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Maggie’s wounds were healing on the outside, but her inside wounds were still raw.  Her love for Roy was evident, and he had been so loving and concerned that he made her think that his outer layer was finally cracking. It was hard for her to believe that he cared for her deep inside. One moment his heart would be racing, and then he would push her away and head back to his room to work, or so he said. She had overheard him talking on his cell phone on several occasions.   She was pretty sure that Angelina was the name she heard him say softly. She vaguely remembered Preston mentioning an Angelina Wainwright once or twice with Roy, but her memory had been a little foggy since the accident. 

She had heard her father mention an up-and-coming Oklahoman oil tycoon by the name of Wainwright several years ago. She wondered if this was any relation.  

It would certainly fit together with the type of woman that Roy seemed to desire – Rich and Beautiful. 

It would be easy to reveal that she had money too, but she didn’t want Roy that way. She wanted him because he loved her for who she was, and if she couldn’t have him that way well, she would have to deal with that and eventually walk away from him. 

Most days, it was an effort for her to function. She tired quickly, and her body had pain where no one’s body should ever experience pain. Her eyes were growing weary. The funeral for Daniel had taken more out of her than she thought it would, so she decided she would head off to bed. Preston had left after his argument with Roy, who was currently in his room working as he did most evenings.  Doc Morehouse had called her and told her he would be stopping by with some of her more recent testi= results. Roxy followed her into the bedroom and curled up on the floor at the foot of the bed.  

She crawled into bed with a strange feeling of being all alone.  She felt herself drifting off, yet everything she was dreaming seemed so vivid and clear. A dark cave, the sound of water, a damp mist surrounded her as she reached what looked like the end of a long tunnel. She glanced out through the fog into the sunlight that was so bright it blinded her at first. 

She heard a noise in the distance. Unsure of where she was, she ducked down and crawled, feeling her way along the grassy path. Pulling back the tall grass, she saw a village. It resembled the reservation, except there were no tin box houses like Grandma Shawnna’s, only teepees set up in a semi-circle. Several warriors in Indian headdresses sat around a burning campfire. 

Her first thought was, what is this a dress-up party? Then she spotted Rebecca. She was sitting among the warriors as if she belonged there. She stood up, calling out Rebecca’s name without any thought, but no one seemed to hear her. “Rebecca, it’s me, Maggie,” she yelled out, waving her hands in the air. Surely you can hear me, she thought. “Rebecca, I have been searching for you.” But Rebecca gave her no indication that she saw or heard her.  

“Rebecca” she screamed. Everything faded back into the mist, and she was left struggling in the dark. She heard a whisper, only a slight whisper of someone calling her name. 

“Maggie, are you ok?” Roy called out as he entered the room with panic on his face. He heard her calling out Rebecca’s name from his room and was afraid she had another nightmare. She had many since the accident, but this one seemed to be the worst.  He found her crumpled on the floor of the room. 

“I saw her, Roy; she was here.” 

“Maggie, we’re alone; no one was here.” He replied, trying to calm her fears.

“You’re wrong Roy, Rebecca was here.” 

Maggie started to cry softly. Why did no one ever believe her? Why did she keep having these visions or dreams or whatever they were? 

The one thing Roy could not handle was her tears. Every time she cried, he felt his heart ripping apart.  He took her into his arms and held her tight to his chest. He could feel her heart racing, or was it his?

How could she bring out a side of him that he hated? He did not want to feel or care for anyone; he wanted to be cold and heartless. Maggie was different, but other women had hurt him too many times. He knew they would never be together, so why did he torture himself like this? Roy had managed to control his feelings for her the night of the Christmas party, but would he be able to keep it up. He walked out; he was in control. The incident was just a lapse in his judgment, a spur-of-the-moment thing, and it happened spontaneously.

He wasn’t sure that it was even real. It was like a dream. It wasn’t supposed to happen. They both lost control for a moment that night; that was all. She just needed someone, and he was available. At least, that is what he kept trying to convince himself.  

Tonight he was struggling with his emotions again, trying to gain his self-control. No matter how hard he tried to convince himself that what he was feeling was wrong, he couldn’t stop himself.  He wanted Maggie, that was all there was to it, and her responses led him to believe that she wanted him too. 

Hell, tonight, he didn’t care what anyone else wanted or expected of him. He wanted one more night with Maggie while she was still willing to be with him. This night would be a night he would keep in his heart forever.

He picked her up off her feet and carried her into his room, laying her gently on his bed.

Her arms were locked tight around his shoulders out of fear that he would let her go.  His lips slowly descended on hers with a passion she had only felt once before.  He paused, allowing her to say no to his advances, but she welcomed his kiss and pulled him back.

He devoured her as if he was a starving beast and she was going to be his last meal.  His hands caressed her gently as he lay next to her exploring every facet of her body. His fingers gently brushed the hair from her face as he looked at the bruises still visible, reminding him of all she had been through in the last few weeks. 

He had to be strong enough to stop this before it was too late, but she didn’t pull her eyes from his gaze. Her actions were as if she wanted this to happen as much as he did. 

Sometimes, all her visions made it hard for her to decipher reality from fantasy.

All she knew was that it involved Roy at this moment, fantasy, vision, reality, or whatever this was. Roy was the man she wanted, the man she loved with all her heart.

She wanted every part of him to be hers, even if it was only for one night. She might never have this chance again, and this memory might have to last her entire life.  She moved her hand slowly down his side; he shivered at her touch. He needed to stop this now, but he couldn’t. 

How could she make him feel this way?  He had plenty of women in his past, but never had any of those women made him feel so alive, on fire, or as vulnerable as Maggie McIntyre. He stopped to get protection, but her hand stopped him. 

“You don’t have to worry, Roy,” she said. “I am more protected against getting pregnant than anyone can be if that’s what you’re worried about.” 

She knew that her chances of having children were slim to none. At least, that is what all the doctors her parents had taken her to had told them. 

Maybe he would understand if she could confide in him if she could tell him what had happened to her. Every man she had ever confessed her secrets to had left her high and dry. No, Roy had absolutely nothing to worry about, and her secret, well, it would remain just that, a secret. Only Rebecca, her parents, and those horrible doctors knew the truth, and she would keep it that way. 

She didn’t want to think of those things now, and she just wanted to enjoy Roy’s body for the short time that she could.  Roy would soon go back to the secret woman he was trying to hide, but he was going to be all hers for this moment. 

Roy pulled her close to him. He couldn’t stop now what was happening if he wanted to. Maggie had consumed his heart, his soul, and now his body.  Nothing would ever be the same. 

.......

It was six am, and Roy still couldn’t sleep. His mind was consumed with thoughts of Maggie and this whole situation. No matter what decision he made, he would hurt someone he loved. The constant reminder that occupied his mind left several stern messages on his phone. She had threatened him with bodily harm if he didn’t show up for her parent’s party that Saturday. 

He would have to attend; there was no question about it. 

As much as he hated it, he would have to leave Maggie in the hands of Preston and Billy. What if something came up while he was gone?

He got up and gently moved her head onto the pillow. This night with her was something he would hold in his heart forever. 

Her hands, her face, her lips, the way that their bodies molded so perfectly together would have to last him a lifetime.  He grabbed his shorts, trying hard not to wake her with his movements.  She turned away as he left the room. There was no way that she could let him see the tears that were running down her face.  She knew his torment, and she was just going to have to let him go. She would always have the memories of being with him. No other man would ever take his place in her heart.  

She left him alone for a while, trying to deal with her own emotions before confronting him. 

“Did you make some coffee?” she called out from the bedroom a short time later. 

“Yeah, “he responded as he continued to read his messages from Angelina.  

“She is giving you a hard time, isn’t she?” she asked as she walked past him, glancing over his shoulder at the cell phone he tried to hide.

“You know you can leave and be with her, I am ok, and Preston and Billy will keep an eye on me. I don’t mean to be a hindrance to your love life.” 

“Well, that’s pretty callous after last night.” He responded, annoyed at her casual tone of what had happened between them. 

“Last night was just a fling, Roy. I needed a body next to me, and so did you. You know that as well as I do, right?” She stated as firmly as she could while she walked back from the kitchen, taking a swig of her coffee.

She knew she had to lie, keep the truth from him for him to move on. He deserved a life with children that she couldn’t give him.

She had to stop dreaming of the fantasy Rebecca had convinced her could be a reality.  Meeting and falling in love with a soul mate was just not in the cards for her. She loved Roy too much not to let him be with someone his family would approve of.  

“Hey guys, is the coffee ready yet?” Preston shouted as he walked in the front door. 

“Yeah, it’s in the kitchen.” Maggie quipped back rapidly, trying not to let either of them see the tears forming in her eyes.

She quickly turned and went back into the bedroom, her coffee cup in hand, fearful she would have an emotional breakdown before she reached the bedroom door.  Preston was far too observant, though. 

“What did you do?” Preston confronted Roy, somehow knowing full well what had happened.  

“You were supposed to keep your mouth shut until I had a chance to tell her about Angelina,” Roy shouted at Preston.

“Tragically, Bro, I didn’t say a word. I wouldn’t hurt her in that way. Only you could mess up this badly. I would love you to tell me that you didn’t sleep with her, but I know better.  I could see it in her eyes. How could you do that to her?”

Hearing the argument going on, Maggie gathered her courage and went back to face it all at once.  It was time to finish the deed. 

“Are we discussing the fact that he is getting engaged to Angelina Wainwright? I have known it for weeks now. 

You both think that I am just a photographer; well, guess what I am also a reporter and a good one at that.

All the phone calls late at night, you know the ones you always took to the bedroom?  Did you think that I would never look at your phone? That I didn’t overhear the conversations between the two of you after I went to bed? These walls are thin. So don’t be so naïve.  I am a big girl, and many men have used me for sex before. I know all the signs.” She lied, but this was for Roy’s good. She wanted him more than anything. She wanted to be with him, but she had to let him go. 

Money and prestige were more important than love to Roy. Rebecca had told her this. She didn’t want to believe it, but it was true, and now it was time to move on.  Her heart was breaking inside, but she would never let him see it.

“Were you planning on leaving today or tomorrow?

I know that the reason you went into the city the other day was to get your tux and tickets. Am I right? 

“Tomorrow night,” he finally answered, still in shock from the reality that she had known his secret all along. He thought he had been cautious to never speak to or about Angelina when Maggie was around. 

He just couldn’t figure out how she found out if Preston didn’t tell her.  He wasn’t sure what hurt more, her candid behavior or the fact that she now thought of him as a user. 

He hadn’t felt this alive with anyone since Sam, and now he had destroyed everything he cared about with his stupid deception. 

“Roy, you haven’t been involved in finding Rebecca at all. Most of the time, you have been working for your grandfather while Preston, Billy, Daniel, and I tried finding the answers.

I think that Preston and I can continue without you here. You shouldn’t put your fiancé last anymore. You should leave and spend your time with her. Preston and I will be just fine.”

Not knowing what to say without making things worse than they already were, he responded the only way he could.

“Well then, maybe I will just see if I can get a sooner flight since it seems I am not needed here.”

He turned and walked abruptly into his room, slamming the door and throwing his things into a suitcase as quickly as he could.

“You ok, Maggie?” Preston asked. “Maybe I should call Doc Morehouse; you look a little pale right now.

Maybe you should be with your parents, let them take care of you until you’re back to your norm? 

We could take a break from all this, and you could go home and recoup for a while.”

“Are you kidding my father and mother? There is no way that I would ever let them know any of this. If they knew any of this, they would have my butt on a plane back home and lock me in a room, and I would never be seen again.”

“Well, they are the ones supporting this mission of yours, aren’t they?” 

“What do you mean by that?” She asked hesitantly. He couldn’t possibly know. She had been extra careful to keep her identity a secret.

“You’re not the only investigator Maggie. I have done a little digging of my own, so I do know who you are.” 

“Don’t you dare say a word, especially to Roy,” she pleaded.

“I love my brother, but he is a fool, and if he wants to know who you are, he can find out for himself.”

“He cannot find this out. I mean it, Preston. All I have ever wanted is someone to love me for me, not because of who my parents are or how much money I have. Roy lives in a world of money and greed, and I can’t allow myself to go back to that world. 

Do you know how lost I was before Rebecca and Mason came into my life? They were the first people to like me for me, not where I came from or who my parents are. I don’t want to go back to that world. I want to make it on my own, and I am doing just fine.”

“Your secret is safe with me, Maggie, really I mean it. He won’t learn anything from me,” he said, trying to calm her down. 
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“Did you hear that?” 

“Hear what?” 

“That sound”

“What sound Preston?”

“That sound of silence,” he laughed. “It’s a joke Mags, come on, you have got to lighten up here. You’ve been depressed since Roy walked out that door, and you should be happy there is no booming voice telling you what to do. Roy is on his way to Oklahoma, where the wind comes rushing down the plains.” 

“Don’t you mean where the money comes gushing from the oil wells?”  

She wanted to laugh, but the thought of Roy with Angelina Wainwright just downright depressed her.

“How long has he known the Wainwrights?” she asked, figuring she might someday need some ammo against this Angelina person. She hated her already, and she didn’t even know her. 

“Well, his grandparents have known them for a long time.  I think they always had it planned out that Roy and Angelina would match up and become a super money-making combo.”

“Do you think he loves her?” she had to ask. 

“Truth, I don’t think so. Roy was a lost soul after Sam died, and I don’t know that he ever really recovered.”

“Tell me about this Sam person. 

I brought it up once after hearing your conversation with him, but he clammed up and went into his silent shell. I knew it was not something he wanted to discuss.” 

“I will but not tonight. We have boxes to get into, and we better get started. I brought down the first stash in the attic and put it in the spare room. It could take weeks to go through all this stuff, and I think my mother might have been a hoarder.” He laughed. 

“Tracey was going to put Abigail to bed and then put some of the stuff out on the table so we can go through it. I don’t want her to think we abandoned her to the hard labor alone.” 

“Got cha, let’s move it inside. It’s starting to get chilly out here anyway.  Hard to believe that it’s been almost three months, and still we have nothing much to show for all our effort.”

“Well, if it hadn’t been for you getting involved with Daniel, we might have been farther along than this.”

“Sure, blame it all on me.” She laughed as she let the screen door smack him in the face.

......

Roy sat at the airport waiting for his flight.  He was mad at himself for leaving the way he did. Maggie was just so infuriating. She knew just how to get under his skin and set him off. It was not how he wanted it to end, and the truth was he didn’t want it to end at all.

He wanted more, a lot more. Every time he thought he could make a move, to even think of a commitment, she would go off on one of her wild rampages and walk out the door
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