usually arrive about seven o'clock—'

'Book me a table for eight o'clock,’ Logan intetaegoshortly. 'McKenzie.
For one,' he added grimly.

‘Certainly, sir. Shall | tell Darcy—?"

‘No!" Logan interrupted harshly. 'I—I would like soirprise her,’" he bit out
through gritted teeth. Surprise wasn't all he wdiklel to do to Darcy!

‘Certainly, sir,' the woman accepted. That's &etédr this evening, for one,
in the name of McKenzie,' she confirmed. 'We lookward to seeing you
then,' she added brightly before ringing off.

Logan sat back in his chair, his expression sgtim lines. He very much
doubted Darcy would share that sentiment if sheevaerare he was to be at
the restaurant this evening—not when his greateg was to wring her
slender neck for her!

This evening already promised to be a sight morerasting than
yesterday's had turned out to be!

In fact, as he showered and dressed at his apdrtatenthat evening in
preparation of leaving for the restaurant, he digtubbund himself
humming tunelessly to himself as he tied his baaw-ti



Because he was going to see Darcy again? he questibimself
incredulously.

Hardly, he admitted ruefully—not unless you courted

He turned as the telephone on the bedside tabbnleging. It was already
seven-thirty, and if he was going to make the restat for eight o'clock he
should be leaving in the next few minutes. Buteastof the caller ringing
off when he didn't answer, the telephone just keptinging. Persistent, or
what?

Logan grabbed up the receiver. 'Yes?' he raspadpitience.
'‘And a good evening to you too, cuz,' Fergus reirn

'Where are you?' Logan demanded. 'l have someamsitt need you to
look at. You're never around when—'

'‘Logan, as you are well aware, | am no longer b fuhe lawyer. | only
continue to act for the family as a favour to dllyou,” Fergus cut in
smoothly. 'Grandfather needed me in Scotland tcuds a few things with
me. But I'm back in London now, so—'

'What sort of things?' Logan questioned warily; driandfather had a habit
of changing his will every month or so, dependingaho was in favour at
the time. Not that this bothered Logan on a persienval; he was wealthy
enough not to be concerned with the McDonald rm#idBut his mother, as
one of old Hugh's three daughters, was likely téubeus if she was cut out
of the will yet again. Which meant Logan was surgét dragged into the
situation!

‘That's what | rang to talk to you about,' Fergusveered evenly.

'I'm just on my way out, Fergus,' Logan told hisigia after a glance at his
wrist-watch. 'Can't it wait until tomorrow?"

'It can,’ Fergus answered slowly.



'‘But...?' Logan heard that hesitation in the othan's voice. ltvasthat will
again!

'‘But, | really would rather talk to you tonight.IdHcousin confirmed there
had been a hesitation.

'‘Okay, Fergus,’ Logan sighed wearily, sure this badbe about his
grandfather's will. 'l have a table booked at thefCSimon restaurant for
eight o'clock. Meet me there." He was sure theraldvbe no problem
setting the table for two instead of one.

‘The Chef Simon?' Fergus echoed sharply. 'But—'

'Do you have a problem with that?' Logan promptedure whether or not
his cousin was involved with anyone at the moment.

The three cousins, Fergus, Brice, and Logan, had keow n as the Three
Horrors by their family during their growing-up ysain Scotland; the
Three Macs when they had all gone off to Oxfordvdrsity together at
eighteen; now in their mid-thirties, all of themvireg remained unmarried,
they had become known in social circles as theigdubhree.

But the fact that none of them had married did pogclude female
involvement in Fergus's life...

'No, no problem," Fergus answered thoughtfully.fdat, it's probably a
good idea. A very good idea.' He was obviously wagto the suggestion.
'l have to change first, but I'll be with you a®sas | can.’

Logan slowly replaced his own receiver, frowningpolg. It would be good

to see Fergus on a social level; it happened alinfrequently nowadays.
Although in the circumstances, it was also a littieonvenient, he realised
belatedly...

Never mind, with any luck he would have a few mesubefore Fergus
arrived to deal with the situation concerning Daaogl the silk shirt.



His mouth tightened grimly as he thought of the tingeahead. Time for
Darcy's surprise!

‘The man on table eleven would like to have a waitth you, Darcy,' a
slightly breathless Katy informed her as she browgime dirty starter
plates into the kitchen for washing.

Darcy looked up from what she was doing. 'Me?'f&hened. 'Are you sure
he meant me?"

'Darcy. That's what he said.' Katy shrugged, pigkip two plates of prawns
nestling in an avocado nest before bustling batkma the main restaurant
with them.

Darcy felt a sinking sensation in the pit of hemsach. A customer asking
to speak to Darcy. She didn't like the sound of. tNat one little bit!

'‘Better go and see what he wants,' Daniel Simorsaddryly, busy making
a sauce for a steak he also had cooking.

Darcy gave him a scathing glance even as she tffokeo apron and
smoothed the black skirt down over her hips, heamr blouse tucked in
neatly at her slender waist.

'Keep the customers happy at all costs, is thasli@ returned with barely
veiled sarcasm.

He shrugged. 'Well... | draw the line at you sellyour body for profit, but
other than that...yes!" he answered teasingly.

Darcy's scowl deepened. 'Very funny!" she retort€&n you manage
without me for a few minutes?’

He smiled across at her, blue eyes crinkling witimbur. 'l think | can
cope,' he drawled. 'And, Darcy..." he called sadyshe turned abruptly on
her heel and flounced over to the doors that |enltime restaurant.



She turned at the door. 'Yes?' she replied tacitiy, raised defiantly.

Things had been very strained between them sinseahnouncement
yesterday morning, mainly on Darcy's side, shetbatimit. But she didn't
intend letting him off the hook with a few teasirggmarks. Not this time.

'‘Smile,' Daniel Simon advised ruefully. "The cussosprefer it!'

She only just managed to hold back her biting tetorthat particular
remark, instead shooting him another scathing gldrefore going out the
swing doors that led directly into the restaurant.

Her footsteps became halting as she instantly résed the man seated at
table eleven. Logan McKenzie!

She had half guessed, because of the parcel sreehadim earlier today,
and from the request to speak to 'Darcy’, thatightrbe him—atfter all, he
didn't know her surname. But actually to see hittingj there, looking
ruggedly attractive in his black dinner suit andwg white evening shirt,
briefly took her breath away.

Pull yourself together, Darcy, she instructed Héfsely. He might be one
of the handsomest men she had ever set eyes oshdptrobably wasn't in
the minority in that opinion. Besides, she doulitechad come here just to
see her. In fact, as she saw the table he satsatetéor two, she was sure he
hadn't!

He was looking out the window as she approachedpubly waiting for
his dinner guest to join him. Good; that meantrtbein conversation could
be kept to a minimum.

'Mr McKenzie,' she greeted huskily as she stoodlbdss table.

He turned sharply at the sound of her voice, thbse eyes narrowed as he
looked up at her. 'Darcy," he greeted smoothly)dstey up. 'Join me for a
few minutes.' He indicated the chair opposite hitha table. 'Unless you
would prefer the embarrassment of my handing back gift in full view

of everyone?' He looked pointedly around the ayeadwded restaurant,



his brows raised mockingly as he glanced downebtx that rested out of
general view against the leg of his chair.

Darcy sat. Abruptly. Inelegantly. Oh, not becaukki® threat to embarrass
her. It was the latter part of his statement thatrsed her. 'Return it?' she
confirmed.

'Return it," he repeated harshly. 'Just what didtink—? | don't like your
hair pulled back like that." He broke off to frovaaross at her critically. "It
dulls that bright copper colour to a muddy browihgé opined

disapprovingly.

Darcy gave a ghost of a smile. 'That bright copfmour was the bane of
my life as | was growing up. | was called Carrdtsahool,' she explained at
his quizzical expression.

'Kids can be the cruellest creatures in the wolld,agreed. 'I'm sure the
male population, at least, has been more appreeiatithe colour since you
reached adulthood.’

Not that she had noticed!
'Maybe,' she conceded dully. 'Mr McKenzie—'

'‘Logan,’ he corrected sternly. "You can hardlyd®smal with a man you're
on intimate enough terms with to present with goeasive silk shirt. In the
right size, too," he observed harshly.

Darcy moistened dry lips. 'l had a little help witiat, she admitted huskily,
having looked at her father and assessed thatdhé@gan were about the
same physical build. The size of shirt had been a#ier that. It had been
finding the right shop to buy the shirt that hadvyad more difficult.

Logan's gaze was cold. 'I'm not going to ask frohere. Or who!" he
rasped.



Darcy gave him an uncomprehending look. 'If thetshithe right size,' she
began slowly, 'and it's obviously the right colotiven | don't understand
why you want to return it...?"

'You don't understand!" His expression became gentiman ever. 'Darcy,
you cannot go around presenting perfect strangehspure silk shirts," he
ground out between clenched teeth.

She grinned at that, realising as she did so tiveas the first time she had
found anything to really smile about for some time.

Logan eyed her suspiciously. 'And just what istsm/?' he grated.

‘The fact that you have already informed me that woen't a perfect
stranger!" she reminded, her eyes glowing luminogssy.

"l wish you wouldn't do that,' Logan exclaimed, lshg his head.She raised
puzzled brows. 'Do what?'

'Smile.' He looked at her darkly.

It seemed she couldn't win this evening; Daniel @intold her to smile,
because the customers preferred it. But this custa@ertainly didn't!

Darcy had no idea why Logan should prefer her aanile—and wasn't
sure she wanted to know, either! 'Chef Simon likesto be polite and
friendly with the customers,’ she explained frigidl

Logan studied her. 'And do you always take intcaot what Chef Simon
likes?'

In truth, she was so angry with him at the momshg really didn't care
what he did or didn't like!

But Logan McKenzie had been kind to her yesterday,e than kind, and
she owed him a debt of gratitude for the way heli@dded her—as well as a
new white silk shirt!



'For instance, do you think he would like the fénzt you spent what must
have amounted to a week's wages on buying a shig man you've only
just met?' Logan persisted, the softness of hisavdoing nothing to hide his
obvious anger.

She blinked. She hadn't thought about the buyirtgeshirt in that context
at all—and now that she did, it still made no digiece to the fact that she
had ruined this man™ shirt, and, as such, hadglace it. Even if it had cost
what amounted to a waitress's weekly wages!

Logan sighed heavily. 'What I'm trying to say, atwiously failing to do
so, is that I had no intention of telling Daniefrfein what happened between
us yesterday—

‘Nothing happened between the two of us yesterdagfcy gasped
incredulously, eyes wide. That cuddle had beenlypyiatonic, and she
dared him to claim otherwise.

'l meant the fact that your behaviour was a litkes than professional—'

'It most certainly was not!" she protested, sittgdt upright in her chair
now, her expression indignant.

'‘Darcy, will you stop being so obtuse?' Logan cdraek. 'I'm trying to
reassure you that | have no intention of tellingnjooss that you were upset
and crying yesterday. In which case, you had nsar#o buy me the shirt.
Am | making myself clear now?' he asked her frustily.

'As a bell," Darcy answered. 'You think | boughtiybe shirt in an effort to
persuade you not to tell my boss that | was crgihgver one of his private
clients yesterday. Is that right?' she mused seftigngerously...!

"Exactly.” Logan looked relieved that he had figajbt through to her.

The arrogance. The damned arrogance—



'Sorry I'm late, Logan." The man's voice was sliglreathless as he
approached the table. 'l had trouble finding a,tdx explained as he
reached them.

Darcy had glanced up as soon as she'd heard theommwr speak. She had
thought Logan was waiting for a woman to join hbut she had obviously
been mistaken. The man who now stood beside théle twas most

definitely male, tall and dark, physically musculahis black evening suit

and snowy white shirt. Apart from the fact that lages were dark

coffee-brown, and his dark hair was much longen thagan's, the two men
were enough alike to almost be twins.

Those dark coffee-brown eyes narrowed now as Hseda_.ogan wasn't
alone, that speculative gaze moving over her asggs-and clearly
coming to the conclusion that, in the black skimtl @ream blouse, her hair
tied back primly, with no make-up, she wasn't Ldgarsual type at all!

That was because she wasn't with Logan!

'l suppose it should have occurred to me that yexew't here alone, Logan,’
the newcomer drawled derisively.

'Oh, but he is."' Darcy stood up quickly. 'At ledst,was until you arrived,'
she informed the coffee-coloured- eyed man smootNigw if you two
gentlemen will excuse me,' she said politely, gdt back to the kitchen.’
Where | obviously belong, she could have addeddialnt't.

'‘Darcy!" Logan had stood up too, his hand movintdpwapier speed to grasp
her arm. 'We haven't finished our conversationtote her as she glanced
back at him.

'Oh, | think we have.' Her voice was slightly tidgeith bitterness, her gaze
cold as she looked pointedly at his hold on her.dMou're attracting
attention,” she warned him evenly, glancing ovewlere several of the
other diners were staring across at them curiausly, as well as Katy and
another of the waitresses serving this evening.



'l don't give a monkey's what I'm doing," he raspahly, not sparing those
people so much as a return glance. 'l have nathfed talking to you—'

'Would you like me to leave, Logan?' the other marin carefully. "We can
do this some other time.'

'Shut up, Fergus,' Logan snapped, his eyes lockibdDarcy's. 'l—'

'‘Darcy?' the man, Fergus, suddenly echoed shaidptyyou say Darcy?' A
sharp look in Darcy's direction accompanied hisdsor

The look Logan shot him was enough to wither a @oim full bloom, Darcy
decided; the effect on the other man was barelyigiblg, just a slight
raising of dark brows.

'l asked you to stay out of this, Fergus,' Logaategt between gritted teeth.
"Would you just sit down at the table and I'll ek in a moment?' Without
waiting to see if the other man complied with hstructions he pulled

Darcy off to one side of the room, placing themibdla tall potted plant.

She glanced at the patchy green camouflage bedokenly up at Logan.
'Why don't you just take the shirt? Then we carhbiorget about the
incident,’ she pressed as he would have protesiasiagain.

Logan drew in a hissing breath. 'Maybe because't e@ant to for—'

'Everything okay, Darcy?' Chef Simon himself wasldenly standing
beside them, his glance moving quizzically oventhmoth. 'Katy seemed to
think there was some sort of problem?' he elabdnatth light enquiry, his
eyes mild as they rested on the other man.

Great. Just great. After two days of feeling abtyfurious with this man,
Logan McKenzie came along and put her in a posibere she was the
one put on the defensive! Which was the last plaoere she wanted to be
at the moment!



'No problem,' Darcy was the one to answer tighilly. McKenzie was just
about to sit down and enjoy his meal. Weren't ygh@' added pointedly,
giving him a glaring look.

'McKenzie?' Chef Simon echoed abruptly, his gazeslon the younger
man now.l.oganMcKenzie?' he prompted softly.

'‘And if | am?' Logan challenged.

Darcy, for one, had had enough of this. The sitmatiad been ridiculous
enough before, now it was becomingfarcical, withtiho men eyeing each
other like contestants in a boxing match, appayeteliberating on who
would be the one to strike the first blow!

She sighed heavily. 'Logan, will you just go bagkyour table and get on
with your meal?' Her expression pleaded with himcéonply with her
request. 'We can talk about...that other situatsmme other time," she
concluded soothingly as his eyes narrowed. 'If ngally think we must.’

'‘Come and look at the menu, Logan!" The man Fehngusstrolled over to
join them too now. 'l don't know about you, but Btarving!" he added with
persuasive cheerfulness.

Logan looked ready to argue the point, but a glatd@arcy's rigidly set
features seemed to be enough to make him relghtlgii although he still
eyed Chef Simon belligerently, even as he answieeegus. ‘Maybe you're
right,’ he agreed slowly. 'After all, this is a teagant," he couldn't resist
saying sardonically.

'One of the best,’ Chef Simon answered almostalyctf you'll excuse us,

gentlemen; Darcy and | have some food to prepdectook a firm grasp of
Darcy's arm and almost frogmarched her back ineo Kibchen, barely

waiting for the doors to swing shut behind thenobefgrasping her other
arm just as tightly and turning her to face hinfeetively holding her

immobile in front of him. 'Now perhaps you wouldmind telling me what

you think you're doing, getting into cosy littlerners with a man like Logan
McKenzie?' he demanded forcefully, his teasing mobearlier having

completely disappeared.



Darey stared up at him, not altogether sure hows$loelld answer that
particular question...



CHAPTER THREE

'HERE, have a look at a menu," Fergus advised his cassime thrust one
pointedly into Logan's hands. 'And for heaven'sesagit down," he

instructed, already seated at the table himsdieriTyou can tell me exactly
what is going on!

Logan resumed his own seat, aware that severakof/aitresses were still
watching him curiously. Well, let them; he was morerested in knowing
what sort of conversation was taking place in ibehken between Darcy and
her aged lover!

Because he was sure now that was what the othptecaugre; there was a
familiarity between the two that was unmistakalaled a protectiveness
emanating from Daniel Simon that Logan couldn't taks as being
anything other than a proprietorial claim.

He had to admit, he had been temporarily stunnetthdyealisation a few
minutes ago, which was the reason Fergus had hactdally instruct him
to sit down! He had thought Darcy's infatuatiorb®a one-sided thing, a
crush on an older man, but now he realised theseermach more to it than
that. And he didn't like it!

Which also shook him. He'd only met Darcy yesteroiatyeven so, he felt a
certain protectiveness towards her himself. Theaesfor which he did not
want to probe too deeply!

'l mistakenly believed you were on top of this attan when you told me
you were coming to Chef Simon this evening—'

Logan became aware that Fergus was talking to'Wimat did you say?' he
asked tersely, his thoughts, if nothing else, stidfoss the room in the
kitchen.

Fergus sighed impatiently, putting down the meloet's have some drinks,’
he advised as the wine waiter hovered near thalie,tabviously waiting to
take some sort of order from them. 'l feel in neédne!" he added before
turning to the young man and ordering a bottle loalilis.



Logan pulled his divided thoughts back togethemrathat he had no idea
what Fergus had been saying to him a few minutes. &grgus's
rapier-sharp brain was such that inattentivenessna him was not a good
idea. During his earlier years as a practising Ewihe prosecution had lost
a lot of cases when coming up against Fergus'sndefdor that very
reason!

Besides, there didn't seem to be any shouting apimaem the kitchen, and
Darcy hadn't stormed out, so he could only assimaéotvers were kissing
and making up. Distasteful as that idea might beind

"You were saying...?' he prompted Fergus smoothige their wine had
been poured and their food order taken; Logan tholug had ordered a fish
starter and a steak main course, but he couldistiis

Dark brown eyes studied him over the top of thesglas Fergus slowly
sipped his wine. 'Exactly what are you doing heogan?' he finally asked
thoughtfully.

‘At the moment I'm drinking wine.' He held up hiags. 'And shortly, |
hope, | shall be eating a meal. Isn't that what usweally does when one
comes to a restaurant?' he parried dryly.

'Very funny.' Fergus smiled without humour. 'Mighask exactly what is
your interest in Darcy?' Brown eyes narrowed syzudly.

You might ask,' Logan gave an abrupt inclinatiomisfhead.
'Well?' Fergus pushed further.

Logan took his time answering, sipping his wineraptively, all the time
his gaze remaining locked with his cousin's. 'Whakes you think there is
one?' he finally answered evasively.

Fergus's mouth twisted. 'She was sitting at théetabth you when |

arrived, the two of you were obviously deep in censation about
something.' He shrugged broad shoulders. 'l doink that is the behaviour
of complete strangers.’



'Or even perfect ones,' Logan returned drylyndgtup a dismissive hand as
Fergus seemed about to snap a reply at what heipedcas Logan's
facetiousness.

Maybe it was, but the remark had reminded him toochmof his
conversations with Darcy for him not to have mdus tonnection...

'She works for the outside catering company of Gigfon,' he answered
his cousin economically. 'We met yesterday when chatered for a
luncheon at my office.’

"That's all there is to it?' Fergus pressed.

'Yes, that's all there is to it!" Logan echoed itgyaly. '‘But even if it
weren't—since when have you been my keeper, Feérgasharged.

Fergus seemed about to bite out a reply himselthem thought better of it,
drawing in a controlling breath instead. 'When yiidi last see Aunt Meg?
Your mother," he added softly.

Logan's mouth quirked. 'l know who she is, Ferdusfeplied caustically.

'Well?'He sighed. 'Fergus, | am not someone stgnidirthe witness box
suffering your own particular brand of cross- qiesng!

'l don't do that for a living any more, Logan, ayal know it," his cousin
dismissed.

‘Then you're giving a good impression of it," Lodpamked.

'l can assure you, | have my reasons for askireggus returned calmly.
'Have you seen anything of Aunt Meg during the thste weeks or so?"

Logan shifted impatiently. ‘'My mother is in her mitdties, and | am in my
mid-thirties; neither of us feels the need to reépack to the other on a
regular basis!

'‘Logan, I'm not criticising your actions as regaydar mother—'



'l should hope not,' he rasped, eyes narrowedalgecif you were | would
feel compelled to ask when you last saw Aunt Céteir own mother," he
added pointedly.

Fergus was prevented from answering immediatelhasvaitress arrived
with their starters.

The fish Logan thought he had ordered turned obet€hef Simon's pate!

He was losing it, he decided, if he couldn't exnember what food he had
ordered. And all because of a young girl who remthtlim of one of the
deer on his grandfather's estate; extremely néney, had glossy red coats
and huge limpid eyes, too.

'Do you want to get to the point, Fergus?' he askedousin more amiably
after tasting the pate and finding it was delicious

'The point is, you haven't spoken to your motheendly?' Fergus also
seemed more relaxed after tasting the deep-friee Bat was his own
starter.

Logan shrugged. 'Not for several weeks, no," héircoed.

‘Then your being here this evening is just a coieece?’ His cousin
grimaced.

''ve already said so, haven't—? What do you meaimcidence?' Logan
said. 'What does my mother have to do with ChefdgiPhHe felt sure he
wasn't going to like the answer to that particglaestion!

Fergus drew in a deep breath. 'Well, as you kndve been to see
Grandfather— Oh, no!" he groaned, glancing towd#ndsdoor. 'That's all
we need!

Logan had turned too, aware that something momenseemed to be
taking place at the entrance to the restaurantdkt silence amongst the
other diners was quickly replaced by the babblexaited voices as they
easily recognised the woman who had just swepttihagoom.



The actress, Margaret Fraser.

At the very same moment, Logan easily recogniseavitman who had just
entered the restaurant, and also became awarercy braally bursting out
of the kitchen— perhaps he had been premature smagsumption the
couple in the kitchen were kissing and making @pHer eyes were
glittering with unshed tears, her face was fierg—rewhether from anger or
those unshed tears, he wasn't sure.

Darcy glanced to neither left nor right as shedsrpurposefully towards
the doorway, although she stopped in her trackshadoo recognised the
woman standing there looking so regally beautiful.

"You!' Darcy burst out with audible disgust, grejes definitely gleaming

with anger now. 'Well, |1 hope you're satisfied,é sfontinued. "You have
what you want; he's all yours!" And with that sleatnued on her relentless
way out of the restaurant, the door slamming behgrd

Logan turned dazedly to Fergus. 'What on earth—?"
'‘Go after Darcy, Logan,' his cousin told him ecorcaity.
'‘But—'

'For once in your life, will you just do what yoei'asked without argument,
Logan?' Fergus told him sternly, standing up. "&kou do that, I'll try and
deal with the situation here," he offered grimbghking pointedly across the
room to where Margaret Fraser was continuing h#aeoe into the room.

Although the older woman had obviously been irligishaken by Darcy's
verbal attack, she had quickly recovered her dajuilm, smiling graciously
at the other diners as she strolled confidentlpugh the restaurant, the
three friends she had arrived with trailing beHired.

Of the two prospects, that of following Darcy, @nting face to face with
the volatile actress, Logan had to admit he prefegoing after Darcy; he
would just also prefer to have a clue what was gyoim before he did so!



'‘Logan—darling!’

He cringed as, having finally spotted him standatgthe back of the
restaurant, Margaret Fraser swept across the ro@nvielop him in one of
her theatrical greetings, her perfume overwhelnaagshe kissed him on
both cheeks.

'‘And Fergus, too,' she recognised warmly, bestowisgnilar greeting on
him.

Logan watched her dispassionately as she kissegu$eDelicately tiny,
her shoulder-length hair gleaming like ebony, reirglass figure shown to
perfection in a little black dress—that Logan kneauld have cost a small
fortune!—the beauty of her face completely unlindekp blue eyes fringed
by thick dark lashes.

There was no doubt that Margaret Fraser was aisigigrbeautiful woman.
Or, that she was the last person Logan wishedateee this evening!

'‘Darcy, Logan," Fergus reminded him, once he'dased from the actress's
embrace.

Margaret Fraser gave them both a quizzical fro@arcy...?' she echoed
lightly.

Logan's mouth twisted. 'The young woman who insujteu as you came
in," he reminded her dryly.

'Oh, that Darcy.' She nodded vaguely.
'Will you just go, Logan?' Fergus urged in measuoses.

Gladly, Logan decided, nodding dismissively befsteding out of the
restaurant in search of Darcy.

It didn't take him too long; she hadn't gone veny She was leaning against
the wall outside, her slender body convulsed byldés sobs.



After her earlier outburst, Logan had no doubt tkargaret Fraser was
somehow involved in the desolation of those teéars..

The question was—how?

How could he? Howeouldhe! And with that awful woman too.

Oh, there was no doubting Margaret Fraser was ibglaeihough. But the
woman had been married twice already, had annouengdgements to
other men as many times. How could he even beitlgrdf marrying—?

‘Darcy...?"

She froze at the sound of Logan's voice behind $tee. had been so upset
when she'd stormed out of the restaurant that abda'theven noticed him.
She doubted the same could be said for her ownatiaexit!

She quickly wiped the tears from her cheeks baimrgng to face him. ‘Mr
McKenzie,' she greeted shakily, unable to meetgleatingly probing gaze.

His mouth quirked humourlessly. 'This doesn't sézive your night, does
it?' he sympathised.

He could have no idea! She had thought the disaggeewith him in the
restaurant was bad enough, but the conversatidheirkitchen that had
followed had been even worse. And, then, to come fa face with that
woman as she'd stormed out—!

'Here,' Logan encouraged gently, holding out a snawite handkerchief
to her.

She gave a watery smile. 'I've only just returrfesllast one you lent me,’
she reminded self-derisively, making no effortake the handkerchief.

'Which I've just left in the restaurant,” Logan ligad. 'Never mind, my
cousin will probably return it to me later,’ he rads



So the other man had been his cousin, Darcy natbith obviously
accounted for that strong resemblance between them.

‘Take it, Darcy.' Logan continued to hold the hardhief out to her. "Your
mascara has run,' he observed.

Darcy took the handkerchief with muttered thanks,opping
self-consciously at her eyes—before she remembt#ratd she wasn't
wearing mascara, that she hadn't worn any makaisip¥ening; the heat in
the kitchen tended to make it cake! 'Very funnigé seplied, her smile
rueful.

‘That's better." Logan nodded his approval of half-hsmile. ~I'm
sure—whatever it is—that it can't be that badHe&bent his head to smile
back at her teasingly.

Darcy's own humour faded. 'Worse!" she said witblifig, giving an
involuntary shiver. 'You can have no idea." Sheokhber head, her
expression bleak.

Logan tilted his head, dark brows raised questglginWant to talk about
it?'

Did she? In one way, definitely no! In another watymight be quite nice to
share this with someone. But was Logan McKenzmeaa she hardly knew,
the right someone...?

Probably not, she acknowledged. But if she di@tkitb someone about this
soon, she was going to burst! Besides, she hadtantion of returning to
the restaurant this evening...

She gave a heavy sigh, coming to a decision. "Wyldike to join me for
a cup of coffee?’

'Darcy! This is so sudden.' Logan pretended tofreet the suggestion.

'l said coffee, Logan—er—Mr McKenzie—' She broké bfushing at her
own familiarity with a man who was, after all, astemer of Chef Simon.



Although, in the circumstances, the formality ofr'McKenzie' did seem
slightly ridiculous!

'‘Logan will do," he assured her, obviously of tame opinion.

She nodded, her cheeks still feeling hot. '‘And $ waggesting we go to a
coffee bar, not my home!' she explained defensively

'‘Aren't | a little overdressed for a coffee bar@gan looked down at his
dinner clothes.

Of course he was, Darcy realised belatedly. Buhgdd her home really
was out of the question. After the heated accusstibat had been made in
the kitchen earlier, the last thing she neededfara®aniel Simon to return
home and find her there with Logan McKenzie!

'We could always go to my apartment,’ Logan suggksiis gaze narrowed,
seeming to have read some of me indecision onduer. 1f not the reason
for it!

Go to his apartment...! 'I'm sure you can't rebByinterested in hearing all
this," she burst out. 'l think it would be better just went home and—and
slept on the whole thing. My mother always told tim&t things never look
so black in the morning,' she went on with forcedHhiness, knowing this
particular situation was going to get worse, ndtdye

'‘And my nanny always told me that a problem sh&edproblem halved,’
Logan came back dryly.

His nanny, not his mother, Darcy noted. But, thenpbviously came from
a wealthy background, the sort where the childremewcared for by a
nanny. Nevertheless, it was very sad if, as it &kfogan had had a closer
relationship with his nanny than with his own math®arcy's own
childhood had been spent being cosseted and loyednbother who had
always been there for her. She had been dead yestaoyear now, and
Darcy still missed her deeply.



'Maybe,' she conceded huskily. '‘But my mother alaoned me about the
danger of going to the home of a man | don't reafigw.’

'My nanny warned me of the same thing where wonrencancerned,’
Logan drawled, taking a firm hold of her arm, a game time hailing a
passing taxi. 'But I'll risk it if you will!"

For the second time in their acquaintance—despiefact that she was
deeply upset, and that she could see no soluti@ndiing this particular
misery—Darcy laughed.

Logan froze in the act of helping her into the batkhe waiting taxi. 'l
thought | asked you not to do that," he ground loistjaw clenched.

Darcy blinked up at him dazedly, shaking her hdatbn't understand—-'

'‘Never mind," Logan replied tersely, climbing itbh@ back of the taxi to sit
beside her before leaning forward and giving theedihis address.

He really was a complete stranger to her, Darcydeelcduring the drive to
his apartment, Logan gloweringly silent beside bag glance at his grimly
set features enough to stop any attempt at corti@rsan her part, either.

What if her mother's warning turned out to be aexirone? What if—?

'Do | look like a man who has to drag young inndseff to his apartment
in order to seduce them?' Logan suddenly raspedntuto look at her with
cold blue eyes.

Darcy's own eyes instantly filled with tears. Hells@emed so kind earlier,
so gentle, and now—

'I'm sorry, Darcy," he said, turning fully towarker. ‘One way or another,
this evening has turned out a bit of a shamblesrfertoo. But that's no
reason to take it out on you! Forgive me?' he pteshptaking one of her
hands in both of his.



To her embarrassment, Darcy found herself tremkdinkis touch. Of all
the times in her life to find herself physicallyratted to a man—!

She snatched her hand out of his grasp, instaidigdhit beneath the one
that still lay on her lap. Although that did notgito prevent that tingling
sensation, just from Logan McKenzie's touch, frgoreading up her arm...!

'Of course,’ she dismissed sharply. 'But maybewhsn't such a good idea.
I'm sure I've already taken up enough of your tioreone night. After all,
it's still early enough for you to salvage someghirom your evening.'

'Too late, Darcy," he told her teasingly as the ¢ame to a halt outside an
apartment building.

Apparently the one in which he lived, Darcy acknesged slightly dizzily
as, having paid the driver, Logan took a firm holléher arm and steered her
inside.

She wasn't unused to luxury, her own home beimtyfaomfortable, and
the homes she visited on business for Chef Simaa wféen opulent, to say
the least. But this apartment building—where Loghved!—was
something else.

The man sitting at the desk leapt to his feet as s Logan swept through
the double glass doors, rushing over to call tftealter greeting him.
Darcy's feet sank into the deep pile of the pabe lohrpet as she walked at
Logan's sideClampedo his side by his firm hold on her arm!

It didn't surprise her that it was the penthousartapent the lift whisked
them up to—after seeing the reception downstaies dsdn't think anything
about Logan's home would surprise her any more.

She was wrong!

Where she had been expecting chrome and leathetuitg—ultra-modern
decor—she found herself stepping into a sittingardbat, although it was
expensively furnished, was clearly designed fordrolylcKenzie's comfort
and relaxation: a thick brown carpet, deep goldiow®d armchairs,



mahogany bookcases along one wall, several smalbgaeny tables placed
about the room, and the most amazing paintingsenvalls.

It was to one of the latter Darcy was instantlywdra picturing a deer
grazing in the foreground, and a castle behindemtist. 'A McAllister,' she
breathed in awestruck recognition of the artisteshe didn't need to ask
whether or not it was an original; she doubted lo¢cKenzie would
tolerate anything else in his home. 'It's beautiglie opined as she turned
back to face Logan.

He gave a brief nod of agreement. 'It's of my gfatfer's home. Can | get
you a drink?' He indicated the array of bottlesaaide-table.

Darcy was still reeling from the fact that the et stone castle in the
painting, shimmering mysteriously in the mist, adiy) belonged to this
man's grandfather. Exactly what had she got herself..?

‘A small whisky, if you don't mind,' she accepted.

'My grandfather would certainly approve of that;,doesn't believe you can
trust a woman who doesn't drink whisky!" Logan gavaight smile as he
poured the liquid into two tumblers, handing Datftg one with the least in
it.

With a name like McKenzie, this man's family mustme from
Scotland—which no doubt also accounted for Logajrandfather's
opinion about women and whisky!

Which was a pity—because normally Darcy couldrndtthe stuff; she
just felt in need of a restorative at the momeihie Whisky certainly was
doing that, initially taking her breath away, bloén it quickly gave her an
inner warmth.

'Let's sit down," Logan suggested, suiting his oasti to his words,
watching as Darcy moved to sit in an armchair actbe room from his.

Her action was a bit obvious, perhaps, Darcy ackedged, but the two of
them were completely alone here in the privacyajdn's home, and she



doubted that obsequious man downstairs would comemg to her aid if
she decided to call for help!

'‘Now do you feel like telling me what all that walsout earlier?' Logan
ventured.

She took another sip of the whisky at his remiraddearlier. 'That woman!'
she exclaimed with returning anger.

'‘Margaret Fraser?'

'Yes.' Darcy looked up sharply. 'Did you see her?'

Logan raised dark brows. 'One could hardly misstiteance of an actress
of Margaret Fraser's fame,' he drawled dryly. 'Bligve to admit, | have
no idea where she fits into the scheme of things.’

Darcy wrapped both hands around her glass of whisishing it were a hot
drink now, so that it could warm her outside aslaslin. 'She doesn't,’ she
replied with feeling. "That's my whole point!

Logan shook his head, smiling slightly. ‘As cleamaud," he responded.

Darcy gave a deep sigh. 'lt's quite simple, reatlys— Daniel Simon, Chef
Simon—'

'l know who Daniel Simon is, Darcy,’ Logan assuned

'He's going to marry her!

There, she had said it, actually had acknowledgedtiloud. And it was no
more acceptable now than it had been yesterday sheehad first been told
of the engagement.

'‘Going to marry whom?' Logan prompted, sitting fard/in his chair now.

'Margaret Fraser, of course!" Darcy answered disgis



"You can't be serious?' Logan said disbelievingly.

'Exactly what | said when he told me," she agreetrchinedly. 'But it
seems that he is.’

'But |— She's—'

'Incredible, isn't it?' Darcy went on, standingtagpace the room. 'He only
met her three weeks ago, and yet he's decided ihis weamarry her!'

‘Three weeks ago...' Logan echoed, looking thoughtiw.

'Ridiculous, isn't it?" Darcy continued. 'How caryane decide, after only
three weeks' acquaintance, that they want to sghencest of their life with

one particular person?'

'l believe it does happen sometimes,’ Logan obderdistractedly.

‘Although I'm a little surprised—Darcy, are you algely sure of your

facts?' He watched her with narrowed eyes.

'Positive,’ she said with feeling. 'Why else do yiink she's at the
restaurant this evening?'

‘'The same reason as everyone else—to eat?"'

'‘And that's another thing." Darcy kept on goindhieé Twoman barely eats
enough to keep a bird alive; a fine advertisemenafchef's wife!'

Logan's mouth twisted. 'l suppose she has to maititat wonderful figure
somehow.’

Darcy gave him another sharp look. 'Don't tell ro& §ind her attractive
too?' she said accusingly.

'‘No," Logan answered. 'l can honestly say | amgdobbone of the few men
impervious to her charms, physical or otherwise!

'‘Good," Darcy bit out flatly.



Logan stood up to pour himself another shot of Whidolding up the
decanter to Darcy, putting it down again when stumk her head in refusal.
‘Tell me, Darcy," he began gingerly, after sippatdis replenished glass.
'If— and, | have to admit, I still find it incredid to believe!— Daniel
Simonis going to marry Margaret Fraser, where does tlaatdeou?’

She shuddered. 'Out of there!" she told him witdifg, putting down her
empty glass. 'There is no way I'm going to sit bac#l just accept all this.’'
She sighed heavily. 'l shall have to move out efftbuse, of course—'

"You live with him?' Logan interrupted harshly.

'Only for the last couple of months or so," shdieelp'Since | finished uni. It
was never intended as a permanent arrangemensounswhere for me to
stay until | take up a permanent post in Septerhber.

Logan frowned. 'But | thought you worked for Chefim8n
Catering?"Again, only temporarily. I'm actually teained kindergarten
teacher." And until yesterday she had been loofangard to starting her
first real job, as such. At the moment, everytHouked too black to be able
to look forward to anything!

Logan paused, then admitted, 'I'm having troubkpkeg up with all this...'

Darcy gave him a sympathetic smile. 'The job witiefCSimon is only a
holiday job for me,' she explained. 'Oh, don't wpttrained as a chef first,
before | realised | liked working with children nat than feeding adults! |
went back to uni to get the suitable qualifications

Logan's frown deepened. 'How old are you...?"

‘Twenty-five," she answered, knowing Logan, likenmathers, had placed
her as much younger than that. She was sure agostodder that this was
going to be an advantage, but at the moment it avdyg a hindrance to
people actually taking her seriously.



He looked grave. 'Old enough to know better, tiarcy, | realise this can't
be easy for you, but what are you doing still sigyaround the man if he's
told you he's going to marry someone else?'

She blinked her confusion. 'But he isn't marrieti¢o yet...'

'‘And you intend hanging around until he is?' Logaaused angrily, putting
down his whisky glass to stride over to where gbeds and grasping her
shoulders.

'Of course,' she assured him determinedly. 'Thedimgdisn't going to be
immediately; | may still be able to persuade hinsée sense.'

Logan gave a groan. 'Darcy, you're an attractivengdady yourself—'
'I'm not in Margaret Fraser's league,’ she coudtere

'Oh, damn Margaret Fraser!" Logan snapped.

Her eyes flashed deeply grey. 'My sentiments e)actl

'Oh, Darcy...I' Logan muttered before his head ladeand his mouth
claimed hers.

It was the last thing, the very last thing, Daregllbbeen expecting, standing
acquiescent in his arms, her head starting to apirthe kiss deepened,
became more intimate. Her body moulded againghdingness of his as his
hands moved restlessly up and down her spine.

Emotions were high, Darcy's earlier anger turnim@ tpassion she hadn't
known she possessed, her lips opening beneathdrifiands beneath the
material of his jacket, able to feel the warmtthisfbody through the silk of
his shirt.

Her hair was loose about her shoulders now, Logaiing removed that
hated band that secured it at her nape, his finteeaded in the silky
softness as his lips sipped and tasted hers, baths intermingled.



She had kissed men before, of course she had,lad never been like this,
feeling as if she were melding into Logan, theidies a perfect match, her
soft curves fitting into the hard hollows of hisdyo

But it came to a sudden end, Logan wrenching histmfsom hers, looking
down at her, almost as if he were confused. 'Wimat doing—? I'm sorry,
Darcy.' His arms dropped from her as he ran thgefim of one hand
restlessly through his own hair, his shoulders haddeneath his jacket. 'l
didn't mean to do that.' He turned away. 'l brought here to try and help
you, and instead | almost ended up making loveoto ¥just— The man is
old enough to be your father, for goodness' sdikeburst out as he turned
back to face her.

Darcy took in a deep breath, barely able to thhmd, lips and body still
tingling from Logan's kisses. 'What man?' She freavher puzzlement.

'‘Daniel Simon," he said aggressively.

She swallowed hard. 'I—' She tried to think, to eember what had already
been said. But after Logan's kisses, she coulink straight at all' '‘Logan,’
she finally managed. 'l don't know—I don't seemhtawve explained—
Logan, Daniel Simois my father.’

Until just over a year ago, when her mother hadl @ditter a brief illness,
Darcy's father had been happily married to her emwttheir relationship a
very loving one.

Which was the reason Darcy was so upset at hisuamgement he intended
marrying again, to the flamboyant actress Margaraser of all people, her
off-screen affairs seeming to attract more attentltan her actual acting
career.

Darcy swallowed hard again as she saw Logan wasngtat her,

unmoving, a nerve pulsing in his tightly clenchaa j seeming to be lost for
words himself now. It wasn't too difficult to guedse reason why: he
probably believed her attitude was an extremelfiskebne. It probably
was, Darcy accepted dully. But she couldn't hegpviiay she felt...






CHAPTER FOUR
HEeR father...!

Daniel Simon was Darcyfather,and not the lover Logan had assumed him
to be.

Apparently he had announced his intention to Dafayparrying Margaret
Fraser...

This was news to Logan, although he had an ideacthild have been what
Fergus had been intending to talk to him aboutearl

'l realise you must find my attitude—selfish." Darbegan talking
self-consciously. 'l just— My mother only died juster a year ago,' she
explained in a sad voice. 'They were married foertiy-eight years.
Twenty-eight years! We were such a happy familg, tqust don't see how
my father can possibly believe himself in love wstbmeone else after so
short a time.' She looked across at Logan pleaging|

Her father.

Every time Darcy said that, Logan gave an inwandc&iabout what he had
believed to be her relationship with the chef. disvinis own fault for making
such an assumption, of course, although, to betdanmself, Darcy had
never told him her surname—and he hadn't askeddneit, either—or
addressed Daniel Simon as her father, or calledbad'!

Although, looking back, Logan could see she hackenesally stated they
had any other sort of relationship, either; he thaivn his own conclusions
about that. Completely erroneously, as it turnetli ou

The problem was, how did he now tell Darcy—?

'l think | had better go," she said suddenly, hegegnot meeting his as he
looked across at her. 'l really have taken up enadgour time.’



'‘Darcy!" He moved to grasp her arm she would haweed away, turning
her slowly back to face him.

'l know I'm being selfish!" Those deep grey eyesavgsvimming with tears.
'l just—I can't even begin to think of that womaray stepmother!" she
cried emotionally.

Logan pulled her gently into his arms, cradling &gainst his chest as the
tears fell hotly down her cheeks.

He seemed to be making a habit of this! Not thatMas complaining,
exactly, he just didn't like to see Darcy upset likis. Although, as far as his
equilibrium went, it was probably preferable to kaenriling at him.

Once again, in the taxi earlier, her smile had alnbeen his undoing. There
was just something about Darcy's smile that togkoneath away...

Which was incredible in itself. She was right wisde said she wasn't in
Margaret Fraser's league when it came to looksa# like comparing an
exotic bird to a garden robin: the actress was blayant, completely

unmissable, whereas Darcy—unless she smiled!—wioeildll too easy to

overlook in a crowd. Although Logan had no doublttéoly woman he—and

apparently his inner senses too!'— preferred.

'l know it's not much consolation at the momentydya—' Logan stroked
her back as the tears began to cease '—but | viech shoubt that Margaret
Fraser will ever be your stepmother!

Darcy straightened, wiping away the tears. 'My datis adamant that she
will.'

Logan shook his head with distaste. 'And I'm jigssare that she won't.'

Grey eyes widened, eyes that were slightly red fooying. '‘But how can
you be?' Darcy swallowed hard.

He looked serious. 'Believe me, Darcy, |I—' He brokeas the intercom
buzzed beside the lift.



After the way the evening had been cut short atrélseaurant earlier, his
visitor was likely to be Fergus—and his cousin was last person he
wanted to see at the moment. Well...probably net Itkst person, he
conceded; Margaret Fraser had to take that honour!

'Shouldn't you answer that?' Darcy prompted ashihezer sounded a
second time, self-consciously wiping away all tratéer recent tears.

'l should," he acknowledged reluctantly—becauseai$ the last thing he
wanted to do.

He needed time, and space, to talk to Darcy, tdagxpBut with Fergus
waiting downstairs, now certainly wasn't that tintexcept Fergus, if
allowed up here while Darcy was still here, wasedorsay something he
shouldn't...!

'‘Darcy, will you have lunch with me tomorrow?' leufd himself asking
quickly.

She gave him a considering look. "What for?"

His brows rose impatiently. '‘Because | want to Haweh with you!
'Why?"

'‘Good grief, woman, just say yes or no!' he barkemoyed at her delay.

'If you're only inviting me because you feel sofoy me—' she began
slowly.

'l don't feel sorry for you," he bit out terselyt l&ast...not yet. If Margaret
Fraser ever did become her stepmother, then hetrhigéve reason to
change his mind! 'l just need to talk to you, ok&g?stated firmly, knowing
Fergus would be becoming fed up as he waited davashaving no doubt
that Parker would already have told his cousin lieatvas at home!

She gave a half-smile. 'Okay.’



'‘Good," he said with relief. 'Now I'm going to takeu downstairs, put you
into a taxi, and | would advise you to go to be@&wlyou get home and have
a good night's sleep. As your mother told you, than't look so black
tomorrow." Especially as Logan intended finding ewtctly what was
going on and doing something about this situatiomsklf!

Darcy accompanied him into the lift. 'It certaidguldn't look any worse,’
she surmised.

Oh, it could, as Logan knew only too well, but nbit was handled
correctly. And he intended to see that it was!

Fergus levelled a look of cold criticism at Logé#or, keeping him waiting,
as Logan stepped out of the lift with Darcy atgice.

'l be back in a moment," Logan told him as Fergeould have spoken,
vaguely noting that Fergus did have the parcel filo@restaurant with him.
He could sort that out with Darcy tomorrow. 'l'msflgoing to put Darcy
into a taxi.' He strode out of the building, Datuogld firmly at his side,
before his cousin had a chance to make any soejpby.

Darcy turned to him before getting into the backeftaxi. "You really have
been very kind," she said almost shyly.

It wasn't a characteristic too many people woulghago him, Logan
thought wryly, but if that was how Darcy saw hine,JWwasn't about to argue
with her!

'‘Lunch tomorrow," he reminded her economically. éfe-thirty. At
Romaine’s. It's—'

'l know where it is,' she assured him, reachingtoubuch his arm. '‘And
thank you once again.’

Logan stood and watched the taxi until it disappéaround the corner at
the end of the road, his thoughtful expressionihgrrto one of hard
determination as he turned to walk back into hertmpent building.



‘Nice-looking girl," Fergus remarked as he followtkd glowering Logan
into the lift.

Logan gave him a cold look. 'She's Daniel Simoatgytiter,’ he rasped. 'But
then you already knew that, didn't you?' he addedsingly as the two men
stepped into his apartment, Logan striding straiylet to the drinks tray to
replenish his glass, taking a grateful sip befaerimg another glassful for
Fergus.

‘Thanks.' Fergus took the glass. 'Yes," he sighedding his long length
into one of the armchairs. 'l already knew thatisThpparently, is yours.'
He held up the parcel.

‘Thanks.' Logan took it and put it on the side withfurther comment.
Fergus didn't have to know everything!

His cousin sipped the whisky. 'l know we were padly brought up on
this stuff, but I'm not sure we should be drinkihgt the moment; neither of
us has eaten much this evening!

'‘Come on.' Logan came to a decision. 'I'll cookbath an omelette—and
then you can bring me up to date with exactly whaioing on!

It only took a few minutes to prepare the omeletied a salad to go with
them, the two men shortly seated at the breakistUmgan had lived on
his own a long time now, was more than capableedihg himself. And
anyone else who happened to be here. On this ocgashappened to be
Fergus.

Except it didn't really just happen to be Fergus...

He gave his cousin a sideways glance. 'Am | righbpposing that your
recent visit to Grandfather was because my mothabout to announce her
engagement to restaurateur and chef, Daniel Simon?"

His mother.

Margaret Fraser.



Although it was hard to believe—he chose not taevel it himself most of
the time!—the actress Margaret Fraser was his mothke was also
Fergus's Aunt Meg.

With that cascade of dark hair, beautiful unlinedd, youthfully slender
body, Logan knew his mother didn't look much olttem himself. But she
was, undeniably, his mother. He knew—because helitiad with the
unpalatable fact long enough!

He had been dumbstruck earlier when Darcy had arosaliher father's
intention of marrying the beautiful actress. He &ml mother had never
been particularly close, but in the past his motiet at least told him—
warned him?—when she'd intended either marryingemoming engaged
to someone. This time Logan had been taken conhpleteawares.

Although he knew Darcy, innocent of the true fabtsj misunderstood his
silence. He intended explaining everything tomormsthen they met for
lunch.

‘It was," Fergus confirmed with another sigh. 'Agodly she told him of her
plans when she visited him at the weekend.’

'‘And; because the two of us have always been clasewere chosen to
break the news to me,' Logan guessed.

His cousin shrugged. 'Ordinarily Aunt Meg would bBawld you herself.
But in this case there seems to be a— complicéation.

'Darcy,’ Logan confirmed knowingly.

'‘Darcy,’ Fergus confirmed flatly. 'Apparently sksm'i too keen on Aunt
Meg marrying into the family.'

'l wouldn't be too keen on having her marry into fayily, either!" Logan
exclaimed.

Fergus turned to give him a considering look. "Knaw I've never tried to
interfere in your relationship with Aunt Meg—"



‘Then don't start now,' Logan warned him softly.
'l have no intention of doing so," his cousin aedurim calmly.
Logan gave him a sceptical glance. 'No?'

'‘No," Fergus confirmed lightly, sipping the whiten& Logan had opened to
accompany their snack meal. 'Firstly, because ‘thare point; your

feelings on that issue are your own business. Sigoime continued as
Logan would have spoken, 'because | believe tisesemething of much
more urgency for us to discuss.'

Logan raised dark brows. 'Such as?'

'Such as how you're going to break it to Darcy j{loatre Margaret Fraser's
son? Without her hating your guts when you've fads | mean," Fergus
added.

He had been wondering the same thing himself!

'l am right in surmising Darcy doesn't have a cib®ut that, aren't 1?'
Fergus mused.

'‘Maybe if you hadn't arrived here so precipitously—
'‘Don't try and blame this situation on me.' Fergelsl up defensive hands.

Fergus was right; Logan knew that he was. He shioal@ told Darcy the
truth the moment she'd mentioned Margaret Fraag.iBhe had, he also
knew that Darcy would have looked at him with thene dislike she had
looked at his mother. And that wasn't something d&reted from Darcy. He
wasn't sure what he wanted from her, but it cestaimsn't for her to lump
him in with the same antipathy she felt towardsrhather.

He had less than twenty-four hours to think of & whtelling Darcy the
truth—without the end result being, as Fergus haititped out only too
graphically, her hating his guts!



She was late.

She knew she was late. Almost fifteen minutes,g@kact. With any luck
Logan would have tired of waiting for her to arri@ed already have left!
After the morning she had had, she didn't feelauthis meeting, too!

She had taken Logan's advice the evening befoneg go bed shortly after
getting in, amazingly falling asleep too, not ewesking when her father
had returned home at his usual one o'clock in thenimg. She had been
exhausted, of course, from all the emotional traoiitae last few days.

Not that she'd felt any better when she'd wokemreg o'clock this morning,
knowing by the sound of the radio downstairs thet father had already
been up. Margaret Fraser was sure to have tolchimr own parting shot
as she'd left the restaurant the evening before.

She had been right about that; her father was atedplfurious that Darcy
had caused a scene in the restaurant of all plHegseply, that scenes were
what Margaret Fraser enjoyed the most, had not doma too well, and the
argument that had followed had been far from pratfith the end result
that Darcy had told her father exactly what he fdalo with his holiday
job, and that she would be looking for a flat of bevn later today.

Darcy still cringed when she thought of that argatnantil the last couple
of days she could never remember being at odds hathfather about
anything. As far as she was concerned, it was aligsliret Fraser's fault!

But it was partly because of that argument withfatgver that she had been
late changing into her figure-fitting navy-blue slsan readiness for joining
Logan for lunch. Partly...

Logan hadn't left the restaurant!
She could easily see him as she entered the ratimg sit a window table.

Very much as he had done last night. Except addtiappened since she'd
spoken to him at Chef Simon yesterday evening!



Logan was looking as arrogantly handsome as evea igrey suit,
and—unless she was mistaken—the white silk shit fsdd sent to him
yesterday...

He stood up as she was shown to the table, Dartggnseveral female
heads turning in their direction as he did so. Mald those women had
been wondering—as she had last night—who would deing this
attractive man for lunch; she doubted any of thexth &pected him to be
interested in a mousy little thing like her!

Ordinarily they would be right...

'‘Darcy!" Logan greeted warmly now, indicating foetwine waiter to pour
her some of the white wine he had obviously ordevkie he'd waited for
her to arrive. 'Unless you have to work this aftem?' He quirked dark
brows across the table at Darcy.

'l am, at the moment, what | believe is known itirercircles as "resting”,’
Darcy answered brittlely.

Logan gave her a sharp look. 'l wouldn't know saie dismissively.

'Neither does my father,' she scorned. 'But | lzafezling, when he marries
Margaret Fraser, that he will very quickly find but

'Shouldn't that bd he marries her?' Logan replied hardly.
'‘Not according to my father,’ Darcy muttered wigmembered bitterness.

'Presumably, by your earlier remark, you're no @ngorking for him?"
Logan queried.

'We've decided that a parting of the ways—in a#laar of our lives—is
probably for the best. Nice shirt,’ she added dridgking at the snowy
white garment.



'Damn the shirt,’ Logan came back. 'No, | didn'tamehat the way it
sounded," he continued a little less fiercelys dtbeautiful shirt. And | don't
think | ever thanked you for it,' he admitted awkega

Perhaps he wasn't a man who was used to acceptsgnts. Probably
more used to giving them, Darcy decided.

"You're welcome.' She nodded. 'What made you chgoge mind about
keeping it?' she enquired as she picked up the madubegan looking
down the food on offer.

‘The fact that you had obviously gone to a lotroiible to get it for me," he
said quietly.

'l see.’
‘Darcy—"'

'Have you tried the lasagne here?' She looked thveetop of the menu at
him. 'l believe it's supposed to be delicious.'

'Darcy, I'm trying to talk to you,' Logan said wibar
She raised auburn brows. 'l thought you invitedoneto lunch?’
'l did," he returned sharply. 'Because we needlko t

'‘And not eat,’ she replied understandingly, clogieg menu and putting it
down on the table-top. 'Talk away,' she invited.

Logan paused. 'You seem different today someheisaid eventually.

'Do 1?' she returned in that same brittle voicerhi@ps we should put that
down to the fact that I'm a little—upset, that naghier and | are no longer
even speaking to each other because of his dedisiamarry a woman |
can't even begin to like!"



Her voice broke slightly over the last. To her inaanoyance. She was
rather tired of appearing immature and emotiondtant of this man. In
fact, she was more than tired of it!

"It will all sort itself out, Darcy,' Logan told hgently, reaching out to put
his hand over one of hers.

She looked across at him with cool grey eyes. '¥@m very sure of that?"

' am.’
'How can you be?'
His hand squeezed hers slightly. '‘Because I—'

'‘May | take your order now, sir? Madam?' The wasterod expectantly
beside their table.

'‘No, you—' Logan broke off his angry retort, dragin a deep, controlling
breath, before turning to Darcy. 'Are you readptder?'

She smiled up at the waiter to make up for Loganéyvious terseness.
'‘Lasagne and a green salad, please,’ she orderedvasnit absolutely sure
she would be around long enough to eat it!

"'l have the same,' Logan announced.
'Would you like any water with your meal—?"

'‘No, we wouldn't,’ Logan interrupted the man gmlinglaring up at him
with icy blue eyes.

‘Thank you.' Darcy smiled up at the young man agaiceiving a grateful
grin in return before he left in the direction bétkitchen.

Logan removed his hand abruptly from covering hérgalise that until a
few hours ago you were a waitress yourself," he Barshly. 'But do you
have to be so friendly with the staff?’



Hurt flared in her eyes at the unwarranted rebukaking them appear
almost silver. 'Good manners cost you nothing, bggahe returned
briskly. 'Besides, why should I ruin his day, jbstause mine isn't turning
out to be so brilliant?'

‘Thanks,' Logan said sarcastically.

Darcy sighed. Why was she even bothering to goutftrowith this?

Because she was still angry? Or because she wemtsze just how far
Logan was willing to go in this charade? The lattprobably, she
acknowledged heavily. But this whole situation westing on her already
frayed emotions.

'Logan, exactly what is it you want from me?' skeendnded suddenly,
giving up all pretence now of this being a pleasanth together. Not that
it had ever been that in the first place—on eithée!

Logan looked startled by the question, eyeing harilw "What do you
mean?'

She pursed her lips, her expression scathing. t&apng me like an idiot,
Logan," she bit out disgustedly. 'l mean, what da,Wargaret Fraser's
son, want from me?' she challenged, her eyes ghepsilver once again.

She hadn't been able to believe it this morningnyie the heat of their
argument, her father had told her exactly who ahdti.ogan McKenzie
was, demanding to know what the two of them weodtiplg together.

At th€ time, she had even been too numbed by hkerfa revelation to
defend herself properly against those accusations..

Logan McKenzie was the son of that—that woman?
Incredible as it seemed to her, it appeared that exactly what he was.

The actress looked barely in her thirties herselfl yet she had a son aged
in his mid-thirties. And her son was Logan McKenzie



Darcy had thought him so understanding yesterdayiag. Hey, she had
even thanked him for being so kind to her!

He had kissed her too. Worse, she had kissed hiin.da

But she now realised Logan had had his own reafswrizeing so nice to
her, and those reasons involved his mother!

She felt so stupid now when she thought of all tsdwe said to him, all the
things she had confided in him.

But most of all, she was angry. Furiously so. Whicls the reason she had
decided to continue with the arrangement of medtoggan for lunch today;
she wanted the pleasure of telling him to his facactly what she thought
of him!

'Well?' she challenged again at his continued sderher expression
mutinous.

He drew in a ragged breath. 'I'm not sure | knovatb say..." he finally
admitted.

Darcy bridled. 'An apology might not be amiss! Wbatearth you hoped to
achieve by not telling me the truth from the begign! have no idea, but |
can assure you that whatever it was you have faiisérably; nothing you
could do or say would ever convince me to accept yoother marrying my
father!

She was breathing hard in her agitation, more angfty Logan McKenzie
now than she was with her father. At least herdiattad been honest with
her.

Logan frowned darkly. 'Let me assure you, Daray,blgan, 'l am no more
enamoured by the idea of the two of them marryinantyou are. Until you
told me about their plans, | had no idea it washer@ossibility!

She didn't believe him. He had to be fighting hatimer's corner. Besides,
if what he claimed were really the case, once hetbme aware of the



engagement, aware of her own aversion to the oektip, he had had
plenty of opportunity to tell her the truth abous lown relationship to
Margaret Fraser. If he had wanted to. Which he @ity hadn't.

Although, she did remember he had assured hehéditdn't believe any
marriage between the older couple would ever tékeep.

'My father, a mere restaurant owner, isn't goodughdor your mother, is

that it?' she retorted as the idea suddenly oaguader, remembering
that painting on the wall in Logan's apartmenth# tastle that was the
Scottish family home. The home where Margaret Frase probably

been brought up.

Logan waved the waiter away impatiently as the gooman would have
brought their meals to the table. 'Darcy—'

‘That is it, isn't it?' she accused incredulousytlee idea began to take
hold. 'Exactly who do you think you are? More te ffoint, who do you
think your mother is? Because from where I'm stagdshe's nothing
more than a—'

'‘Darcy!" Logan's voice was icily cold now, his egpsion glacial. 'There's
nothing you could say about my mother that | havaineady said or
thought of her myself. But that doesn't mean I'ing to sit quietly by
while someone else is rude and insulting about her!

Darcy glared at him. 'In that case, you must spedt of your life
getting into fights or arguing with people; | haitanet a single person
yet with a nice thing to say about your mother!'

Logan's mouth twisted. 'Except your father, of seur

'He's just besotted,' she defended. 'Knocked sffdet by the glamour
that surrounds her." She shook her head. 'l jupe h®e comes to his
senses before he does something stupid—Iike marhen!’

'Oh, he will," Logan said grimly.



Darcy's eyes gleamed angrily. 'Because you inteethg that he does,’ she
guessed. 'l don't know which one of you | despisem-you or your
mother!'

Logan's throat moved convulsively. Whether from eangr some other
emotion, Darcy couldn't tell. And she didn't pastarly care, either.

''ve had enough of this." She threw her unusedinagn the table before
bending down to pick up her bag. 'Enjoy your meafjan—both portions
of it!" She stood up to leave.

Logan's hand snaked out and grasped her painfidlynd the wrist as she
would have walked away, looking up at her with @amed blue eyes.
'Darcy, I'm on your side—'

'l don't have a side, Logan,’ she assured him ogtteously. 'Thanks to you
and your mother, | don't even have a home any nestieer!" Her voice
broke slightly as she realised the truth of herdsor

She mustn't cry. She would not give Logan the featti®n of seeing her cry
again. As far as she was concerned she never wemsad eyes on Logan,
or his mother, ever again!

'‘Let me go, Logan,' she ordered coldly, looking dde where his fingers
encircled the slenderness of her wrist.

'‘And if 1 don't?' he challenged softly.

Her eyes returned slowly to the harsh arrogandesoface, her chin rising
defiantly. "Then I'll be forced to kick you in tishin,’ she told him with
determination.

Darcy watched as some of the harshness left hés fade replaced by what
looked to her suspiciously like amusement. No detibthat he considered
to be the childishness of her claim, she realised.



It was the spur Darcy needed to carry out her thigang her leg back
before kicking forward with all the impotent radmat burned inside her, the
pointed toe of her shoe making painful contact wibigan's shin bone.

She knew it was painful—because of the way Logadaut in surprise at
the agony shooting up his leg!

But it had the desired effect; he let go of herstyrio move his hand
instinctively to his hurting shin.

'‘Goodbye, Logan,' Darcy told him with a pert snufesatisfaction, before
turning on her heel and walking out through thetawsnt, totally
unconcerned with the curious looks that were belingcted towards her,
the confrontation not having passed unnoticed. Whiasn't surprising,
when Logan had actually yelled out his pain!

Her feelings of defiant satisfaction lasted untié gyot outside. They even
lasted while she flagged down a taxi and got inside&as only when the

driver asked her where she wanted to go that feinfs of self-satisfied

anger deflated.

Because, as of this morning, when she had toldatleer she was moving
out of their home, she had nowhé&reyo...



CHAPTER FIVE

'SHE hates my guts!" Logan informed Fergus, his coliginng arrived at his
office a few minutes ago. Logan hadn't returnednfitbhe restaurant very
long ago himself.

Fergus stayed perfectly relaxed as he sat opdasifen. 'l see you handled
the situation with your usual tact and diplomahg, drawled mockingly.

Logan scowled as he remembered Darcy's earlier faryruth, he hadn't
had a chance to be either tactful or diplomatic—lomwld he have been
when Darcy had already been well aware of exactly e was when she'd
joined him for lunch?

He had thought he'd had time to tell her the thimhself, but it should have
occurred to him that her father, or someone elsghtnjust drop that little

bit of information into a conversation before thwtof them had met today!
No wonder Darcy had seemed different when she\dearat the restaurant!

He glowered across at Fergus. 'l didn't get a ahémbandle anything—her
father must have already told her | was Margaraséir's son!'

'Poor Logan.' Fergus grinned, shaking his head.

"You don't know the half of it," he retorted.

'No—nbut I'm hoping you'll tell me," his cousin reted expectantly.
Because Logan needed to talk to someone, becansmde, he wasn't sure
what to do next, where Darcy was concerned—ondeed, he should do
anything'—he told Fergus exactly what had transpia¢ the restaurant

earlier.

'‘And then she kicked me!" he concluded slightlgrédulously several
minutes later.



Incredulous—because he hadn't really thought sheldvoarry out her
threat. One thing he had definitely learned frons third meeting with
Darcy—never underestimate her!

Logan was so lost in thought that for a couple afutes he didn't even
notice the twitching of Fergus's mouth, his cosshhérculean effort not to
actually laugh. A fight he finally lost, burstingito loud laughter. At
Logan's expense.

'She really kicked you?' Fergus sobered enoughdkecout. 'In the middle
of the restaurant?'

‘Actually it was in the middle of my shin," Logaeptied succinctly. 'And,
yes, she kicked me; | have the bruise to prov®itte out of the restaurant,
sitting alone in the back of the taxi, he had hatiance to look at his leg; a
purple bruise was already forming there.

'‘Can | have a lo— No, perhaps not," Fergus amendelde saw Logan's
mutinous look. 'l think | like the sound of your @' he murmured
appreciatively.

'She isn'imyDarcy," Logan rasped, not even sure she wouldteiketo him
ever again.

Which was a pity. He could still remember how gsbd had felt in his arms
when he'd kissed her the evening before—

Forget it, Logan, he instructed himself sternly.efiéh were too many
complications attached to being attracted to D&iayon. Complications he
intended dealing with at the earliest opportunity.

'So what happens now?' Fergus seemed to guesssitdeme of his
thoughts.

Logan pondered awhile. 'A meeting with my mothég' bit out with
obvious reluctance.

His cousin looked surprised. 'Will that do any g@od



'Probably not,"' Logan conceded. 'But it might miadeefeel better. These are
good people she's playing around with." He pautbessh went on, ‘Daniel
Simon was recently widowed; he doesn't need sombék@emy mother
messing up his life.'

'Hmm." Fergus looked thoughtful. 'l wonder—' He Kke@ff as the door
opened after the briefest of knocks.

Talk of the devil—!

Logan's gaze narrowed as his mother walked unamedunto the room, as
beautiful as ever in a fitted black suit and vilinsd blouse.

'Karen told me you were closeted in here with Fefghe said, closing the
door behind her.

Fergus had stood up at his aunt's entrance, glguadross frowningly at
Logan's set expression as he made no effort tikelvike. 'l was just on my
way to see Brice." He moved to kiss Logan's moligétly on the cheek.
‘Bye, Aunt Meg. Logan," he added evenly.

Logan ignored the warning note in his cousin's &pie had no intention of
pulling any verbal punches where his mother waseored.

'Do stop scowling, Logan," his mother snapped imep#y once they were
alone, a frown marring the cream- iness of her btbknow | don't usually
call on you here, but I've come to ask you for eeh+'

'‘Ask mefor advice?' he said incredulously; this wasn'ativhe had been
expecting at all.

Not that he had expected to see his mother hdheifirst place; if the two
of them ever did meet, it was usually by accident aot design. As in the
restaurant yesterday evening...

She gave him an irritated look as she sat dowhenchair Fergus had so
recently vacated, crossing one shapely knee oeenttier. "You seem to be
on friendly terms with Darcy—'



‘Correction, Mother, Wwas on friendly terms with Darcy," Logan cut in
coldly, having physical evidence to prove thatrfdship was a thing of the
past! 'Before she realised | was your son. Or a@&n before she realised
you were my mother? Same thing, | suppose,’ henatex. 'The end result
is that Darcy no longer sees me as a friend.' @thang else. And it was

amazing how much more that pained him than thesbron his leg!

'l see," his mother said. 'What am | going to dmgdn?' She gave a confused
sigh.

Logan couldn't hide his surprise. This was sometiiew; his mother had
never asked for his opinion—on anything'—before...

'‘About what?' he prompted harshly.

'‘Darcy, of course," she returned. 'Do try not todiduse, Logan,’ she
admonished. 'I'm sure you are well aware by nowngfengagement to
Daniel Simon. Darcy's father.'

'l believe someone did mention it to me, yes,' fasvted.

His mother's eyes flashed deeply blue, two wingarajry colour in her

cheeks. 'lf you ever showed an interest in me olif@yLogan, then | would

have told you myself! But as you don't..." She dinew ragged breath.

'Last night you gave the impression you had no vdeaDarcy was,' Logan
said questioningly.

'Well, of course the two of us have never met,llguessed who she was
last night," his mother retorted. 'l was merelyrigyto avoid a scene in the
restaurant. You see, Darcy doesn't like the iddeepfather marrying me—'

'l wonder why." He couldn't resist his tauntinglyep

His mother gave him a considering look. "You kndawgan, you were a
lovely little boy, so loving and caring. What happd to change that?'



Logan could see, by the genuine puzzlement on da, fthat she really
wanted to know. Incredible!

'Life, Mother," he bit out economically. 'Yoursg fadded hardly as she
would have spoken.

She shook her head. 'l can't believe that aftehefle years—Logan, | know
I've made mistakes in the past—'

'‘Mistakes!" Now he did stand up, moving impatientiythe coffee machine
that stood on a sidetable, pouring himself a cufhefdark steaming brew.
"Your life has had all the stability of a helterettler! And during the early
years, after my father died, when | wasn't old g/ have a say in things,
you took me along for the ride!" he concluded dssgdly.

His mother's eyes, as she looked up at him, floed#dsudden tears, and
she suddenly looked very tiny, and slightly vulidea Strange, he had
never seen her in quite that light before...

No! His mother was a consummate actress—she had mhdng the last
thirty years, both on and off screen, with thatregttHe must not be taken in
and manipulated by the role she apparently savetiénsnow.

'l know | was far from the perfect mother to yowgan, after your father
died,' she began huskily. 'But | just missed hinmg@h—'

'l missed him too,' Logan told her coldly.

'l know," she acknowledged shakily. 'l do know, ang she insisted as he
would have protested. 'But it isn't the same. lloatithe man | loved. | was
lost, seemed to lose all direction in my life. I-mkade a mistake when |
married again, | know'that,’ she admitted. 'Butalsvionely, and— There's
nothing | can do or say now that will take away plast. It's the future we
have to look to now.'

Logan looked down at her. This really was a différeole for her. His
mother had never spoken to him in this way befoeger confided in him in
this way. And he wasn't quite sure how to deal wtith



'Whose future are we talking about, Mother?' haigde'Yours or mine?"'

She looked back up at him, her gaze unwaverihgvéd Daniel Simon,' she
told him quietly. 'He's the first and only man Medoved since | lost your
father. And | would like to marry him.’

Logan shrugged. 'The last | heard, that's exadtigtwou intend doing!’
She shook her head. 'Not without Darcy's approval.’

His mouth quirked. 'Again, the last | heard—anddida't exactly use these
words, you understand?—there was about as muclteliDarcy giving
her blessing to her father marrying you as thed# el freezing over!

'l know," his mother agreed dully.

Logan gave her a probing look, still unsure ofinghis mood. Usually his
mother gave the impression she was totally in cbotrher world, and the
people in it. Perhaps that was the trouble thig tirp

'Dear, dear, Mother, don't tell me that you aremire than capable of
talking Daniel Simon round to your way of thinking@ taunted. Goodness
knew there were very few men who could resist hather's brand of

charm!

'You just don't understand, do you, Logan?' Hisheotshook her head
sadly as she returned his gaze unblinkingly. 'Dasieall for going ahead
with the marriage, and dealing with Darcy's feedifater; I'm the one who
won't go j-ed with the wedding without his dauglts@pproval.

It's no way to begin our married life together, amdll not come between
father and daughter.'

Now Logan was really puzzled. Could it be, couldegally be, that his
mother really did love Daniel Simon, that she watipg someone else's
happiness above her own...? It would be the fimst!t



His mother gave a shy smile at his obviously stdnagpression. 'Not
exactly the way you see me, is it, Logan?' sheuredtruefully. 'Maybe if
we had been closer the last twenty years or so—'

'‘As you are well aware, Mother, | despised Malc@&rater, the man you
chose to marry after my father died, preferredive Wwith Grandfather
rather than with you and him," he revealed withadite.

'l despised Malcolm myself by the time we were dbedl,’ she admitted.
Logan was surprised. 'You did?'

His mother gave a wistful smile. 'l did. Mainly laese | lost my son during
the five years we were married. Logan, why do yook | feel so strongly
about having Darcy's approval to her father magyime? It's because |
know how it feels to lose your child in those cirtgtances,' she continued
firmly. 'l lost you for that very reason, becauddhe way you felt about
Malcolm," she said emotionally. 'And although itymae too late to do
anything to salvage our own relationship, | wordt tat to Daniel and
Darcy!

Logan stared at his mother, wondering, just womdgrif he could have
been wrong about her all these years...

She looked at him with unwavering blue eyes. 'ldngeur help, Logan. |
need you to help me persuade Darcy that | realliode her father, that |
intend making him happy. Will you help me?"

Would he? Wasn't his mother, a woman he had kem@naéemotional
distance for more years than he cared to think ialasiiing him to take on
the role Darcy had already cast him in at lunchetinthat of championing
his mother?

Did he really want to champion his mother? Couldbékeve the things she
was saying to him?

More to the point, didn't Darcy already hate hinowgh...?



'Call for you, Darcy,' her grandmother called up shairs.

A call for her...?

Who from? Apart from her father, no one else knbe sad been staying
with her maternal grandmother the last couple gsgand her father only
knew because her grandmother had thought she tuggit him.

Again, it was only a temporary arrangement, Dareyimg found an
apartment to rent that very afternoon. Unfortunatéle current tenant
wasn't moving out until next week.

She ran down the stairs to pick up the receivahénhallway. 'Yes?' she
prompted warily.

'Darcy,’ Logan McKenzie greeted with satisfactidfou're a very difficult
young lady to track down.’

Darcy had stiffened as soon as she'd recogniseeblis, her hand tightly
gripping the receiver. 'Why did you bother?' shenreed coldly.

'l thought you might be interested to know thatitnhospital with a broken
shin-bone," he came back mildly.

"You're what?' she gasped, remembering all toadlivihe way she had
kicked him on the leg at the restaurant two days ag

‘That got your attention anyway.' He chuckled. (ratlly..." he sobered '...I
exaggerated slightly.'

'How slightly?' Darcy ventured warily.
'I'm not in hospital. And my shin-bone isn't broken

'In other words, it was a total lie!" Darcy camelbdisgustedly.



'Fabrication,” he corrected smoothly. 'It isn'tento call someone a liar,
Darcy.'

'‘Logan,’ she sighed wearily, 'what do you want?"

'To have dinner with you this evening,' he returligiotly.

She was taken aback at the unexpected invitatdmy?'

"You really are the most suspicious young ladybpimed dryly. 'Why not?'
The reasons for that were too numerous to go Artd.some of them were
reasons she couldn't possibly tell Logan! As ine shund him too
disturbingly attractive. As in, she dared not rha tisk of having him kiss
her again. As in—

'Oh, come on, Darcy," he cajoled at her continuledee. 'It's only dinner."'
Only dinner...

But what were the implications behind the invitafdVhat was it supposed
to achieve? Because she had no doubts that unddmaor
circumstances—such as his mother not being abouimé&sry her
fatherl—Logan would never have thought of askingdé to dinner! He
must already be aware, she had no influence witlfatieer whatsoever!
'‘Logan, my father is a grown man, an adult, pelfesaipable of making his
own choices and decisions without any help from' ke told him
decisively.

Yes?'

'Yes!'

Was he being deliberately difficult? Didn't he rsalhow much it hurt her to
be at odds with her father like this?



Apart from picking up her things from the housdlirig her father
where she was staying for the moment, the two erihthadn't spoken
to each other for two days. And this man's motha&s vesponsible for
the estrangement between the two of them.

'l don't see what your problem is, Darcy," Logad teer. 'You've got
what you wanted, by fair means or foul, so why—?"

'What do you mean?' she cut in.

'My mother has broken off her engagement to yotinei@ Logan
revealed.

'She's done what?' she gasped, suddenly feelinthégded, so much
so that she sat down abruptly on the chair bebieléeiephone.

'Yes, it's all off,” Logan told her happily. 'My th@r broke the
engagement last night.'

'Why?' Darcy breathed dazedly.
'Does it matter?' Logan replied. 'lt's what you tednisn't it?'

She hadn't wanted her father to marry Margaretefras, but until she
knew the reasons for the broken engagement shel deel no
satisfaction in its ending. If the couple had singécided they had
made a mistake after all, that -was okay, but Wetre for any other
reason- such as her own objections to it'—theragmnit okay at all. If
Margaret Fraser had been the one to break the engatg, how must
her father feel now?

'l must say," Logan continued at her silence, peeted you to be
happier about it than this.’'

But how could she be—when she knew her father bristtally miserable?

This was awful. A mess. It was a ma$ehad helped create...!



‘Then you thought wrong, Logan," she respondedd 'Aryou think I'm
going out with you this evening to celebrate—'

'l think celebration is far too strong a descriptiof my invitation," he
returned mildly. 'Admittedly, we can no longer dkria toast to the happy
couple, but—'

'How can you be so unfeeling?' she interrupted @ingly. 'l have no idea
how your mother feels, but my father is probablyaftated, and all you can
do is—'

‘Now just a minute, Darcy,’ he put in impatientlyou're the one that
wanted an end to this engagement, and now thahgoe it, you—"'

"You wanted it as much as | did," she defendedeldbat'You were the one
who thought my father wasn't good enough for yoattar!'

'l don't think | ever said that—' 'But you thougtht Darcy persisted. 'And
now it seems, no doubt with more than a little hietpm you, that your
mother is of the same opinion. How dare you presufie

'Stop right there, Darcy," Logan told her firmlymost certainly will not,’
she retorted angrily. "You made it perfectly obwdliat you were not happy
about my father marrying your mother—'

'As obvious as you did that you weren't happy almaytmother marrying
your father. Now we've both got our wish, so what gou complaining
about? You've won, Darcy,' he taunted. 'Defeateddtiagon. In fact, she's
turned tail and run!

Except Darcy didn't feel as if she had won anythinghe felt terrible! Not
that she had changed her opinion about the olderamts unsuitability for
her father, shehad just realised—uwith blindingitya—that she didn't have
the right to decide those things for another perkast of all her father.

'l think you're an unfeeling brute," she told Logagignantly.

'‘Because | won't pretend to be upset about alP'this scorned.



'‘Because you're a selfish swine!' she returnecefally.

'Does that mean you won't be having dinner with time evening?' he
queried wryly.

'Not this evening, or ever!" she cried. 'Now, it§lbexcuse me, | have to go
out.'

‘To see your father?'

'Mind your own damned business!" she shouted, befl@mming down the
telephone receiver.

He was a brute. An unfeeling swine. Didn't he da his mother was
probably as unhappy at the broken engagement dather no doubt was?
Obviously not. He was just glad his mother's engeaage to—in his eyes!—
a totally unsuitable man was at an end.

Well, they would see about that!



CHAPTER SIX
LoGAN felt like a murderer returning to the scene ofd¢hme!

Not that Chef Simon, with its warm decor, wonderdatells of cooking
food, and efficiently friendly staff, was anythitige a scene of carnage and
destruction. Logan just felt, as he walked throtighrestaurant doorway, as
if he were entering an arenal

Although, admittedly, it was an arena of his owrkimg!

He had no doubt that Darcy really did hate his gitsr their telephone
conversation earlier. But he had been the wayttbdtad for a reason.

Except he hadn't been able to resist coming héeseWening, if only to see
if Darcy had been reunited with her father. Whietd hafter all—although
she would never see it that way—been the purpo$esdtlephone call to
her earlier...

'‘Good evening, Mr McKenzie,' threaitre d'greeted him warmly. 'How nice
to see you again.'

Coming here to eat twice in one week probably éehs a little excessive,
Logan accepted, but his curiosity, he inwardly athdi had got the better
of him.

‘James," he said with a nod, after reading the ramtee man's lapel. 'My
secretary telephoned earlier and booked a tablmérFor one,' he added
dryly; this eating alone was becoming a habit!

'She certainly did," thenaitre d'assured him. 'The same table as before, if
that's okay with you?'

Why not? He was no more in the mood for company é¢iwiening than he
had been three days ago!

'Fine.' He smiled. 'And I'll endeavour to get thghuhe whole evening this
time, too,' he quipped.



The other man waved away his words of apology. emuwsin explained
that you had been called away unexpectedly.’

Thank you, Fergus, Logan thought to himself.

'Is Darcy—Miss Simon in this evening?' he casuabked themaitre d'
once he was seated, a menu placed in front of him.

For a brief moment, the other man's cheerful edficy deserted him, but it
was quickly brought under control, although hislemivhen it came, still
seemed to Logan to be slightly strained. 'She icdyts, Mr McKenzie,' he
confirmed. 'Would you like me to tell her—?'

'‘No! Er—no," Logan repeated less harshly. 'I mevetyndered if she was
here tonight, that's all. Thank you,"' he added disively.

Darcy was here! Hopefully, everything was all righth her world again.

'‘Can | get you something to drink, Mr McKenzie2 thaitre d' offered
politely.

'Whisky," he accepted tersely.
'Water and ice?"

Why didn't the man just go away and leave him @doegan complained
inwardly.

Because now that he was here, seated at this tableéad realised his
tactical error!

He could have telephoned and ascertained whetheotddarcy was here
this evening; he hadn't had to subject himselfabng here alone...! To
eating here at all!

Not that the food wasn't excellent; he just hadyéd through the whole
evening now, with Darcy only feet away in the k&ah knowing that she
wouldn't even give him the time of day if she kneswvas in the restaurant.



It was not a feeling Logan was familiar with. lretpast, he had always been
the one to sever any relationship with a womandukebeen involved with.

Except he hadn't been involved with Darcy. Notattsense, anyway...
So what was he doing here? Damned if he knew!
'No water or ice," he answered tinaitre d'.

This time Logan made sure he knew exactly what &g ordering: a fish
starter, and a steak main course!

He had no doubts, when it arrived, that it wasailalis too; he just didn't
taste a mouthful of it! So conscious was he of Ravorking in the kitchen
only a short distance away, that every time thehieh door swung open he
couldn't stop himself casting a furtive glancehattdirection.

This was ridiculous!

Why should he feel so uncomfortable? He hadn't doryhing other than
tell Darcy what was, after all, the truth. Besidéshe was back working
here, she had obviously made amends with her fatiee should be
thanking him!

Except Logan knew that she wasn't, that she thobhghtan unfeeling,
selfish brute. Or words to that effect. Why wasé& wondered ruefully, that
the person in the middle of a situation, once thilgd calmed down
slightly, always ended up as the target for botles? Because his mother
was no more enamoured of him at the moment thanyDabviously was.
She—

'What are you doing here?'

So intent had he been on his own thoughts—the peral eating
alone?—that Logan hadn't even noticed that Dardydetually come out of
the kitchen, that she had been moving from tablale chatting politely
with the diners.



Until, that is, she had obviously spotted him sgtialone at the window
table!

Logan placed his knife and fork down on his plagéke looking up at her.
"It isn't quite what | had in mind when | invitedwout to dinner, but it will
have to do," he admitted.

She was wearing the restaurant uniform of a crelaosb, teamed with a
black skirt, her hair once more secured at her nageface flushed from
her exertions in the kitchen.

Or was it anger at seeing him here?

Probably, he acknowledged self-derisively. Welkhe was surprised to see
him here, he had been thrown a little himself byimg her suddenly
appearing beside his table in this way!

'l hope you aren't about to make another sceneum father's restaurant,
Darcy,' he taunted mockingly at her continued séeriTwo in one week
just isn't on, you know," he went on. 'People wilirt coming here for the
"cabaret" rather than the food if that's the cade!looked up at her with
assessing blue eyes.

She drew in a sharp breath, seeming to be haviffiguily keeping her
temper in check.

But obviously also knowing Logan was right about het making a
scene...!

‘No, I'm not about to make a scene,’ she finalhjied. 'l merely asked what
you're doing here,' she repeated in measured toakisexgh her eyes told
a different story, flashing that dangerous silvaoar.

'l would imagine the same as everyone else,’ lhecsaually, looking about
them pointedly to the tables full of chatteringetin 'Eating!

Her hands clenched at her sides. 'But why heresmanded. 'Or did you
simply come to gloat?'



'Smile, Darcy,' he advised softly. 'People are inaigig to stare.'

'Let them,' she dismissed hardly. '‘Contrary to wioat and my father both
seem to think, | am not a Cheshire cat who smiredeanand!

Logan looked at her consideringly. ‘I would havedsawith that
copper-coloured hair, that you resemble a fox raten a cat—Cheshire,
or any other kind!"

'Logan—'

'Well, that's promising, at least," he drawleevdk expecting you to call me
something much worse than my first name," he erpthias she frowned
guestioningly.

And it was promising. After the way their telephaumversation had ended
earlier, he had winced at some of the things slghinsiay to him when—or
if—they ever met again. Logan was pretty okay wsthcircumstances!

'Do you have a few minutes?' he requested mildiigought you might like
to join me for a glass of wine,' he explained as dueptical expression
deepened.

‘Join you—!" She looked ready to explode, brindieg temper back under
control with effort. 'Logan,' she finally said eWgnif | pick up a glass of

wine | am more likely to tip the contents over ybgad than | am to drink
it!"

This was more like the Darcy he knew and— And whaifan had no idea
what. But he did know his evening had suddenlynakea sparkle, the very
air about them seeming to zing with life. One thimg had found about
Darcy: she had never bored him.

Which was extraordinary in itself, because in &lhis relationships with
women so far, intimate or otherwise, he had invdyiéound himself bored
within a few meetings...



‘That would be a waste of a good Borolo.' He pidkedhis glass and toasted
her with it before taking a sip of wine. 'This ligas an excellent wine—are
you sure you wouldn't like to join me for a gladd@'quirked dark brows.

'‘Absolutely positive," Darcy assured him betweanched teeth. 'l have to
get back to the kitchen. Thanks to you, and youther | am absolutely
rushed off my feet this evening!" she muttered trim

'‘Well, | can see that the restaurant is busy," lemmred with a glance
round at the full tables. 'But surely that's whait yvant, isn't it? | don't see
how my mother or | are involved?'

'Really?’ ThesaArcasmunmistakable in her tone, Darcy pulled out a ctair
sit opposite him at the table. 'Then I'll explamal 1?' She leaned forward,
silver gaze steady on his face. '"You obviously seldiyour mother that she
was making a mistake in marrying my father—'

T
'If you will kindly let me finish?' Darcy carefullgnunciated each word.

Perhaps he had better; she looked ready to expledsing apart, he really
didn't advise another scene in the restaurant@o after the last one!

‘Thank you,"' she accepted scathingly at his nodgséement. '‘On your
advice, your mother broke her engagement to myefatily father, in the
meantime, has decided that he needs a completk laway from

everything. Your mother. Me. The restaurant. Eveng,’ she repeated
emotionally. 'And so—'

‘Are you telling me that your father isn't in thiecken?' Logan cut in softly.
‘That's exactly what I'm telling you.' Darcy noddethly.

‘Then who—?' Logan shook his head, his gaze nadowee you also
saying you're the one that has been producingelhteals this evening?’



She seemed to bristle at his tone, sitting upgditar in her chair. 'Was there
something wrong with your meal?'

‘No, not in the least," he assured her a little zadly.

In fact, the food had been excellent. He just hadalised that Darcy could
cook like that, thought when she'd said she helpadfather out in the
kitchen that she probably peeled the vegetablesonrething. Although
perhaps—he dared a glance at Darcy's set featuhes'hadn't better
actually say that...

The fact that Daniel Simon wasn't actually in titeHen this evening also
explained themaitre d'sbehaviour earlier. Clearly, although James and the
rest of the staff were doing their best to makapipear otherwise— and
succeeding too, Logan allowed—all was not righttlie Chef Simon
kitchen this evening!

'l did tell you | had trained as a cook,' Darcy nmeded him stiltedly.

Yes, she had, but he had still thought— 'You'reyvegood,' he
complimented. 'l had no idea it wasn't your fatinethe kitchen producing
this mouth-watering food." His scallops had beemdesful, his steak
succulent enough to melt in his mouth.

‘That's probably because he helped train me," »gblaieed tersely.

'He did a good job,' Logan said distractedly. '®bere is he now?"

Darcy sat back, eyes having suddenly darkened akgmrey, her mouth
trembling slightly as she spoke. 'l have no idglag' told him shakily. 'He
didn't tell me. And | didn't like to ask.’

Logan stared at her. Twice he opened his mouthetdspAnd twice he
closed it again, without having uttered a word.

Another thing that was unusual about Darcy—shethagower to render
him speechless!



Why didn't Logan say something? Anything!

The shock of seeing Logan in the restaurant thenieng had quickly been
superseded by a desire to tell him— again!—exagtigt she thought of

him, and what he had done to her family, suchwas® Well, she had done
that. Only to have Logan simply stare across atwitdr those enigmatic

blue eyes.

This had been the most awful day. That earliepted@e conversation with
Logan. Going to see her father. Only to have hiirher that he just had to
get away for a few days, and would she take overdboking at the
restaurant while he was away. In the circumstanebst else could she
have said to the latter but yes?

Although she had tried to talk to her father abitwat situation, sure that
going away at this time would solve nothing. Butdheemained adamant
that was what he was going to do, and nothing Damyd say would
persuade him otherwise.

And so she had agreed, in his absence, to taketlozeestaurant. But that
didn't mean she was at all happy about this sdgoati

Or the part Logan McKenzie had played in it!

'Well, why don't you say something?' she finallyagped, the tension
becoming unbearable.

Logan grimaced. 'I'm not sure | know what to say.'
‘That must be a first!' she scorned.

He looked at her reprovingly. 'Insulting me ismitrgy to help this situation,
Darcy,' he admonished.

'Perhaps not—but it makes me feel better!" shehiidforcefully.



'l don't doubt that. But it isn't going to bring wofather back. From
wherever it is he's gone to lick his wounds.'

'Wounds that your mother inflicted on him!" Dar@cased defensively, her
cheeks flushed fiery-red now. 'She's the first worha's really looked at
since my mother died, and she's just thrown his lmack in his face as if it
meant nothing to her!

Logan gave her a considering look. 'Shouldn't yauehthought of that
before you threw your ultimatum at him?"

'l didn't—'

'Giving up your job with him here, moving out ofetfiamily home, isn't
issuing him with an ultimatum: her or me?' Logaasaned softly.

The flush in her cheeks faded until they were dgathite, her eyes, a dark
smoky grey, the only colour left in her face. 'Inelg—merely—' She broke
off, her bottom lip trembling so badly she couldpeak any more. 'If you'll
excuse me," she muttered, before getting up andngdder way blindly
back to the kitchen, relieved when she heard tloe slwing shut behind her,
tears falling hotly down her cheeks now, waving wawae concerned
gestures of the other staff working in the kitchen.

But she didn't feel quite so relieved when shed&ting arms move about
her, pulling her in to the hardness of what shdyesecognised as Logan's
chest. He had followed her!

‘This is becoming too much of a habit,' he saidullyea few seconds later
as a white handkerchief appeared in front of hee.fa

Darcy took the handkerchief, her sobs subsidirghasnopped up the tears.

She had tried all evening not to think about h#rdg and the reason he had
gone away, but when Logan had spoken of it just sieevhad known he was

right. Her father hadn't just gone away to escapm this heartbreak at his

broken engagement, he had gone away to get awawifeo too!



And she had taken the easy option and turned tyara herself round on
Logan...

Okay, so he wasn't exactly in favour of the maeiagither, but Darcy
doubted very much that he was in a position tomndemother to break her
engagement to Darcy's father. No, Margaret Fraaeémhade that decision
all on her own. Much as she hated to admit it, Paraversion to the
marriage might just have had something to do witt tlecision...

'‘Darcy—Oops!" One of the waitresses stood awkwajd$t inside the
kitchen, grimacing slightly as she saw Darcy in &lwg arms, and the way
the kitchen staff studiously avoided looking at nthe''m sorry for
interrupting,’ the girl said uncomfortably. "Tabdember ten liked your
creamed spinach so much they wondered if they duald some more,' she
explained.

Logan glared across the room at the poor girll taéle number ten that—'

'No, it's all right, Logan," Darcy interrupted faagry reply, pulling out of
his arms to turn and smile at the waitress. 'Givwearcouple of minutes,
okay?' she encouraged before turning back to Logegally do have to get
on with this now. I—'

'I'll go back and finish my meal,’ Logan told h&ihen I'll wait and take you
home afterwards,' he stated determinedly.

She had to admit, she didn't exactly relish retgrto her father's empty
house, having moved back there earlier this everlagiding it would be

fairer to her grandmother, now that she was to talez at the restaurant, if
she wasn't arriving back at all hours of the day might. But the alternative
of having Logan accompany her home wasn't exapggaling either!

‘This isn't a subject for negotiation, Darcy," fwdther firmly as he
obviously saw the doubt in her expression. 'Westive things we need to
talk about.'

She hadn't intended negotiating; she had been dgoisgy a very firm no
thank you to his suggestion. But one look at higheinedly set features



and she knew she would be wasting her time. Aneé tivasn't something
she had to waste this evening!

She nodded. 'l should be finished here by abouvewre

'Fine," he accepted briskly before turning on heslkand returning to the
main restaurant.

Darcy drew in a deep breath before turning to satilne four members of
staff who helped out in the kitchen each evenihlge 'show's over, folks,'
she told them. 'And we have a restaurant to rbe,aslded.

But she couldn't exactly say her mind was on whatvgas doing for the rest
of the evening, conscious of the fact that Logais waiting to take her
home. Her concentration wasn't helped by the taaf, at eleven o'clock,
Logan, his meal obviously over, came through to kitehen, making
himself comfortable on a stool at the back of tam.

Everyone else working in the kitchen had alreadpegthome for the
evening by this time, Darcy just dealing with ldesserts, doing most of the
clearing away herself too.

Logan didn't say a word, but Darcy was conscioeswhole time of his
brooding presence at the back of the room.

'l shouldn't be much longer," she told him awkwgjdkt after midnight, the
last customers gone from the restaurant now, nfdstecstaff too, just the
night's takings to deal with.

‘Take your time," he said. 'I'm not going anywhere.

Except back to her home with her! To talk, he'dlsBut what else did they
have to say to each other? She was coming to aitmgpiveren't exactly on

different sides in this situation—but they certginleren't on the same side,
either!

Much as she wished she didn't, she still remembibieedvay he had kissed
her three days ago.



More to the point, she remembered the way she isaéd him, too!



CHAPTER SEVEN

LoGAN remained deliberately silent during the drive tar®'s home,
appreciating the fact that she was tired from lestib evening's work. He
also didn't like the fact that she looked so extexidn fact, he felt more
than a little angry towards her father for leavirgg in the lurch in this way.
It was his restaurant; he had no right just goiffgike this and leaving
everything to Darcy!

'Cain | get you a coffee?' she offered once thay feached her home,
switching on the lights as she led the way to tibehkn at the back of the
house.

'No, you can't,’ Logan answered decisively. 'Yon si there—' he suited
his actions to his words, gently pushing her dowo ione of the pine

kitchen chairs that stood around the table ‘—whiteake you a cup of
coffee. You've waited on people enough alreadyaesning,’ he told her as
he began to search through the cupboards for théngsof the coffee. 'l

had no idea there was so much hard work involvedrnning a restaurant,’
he admitted, as he put the kettle on to boill.

Darcy gave a strained smile. 'Normally there wookdtwo chefs in the
kitchen each evening, but it was David's—the othexf—night off, and—"

'With your father's disappearing trick, you werk te carry the whole load,’
Logan finished for her.

‘Actually, | was going to say—and | didn't feelwas fair to David to ask
him to come in and do an extra evening,' Darcyemed.

'l don't think it fair of your father to just go aw and leave everything to you
like this, either," Logan told her crossly. 'It'®@ken engagement, not the
end of the world!" He placed a steaming coffeerontf of Darcy before
sitting down at the table himself to sip at his coup.

She looked across at him consideringly for sevieradj seconds. 'Have
you ever been in love, Logan?'



He sat back, unable to hide his surprise at thmady of her question. No
one had ever asked him a question as personaisabdtfore, not even
Fergus and Brice, and goodness knew, they weréas to him as two
brothers!

'Have you?' he finally came back defensively.

Darcy smiled, a less tired smile this time, thepitesfrom the pressures of
cooking, and the warming coffee, ~ obviously rengrher slightly. ‘Once,’
she said. 'But | don't think it counts."

Logan didn't agree. What sort of man had she oaea m love with? Had
he loved her in return? And if so, where was hehow

'l was nine," Darcy told him with a mischievous EmiAnd he was ten.’

She really was starting to feel better if she cdelase him in this way,
Logan accepted wryly.

But he wasn't; why had it bothered him so much wied thought Darcy
had been in love with someone else...?

'‘An .older man,' he returned dryly to cover his axamfusion.

'Hmm." She smiled, sipping her coffee. 'But | ddnitk it's a legitimate
basis from which to judge how my father must bdigeat the moment,’
she added with a pained grimace.

She might be right; as Logan had never been inrHoesen at the age of
nine or ten!'—he really couldn't say.

Although he was still of the opinion that his matheas no great loss to
Daniel Simon's life!

He had listened to what his mother had had towayhays ago, and perhaps
he even understood her a little better now, butmoch had happened, too
much time had passed, for him to be able to trostpdetely the things she
had said to him.



Logan shrugged. 'I'm sure he'll get over it,' hd.sa

Darcy gave him a troubled look. 'l wish | had yeonfidence. Perhaps if |
spoke to your mother—'

'‘Whatever for?' he burst in incredulously, puttdayvn his coffee-cup. 'The
other evening you couldn't even bear to be in #mesrestaurant as her!

Darcy pulled a face. 'But maybe | was wrong abaut Fve been giving all
of this a lot of thought—with my father the way tle is, | thought | had
better! And ifheloves her—'

"You said yourself that he didn't, that he coul@nttw how he felt about her
after only three weeks of knowing her,' Logan reseishher. He had known
his mother for thirty-five years—and even he wasafe that he loved her!

Margaret was his mother, yes, and as such he keeshduld respect and
protect her, but love...? He wasn't sure.

Darcy gave a heavy sigh. 'l thought this brokenagegient was what |
wanted, but now that it's happened— | just cardr ve see my father so
unhappy!

'‘Better a brief unhappiness now than a lifetimé,bEogan assured her.
Darcy tilted her head to one side as she gave mothar of those
considering looks. 'You really never have beemue| have you?' she stated
evenly.

'l simply doubt that it's a basis from which toldwa lifetime relationship,’
he dismissed hardly.

Darcy gave a start of incredulity. 'What other basithere?' she gasped.

'l have no idea—I've yet to see a successful orlahip!" Logan claimed
scornfully.



His mother said her marriage to his father had ltegapy, but Logan had
been too young himself when his father had didzktable to judge the truth
of that statement. And Margaret's second marriage heen like a
battlefield.

No, he had decided long ago, if he ever took tlestdr step himself of
getting married—and he couldn't conceive of a sibmawhere he ever
might!l—then it most certainly wouldn't be becausebelieved himself in
love with a woman. Love made you vulnerable, lefiuycompletely
exposed to the whims and fancies of the other pelseovas not a feeling
Logan ever wanted to experience for himself!

A cloud marred Darcy's creamy brow. 'l find thatywsad.'

And she did look sad. So much so that Logan founditin't like being the

cause of that sadness. 'Hey,' he chided teasigéyaren't here to discuss
how | see love and marriage. It's your father youwoncerned about,
remember?'

Not the right thing to say, Logan decided as helsamsadness deepen. But
she had been getting too close, asking him questienwould rather not
answer.

'l really would like to talk to your mother,' sheailded firmly. ‘Do you think
it could be arranged?' She looked at him with cigay eyes.

Not by him it couldn't! His mother was definitelpihsomeone he would
like Darcy to meet.

'For what purpose?' he probed guardedly.
Darcy looked perplexed. 'To be honest, | have ea.id
It's strange, but somehow | feel the fact that oth kbove my father gives us

a bond of some kind... Can you understand that@' ISbked at him
guestioningly.



Maybe. But— 'Have you forgotten that my mother Hasken her
engagement to your father?' he reminded her. 'ké#ndlact of a woman in
love!'

'‘But that's the whole point. | need to knasyshe broke their engagement,’
Darcy persisted. 'If it had anything to do with me—

'Even if it did, what can you do about it?' Logasisted, still not sure
himself that he believed his mother when she sh&l wouldn't marry

Daniel Simon, the man she professed to love, ihéant damaging his
relationship with his daughter. Because if he lveliethat, he had to believe
her regret concerning their own relationship tood/e wasn't sure he
could do that... 'My mother is a woman not easigyed by the needs and
wants of others.' He replied.

Logan didn't like the way Darcy was looking at mow, knowing he must
have given away too much of his own resentmentittetness towards his
mother.

But after Margaret Fraser had rung him this mornaopform him she had
ended her relationship with Daniel Simon, Logam's thought had been to
let Darcy know it was over, too. Darcy had respahpieedictably by going
straight to her father. Daniel Simon was the one Vilad altered the
scenario by going away in the manner that he hawyv Warcy, after
expressing deep loathing for his mother, was astonmeet her. Logan
wasn't sure he would ever understand women... €@re—most women,
he had found, were all too easy to understanda# s mother and Darcy
who were enigmas!

Darcy continued to look at him determinedly. 'Wilu introduce me to your
mother; or do | have to find some other way of nmegher?'

'Why can't you just accept that it's over?' Logamdnded. 'And be grateful
that it is!'

'Will you?' she persisted stubbornly, totally igingrhis words.



He stood up abruptly. 'No, | will not!" he roaréd/hy can't you just leave
the situation alone? My mother will carry on actitygur father will get
over his disappointment, and you—'

7 won't rest until I've talked to your mother!" Hgres flashed up at him.

Logan stared down at her frustratedly for severaglseconds. She really
was the most stubborn—

As stubborn as he was himself...?

Probably, he acknowledged ruefully, his anger isiguto fade. If Darcy
really was serious about meeting his mother—aagpeared she definitely
was!—then wouldn't it be better if he were presenén the two met?
Most definitely!

'‘Okay," he conceded frustratedly. 'I'll speak to mgther some time
tomorrow and see if she's willing to meet you. \Whit satisfy you?' It was
as far as he was willing to go, so it had bettériser!

Darcy's answer to that was to smile.

At which point Logan felt that sledgehammer hittimg chest, again totally
taking his breath away!

‘Thank you, Logan," Darcy said with warm gratituzefore standing up.
'‘Can | get you some more coffee?' she offeredegdplit

'Coffee...?" he echoed in what sounded like a gtiated voice.

She turned from filling the kettle, brows archédhless you have to leave
now?"'

Normally she was very tired when she returned fraorking in the
restaurant, but tonight she was too hyped afteetieaing's activities to be
able to go straight to bed, and would need a coofpbeips of coffee and a



short read before feeling she would be able tgpsIBat obviously Logan
hadn't had the same stimulus.

He did look rather grim, however. No doubt becaafdger determination to
meet his mother. But she couldn't help that, felas something she needed
to do.

Although, in the last few minutes, she had hadasadme revising of her
earlier opinions concerning Logan's relationshighviiis mother. She had
assumed Logan didn't want her father to marry tother because he wasn't
good enough for her. Logan's comments since agiteck here implied
something else completely; he didn't like his mothghich to Darcy was
awful. How could he not like his own mother? Andldgan didn't like her,
what chance didhehave of doing so...?

'‘Logan?' she prompted worriedly as he still madesffiart to answer her.
Just stared at her with those dark blue eyes...

He stepped forward, standing only inches away fr@nnow. 'What the
hell is it about you?' he muttered angrily.

Darcy gave him a startled look. 'What?"

Logan shook his head self-disgustedly. 'Every yme smile | want to kiss
you.'

Her eyes widened even more, and she was too stioyne admission to
step back as he pulled her effortlessly into himsaranything she might
have wanted to say dying in her throat as Loganistinclaimed hers.

He might feel an urge to kiss her every time shiéesinbut every time he
did she melted! Her legs became likejelly, the softours of her" body
melded into his much harder ones, her lips partmvgingly as the kiss
deepened.

Her hands moved up to grasp the width of his sheyaldNot that she was in
danger of falling; Logan was holding her much tightly against him for



that to happen. She just liked the feel of Logéwe, hard strength of his
body, the caress of his hands against her.

Hands that moved restlessly across her back, awdrlspine, before
searching out the soft pertness of her breasts;yDgaisping low in her
throat as he sought and found the hardened tipszaless of his thumbs
sending pleasure coursing through her whole body.

Logan broke the kiss, his lips against her thraat,ntongue seeking the
hollows at its base as he moved aside the matdrlar blouse, his breath
warm against her breasts.

Darcy was burning, yearning, wanted—she wantedningr to stop!

Logan's lips and tongue touched the creamy softob$eer breasts, his
hands trembling slightly as they moved to unbuttenfront of her blouse,
peeling the garment aside once he had done salabe of her bra easily
dispensed with too.

There was a slight flush in Logan's cheeks as l&eld down at her
nakedness. 'You are so beautiful'' he groaned glshihis hands cupping
her breasts as his lips moved down to kiss eaghtimshis tongue moving
moistly against the aching hardness.

Darcy felt weak with desire, her body hot and feslertrembling so badly
now she could barely stand up. She wanted this M&mted him naked
against her, wanted to feel the hard planes obbdaly, to caress him as he
was her.

But the first feel of her fingers moving againss Bhirt buttons seemed to
break the spell for Logan, one of his hands motangasp both of hers even
as he moved slightly away from her.

Darcy looked up at him, her eyes dark with passjoestioning why he had
stopped her.



"This is not a good idea," he grated, moving saplay from her, bending
to pick up her blouse, not even looking at herasdld the garment out to
her.

Darcy grabbed the blouse, consternation washing loeein embarrassed
waves.

What was shéoing?

With her acquiescence, it had taken Logan exacthe—glanced at the
clock on the wall—ten minutes—to have half her loést off.

What on earth must he think of her? A couple ofre@ago she had been
hurling verbal abuse at him, and yet just now—p@t—Oh, dear!

'l think 1 had better go.' Logan spoke, his expmssveary as he ran a hand
through the thick darkness of his hair. 'l—I'm gorDarcy,” he added
tersely.

He was sorry?

Darcy wasn't sure she would ever be able to look ini the face again!
Logan had kissed her as she had never been kista@ bcaressed her as
she had never been caressed before, touched tstredsad never been
touched before. He had seen her semi-naked, fagss' sake!

'l really am sorry, Darcy,' he repeated heavily.

Her blouse was back on, the buttons firmly fasteddgbr that first glance
at the grimness of his expression, Darcy found ghédn't look at him,

found herself looking anywhere but at Logan.

'Maybe you should just go," she suggested, stamsgeingly at the tiled
floor.

'Yes.'



But he didn't move. Even though she wasn't looldh@§im, Darcy could
still feel his presence in the kitchen, knew thatladn't gone.

'Please, Logan!" she finally pleaded, not sure haweh longer she could
remain standing on her feet.

'Yes," he repeated evenly. 'lI—I'll call you tomaevwroConcerning the
meeting with my mother,' he explained as Darcy éabip at him in query.

'Of course,’ she realised flatly, turning away ag&or a moment she had
thought he meant something else!

That he wanted to see her again. That the twoeshtimight be able to—

Fool, she berated herself. She and Logan camedifd@nent backgrounds,
lived in different worlds, had only been thrown étlger at all because of her
father's relationship with his mother; Logan won&Vver have looked at her
twice under normal circumstances.

Although, a little inner voice reminded her, neitloé them had known of
that connection that time in his office...!

She moistened dry lips. 'It might be better iffuture, | didn't smile at you,’
she teased huskily in an effort to lighten the éeamosphere that now
existed between them.

A pretty dismal effort it was too, Darcy acknowledg but she had to make
a start somewhere. After all, this man might—jusghty if her father and
his mother ever sorted out their differences—ong laa her stepbrother.
Now there was a sobering thought!

'Yes,' Logan agreed quietly. 'I'll call you as sam I've spoken to my
mother.'

She nodded. 'l shall be at the restaurant fromeeleclock in the morning,
preparing for the lunch-time trade.’



Logan shook his head. 'lt really is a hell of &.liAt this rate, I'll have to
make another booking with the Chef Simon outsiderggy company just
so that | can have a private conversation with you!

In the circumstances, Darcy thought it was probablyer if he didn't; their
private conversations had a way of turning into stiiimg else completely!

I'm sure my father won't be away for very longtiestold him
noncommittally. 'I'll walk you to the door, shal' she added pointedly. She
really did need some time alone!

'Let's hope he isn't,’ Logan answered her questsothey walked out into
the hallway. "You already look exhausted!

Devastated was probably a more apt descriptiom;\Packnowledged with
a sickening lurch in the pit of her stomach. Shes waving serious
problems coming to terms with what had just hapddretween the two of
them, couldn't quite believe it had happened.

And Logan didn't look much happier!

No doubt he was wondering what on earth had posddsm to kiss her at
all, let alone make love to her in the way thahld. Despite what he had
said during the heat of their lovemaking, she watsheautiful, and never
had been. Although her figure wasn't bad, warmteordely probably best
described her looks.

It was her smile that had been his undoing, Logad tlaimed in his
defence. A claim she had joked about earlier. Béiure, all teasing apart,
she really would try not to smile at him. Unlesg stanted to find herself
being well and truly kissed by him!

Logan paused in the open doorway. 'Lock the dobindeme when | leave,’
he advised. 'l can't say I'm exactly happy at tloeight of you alone in this
big house all night.’

Well, the obvious alternative wasn't acceptabliegi



'‘Believe it or not, Logan, and despite what you rhaye thought to the
contrary, because | happen to be staying here mighfather at the
moment—' she resorted to sarcasm to dispel henfsebf awkwardness
'—I've actually been taking care of myself for saimge now!

His gaze was scathing as it moved over her faten’Ton the evidence
I've seen so far, you aren't doing a very goodafall' he rasped.

Darcy drew in a sharp breath. 'I'm sure a lot aipgbe are interested in
your opinions, Logan—ybut | don't happen to be dnthem!'

'‘Lock the door anyway, hmm?' was his parting sledoie he strode over
to unlock his car.

Darcy didn't wait long enough to see him open tredoor, let alone start
the engine and drive away, slamming the front duehrind him, being
deliberately noisy as she turned the key in thk.loc

She leant weakly back against that closed door. Elawd she have let
that happen? she berated herself with a self-disgugsoan. Not only had
Logan kissed her— again!'—but he had touched hee nmbimately than

any other man ever had, too.

Every time she thought of those intimacies, Loghafsds and lips on her
body, she wanted to crawl into a corner and hidedl Ahe didn't even
have the effect ohis smile to claim in her own defence; Logan rarely
smiled, and she didn't think she had seen him laungke.

Possibly because of that unhappiness she had seetsesken him and his
mother? She simply didn't know.

Just as she didn't know how on earth she was doirfgce him again
tomorrow, this time possibly in the presence ofrhigther...!



CHAPTER EIGHT

LoGAN was not looking forward to this meeting. But idhaothing to do
with his mother being there—and everything to dthvdarcy's presence!

Logan had done as she'd asked, and telephonedthemnthis morning—at
a time he knew she would be up. After years of wiykn the theatre,
mornings were not Margaret's best times. Except hieaknew she was
filming for a television series at the moment, so hours were not quite so
antisocial; in fact, she sounded quite cheerfulmslge took Logan's call.

Logan wished he felt as cheerful. But, after aualty sleepless night, he
was feeling tired and bad-tempered. He had laickever hours thinking

about Darcy Simon, trying to fathom out why it vsee affected him in the
way she did. It did not help to improve his temg@s morning that he
simply hadn't been able to come up with an answer!

Blaming his reaction on a smile just wouldn't dor Boodness' sake, it was
only a smile!

Darcy was nothing like the women he was usuallsaetéd to: beautiful,
self-confident, emotionally independent women. Hasas only beautiful
when she smiled— and that wasn't too often whemrardhim, thank
goodness. Her self-confidence could do with alitbrking on too. As for
her emotional independence—he had lost yet anditwedkerchief to her
tears!

So why was it that he couldn't get her out of hisdnthat even last night,
when he had gone to the restaurant, it had bean igffort to make sure
everything was once again right with her world?

Then to cap it all, he had deliberately set himsplfor yet another meeting
this week with his mother—for Darcy's sake!

He closed his eyes momentarily. A pint-sized giith smoky grey eyes,
and hair the colour of a fox's fur in the rainddl his mind; a girl, moreover,
who had kicked him in the shin, and threatenechtow a glass of wine



over his head! Come to think about it, his perstifeahad been in an uproar
from the moment he'd first met her!

No doubt his secretary, Karen, in light of her vidévat his life lacked
surprise and spontaneity, would consider Darcyigredictability to be
good for him. She would be wrong! He wasn't atcalinfortable with the
twists and turns things were taking at the moment.

‘You're frowning again, Logan," his mother remarkedis side as he drove
them both to the hotel where they were to meet D&t afternoon tea,
Logan having picked her up from her apartment tarutas earlier.

'If 1 am it's because | do not appreciate beinggeal into the complexities
of your personal life," he clipped. After years afoiding his mother's
turbulent private life, he was not amused at béingst into the centre of it
in this way.

His mother shrugged. 'You arranged this meetingabonot 1.'
'‘Because Darcy asked me to, and for no other réason

'Hmm," his mother murmured thoughtfully. 'l may baasked you this
before, but—just how well do you know Daniel's datigg?'

He gave her a cold glance. 'l don't,’ he snappedned assaulted with the
memory of Darcy in his arms, of the naked softreddser body.

His mother looked puzzled. 'You told me the othay that the two of you
are friends.'

'‘Were," he corrected. 'And even then that was [mgbtoo strong a
description of our relationship. Since you came the equation, an armed
truce is probably a better way of describing howdyaviews things
between us.'

'Yet you were the one she asked to set up thisingeleétween the two of
us,' his mother said slowly.



'Only because her father didn't stay around lorgugh to do it himself!'
Logan pointed out.

His mother swallowed hard. 'l hurt Daniel very badihen | broke our
engagement.’

‘Then why did you do it?' Logan exploded.

'What choice did | have, when you refused to hef?'this mother told him
bluntly.

Logan's hands tightly gripped the steering wh&an't turn this around on
me—'

'I'm not, Logan.' She sighed, reaching out to higtduch his arm. 'I'm just
pointing out that | did tell you what | intendeding if Darcy couldn't be
talked round. Daniel wasn't willing for me to méet. And you refused to
help me..." She paused. 'There seemed no other way.

"You could have done what you usually do—blast aaray not worry who
gets mown down in the process,' he said nastily.

His mother looked at him, with a sad expressione'@ay, Logan, | hope
that you and | might be able to sit down and talerdhe past like the two
adults we now are. | said "one day", Logan,' skerted firmly as he would
have made a deriding reply. 'So," she asked bridRpniel tells me that
Darcy is a level-headed, kind-hearted young ladyat’ your opinion?"

Logan was so taken aback by the unexpectedneke gliestion that, for a
few moments, he wasn't able to formulate an and#esn when he did, it
wasn't an answer he could give to his mother! Beeéwe found Darcy
tempestuous, not level-headed, and as for kindidrbar! Anyway, the

state of Darcy's heart, kind or otherwise, was ¢bmg he didn't want to
know about!

'My opinion is that you wait until you meet her gndge for yourself," he
replied noncommittally as he drove down to the besd car park of the
hotel.



Maybe having his mother around for this meetindwidarcy wasn't such a
bad thing after all, he decided, after taking ameklat Darcy as she sat in
the hotel lounge waiting for them to arrive.

Why had he never thought her beautiful? Today, loright red trouser
suit—that should have clashed with that vivid rearhbut somehow
didn't—teamed with a black blouse, both fitting henderness of her body
perfectly, and her hair loose and gleaming downeiloshoulders, her eyes
huge, lashes thick and long, blusher colouringcheeks, a bright red gloss
on her lips, Darcy was absolutely gorgeous!

In comparison, his mother had played down the darisuality of her own
beauty, wearing a demure grey skirt suit with ecllalouse, even her
make-up was less pronounced today; she wore olngyhablusher on her
cheeks, and a pale peach lip-gloss.

Logan had no doubts that both women had made ttemsges -to their
appearance in expectation of meeting the otherndither he didn't give a
care about; she played a role so often it wascditfito know with her what
was real and what wasn't. But the effect on Logénthes totally
different-looking Darcy was one of stunned silence.

Making him fully aware that it wasn't only her seslthat could render him
speechless!

Maybe he could just introduce the two women and enhis excuses?
Because he wasn't sure he could actually sit atle,his mother on one
side of him, and Darcy on the other, looking theywaat she did, and
behave normally!

But, the introductions over, instead of making éxsuses and leaving, he
found himself sitting down with the two women, eagreeing to take tea
with them when the waiter came over to take theded

Will-power, Logan, he told himself disgustedly. €@+ wherever was it?

But he very quickly realised as the two women labkerily at each other
that it was going to be up to him to break thisiahiawkward silence.



'Were you busy at lunch-time today?' he asked Demayersationally.

She seemed relieved to speak to him, hardly seetming able to even look
at Margaret. 'Not too bad.'

Logan wasn't altogether sure he believed her; sthéosked very tired to
him. 'Have you heard from your father?' he asked.

'‘No," she answered flatly, shooting his motheriefbook beneath lowered
lashes.

Obviously she was wondering if Margaret had heanchfDaniel Simon,
Logan realised disgustedly. Well, if Darcy waswing to ask her, he was!

He looked at his mother with narrowed eyes. 'Whauayou?' he pressed.

Margaret Fraser took her time answering, crossimggsbender leg over the
other, before looking up at him with unemotionaldkyes. ‘Logan, I— Ah,
tea.' She smiled up at the waiter as he begarate pea things on the table
in front of them.

The young waiter—predictably!—couldn't take his £ péf Margaret as he
went about his duties, obviously wondering if theally could be the
beautiful actress Margaret Fraser, but he was ttitefo actually ask.

Logan viewed the young man's reaction with a tptglndiced eye. He
had been seeing this reaction to his mother's lathkss life, had found it to
be the height of embarrassment when introducingtdieschoolfriends,
followed by university friends—the fact that shesvwedd enough to bieir
mother making no difference! Old or young, men wadveays bowled over
by the way his mother looked.

Darcy, he could see, looked slightly green as &terated the young man's
response to Margaret Fraser.

'Shall | pour the tea?' his mother offered liglahce they were alone again.

She could damn well answer his question, was wietesuld do!



'‘Go ahead," he told his mother dryly. 'And whileiye at it, tell us whether
or not you've heard from Daniel.’

Was it his imagination, or did his mother's grasphe teapot tremble
slightly as he repeated the question...?

If it did, she quickly brought it back under corfrgraciously leaning
forward to hand Darcy her cup of tea. But Loganmidsoled for a minute;
his mother might be a wonderful actress, but hekmaavn her too long to
be taken in!

'Well?' he pressed again once she had given himwrscup of tea.

His mother gave Darcy a small smile. 'He was likis tas a child, you
know,' she remarked. 'Dogged!" She shook her Hdachad learnt to walk
by the time he was nine months old, could talkhgyttme—'

'Mother!" Logan interrupted her, heated colour be hardness of his
cheeks. 'I'm sure Darcy has absolutely no intendstaring when | walked,
talked, or, indeed, any of those other normal ttuttl achievements!

His mother raised dark brows. 'Is it my imaginatowrare you a trifle tetchy
today, Logan?'

A trifle—! One day he really was going to wring hexck for her! 'No, it
isn't your imagination, Mother," he bit out througitted teeth. 'As | have
already explained to you, | do not appreciate bemagged into this mess!

‘Then, my dear Logan," his mother returned calmlyting one slender
hand on his arm, 'why don't you just leave Darcg hto it? I'm sure we

both appreciate the fact that you're a busy maanleasily get a taxi back
later. I'm sure we can manage without you—can'tmedear?' She turned
to Darcy.

Logan also turned to Darcy. He was only here bexatiber, and he didn't
appreciate being dismissed by his mother as if aBeevgome errand boy
who had completed his job! If Darcy now did the saimng—!



Darcy pulled a face. 'I'm sorry, Logan, | reallgt think... Of course you
must go. I'm sure you have other things you neetbto

'Fine." He slammed his teacup down on the tablerbestanding up. 'I'll
leave, then." Without waiting for further commerdrh either of them he
turned and strode out of the hotel.

To blazes with the pair of them! He had done axphad asked him, his
mother had accepted him accompanying her to thal,hestd now he had
been dismissed by both of them!

He was so angry he almost forgot he had driven, llea¢ his car was still
parked in the basement of the hotel. Which onlyesrto increase his
anger; between the two of them, his mother and Yarere making a
complete mess of his ordered life—and him!

* % %

Darcy watched Logan leave with a certain amoundisfay, concerned
that he had left in a temper, and not exactly helig the idea of being alone
with his mother, either. But, by the same toker, ghin't think the two of
them would talk frankly with Logan present, whiclasvsomething they
needed to do.

'l shouldn't worry too much about Logan," his motbet gently into her
thoughts. 'He has a hot temper—which he hates. rLdif@s to be in
control, you see,' she explained affectionatelyt'B temper is often
something beyond our control. However, as | sad;tdvorry, his temper is
hot, but it quickly goes cold again.'

It seemed quite strange to be sitting here disngdsogan with someone
who knew him so intimately; not only did Margareatokv when he had

walked and talked, she had also been the one éd@ahis every need as a
baby. It was hard to envisage a totally helplesgalno..!

'I'm not worried," she assured Margaret. 'I'm gubit sad that he seems to be
angry with both of us.'



His mother laughed. 'I'm used to it; Logan has kee®gry with me most of
his life, for one reason or another. But | can lsee it would be upsetting
for you,' she said almost questioningly.

Because she wondered just how close Darcy and Lwgaa..?

Darcy fished she knew the answer to that herselét hight— Better to

forget last night, she instantly berated herselit &en today, Logan had
telephoned his mother and set up this meeting,aasyChad asked him to,
had driven his mother here. That didn't seem lieedctions of a man who
was completely indifferent to her.

She had even dressed up today, was wearing more-upethan she usually
did, in the hope of showing herself in a differgitt to Logan. Too often he
had seen her as a weeping mess, or hot and tioed \frorking in the
kitchen; she had wanted to show him that she walsvétys like that. For all
the notice he had taken of her chic appearance &lta might as well not
have bothered!

Darcy gave a dismissive shrug. 'He's been very  kisde answered
Margaret Fraser noncommittally.

'Hmm, most unLoganlike," his mother offered thotiglht. 'Oh, don't

misunderstand me, Darcy,’ she continued. 'l think son is a pretty
wonderful man: kind, caring, considerate, very mtlghgentleman. It's just
that, usually, he tends to hide it very well.'

Darcy couldn't help it; she smiled. It was suclaeaocurate description of the
man she had come to know this last week that shidicdbdo anything else.

Logan was all of the things his mother said he \&ad, he really didn't like

people to realise that.

‘That's better." Margaret smiled back warmly, lagriorward to pick up the
plate of delicacies that had arrived with their. tekave a cake, Darcy,' she
invited. 'We can both think about our waistlinestorow!'



Margaret Fraser didn't look as if she needed toktl@bout hers at all,
slender but shapely. But then, neither did Daraynmadly—so she took one
of the offered cakes, a nice gooey, chocolatey one.

'We couldn't do this in front of Logan," Margaremntinued before biting
into the chocolate eclair she had chosen. Theiagly no way of eating a
fresh-cream cake with any degree of ladylike deltashe said, before
dabbing with a napkin to remove some of the excesam from her mouth.
'l love your father very much, you know, Darcy.’

The remark was so unexpected Darcy almost chokexd®r second bite of
chocolate cake! They had been talking about waesliand cakes, for
goodness' sake; where had that last remark conmefro

She looked across at the older woman, finding Matgi@oking straight
back at her, her gaze steady and direct, all pcettally gone as that gaze
revealed the full extent of her emotions.

This woman really did love her father...

Darcy swallowed hard before moistening her lipsagén asked you a
guestion before he—Ileft,’ she began slowly. 'Do koow where my father
is?'

Margaret's gaze didn't waver. 'Yes.'

Darcy's breath left her in a relieved sigh. 'Iokay?’

Again Margaret met her gaze head on. 'Yes.'

Darcy nodded. 'That's all | need to know.'

Margaret smiled slightly. '‘Can you imagine Loganegqting my answers as
easily?'

'‘No," Darcy answered honestly. 'But then, he doésiwve the same interest
in my father's welfare that 1 do.’



'‘No."' Logan's mother sighed. 'Logan’s interestpdahately, is much closer
to home. | made a bad second marriage,’” Margatatged at Darcy's
guestioning look.

She frowned. 'l don't think—'

'It's relevant, Darcy," the older woman told heretjy. 'Logan was eleven
when his father died, twelve at the time | rema¥rianot a good age for any
boy to be presented with a stepfather!" She loskeld 'More to the point, he
disliked-'Malcolm intensely. What | wasn't aware fafr some time, was
that the dislike worked both ways. My husband Migowithout my
knowledge, was an absolute brute to Logan. So readhat when he was
fourteen, Logan informed me that he hated my huskamd me, and moved
to Scotland to live with his grandfather. It toole meveral more years of
being married to Malcolm before | realised exaetlyy Logan had gone.
By which time our own relationship had been irrealdy damaged. He's
never forgiven me,' she concluded sadly.

Darcy really didn't think they should be discussirgyan in this way, and

yet a part of her wanted to know, wanted to try &tlom what made

Logan the man that he was. The things Margaret tblt her already

answered some of the questions she had about hémwilingness to help

her, for one thing; he obviously knew exactly wélag¢ was going through at
the thought of her father's second marriage.

Except, because of the little time she had spékintato her, Darcy didn't
think she was going to hate Margaret Fraser...

'He was a child still," Darcy excused Logan's b&hav

Margaret shook her head in disagreement. 'Adulthoofbrtunately, hasn't
changed our relationship. As far as Logan is corexgr| let him down
when he needed his mother the most.' She staredy Dight in the eye.
'Which is precisely why | won't come between yod gaour father.’

Darcy had already realised that. But she wasn'thiid Logan had been at
his mother's remarriage; she was twenty-five yettsfar too old to have



any say in her father's life any more. Besides, timat her initial shock at
the idea had dissipated, maturity meant she sicgajdn't be that selfish.

'‘Daniel told me that, if the two of us ever methe right circumstances, |
would like you,' Margaret said hesitantly. 'He wight.'

Darcy drew in a shaky breath. 'He told me the sdnmg about you,' she
admitted gruffly. 'And, again, he was right. Whesuynext speak to him,
would you please tell him—?'

'Why don't you tell him yourself?' Margaret suggestvarmly. 'After he
telephoned me yesterday I— It was very difficultemLogan called for me
earlier. You see—your father is at my apartmentycipa she admitted
awkwardly. 'l couldn't bear it when | knew how degpset he was, and so

'It's all right, Margaret,” Darcy cut in happily.nd it was—she was just
relieved to know where her father was. 'Does henktiee two of us are
meeting this afternoon?’

'l didn't tell him," Margaret confirmed. 'He woybdobably have insisted on
coming with me if | had, and— Can you imagine Ldgaeaction to that?'
she said knowingly.

After witnessing the way he behaved towards hishemptand hearing his
anger directed towards her father—yes, she coutdjiine only too well!

'Do you think my father is likely to suffer a heattack if | arrive back with
you now?' she prompted lightly.

'Probably." Margaret laughed softly. 'But he'llakly get over that when—'
She broke off.

'When...?' Darcy prompted.

Margaret gave a small smile. 'l was being presumyspjumping two steps
ahead.’'



'‘Because you believed | would give my blessing oarymarriage to my
father?' Darcy easily guessed. 'That isn't beimgymptuous, Margaret; |
should never have objected in the first place. BEf'/gou were absolutely
awful—which you aren't,’ she added hastily.

'l wish you could convince Logan of that,” Margatetd her almost
wistfully.

Logan!

It wasn't just a possibility now that he might bex ktepbrother—it was a
fact!

How on earth was he going to react to knowing tfvat.



CHAPTER NINE

LoGAN had no idea what he was doing standing outsideritrance of Chef
Simon at eleven-thirty in the morning!

When he'd left his mother and Darcy at the hotsktgrelay he had been
absolutely furious at what he deemed to be themdisal of him, had had
no intention of talking to either of them agairtive near future. But as the
hours had passed, and he hadn't heard a word ftioen ef them, that anger
had changed to a burning curiosity.

Had the two women ended up hating each other, dthey actually come
to some sort of truce? He could perfectly well ustind if Darcy disliked
his mother, but he would find it most unlikely thas mother could have
disliked Darcy; apart from the fact she had kickesh in the shin, and
threatened to throw wine over him, she was far n@m® for anyone to
actually dislike!

Apart from the fact—!

Logan stopped that thought. Knowing Darcy had adstanever been dull.

But if the two women hadn't ended up hating eatlemtthey must have
reached some sort of agreement over the situatiod.Logan wanted to
know exactly what that agreement was.

But he wasn't curious enough to put himself throagbther meeting with
his mother. So he had come to the restaurant imeawhen he knew it
wasn't actually open, but Darcy would be busy mkhchen preparing for
the lunch-time trade.

He could see someone moving about inside the clossturant now,
although, with the room still unlit, he couldn'taally see who it was.

Oh, well, faint heart, and all that—

No, that wasn't right, he thought darkly. He wabkate to win Darcy; he just
wanted to know what was going on.



His initial knock on the door heralded no respores®] so he knocked
louder the second time. This time there was thedai movement inside,
the key turning in the lock seconds later, the bhblfted back, before the
door slowly opened.

'I'm sorry, but we don't open until— You!" Daniein®n's polite smile
faded rapidly as he incredulously recognised Logan.

No more incredulously than Logan recognised therotian. He had been
expecting to see Darcy, or maybe one of the waigshe certainly hadn't
expected to see the owner of the restaurant, Zaoey father, opening the
door!

Logan's mouth twisted mockingly. 'You're back, thee said derisively.

Daniel Simon raised blond brows. 'Obviously," havded.

'‘And not before time,' Logan responded harshlytcipaas been run off her
feet in your sudden absence,' he added critically.

Daniel Simon's mouth tightened. 'l believe thdiesveen my daughter and
myself.'

'l disagree. You—'

'Logan, exactly what is it you want?' the other nrdarrupted curtly.

He drew in a sharp breath. The last thing he hae&rd had been to be
confronted by Darcy's father. But, neverthelessyagn't about to be put off
doing what he had come here to do.

‘To speak to Darcy,' he told the older man abruptly

Daniel Simon nodded, opening the door wider so-thaigan could enter
the strangely quiet restaurant. 'She's in the &n¢hhe supplied shortly.

'Oh, and Logan...?" he said as Logan strode pastohi his way to the
kitchen.



Logan stopped, turning slowly. 'Yes?' he replieogantly.

The chefs expression had softened. 'Don't do oasghing to upset her,
hmm?' he suggested, his tone implying Logan woalatthim to deal with
if he did so.

'Me upset her—!" Logan exploded. 'l like that! Inddbelieve I'm the one
who only days ago calmly dropped the bombshelisfémarriage on her
over the breakfast table. Neither am | the one—'

'‘Logan, again, that is between Darcy and mysel§hiBl Simon said
sharply. 'But while we're on the subject of yourthes—'

'We weren't,' Logan told him flatly, his hands dked at his sides. He was
beginning to wish he had never met any of the Sifaarily!

The other man wasn't about to be put off. 'Yeswere,' he insisted firmly.
'‘And isn't it time you gave her a break? Or do ydand to hold it against
her for ever that she made a mistake in her sec@rdage?’

Logan's mouth thinned angrily; how dared his motiiscuss him—and
his feelings!—with this man? 'What was it you si@dne a few moments
ago?' he returned icily. 'l believe that is betwegnmother and myself!'
With one last glaring look at the older man Logantmued on his way to
the kitchen.

Darcy was standing with her back towards the dooemwhe entered the
kitchen, working at one of the tables in the cewnfré¢he room. The door
closed with a swishingnoise behind him alerting teethe presence of
another person.

'‘Could you bring me some eggs from the fridge?' ablkeed without
turning.

There was a large refrigerator against the walatsdistance from the
door and, after a brief look inside, Logan was dbldéocate a box of a
dozen eggs, moving to place them down on the taddede Darcy.



‘Thanks. —' She came to an abrupt halt, havingddaip and seen Logan
standing beside her. 'I'm sorry, | though you wayefather..." She gasped,
colour instantly brightening her cheeks.

Logan's expression tightened at the mention ofdtber. 'Hardly,' he said
sardonically. 'When did he get back?'

‘Last night,” she answered awkwardly. 'l—do you dnif | carry on
preparing this?' She indicated some concoctionasi®econstructing in a
saucepan. 'Only we need it for lunch, you see, dnd—

'‘Darcy, you're waffling,’ he interrupted, glad teessomeone else being
disconcerted for a change; he had been taken pyiseiso many times the
last few days, and it wasn't an emotion he was odatle with.

‘Actually..." she smiled slightly "...it's a lemoreringue pie. Not a waffle,'
she explained.

'Very funny,' he returned dryly, leaning back agaihe table. "You seem
happy today?"

After all, the fact that Daniel Simon was back is testaurant did not mean
that everything was back to normal ...

'You've seen my father?' She was busy separatug remw.

Very efficiently, too, Logan noted. 'He was the omko let me in," he
explained. 'lIs he back for good, or just until yw@n get someone else in to
help you?'

Which didn't fool Darcy for a moment, he could sae,she gave him a
knowing sideways glance. Buthenwas someone going to tell him exactly
what was going on?

Darcy picked up a saucepan and placed it on tha@dtet deftly adding the
ingredients she needed. 'Why don't you just askt wba really want to
know?' she mused.



Because, after arriving here and finding Daniel @imback at the
restaurant, Logan wasn't a hundred per cent sukadwe what that was any
more!

He gave Darcy a considering look. 'And just whagmmithat be?' A
wonderful tangy smell of lemons came from insideghucepan now as the
ingredients heated.

Her mouth quirked. 'Did your mother and | manageyéd through tea
together yesterday without scratching each otleges out!

'Well—did you?' He leant back against one of thiehen units, arms folded
across his chest as he waited for her answer.

Again Darcy gave him a sideways glance. 'I'm happgport there are no
physical injuries,’ she finally answered.

Except to his pride, it seemed; his feelings oihngea dismissed servant
yesterday, when assured by both women that thelyl ctanage without
him, had not abated!

He nodded abruptly, that same pride precluding hsking for more
information on how that meeting between Darcy aischiother had gone.
'‘And your father?' he pressed. 'Exactly where @id¢dme from?'

'l didn't ask," Darcy answered quietly, still bystirring the contents of the
saucepan.

"You didn't—! Whyever not?' Logan exclaimed.

Given the same circumstances, it would have beefirdt thing he would
have wanted to know!

She shrugged. 'Because it's none of my busineasisfi8d with the
consistency, she put the hot saucepan on a rdekttoe contents cool.



Logan didn't agree with her. But one look at hdedwrinedly set features
told him it would be useless to pursue the poirtrdy could be as stubborn
as him if the occasion merited it.

He drew in a deep breath. 'Okay,' he said taw's try this from another
angle. What—?' He broke off as a buzzer soundenhdéiim.

'Excuse me for a moment, Logan.' Darcy moved defibyind him to open
an oven door and take out a dozen or so indivigaatry cases. 'Perfect,’
she said with satisfaction after checking the gastr

Logan frowned as he watched her. 'Are all the desseade on the
premises too?"

'Of course.' Darcy gave him a scandalised looky ‘émef who has pride in
his—or her—work wouldn't dream of serving boughésets.'

Despite the fact that Darcy had chosen to movedifferent career, it was
rapidly becoming obvious to Logan that she wasadlgtan excellent cook.
Coupled with her immense loyalty and warmth of peadity, that meant
she was going to make some lucky man a wonderfel one day—

Where on earth had that come from? What did iten&tt him what sort of
wife Darcy was or was not going to be?

'‘Could you just excuse me for a few minutes whijgut on the electric
beater to whisk up these egg-whites?' Darcy deW@h wait for his answer,
pushing the switch, the noisy drone of the beataking it impossible to
make further conversation.

Not that Logan particularly minded—he was stillrstad by the strange
direction his thoughts had just taken!

He had come here today simply to put his mind stt eencerning Darcy's
meeting yesterday with his mother. Well, he cowdd that Darcy looked,
and sounded, just fine, so he had no further retsetay.

Except, she hadn't really told him anything...



‘There.' The silence in the kitchen was gratifyasgDarcy switched off the
beater. 'Now, can | get you a cup of coffee?' sligad lightly. 'l can finish

the lemon meringues in a few moments,' she explagasily, smiling at
him brightly. 'Oops.’ She grimaced as she obviowssw the way his
expression tightened. 'l forgot I'm not supposesitde at you!'

Logan could have kicked himself for so plainly riag to that smile that
Darcy couldn't help but notice it. It was time tw gimself out of here. And
stayed out!

'l pass on the coffee, if you don't mind," héuszd coldly. 'l only wanted
to confirm that there were no repercussions fromr yoeeting yesterday.'
He moved away from the work unit. And Darcy. 'Exteilyg appears to be
back to normal,’ he pronounced.

In fact, everything was so normal—Daniel Simon backis restaurant,
father and daughter obviously reconciled—that Logas decidedly in the
way.

How he felt it!

Darcy looked at him with dismay now. Without Logahélp in meeting his
mother—albeit reluctantlyl—the situation betweem fegher and herself
could still be termed as one of armed warfare. [East she owed Logan
was a cup of coffee. At most, she probably owed amexplanation of
exactly what had taken place yesterday after tpardere from the hotel. In
fact, it would probably be better—for everyone!-siife were the one to tell
him that!

'Please stay for coffee, Logan,' she pressedliiéady made, | only have to
pour it." She indicated the perculator of coffeegéept hot on one of the
worktops.

As she watched him, it was obvious Logan was haaim@ner battle with
himself. No doubt a part of him was still angry hhoth Darcy and his
mother. But the other part of him, the part that bampelled him to come
here at all today, really wanted to know what wamg on. As his mother
had already stated, Logan was not a man who felfatable when he



wasn't one hundred per cent in charge of a sitnaéind this one was well
out of his hands. More so than he could even inegin

'‘Okay. Coffee," he finally agreed tersely. 'Butaht stay long,’ he stated
determinedly as she moved to pour the steaming Imewtwo mugs. 'l
have a luncheon appointment at one o'clock.’

In other words, get on with it, Darcy, because #iiready wasted enough of
my precious time on this ridiculous situation!

Which was probably fair enough, she conceded rlyefalit another part of
her couldn't help wondering who his luncheon appoemt was with. It
wasn't one of the business lunches he occasiohalty at his office; she
would have seen the booking for that. Which suggktwasn't a business
lunch at all...

So could his one o'clock appointment be with a waPha

After all, Logan might have kissed her—more tharcesrbut those
occasions had been spur-of-the-moment things ahthaaulmination of
having spent an evening together. Which meant theght already be a
woman in Logan's life...

Somehow Darcy found the thought of that an unplgagae. As were her
thoughts of Logan dining with another woman. Logaending time with
another woman. Logan kissing another woman. Logdred with another
woman...!

That last vision made her feel physically sick!

Indeed, she was so shaken by it, she had to pmdtlys of coffee back on
the work surface, her hands shaking so much shenagenger of spilling
the hot liquid all over the floor if she attemptiedcarry them over to the
table where Logan sat waiting for her.

When had it happened?

Whyhad it happened?



Because she had just made the earth-shatteringveéise—for her!l—that
she was in love with Logan McKenzie. The very lastn she should ever
have fallen in love with...!

What had she once so scathingly said to Logan coimge her father's
feelings for Margaret Fraser? How can anyone pbsll in love in just
three weeks; she seemed to have done the samehtnsg)f where Logan
was concerned, in only a few days!

Oh, dear, he must never know of it, never evenrbgiguess how stupid
she had be—

'l thought you said this wasn't going to take Idnggyan snarled now at her
delay in producing the offered coffee.

Darcy drew in a deep controlling breath before pigkup the coffee-mugs
and walking over to the table. After all, she midtgve just made a
discovery that was in danger of rocking her whoteld; but Logan wasn't
aware of it. And he must never be!

She simply couldn't bear it if Logan were everdalise how she felt about
him. From what she already knew of Logan, anddwesirigs regarding love,
he was likely to run a mile if he even half guestted she was in love with
him. In the circumstances, that just wasn't possibl

'Biscuit?' she offered, not quite able to look iat lget, suddenly shy in the
realisation that if she never saw this man agaewsbuld be absolutely
devastated.

Although again, in the circumstances, that wasry \ikely, either. But to

watch him through the years, perhaps even witnessrtaking one of those
loveless marriages he had talked about, was sgoehg to be even more
painful than never seeing him again?

Darcy sat down abruptly at the table opposite ow could she have been
so stupid as to fall in love with Logan, of all pée?



'‘Apparently not," he dryly refused her offer ofiaduit, his gaze mocking
now. 'So, what did you think of my mother?

Attack always seemed to be Logan's own form ofriedeperhaps it would
be as well if she were to adopt that attitude herseards him in future.

She straightened, looking unflinchingly into theakery of those deep blue
eyes. 'l thought she was gracious, charming, olsiyorery beautiful—'

'Let's forget the general—totally unknowledgeableensensus, shall we?"
Logan interrupted harshly. 'What did you think arP His gaze was
narrowed now.

Darcy hesitated. 'You aren't going to like this...'

His mouth twisted. 'She took you in!" he realisedrsfully. 'She gave you
the forlorn, poor misunderstood woman act, and Y@l for it!' he
exclaimed with a disgusted shake of his head.

Darcy bit back her own angry retort with effort.eltwo of them ending up
in a slanging match, over something of which they labsolutely no
control, was ridiculous.

'Not completely,’ she assured Logan.

The two women might have eaten cream cakes togéitesrgiggling
schoolgirls, Darcy might have accepted that Margaraser did genuinely
love Darcy's father, but that did not mean she Wwagmte capable of
knowing the other woman had her faults, that she faafrom perfect. Or
did he think that, as his mother, Margaret Frakeukl be? It wasn't a very
realistic view if he did believe that. Even Dara§yo absolutely worshipped
her father, didn't expect him to be infallible.

Logan gave an impatient shake of his head. 'l tehiéve you let her fool
you," he said almost angrily.

Darcy leaned forward over the table. 'Logan, whaidlor didn't think of
your mother is not important,’ she told him softliyisn't my opinion that



counts,' she reasoned, having come to that condusli too painfully
herself over the last few days.

He didn't look convinced. 'Don't tell me, your fatheven though she's
broken their engagement, still thinks she's wondgrf

'My father," she began slowly, 'is far from thepstuman you take him to
be." And far from the besotted widower she hadelelil him to be, too!

She and her father had talked long into the nidier aDarcy had
accompanied Margaret Fraser back to her apartmedtDarcy was utterly
sure now that he knew exactly what he was doirgg, e loved the other
woman in spite of her faults. As the actress obslploved him in return.

She moistened dry lips, swallowing hard beforelsgan speaking, aware
even now that, at almost twelve o'clock, her fatbleould really have
returned to the kitchen by now, that he was deditedy allowing her this
time alone with Logan. 'Logan, the engagement ig wauch back on," she
informed him gently. 'In fact, the two of them @@ng to be married—'

"You can't be serious!" he cut in incredulously.
'Perfectly,’ Darcy affirmed.

He gave a disgusted snort. 'That is not a wordelr eégsociate with my
mother!'

Darcy sighed, wishing there were some way she cbeld alleviate the
pain he had known in the past that had causeddfeet this way about his
mother. But at the same time knowing, as Margarasét did herself, that
until Logan was receptive to what she wanted totesaym concerning the
past, that she, and Darcy, would be wasting theiati.

'‘Nevertheless, the two of them are going to be ie@ftrshe continued
determinedly.

His gaze was glacial now. 'l hope you aren't expgane to offer them my
congratulations?'



She shook her head sadly. 'l think that might heeeting a bit much,' she
conceded.

'‘But no doubt you've given them yours',' he gues$&dd—don't tell
me—you're going to be a bridesmaid!" he scorned.

Darcy drew in a quick breath. 'Logan, has no oner duld you that
bitterness is simply a form of self- destructiorfai—

'l believe | have already made my views on yourtanmgpsychology more
than plain,’ he cut in coldly.

'Oh, yes, Logan, you can be assured you've madewews on several
subjects more than plain!" She was becoming angrselif now. 'But it just

so happens you aren't a primary player in thisiqdar situation. As I'm

not.' Something she had learnt all too painfullgrothe last couple of days!
'So, like mine, your opinion is not of particulanportance to either your
mother or my father.’

'In other words, our parents are going to marnhesher, with or without
our blessing," Logan acknowledged hardly.

Darcy nodded. '‘But they would obviously rather &smwith." She looked at
Logan expectantly.

He remained impassive. 'You might feel preparedlay happy families,
Darcy,' he told her. 'But | am not.’

She looked across at him with narrowed eyes, hestration with this
situation rapidly rising. 'Meaning?'

'Meaning they will have to get married without mhedsing. In fact, as |
have no intention of attending the wedding, thelf mave to get married
without my being present at all!

He was so obstinate, so stubborn, so uncompronhigingit was it really
going to cost him to be present at his own mothezdding? Nothing as far



as she could see. Unless he considered his owmna¢rpride more
important than wishing the older couple well?

Nevertheless, she tried one last time to reach hiogan, you're being
unreasonable—'

The loud slamming down of his empty mug interrupted, Logan's own
expression one of fury now. 'l don't see what'shim least unreasonable
about it. | certainly wasn't present at my mothirss wedding—'

"You weren't even born!" At least, she presumedidmn't...?

‘Correct,’ he confirmed icily. 'But | was very mualive when her second
marriage took place, and, as she and Malcolm sudeztkéo be married and
told the family about it afterwards, | didn't attethat one either. | see
absolutely no reason to break the habit of a et

Darcy stood up, two spots of angry colour in hdreowvise pale cheeks.
"You're not twelve years old now, Logan.’

He remained in his seat. 'No matter how old | waganswer would still be
the same.’

Darcy breathed hard in her frustrated anger towtdridsnan. '‘Logan, Meg
and my father have asked me to be one of theiressi®s at the wedding—'

'How nice for you!"

‘They would like it very much if you would agreelie the other one!' she
burst out.

'In their dreams!' Logan remained unmoved.
'l—you—'
Logan leant back in his chair, a half-smile curving lips. 'So now you can

report back to both of them that their little ploygetting you to be the one
to ask me didn't work," he told her contemptuously.



Darcy saw red at that. Neither her father nor Megglraser had so much as
suggested she should do that—she had done it leshasl thought Logan
might have been less insulting in his answer totlhan he would either of
them. She had been wrong!

"You are the most unforgiving, pigheaded man | haver had the
misfortune to meet!" Her voice shook with rage, hands clenched into
fists at her sides.

Again, Logan looked unmoved by her outburst. '‘Aod,ymy dear Darcy,
are the most naively gullible young lady / haverawet,’ he returned with
insulting coolness.

She didn't think, didn't reason, reacted purelynstinct, which told her to
pick up the bowl of recently whisked egg-whites—anitlit over the top of
Logan's head!

Then, as he slowly removed the bowl and place@n¢fally back on the
table-top, the fluffy egg-whites slowly congealing his hair and face,
Logan's expression through the gooey mess onelonatl surprise, Darcy
could only stare at him in horror for what she hed done.

She had done some terrible things to him in thetshme she had known
him, but Logan was never going to forgive her fos one.

Never!



CHAPTER TEN

'WILL you just get a grip, Fergus? It wasn't in thetlédsfunny!" Logan
glared across the restaurant table—not Chef Simanhis cousin, as the
other man seemed incapable of stopping his laughter

'I'm sorry! Fergus finally gasped. 'l can't held just—my goodness, | bet
you looked a sight with all that uncooked egg-wilalieover you!" Fergus
went off into paroxysms of laughter once again.

Logan continued to scowl at the other man. Mayleday he might be able
to see the funny side of this himself—although loeidn't count on it! But
at this particular moment, only an hour or so aittéad happened, he still
didn't find it in the least funny.

He had stared up at Darcy in complete disbeligfatime, sure he'd been in
the middle of one of those unbelievable nightmaressometimes had. But
the slow descent of the gooey white mess dowrslsis had given instant lie
to that hope; there was no way he could ever heagined the cold
stickiness of those egg-whites against his skinred

Darcy had looked stunned herself at what she had,dbaring Sown at him
in horror. As well she might have done!

Logan wasn't a hundred per cent certain what hmeathate intention had
been—probably he had been about to wring her piatly neck! But
before he'd been able to do that, he'd heard tisbda door swing open
behind them.

'l thought | heard raised voices—good grief!" Daienon gasped as he
took in the scene, his gaze disbelieving on Logdisisevelled appearance.
'What on earth happened?' He looked appalled asolred further into the
room.

Logan turned to the other man with glacial eyespvking how utterly
ridiculous he must look. And exactly who was respbole for that? "Your
daughter has been proving to me yet again the dagentagonising an



unpredictable redhead,' he drawled hardly, hisiglamze now taking in
Darcy too.

She swallowed hard. 'l just—'

'Save it,;' Logan rasped, standing up abruptls tithe | was leaving,
anyway—way past!' he added curtly, moving to pipkame of the towels
from the rack, wiping off the excess egg-whitesobeflooking straight at
Daniel Simon. 'l would appreciate it if you couldarm my mother there
will be no necessity to send me an invitation ®wedding.'

The older man eyed him warily. "You'll attend ag @h our witnesses?"
Logan gave a scathing snort before throwing doventtlwel he had been
using. 'l won't be attending at all. As I'm sure®awill be only too happy
to explain to you once I've gone!' He strode fanttgftowards the door.
'‘Besides, going on past—and present!—history,tdvened, 'Darcy is likely
to do something even more outrageous if we megheatvedding—Ilike
stabbing me with a knife at the reception!

‘Logan!’

He turned slowly at the sound of Darcy's anguisitgd'Yes?' he prompted
icily.

She gave a self-conscious grimace. 'I'm sorry.'

'So am [,' Logan returned. 'So am I!" he repeatiéd pointed feeling.

She didn't try and stop him a second time, for Wwhie was very grateful.
Logan just wanted to get home now, before anyose saw him, and
shower off all trace of this sticky mess.

Before meeting Fergus for their one o'clock lunchappointment.

Unfortunately, he had still been so angry when lggtito the luncheon
restaurant that the events of the morning hadgoste tumbling out as the



two men ate their meal. But far from sympathisinghwhim, Fergus
obviously found the whole thing hilarious!

'Oh, come on, Logan, lighten up,’ Fergus soberedginto advise. 'If it had
happened to someone else you would be laughing &lioa," he reasoned.

'‘But it didn't happen to someone else,’' Logan grail not in a mood to be
reasoned with. Darcy Simon had humiliated him ffer fast time!

His cousin shook his head, still smiling. 'l hagesty | wasn't particularly
impressed when | met Darcy the other evening. 8bkeld a plain little
thing to me," he opined as Logan looked acrossirat brows raised
qguestioningly. 'But further acquaintance might leeriesting; there's
obviously a lot more to Darcy than initially meéts eye!

Logan had thought Darcy plain to look at too whefdHirst met-'her, but
somehow he did not appreciate hearing his cousiit.sBesides, he didn't
see her like that any more; Darcy's inner beaubnstout of those candid
grey eyes, and when she smiled—!

Logan shrugged dismissively. 'I'm sure the twoaf will have a chance to
meet at my mother's wedding.' Although he couldayf he was exactly
enamoured of the idea of his charming, good-lookingsin becoming
further acquainted with Darcy... 'l have no doubu ywill receive an
invitation to the wedding!" he said sarcastically.

He had no doubt that his only other male cousiigeBmwould receive an
invitation too. And Brice was even more rakishlirattive than Fergus!

Damn!

Just the thought of the expletive he had first éd&xarcy mutter brought the
woman herself vividly to mind. As he had last séen. A look of utter
misery on her face, those deep grey eyes darkdespair at what she had
just done.

Whereas, in all honesty, Logan couldn't have blahexdf she had laughed
at his discomfort, as Fergus was doing now; he masgé looked a sight,



with that egg- white all over him. In fact, now thee could begin to think
about it objectively, the whole situation had baeedkon the farcical.

‘That's better.' Fergus nodded his approval asi.bggan to grin. 'l knew
your sense of humour would kick in eventually.’

Logan's smile was rueful. 'What do you do with anao like Darcy?' he
mused.

'l have to admit I've never met one like her," lasrggreed. 'She sounds like
a one-off to me," he said admiringly.

Unique, Logan admitted slowly. Totally, outragegusidorably unique.

'l think you shouldgo to the wedding, Logan,' Fergus told him. 'lfyoio
provide the other guests with a sideshow theyVlendorget!" he added
mischievously.

Logan was coming to the same conclusion himselfeonng attending the
wedding—but not for the reason Fergus stated! Helyi didn't like the
idea of Brice and Fergus being anywhere near tragienally vulnerable—
or did he mean volatile?—Darcy. The two men wena-g@bete charmers,
and, once Fergus had informed Brice of Darcy'scantihere Logan was
concerned, he had no doubt Brice would want to mmextoo. Darcy needed
protecting from herself!

At least, that was what he told himself as he drbaek to his office a
couple of hours later, seriously thinking of reddesing his refusal to be a
witness at the wedding. Not that his motives weigcy honourable; they
had absolutely nothing to do with his mother'sifegd. He simply didn't

feel he could leave Darcy to the mercy of the lettterm of his two

cousins.

'Darcy Simon called three times while you were'dddren informed him as
he entered her office that adjoined his own.

Logan came to an abrupt halt, turning slowly. 'Ge telephone?' he
prompted casually.



Karen gave him a quizzical look. 'Well, of coursetbe telephone, Logan;
how else could she have called?’

After this morning, he wouldn't put anything palkatt particular young
lady! "You might be surprised at what Darcy can de,drawled. 'So Darcy
telephoned?’

‘Three times,' Karen confirmed.
'‘And?' he pressed impatiently when she didn't gelan the subject.

'‘And nothing,' Karen replied. 'The first two catlse just aske4 to speak to
you, ringing off without leaving her name when ldttner you were out to
lunch. | realised it was the same caller when ltivel tcall came in only ten
minutes or so ago, and this time | did get heeawé her name.’

Logan frowned. 'Does she want me to call her back?"

'She didn't say," Karen responded. 'But she souadbi—distracted, |
thought,’ she added helpfully.

'If she calls again, put her through, hmm?' Logastiucted before going
through to his own office.

So Darcy had telephoned him three times in thetteise hours? No doubt
to apologise once again. Well, she could stew anapelogy for a bit
longer; he had no intention of putting her out ef misery by returning her
calls!

Logan had told Darcy his luncheon appointment heehldor one o'clock,
and at almost four o'clock, the time of her ladl ¢t still hadn't returned to
his office. No doubt her earlier suspicion thatv#sn't a business luncheon
had been a correct one; Logan had probably beertingene current
woman in his life.



Oh, she felt miserable, Darcy acknowledged atgttst five o'clock as she
cleared away in the kitchen following lunch. Thirtged been bad enough
before between herself and Logan, but she wash&uveas never going to
forgive her for tipping egg-white all over him.

What on earth had possessed her to do such a thing?

She had asked herself that question a dozen ortmws since Logan had
left earlier, and she still didn't have an accelgta@mnswer. It simply wasn't
good enough that she had been so angry with hieepded stubbornness
concerning attending their parents' wedding that Isadn't been able to
even think straight, had only been able to act.&tkeno doubt it wasn't an
excuse Logan would accept either...!

She had no idea what she was going to say to hiemwhe saw him again,
she only knew that she had to apologise to himeatggor what she had
done to him earlier. Whether or not he would acdept apology was
another matter!

What a family they were going to make: mother aod barely talking,
stepson and stepfather not particularly on friertdlyns either, and as for
stepbrother and stepsister—! What a way for therepts to start a
marriage!

'l can't ask whether or not you have a home tmgdeér father teased as he
strolled back into the kitchen after checking tthat dining-room was ready
for this evening, 'because | know you do!

Of course she did, she just didn't feel like gdagk there at the moment.
Maybe Logan would return her telephone calls oneerdturned to his

office, and if she went home she would miss himnfaybe he would come
back here himself—

And maybe pigs might fly, she told herself withedfsdisgusted shake of
her head.

‘Just forget about it, Darcy,' her father advisttdravatching the different
emotions flickering across the openness of heresgon.



She grimaced. 'Do you think Logan has forgottenuabt?' she asked
miserably.

Her father smiled. 'l doubt that young man evegéts anything,' he said
with feeling. 'Look how long he's kept up his gradggainst Meg."'

Logan's feelings over that situation weren't eyaatbrudge, Darcy knew.
He had been a young boy of twelve when his mothdrremarried, an age
when he'd been on the very brink of manhood, a tilen he had needed
his mother's love and understanding. Instead hébad given a stepfather
whom he'd hated, and who had loathed him. Givenybisng age, the
resentment Logan felt towards his mother for ewvettipg him in that
position was perfectly understandable.

'l don't think that's quite the same thing, Dadd&rcy told her father
firmly. 'Admittedly, it was a long time ago, butsiino less painful to Logan
for all that.'

Her father raised his hands in a conciliatory gestiviargaret is going to be
very upset once she knows he isn't going to attieaavedding. In fact,' he
said worriedly, 'she may even decide to call thelekhing off until he will
agree to attend.’

Margaret Fraser was perfectly capable of doing thatcy knew; the other
woman's own love for her son had never changednaiber how cutting

Logan might have been to her over the years. But\Dalso knew that her
father couldn't bear that uncertainty a second tivhere the woman he
loved was concerned.

It had been a painful thing for Darcy to realisatther father had fallen in
love with another woman only a year after her moltiael died, but she had
accepted it now, and she was well aware of how rhecliather loved Meg
and needed her as his wife.

Her father was looking thoughtful. 'Maybe Margateesn't have to know,’
he muttered. 'You and Logan appear to have becoemel§, so perhaps you
could try talking to him again once—'



'Oh, please, Daddy,' Darcy protested. 'Would yiihstve friendly feelings
towards someone who had tipped egg-white all ogar read?’

And cried all over him. Three times. Kicked himthe shin. Once. And
threatened to throw wine all over him! Again, once.

Her father shrugged. 'That depends on what theogadion had been. In
your case, | believe it was quite severe. It walfib depend on whether or
not | had a sense of humour,' he added criticAlyu're probably right,’ he
instantly conceded heavily. 'l haven't seen anylende of a sense of
humour in that particular young man, let alone #lity to laugh at
himself!'

‘The restaurant door was unlocked, so | let mysglhe young man in
guestion drawled as he strolled arrogantly intokitehen. 'l believe you
were discussing the merits—or otherwise—of my seofsédumour...?'
Logan said in a dangerously soft voice, lookingrfrone to the other of
them, dark brows raised challengingly.

Was that a pig she had just seen fly past the wif?do

She might just as well have; the thing she hadghbwould never happen,
Logan once again seeking her out, had actually dvaggh—but it couldn't
have been at a more inopportune moment. It took@m glance at Logan's
coldly set features to know that he did not ap@tecivalking in here to hear
himself being discussed between Darcy and herrfathbis way. In fact, it
felt as if he were emitting shards of ice from tloédness of those deep blue
eyes!

‘Lack of it is a better description,’ Darcy's fativas the one to scathingly
answer the young man. 'lt's going to break yourhexd heart when she
knows you won't attend the wedding."'

Logan's mouth twisted. "You have to be in possessi@ heart in the first
place for it to be able to break!



'‘No, Daddy! Darcy just had time to shout beforefaéher made a lunge at
the younger man, moving quickly to put a restragnirand on his arm
before he could actually reach Logan.

Logan who had remained completely unmoving as tlleroman had
lunged at him!

Maybe he just didn't believe her father would nehbtve hit him? Although,
after her own behaviour, he should have known dddarcy had certainly
believed her father was going to strike the youmgan.

Logan eyed Daniel Simon coldly now. 'lt's easyde where Darcy gets her
hot temper," he said.

'Verbally reasoning with you doesn't seem to makg ienpression,’ her
father retorted angrily.

Logan shook his head. 'At least Darcy doesn't I&&venarks on me where
they can be seen,' he murmured dryly. 'And | veugimdoubt my mother
would appreciate it if one, or both, of us werarave at the wedding with a
black eye!" he taunted the older man.

Darcy was too busy still reeling at Logan's remaskut leaving her marks
on him where they couldn't be seen to be ableki® itathe rest of what he
had just said, deliberately not looking at her éaths she sensed his sharp
interest at the other man's remark. Damn Logannhde it sound as if
she—as if the two of them—

'Do | take it from that remark," her father begémwdy—disbelievingly,
'that you have reconsidered your previous decismirto be present at the
wedding...?"

It did sound as if Logan might have done exactht,tbbarcy also realised
dazedly. Unbelievable as that might seem!

Logan gave an abrupt inclination of his head. 'Aftether thought, | have
decided it would be churlish not to be your secantdess,’ he bit out with
economic harshness.



Darcy's hand slowly dropped from her father's asslae turned fully to

look at Logan. Had he had further thought, or Hedwoman he'd had his
over-three-hour lunch with pointed out—in a lessndatic way than Darcy
had earlier—that she thought he ought to reconsidettecision, and attend
his own mother's wedding? Somehow Darcy thoughlatiter was probably

nearer the truth. And the realisation, in view ef lbwn recently realised
feelings towards Logan, that some other woman lhigdruch influence on

him made her feel thoroughly depressed!

'Well?' He was eyeing her closely now.

Darcy stiffened defensively, her own emotions mgkiner far too
vulnerable where this man was concerned. 'Well,tWhshe challenged.
'‘Are you expecting congratulations for doing whati hould have done in
the first place? Because if you are—'

'‘Darcy! her father cut in sharply, warningly. hirtk this is very decent of
you, Logan.' He held his hand out to the youngen.ma

Logan shook that hand briefly. 'Just be happy, Hrhensaid gruffly.

'Oh, we will," Daniel assured him with certaintlf.the two of you will
excuse me, | think I'll just go and tell Meg theodaews."'

Neither Darcy nor Logan attempted to stop him. lpge doubt because,
having made his decision, it was no longer of ggéto him what Daniel did
about it. And Darcy because—because she was stdrts1lg from the
knowledge that there was a woman in Logan's lifaesshere who had this
much influence over him!

'Well?' he prompted again once they were alonethegeén the kitchen.

What did he want—a medal? Just for agreeing to loat We shouldn't have
refused in the first place? If he did, he was gambe out of luck! She—

'You telephoned my office earlier, Darcy," he conéd softly, his gaze
searching on the paleness of her face. 'Threegdijrtibelieve,' he added as
she made no response.



She had totally forgotten those three telephonks chlring the last few
amazing minutes! And in light of the fact that #heras obviously a woman
of importance already in his life, she now feltiatfoolish for having made
those calls at all. It looked as if she were chasifter him!

She shrugged. 'l just wanted to apologise.’
'‘Again?’

Darcy looked sheepish. 'You didn't seem very reeepbd the one | made
earlier.’

He gave a smile. 'My ears were still full of eggish

She winced at this reminder of her earlier behaviBhe just didn't know
what came over her whenever Logan was around; atiedrtainly never
behaved in this outrageous way with anyone else!

Had he told his lady-friend about her? About théuhthings she had done
to him since they'd first met? Oh, goodness, shgethonot! She was
miserable enough already at the discovery that hagpaiously already had
a romance in his life, without imagining him laugdiat her antics as he
related her outrageous behaviour to his girlfriend.

'How did lunch go?' Logan enquired. 'l trust theaé& meringues were a
popular dessert?"

She nodded awkwardly. 'Once | had whisked up some mgg-whites to
make the meringue.’

Logan laughed. 'Well, | hardly thought you werengpio scrape up the
remains of the first lot and use that!

She managed a faint smile. "There wasn't enoughedf to do that!'

He looked about them pointedly at the otherwiseeded restaurant. 'Have
you finished here for now? Can | offer you a liérhe?"



A lift home didn't in any way cover what she wantexin Logan!

But those wants, she knew, were going to remainlfiiéd. She hadn't
stood much of a chance with Logan before, but @t/ she knew there was
someone else in his life—someone he obviously catesit enough to
actually listen to'—she knew she was completelytingsher time loving
Logan. She just wished she could convince her gdingrart of that!

She sighed. 'No, | don't think so, thank you, Lqogsime refused. 'It's been a
long day already, | think | could do with a walkthre fresh air.’

He gave her a searching look, his own expressiosagiable. 'Sure?’

She wasn't sure about anything any more—excepshw®aloved this man!
'Sure,’ she confirmed huskily, unable to meet $learching gaze. 'l—thank
you for changing your mind about the wedding. As gaw, it's made my
father very happy.'

Logan grimaced. 'Let's hope it has the same efiechy mother.’

'Oh, it will," Darcy said with certainty.

Neither of them seemed to know what to say aftat, the silence in the
kitchen becoming unbearable to Darcy as the secslnddy ticked by.

'l really am sorry about my behaviour earlier,” simally burst out. 'l
promise that in future—for your own safety!—I'liytto stay well out of
your way,' she said miserably, knowing that shebably wouldn't see
Logan again now until the wedding next month. Etream, he was likely to
bring the woman he had lunched with today as higpa..!

'l don't believe you have to go that far," Logapliesl, smiling ruefully.
Darcy's own smile was bleak. 'l think it might better.'

'For whom?' he probed sharply.



She turned away, swallowing hard. 'For both of sfsg' answered. 'After a
bit of a shaky start—all my own fault, | admit—I'wery pleased that my
father and Meg are to be married. But that—thatsdbenean we have to
be— that the two of us—

'l see,' Logan said flatly.
Darcy looked at him sharply. Did he see? She satgdroped not. It was
bad enough that she knew she was in love with withput Logan realising

it too!

But, no, there was no amusement or pity in thethacsutiny of his gaze,
only cold arrogance.

'I'll see you at the wedding, then,' she told hirtihviorced brightness.

He nodded abruptly. ‘It would seem so," he respobtalégtly. '— Goodbye,
Darcy.'

She had barely mumbled a reply to his cold disrist&n she heard the
kitchen door swing shut behind him, quickly folladvby the slamming of
the restaurant door.

Darcy sat down shakily on one of the kitchen stolés face buried in her
hands as the tears began to fall.

Logan must never know—never guess!—that she hacerhad biggest
blunder of their acquaintance, and fallen in lovtvim!



CHAPTER ELEVEN

LoGAN sipped the champagne from his glass, eyeing thgy rfamily
gathering belligerentliyWhatwas he doing here?

Stupid question; he knew exactly what he was dberg. His grandfather
had been persuaded into holding an engagementfoaryeg and Daniel

two weeks prior to their wedding. Usually this wée type of family

gathering Logan most wanted to avoid, and he wbalge done so, but for
one thing...

But so far that one thing didn't appear to be here!

After ten days of not seeing her, Logan had misthkthought Darcy would
be one of the guests at his grandfather's castemdekend, that Daniel's
daughter was sure to be invited. Admittedly he baly arrived himself a
short time ago, his flight to Aberdeen having bdelayed, meaning he had
only had time to quickly shower and change befaraing downstairs to
join the thirty or so guests in the main salon. Bty would soon be called
in to dinner, and there was definitely no sign air&y.

It simply hadn't occurred to him that she wouldrétat her own father's
engagement party. If it had, he wouldn't'have betthéo make the journey
himself!

'‘Cheer up, Logan," his cousin Brice advised drglyr@ stood at his side, the
two of them making a formidable pair, both darkpndsome, but Brice's
eyes green where Logan's were blue. 'lt might neappen!’

He wasn't sure what had happened—nhe only knevhéhahd missed Darcy
the last ten days, had been sure that he woul@est Isee her at his
grandfather's this weekend. He wished now he h&ddakis mother if
Darcy were going to be here, and not just trudtatl he would be!

He scowled. 'How soon after dinner do you thinkbi@ able to make my
excuses and go to bed?’



Brice grinned at his obvious discomfort. 'l thougbti and Aunt Meg had
reached some sort of truce the last few weeks?alded mocking dark
brows.

That might be exaggerating things slightly, altholiggan accepted that he
and his mother were at least giving the impres#hian hostilities had been
suspended!

Logan put down his empty champagne glass. 'We haeeconfirmed

tersely. 'But, as you very well know, | hate theeg of parties, with all the
family trying to get on. And usually failing misélg!" He watched his
grandfather playing the grand host to family andnfds alike. It was all a
sham for the latter, of course; the McDonald clarernot known for their
family togetherness! 'In fact, I'm surprised to gee here this weekend,
too," he added questioningly.

Brice led a solitary existence, often disappeanffgthe social scene for
months at a time. The fact that he was here thekamd must mean he was
either between commissions or looking for inspmadti

Brice eyed him teasingly. 'I'm wondering which arfi¢he single beauties is
Darcy," he prompted interestedly.

Logan stiffened, turning to him swiftly. 'You'vedretalking to Fergus!

His cousin gave a gleeful grin. 'Bet your life Mea— nothing else but the
chance to meet this fiery virago would have inducedo come here this
weekend!" He looked at the glittering, chatteringsts with the same
distaste Logan had minutes ago.

Logan retorted resentfully, 'She is not a candidateone of your brief
flings, Brice.'

His cousin raised an innocent expression. 'l didm'a moment think she
was," he replied. 'l just wanted to meet the ydadg who had got the better
of my arrogantly self-assured cousin!



‘That arrogance is obviously a family trait,’ Logaturned pointedly. 'And
I'm afraid you're out of luck— because Darcy ibete!' He announced this
with satisfaction.

'‘Ah," Brice said with feeling.
'What do you mean, "ah"?' Logan demanded suspigious
‘Just, ah,' his cousin responded with feigned ianoe.

Logan scowled once more—an expression that wasniiagoall too
familiar with him just recently. But there didn&esm to be much to smile
about any more! Oh, his business interests weltessticessful; they just
seemed to have lost their challenge the last coopleeeks. If he was
completely honest, he missed having Darcy arounithreaten him, kick
him, and throw things over him...

He should be pleased his life had returned toalbs gredictability!

But he wasn't.

And he knew he wasn't...

His mouth set grimly. 'I—'

'If you'll excuse me, Logan,' Brice said slowlystdactedly, his gaze fixed
somewhere across the crowded room. 'I've just seereone over there
who merits a second look...'

Most of the women here this evening, single or s, were so beautiful
they merited a second look in fact, third ones tamst theatrical

acquaintances of his mother. It was just that rafrtkem held any interest
for Logan.

Although he thanked this particular woman, whoegte was, for

distracting his cousin from a subject that wastéar personal as far as
Logan was concerned!



'‘Go ahead,” he invited affectionately. 'Which omse she?' he asked
interestedly.

'She's disappeared for the moment, but—ah, a MaseWith red hair...'
Brice murmured before setting off determinedly asrthe crowded room.

Logan shook his head as he gazed indulgently laigezousin. If he was the
practical, predictable one of the family, then Brigvas the artistic,
unpredictable one. Fergus came somewhere in betwabdrnch was

probably why the three of them always got alongvet together—

A Mona Lisa with red hair...?

There was only one woman Logan could think of whald possibly fit that
description. Darcy...!

Wasn't he bowled over himself every time she ghe¢ ¢énigmatic smile?
Wasn't it a smile he had hungered for the lastiteys...?

There were too many people in this room, he decideghtiently as he
easily located Brice standing on the far side efrtstom, but couldn't see the
woman his cousin was now in conversation with, 8saark head bent
solicitously towards her much shorter height.

It had to be Darcy!

She was here, after all. He could hardly wait to—

'‘Logan, isn't it?" enquired a breathlessly femaliee.

He turned sharply, scowling his irritation at beisippped from joining

Brice and the woman he was sure now had to be Dart¢gll blonde his
mother had introduced him to earlier now stoodigtside, smiling at him

engagingly.

At any other time, under any other circumstancegjan knew he would
have responded to the invitation in the actressites But not now. Now



when he was sure Darcy was even at this momeng lediarmed by his
oh-so- lethally fascinating cousin.

'Fiona, isn't it?' he acknowledged tersely, hisrdton still across the room
as he tried to catch a glimpse of the woman Brias talking to.

'Francesca Darwin,' the actress corrected, obwol too put out that he
hadn't remembered her name correctly. 'l play Hreqf Meg's sister in the
television series we're filming at the moment,’ shpplied helpfully.

Logan's brows rose. Considering this woman was aggd in her mid-to
late-twenties, Make-up must be doing a wonderfbl gm his mother to
make the two women look like sisters!

'Of course,' he replied politely—having had no idedil this moment that
his mother's role even involved a sister!

'She's wonderful, isn't she?' Francesca lookedrautyi across the room to
where Meg was smiling lovingly at her new fiancetestwo of them talked
softly together.

The statement didn't actually require an answer—anall honesty, Logan
didn't have one! He didn't particularly want toHaing this conversation at
all—would much rather join Brice and Darcy!'—let aéo hear that this
beautiful young woman seemed to have nothing butiradion for his
mother.

Daniel Simon, a decent and honourable man, pldovgd Meg. Darcy,
straightforward and honest, had come to like hey, And Francesca, this
young woman, who worked with her on a daily babmsg nothing but
admiration for her. Could they all be wrong abowtdyland he was right? Or
was he the one who was wrong...?

However, it wasn't something he had the time td dath just now. 'I'm
sorry, Miss Darwin—"'



'Francesca,' she prompted warmly. 'This castl®nsething else, isn't it?'
she added with an admiring look round, seeming ana@what Logan was
trying to make his excuses.

Something else just about described it. Logan Ipaetshis teenage years
growing up here, still considered it home, but hsilg acknowledged that
its splendour was magnificent.

His grandfather, as much as he was able—and wé&hntbdern central
heating cunningly disguised behind other fixturebké filled the thirty or

so rooms that comprised this sixteenth centuryeasth genuine antiques,
armour and swords from the Scottish-English warsgeh tapestries
adorning the mellow stone walls. The grounds weréess impressive, the
deer his grandfather farmed taking up acres ofahe, the rest given over
to dense forests and streams. There was eventdakeuhalf a mile or so
away.

It is," Logan agreed. 'But | really do have to—'
'Logan, I've brought someone over to say hellageBeut in lightly.

Logan didn't even need to turn to know that it Wascy; even if his senses
hadn't already alerted him to the fact, he couldlsthe perfume he always
associated with her.

She looked wonderful!l A knee-length shimmering gdegss, the exact
colour of her enigmatic eyes, clung lovingly to fhexfection of her body,
her hair a soft red curtain down to her shouldées, eyes huge and
luminous, soft colour in her cheeks, a scarletglws her lips. She looked
good enough to eat, and Logan suddenly found hedgbrisingly hungry!

‘Logan,’ she greeted huskily.

'Darcy,’ he returned gruffly, his dark gaze eatmsy up—if nothing else
could.

She looked slightly slimmer than he rememberedk darudges beneath
her eyes, eyes that appeared deeply shadowed.t®espiwell-wishes to



her father and his mother, wishes Logan was sure eamnpletely genuine,
he could see that Darcy was far from happy.

She was looking enquiringly at Francesca Darwin ,nalwiously waiting
for an introduction. When all Logan wanted to deswarry her upstairs, to
the privacy of one of the fifteen bedrooms, and enake to her until he had
completely dispelled those shadows from her eyes!

'Francesca,’ the actress introduced herself, pradfhking Darcy's hand.
'‘And | believe you're—Daniel's daughter?' she aski¢l friendly interest.

'Yes," Darcy confirmed stiltedly.

'Poor Darcy has been wandering around lost amahggurrets and cellars
for the last fifteen minutes or so, trying to findr way here from the North
Tower.' Brice was the one to explain her late atridulgently, a consoling
hand at one of her elbows.

Which easily explained why Darcy hadn't been doeretwhen Logan had
first arrived. But now that she had arrived, Logannd he wanted to
remove Brice's hand from her arm and—

'Why didn't you tell me that your cousin was BrMeAllister?' Darcy said
with soft reproval, obviously remembering that paig of Brice's hanging
on the wall in Logan's apartment.

He hadn't told her his cousin was the world-renalpainter—because it
hadn't occurred to him to do so. The two men hasvgrup together; he
simply never gave it a thought that Brice was McAdir. Just as he never
gave Fergus's, success as a writer any thoughéreill three men were
successful in their chosen field, but to each othey were just cousins and
lifelong companions.

But he could see by the reproval in the darknes®afcy's eyes that
explanation would do very little to alleviate thelgarrassment she had
obviously felt, at their introduction, that Bricewactually the painter of the
picture of his grandfather's castle she had soradhait Logan's apartment a
couple of weeks ago!



Could he never do anything right where this womas woncerned?

Logan looked wonderful!

Darcy had both dreaded and anticipated seeing lgmmahis weekend.
Anticipated, because the last ten days without somas a sight of him had
dragged interminably. Dreaded, because she hadsbeetthe next time she
saw him that it would be in the company of the wameého obviously
meant so much in his life she was able to infludmnisalecision concerning
attending his mother's wedding.

Francesca...

Tall. Blonde. Sexily alluring in a fitted black di® The other woman was
everything that Darcy wasn't. Even the other wosmaame was beautiful.

'Is it important?' Logan rasped harshly now.

Was what importa—? 'Well, | did feel rather sillptnknowing," she
answered abruptly, realising he was referring to barlier remark
concerning his cousin.

This family were all so talented, so much larganthfe. A famous actress.
A multimillionaire businessman. A world-renownedirgar. Even the

grandfather, Hugh McDonald, with his castle, hstidguished good looks
so like Logan's own, was intimidating. Darcy feitally out of her depth in
such company.

She had known this weekend in Scotland was goirgtdifficult, but, for
her father and Meg's sake she had known she hamhte here. But seeing
Logan, his dark good looks a perfect foil for therae beauty of the lovely
Francesca, she knew it was going to be even harydgt through than she
had imagined. Thank goodness Brice McAllister waselon his own too,
and inclined to be friendly!



'Don't give it another thought, Darcy,' Brice agslher easily now. 'Just
concentrate on thinking over my earlier suggestiomm?' he added
eagerly.

"You haven't propositioned her already, have youce®' Logan put in
hardly.

Darcy gave him a frowning look, heated colour in tieeeks. "Your cousin
has very kindly suggested that he would like tonpane,’ she explained
carefully, not liking Logan's implication at all. ItAough she hadn't
particularly taken Brice McAllister's suggestiorrieasly, either, sure he
was just being friendly. After all, the man was ldeiamous. Besides, who
would ever want to buy a painting of her, even aMster...?

'How wonderful!' the woman Francesca gushed expgited

'Really?' Logan raised scornful brows. 'Is thatthepoway of inviting her to
your studio to see your etchings?' he taunteddusio.

Darcy- could feel her temper beginning to rise. 8tiimg that hadn't
happened once in the ten days since she had Estiegan. What was it
about him that made her so angry all the time?

'Hardly,” Brice was the one to answer dryly, snglitlown at her
reassuringly. 'But if it bothers you that much, Bagyou can always come
along to Darcy's sittings...?" he added challerlging

Darcy looked frowningly up at Brice. Why on earttosld it bother Logan

what she did? Unless Brice was simply mocking Légarture role as her
stepbrother? Well, he could forget that; she wasda old to welcome the
protection of a reluctant stepbrother. Especialhewthat stepbrother was
Logan!

It was obvious from Logan's darkly scowling expressthat he did not
appreciate his cousin's mockery.



They really were an extraordinarily handsome fanliggan, Fergus, and
Brice, although Fergus didn't appear to be pretbeniveekend. But Logan
and Brice were enough to cope with at one time!

'l doubt that will be necessary,’ Logan raspedu~¥6He broke off as the
dinner gong sounded.

Darcy breathed a sigh of relief. This meeting vittyan was turning out as
difficult as she had imagined it might; they ob\stuhad nothing to say to
each other. But one look at him had told her tleatféelings for him hadn't
changed; she was in love with him!

But her relief was short-lived once they reacheel dning-room. The
volume of guests meant that there was no set geatiangement at the long
dining-table, and once Hugh McDonald and the guast®nour, Meg and
Daniel, had been seated, everyone else just foyrdca for themselves.
Darcy found herself seated with Brice McAllisterame side, and Logan on
the other, Francesca on Logan's other side. Wamdlerf

'How are you?' Logan said softly as the butler ndodliscreetly about the
table filling wine-glasses.

'Very well, thank you,' she answered awkwardly, quate able to meet his
gaze, suddenly shy in the renewed realisationsthastill loved him.

It hadn't been easy this last ten days, but at &feshad been spared seeing
him and knowing she could never have him. Beingr e like this,
Francesca at his side, was torture for her.

"You?' she asked politely.

‘The same,' he replied tersely. 'Are you goingciept Brice's suggestion?”

She shook her head, smiling ruefully. 'He was daig nice.'

Logan's mouth thinned. 'Brice is never nice whesenork is concerned.’



She swallowed hard, still slightly overwhelmed by ttalented company
she found herself in. 'l think in this case he W&lse persisted.

'Do 1 hear my name being taken in vain?' Briceriofged interestedly.

Logan glanced across at his cousin, eyes a glatiel 'Darcy seems to
think you aren't serious about your suggestionairiging her.’

'Oh, but I am," Brice McAllister instantly assurbdr. 'Very serious,’ he
added determinedly. 'In fact, | have a feeling artcy's portrait will be the
central focus of my next exhibition.’

'‘But maybe Darcy doesn't want to be painted,’ Lagithhim. ‘Do you?' he
said flatly as he turned to her.

It seemed incredible to her that an artist of BNuAllister's calibre should
even consider her a suitable subject for one opdistings. Flattering too.
But as Logan had so rightly pointed out, she wasmé she wanted to be on
show for thousands of people to sit and look at.

Just as she didn't particularly want to be a stilgjecontention between the
two cousins. She had hoped to remain very low-kspwteekend, do her bit
for her father, be visually supportive of his fugumarriage into this family,

before fading back into her own world of obscurity.

Brice McAllister's interest in painting her was nrakthat very difficult to
do.

'I'm sure it's something that can be discussedhanadime,’ she dismissed
lightly. 'l believe your grandfather is about t@pose a toast to the engaged
couple.' She had realised this with some reliéfagh McDonald had got to
his feet at the head of the table.

As far as Darcy was concerned, the lengthy dinnat followed was not
enjoyable. Oh, the food was wonderful, definitelgrihhy of Chef Simon's
standards. It was just the company that made i¢anatble for her. Despite
what Logan had said about his cousin, Brice wag kiexd, the two of them



had talked amiably together on numerous subjettgiab just Darcy's
awareness of Logan talking with Francesca that ntadeightmare for her.

Would the other couple be sharing a bedroom inviiss castle later on this
evening? Just the thought of it made Darcy feelsmayly ill. In fact, it
meant she could barely eat any of the delicioud tbat was put before her.
'‘Are you on a diet?'

She turned sharply to look at Logan, realisingheessdid so that he had been
watching her as she pushed the strawberries aacthaieound in her bowl,
rather than eating them.

'No." she grimaced. 'I'm just not hungry.'

He frowned. 'You didn't eat the smoked salmon envinison, either.’

Her cheeks felt suddenly warm at the realisatiam, flor all she had thought
him totally engrossed in the beautiful Francesaagan must have been
watching her for some time to be aware of the flaat she hadn't actually
eaten much of the food they had been served.

She shrugged. 'I'm just not very hungry.'

"You start your new job soon, don't you?' he erggliir

She was surprised he had remembered that. Andslyesegan work at the
kindergarten next week.

'Nervous?' One of his hands moved to cover hers.

She hadn't been—but she was now. What was Logarg@dviore to the
point, what was Francesca going to think of hinttong her in this way?

"You shouldn't be, you know,' Logan continued genitm sure the children
are going to love you.'

She wished that he did!



She might as well wish for the moon, and Darcy ktieat even more than
before after today.

She had been overwhelmed earlier this afternoomwghe had arrived at
the castle with her father and Meg, not even tlgged beauty of the
countryside on the drive up from the airport in kive car having prepared
her for the sheer enormity of Meg's family homee@hnive up from the road
had seemed to take for ever, thousands of deeingraxthe fields, and as
for the castle itself...!

Built of a mellow stone that seemed to have a@@iihge hue to it, the main
building itself was flanked by four huge turretgngine cannons from a
sixteenth-century ship flanking each side of thennestrance. It was like
something out of a fairy tale!

The inside was even more impressive, furnished wéhuine antiques,
most of them of a warlike nature, admittedly, thert, in earlier centuries
Scotland had seen many wars. Mainly with the Ehglis

Hugh McDonald had turned out to look like an oldersion of Logan,
giving Darcy an idea of what Logan would look like forty years'
time—absolutely formidable!

Darcy had been allocated one of the bedrooms iNtinth Tower, choosing
to take Hugh McDonald's suggestion that she rest dimner-time. Not
because she really needed to rest, but to giveli@shance to gather her
scattered defences in anticipation of seeing Ldagahevening. The story
she had given Brice, of getting lost in the vastra@dhe castle, was a slight
exaggeration; she had simply delayed coming dowsdta as long as she
possibly could without missing dinner altogetheeldyed seeing Logan
with the beautiful Francesca for as long as possibl

But, in truth, it had made no difference to thenpshe felt at seeing him with
the other woman, of having to accept Francescaisiitance in his life.

Darcy gently removed her hand from Logan's grdisplooking forward to
starting work," she assured him. For one thingioild give her something
else to think about besides him!



Logan's mouth had tightened at the removal of hadhhis gaze narrowed
now. 'Then why aren't you eating?' He frowned. 1@dube that you're still
upset about Daniel and my mother?' he probed.

'No, it couldn't,” she denied instantly, her snaifeectionate as she glanced
down the table at the engaged couple; there wa®ubting her father and
Meg's genuine feelings of love for each other. yTheake a wonderful
couple, don't they?' she murmured wistfully.

'‘Wonderful,' Logan confirmed dryly.

She glanced back at him, frowning slightly. 'Butuystill have your
doubts...?'

'It's not really any of my business, is it?'

No, it wasn't. But his feelings towards marriagey anarriage, still
dismayed her.

She glanced over to where the beautiful Francessamconversation with
the man seated to her right. Was she aware of Ledaalings towards
marriage? Darcy sincerely hoped so, otherwise therovoman had a
terrible shock coming to her.

Although the thought of Logan married to anothemaa made Darcy feel
faint!

She swallowed hard. 'I—'
‘There's dancing in the main salon after dinnexgdn told her abruptly.

Almost as if he had known she had been about toenhak excuses and
escape to her bedroom...?

'Darcy has already promised the first dance to oid, chap,’ Brice
interrupted brightly, taking a firm hold of Darcyland. 'But I'm sure she'll
save one for you later on in the evening!" he addedtingly.



Darcy turned to give Brice a quizzical glance—atayhave him give her a
conspiratorial wink!

Brice McAllister knew, had somehow guessed, that whs in love with
Logan!

The question now was—would he tell his cousin?

All thoughts of making a hasty escape to her badrfied as she knew she
couldn't allow Brice McAllister to do that. She wdihave to talk to Brice
first, beg him if necessary not to tell Logan of feelings for him. Because
Logan's embarrassed pity was something she cobielart

'It all sounds wonderful!" She gave Brice a bigamagless -smile, and saw
a mischievous glint in his deep green eyes as kdyeaeceived and
acknowledged, her message.

'‘Wonderful,' Logan echoed hardly. 'But | should mvgou to watch out for
Darcy's feet, Brice," he mentioned with a glancBancy's direction.

'I'm sure she dances divinely,' his cousin compiiteé smoothly.

'It's the kicks you have to watch out for," Logaenivon.

Darcy knew exactly what he was referring to, angiour in her cheeks.
'I'm sure Brice would never be ungentlemanly endioghsult me so that |
would need to kick him!" she returned swiftly.

'l must say, Logan, | find it hard to believe yoauld ever be justified in
being ungentlemanly to a lovely young lady like &arBrice McAllister
reproved jokingly.

'All too easily, believe me," Logan returned, higuth a thin, angry line.
Darcy turned away so that he shouldn't see theesutiehrs in her eyes.

Anger was the last emotion she wanted to arouseogan. But anger
towards each other seemed to be all that they.had..



CHAPTER TWELVE
'SHE's absolutely enchanting, Logan," Brice whisperekisiside.

The two men stood in the main salon, several ceugdacing in the centre
of the room, Darcy and her father one of them. Thaye a striking couple,
Daniel Simon tall and boyishly good-looking, Darep tiny, looking
beautiful as she laughed at something her fathe:just said.

'She is.' Logan didn't even bother to pretendmé&hbw who his cousin was
referring to. Considering Brice had only recentiyished dancing with
Darcy himself, it would be slightly ridiculous teen attempt to do so!
Brice glanced at him. 'Then why don't you tell ke?"

'Now why on earth would | want to do that?'

'‘Because you're in love with her," Brice statechgue

Logan almost choked over the champagne he hadsipggéd. ‘I'm—I'm
what?' he finally managed to burst out.

'In love with Darcy,' Brice repeated, his calmn@ssdirect contrast to
Logan's choked disbelief. 'l must say, | admirerytaste. | always thought,
if you ever did fall in love—and for years I've dued it would ever
happen— that it would be with someone completebuitable. But Darcy
is unpretentious, charming, beautiful, has a gsease of humour—'

'l am not in love with Darcy!" Logan finally recaws enough to protest. 'l
always knew that artistic side of you made you gbing of a romantic,
Brice," he derided. 'But | didn't realise it madei@elusional, too!

His cousin raised reproving brows. ‘It doesn't Sail flatly.

‘Then it must be the champagne,' Logan rejoined.

"It isn't the champagne, either,’ Brice repliedgan, do you intend being an
idiot all your life?"



'l wasn't aware that | had been,' he returnedystiff
"You will be if you let Darcy go out of your lifeBrice warned him.

‘That's hardly likely to happen,' Logan said wrylg.two weeks' time her
father and my mother will be married. Which willfesftively make us
stepbrother and stepsister,' he explained at Brezejuiring look.

Brice looked quizzical. 'And you're happy to seftlethat, are you?"

Logan gave a dismissive laugh, shaking his he&dvé no idea what you're
talking about, Brice.’

'No?' Brice gave him a sceptical glance. "You dilcke it earlier when | was
holding Darcy's arm, and you looked ready to stienge a few minutes ago
when | was dancing with her.'

Damn Brice; he was too observant by half. And,hmhadn't liked Brice
being close to Darcy. But to say that he, Logars imdove with her, was
ridiculous. They had known each other only a coupfleveeks, and a
tempestuous couple of weeks at that. It was sirti@y he felt protective
towards her, nothing else.

'l was merely wondering at what stage of the ewgsime would kick you,’
Logan quipped.

Brice smiled. 'She won't.'
'Oh?' Logan was surprised. 'And what makes you px&m

'l only hope it isn't too late when you decide take up, Logan,' Brice
warned softly.

Logan's eyes narrowed. 'Too late for what, BriSé®@"s everything I've
said, and more, Logan,' Brice said. 'l can assate we won't be the only
men to see that.’



Logan didn't like discussing Darcy in this way. Ahd didn't like Brice
talking about her at all.

But that didn't mean he was in love with her. She Ibeen totally vulnerable
when he'd met her, still was in many ways; hedligi't like to see her hurt.

'Why don't you ask her to dance?' Brice suggestégtieamusic came to an
end and Darcy and her father returned to Meg.

Why didn't he?
'Scared, cuz?' Brice asked.

'Reverse psychology—cuz?' Logan returned bitingiy. now supposed to
rush over and ask Darcy to dance just to provew@mg—right?'

Brice was unconcerned. 'l was merely wondering wdiy haven't danced
with your future stepsister.'

'Probably because my cousin is being such a patheémeck about it!
Logan rasped.

'‘And will continue to be so until you ask Darcydance,’ Brice assured him
unrepentantly.

Logan stared at his cousin. 'Why is it so importantou?’

Brice laughed. 'It isn't important to me.'

"You could have fooled me!" Logan exclaimed.

'She dances like a dream, Logan," Brice encouragedight in your arms,

and yet so sexy at the same time. I— something gyrbogan?' Brice said
innocently as he heard the slight choking noideoigan's throat. ‘Oops, too

late, Logan,' Brice informed him as he looked astbg salon. '‘Grandfather
got to her first!’



Logan turned in time to see his grandfather leadimgther self-conscious
Darcy onto the large area that had been cleardgkinentre of the room for
dancing.

At almost eighty, his hair showing only a slightitisey of grey, his
grandfather looked extremely handsome in his blae¢kning suit and
snowy white shirt, the slimness of his body showimgsigns of age as he
led Darcy nimbly around the floor in a waltz.

The two of them talked softly as they danced, Logjale to see that Darcy
was slowly relaxing, moving more fluidly to the nusow, her steps
perfectly matched to those of his grandfather.

Logan couldn't help wondering—given the fact thaini2l would be the
third husband of Hugh's eldest daughter, a daudghgh was extremely
proud of but also shocked by on occasion too—exadtiat the two could
be finding to talk about. Whatever it was, they evebviously enjoying
each other's company, laughing together severastibefore the music
stopped and Hugh gallantly guided Darcy back toféier and Meg.

‘The old devil probably enjoyed that immensely,'icBr remarked
laughingly.

'Probably,” Logan acknowledged dryly. 'l think we'about to learn
firsthand just how much,' he added ruefully asrtgeandfather made his
way over to the two of them determinedly.

'What's the matter with you young men?' their gfatier attacked, helping
himself to a glass of champagne as a maid passt#tbywith a laden tray
of glasses. 'Put you amongst a lot of pretty woraed you cower in a
corner like a couple of idiots!" He drank the chagpe thirstily.

'l take exception to the "idiot" part of that staent.' Brice laughed.

'‘And we're hardly "cowering" anywhere, Grandfathlengan replied.



You aren't dancing, either.' The elderly man fixemjan with a gaze as
blue as his own. 'In fact, | haven't seen you damz® yet, Logan. What's
the matter with you—company a bit too provincial you?'

'Hardly. The majority of these people are up froomélon, anyway.'
'Pretty girl, that,' Hugh said appreciatively.

'‘Darcy?’ Brice put in, his expression completetyocent as Logan turned to
give him a hard glance.

'‘Name's a bit odd." Hugh nodded. 'But the girl'snebenough. | suppose
Meg and this Simon chap might make a match dfetallowed grudgingly.
'‘About time one of you settled down and made meeategrandfather.' He
fixed his steely gaze on both his grandsons.

'Oh, please—not you too!" Logan protested, puthisgempty glass down
forcefully on a side-table. 'If you'll both excuse?’

'What did | say?' a bewildered Hugh turned to ddBrice.

Logan didn't stay around long enough to hear Briagly, but strode across
the room, reaching Darcy's side just ahead of dtleeoyoung actors he had
been introduced to earlier.

'Dance?' Logan asked tightly.

She had turned to smile at him as he'd approat¢hedhat smile faded as
she took in his coldly angry expression. ‘Are yateghat's what you want
to do?' she said watrily.

No, what he really wanted to do—what he wanteda@ldhost every time
he saw Darcy!'—was to carry her off somewhere ankieni@ave to her. In
the circumstances, dancing with her was as clog®tas he could get, so a
dance it would have to be.

'Perfectly sure,' he confirmed briskly.



She frowned, undecided, obviously unsure of hisdnoo

With good reason, Logan allowed impatiently. Darjrhe was irritable
when he didn't see her, and angry most of the wimen he did. He wasn't
sure of his own mood at the moment!

'Perhaps you've danced enough for one eveningtdted. 'Perhaps you
would prefer to go outside for a walk, instead?’

And perhaps she wouldn't, he groaned inwardly asalmethe puzzlement
on her expressive face. Would he want to go foalkwith someone who
looked as frustratedly angry as he felt? Definitedy!

He drew in a deeply controlling breath. Til try thagain,” he said
sheepishly. 'Darcy, would you care to walk out$aiea breath of fresh air?'

She smiled that shy smile at him. "Thank you, Logas, | would like that.'

He held out his arm for her to take, giving the dravg young actor a

withering glare as they strolled past him, on they to the French doors
that led out onto the terrace scented with thesrbgegrandfather grew near
the castle.

It was a beautiful moonlit evening outside, theseoof the deer close by,
and nocturnal animals calling to each other indiséance, the sound of the
bullfrogs nearby in the lily-pond.

'What a beautiful place this is," Darcy murmureelaanily as she looked out
over the wall, the castle, and grounds beyond dakithh moonlight.

It was a light that seemed to reflect off the gilgeey of her dress, giving the
woman herself an ethereal quality. Logan found kifmsansfixed by her
the moment they were alone outside.

Darcy turned to give him a searching glance. "W&at?' she breathed.
'‘Logan...?"'



It was purely instinctive, something he had beentiag to do since the last
time he had seen her, something he found himseifimgto do every time
he saw her!

His arms moved about the slenderness of her wamstlding her gently
against him as his head lowered and his lips fanticaptured hers.

Perfect pleasure. It was the first time he had delhplete, any peace of
mind, any gentleness of spirit, since the last tmadnad held her like this.

She fitted so perfectly against him, breathed thenes air, and—he
hoped!'—knew the same pleasure at his closeneskeldit at hers.

He wanted this never to stop, wanted to carry ssikg her, touching her,
holding her—

'‘No!" She wrenched her mouth from his, pulling avitayn him, her face
stricken in the moonlight. 'We can't do this, Logashe told him
breathlessly, tears glistening in her eyes.

He was stunned for a moment, had been totallyinate sheer pleasure of
holding her close to him.

'Please let me go, Logan,’ she choked, his armdpawstinctively
tightened like steel bands about her as she ateehtiptmove away. 'Please!
she said again tearfully.

His hold slackened, but he still didn't release Wemn not going to hurt you,
Darcy," he whispered. '"You should know by now, lwdonever do that.'
Even under extreme provocation, all the times sitedone something to
him that might have resulted in retaliation, he hader so much as taken an
angry step in her direction.

She became suddenly still in his arms, deliberatetyooking at him. 'Then
let me go,' she said woodenly.

'Why?' he groaned. 'We don't have to go back imostlon. We can get in
through one of the side doors, up to my suite ofire—'



'‘No!" She wrenched out of his grasp this time, etemugh Logan knew it
must have physically hurt her to do so. 'No, Loghrshe choked again
before turning to let herself back into the saltve door closing softly
behind her.

Logan stood there stunned for several long, dazedites. What had he
done? What had he said? What...?

He turned sharply as he sensed a movement belmmdls disappointment
acute when he saw it was Brice and not Darcy wltbclane outside to join
him.

'‘Darcy came back in alone, looking nothing like tisual, calm self,' Brice
informed him, 'so | thought | had better come alésand make sure she
hadn't thrown you in the lily-pond!

No, she hadn't done that. But in the last few n@autogan knew she had
done something to him much worse than that. Mualghhworse than that!

How could he? How could Logan hold her, kiss hak of the two of them
going up to his rooms together, when all the tilme woman in his life,
Francesca, was in the salon with all the other gaigent party guests?

She had always known Logan was arrogant, a law bimself, that he
didn't believe in love, let alone marriage. Butrege, she had never thought
he would behave in such a cavalier fashion. Irghasmdfather's house, too!

What was she to do now? She couldn't stay down kadren Logan might
return to the party at any moment, that was foe sBhe simply couldn't face
him again so soon after what had happened outsidéhe terrace. But
neither did she want to upset her father or Megetiying early.

Surprisingly, it was Hugh McDonald who came to bBeaue, standing up to
announce it was almost midnight, that he was gtonigave the last waltz
with the most beautiful woman in the room, and thiemas time they all
went to their beds or their homes.



Although Darcy wasn't so sure she had been resugltiwhen his choice
of the most beautiful woman in the room turned twube her, suddenly
finding herself swung expertly into his arms asliaad began to play!

'‘Smile, you silly wee lassie," he murmured gentlizgér ear as he whirled her
around toThe Last WaltZNever let a McDonald know he's got you down,’
he added reprovingly.

Darcy gave him a startled glance. 'A McDonald. u? @u—'

'‘Logan’'s mother may have married a McKenzie, bus Imeore of a
McDonald than any of them,' Hugh told her with achievous twinkle in
his eye. 'A bit slow witted where the ladies arac@ned, ye ken?' He gave
a loud bellow of laughter at her stunned expressién late wife had to hit
me over the head with a frying-pan before | redliseras in love with her!’

Darcy laughed softly at the image he projectetthirik | would like to hear
that story some time!" But she also knew that apginonvouldn't work on
Logan...

Darcy knew that Hugh meant well with his teasing,$he had already done
too many horrific things to Logan to even thi»k abeand all it had
succeeded in doing was having him invite her upstaihis suite of rooms.
Hardly a declaration of love!

'Oh, you've tried that, have ye?' Hugh observedightiully as he easily
read at least some of her thoughts. 'He alwaysawasl| where women are
concerned.' He sighed. 'If | were forty years yamigl ask ye to marry me
myself.'

Darcy laughed again. 'If you were forty years yamg think I might be
tempted to accept!

Hugh grinned down at her appreciatively as the meaine to an end on the
stroke of midnight, looking very much like his gdmon at that moment.
"You're a refreshing addition to this family, lassand no mistake.' He bent
down to kiss her warmly on the cheek. 'l look forgvép seeing you again
soon.'



At the wedding, of course. In two weeks' time. $laeln't been looking
forward to it anyway, the way things were betweegan and herself, but
after tonight—! Definitely not an occasion for lerlook forward to!

Unfortunately, the first person she saw as sheeturto leave the
dance-floor was Logan, standing just inside then€lmedoors. A glowering
Logan, who stared at her with glitteringly angrudkeyes.

He was angry? He wasn't the one who had been ptopesl, with his
partner for the evening—night?—just on the othéde sif those doors!

'Isn't my father wonderful?' Meg was the one tardcg her attention as she
reached out and squeezed Darcy's arm affectionatelijled with the
success the evening had obviously been.

'Wonderful," Darcy echoed sincerely, relieved tabke to look away from
that accusing blue gaze as she turned to smileegtavid her father.

'Daniel and | are just going to have a brandy mlthrary before retiring.
Join us,’ Meg invited warmly.

Darcy shook her head. 'lt's been a wonderful ewgrbat, like Hugh, I'm
rather tired.' She moved to kiss them both warmlyhe cheek. 'Why don't
you ask Logan?' she suggested. 'He looks in neadndy.’

She didn't linger to see whether they took up hggsestion, hurrying from
the room, just wanting to get away now, desperateheed of the privacy
of her bedroom. It had been a wonderful—awful, aost
heartbreaking!—evening. One she hoped never tatepe

She hesitated once out in the main hallway, presentth four sets of
stairs, one presumably to each tower. Which wasotie to the North
Tower? That was the question.

‘Are you lingering here looking helpless in the édipat Brice might turn up
and offer to escort you back to your bedroom?'rd kaice scorned softly
so that the other guests moving noisily past thenthay left shouldn't
overhear the conversation.



Darcy stiffened, steeling herself before turninggatce Logan. A stony-faced
Logan, his eyes glittering coldly!

What did this man want from her? More to the pgurt what did he think
she was? Had he really thought her capable of smgpakf with him when
his girlfriend was waiting for him downstairs?

She shook her head sadly. 'I'm merely trying tadéewhich staircase leads
to the North Tower,' she told him flatly, too tireeven attempt to deny the
other accusation in his question. Brice had bered to her, nothing more,

and she wouldn't insult that kindness by tryingdédend either Brice, or

herself.

Logan seemed unimpressed. 'Points of the compass;yD he said
tauntingly. 'East,’ he pointed to one staircas@sWWHe pointed to the one
opposite. 'South—'

'‘Okay, Logan, | get the point,' she interrupted mygaExcuse me for not
being a boy scout!" Her voice broke slightly on tager, and she turned
quickly away before Logan could see the tearstibdtwelled so quickly in
her eyes, logically making her way to the stairagsgosite the one that lay
to the south.

'‘Darcy—"

'‘Logan, I'm so glad | found you; I've been lookfogyou everywhere!
Francesca Darwin's voice was easily recognisabl@arcy as she hurried
away up the wide staircase, her legs shaking sly Isae& wasn't sure she
was going to make it.

'I've been right here," Logan answered the othenavohardly.

Darcy managed to get to the top of the stairs befmar legs gave way,

turning the corner to lean weakly back againstwht, her tears starting to
fall now.



She should move, she knew she should, before amgiseecame up the
stairs and saw her there, but her legs didn'tdapable of moving just yet.
Logan hated her! There was simply no mistaking ghdter in his eyes a
few minutes ago...

'l simply wanted to say how nice it's been to mgmi.' Francesca was
talking again now, her voice bubbling with exciterhe'lt's been a
wonderful evening.'

'I'm glad you enjoyed it," Logan returned noncontaiy.

Darcy was far less composed. What did the otheravomean, it had been
nice meeting him...?

'Perhaps we'll meet again,’ Francesca suggested.
'Perhaps,' Logan returned with clear impatience.

Darcy didn't stop to listen to any more of the cansation, moving away
from the wall to stumble down the corridor to thedlmom she had been
allocated on her arrival, switching on the lightctose the door thankfully
behind her.

She didn't understand. She had thought FranceseairDeame here with

Logan, had seen the two of them together earliegnnghe'd entered the
salon, and had realised this had to be the wombkogan's life. But from the

conversation she had just overheard, obviouslywsee wrong. And if he

hadn't come here with Francesca, then it would deemadn't come here
with anyone...

So where was the woman in his life?

If there was one, a little voice in her head reasoiladn't she just assumed
there had to be one? Logan had been out to lurtthsemeone that day ten
days ago, changed his mind about being a witnetsemtparents' wedding,
and hadn't she, Darcy, decided it had to be bea#usa&oman's influence?

But if not another woman, what—or who!—had chanlgesdmind?



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

WHy didn't this prattling woman just stop talking agd? Logan fumed
inwardly as Francesca Darwin carried on gushingnDshe realise he just
wasn't interested?

The only thing he was interested in was that D&y looked upset when
she'd left him a few minutes ago, and he knew # lecause of his nastiness
to her. But he just couldn't seem to help himself.

Because he was in love with her...

Love. He had realised, when she'd walked away finirm on the terrace
earlier, that he was in love with her, that love Barcy was the reason all
the meaning had gone out of the rest of his lifevds an emotion he had
thought he would never feel for any woman.

It terrified the life out of him!

Love was everything he had thought it would beHtening, debilitating in
the knowledge that all of your life's happiness waspped up in a single
person.

But it was also many other things: exhilaratinfgeling of gladness just in
that person's presence, pleasure in every movemegity word spoken, a
driving need to protect, but most of all an overinhieg feeling of
completeness. For the first time in his life Lodet whole, as if he had
found the other half of himself. Darcy was thatesthalf.

It wasn't something he could choose to feel, or mats an emotion that
existed entirely of its own volition. He had newrown a feeling like it,
ached with love for her, for just one of those hastwpping smiles to come
his way, wanted to tell Darcy how he felt. But tedeelings of terror held
him back. Because she didn't love him.

He had known that outside on the terrace too. Sldewanted to get away
from him, couldn't wait to escape.



What was he going to do now?

"Il walk you to the door, Francesca.' Brice steghpeatly into the one-sided
conversation, shooting Logan a concerned glanagdé&dking a firm grasp
of Francesca's arm, chatting to her amiably aswadiged away.

'‘Logan...?'

He turned dazedly to look at his mother. Had skeddis father in the way
he now loved Darcy? Did she now love Daniel inghee way? If she did,
then he knew the least he owed her was an apolwmgthé way he had
treated her. Not just for months, but for years...

Meg smiled at him gently. '‘Daniel and | are goindhave a brandy in the
library; come and join us.' She didn't wait forarswer, slipping her hand
into the crook of his arm as the three of themllgido the privacy of the
library.

A fire had been lit in there, giving off a warm glof heat, but it was a heat
that didn't touch Logan. Neither did the glass wnlly that Daniel had
pushed into his hand and which Logan sipped distidhe

Realising he loved Darcy, and that love wasn'trretd, was bad enough,
but how did he even begin to apologise to a mohieehad repeatedly
rejected over the years?

She was looking at him concernedly now. 'Logan...?’

His mother had never seen him like this before, mgously unsure of his
mood, shooting worried glances at Daniel as the dWthem looked at
Logan uncertainly.

They were probably expecting him to say or do sbimgtthat would spoil
their happiness, of the evening, if nothing elsed &vho could blame them?
He had been an idiot, a selfish idiot. He had noemmight, than Darcy had
quickly realised she had, to dictate what these people should or
shouldn't do with their fives.



His breath left him in a ragged sigh before he guiais brandy glass down
on the table, walking over to hold out his handamiel. 'l would like to
offer you both my belated, warmest congratulatidmes said quietly.

To the older man's credit he only hesitated famation of a second before
accepting that warm handshake.

Logan turned to his mother. 'l truly hope you'llNe¥y happy together,’ he
told her gruffly. 'Mamma,' he added softly.

His mother's throat moved convulsively as he useshteme he'd had for her
when he was a little boy. In the last twenty-onargéne had only ever called
her Meg, or the more condescending, Mother.

Logan reached out and hugged his mother, feelagrémbling of her body
as she cried softly. Time and time again, he ndmewledged, his mother
had reached out to him over the last twenty-onesyend time and time
again he had repulsed her. But loving Darcy asdwe daid, allowing love
back into the hardness of his heart, he knew hanbadr stopped loving his
mother, that he never could or would.

"You've made me so happy, Logan,' his mother chakwedlling his face in
both her hands as she reached up and gently kigseon the cheek.

‘Just be happy together, hmm?' he encouraged uskil

'‘And you?' His mother looked up at him searching®ye you happy,
Logan?"

'If I'm not, | have only myself to blame," he reguliruefully.

He had chosen to live the way that he did, haddreed his heart to love;
there was no one else to blame if he now found dlinasone.

‘Darcy—"

'Is a beautiful and charming young lady,"' Loganinuin Daniel's tentative
remark, steadily meeting the older man's gaze.



Did Daniel know? Had Logan given himself away soowh Had his
feelings for Darcy been so obvious to everyonehbuself...? Did Darcy
know?

'She's a credit to you, Daniel,’ he added flatigméyed at the thought of
Darcy guessing how he felt about her. Was thatdhson she had run away
from him...?

Daniel's arm was about Meg's shoulders now. 'I'isacure about the time
she threw egg-white over you,' he mused affectapat

Logan shrugged. 'l probably deserved it. At ledst'ss honest in her
feelings.’

Something he hadn't been in a long time. And wadisalout time that he
was? Completely honest. No matter what the colsistpersonal pride?

He straightened. 'If you don't mind, | think I'ddve the two of you alone
now. What a stupid thing to say; of course you mmd being left alone.’
He shook his head at his own ridiculousness. tailkst care of my mother,
Daniel," he asked.

Daniel's arm tightened about Meg's shoulders. 'Dejpa it.'

Strange, but Logan had a feeling as he left theratduple alone together
that he could do exactly that. None of them knevatwias round the corner
for them, as his mother hadn't when his fatherdied so suddenly, leaving
her bereft and vulnerable. As he hadn't when hali@érf in love with
Darcy...

It took him only a few minutes to find out what Wwanted to know, before
making his way upstairs.

But there was no answer when he knocked on Dabeglsoom door. She
must already be asleep.

What he wanted to say would have to wait until maynWhy not? It had
waited thirty-five years, another night wasn't gpto kill him! Or, at least,



he hoped it wasn't! A sleepless night was probtigyeast he could expect.
He only hoped he didn't lose his nerve overnight!

It was the shock of his life when he rounded thmeoat the top of the
South Tower stairs and found Darcy walking along tlorridor towards

him. Not tucked up in bed asleep at all, but dtiissed in that clinging grey
dress.

And she looked stricken as she looked up and saw hi

If he dared—if he made one rude remark about hegbere—

'Darcy, he greeted lightly. 'Did you get lost eafall?'

He didn't sound rude, or sarcastic...

But that was no guarantee that he wasn't goingtéib—

'Would you like me to show you back to your bedr@bhe offered gently.

Darcy continued to eye him warily. 'Er—actually, Iry father and Meg

invited me to join them for a brandy in the libratycouldn't sleep, so |

thought | might join them, after all.’

Coward, she instantly berated herself. She coutdijh&ave expected to
find the library in the South Tower! But her cougabad completely

deserted her at coming face to face with Logan peebtedly like this.

Logan nodded. 'I've just left them. I...think theguld probably like to be
alone for a while now.'

'Of course.' There was embarrassed colour in hegkshnow. 'How silly of
me.'

'How about joining me in the family sitting-roomrfa brandy, instead?' he
suggested. 'l would like to talk to you, anyway'élaborated as she was
about to refuse.



Darcy's confusion returned a hundredfold. She bddshe owed Logan an
explanation for her behaviour on the terrace aftealising her
misunderstanding concerning Francesca earlier, dudited herself into
going in search of Logan to make that apology é&wening, knowing she
would never sleep if she didn't. But her relief lha@gn immense when she'd
knocked, on what she had found out from one ofth&ls was his bedroom
door, and he hadn't answered. Now she knew it vwaause he had been
downstairs with her father and Meg.

But didn't she still owe him that explanation...?
"Thank you," she accepted awkwardly, accompanyimgdown the stairs.

The family sitting-room was much less formal thhe tooms she had seen
so far, a warm fire burning in the grate, old cortdble furniture, books and
magazines lying around, family photographs everyehdo doubt some of
them would be of Logan when he was a boy. Darcg@db be able to go
and look at them.

'Here.' Logan held out a glass of brandy to her.

She took the glass, gingerly sipping the fiery iijuDutch courage, she
inwardly taunted herself. 'Logan—'

'Let's sit down, hmm." He indicated the over-suiffeofa behind them,
waiting until she was seated before sitting dowsxt e her.

Instantly throwing Darcy into confusion again. Bginear Logan at any
time was torture for her, but with him in this stge, unfathomable mood,
she found it even more difficult to bear.

He watched the brandy as he swirled it around snghass. 'l thought you
would like to know I've made my peace with my mothee told her softly.

"You have?' She breathed emotionally, unbidderstspringing into her
eyes. 'Oh, Logan, that's wonderful'' And she metarntogan might not
appreciate it yet, but it would be better for hiootnot to have that
awkwardness in his life.



'l have.' He nodded, looking up suddenly, his daaging into hers. 'And
now | would like to make my peace with you.'

Darcy sat back slightly. 'With me...?' She frowned.

He sighed, nodding again. 'If | frightened or ups®i earlier when we were
outside—'

'Oh, but you didn't,’ she instantly protested. Feas the last thing she had
felt in his arms earlier!

'l didn't?' He looked bemused. 'Well, no mattee'stirugged. 'l obviously
did something wrong. And for that | apologise. Tés thing | ever want to
do is frighten or upset you.'

Darcy was suddenly aware of the grandfather clminig behind them, of
the silence in the castle after the noise of theypearlier. She was also
aware that whatever came next had to come from her.

"You didn't do either of those things, Logan." $hewed on her inner lip.
'l—I thought Francesca Darwin was your—I believhd was staying here.
At the castle. With you!" The words came tumbling.o

Logan looked back at her uncomprehendingly. "Whyearth should you
have thought that?' he finally said slowly.

Darcy stood up, moving away from him. She coulthtik straight sitting

close to him like that! 'She was with you when Brand | joined you. She
sat next to you at dinner. And you changed yourdmatout being a
witnessat the wedding after lunch that day!" shdinoed determinedly.

Logan looked as if he was trying to make senselatwhe was saying.

'It was obvious that whoever it was you had lundthwen days ago had
helped change your mind," Darcy went on frustrgtedl|

"You're right. They did.' He pursed his lips. 'Ayal believed it had to be a
woman?'



'Of course it—you mean it wasn't?' Darcy lookefiat uncertainly.

Logan shook his head. 'It was Fergus. Although anam was indirectly
involved in my change of mind," he admitted.

Darcy sighed heavily. 'l thought so.'

Logan put down his own brandy glass to stand ufy, imches away from
her again now. 'That woman was you, Darcy," he tieldgruffly.

Her eyes widened. 'Me? But—'

He sighed. 'Fergus and Brice were both going tat blee wedding. They are
both incredibly attractive to women, consummatesfliAnd you—"'

She held her breath, willing him to go on. And whHendidn't, 'l what,
Logan?' she prompted.

He took a deep breath. 'Darcy, what were you readdliing wandering
around the South Tower just now?"

'Looking for you,' she admitted. 'l overheard Fesua talking to you as she
left, realised what a terrible mistake | had maolecerning the two of you.
|I—needed to tell you that.’

'‘Why?'

'‘Because!' she said. 'l what, Logan?' she pushad.ag

He seemed to be fighting an inner battle with hifn§eally giving a deep
sigh, before smiling at her. 'You are bright, fupiweautiful, charming,
sexy—'

‘Logan—'

'‘And so | decided | had to come to the wedding a&fle so that one of those

two charming bastards didn't walk away with the v@om love!" he
finished.



Darcy stared at him, swallowing convulsively, sshe couldn't have heard
him correctly. Logan loved her? But he didn't bedien love. He had said
so. Hadn't he...?

'‘Now | really have shocked you," he realised wiinpd self-revelation.

She hesitated. 'I'm not shocked. I—you really deelome?' she said
uncertainly, her heart threatening to burst insielechest.

'l really do," he confirmed. 'l can imagine nothingpre wonderful than
waking up with you beside me for the rest of me,lihaving you to talk
with, to laugh with, to cry with, if necessary. buldn't even mind if you felt
the occasional urge to throw egg-white over me.’

Darcy was still staring at him disbelievingly. 'l4ddyou know that your
grandmother hit your grandfather over the head itlnying-pan in an
attempt to get him to realise he was in love wigh?h

He looked stunned. 'My sweet ladylike grandmothé?'d
Darcy nodded. 'Apparently.’

'Did it work? Obviously it did; they were happilyamied for over fifty
years,' he ruefully answered his own question leefooking up at her
sharply. 'Darcy, are you trying to tell me, in yawn inimitable style, that
you did those things to me because you love me?’

She laughed breathlessly. 'Not exactly. Oh, noabsge | don't love you,'
she quickly assured him as he looked suddenly ezdbjust didn't realise
then that was the reason you made me so angtyediinbe.'

Logan was the one to look unsure of himself nowt &oemotion Darcy
particularly associated with him, admittedly. Andtone she particularly
like seeing, either.

She took a step towards him, only inches away flom now. 'Logan
McKenzie, | am very much in love with you,' shedtbim shakily.



'‘Darcy Simon, | am very much in love with you tdwg' returned shyly, his
hands reaching out to grasp her shoulders. 'Willryarry me?'

She took a deep breath. 'Marriage, Logan? Don'iyemt to get used to the
idea of being in love first?' she attempted tog¢eatthough her voice broke
emotionally.

'‘No," he said with certainty. 'l don't ever wangtt used to this feeling. It's
wonderful. Exhilarating.' His hands tightened ondmens as he bent slightly
to gently kiss her on the mouth, that kiss quiaddgpening into passion.

Darcy had no idea how long they were in each athamms, kissing,
touching, discovering. It was wonderful!

'l think [ fell in love with you that very first dg' Logan finally admitted, his
forehead resting against hers as the two of thenlgse together on the
sofa, their arms about each other.

'l don't believe that," Darcy responded, restingirag} his chest. 'l cried all
over you. And | looked a mess."

Logan chuckled throatily. "Your tears are what mgse so human, Darcy.
As for your smile—it takes my breath away. Will yoarry me?'

'Oh, yes,' she breathed ecstatically, unable togimeaanything more
wonderful than being with Logan for the rest ofithiees.

'‘Soon?' he urged achingly.

'Very soon," she acquiesced, knowing she wantedingptmore than to
belong with this man for the rest of her life. Simeickled softly. 'l still can't
believe this, Logan." She cuddled into him. 'l pise'll never kick you or
throw egg-white over you again—'

'Don't promise things you can't keep to, my lokkegan laughed. 'I'm sure
I'll occasionally do things that will annoy you,cayou’ll react instinctively.
| love your unpredictability, Darcy. In fact, I'muje expecting you to



present me with twins—possibly even triplets!—oiag,cas your piece de
resistance!’

What a wonderful thought!

In fact, the future, with Logan, promised to bd @flwonderful things...



