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  Chapter One


The blade nicked the skin, turning the shaving cream around it pink. Noah swore, rinsed the razor in the sink of hot water, angled his head, and tried again. 
He felt like a baby, learning everything again for the first time. Letting out a breath, he jutted his chin and swiped the blade over his jaw once more, this time the path even and smooth. It was a good thing. He had three other nicks to attest to the poor job he was doing.
He made faces, attempting to make the skin taut where he needed it to be. In the hospital, a pretty young nurse always came around to shave him. She’d even cut his hair when he’d asked. All he’d had to do was hold the mirror. At the time he’d enjoyed the attention. But it had worn thin. He was a man used to doing things himself. The fact that a simple morning shave caused him to break out in a sweat made him angry. At himself. At the world in general.
He held the razor in mid air as there was a knock on the door. 
It had to be Andrew, he reasoned. No one else really knew he was back, and that was just the way he wanted it. He scraped more cream off his face, cleaning the blade in the water. Andrew, with the familiarity of being a younger brother, would let himself in. And Andrew wouldn’t care about the mess around the place. 
But then the knock came again, and his stomach did a slow twist. What if it wasn’t Andrew? He wrinkled his brow. It could be Andrew’s fiancée, Jen. Jen had been with Andrew the day they’d picked him up at the airport. Noah was only slightly self-conscious around Jen.
A third time it sounded and with a growl he put down the razor and grabbed a hand towel, stomping out of the bathroom. If people with two good arms couldn’t open a door…or take a hint for that matter…
Holding the towel in his fingers, he reached out and turned the knob. “Keep your pants on,” he commanded, and then froze.
Not Andrew. Not even Jen. Instead, the most beautiful woman he’d seen in forever stood on his doorstep. For a moment, his gaze caught on her long, dark hair, clear skin, and finally a pair of brilliant blue eyes. Her eyebrows raised, making him feel like a child caught in a tantrum. And with a huffy sound, she brushed by him carrying a cardboard box.
Noah stared at the figure which was now heading towards his very small kitchen. What the hell? Wordlessly she put the box down and started unpacking it. In his kitchen. On his countertop. 
He went to slam the door and realized he would have to forego the satisfaction. At least he’d remembered to pin up his shirtsleeve this morning. He looked back at the kitchen. The woman had stopped her unpacking and was watching him now with undisguised interest. He felt color and heat infuse his cheeks. The last thing he wanted was morbid curiosity about his condition, or worse…pity.
He affected his best scowl. “Did you come to get a good look at the cripple?” 
Lily saw Noah Laramie blush, saw him struggle, and then heard the harsh words. Noah was a bad-tempered bear with a chip on his shoulder the size of a brick. So far he’d yelled at her at the door and then accused her of coming here to gawk. It was just too bad for him she was used to dealing with teenagers all day, and the way Noah was looking at her right now said belligerence covering insecurity. Not that she could blame him. She was a complete stranger, and his condition was new. A smile quivered at the corner of her lips. “Are you trying to scare me away?”
His mouth dropped open for the smallest second, then he put the guard back up again and scowled. “Is it working?”
“No. You need to work on your big bad wolf impression.”
“Where I come from people wait to be invited in.”
Lily fired straight back, “Where I come from, people don’t get yelled at at the door.”
She left the supplies on the counter and went out into the living room. He’d pinned up the sleeve where his arm used to be, and she paid it no more than a glance, determined not to stare. Curiosity about how it had happened burned within her, but it would be the height of impoliteness to ask. Neither Jen nor Andrew had mentioned anything about it beyond that it had happened.
She caught her breath as they seemed to square off. His build was imposing despite the obvious. Taller than his brother Andrew, she guessed him to be at least six-two, and even though there had to have been a distinct lack of physical activity since his injury, he was still lean and muscled. His short, dark hair was a rumpled mess, and his chin was still covered in shaving cream. 
Her smile blossomed completely at the sight. “It’s hard to be afraid of a man whose face resembles Santa Claus.”
“Dammit,” he mumbled, taking the towel and hastily wiping off the remnants of white foam. “Who are you?”
“I’m Lily Germaine.” Without thinking, she held out her hand. Only to realize that Noah did not have a right hand to shake hers with. This time it was her cheeks that flushed, and she dropped the hand back to her side. 
“It’s all right. I forget sometimes, too.”
The quietly spoken response did more to elicit her sympathy than the sight of him had. 
“I’m a friend of Jen and Andrew’s. They asked me to stop by.”
“Why?”
She took another step forward and looked up into his face. There were patches where he’d missed with the razor, the dark stubble shadowing a strong jaw. “She wanted me to deliver some groceries.” She hesitated for a second. “She said you found shopping difficult and could use…”
Again she faltered. Ordinary sayings now suddenly took on new meaning. The last thing she wanted to do was insult him.
“Use a hand?”
His lips were a hard line, and the dark look in his eyes nearly sent her scuttling back to her car. But he couldn’t ignore the obvious. He couldn’t drive himself to the grocery store, and carting bags inside would be a definite chore. She lifted her chin. “In a manner of speaking.”
He dropped the towel on the top of an armchair, putting his left hand in his jeans pocket. “Let’s just get it out of the way. I’m Noah Laramie, and I’ve lost an arm. It is what it is. No need to dance around it. Or worry about what’s going to come out of your mouth.”
“It’s not what’s coming out of my mouth that’s the problem at the moment. It’s the appendage I keep putting in it.” She tried a hopeful smile, relieved when the hard lines of his face relaxed. Goodness, he was handsome when he wasn’t being so sharp and abrasive. 
“Jen’s a mother hen,” he stated. “I’m fine. So no need to bring in whatever it is you’ve brought in.”
Lily’s smile faded. Jen hadn’t said anything about the resistance Lily was facing. Oh, no. Jen had said what a teasing, easy going guy Noah had been when they had all been growing up together—a time well before Lily had come to Larch Valley. Despite his earlier frankness in speaking, she got the feeling that trying to convince him of anything was about as effective as talking to a turnip and expecting a response. Once Noah Laramie made up his mind, she doubted anyone could budge it.
“I’m also supposed to give you a ride to Lazy L today.”
“Andrew will come to get me.”
“Andrew had to go to Pincher Creek.”
“Then Jen.”
“Jen has a bakery to open, and she asked if I’d drop these things over and give you a lift. You might as well get used to it, Laramie. I’m your chauffeur, like it or not.”
After one hard, brittle glare, he stalked back down the hall towards the bathroom. “Fine. For today.” 
She heard him shutting doors—loudly—while she put away the groceries Jen had asked her to deliver. Oh, he was a tough one. She shook her head as she opened the fridge. Inside was half a brick of cheese, a bottle of ketchup, a jar of mustard, and perhaps three tablespoons of milk left in a plastic jug. She sighed, then stocked the shelves with milk, fruit, fresh vegetables, and several small packages of meat. What on earth was the man eating? Clearly he’d managed, because the sink was full of dirty dishes. The furniture needed a dusting, and she wondered if he’d managed to do any laundry.
There’d been no thought of turning down Jen’s request, though. Jen was her best friend and she’d do anything for her.
Even if this was the first real day of summer vacation. She could have been sleeping in, drinking coffee on her patio, sunbathing in her backyard.
She sighed. It all seemed frivolous beside Noah’s problems. Losing an arm in combat and then coming home after so many years away…she couldn’t blame him if housework really wasn’t on the top of his list of things to do. Right now, his job was to get better. Maybe he could use some help keeping the house ship-shape.
When he came back out, she’d managed to finish putting groceries away and tidied the living room. She was fluffing a cushion when his deep voice sounded behind her.
“Don’t do that.”
She straightened and turned. He’d finished shaving, his freshly bladed face clean and smooth, with only a few tell-tale blemishes where he’d nicked himself. His eyes were a deep blue, dark enough that the color was nearly indiscernible. As he stood at the gap between the hall and living room, she realized once more how imposing a figure he really was. He was a big man, a man who’d been a soldier since he’d turned nineteen. His raw masculinity did queer things to her insides, and she unconsciously took a step backward. Where had that flare of attraction come from? It certainly didn’t make sense. And it was very unwelcome. She definitely couldn’t be interested. 
Besides, she didn’t take well to the way he seemed to demand things. Like he was giving an order. She leveled her gaze. “Why not?”
“Because I can do it myself.”
She made a wrinkle above her nose. “And you haven’t been because?”
That seemed to make him pause. He stared at her and she was determined not to look away. She wasn’t used to giving into intimidation. She never would have lasted through three years of sixteen-year-old students otherwise! She hadn’t really considered that teaching high school would be good preparation for dealing with garrulous ex-soldiers. Go figure.
“Because I haven’t bothered.”
She smiled frostily. “So now you needn’t bother. I’m perfectly capable.”
He came further into the room. “Don’t you have a job?”
She straightened a throw blanket along the back of the sofa, trying to slow the beating of her heart. Something had happened in the moment when he’d taken a step towards her. Something had passed between his eyes and hers and had set her pulse stammering. 
“I’m a home economics teacher at the high school.”
He snorted. “You’re barely older than they are.”
She smoothed a hand over the blanket and tilted her nose into the air. “I’m twenty-seven, thank you. I’ve been teaching there for three years.”
“So this is how you spend your summer vacation. Charity?” He said it like it was a dirty word.
“It’s hardly charity, Noah.” His name sounded foreign on her tongue, like she shouldn’t be using it. What was the other option? Mr. Laramie? Captain? That had been his rank. Neither name seemed to fit the enigmatic stranger before her.
“How much did Andrew pay you to come here today?” His gaze was sharp, pinning her and making a lie impossible.
“Nothing. I did Jen a favor, delivering some groceries and giving you a ride. Although from the looks of this place, it could stand some cleaning up. I could do that too,” she offered.
“What would you charge?”
Charge? Lily stared at him, trying to puzzle him out. The carefree, fun boy Jen had described was nothing like the Noah she was meeting. She wondered if combat had changed him. Or if it was just leaving a piece of himself on the battlefield that had done it. Either way, taking money for a few hours worth of tidying just felt wrong.
“I wouldn’t dream of charging you a penny.”
He turned away. “That’s charity. I won’t have it.” He paused, considering, and faced her again. His eyes flickered over the tidy living room and the chaotic kitchen beyond, assessing the mess. “If you were to stay, just for today, I’ll pay you. I am able.”
Goodness, Lily knew that. Everyone in Larch Valley knew that Andrew had bought out Noah’s half of the ranch nearly a year ago. Plus, Noah had been a single officer without a family to support at home. But that was hardly the point.
“Friends help friends,” she replied simply. 
“Yes, but you are not my friend. You are Jen’s friend, and that is different.”
She absorbed the snub. It wasn’t different, not really. Did he have no concept of doing a favor for a friend? By helping him she was also putting Jen and Andrew’s minds at ease. 
And yet, she somehow knew that to say either of those things would cause him to protest further. His pride would demand it.
“If that’s the way it must be, then fine.” She simply wouldn’t accept the money. Besides, it was only this one time. It wasn’t like this would be an ongoing issue.
“Agreed.” He gave a sharp nod. Now, if you’ll run me out to Lazy L, seeing as I have no other way of getting there today, that will be the end of it.”
She watched with barely concealed curiosity as he went to the door and got his boots, then sat on a nearby stool to put them on. It took him a little longer than it normally would have, but he gripped the pullstrap with his left hand and shoved his foot inside. He did the same with the other foot, and then spent several moments trying to fit his pant leg over top.
She almost offered to help, but if he didn’t want her to tidy a cushion, he certainly would take offense to her offer to straighten the hem of his jeans.
“If you’re ready,” she said quietly.
He stomped out the door without a backward glance. Lily shut the door behind her with a sigh.
She had made a promise to a friend. And she wouldn’t go back on it, no matter how stubborn Noah was.


      [image: ]After she’d dropped him off at Lazy L, Lily went back to the house. He hadn’t bothered to lock the door—many people didn’t in the small town—and so she went back inside to continue what she’d started while he’d been getting ready. 
She ran the sink full of hot soapy water and began washing the pile of dishes. Jen had called her last night, sounding utterly exhausted, needing to get up at four a.m. to be at Snickerdoodles for the day. Lily hadn’t thought twice about saying yes to what sounded like a simple request. 
Jen had befriended Lily when she’d first come to town, had introduced her around, and made her feel like she’d finally found a home. The kind of home she’d never had growing up in Toronto. Home, hah. Home had consisted of a series of apartments, never settling in one place for long. It had meant a new school more years than not, new classmates, new routines. Lily had read Anne of Green Gables as a child and had keenly felt Anne’s longing for a “bosom friend.” But Lily had always been hesitant, knowing that she would end up leaving friends behind when they moved again.
But then she’d come to Larch Valley for her job and had fallen in love with the town and its people. Jen was the closest thing Lily had ever had to a sister, when it came right down to it. And now Lily was an adult and could make her own choices. And if now and then her townhouse felt a bit lonely, that was okay. Having a place to belong was enough. And she had a good life. She enjoyed her job. She had friends. She filled her spare time with fun projects. 
Not that dealing with Noah Laramie this morning could be classified as fun.
As she wiped a plate and placed it in the cupboard, she decided that the best thing to do was ignore the fact that this person happened to be a very tall, very handsome ex-soldier who’d been a hero on the battlefield. He was the brother of a friend. And a cranky, proud one at that.
Lily worked clear through the afternoon, cleaning the small house until it sparkled, feeling a sense of satisfaction at the shining floors and gleaming appliances. She put some of the chicken breasts she’d brought to marinate. From the looks of it, Noah had been eating simple meal-in-a-box type food. A decent dinner would do him good. She was putting together a salad when Andrew’s truck drove in the yard, and Noah got out—along with Andrew and Jen. She thought of the chicken on the grill out back. She’d made four breasts so he would have leftovers. Oh well. At least there was enough if they all stayed for dinner.
Noah stomped inside, using his toes to push off his boots. “You’re still here?”
She wiped her hands on a dishtowel and opened her mouth to retort when Jen stepped in.
“Noah! What a greeting!”
His gaze skittered away from Lily’s as he colored. “Sorry,” he murmured. Andrew paid no attention, and Jen blew by her through to the kitchen, a parcel in her hands. Lily waited for Noah to look back at her.
When he did, she saw he was embarrassed at the harsh tone he’d used. He shifted his weight on his heels. “I spoke sharply. I just…I figured you’d be finished by now.”
“I made you a decent dinner,” she said. And yet she was compelled to say more. He had to know this wasn’t about the money. “I also made a promise,” she said softly, so the others couldn’t hear. “And I don’t go back on my promises. Not ever.” She swallowed, knowing exactly how true that was. Her mind flitted back to the day everything in her life had changed. She had been the one who’d stayed. Who’d waited, hoping. Who had kept her promise. Curtis was the one who had left without a word, breaking her heart in the process.
“Your promise wasn’t to me,” Noah interrupted her thoughts. 
“A promise is a promise just the same.”
The words hung for a few moments, until Noah seemed to accept that she meant them. “I didn’t know they were both coming,” he said gruffly.
“It’s your house. You don’t need to apologize to me. I have made dinner. I was going to leave leftovers for you to have another time, but there’s enough for the three of you. Which reminds me, I need to check on the barbecue.”
She disappeared outside, going to flip the chicken and taking a breath, happy to get away from the tense atmosphere that had seemed to envelop her both times she’d been with Noah. For a man in such a predicament, he certainly was independent. He was prepared to fight her every step of the way, it seemed. That was fine. She even admired his tenacity—it spoke of a strength of character. As she turned the chicken over with tongs, she thought of the long days of her summer vacation and wondered how he was going to manage here. There was nothing that said she couldn’t help him out while he was away at Lazy L. Cleaning, cooking, sewing…the domestic arena was her specialty. It would give her something to keep busy until school went back in September. 
She got the feeling that convincing him would be quite another matter.
When she went back inside, Jen had set the table for four. “Oh,” Lily said, surprised. “I’m not staying. You three enjoy.”
“But of course you’re staying.” Jen butted in again, sticking her head in the refrigerator for the salad dressing Lily had brought in the groceries. She turned around with the bottle in her hand. “We both came because we want to talk to you and Noah about something.”
Lily got a strange, dark feeling in the middle of her chest, and she didn’t need to look to feel Noah’s eyes on her. What on earth could they want to speak to both of them about? Lily swallowed. Today had shown that she and Noah had next to nothing in common.
She got out a plate for the chicken and a bowl for the pilaf that was finishing up on the stove. “And I need to stay for dinner for this?”
Andrew broke in. “Yep, ’fraid so, Lil. You got a corkscrew around here?”
Lily looked at Noah and raised an eyebrow, questioning. Whatever it was, Andrew and Jen were in on it together. Noah seemed to sense it too, and for a second she felt a brief sense of solidarity with him. Considering their inauspicious beginning today, Lily did not have a good feeling.
“Try the second drawer,” Noah suggested, his face unreadable. “If not, I have a multi-tool with one on it somewhere.”
She couldn’t tell if he wanted her to stay or not. Surely not, after the rude reception she’d received both times he’d found her here. Her earlier thought about helping him more seemed foolish now. She opened the second drawer he’d nodded at and scrounged around, finally finding a corkscrew. She handed it to Andrew, who uncorked a bottle of white wine and Jen took out glasses.
“I recognize these,” Noah said suddenly, as Jen handed out the wine.
“They were Mum and Dad’s,” Andrew answered. He shared a look with Jen and smiled. “When you asked me to find you a place to rent, Jen thought bringing some things over from the house might make you feel at home.”
Noah stared at the wine glass, his lips a thin, inscrutable line.
Jen stepped forward. “We’re in the process of combining the two houses anyway, with the wedding coming up.”
Again, Jen and Andrew shared a look and Lily got that unsettled feeling in her chest again. It was plain as day Jen and Andrew were ecstatic about their upcoming nuptials, but the mere mention of the word wedding made Lily uncomfortable. It brought back so many memories, and none of them good. “Jen, can you put the pilaf in a bowl? I’m going to get the chicken off the grill.”
Lily escaped to the back yard, only to realize she’d forgotten the plate for the meat. When she turned around, Noah was behind her, holding it out, a dry, amused smile barely quivering at the edges of his mouth.
“Thank you.”
She took the plate and went back to the barbecue. Noah stepped up behind her, and she tried to ignore his presence even though she could feel him there. The air was different somehow. 
“They’re up to something.”
His deep voice came from behind her and she stifled a shiver that slid deliciously along her spine. “I agree.”
“Any idea what that might be?”
Her cheeks flamed, and it had nothing to do with the heat from the barbeque and a lot more to do with the intimate tone of his voice. “No idea,” she replied, sounding slightly strangled.
She put the breasts one by one on the plate. 
“Hmmm,” came his voice again, not as harsh but definitely speculative. “Lily Germaine, who seemed completely unflappable to me today, is suddenly put off her stride with wedding talk. Interesting.”
She focused on placing the meat on the plate. “Don’t be silly.” And don’t psychoanalyze me, she thought.
“I’m many things, Miss Germaine, but silly is one I’ve yet to be called. I know what a tactical retreat looks like.”
She put the cover down on the barbecue and faced him. Granted, wedding talk did tend to put her off the mark. Some disappointments left scars that would never be completely healed. But she’d never say a word to Jen about it. It was her past, her problem, not Jen’s. She was happy for her and for Andrew. 
“I am thrilled for both of them. They love each other very much.”
She went to go by him, but he stopped her with his hand on her arm. “I wasn’t talking about them. I was talking about you. I saw the look on your face just now.”
Lily looked up, found his eyes serious. As if she were going to tell him anything. If she hadn’t breathed a word to her best friend, she certainly wasn’t going to spill her guts to some grumpy stranger she’d met less than twelve hours earlier.
“You know as much about me as you need to,” she replied carefully, moving away from the warm feel of his hand on her bicep. 
“I doubt that,” he replied, following her to the back steps.
“And I know next to nothing about you,” she said, desperately trying to change the subject. “Besides the fact that you are very grumpy in the morning. Actually, not just the morning, it seems.”
They paused, she on the first step and he on the soft grass beneath her, so that their eyes were nearly level. Her heart thumped against her ribs. 
“I am sorry about today,” he said quietly, and Lily knew he was sincere.
“Apology accepted,” she breathed. His gaze bored into her and she nibbled on her lower lip.
“The thing is, Lily, I never used to be this moody.” Once he admitted it, he stepped back, surprise blanking his face. “I don’t know why I just said that.”
Lily’s teeth released her lip and she tried a tentative smile. “Maybe you’re trying to make a good impression?”
“I think that ship already sailed.”
Then they were smiling at each other. When Lily realized it, and also that they’d been standing there for several seconds, she straightened her shoulders. “We should go in, dinner is ready,” she murmured.
Inside, she pasted on a smile for appearances, though Jen’s glow eclipsed everyone at the table. Once plates were filled, Andrew lifted his glass, inviting everyone to do the same.
“I want to propose a toast…” He reached out and took Jen’s hand in his. “To Jen, for saying yes. To Noah, for coming home. And to Lily, for being her usual generous self.”
Lily’s smile wobbled just the tiniest bit as they touched rims and sipped. It was clear that Andrew and Jen were completely happy, and it created a bittersweet ache in her chest. Andrew squeezed Jen’s hand and grinned. “It’s as good a time as any,” he said. “We came here tonight to…well, Noah, you’re my brother. I came to ask you to be my best man.”
“And I want you to be my maid of honor,” Jen added, beaming at Lily. They both looked at Noah and Lily expectantly.
Lily gaped; Noah looked down at his plate. After a few seconds of silence, they looked at each other. Best man. Maid of honor. Dresses and tuxes, cake and flowers. 
At the thought of having to walk up an aisle in a gown… Lily felt the color drain from her cheeks. She couldn’t do it. Even as a bridesmaid, she’d be a complete fraud. 
At her stunned silence, Jen’s face took on a stubborn expression that Lily recognized as her “I’m getting my way” look. 
“I… I thought you’d want Lucy.” Lily struggled to come up with something to say to cover the confusion in her heart. She hadn’t been to a wedding since her own failed attempt. It had been easy to make excuses to not attend over the years. A conflicting schedule, an illness. She had never breathed a word of it to anyone. Even Jen. 
But she couldn’t make those half-hearted excuses this time. Because right now this wasn’t about Lily. It was about the best friend she’d ever known, and she felt guilty for hesitating for even a second.
“Lucy is seven months pregnant. Besides, the one I really want is you.”
Lily had no response to that. If she were getting married—which she most definitely was not, not now and not in any future she could envision—it would be Jen she’d want beside her.
“Of course I’ll do it,” Lily replied, reaching over and taking Jen’s hand, giving her fingers a squeeze. “I’m honored. You just took me by surprise, that’s all.” She smiled, feeling like she was breaking inside. “I’ve never been a bridesmaid before.”
“And Noah,” Jen went on, her voice soft. “You’re Andrew’s brother. His flesh and blood. It would mean so much to him. And…to your father, don’t you think?”
Lily studied him, saw the battle waging within. He blinked—was that a sheen of moisture in his eyes? She knew he’d never made it back for his father’s funeral. Had he even found time to grieve in the midst of all his troubles? 
He gave a small cough and acquiesced. “Fine. I’ll do it.”
“Wonderful!” Jen bubbled over, taking a drink of wine and leaning into Andrew’s shoulder. “I told you,” she chided her fiancé. Then she beamed at the two of them.
“And Noah, I’m sure Lily will help you, won’t you Lil? Noah will need a tuxedo.” She winked at Noah. “Besides, women do tend to know what needs to be done for weddings.”
A lump clogged Lily’s throat. Of course she knew what needed to be done. She’d been through it all before. The anguish of seeing Curtis walk away from her before the vows had ever been spoken pierced her heart even now. And Noah…how was he feeling about being asked? He’d only just arrived home from the hospital.
Lily met Noah’s despairing gaze, her plans of a relaxing and complication-free school break suddenly out the window. What had they both gotten themselves into?






  
  Chapter Two


While Jen bubbled away about the wedding plans and Andrew broke in occasionally with news of the rescue ranch, Lily remained very aware of Noah on her right. He said little, instead focusing on his meal and speaking to Andrew about the horses he’d be working with. Lily was wondering if she’d ever get time to catch her breath. All she’d agreed to was delivering a box of groceries and somehow before the end of the day she was maid of honor and agreeing to guide Noah with his share of best-man duties. 
“We set a date,” Jen announced. “The second weekend in August.”
“That’s only six weeks away!” Lily put down her fork with a clatter. 
Jen poured more wine into Lily’s glass before topping up Noah’s. “We didn’t want to wait. And we wanted to have it before you had to be back to school and, well, at some point Noah will be going back to work, I suppose. And that brings me to the next question. I…I have another favor to ask.”
Lily’s hand paused on the way to her glass. “Another favor?” She tried hard to keep the hesitation out of her voice. There was no way for Jen to know how difficult Lily would find it simply being her maid of honor. The woman was planning her wedding, after all. The most important day of a single girl’s life. The day that was only supposed
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