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WHAT OTHERS ARE SAYING …

 5 Stars! “Cynthia Ainsworthe’s writing is fun, sexy
and exciting. She uses her creativity and femaleness and turns it
into pure sex. They are well-written reads. Once you start to read
one, you won’t want to put it down because you know you’re in for a
juicy ride.” ~~ Terri Garber, renowned actor of screen and
television.

Quote by Terri Garber used with her
permission.

Ms. Garber portrayed feisty Ashton
Main opposite Patrick Swayze in the miniseries adapted
from John Jakes’ novels North and South, book 1, 2, and 3,
as well her role as Leslie Carrington in Dynasty;
roles in As the Word Turns; Sporting Chance; Law and Order; Cold
Case; and innumerable other credits. Terri Garber's IMDb

 


5 Stars! “I have read thousands
of works from amateurs to Bestsellers that are looking to be
adapted to film. Cynthia's writing is a perfect example of the
quality that I look for in such a novel. The elegance of dialog and
titillating description fits in nicely with those of the
Bestsellers and transitions beautifully to the screen.” ~~
Scott C. Brown, renowned Hollywood screenwriter, director, and
producer of screen and television.

Mr. Scott C Brown is known for Andre
Norton: The Grand Dame of Science Fiction & Fantasy (2016),
Temecula Uncorked and Superman vs Doomsday (2017). 
Scott C. Brown's IMDb

 


5 Stars! “ The best in the
series! This is the third book in Ms. Ainsworthe's Forbidden Series
and in my opinion, the best of the set. The writing is crisper. The
plot more subtle. The intrigue more devious. It's a genuine page
turner. You just can't let it go. If you enjoyed the first two
books in the series, wait till you read this one. You'll love
it!” Review of Forbidden Footsteps ~ Mark J. Dye at
Amazon. July 24, 2016

 


5 Stars! “Great Romance Novel.
Very Steamy. What a great story. I found Cynthia B Ainsworthe's
Forbidden Footsteps for a great price and swooped it up. I've only
read a few romance novels but this one was a delight. It was hot
and had plenty of sexual tension as Cindy Hasting, leaving an old
life behind to start a new one, begins a romantic and lustful
relationship with French rocker Jean-Claude Le Grand who likes to
play head games. There are plenty of adult situations as Cindy
ventures into Paris's dark underworld. I hope author Cynthia B
Ainsworthe writes more like this. I highly recommend to those
looking for a lusty romance novel.” Review of Forbidden
Footsteps ~ Therealbg at Amazon, June 3, 2016

 


5 Stars! “This romance has it
all... lust, love, suspense, danger... Great job!” ~~
Huffington Reviews on novel Remember?, review at Barnes
& Noble.com.

 


 5
Stars! Review by Trish Jackson, editor

“Follow famous singer Larry Davis on his desperate
quest to find his missing wife, Taylor.

 


“Cynthia B. Ainsworthe has done it again!
Remember? -- Book number two in the Forbidden Series, and following
the IPPY award-winning novel, Front Row Center—will take you on a
journey fraught with danger, passion, and shocking
surprises.

 


Famous singer, Larry Davis’ tour schedule has
brought him to London, England, where he continues his desperate
search for Taylor. His chances of finding her seem bleak, until he
discovers a woman named Tiffany, who has lost her memory, and has
no recollection of her life before her marriage to the titled and
world-renowned neurosurgeon, Clive Bradford, the Earl of
Latham.

 


She looks exactly like Taylor. She speaks like
Taylor. Could it be possible she really is Taylor? Or is that just
another illusion?

 


You won’t be able to put it down until you know
the truth.” ~ Trish Jackson

 


5 Stars! Review by
Alexandria Matthews, editor

“‘Remember?’ by Cynthia B. Ainsworthe, the sequel
to the IPPY award-winning ‘Front Row Center’, is a fantastic
contemporary romance novel following the lives of Taylor Allen and
the world-famous singer and icon Larry Davis. Cynthia is a very
gifted storyteller who effortlessly creates well-developed
characters and engaging storylines. You are quickly drawn in and
kept guessing about what will happen next. If you enjoy a
dramatic and intriguing fast-paced love story that you can’t put
down, then this is the book for you!” ~ Alexandria Matthews

 


5 Stars! A riveting and
original novel

“…Front Row Center" is a superbly crafted,
riveting and original…face-paced narrative … confidently
recommended for readings who prefer their romance literature to be
sophisticated, complex, thoughtful, thought-provoking, and
thoroughly entertaining.” ~ Midwest Book Review, February 11,
2009.

 


5 Stars! T R Heinan
says:

“Cynthia Ainsworthe is one of those talented new
writers that rewards readers to move past the NYT best seller
lists. Glad I discovered her book.” ~ June 13, 2014.

 


5 Stars! Sensual, Lustful
and Passionate

“Ainsworthe's unique talent enables her to
…capture the essence of the love the partners feel for one
another...” ~ Trish Jackson . October 28, 2012.

 


5 Stars! Wonderful read for
the true romantic

“…a story gripped me so well and keep me up all
night reading. Excellent story that really tugged at my heart. I
highly recommend this to anyone who is a hardcore romantic...”
~ Andrew Winton, July 20, 2008.
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FORBIDDEN FOOTSTEPS


 One

 “VA AU DIABLE! Go to
hell! I’m sick of you poking your nose into my business.”
Jean-Claude LeGrand’s eyes blazed.

“Don’t you dare cause a scene in this house,”
his father said in a quiet tone through gritted teeth. “Everyone is
staring at you and you had better apologize to them at once. If you
don’t, I will expose everything, and your career will be in the
Seine.” He took a hefty sip of his dirty martini.

Jean-Claude turned his attention to the
guests who were still gawking at him, and smiled, showing perfect
teeth. “I apologize sincerely. Blame it on my French blood.” He
tilted his head to his father, took his handkerchief to his nose,
and spoke in French. “How much do you know about Davis?”

Charles LeGrand raised an eyebrow. “I see
your allergy is acting up …. It is rude to speak in French when our
hosts speak English. I didn’t bring you up to be rude.”

“You didn’t answer my question, Papa,”
Jean-Claude countered in English.

Expose me? What does he know?

“I know he’s more famous than me.” Charles
took a sip of his drink. “Why the interest? You want Davis to back
your career? Haven’t I done enough for you?”

“His stepdaughter is of more interest to me.”
He glanced in Cindy’s direction.

“Ah, that could be a problem.” Charles
discreetly gestured to her with his hand. “Did you not notice her
wedding band?”

“Since when did that stop me, Papa?” A smug
grin came to Jean-Claude's lips. “She seems to be a delicious
challenge.”

An American woman is just what my appetite
needs. I’ve been savoring French pastry for far too long.

“Some challenges are best unmet.” Charles
narrowed his eyes at his son.

“You play it too safe. Always have.”
Jean-Claude studied Cindy as she chatted with other guests. “Taking
a risk in uncharted waters is where the fun is, and can be the most
satisfying.”

“Don’t be foolish, Jean. Have you forgotten
about Monique in Paris?”

His father’s concerned tone irritated
him.“I’m bored with her. She’s so Parisian and entirely
predictable.” He adjusted his tie.

Jean-Claude caught Cindy’s eye. She responded
with a coy smile. “Besides, I don’t feel I have to marry my
mistresses.” He kept his eyes on her as he talked. “You’re paying
alimony to what—four or is it, five wives now? I don’t pay alimony
to a single one. It’s time I venture for new experiences.”

Charles chuckled “Your new experiences always
result in the same old ending.”

Jean-Claude smirked. “Papa, I’m too old for
you to be giving me advice about my personal life.”

“At thirty-two, you still act and react as a
child.” His father continued, “Like it or not, I worry about you.
Besides, I don’t want you to make trouble that would cost me this
relationship with Monsieur Davis. He could be important to my
career.”

“Go back to your martini.” Jean-Claude spoke
while looking at Cindy, “There’s an interesting woman I need to
know better.”

~~***~~

“Who’s that good-looking man?” Cindy Hastings
asked. Her gaze focused on the gorgeous guy talking to Larry’s
manager, Brent. “Seems to be a French Don Draper out of Mad
Men—acts as if he knows the world and owns it.”

What were they arguing about? He sounded
really angry. Doesn’t a hot temper translate to being passionate in
bed? She frowned. He couldn't be like Vic, could he?

“Aren’t you rushing things, dear daughter?”
Taylor Davis placed her hands on her hips. “You haven’t decided if
you want to stay married to Vic yet. Give yourself time.”

They stood at the periphery of the living
room at the kitchen entry of her mom and stepfather’s Bel-Air
home.

There goes Mom—always giving advice.
If she knew anything about how Vic really is she would want me
to leave him. He’s made my life a living hell. I need a man who
would appreciate and respect me. Europeans have a kind of chivalry,
don’t they? Something Vic wouldn’t even begin to
understand.

Cindy smoothed out the wrinkles in her black
dress. “I was never one to put things on hold.” She kissed Taylor’s
cheek. “Mom, I know you mean well. My marriage with Vic was over
when he refused to get help for his gambling, and put me in debt.
I’m just glad I never added his name on the deed to the Tampa home
you gave me.”

“Want to talk about it?” She felt her
mother’s scrutinizing gaze. “We can have a nice long chat after the
party.”

“Not yet.” Cindy studied Jean-Claude. His
navy blazer looks expensive. I bet he does know how to treat a
woman. “I have other things on my mind.” She fingered her hair
and wet her lips slowly with her tongue, as a cat might do when
eyeing a tasty bird. “Care to introduce us?”

“No.” Taylor raised an eyebrow of motherly
concern. “That’s Charles LeGrand’s son, Jean-Claude, and yes, he’s
drop dead gorgeous. He’s like a fantastic pair of shoes—you want
them, but they’re not in your size.”

“I wouldn’t mind walking a few blocks in them
though.” Cindy edged closer to her quest.

“That’s rich, coming from you. You always
rebelled against anything French.” Taylor grabbed a handful of nuts
from the counter as she critically surveyed the man her daughter
fancied.

“I’ve changed.” Cindy took a step closer
toward him. “People change all the time.”

“Maybe … and maybe not.” Taylor touched
Cindy’s elbow to get her attention. “Look, it’s clear you’re on the
rebound. Take it slow. This is no time to be looking for a
replacement.”

Cindy spun sharply around and her eyes
narrowed. “I don’t think you’re in any position to talk after what
happened to Dad.”

“That was a deep cut.” Tears rimmed Taylor’s
eyes. “There isn’t a day I don’t think about what happened.” A sigh
escaped. “I thought you and I had moved beyond that—we had found
some peace between us.”

“I’m sorry, Mom.” She hugged Taylor and
kissed her cheek. “I shouldn’t have said that. I never meant to
hurt you.” She bent to pat the white and black toy poodles, where
they sat at Taylor’s heels, as if seeking safety from the
strangers’ feet. “Good girl Gigi and you’re good too Jacques,” she
said quietly.

“I know, Honey.” Taylor kissed her daughter’s
hairline at the temple.

“Excuse me, Mom.” Cindy broke away as her
voice trailed off, “Introductions need to be made.”

~~***~~

“Why are you tidying up?” Larry came up
behind her. “Our houseman should be doing this.”

“Tim and both catering staff members are busy
serving guests and collecting abandoned glasses.” Taylor tossed
used napkins and paper plates into the trashcan. “I can watch the
party goings-on from the doorway. Charles LeGrand’s son is
handsome. That could be a problem for Cindy.”

Larry picked up a sponge and wiped the
kitchen counter down to help her.

“Our party seems to be a success.” He noticed
Taylor eyeing her daughter.

“More of a success for Cindy, if she has
anything to say about it.” She refilled the chip bowl.

“Really?” Larry grabbed a jar of nuts from
the cabinet. “Anyone we know?”

“Jean-Claude LeGrand, of all people.” She
faced her husband. “You know his reputation.”

“Yeah,” Larry studied her face, “the old
‘love ’em and leave ’em’ routine.”

“Exactly!” Taylor opened a package of fresh
cocktail napkins. “And Cindy’s on the rebound. She’s
vulnerable—prime for the pickings of a roué.”

“Roué?” He arched his eyebrows.

“It’s French for playboy.” She stopped
refreshing the party food. “And I bet he’s been one for years. He’s
had plenty of lessons from his father.”

“Careful, Tay.” Larry lowered his voice.
“Charles and I have a business deal in the works to put out a duet
album. Keep a lid on your feelings. You could blow it for me.”

I hope Tay doesn’t worry too much about
Cindy. They lost their closeness since Paul, and I don’t think
Cindy’s ever forgiven her mom.

“Mum’s the word.” She kissed his cheek. “I’ll
be the perfect supportive wife with a wary eye on his son.”

Joe Winton entered the kitchen. “Great party,
Lar. Your business deal with LeGrand could open the French market
for y’.” He brushed his short white hair back with his hand.

“That’s the idea.” Larry chuckled, then
looked at his much older adopted brother. “Who knows? I might
actually learn more than two words of French.”

Taylor smiled with approval. “You learning
French isn’t on my mind at this moment. Cindy’s rebound reaction is
what troubles me. Vic treats her like a possession to be tapped for
money whenever he needs it. I don’t think she realizes how low her
self-esteem has gotten. People in her situation are
vulnerable.”

“C’mon,” Larry suggested, “let’s get out
there and give Tim and the other servers a break.”

I wish she wouldn’t worry so much.

He glanced across the room at Cindy and shook
his head.

Maybe Tay was right The way that girl was
staring at Jean-Claude could only lead to trouble. Is Cindy
strong enough to resist his advances? I hope she doesn’t get
hurt.


Two

 CINDY STOOD BEHIND
Jean-Claude. Her eyes widened with a devilish glint and her hand
quickly smoothed her hair before she casually bumped into him.

He turned to see the object of his
disturbance. His smile slowly emerged, showcasing his white teeth.
He was tall and dark, and studied her with intense black eyes.

“Pardon, mademoiselle.” He inclined his head
with an approving look. “Have we met? I don’t recall the pleasure
of meeting such a beautiful woman.”

I love his accent. Cindy extended her
hand.

Jean-Claude lifted it to his lips and gently
placed an enticing kiss on it. His eyes slanted up at her with a
silent message.

“I’m, I’m,” she stammered, “Cynthia Hastings,
though my friends call me Cindy.” God! He’s gorgeous! “You
speak perfect English.” Why did I say that? That’s so
lame.

“Merci, Cindy.” He still held her hand and
rubbed his thumb slowly across the ridge of her middle finger.
“Like my father, I sell more records in America if I speak the
language. I understand from your stepfather that you are half
French?”

“Yes. My mom is the French one in the
family.” Her eyes evaded his penetrating gaze before continuing. “I
avoided everything French most of my life—a rebellious
phase—avoided the culture and language, until now.”

“Ah, until now? And what has changed your
mind?” He took a fleeting look about the room. “My father’s music?
I understand your mother is a fan of his, n’est-ce pas?”

Cindy felt color come to her cheeks. “I
thought that would be obvious.”

“Maybe you listened to a few of my songs?” He
shrugged in a typical French fashion. “I know I’m not as famous as
my father, but I have time to prove myself. My music is more
contemporary than the legendary Charles LeGrand.”

“Music isn’t the only thing of a French
nature that might interest me.”

He’s so smooth. Is he interested or being
polite?

“I should be mingling.” Jean-Claude took a
step back. “Guests will think you are my new love.” He discreetly
pointed to the wedding band on her left hand. “I see you are
married. He has a treasure to adore every night.” Clearing his
throat, Jean-Claude’s eyes narrowed as he scanned the room again.
“Is he here? I would like to meet that special man who could whisk
you away.”

“Vic’s in Tampa. I’d rather not talk about
it. I’ve left him.” Cindy sipped her drink. “When I make my mind
up, there’s no going back for me.” Is he turned off by my
marriage?

“Fini?” He gave an approving smile. “I like a
woman who knows her mind. Are you certain there can be no second
chances for your Vic?”

“Very certain.” Her jaw set in determination.
“No one takes advantage of me and gets forgiveness.”

Is he still interested? He’s so handsome and
famous. Am I good enough for him?

“Bien sûr, Mademoiselle Cindy.” He made a
small bow. “I now know your rules. Merci for that illustrious
example.” A light chortle escaped. “I have rules, too.”

“Want to share?” She looked directly in his
eyes. “Rules are meant to be broken—when it’s fun.”

“You are a true coquette, and delightfully
beautiful.” He finished his brandy in one gulp. “And with that, I
must greet the hosts or they will believe we French are truly
rude.”

“No issues from Mom on that point. She raises
the French flag at every opportunity.” Cindy looked at him from
beneath her long lashes.

I think I blew it. Was it my marriage? He’s
absolutely a gorgeous hunk. More than I ever dreamed of for a new
start.

His light laugh drifted away as he headed in
the direction of his father.

Disappointed, she couldn't help glancing at
him at every opportunity although she tried to avoid direct eye
contact. What’s he doing? Her heart leaped. Is he coming
back?

Her frequent deep breaths must have
communicated an opposite message to her outward indifference.

~~***~~

Jean-Claude grinned as he stalked his prey.
This one is going to be easy. “So we meet again,” he
said.

Cindy smiled briefly, then an awkward silence
evolved between them. She shifted her weight from one foot and then
to the other.

“Do I make you feel nervous?” Jean-Claude’s
confidence caused him to smile slowly and then wet his lips.
She’s clearly interested.

“No.” She smiled and tilted her head. “Why do
you ask?”

He held out his hand, palm upturned. “Well,
when a woman shifts her weight like that when a man is standing in
front of her, that’s a prime indication that she's feeling
tense.”

Color came to her face. “Ridiculous! I’m
comfortable around all sorts of men. Nothing upsets me.”

He inched closer. “Did I hit a beautiful
nerve?” His hand touched her elbow. “I have a French talent for
calming fascinating women, such as yourself.” She’s
beautiful.

Cindy brushed the hair from her neck and
tried to appear unflappable. “I’m certain all your talents have a
French flair, n’est-ce pas?”

“So you do speak French.” His eyes
searched hers. “All this time, I thought it was English only.”

“I barely speak a few common words.” She
briefly glanced at Taylor. “Mom is the one who’s fluent in your
mother tongue. ‘Non, oui, pardon, and s’il vous plaît’ is the limit
of my French vocabulary.”

The hum of the guests suddenly seemed to
close in on him and encroach on his privacy. “Cindy, let’s talk on
the patio. It’s quieter there. All this noise is distracting.” He
extended his arm in the direction of the doublewide sliding glass
doors.

“Fine by me.” A coy smile hinted at her
feelings.

Jean-Claude led the way to the patio. Cindy
sank into a blue and white striped cushion on a wrought iron chair.
She placed her glass of rosé wine carefully on the umbrella-topped
table. He chose the chair opposite to her. A refreshing April
breeze blew her blond bangs briefly as he took a moment to bask in
her beauty.

With her elbow on the table, Cindy rested her
chin on her hand. “Well, what was so important that you needed to
bring me out here and away from the others?”

“Beauty such as yours, should not have to
compete with the voices of mindless persons. I want to hear every
word you speak and appreciate you to the fullest.” He reached for
her hand across the table.

“Isn’t that a bit offensive?” She withdrew
her hand from his and nodded in the direction of the party within.
“Those ‘mindless persons’ as you call them, are my parents and
their friends. You live up to the old saying.” Cindy sat straighter
and tapped her foot in an irritated fashion.

“What is the ‘old saying’ you speak of?”
She has a temper. I love that!

“The French are rude and snobbish!” Cindy’s
narrowed eyes punctuated her point.

“Ooh, là là,
mademoiselle. Pardon-moi. It’s my English. I didn’t mean to
offend.” Jean-Claude leaned closer with his elbow on the table.

This one is fiery. I’d love to taste her
heat.

“Well, you did.” She remained indifferent. “I
noticed you said ‘Pardon-moi’ instead of the more formal
‘Pardonnez-moi’. Why is that?”

“Mais oui. I thought you said you didn’t
understand French.” She’s intriguing. “You know more than
you’re letting on, mademoiselle.”

“I’ve learned some from my mom.” She took a
sip of wine. “I always resisted that part of my family’s
culture.”

“And, why is that? Are you ashamed of your
French heritage?”

I can teach you to love your French
nature.

“No. I’m not ashamed. It was part of my
rebellious phase as I was growing up and it just stuck.”

He tilted his head to soften her defenses.
Cindy’s suggestive smile gave him hope. She leaned closer across
the table. His hand stroked the top of hers.

His eyes searched hers intently. “Would it be
too forward of me to ask for your number?”

“You’re not the first wanting my number.” Her
tongue suggestively wet her bottom lip. “And I don’t provide that
information on a chance meeting.”

“Even when you know you want to?” She’s
not making this easy for me. “Chance meetings are the
best—there are so many forbidden facts to be discovered.”

“That’s true, providing both parties want to
risk discovery.” Her voice had an edge to it.

“Where there is no risk, there is no life.”
His eyes traveled to her décolletage.

“That is just your ploy to know me better.”
She glanced back at the party. Taylor stood watching them through
the doors, and clearly observing their private conversation. “We
better rejoin the others. I think Mom is missing us.”

“Bien sûr, Cindy.” Jean-Claude got to his
feet and assisted by pulling out her chair. He reached in his
jacket pocket, retrieved his card, and pressed it into Cindy's
palm.

She gave him a curious look, then slipped the
card in her pocket.

I must have her.

Will she call me? I can wait. If not, Papa
can always call Larry for me. I’ll have to watch out for her
mother. She seems to know the score.


Three

 CINDY STUMBLED OUT
with a cup of cold latté to the patio where her mom and Larry sat
enjoying their morning coffee. She patted the poodles as they sat
together in another chair at the table.

He reviewed something that looked like his
notes for the planned English and French duet album with Charles
LeGrand, while her mom leafed through a fashion magazine.

“I didn’t think you’d be up before noon.”
Taylor patted the seat, inviting her to sit.

“Why?” Cindy made a face as she dropped into
the chair beside her. “I didn’t drink that much at the party last
night.”

“I thought you might like the luxury of
sleeping in.” Taylor laid the magazine on the table. “Marital
stress can make one tired.”

“That’s my mom, just come out with it, no
matter who’s around.” Cindy took a sip of her iced coffee and
stared at the pool.

Why can’t she just leave me and my
marriage alone. She doesn't know a thing about it, and I’ll
never tell her. She would only worry more.

“Don’t be like that.” Taylor shifted in her
seat. “You know I care.”

Larry finished his drink in one gulp. “Excuse
me, ladies. I have arrangements to attend to. I’ll be in the
studio.”

He got up and left the two of them alone.

“What was that all about?” Cindy looked out
to the pool and set her jaw. “I wasn’t rude to him.”

“No. But you were a bit terse with me.”
Taylor sipped her coffee. “He doesn’t like to see discord in our
home.”

“His home, you mean.” She crossed her leg
away from her mother.

“No. It’s our home. I can tell from
your body language that you’re upset with me.” She leaned toward
her daughter. “All I’ve ever done, was want the best for you.”

“Look, Mom. We will never be as close as you
want us to be.” Cindy looked directly at Taylor. “There’s been too
much water under that bridge. You can’t make things better because
they will never be better between us.”

Why do I always push her away when I really
want to be closer?

“Cindy, what’s bothering you?” Taylor touched
her daughter’s hand lovingly. “You’re lashing out at me because
you’re in pain. Talking things out can make big problems into small
ones.”

“Mom, I’m miserable—married to a man I can’t
trust. You know I never dated much before Vic. I need to spread my
wings and live life.” She looked up at the clouds. “I’m not getting
any younger and I want to have wonderful experiences and make
fantastic memories before I’m thirty.”

It feels so odd opening up to Mom like
this. I’m not confident like her—Vic ripped that from me
along with killing my baby.

“Cindy, I’m fearful as to what choices you
might make.” Concern lined her mother's brow. “Hasty decisions can
lead to lasting heartache.”

“You’re an expert on that one. Aren’t you,
Mom?” Cindy clenched her teeth. “You didn’t think twice when you
took up with Larry.”

Why do I always say things like that to her?
It's like years of pent-up hurt have eroded any kindness I might
have toward Mom. Maybe I’d feel a lot different if Dad was still
here to help me.

“That’s not fair, Cindy.” Tears rimmed
Taylor’s eyes. “There isn’t a moment that I don’t regret the pain I
caused you and everyone else. I’ve accepted the fact that your dad
is out of your life because of me. If I could fix that, I would—but
that’s not reality.”

“Mom, I’m sorry.” She hung her head. “I’m
just so confused and I want a happy life with someone who isn’t
seeing me as a nuisance until the next poker game.”

“I wish you had come to me before this had
gotten so far.” Taylor stroked her daughter’s hair. “Moms are
always there to lend an ear.”

“I wish I had too.” Cindy grabbed a tissue
from her pocket and wiped her eyes.

I’ve made such a mess of my life. Why can’t
I be like Mom? Everything turns out good for her. What more can go
wrong for me?


Four

 TAYLOR’S PHONE RANG,
jarring her thoughts from a travel magazine. She grabbed her cell
phone from the coffee table. It was Vic. She wondered if she should
let voicemail answer the call.

She grimaced and swiped the screen.

“Yes, Vic. What do you want?” Cool anger
colored her words.

“Is Cindy there?” He sounded tense. “I’ve
tried calling her, but she won’t take my calls.”

“I don’t blame her one bit.” Taylor hugged an
overstuffed sofa pillow. “After what you did and then to deny the
issue … that goes beyond nerve.”

He paused for a moment. “Look, I know you
mean well. But this is between Cindy and me.” Desperation tinged
his voice. “If she’s there please let me talk to her. Tell her it’s
important.”

“I don’t know if she’s up yet.” Taylor left
the living room to see if her daughter was awake while holding the
phone, and purposely didn’t cover up the mouthpiece.

She tapped on the door. “Cindy, are you
sleeping?”

“No, Mom.” She cracked the door open. Cindy
hid a yawn with her hand.

“Vic is on the phone.” Taylor screwed up her
face. “Do you want to speak with him? You’re not obligated.”

“Let me get my robe on first.” Cindy reached
for the garment from the back of the chair. “Tell him I’ll be there
in a minute.”

“Did you hear that, Vic?” Taylor walked down
the hall that led to the living room as she talked. “She’ll be with
you in a minute. Don’t expect Larry and I to be sending any more
money for your gambling debts. Seventy thousand was quite enough to
pay off my daughter’s ATM withdrawals and credit cards that you ran
up!”

“I didn’t call asking for money.” His voice
sounded humble. “Her boss wants to know when she’ll be back, and so
do I. As to the money you sent, it was Larry’s money and not
yours.”

“Don’t get snide with me, Mr. Ne’er-do-well.
The fact still remains that we sent that money for our daughter and
not for you!” Taylor started pacing.

Cindy entered the room. She reached for the
phone from her mom, clicked on the speaker function, and held the
phone away for Taylor to hear. “Don’t ask for money—you’re getting
none.”

“I’m not calling for money.” He took a deep
breath. “Landry wants to know when you’re returning to work, and so
do I. I miss you.”

“You miss having a maid and someone bringing
home the bacon. All your money goes for poker games, dog racing,
and God knows what else.” Cindy’s lips thinned. “I don’t know when
I’ll be back, or if I’ll be back. Besides, Mr. Landry knows
I’ll be gone for at least six weeks because I already discussed
that with him.” She tapped her foot rapidly. “So your ruse of my
boss wanting to know when I’ll be back failed.”

“How can you say that?” Vic spoke with hurt
tones. “It’s only been less than a week. You’re not giving us a
chance.”

“Yeah. Like you were giving us a chance when
you withdrew money on my credit card at the ATM?” Cindy walked to
the open media room. Taylor followed to listen to the conversation.
Cindy kept the speaker on for Taylor. She put her finger to her
lips to warn her mom not to speak. “And what’s worse, you keep
refusing to admit you have a gambling addiction. You have to help
yourself in this—I won’t!”

“I don’t have an addiction.” His tone
hardened. “It’s only a little fun with the guys. I’ve had a bad
run. My luck will change. One of these days I’ll hit the big one,
and then what'll you say? Look, I got a lot of people wanting their
money. They don’t play nice, and I’m not about to give up my life
for you! You’re sitting pretty in Bel-Air—sitting on all those
golden eggs. You could at least share. We are still married.
Besides, these guys know where you live. They’ll get their money
one way or another.”

“Is that some kind of threat?” Cindy turned
her back to Taylor. “No one will control me—least of all you. Your
empty threats have no effect on me.”

Vic’s words had a strident quality. “You’ll
be sorry when you find out they aren’t empty. Don’t come crying to
me when that happens.”

“Vic. I’m hanging up. This conversation is
over.” She went back to the living room. Taylor sat down on the
sofa and patted the cushion inviting Cindy to sit.

“What about Landry?” he asked. “You can
ignore me but you can't just ignore your boss.”

“Can’t you remember what I just told you? Mr.
Landry knows I took six weeks’ vacation. After that I don’t know.”
Her steely tone cut the air.

Vic suddenly sounded meek. “What about the
bills? Who’s going to pay the rent, gas, electric—all that
stuff?”

Taylor rolled her eyes.

“You figure it out. You have a job.” Cindy
sat next to her mother. “Give up gambling and you can pay the
bills. By the way, don’t think you can shack up at Mom’s Tampa
home. I had the locks changed. That’s my house and not
yours! I canceled all my credit cards and our checking account,
too.” Tears welled up in her eyes. Taylor offered her a tissue.
“Now you’re forced to grow up and fend for yourself. I’m not your
mommy!”

Cindy ended their call with a look of
determination. She blew out air and stared
at the phone for a few seconds.

“Honey,” Taylor sidled closer to her and
grabbed her hand, “I wish I could fix this for you. Don’t make rash
decisions. You have a career to think about. These things take
time. You’ve worked so hard to achieve all your promotions—don’t
toss it away.”

“More important than my career, I have my
life to think about.” She turned to face her mom. “I might
have a dozen jobs in my life—but I only have one life. These
have to be my decisions—good or bad—I have to make these tough
calls. I’m not a little girl anymore. And there are some things I
can’t tell you about Vic.”

Taylor gave her a warm hug. “Wrong. You’ll
always be my little girl. You can tell me anything.” For a moment,
she felt she was hugging her five-year-old daughter.

I wish she had never met that bastard.
What did I miss all those years ago when she first met Vic. What
has he done that she refuses to tell me? Were there signs I didn’t
pay attention to? I always had a gut feeling. I should have spoken
up then. If I did, would things be different for her now? What will
Cindy's future hold if she quits her job? Hollywood isn’t a
good place for her to start over—fast lifestyles, wrong men, and
drugs. She’s too unhinged to make wise decisions. Are Vic’s threats
empty?
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 CINDY THANKED LARRY’S
driver, Drew, when he dropped her off.

“You're very welcome, Cindy. You have my
number, so all you need to do is call when you're ready to be
picked up.”

After her phone call with Vic, she looked
forward to this pleasant, if not costly expedition. Hopefully it
would help her forget for a while. Armed with Taylor’s Platinum
Amex card, she decided to shop to her heart’s content, and Rodeo
Drive in Los Angeles was just the place for it. The warm sun and
cooler temperatures made for a pleasant walk.

A striking navy and white striped jacket
caught her eye in a store window.

That would look nice over a pair of white
pants and a yellow scarf to set it off. Hmm, white shoes and bag to
match. Yes, and Hollywood sunglasses to complete the look. I need
an entire image change. The plain sensible Cindy is yesterday’s
news. Watch out, world. I’m here and I want all the fruits.

With a determined look, Cindy entered a
fashionable and prestigious boutique. Enjoying the feel of the fine
fabrics, her hands grazed over the various items offered on
racks.

I see why Mom has always liked expensive
clothes. Well, I’m not going to deny myself anymore. The brass ring
is mine and I’m holding fast to it.

A salesgirl came up to her. “Is there
anything you would like, Miss?” Cindy read the name badge.

“Yes please, Judy. I’d like to see that
striped jacket in the window.” The girl went to the clothing stand
where the garment hung.

Cindy called after her, “I think a pair of
white pants, size ten, and a yellow scarf, too—if you have it.”

The girl collected the desired items and
showed her to the dressing rooms. After hanging the clothing on a
hook, she said, “Miss, if you need any assistance, I’ll be outside
the door.”

Minutes later, Cindy exited the cubicle and
twirled in front of a large mirror.

Judy smiled. “That outfit flatters your
figure perfectly.”

“Thanks.” She beamed and admired her image.
“If you carry any white shoes and bags, that would be perfect.”

“Of course.” The girl gave a broad smile,
clearly happy with a hefty commission. “As soon as you change, I’ll
have an assortment for you to choose from. I’m certain I can find
that scarf you wanted, too.”

Judy quickly left on her search, humming an
unrecognizable tune.

Cindy made her selection of shoes, bags, and
scarves. She spotted the perfect sunglasses to set off her
Hollywood look.

Vic wouldn’t even recognize me now. Why am
I thinking of him? Jean-Claude is far more interesting and
intriguing. I wonder what he looks like in a towel? Lots of guys
look good in a suit and then they’re a big disappointment when the
shirts come off.

She did a double take when seeing the charge
of eight hundred seventy-three dollars and ninety-six cents. She
swallowed hard.

Will Mom scream at me? I overdid it. I
can’t do this again. Larry’s already paid off Vic’s debt on my
credit cards.

She held the stylus up for a moment, and then
shrugged and signed her mother’s name.

“You were very lucky.” The sales clerk handed
her the three designer shopping bags. “All your purchases today are
forty percent off during our pre-season sale.”

Cindy took the packages with a smile masking
her worry about the cost.

Holy crap! If these weren’t on sale, what
would the price be? I don’t even want to calculate that
one.

Outside the store, when she fished her cell
phone from her bag to call Drew, she found Jean-Claude’s card. His
cell phone number was listed in the lower left corner. She noticed
the country code of thirty-three.

Should I call him? Would he think I was
being too forward?

Cindy dialed the plus sign on her key pad and
then the number. It rang once, twice, three times. She looked down
at her hands. They were shaking. She aborted the call.

I’m being foolish—acting on the
rebound—still, he’s drop dead gorgeous. I need to get my head on
straight and take a deep breath. Yet, I wonder how long he’ll be in
the States? Should I let this chance pass me by? Does a chance even
exist?

~~***~~

Larry left the home studio and entered the
living room. He stood at the sliding glass doorway and watched
Taylor on the patio. It looked like she was reviewing the grocery
list Tim had prepared.

I’m so lucky to have her in my life. After
that fiasco with Clive—I’ll never take her for granted.

“What?” She looked up at him. “Come over here
and sit by me.”

“That’s a lovely thought, and a lovelier
picture.” He strode over to her and pulled up a chair.

“Were you working on a new song?” Taylor
shielded her eyes from the sun with her hand.

“I’ve been reviewing LeGrand’s material.” He
picked off a grape from the cluster in a bowl on the table.
“Charles’—not Jean-Claude’s. It looks like this will be a ‘go’ for
us. I like his songs. With a few key changes, it might work.”

“Will you have to learn French? If so, I’m a
very good teacher.” He loved that coy, teasing expression on her
face.

“And, I would be an apt pupil.” He leaned
closer and kissed her lips. “How would you like to spend some time
in Paris?”

“I’d love to, but what about Cindy?” She
pushed the grocery list aside. “My darling daughter, as you know,
has always resisted everything French. Not to mention, I also now
associate bad memories with that city—memories involving
Clive.”

“You don’t have to come if you don’t want to.
Besides, I think Cindy is warming up to the French culture, since
meeting Jean-Claude.” Larry studied her reaction. “It’s been nearly
a year since the Clive episode. Please try to let go of it.”

A skeptical look came to her eyes. “Would
Charles be going, or Charles and his son?”

“Both. Charles invited us along when they fly
home. We’ll be recording in Paris. He’s been kind to give me top
billing on the album and offered first-class roundtrip airfare.” He
grabbed another grape and popped it into his mouth, chewed, and
swallowed.

“That’s only because you’re a world-renowned
celebrity and he’s known mostly in Europe…. We don’t need the
airfare—not with our private jet.” Taylor let out a heavy sigh. “I
think if Cindy gets wind of this trip involving Jean-Claude, she’ll
be packing before the reservations are made. I fear she’ll move too
fast. She’s still dealing with a bad marriage. She’s so naïve—and
vulnerable now.”

“Look, Tay.” Larry stared into her eyes. “You
can’t protect her. She has to make her own mistakes and learn from
them.”

“Yes. I know.” She reached for his hand
across the table. “It’s too bad she didn’t learn from mine.”
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 CINDY SQUINTED IN the
bright sun, and a gentle breeze blew her hair as she joined her
mother and stepfather out on the pool patio.

“Welcome back.” Taylor reached out to her and
patted a seat cushion.

Larry looked at his watch. “I was wondering
if you got lost.”

She took a seat at the circular table. How
am I ever gonna tell Mom how expensive my outfit was? “Shopping
always takes longer than planned.” Cindy looked out at the far
trees. “All the trying on until you find the right style.”

“How well I know that.” She felt her mother’s
gaze. “When I worked at Gérard’s, some women took half a day before
making a purchase.”

Cindy pulled her chair closer to her mom and
lowered her voice, “Mom, can I talk to you privately?”

“Certainly.” Taylor stood up and started
toward the sliding glass doors.

In the living room, out of Larry’s earshot,
she cleared her throat. “Mom … I-I-charged a lot for this outfit,
even bought shoes, bag, and a scarf.”

God, I hope she won’t be upset.

“How much damage are we talking about?”
Taylor’s posture stiffened.

Cindy’s voice was almost childlike, “Nearly
nine hundred dollars.” She shifted her weight. “But it was forty
percent off.”

“Nine hundred!” Her mother’s eyes nearly
popped. “This Amex account doesn’t allow monthly payments. I have
to pay that bill off next month.”

“Do you want me to take them back?” She knew
her eyes pleaded otherwise. “They were on sale.”

With hands on hips, Taylor glanced at Larry
and then back to her. “No. But let’s not make this a habit. Larry
will be okay as long as you don’t have a repeat performance.”

Cindy’s cell phone rang. She didn’t recognize
the number and walked away from her mom to answer the call.

This better not be Vic calling from an
unknown number. I wouldn’t put it past him with his sneaky
ways.

“Yes.” She moved to the wall farthest from
the patio, and turned to see her mother had rejoined Larry
outside.

“I love that greeting, but I haven’t asked a
question yet.”

Her heart missed a beat and she gasped out
loud. “How did you get my number? I didn’t give it to you.”

“Not directly, mademoiselle.” Jean-Claude
sounded suave and mysterious. “Your number was listed in my ‘missed
calls’.”

“How did you know it was me who dialed your
number? It could’ve been someone else,”

He’s a bit forward, and yet so
smooth.

“I didn’t. I took a chance.” His voice was
deliciously seductive, “Ooh, là là. Taking chances can make for
some very satisfying conclusions.”

“Exactly why are you calling?” She glanced at
her wedding band.

“I would like to invite you to share a dinner
with me, this Friday. I can pick you up at seven. Wear something
casual and chic.” She heard his confidence.

“A bit certain of yourself, aren’t you?”
Cindy rolled her eyes. “I haven’t even said ‘yes’.”

The nerve of this guy. He must be a spoiled
brat.

“I’m so sorry if you find me a bit forward.”
His voice softened to a near purr. “You are such a beautiful woman.
I’m compelled to know you better.”

“May I call you back with my answer?” She
started tapping her foot.

“I’m hoping that you would answer me now.” He
sounded urgent. “Please don’t break my heart.”

“I’ll be ready. This Friday evening at
seven.”

“My heart is already singing your name.”
Jean-Claude’s tone lightened. “I’ll choose a special place for
us.”

“Great. See you then.”

Is he for real or playing me? His
English needs updating. It sounds like he got those lines from a
1930’s script.

She wrung her hands.

I’ve been away from dating for so
long—this feels awkward. I just hope …

~~***~~

Jean-Claude sat on the sofa across from his
father, leafing through an entertainment newspaper while Charles,
seated in a modern pale blue upholstered chair, reviewed the song
list he had compiled in his Beverly Hills Hotel suite. A tray of
partially consumed cheese and fruit rested on the coffee table. Two
glasses of Merlot sat near the opened bottle. Torn French bread
completed the repast.

Jean-Claude tossed the paper on the end table
and tapped his fingers on his knee.

Charles looked up from his papers. “Feeling
edgy?”

“Not at all, Papa.”

What irritating subject will he bring up,
now?

“I think that American mademoiselle is
occupying your thoughts.” Charles put his list down and leaned
forward, elbows on knees.

“Not at all.” He’s always prying.
“She’s just another. Like all the rest.”

“I don’t believe you.” His father smiled.
“Remember. I’m your father. I know when you’re excited about
something.”

Jean-Claude stood up and looked down at
Charles. “I don’t have time to chat. I have to get ready.”

His father looked at the time display on his
phone, then raised an eyebrow. “It’s two o’clock. You have plenty
of time. Cindy must be a special woman in your estimation.”

Jean-Claude headed to the bedroom as his
words trailed off, “I need to shower.” The plush carpet softened
his irritated footsteps.

~~***~~

In his Tampa home studio, Mark Barnes jotted
down the notes on a score sheet as the new melody developed in his
mind, then played the phrase for confirmation that he liked what he
heard. The doorbell chimed, breaking his train of thought.

“Just when I’m on a roll,” he mumbled, “who
in hell is that?”

Mark hurried to the door. He looked through
the peephole and saw Vic.

He’s got a lot of nerve after what he did
to Cindy.

Opening the door, he greeted him with an
irritated expression. “Hi Vic. What’s up?”

“Can I come in to talk?” Vic removed his
sunglasses. “I really need to speak with you.” His eyes appeared
tired and bloodshot.

“Look man, this isn’t a good time. I’ve got a
deadline on this song I’m composing.” He needs to get a
life. “We can talk here. Make it short.”

“Cindy won’t listen to me. I want her back
and she’s shut down.” He sunk his hands deep into his pockets.
“Well, I-I need a loan. The bills are coming due. All I need is a
couple of grand.”

“Not my problem, Vic.” Mark made a face. “You
need to help yourself by going to a Gamblers Anonymous meeting.
Admit to yourself and others that you have a problem. I’m not about
to enable you by giving you money.”

“It was just a harmless game of cards.” He
raised his brow as if he really believed he was innocent.

“Well, that harmless game has caused
Cindy to leave you and go to Bel-Air.” I’m not believing the
nerve of this guy. “In all likelihood, it has cost you your
marriage.”

“I think Cindy just needs time to cool off.”
Vic dug his toe into the welcome mat.

“Keep telling yourself that.” Mark chuckled.
“I doubt it, though.” He adjusted his weight and grabbed the
doorknob, ready to close the door. “Vic, if it was in your and
Cindy’s best interest, I’d give you a loan. But it’s not, so I
won’t. Get a second job and stop the gambling.” He started closing
the door.

“You think you have all the answers about me.
There’s plenty you don’t know. Cindy isn’t all she appears. She’s
spoiled and selfish—even changed the locks on the Tampa house.”

“I gotta go. Bye.” Mark hurried back to his
studio.

Should I call Tay and tell her about Vic’s
visit? Nah, better leave it alone. Cindy and Taylor have enough to
deal with.

~~***~~

Friday seemed to have come quickly. Cindy
wore a path from the living room to the entry. Her palms grew
moist. She stopped momentarily to check her hair and makeup in the
foyer mirror. She knew she looked good, and smiled at the
confidence the new outfit had given her. Confidence was a feeling
she hadn’t experienced since marrying Vic.

Music wafted from the open door of Larry's
studio. Taylor sat in a chair reading the latest romance novel.

“Do you want us to buy a new carpet?” Taylor
didn’t look up.

“What?” She stopped pacing. “What are you
talking about?”

“You keep walking back and forth like Marie
Antoinette wondering when the blade will fall.” Her mom turned a
page.

“No I’m not.” Cindy retouched her lipstick in
the hall mirror. “I just hope I’m not underdressed.”

“You look perfect. This is California—not
Manhattan.” Taylor placed a piece of paper in the book before
closing it. “You weren’t this nervous dating Vic.”

“It’s not the same, Mom.” She kept an eye on
the entry as she talked. “Jean-Claude is very sophisticated and
he’s French. What if I come off as stupid or not
worldly?”

I can’t believe I’m actually going out on
this date. Is it too late for me to cancel?

“No worry on those points.” Taylor turned to
look straight at her daughter. “You are worldly—well-traveled, and
can easily fit into any situation.”

“You’re not the one going on this date.”
Cindy went back to the foyer. “What if I have to grope for
words.”

“Knowing the French male psyche, I don’t
think groping for words will be your issue.” Taylor laughed
lightly. “You’ll have to deal with his groping issues and
not yours.”

“I can handle him.” How dangerous of a
wolf is he? “He’s not the first flirt I’ve dealt with.”

“Remember, you’re still married.” Her mom’s
eyes narrowed. “You don’t want to give Vic any unnecessary
ammunition for a divorce. Don’t walk in forbidden footsteps.”

Cindy spun on her heels. “You were married to
dad when you were flirting with Larry. I see no difference.
Everything turned out okay for you—even better than okay.”

An uncomfortable moment grew thick and
heavy.

Why did I say that? I really don’t want to
hurt Mom, but she doesn’t know anything about Vic except the mask
he puts on when he’s trying to impress people. If she knew how
vicious and dangerous he really is, maybe she would understand. I
can never tell her anything about that, or about his friends. What
if his threats mean something? He wouldn’t dare send one of his
goons here, to Mom’s house, would he?

She shuddered.

Some of the people he mixed with were truly
frightening.

“All I’m asking is that you learn from my
mistakes.” Taylor’s voice was kind. “Please take this very slow.
Enjoy his company and get to know him before you do anything
reckless.”

Cindy’s eyes bored into her mother’s. “I’m
not about to go to bed with him.” She took a deep breath. “And if I
do, it’s none of your business.”

“Well, I guess I’ve been told.” Her mother
picked up her book and opened it to the marked page.

The poodles started barking and ran to the
front door. Cindy looked out the window. A black limousine pulled
into the circular drive and came to a stop. Not waiting for the
chauffeur, the passenger door opened; a tall, distinguished, and
elegantly dressed Jean-Claude got out. He stood there briefly
adjusting his cuffs, then ran his palm over his hair. He wore a
finely tailored beige sports coat over a pale yellow shirt opened
at the neck. He walked with a cool and confident stride to the
stoop, barely breaking the crease in his brown linen slacks. He
rang the bell.

Tim promptly went to the entrance.

Cindy stood behind the houseman beside Gigi
and Jacques, their tails wagging, and waited to the count of ten.
She nodded to Tim to open the door.

Jean-Claude’s manner exemplified subdued
cockiness. “I am here to pick up the lovely Mademoiselle
Cindy.”

Cindy grabbed her pocketbook from the foyer
table and moved in front of Tim. “I’m all ready. I hope I’m dressed
all right.”

Her smile caused him to do the same. He
kissed her in a typical French greeting, first one cheek and then
the other.

God, he’s so handsome. They know how to
grow hunky men in France. So gallant. Totally opposite to
Vic.

“I would ask to visit your family, but we
have reservations and I don’t want us to be late.” He smiled with
seductive charm.

“That’s fine.” Cindy took his hand willingly.
“I’m a grown woman. I come and go as I please. No problems
here.”

Hmm, how will the evening end. At his
place?
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 CHARMING WHITE PICKET
fencing bordered the front of The Ivy restaurant on North Robertson
Boulevard in West Hollywood. Slatted green shutters framed the
windows against worn brick walls. Cindy stood a moment, capturing
this picture in her mind.

The pure country à la français décor lent an
idealistic feel. As they waited to be seated, the French hostess
mentioned it wasn’t unusual to see more than one famous face
sitting at a toile-clothed table. Flowered chintz chairs with
similar curtains completed the look. A fireplace in the sitting
area imparted a romantic ambiance that was difficult to resist.
Jean-Claude smiled with approval as he eyed the surroundings.

Of course he’d pick a restaurant like
this. Must make him feel at home. Is this part of his planned
seduction? I’m not had so easily.

The maître d’ greeted them. Jean-Claude gave
his name. The host responded back in French to his guests.

Oh brother! That maitre d’ is trying to
impress. Mom would love this place.

They followed him to their reserved
table.

“Do you approve? I want to give you a new
dining experience for a start.” Jean-Claude scanned her face with
his dark eyes.

“‘For a start’?” Cindy arched her eyebrow. “A
start of what? For what we might do after dinner?”

“That remains up to you.” He smiled with cool
confidence, demonstrating he had traveled this path many times
before.

“I told you—I have rules.” She took the
napkin and stiffly placed
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