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		Dedication

	

	
		For Donn, of course. And always.
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		Author's Note

								

	
				People have phobias about all kinds of things. Sometimes, unfortunately, these phobias spring from traumatic experiences. Please be aware that this book contains recollections of past sexual assault, and a scene including a mugging and attempted sexual assault. If something similar has happened to you, call 800-656-HOPE. You don’t have to go through this alone.
 

	

			
			


		
	
		
			
	
		

		Chapter 1

								

	
				Somewhere beyond the lights, someone probably had a camera pointed at him.
 On a normal day, Kane wasn’t bothered by this; on a normal day, he encouraged it. But not tonight. Not while he stood, alone, watching his second building this week collapse into a pile of charred beams and wet ash. The smell in his nostrils was that of the day his father had died: the smell of grief and fear and helplessness.
 The site manager puffed over to him, a short, round man, perspiring despite the winds coming off Lake Michigan. “There’s nothing else to see, Mr. Fielding. Let me get you some coffee.”
 Kane’s jacket wasn’t thick enough for this October night in Grand Rapids; he could feel the contrast between his freezing back and the heat still coming off the doused building. “You’re right, Art,” he said. But he didn’t look at the man, and he didn’t move.
 “I am sorry, Mr. Fielding.” The site manager shifted his feet. “Is it true that the Chicago fire was arson?”
 “Yep.” That news would have drawn the cameras here. The press would perk up at the word, look up his company. They’d find out about the explosion thirteen years ago that had killed his father. Swoop down to see what fresh hell Fielding Paper was going through. The presence of the camera-friendly president would help.
 He’d been trained to analyze the way he looked when the photographers were around, because Kane, to quote his public relations director, was hot, and that was good for business. His messy dark-brown hair, hardly touched since he’d been woken four hours and a three-hour drive ago, was his trademark. His dark clothes were calculated decisions, worn to emphasize his height. He had deep-set, brooding dark eyes and a chiseled jaw, and all that crap that made his PR man rub his hands with glee—and Kane blush if he caught a description of himself in print.
 But he was grateful. These tools had kept Fielding Paper in the news—and the gossip columns—for years. So sure, on the outside it was business as usual. But he hoped to God the camera didn’t have a long enough lens to pick up the muscle clenching and unclenching in his jaw.
 The site manager looked at him more closely. “At least no one got hurt,” Art said encouragingly. “And most of the lumber is saved.”
 Kane worked to keep his face impassive. He could give a crap right now about the lumber. “Yeah,” he said again, and then, because Art seemed to be looking for conversation, “Maybe the security cameras picked up something.”
 “Uh…” Art shifted again. Kane’s own feet were cold, and Art had been out here for hours before him. “Everything shut down when the electric was cut.”
 “But the backup generator would have—”
 “He killed that, too.”
 “Shit!” He spat the word so loudly Art jumped. So much for not looking as if this was getting to him. Kane wondered if he was far enough away from the firefighters to light a cigarette. Then he remembered the cameras and tapped his numb fingers against his thigh instead.
 There was a surprisingly delicate whump, and another corner of the building collapsed.
 “The forest is good, too,” Art reminded him. Kane had had the trees to their left planted after his father died. They were still several years from maturity.
 That had been one of his first acts as CEO. One of the crazy decisions of a twenty-two-year-old, numb with grief, fresh out of college, desperate to save his family’s business. “Buy American,” he’d touted to any news channel and TV show that would have him. “Buy Fielding Paper.” He’d planted acres in the US and given land back to the villages in Central America. The goodwill had been priceless.
 People liked him, goddammit! Why was someone setting fire to his mills?
 The manager was hovering uncertainly, his breath visible in little puffs. The Fielding family history seemed just as visible.
 But he had to get them all back on track. He couldn’t let this get worse than it was. “Thanks, Art,” he said, rolling his frozen shoulders and smiling down at the man. “I’ll take that coffee. And hey.” He made an effort to shrug off the fear. “Happy Halloween.”
  
 ♦
  
 Several hours later, behind the podium at the local town hall hastily commandeered for this small press conference, Kane was more in his element. His quick phone call with Leo Palmer, his PR director, had solidified the story they needed to tell. He was very good at giving the press what they wanted.
 He stood with his hands on either side of the podium, looking into the cameras or catching the eye of each reporter there.
 “Will you rebuild?” they asked.
 “Of course,” he reassured them. “We have a commitment to this area that spans decades.”
 “What do the workers do now?”
 “We’ll find them shifts at other plants if we can.”
 “What if you can’t?”
 He looked appropriately serious. “We take care of our own.” Whatever that meant. “I’m just glad no one got hurt.”
 “Didn’t you have security cameras? Can you get any leads?”
 “I’ll have to leave those questions for the fire chief and the police,” he said, sweeping a hand behind him where the men in uniform were standing. “But I want to emphasize that the fire was not the fault of the employees. It’s all too easy to set fire to a lumber mill if someone really wants to. We spend a lot of time and energy reducing fire risk, but it can’t be eliminated altogether.”
 “Who do you think did it?”
 Kane gave a magnificent, all-encompassing shrug. Fielding Paper were the good guys. He couldn’t have any enemies. “Just someone with a fixation for setting fire to things, I guess.”
 He put one hand in his pocket and slouched to indicate that he was relaxed and confident in everyone’s ability to fix this problem. “Our reputation means that people won’t settle for less than Fielding Paper,” he said, leaning more heavily on his Boston accent, as it was part of his image, part of the centuries-old story of the company. “I’m happy to say that we’ll have no problem delivering on our orders.” Don’t worry, his body language said, I got this. Never mind that in his head a voice was hammering what if, what if, what if… What if there’s another one… What if I can’t fix things this time… What if the next time someone dies?
 Someone with a sly edge to her voice said, “On a different subject, are you dating anyone we know?”
 Kane grinned at her and said, “Why? Are you offering?” The crowd laughed. The reporter held his look and grinned back. To Kane, this showed that he’d succeeded; if they’d moved on to his social life, they had stopped worrying about the future of his company. If he could convince them, maybe he could convince himself.
 

	

			


			


		
	
		
			
	
		

		Chapter 2

								

	
				Ellen really didn’t want to be here.
 She sat on the hard black leather couch, her skirt pulled determinedly below her knees, and tried not to let the receptionist see that her toe was tapping the air with impatience. She had far too much to do today to spend it on a sales call.
 The receptionist was almost exactly what Ellen would have expected of a company run by a man with a reputation like Kane Fielding’s. She was beautifully dressed and coiffed, with perfect nails painted a professional pink and lipstick to match. The only surprising thing about her was that she was in her sixties, not a barely out of college girl like the ones Fielding was always seen with. This woman had greeted Ellen perfectly politely and asked if she could get her a drink before Ellen had even sat down. Ellen had said no, just as politely, and then glowered at her from the couch, disliking her even more because there was nothing to dislike.
 Ellen had to be here, because whatever her opinion of its owner, Fielding Paper was one of the largest companies in Boston, and the Rosette hotel wanted to have exclusive rights to Fielding conferences. So when her friend Lucía Jimenez, the conferences’ manager at Fielding, had called to suggest she come in “for a couple of minutes” to leave a brochure, Ellen couldn’t say no. But she’d been here for fifteen minutes already; the morning was ticking by, and she had a gala for fifteen hundred people to organize that would influence the rest of her career.
 After another five minutes, the receptionist—Gloria, according to her nameplate—apologized to Ellen for the wait. Ellen wondered what would happen if she threw her shoe at the woman.
 “That’s quite all right,” she said instead.
 “I just love your accent,” said Gloria. “You’re English?”
 “Yes.” The accent was an advantage in her work, one she hadn’t had back in London. “But I’ve been here for about four years now.”
 “Well, you still sound pure English to me.”
 Too bloody right. Ellen wasn’t about to mess with a good sales tool. She gave Gloria a small smile and tried not to sigh with impatience.
 The heavy glass entrance doors opened, and the atmosphere seemed to sharpen. A tall, broad-shouldered man with dark hair that brushed his shirt collar backed into the room, carrying a black overnight bag. He wore a rumpled dark suit and had a wool coat in his other hand. He turned to face the receptionist, his back still to Ellen. Gloria came around her desk to meet him.
 “Hi, Gloria,” the man said, dropping his coat on the floor and putting out his arm.
 “Kane, you poor thing!” the receptionist replied, tucking herself under the arm for a hug. “You look pooped. When did you get back? You should have gone straight home!”
 For a second it looked as though she was holding him up. His shoulders were hunched, and he dropped the bag without looking to see where it fell.
 “Just thought I’d check in,” he said.
 “You smell like a forest,” Gloria said, wrinkling her nose.
 His laugh was cracked and harsh. “Yeah, after a wildfire.” He ran his hand through his hair. “Guess I need a shower. I slept hard in Chicago last night. Had to hustle to make my flight this morning.”
 “So go home,” Gloria insisted. She untucked herself and shook the arm that had hugged her. “You drove from Chicago to Grand Rapids and back again in one day? No wonder you overslept.”
 Ellen couldn’t stop staring. This woman was acting like his governess, not his employee. What kind of company was this? And was this really the great, all-powerful, crooks-a-finger-and-gets-any-woman-he-wants Kane Fielding? He looked almost normal, standing there, silently asking for a little sympathy before getting back to real life. He still had his back to Ellen, so she couldn’t see the famous smile or the dark deep-set eyes; she only saw the hunched shoulders and heard the exhaustion in his voice.
 “I will, I will,” he was promising. “I just want to give Leo a debriefing.” He hugged Gloria again quickly, let her go, and began to walk to the inner doors.
 Ellen watched him turn to face her and freeze. For a second, the dark eyes still held worry and strain. But then that hundred-kilowatt smile spread over his face. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I would never have turned my back on you if I’d known you were there. Kane Fielding.” He held out his hand.
 Heck. She felt the pink begin to creep into her cheeks. Not that she followed the tabloids or anything—okay, she did, but only when she was getting pedicures, so it didn’t count—but he was even finer in real life. Ellen had automatically stood when he came over, and even though she was taller than many men she knew, she had to look up to meet his dark-brown eyes. His hair looked just messy enough to be messed up some more. His broad shoulders fit the line of his suit exactly. But what was really undoing her was the way he’d talked to Gloria—the warmth, the fatigue in his voice, and the tension that still lingered around his eyes. Wasn’t he invincible? And didn’t he treat women like Kleenex? Use once and discard?
 She had to be imagining it. He represented everything she hated about men. Her surreptitious perusal of the tabloids proved it. “Ellen Hunter, from the Rosette,” she said stiffly and shook his hand.
 A ping went up her arm. Her breath caught in her throat. What was that? If she didn’t know better, she would have said it was arousal. But no, it was probably fear. That was a feeling she knew well. She dropped his hand and gripped her portfolio case more tightly. She’d gotten used to the occasional wash of fear threatening to overtake her whenever a man stood too close or made his interest clear. She was good at swallowing it, ignoring it, telling herself she’d never be afraid again. And she wasn’t, until the next time.
 “The hotel?” he said. “One of the best in town. Impressive.” He was standing a perfectly respectable distance away, and his smile, while wide, was professional. He didn’t look anywhere but at her face. But a wicked glint in his eyes showed he wasn’t just talking about the hotel.
 This was the kind of attention she hated. She knew she was attractive in a standard kind of way—thin, blond, blue-eyed, etcetera—but she couldn’t stand it when men noticed her. She tended to dress conservatively for that reason, keeping her hair pulled back, wearing boxy jackets and skirts that her friend Penny had called “Sister Mary Margaret length.” She still got more attention than she wanted, but she couldn’t do much about it, other than use the ice-queen role she easily slipped into these days.
 “We think so,” she answered firmly. “That’s what I’m here to talk to your conferences’ manager about, anyway.”
 As if summoned by her title, Lucía appeared, pushing through the inner glass doors in a hurry, her thick dark curls spilling down her back. “I’m so sorry,” she was saying before she’d even focused on Ellen. “This conference call—” Then she noticed Fielding. “Kane!” she exclaimed, and Ellen watched, fascinated, as Lucía’s harassed frown turned to a sweet smile. “We didn’t think you’d come in today.”
 “Just checking in,” he said again.
 “Hmm.” Lucía unabashedly looked him over. “You must be tired,” she said.
 “I’m fine,” he said. But Lucía didn’t look like she believed it any more than Gloria had. What was wrong with these women?
 Lucía apparently decided to drop it. She moved to hug Ellen. “I am sorry to keep you waiting, hon. I know you’re busy right now.”
 “That’s all right,” Ellen said. “Shall we?” She nodded toward the doors.
 She wished Fielding would go away. Why didn’t he give his debriefing, or whatever it was? But he just stood there, smiling at the two of them.
 “Why don’t you use my office?” he said. “You can spread out on the conference table.”
 Okay, he had to know what that had sounded like. Bloody man, couldn’t even have a simple conversation without that gleam in his eye. Gorgeous deep-set eyes, x-raying her from under straight brows, with that lock of hair falling over them. Not that she was looking.
 Maybe she had been reading too many tabloids. He wasn’t even that famous, for God’s sake. Just another spoiled brat who’d had everything handed to him and who’d happened to catch the eye of an actress a few years ago. He’d been trading on that publicity ever since.
 Lucía was already saying, “That’s great, thanks, Kane. Better than that hole you call a conference room, anyway,” and Fielding was holding out an arm to usher Ellen through the doors, saying to Lucía, “Hey, does or does not your office have a window? Well, then you can’t complain when the conference room doesn’t,” and Ellen had no choice but to follow Lucía through.
 The office spaces looked around a hundred years old. The walls were lined with dark wood paneling. The desks were old-fashioned wooden ones. The only signs of the twenty-first century were the large touchscreens on the computers.
 The three or four secretaries outside the other offices greeted Fielding with surprise, and more pleasure than Ellen thought appropriate. She couldn’t see his face as he replied, but she could just bet he was flashing that come-hither smile at them. His own secretary, a pretty blonde with shoulder-length hair that had a wave in it Ellen envied, was the only one who didn’t adjust something as he approached. In fact, she looked quite stern.
 “Hi, Anna,” he said warmly, and there he was again, being all nice.
 “What are you doing—?” But then she saw that Lucía and Ellen were with him.
 “This is Ms. Hunter,” he explained. “She’s going to use my office to present…” He frowned and turned to her. “Which hotel was it again?”
 “Boy, do you need coffee,” said Lucía.
 “Boy, do I. Lots and lots of coffee.” For a second Ellen saw the exhaustion hit him again. He scrubbed one hand through his hair, and there were gray shadows around his eyes.
 Anna tutted but obviously didn’t want to say anything else in front of an outsider. “Go on in. I’ll get the coffee,” she said.
 “Thanks,” Fielding said and put out his hand to guide Ellen into his office.
 She had to pass quite close to him when she got to the door. Dammit, dammit, dammit. His height and the dark suit or the smell of him or something… Her legs began to feel odd. This was not good. Unanticipated wobbles about the knees were not permitted; they were, in fact, beginning to send licks of fear into her stomach. No. I am not going to do this again, feel like this again.
 All it took was one memory of Edward, so contained and collected right up until he wasn’t, to bring her back to herself. The barriers once again clanging into place, her cheeks perfectly cool, she was able to move to the conference table at one end of Fielding’s corner office and take her book out of her briefcase.
 The office looked out over the mix of old and new buildings that made up downtown Boston and was just as old-fashioned as the rest of the building—dark mahogany and leather, with heavy furniture that had no idea mid-century modern was back. Had this all belonged to Fielding’s grandfather? Great-grandfather?
 Fielding pulled out the chair at the head of the table for her and sat on one side, with his back to the window. Lucía sat opposite him. Ellen turned the artist-size binder to face them and began. “Well, as Mr. Fielding said—”
 “Kane,” he said.
 What a ridiculous name. He sounds like a soap opera character. She gave him a tight smile and continued. “The Rosette is the best hotel in Boston. We’ve had our five stars for more than thirty years and not one, but two of our restaurants are Michelin-rated. You won’t find a more prestigious location for your conferences in the entire state. I’d go as far as to say the entire East Coast.”
 She showed them the range of meeting rooms, the added facilities that the Rosette gave their clients, the newspaper articles that showed the cachet that came with the name.
 “I don’t know,” Fielding said slowly, but his eyes lit up. “You guys might be too fancy for us millworkers.”
 She looked at his custom suit, at the expensive furniture they were sitting on. She thought of the news and videos she’d researched from the last few years, where Fielding’s face appeared, relentlessly perfect—apart from the hair, and even that looked premeditated—reminding everyone of the quality that his company could produce because it was all American-made. His family probably hadn’t worked in a mill in all the ten generations it had owned this company.
 “Mr. Fielding, I don’t have to tell you about the value of image.” She hoped her intrinsic dislike of his public persona didn’t trickle into her voice. “Fielding stationery is known for its quality. You work very hard to keep it that way. We can help with that.”
 “Yeah,” he said, leaning back in his chair and tapping one finger on the table, “you don’t have to tell me about image.”
 What did that mean? He sounded almost irritated, as if he didn’t like the constant attention.
 No way. No one was that good an actor. She went on. “Your clients will appreciate being put up in the Rosette when they come to town, and we can host anything from an intimate meeting for five to…” She turned to the last page, where a large room with high ceilings and spectacular chandeliers was decorated for a banquet. “A ball fit for a queen.”
 Fielding stopped tapping the table. His gaze centered on her. “The Queen’s Ball? That’s you? I mean…” He waved a hand, seeming to apologize silently for his slowness. “I know, it’s the Rosette. But…” He looked at her again as if he’d only just noticed her. “You run it.”
 The Queen’s Ball was the corporate event of the fall season. The Rosette partnered with a local foundation, charged huge prices per plate, and raised thousands for charity. Thousands more were spent on the food and decorations. Every penny was Ellen’s responsibility.
 Fielding had attended all four years that she had run the ball. Each time he’d had a different hot chick on his arm.
 Not that Ellen had paid attention.
 “Haven’t you seen her there?” Lucía asked him.
 “I—” He still held Ellen with those dark eyes. Her barriers shuddered. “I’m surprised I don’t remember you,” he said.
 She wasn’t. She’d developed such a dislike of him that she’d made a point of avoiding him as much as possible at the event. The only time he might have seen her was when she welcomed the chairman of the hotel and the charity at the beginning of the night, and she was on a stage dozens of feet away.
 “Well,” she said, “there are fifteen hundred other people there.”
 “Still,” he said, “I should have remembered you.”
 Her inner ice castle shook again, and she wasn’t sure if it was from fear or… something else. That one speech was the worst part of her whole year. She had to dress to be noticed that night, to show the hotel in its best light, to put on her best Queen’s accent, to let man after man look at her, to shake hands and allow those hands to move occasionally to her elbow or her back…
 Anna appeared with the coffee tray. Fielding stood up, and even though the corner of the table was between him and Ellen, he suddenly seemed to take up so much space that she instinctively cringed. She tried to recover, to relax, but he had already noticed.
 The scene froze. Fielding’s smile had finally gone; he was frowning at her. Ellen was trying to look back at him with her usual expression of cold disdain, while holding the arms of her chair in a death grip. Anna and Lucía looked between the two of them, evidently sensing that something had happened.
 Fielding moved first, giving a small shake of his head, and took the tray. “Thanks, Anna,” he said, again with that more-than-boss-to-secretary burr in his voice. Anna left, closing the door behind her. Ellen wanted to tell her to leave it open, but that would mean admitting she was afraid, which she refused to do. This was just a business meeting, and she was safe. Safe, she reminded herself. She was suddenly so grateful for Lucía’s presence she gave her a smile, which Lucía returned with a slightly confused one of her own.
 Fielding poured coffee for her and Lucía, then made himself a cup which he drank, black, almost in one gulp. He did the same with the second. He had to be burning the crap out of his throat.
 Ellen put milk and sugar into her own coffee and drank it, feeling that she was missing something. Why was he so tired? Why was everyone so concerned about him?
 With his third cup in hand, Fielding went over to his desk and leaned against it. She couldn’t help noticing how long his legs were and how his thighs strained against the fabric of his trousers.
 Now she burned her mouth on her own coffee.
 “Let’s get to the numbers,” Lucía said, snapping Ellen out of her catalog of Fielding’s body. Ellen pulled out another piece of paper and went over the costs. He stayed by his desk, listening but not coming any closer.
 “That’s a lot of money to commit to one place,” Lucía said when she’d finished.
 “To commit to peace of mind? You know we can handle any event you throw at us.”
 “I know you can handle it, but how long before you get transferred out of the country, and poor old Fielding Paper disappears into your rearview mirror?”
 This was true. Lucía knew that Ellen’s visa was up in four months. To continue on the career path she’d been working on for ten years, she needed to move to other Rosette hotels, other continents.
 “You’re leaving?” Fielding said. He’d put down his coffee and one hand was playing with a cigarette lighter, while the other tapped out a beat on his thigh. He’s late for his next cigarette. She was pleased to find that he had at least one fault. But then why had he smelled so damn good when she got close to him?
 Focus, Ellen! Her career was all she had to work toward these days, and to move up the ladder, she had to go. The fact that the idea of leaving Boston dropped a lead weight into her stomach whenever she thought of it was irrelevant. “Yes. But our department, and my replacement, will make the transition seamless,” she added, mentally crossing her fingers. She didn’t know if her boss had begun looking for her replacement yet.
 “I’m taking that into account,” Lucía said in a warning tone. She stood up. “Anything else?”
 Ellen shook her head. “I’ll leave you this price list and some brochures you can send around if you’d like,” she said and began gathering her papers. Fielding hadn’t moved. He had his back to the windows and looked even more hooded and tired in the shadows cast by the weak fall sun.
 When she couldn’t think of an excuse not to, she went up to him. “Thank you for the opportunity,” she said, holding her hand out, bracing herself.
 He stood up, putting his weight back on his feet, and shook her hand. This time she didn’t pull away—didn’t feel she could, with Lucía watching—and the jolt that went up her arm at his proximity, at the way his hair brushed against his shirt collar, sent the heat rushing to her cheeks. He wasn’t smiling, for once, but watching her closely.
 “It was… interesting to meet you, Ms. Hunter,” he said.
 “Likewise,” she said, trying to keep her voice firm.
 She was aware of exactly when his fingers wrapped around hers, and when, after a much longer pause than the first time, they pulled away.
 

	

			


			


		
	
		
			
	
		

		Chapter 3

								

	
				Lucía walked her out past Gloria, who gave her a big smile, to the elevators. By the time they reached them, Ellen had the blushing back under control. It was the first time in years that she’d needed to do that. “Thank you for seeing me,” she said.
 “It was good to see you somewhere other than the gym,” Lucía answered. “But to be honest, I don’t know if we’ll have a deal here. With you not staying on, it might be too unpredictable. And we don’t need any more unpredictable.”
 Ellen frowned. What did she mean? But she focused on the job at hand. “Come and meet the rest of the department,” she said. “You’ll see.”
 “Well,” said Lucía, “I’ll think about it.” Then her dark eyes brightened. “I think the boss is on your side, though.”
 “Oh God.” The flush raced back into her cheeks.
 Now Lucía was grinning. “Yeah, thought so. For a second there I felt like I wasn’t even in the room.”
 Stupid blushing. Two minutes with Play-the-Field Fielding and she reddened up like a traffic light. “Look,” she said, lowering her voice, “I know you’re always trying to tell me he’s a good person, but look at his social life. Don’t you find it just a little reprehensible?”
 The elevator arrived, and Lucía got on with Ellen. “He’s not twirling a mustache and tying those women to railroad tracks, Ellen,” she said as they went down. “I assume—not that I think about it because, eww, he’s my boss—that they know what they’re doing. Have a little faith in your fellow females, hon. We can’t all get by on tea and a good book.” She squeezed Ellen’s hand to take the sting out of the jab.
 Ellen could say nothing to contradict her, since that pretty much had been the extent of her social life for the last four years. She stuck her tongue out instead. “Not just tea and books. Tom Hardy movies too.” The blush in her cheeks hit radiation levels. “I can’t believe I just said that.”
 Lucía cracked a laugh that echoed around the elevator cab. “Ooh, she likes ’em rough around the edges, huh? I never would have guessed!”
 “Stop laughing. You tell anyone I said that, and I’ll…”
 “Oh, m’ija.” The elevator stopped at the ground floor, and Lucía walked out of the main doors with her. “I won’t, but damn, it’s the first time I’ve seen you riled up about anything. Maybe you should ask yourself why that is.”
 Ellen opened her mouth to give some form of denial, but Lucía had blown her a kiss and was already back inside the building.
  
 ♦
  
 Kane remained standing in front of his desk for a minute after Ellen left. What the hell was that? Why had she looked at him like she needed to wipe him off her shoes, as if she wanted to kiss him, and as if she was afraid of him? When had he started ogling women in his office? Had she been able to tell? What had her presentation been about again?
 Where the hell were his cigarettes?
 Given his family’s history, disassembling the smoke detector in his office was not an option, so he’d gotten in the habit of thanking his great-grandfather for buying a building whose windows opened, and leaning out like a schoolboy, looking down ten floors to the noise of downtown below while he smoked.
 Perched on the sill, he was soothed by the sounds of his native city. With a clearer head, he could decide that he’d enjoyed looking at her. That was all it was. Her face looked carved from ivory, but those lips… When she forgot to keep them pinched tight he could see himself… There he went again.
 And the blushing. What was the point of all the ice-queen daggers she’d thrown at him when she’d spent half the meeting warming him up with those rosy cheeks?
 No big deal; she’d just been a nice distraction. Looking at her had been a hell of a lot more fun than the thoughts that were rapidly crowding back into his head—the memories of the first fire, the shudders of fear that there might be more fires, more damage to the company. To an employee.
 Think about something else.
 But why had she cringed away from him like that? All he’d done was stand up. She’d seemed happier when he moved far from her, so he hadn’t tried to go back to his place at the conference table. But her whole body had still been rigid when she came to shake his hand. What was that about?
 Ah, forget it. You’re never going to figure it out on the sleep you’ve had recently. She’s Lucía’s problem now anyway.
 But the line of her calves and the sweep of her hair remained his problem.
 He brought the coffee tray out to Anna. Thank God for Anna. Ever since he’d hired her, she’d helped him to keep the office atmosphere light. With the trouble the company had been in when he took over, he’d needed to make jokes and tease the managers just to make it through the days. It had become a habit he, and his employees, were happy to continue now that things were better.
 Had been better…
 While Anna took the tray to the kitchen, he looked through the stack of messages for him on her desk. Three were from the insurance company. One was from Leo, his communications director. The rest were from managers at other mills.
 “Don’t look at those now,” Anna said behind him. “Go home, go on. There’s nothing that won’t wait till tomorrow.”
 “Tomorrow’s Saturday.” But they both knew with this kind of incident, there was no such thing as a weekend.
 “Okay, whatever. But for now, go home. You kinda look like shit, you know.”
 “Gee, thanks. I’ll just talk to Leo real quick.”
 “How about you talk to Leo tomorrow,” she insisted.
 “How about I’ve got three hundred workers with nowhere to work today? How about a union that’s going to bill me overtime for the extra shifts wherever I put them?” he retorted, more harshly than he’d meant to.
 “I get it, Kane, but you can—”
 “I don’t know if you do,” he said. “Second fire in a week, Anna. Did you see the papers this morning?” He waved vaguely toward the lobby and the outside world. “‘History Comes Back to Haunt Fielding Paper,’ they said.”
 “Who cares what they say? No one was hurt. You’re insured. You can rebuild.”
 He sighed. He shouldn’t have said anything. “Yes. Yes, we will. But I still need Leo.” He got his cigarettes out of his jacket pocket.
 “You can’t smoke in—” Anna began.
 “I know.” He stuck one between his teeth anyway and walked over to Leo’s office.
  
 ♦
  
 “Did anyone cooperate on this piece in the Globe?”
 Leo was a tall man, almost as tall as Kane, with unexpectedly black hair for his age, and a face just lined enough to look rugged. He was the same age as Kane’s father would have been. Apart from Kane himself, Leo was the company’s best spokesman. “Not that I’ve been able to find out so far,” he said, “but I don’t think they needed any cooperation. Most of the information in it is general, from our annual reports and the police, sources like that. Like the newspapers.” Leo smiled. “In PR terms, you come out looking good. You being there made a big difference to them. Shows you care.”
 “I do care, for Christ’s sake.” Kane felt around his pockets for his cigarettes and then remembered he already had one in his mouth that he wasn’t allowed to light. It made his scowl even deeper.
 Fielding Paper meant everything to him; it always had. Even before his father had died, Kane had known he would take over one day, that his family looked to him to continue the company that had been doing business in Massachusetts since Colonial times. Robert had delighted in bringing Kane to work with him, showing him all the different parts of the business, especially Robert’s favorite part, the science—the ratio of cotton to linen fiber, the levels of iron and copper in the water, the most efficient ways to reclaim that water.
 The sick tragedy of it was that Robert’s experimentation with the science of paper-making had killed him, in the end, when a boiler he was working on had exploded.
 Kane had been twenty-two, about to graduate from college, with no worries beyond where to find the next keg and how to get rid of his roommate so he could have a girl over, when he’d gotten the call.
 And then he’d been shown the finances. Robert, it turned out, was a loyal Fielding but a poor businessman. There had been too much tinkering and not enough modernizing. They weren’t producing enough paper to make a profit. The board had told him this and then looked at him in a gray wave of silence, waiting for him to agree to sell what they could, to let someone else worry about the inefficient mills and all the employees who relied on him.
 Sitting at the end of that conference table, Kane could have been in a different universe from these old men and women who’d been friends with his father but apparently didn’t feel the loyalty to the business that Robert had. He’d begged for a few days to think about a sale and stumbled out of the room.
 Leo had been with the company since Robert’s time. Kane was grateful to him for his faith when Kane went back and told the board he wasn’t going to sell. Half of them resigned, but not Leo.
 Leo’s loyalty had been rewarded: Kane had had to let more people go than he expected, and had gone hat-in-hand to every wealthy friend of his father’s to raise the money he needed, but within a few years of converting half their plants to recycled paper, and the most intense PR work Leo had ever done, Kane was able to hire almost everyone back, and the profit-sharing plan the company had for its employees had taken off. Fielding Paper was a stable force in an ever-changing industry.
 Until now.
 “I know you care, Kane,” Leo said, “but it doesn’t hurt to remind the public. The article talks about the inspections you do each year…”
 “Didn’t do a very good job on this one, did I?” Kane muttered.
 “It’s not your responsibility,” Leo said, but Kane just glared at him.
 It was all his responsibility. He had four sisters and three nephews to manage trust funds for. He’d had his mother to console and encourage, until she, too, had died a couple of years after his father. He had thousands of employees and an industry that was always telling him to streamline, which would mean closing mills that had stood in some towns for two hundred years. Of course it was his responsibility. Who else was going to do it?
 “Oh, for pity’s sake, Kane,” Leo finally snapped. “Let’s go back to your office if you’re just going to fidget a hole in my chair.”
 He hadn’t realized he’d been fidgeting. But he was happy to go back to his window.
 “At least it happened at night,” said Leo from a seat on the other side of Kane’s desk. “I mean, maybe whoever’s doing this isn’t a homicidal maniac. Maybe he’s just a pyromaniac with delusions of grandeur. No one was in the building to get hurt.”
 “Yeah.” Kane scrubbed his hand through his hair, risking dropping ashes into it. Next time, next time, next time, hammered through him.
 Leo was looking as sympathetic as Anna, and Kane didn’t want his sympathy. He knew that people were remembering thirteen years ago—hell, the media was probably pulling archive photos of Kane’s first-ever press conference in time for the evening news. He hated thinking of it, hated the vulnerability he’d shown. He’d been too young. He’d spent the next decade trying to make everyone forget that.
 He came away from the window, stubbing out the cigarette in the Bruins ashtray his youngest sister had given him. “You really don’t think this is affecting our image?”
 She’d been digging at him when she’d mentioned his image. He could tell. But her dislike didn’t mesh with the other signals she’d given off.
 Focus.
 “Not right now, anyway. Most of our calls have been from the press, not from customers. Our sales people in the Midwest dealt with the problem as soon as it happened. You’d need a few more fires to affect production in Fielding Paper. So go home, okay? I’ll deal with any calls that come in.”
 “Okay, I’m going, I’m going. See you tomorrow.”
  
 ♦
  
 But he didn’t go. He set up a conference call with the site managers in the North-Central division for the following morning. He talked to the insurance companies about loss prevention and sent emails to give people the right phone number to call. He called his COO about security cameras. At every mill. Many locations didn’t have them; they relied on motion detectors and fences, or the fact that most of the equipment and product was too big to steal. He sat in a fog of self-reproach for twenty minutes, kicking himself for not having the cameras installed in the first place. He called his CFO about cash flow. He smoked several cigarettes.
 When Anna came in and pointedly cleared her throat, he was at the window again, and nearly fell out of it. “Don’t do that to me,” he gasped, clutching his heart.
 “Yeah, like me making you jump is any worse for your heart than what you’re doing to it. You’ve been here three hours past the time you said you were going to go home. Go home.” She grabbed the pack of cigarettes from his desk and made to crush it in her fist. “Or the Marlboros get it.”
 Unhappy with how much the idea of losing that pack bothered him, Kane got off the sill and picked up his jacket. “See you tomorrow,” he echoed, snatching the cigarettes from her.
 She laughed, and he walked away from her up the hall. At the lobby doors, however, he glanced back to see if she was still watching, then slipped past and knocked on Lucía’s door.
 “Hey,” Lucía said, looking up from her desk.
 “Hi.” He leaned in the doorway. “So what do you think about using the Rosette?”
 “I don’t know,” she said, picking up the brochure Ellen had left with her. “I’ll have to have the other hotels come in to present as well. But the Rosette’s the best corporate hotel in town, and the discount she’s giving me is unbelievable. If we go with them exclusively, of course.” She chewed her lip for a moment. “I like Ellen. She’s wicked smart; speaks five languages or something. And of course she’s an incredible event planner.”
 “If she does the Queen’s Ball, I believe it.” He was still surprised he didn’t remember her from previous years. Then again, he wasn’t such an asshole that he’d ogle another woman when he had a date right next to him.
 “It’s next weekend. You’re going, right?” Lucía said.
 Crap. So much for putting Ellen out of his mind.
 Gloria had a cab waiting for him when he got out to the street. He was tired enough to sleep the weekend through, but as the taxi pulled away, instead of telling the driver to take him home, he found himself saying, “The Rosette.”
 

	

			


			


		
	
		
			
	
		
		Chapter 4

								

	
				The fifteen-minute walk back to her office helped Ellen to calm down. On the third floor of the Rosette’s flagship nineteenth-century building, right above the conference rooms and event spaces she was in charge of, she truly did feel safe. She had set definite rules here, and after one or two false starts, the men she worked with followed them. She’d never had any trouble with her own boss, but some of the other men had asked her out when she’d first come to the hotel, and she’d had to make it abundantly clear that she was not on the menu.
 She stopped briefly at her boss’s office. “How did it go?” Jon said.
 Jon was officially safe. A small, intense man, with short brown hair and a well-trimmed beard, Jon had pulled himself up from valet to marketing director and had nothing less than the chairmanship in his sights. Ellen had met his wife and their children, and Jon’s ambition was all for them. He was the only man she was really comfortable around.
 “With Lucía? Okay.” She didn’t want to mention that her impending transfer had put a damper on Lucía’s enthusiasm. Since she’d just spent fifteen minutes telling herself to forget him, she also didn’t mention Kane Fielding. “She thought our numbers were a little high.”
 “Only okay? What else does she want?”
 “To meet the rest of the department. I’ll follow up with
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