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Kit leaned back against the office door and released a long shaky breath. She'd done it! Ten minutes ago she'd burned the last major bridge behind her. She could take off on an exciting, carefree adventure any time now--if she could think of a single place she wanted to go. 

Alone.

Kit forced herself to focus on the familiar scene. The gleaming desktop looked unnatural without its usual piles of paper. Behind it, the leather bulk of her father's empty desk chair glared at her, emanating waves of cold disapproval. She fought down the familiar wave of guilt. She hadn't made the decision to step down lightly. If she was ever to sort out the chaos of her emotions, she had to get completely away from Florida and its memories. 

Yesterday, after she'd performed the unpleasant task of informing Gunther Roth and his team that she could not approve the funding for the next phase of his genetic restructuring research, she'd handed the reins of the foundation over to her assistant until further notice. And as of today, there would be no more Schofields running Schofield Pharmaceuticals. The board meeting had simply put the official stamp on Gordon's role as CEO. 

She took a deep breath and stifled the panic that rose in her throat every time she thought about cutting ties and starting a new life. 

She glanced hastily around her. The noonday sun poured through the picture window and glinted off the brass desk lamp onto the gleaming walnut desk. She gave herself a mental shake. She should take a memento of this six-year segment of her life. She picked up the onyx pen set Bart had given her when she had taken over this office six years ago.

Their innocent affection had been so comfortable then. 

She reached over to flip on the intercom. "Hi, Helen. Please tell Gordon I'm ready to go."

Thank goodness she'd already said her private farewells to her executive assistant and friend. 

She straightened her shoulders and stood up as tall as her five foot two frame would stretch. The staff would see the fashionable, decisive Kit Schofield they were used to seeing. She grasped the doorknob and launched herself into the hallway where Gordon waited for her.

"Are you all right, Kit? Would you like to wait a bit to say your farewells?"

There was genuine concern in his brown eyes. Kit wished she could throw herself into his brotherly, middle-aged embrace and tell him what was upsetting her. Gordon would gladly take over and organize her tangled life for her. But she was the only person who could sort out that chaos.

"No, no. I'd like to get it over with," she said, fixing a bright smile on her lips. 

As if she didn't have a care in the world, she sauntered over to the crowd of well-wishers who had left their desks to say good-bye. After all, they thought she was heading off on a holiday to launch another phase in her glamorous golden life. 

Solid as always, Gordon remained at her side.

They stepped out through the glass outer doors into the humid September day. The hot Florida sun beat down on their heads. The asphalt of the parking lot was so hot that it glistened in the brilliant sunshine.

Kit stopped at the base of the steps and brushed a sisterly kiss on Gordon's cheek. "Thanks for everything, Gordon. You don't have to walk me to the car. It's right over there in the shade." 

Annoying tears began to well up behind her eyes as she strolled across the quiet parking lot toward the privacy of her little red sports car. She had to think positively. Who knew what wonderful experiences were just around the corner? Maybe she'd take a long trip. Be away from Florida for the hurricane season. 

Deep in thought, she was only vaguely aware of someone gunning a powerful motor about a hundred feet to her right. 

Suddenly, tires squealed as a white van with darkly tinted windows turned sharply and skidded into the parking lot. Startled, she turned toward the sound. The van picked up speed and hurtled around the circular driveway in her direction. Was the driver drunk? She took a couple of cautious steps backward toward the curb to give the van plenty of room to get by her. But the driver seemed to be steering right for her. 

"Kit! Get back here!" Gordon shouted.

She whirled around and leapt back toward the building. The van swerved and mounted the curb after her. Gordon, moving amazingly fast for a man of his age and girth, grabbed her arm and yanked her hard out of its direct path. However, the front bumper managed to catch Kit's left leg and knock her loose of Gordon's grasp. She spun, flying against the concrete steps of the building. 

Instinctively, she tucked in her chin and tried to protect her head with her arms. The last thing she felt before the world went black was a fierce jolt of pain across her shoulders and down her right arm.

In brief moments of semi-consciousness, she was aware of sirens and voices and pain. Above all, pain. She sensed she was in a moving vehicle for a while. Then there were occasional hazy moments of awareness when a vaguely familiar woman's voice gave brisk instructions and the pain receded for a while. But it returned--again and again.

 

[image: another-chapter-heading-500]

 

She didn't know if it was hours or days later that Bart's low voice wrapped around her like a soothing blanket. She didn't quite catch the words. She simply couldn't muster the energy to focus on them. But he was there. 

Time had little meaning for her as she drifted in this painful limbo. 

Eventually, the fog lifted, leaving only the pain. She opened her eyes a slit to find herself in a dim hospital room. Then, Bart bending over her. 

His blue eyes were dark with concern and he looked as if he hadn't shaved or slept in days. Just the sight of him made the pain fade for a moment. 

She was so glad to see him. It had been weeks since they had decided to do the only sensible thing and avoid each other. She tried to smile at him. 

"You've finally decided to wake up, have you, Kittle?" He turned and nodded at the gray-haired nurse standing on the other side of the hospital bed. "Will you call Dr. Wheeler, Bea?"

Bea? Slowly, Kit made the connection. Bea Foster was the private duty nurse who had looked after Bart's father. What was Bea doing here? And where exactly was here?

"She said she wanted to be notified as soon as Kit regained consciousness," Bea agreed. "I'll be right back with your meds, Kit," she added.

Bart bent to place a light kiss on Kit's forehead. "I'll bet that's the only place that doesn't hurt," he said. 

That was true. And what really frightened her was the enormous amount of plaster she was wearing. Her upper body was tightly wrapped and she could see her right arm encased in a cast. Her left leg was in another cast. She seemed to be suspended in some kind of contraption that was attached to pulleys. She tried to move her toes. The pain in her leg was intense but one toe moved slightly.

"Bart," she croaked, "please. Am I paralyzed?"

He looked into her eyes while his fingers lightly caressed her cheek. "Oh, no, Kittle. You may not think so right now, but you were very lucky. You broke your collarbone and your right arm. Cracked that not-so-funny humerus. You also did a good job on the tibia of your left leg. The good news is that you didn't injure your spine. And you didn't hit your head." He held her gaze for a moment as if he were going to say something more. Then he looked away.

She lay quietly for a moment. There was something he wasn't saying. 

Bart ran his fingers impatiently through his blond thatch of hair, then looked at his watch. 

"Damn! The timing couldn't be worse, Kit, but I couldn't just leave you a message."

"Your dad!" she gasped.

"No, no. Dad is fine. Everyone is fine...except you, Kittle. But I've accepted a job with my old boss. Out of the country. It's a special negotiation."

The only thing she knew about those negotiations was that during the last one, he'd been held hostage in some Middle Eastern country for three months. She couldn't stand it if anything happened to Bart.

"Don't worry, Kit," he assured her. "That last trip was a comedy of errors. People got their wires crossed. That won't happen again."

She didn't have the energy to tell him that she wasn't fool enough to believe that. She closed her eyes to keep back insistent tears.

"Please don't go to sleep on me, Kit. I have to go in a few minutes. My flight leaves in an hour." He cast an anxious glance at the door. "I was hoping I could be here when Dr. Wheeler came in to explain about your injuries."

She wanted to tell him she didn't want him to leave...that she was in pain and didn't want to be alone. But she simply mumbled, "Good-bye, then. Keep safe." And let the tears come.

"Bea," Bart called urgently. "Hurry with that medication."

Kit was sure that no kind of medication would erase this sense of desolation but whatever was in the injection Bea gave her dragged her back into sweet oblivion.
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A full seven months after the attack that had sent her to Healing Springs Hospital, Kit finally took the wheel of her sweet little red Miata and headed home to West Palm Beach. She hummed tunelessly and reveled in the morning sun on her face and the wind whipping through her hair.

It was a relief to be going home. Being around a couple who were as much in love as Bart's twin brother Bret and his wife Milly were was not easy; however, she'd survived their devastating cheerfulness at Christmas and their toasts to a rosy future at New Year's. Then the warm and fuzzy season was over and Bart was still away on his hush-hush business trip.

She'd done her best to put him out of her mind, but couldn't resist skimming Bret's European newspapers for a glimpse of him. Apparently Bart's business involved quite a bit of high profile partying with gorgeous and more than sociable socialites. One news photo of a New Year's Eve gala at somebody's villa on the Cote d'Azur had hurt. The photographer was interested in catching a prince of some minor principality kissing a woman who was not his wife, but in the background was a well-built blond man. A smiling Bart Thornton had a beautiful dark-haired woman draped all over him. 

Kit had no right to be upset. She and Bart had promised they would pretend that those uncontrolled moments after Ronald's attempt to kill her had never happened.  She only wished she could forget the incredible surge of emotion and passion that had exploded into that first kiss of relief. 

But there was no point in dwelling on that. 

She'd been lucky. Her bones had healed straight, her casts were long gone and the ugly discoloration on her legs and upper body had faded away. She refused to spend one more second trying to figure out who the mysterious driver of the van that hit her could be. The police put the incident down to "random violence". That had to be good enough.

Kit parked in front of her stone and timbered home and sat looking at it for a moment. The house was wildly out of place among the stucco, concrete and gleaming glass of West Palm Beach's oceanfront mansions. The idea of an English country manor on a Florida beach had tickled grandfather Schofield's sense of whimsy. Over time, the stone and timbers had become weathered enough to fit in with the palm trees and bougainvillea. Laila had loved it. Kit liked it well enough, but found its size a bit overwhelming for one person.

Well, she was home! Milly had tried to talk Kit out of leaving this morning, but she knew she'd already stayed too long. Without even bothering to call her housekeeper to say she was returning, she'd packed a few essentials and left.

She stepped briskly out of the car, got her bag out of the trunk and ran quickly up the front steps. She felt fine now--healthy, strong. Fine. 

When she unlocked the front door, she was met by the smell of furniture polish and echoing silence. 

A pile of mail sat beside the vase of fresh flowers on the waist-high table that graced the marble-tiled entrance hall. The gleaming oak surface was ideal for sorting mail.

She riffled through the envelopes quickly, telling herself that there was no point in looking for Bart's bold scrawl. His brother had received a note from him last week saying that he'd be back in West Palm in a week or so. Bret figured he could be here as early as tomorrow. That was another good reason for her to leave the newlyweds.

She didn't have much luck with men. Ronald had fooled her completely. He'd seemed so sincere about loving her and wanting her to be the mother of his children. She shivered to think how close he'd come to killing her for the money. If Bart hadn't fired first...

Bart. It always came back to Bart. Falling in love had blind-sided them both. She had loved Bart since she was five years old. Actually, she had idolized both him and his twin brother, Bret, from the moment her mother had married their father. Even after the divorce, the long holidays Kit had spent with Uncle Will and her two wonderful "cousins" were the happiest times of her life.

Then, everything had changed. The attraction to Bart had sneaked up on her. As the nightmare of her marriage intensified so did her impossible desire to be with Bart. The barely controllable lust that suddenly sparked between her and the golden man who had always been something between brother and a dearly loved cousin was wrong. No matter that he was no blood kin. In her heart and in her fondest memories, he was family.

That put him out of bounds.

Automatically, she sorted the envelopes, tossing the junk mail into the waste paper basket. There was a letter from Canada. 

Kit had met her grandmother, Johanna, for the first time when she was fifteen and they had rarely met since. But they'd shared a genuine fondness for each other from the moment that Johanna had clasped Kit to her rather spectacular bosom and stated, "I have always wanted a granddaughter. You will call me Johanna."

They also shared the ownership of Spirit Lake Resort.

Because she and Johanna did most of their resort business by email and fax--occasionally by telephone--a letter from Johanna was rare. And it was always a cryptic marvel of brevity. What could she want this time? 

She tore open the envelope.

 

Kat:

(Kit smiled at her grandmother's persistence. Kit was named after her grandmother Katrina; she should be called Kat. Shouldn't she?)

We need to develop your grandfather's old sawmill property. Betsy Warner has worked up a cheerful business plan that will expand the resort business and do a lot to counteract all the silly talk about our hauntings. 

Will you come up here to talk to her or should we come to Florida?

Johanna.

 

Hauntings? Johanna and Aunt Elsa were a little eccentric, but had they gone right round the bend?

Who on earth was Betsy Warner? Whoever she was, Kit hoped her business plan was more sensible than Johanna's last brainstorm. That one proposed that seventy-year-old Johanna and dear, vague Aunt Elsa, who must be pushing sixty, build stables, buy horses and provide trail rides for resort guests. It might have been a good plan if either of the women had ever been near a horse. 

Why not go up to Muskoka and find out? Kit felt a spark of her old energy. Yes. She'd go to Canada. And if this "cheerful business plan" had any possibilities at all, throw herself wholeheartedly into it. Best of all, she would be away from West Palm Beach when Bart returned home. She wouldn't be running away. She'd be on a business trip.

Besides, it was past time that she paid some attention to the place. 

And to her only living relatives.

Kit grinned. This was just what she needed. With a little effort, she could be on the road tomorrow morning. Or, maybe she'd fly to Toronto, buy a SUV there and do the short drive up to Spirit Lake directly. 

Yes, and she could leave the truck at the resort when she returned home. If she returned home.  

She found she was humming again. No one listening would recognize it, but this tune was even more upbeat and cheerful than the one she'd mutilated in the car. Being tone deaf didn't matter when you were alone!
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"What do you mean, 'I just missed her'?" Bart stared at his brother in disbelief. "Where is she?"

"I'm not exactly sure," Bret admitted, looking away from him, to close the folder he'd been reading and put it on the pile at the edge of his desk. "Can I get you a beer? Or a coffee?" 

"You're not sure?" Bart bellowed, ignoring the ridiculous offer. "The guy who ran Kit down and almost killed her is still at large. How could you let her take off without telling you where she was going?"

His brother's wry grimace said it all. How did anyone stop Kit from doing something she had made up her mind to do? The headstrong scrawny kid with the big blue eyes had grown up to be a much too attractive dangerously independent woman. Didn't she realize someone had tried to kill her?

"Hold on. I don't know precisely where she is right now. Kit's healthy again and decided to visit her grandmother up in Canada. Seems they have some business to discuss about that resort Johanna runs. 

"And it's good to see you, too, bro. All in one piece this time." 

Bart didn't acknowledge the sarcasm in his twin's voice.

"Yeah," he snapped impatiently. "It's good to get home again." 

"Bart, settle down." 

Bart bristled but he knew he was overreacting and bit his tongue. 

"Kit told me to welcome you home and say she'd see you when she got back from the resort. She's in good shape," Bret assured him more gently. 

His brother's blue eyes darkened in sympathy. They hadn't discussed the obvious change in his relationship with Kit, but he didn't have a hope of hiding anything that important from his twin.

"Her injuries are healed," Bret went on, "and her frame of mind is much healthier too. She's finally putting the mess with Ronald behind her and is attempting to get on with her life. Told us she'd had enough coddling."

"That could be. But I need to see Kit for myself." 

During the months while he'd danced delicate circles around "neutral" diplomats and played the idle rich fool for them, Bart had been going nuts with worry about her. But he couldn't leave until he got the response the American government wanted from the foreign officials they couldn't contact openly. 

"Do the police or your people have any kind of a line on the guy was who tried to run her down?"

"Nothing. The police finally filed it as a 'random violent incident'. Whatever that means. Trust me, I've questioned everyone I can think of who could possibly have a motive. Gordon was a big help. He and I went over employment records at Schofield's going back five years. No disgruntled employees who might have seen themselves as passed over for promotions, nobody laid off, fired... Nothing."

Bart nodded. Gordon Timbrill was the third of Kit's "almost-brothers"--courtesy of two of her mother's half dozen marriages. He could see why Bret trusted him. Gordon would never do anything to harm their golden little Kit.

"And Kit had her lawyer go over the details of her will with me. It's very straightforward. She's made sure Gordon will continue to run Schofield Pharmaceutical so that cuts him from a possible suspects list. He'd gain absolutely nothing from her death. The bulk of her money will go to the Schofield Foundation for a children's wing at the hospital her father supported. Apart from that there are few small legacies, you know the kind of thing--to her housekeeper, her handyman, et cetera. 

"Her only relatives are her aunt, Elsa, and her grandmother. Kit has left them each quite a substantial sum. And her shares in the lodge. I investigated them myself. They're comfortably off...no urgent need of funds there that I could find."

"You can't be sure. There's an awful lot of money involved. What do you know about them? Kit never mentions having family." 

"When I asked Will if he'd met them while he was married to Laila, he told me all Laila told him was that she was seriously estranged from her family. Refused to talk about her relationship with her father. She left home when she was seventeen and returned only once while her father was alive and that was to buy the lodge next door to his property for her sister and stepmother to run."

"I guess I'll have to ask Kit about them," Bart said, "when I catch up with her."

"We weren't able to get Kit to speculate much about how anyone would benefit from her death. She refuses to admit it could be anyone she knows. I've had a man at the Schofield Foundation for days. He hasn't come across anything yet."

"I guess you're doing what you can, but I'm not buying that random violence thing," Bart stated. The uneasiness he'd been feeling about Kit's safety was getting stronger by the minute. He needed to see her. "Damn. Why didn't she wait until I got home? You did tell her I was coming, didn't you?"  

"She said she needed to get away from all of us. Maybe you should let her do that." 

"Shit, Bret! She's in danger." And he had no intention of letting her run around loose, not while she was a target.

"It's been seven months since the hit-and-run. If it was a serious attempt on her life, wouldn't you expect there would've been at least some kind of threat? But not a whisper from anyone. I've had a couple of good men from Greco Associates keeping an eye on her and they're sure no one's following her or sniffing around here."

His twin had a point, but Bart couldn't shake off the bad feeling he'd had since he'd heard Kit was en route to Muskoka alone. "She's been safe staying with you and Milly. But right now she's out from under the wing of Greco Associates." 

A horrible thought struck him. "She's not driving alone all the way from Florida to central Ontario, is she?"

"She decided against that. She flew from Miami to Toronto. She's having a car delivered to the hotel tomorrow and driving north from there. It's only about a three-hour drive." 

"When did she leave?" 

"Yesterday afternoon."

"And she gets the car tomorrow? That means that right this minute she's on her own in a strange city."

"Take it easy. She checked in with Milly first thing this morning. She's doing some shopping this afternoon, then, tonight, she's taking in a musical she's wanted to see. She'll take delivery of her car and head up to Spirit Lake sometime tomorrow."

"Good thing I haven't unpacked.  I can leave right away. Where's she staying?"

"Milly will know," Bret said.

Milly did. 

Bart phoned Toronto, discovered that Kit was indeed registered at the mid-town luxury hotel, booked a suite for himself on the same floor and headed for the airport. There was no point in warning Kit he was coming. She'd only tell him to stay away. And he wasn't about to do that.
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"Yes!" Kit beamed at her afternoon's purchases. Two sets of sweats, one scarlet, one turquoise; several cashmere pullovers; hiking boots and wool socks; a shiny blue raincoat; black denim pants; and a leather jacket with a detachable faux-fur lining. She ran her fingers over the two wonderful coy, kitten-soft flannelette nightgowns. Not one sexy provocative item among them, she thought with satisfaction. Step one in pleasing no one but herself. 

It might seem silly to be buying these warm clothes after strolling around the elegant Yorkville mews in eighty-degree weather today. The little gardens were a riot of color. It could have been midsummer. However, she remembered finding the cabins at Spirit Lake Resort a little chilly after sunset and in the early mornings. She was looking forward to spending those cool nights in her flannel gown alone under a down-filled duvet. 

She'd been enjoying little flashes of memory of her one real visit there.

Laila laughing as they paddled a canoe in the morning mists; Johanna, a tall, dynamic blonde Viking of a woman giving her a fierce welcoming hug; Aunt Elsa, healthily pretty in the background. And Raoul, Elsa's fiancé, with the snapping black laughing eyes.

Kit smiled at the memory of her first overwhelming crush. Raoul was a musician, he was gorgeous, he was funny, he had a delicious French-Canadian accent! And, amazingly, even though her glamorous mother was always with them, he still paid attention to Kit. She had spent the whole two weeks blushing at his outrageous compliments and teasing.

She later heard that he'd left the area without marrying Elsa and she wondered idly if he had ever returned. She'd bet that those dark eyes still had plenty of the devil in them even in his sixties. She'd like to see him again, she mused. 

But right now she'd better stop daydreaming and get something to eat before she left for the theater. The musical was reputed to guarantee lots of laughs and had a feel-good ending. Another bonus was that it featured songs Kit remembered from her pre-teen days. 

The show lived up to its billing. On the way back to the hotel in the back seat of the cab, Kit hummed the familiar melody of "Dancing Queen". Now that brought back good memories. She remembered a wonderful ski holiday with Uncle Will and the boys. Laila's two-year marriage to Will had ended when Kit was seven, but afterward she'd spent more holidays with the Thorntons than she had with Laila. She'd been an adoring twelve-year-old when sixteen-year-old Bart and Bret had taught her to dance to the driving strains of "Dancing Queen".

She was still smiling at the memory when the cab pulled up in front of the hotel. After paying the driver, she allowed the affable uniformed doorman to open the car door. 

She smiled back at him. "Thank you, Winston." The elderly man had given her helpful directions for her shopping trip this afternoon and had told her his name when she'd tipped him. 

She was stepping onto the flagstones of the entranceway as she exited the cab when her high heel caught on the edge of a stone. She lost her balance and was halfway to the ground when Winston caught her. 

A loud crack like a car backfiring on the street a few feet away startled her. Before she could twist around to discover the source of the noise, the doorman shoved her down onto the cold damp flagstones. As he did, there was a second sharp explosion. He flinched, then collapsed on top of her. 

"Stay down," he said when she tried to get up. "Someone's shooting."

"Don't be..." she began but stopped when she saw the blood. His top hat had been knocked off and she could see blood in his white hair. It was dripping down the side of his face into his jaunty goatee.

"Oh, no!" she cried. "Somebody help him."

"I'm all right, miss," he mumbled.

"The shooter's car's gone," a wonderfully familiar, deep male voice said. Someone lifted the doorman off her and strong arms lifted her gently to her feet. 

"My God, Kittle, you're covered in blood."

That handsome, anxious face was the most wonderful sight she could imagine. 

"Bart?" she cried as she threw her arms around him. Had she lost her mind? He couldn't be here. His fierce hug reassured her that he was. "I wasn't hit. The doorman..."

"Got to get you inside," he muttered as he put one arm around her waist to half-support, half-carry her into the hotel. Over his shoulder, he called to the cab driver who was hovering over the injured doorman, "I'll be right back."

Once they were in the lobby, away from the windows that overlooked the brightly lit circular driveway, Bart held her at arm's length. His intense blue eyes quickly traveled over her body. "You're sure you're not hurt?"

"I'm sure." Her knees hurt and her hands were scraped but that was nothing. Bart was here!

He set her in one of the big easy chairs that were placed in scattered conversation groups around the huge carpeted room. 

"Don't move a muscle. I'll be right back," he called over his shoulder as he headed back to the front doors. "Just going to check on the doorman."

Bart's heart was pounding as if he'd run five miles with a heavy pack. The smears of blood on Kit's cheek and on the shoulder of the jacket of her red leather pantsuit had thrown him for a loop. He could have lost her. The near miss made him even more determined. From now on she was going to be wearing him like a second skin. At least until they caught the scum who was trying to kill her. Lord! He'd almost succeeded this time! 

By the time Bart got outside, the doorman was on his feet and surrounded by cab drivers from the taxi rack. A police car with flashing lights and siren was screaming to a stop in front of the anxious crowd.

From the looks of the men intent on explaining what had taken place, Kit could give her report to the police when they had finished with the other witnesses to the shooting. Bart spun on his heel and strode back to her.

"Come on, Kit," he said, taking her hand and pulling her to her feet. "Let's get up to your room. We need to talk. The police can find us there."

"Is Winston all right?"

"The doorman? He's on his feet. A little wobbly, but he's damned lucky to be alive." It went without saying that so was Kit. "Looks as if the bullet just nicked him. Let's get out of here before the police find us or we'll be tied up for hours."

As he might have expected, she dug in her heels. "Bart, I'm a witness. I have to talk to them."

"Can you identify the shooter? Or the car?"

She shook her head.

"You can talk to them later. I'll tell whoever's in charge of the reception desk that we'll be in your room." She opened her mouth to speak but he carried on. "Because you're too shaken up to wait down here."

That must have been the truth because his spunky Kittle accompanied him without further protest. He kept a firm grip on her hand. The connection and the warmth of her slender fingers in his reaffirmed that she was alive. And he was going to keep her that way.

On the long elevator ride to the twenty-second floor, he drank in the sight of her. Lord, she was beautiful! How could he have been immune to that face and that body for all those years?

Her pale blonde hair was longer than it had been seven months ago, wisps escaping from the long thick French braid that hung down her back. She was thinner, too. That made her lovely cheekbones more prominent, her heavily lashed blue eyes look even larger. He tore his eyes away from her too-tempting, generous mouth that was made for laughing...and for kissing. 

His glance skimmed the curves of her breasts, her waist, her hips. That was even worse. He switched his gaze to the numbers above the elevator doors. That was safer. But he still gripped her hand. And she let him.

"How did you happen to be there right when I needed you?" she asked as she took her hand away to unlock the door to her suite. Her husky voice was a little shaky and her hands trembled slightly as she slid the plastic card into the lock slot.

He could tell she needed to be held but he hesitated to take her in his arms. They'd agreed.

"You told Milly and I called your grandmother at Spirit Lake to double check your plans. She confirmed you were going to see a show tonight and drive up to the lodge as soon as you took delivery of the SUV tomorrow. The concierge told me which show he'd recommended and when you'd be expected back. I was sitting in an armchair with a view of the circular drive when I heard the shot," he reported. "What I'd like to know is how the guy with the gun happened to be there at the right time."

Kit took off her bloodstained jacket, threw it on a large striped couch and turned to face him. The strain on her face and the yearning in her eyes snapped his control.

"Oh, Kittle," he breathed, wrapping his arms around her and pulling her tight against him. "I can't help it. I need to hold you."

The fierce strength with which she gripped him back showed how much she needed to be held. Holding his gaze almost defiantly, she raised her slightly parted lips to be kissed.

Bart told himself she should be treated gently, tenderly, after what she'd been through, but he could not stem his ferocious hunger for her. For months he had ached for her touch. He needed to taste her, to plunder every recess of her mouth. He'd waited too long to stroke and kiss every inch of her little sexy body. 

The first touch of their mouths ignited a blaze that flared out of control.

Kit's fingers rammed deep into his hair and held his head while her tongue stabbed and stroked and mated with his. Lips and teeth nibbled at lips and tongues in a frenzy of need.

Bart cursed the difference in their height as he bent over her and ran his palms up and down her back. Finally, he could not stand the distance between their bodies any longer. 

"Dammit, Kit! I feel like a Great Dane trying to make out with a flea!"

He grasped her buttocks and lifted her against him. 

"You silver-tongued devil! A flea!" She laughed and wrapped her legs around his waist.

"How's that for a cooperative flea?" she said as she nibbled on his ear.

Bart's erection was instant and total. 

Kit could feel his hardened penis against her sensitized mound. The pressure against the tiny bud inside made her wriggle against him. She had wanted Bart like this forever.

"Stop wriggling or it's all over." 

Bart slipped his arms under her buttocks and began to carry her toward the bedroom. With a joyful laugh, she toed off her shoes and let them fall to the floor. Almost dizzy with happiness, she frantically began to unbutton his shirt and press nibbling kisses on his neck and chest. She had despaired of ever being with Bart like this! 

The laughter died in her throat.

She couldn't let this happen. Every cell in her body craved fulfillment but she wouldn't be able to live with the guilt if they made love. Her conscience struggled with her body and won the gargantuan battle by a hair. 

When Bart felt her body stiffen, he stopped in his tracks. Kit raised her head as she flattened her hands against his chest to push him away slightly. Her eyes, slightly unfocused and smoky with passion, were full of regret.

"I'm sorry," she whispered. There was a terrible depth of despair in her voice. "We can't, Bart."

He gripped her even more tightly against him for a few seconds. 

"I wanted you to be my brother for so long." Her blue eyes searched his, clearly desperate for understanding. "In my mind, you were. It doesn't make sense, but no matter how much I want to make love with you, I can't do it."

He took a long shuddering breath. 

"If that's what you believe, Kit, I'll go along with you," he rasped. "Just give me a minute and I'll put you down." 

He leaned against the doorframe with Kit still wrapped around him, squeezed his eyes shut and concentrated on stepping back from the brink. Kit wanted him. His body ached for her. It wouldn't be impossible to coax her to make love tonight, but she would regret it. And he wanted more than one night with her. The long separation had taught him she belonged in his life. It wouldn't be easy but he could wait until she realized they were meant to be together. 

Finally he made himself put her down.

The dazed, unhappy expression in her eyes was almost more than he could bear.

"Stay here. I'll just be out in the hall," he bit out. And, mentally cursing his lack of judgment, and his unbelievably adolescent lack of control, he grabbed the room key off the table where Kit had tossed it and made his escape to cool off. 

Damn it. He'd promised himself he would move slowly. He'd known it would take more than a spectacular bout of lovemaking to make Kit realize that there was really no reason to feel guilty about wanting each other. Because this was about more than simply satisfying an urge. The long months he had spent apart from her had taught him that much. What he felt for Kit was much more complicated than that. 

He liked women and had enjoyed quite a number of them. He liked their laughter, their insight, their softness, their passion. He'd even had a couple of fairly long-lasting relationships. When they were over, though, he had never looked back. And he knew why. No matter how hot the relationship was in bed, he always held himself at a comfortable emotional distance from his lovers.

With Kit, that couldn't happen. They'd started out close. He'd loved her since she was five years old. Only the lust was new. And the strength of his desire for her made every other attraction he'd ever felt seem like a schoolboy crush. His body craved hers. But he was frankly terrified at the thought of being in love with her. Kit would own him, body and soul.

After one trip to the end of the corridor and back, he had sufficient control of himself to open the door and speak to her.

When he saw her sitting in a miserable lump not three feet from where he'd left her, he almost lost all the control he'd gained. "If we want to get to Spirit Lake tomorrow, we'd better not mention the Florida hit-and-run."

"Right," she replied. "We don't have anything to tell them anyway."

He retreated to the hall where he completed another dozen laps of the corridor before the police arrived. 

By the time the uniformed officers were convinced that Kit didn't have any idea who could be shooting at her in a city she had never before visited, it was almost three o'clock in the morning. 

The door had barely closed behind them when Bart yawned and announced, "Don't even suggest I sleep on that couch, Kit. There are two beds in your room." 

She looked at him as if she couldn't believe her ears. "Have you lost your mind, Thornton? We've had this discussion. You can sleep in your own room."

"Kit," he said wearily, "forty-eight hours ago I was changing planes at Heathrow. I've been in motion ever since. I'm too wiped to be a gentleman and sleep on a short couch. And I'm sure not leaving you here alone."

"The doors have good double locks," she protested half-heartedly. "And the man from hotel security said they'd keep an eye on this suite tonight." 

"Be nice, Kit. Just get used to the idea that until we catch the
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