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Reviewer Praise
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From the Dream Realm Award
winning author of THE COMING, a fresh, new romantic suspense! 5
STARS. Ali is in a desperate situation. She’s lost her memory and
she fears for her life. Penniless, she depends on the kindness of
others. Her new friend’s psychiatrist takes too much of an interest
in Ali’s business, a rich man offers to pay her way, and oh wait,
she has a husband?? Ms. Knight weaves a tapestry of intrigue,
danger, and romance. SIGNATURE OF A QUEEN is a highly entertaining
read; don’t miss it!--Norwood
Reviews






5 Stars! Who is she? Why
doesn’t she remember? Ali is a classic “woman-in-jeopardy.” Someone
wants her dead but she doesn’t know why. Who can she trust? Why
does her new friend insist Ali’s a queen? Talented author Susanne
Marie Knight explores the murky world of amnesia in her latest
romantic suspense novel, SIGNATURE OF A QUEEN. Absolutely
brilliant!--Twists on Romance
Reviews
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Prologue






She sat propped up against the headboard of a
utilitarian single bed. Glancing around the small room, she
frowned. Dreary grey had never been her color of choice, at least
she didn’t think it was, but now in all its monotone glory, grey
was liberally splashed against the room’s nearly bare walls.

The sight hurt her eyes, so she closed them.
In fact, her head pounded so intensely, it was a sure bet her skull
would crack open at any second. Why did her head hurt? Where was
she? Who was she? She could hardly think.

With a deliberately slow motion, she opened
her eyes to take in more of the room. Another single
bed--unoccupied--was next to hers. Nary a wrinkle disturbed the
grey blanket rigidly tucked in with hospital corners.

Hospital. That was her answer. She looked
down at the dull green garment she was wearing. Definitely hospital
garb. Her left wrist sported an ID bracelet made of some
lightweight substance that was impossible to tear, but probably
could be easily cut off.

The pounding between her temples continued
but she ignored it. She had to focus on the information printed on
the ID. Kinedulay, Ali V., it read in bold letters.

Ali V. Kinedulay was her name?
Kinedulay--she’d never heard that surname before. And Ali: was it
short for Alice, Alina, Aileen, Alix, Alissa, Alison? None of those
names rang any bells. Bizarre.

Next on the ID was her date of birth, with
her age helpfully stated along side it. Twenty-four? Could that be
right?

Then came another date, probably the
admittance date. The fifth of May. Was that today? And a
location--Nashua, New Hampshire. How long had she been here in this
New Hampshire hospital? Why was she here? What happened to her
head?

Releasing a heavy sigh, she went limp against
the pillows. How was she going to remember anything when it hurt so
much to think?

Footsteps thudded on the thinly carpeted
floor. In walked a fresh-faced young woman wearing a colorful smock
top and white slacks. Her nametag read “Grace.” “Mrs. Kinedulay? Oh
good. You’re awake.”

Married? Could that be true? Was she Mrs.
Kinedulay? Ali Kinedulay?

The nurse approached the bed and slipped cool
fingers under Ali’s wrist. “Just relax, Mrs. Kinedulay. I’ll be
done with your pulse in a moment.”

A glance at the third finger on her left hand
revealed no rings. There was, however, an indent showing that a
ring had recently been on her finger.

“You’re looking for your
wedding band, right?” Grace smiled. “We had to remove your jewelry
when you were admitted yesterday. Your husband slipped everything
into your handbag.”

Ali followed the woman’s gaze. The handbag
must’ve been inside the plywood wardrobe in the corner of the
room.

“Just between you and me,
Mrs. Kinedulay, I didn’t take off your toe ring. Guess I forgot
with all the confusion.” The nurse winked. “Such a cute
design.”

Mrs. Ali Kinedulay.
Ali frowned. For some reason her marital status
felt as unnatural as her peculiar name.

The nurse released her grip, and then made a
notation on her electronic tablet. She placed her stethoscope over
the thin cotton gown, listening to Ali’s heartbeat. “How are you
feeling this morning?”

Don’t reveal too much.

Whoa. Where did that thought come from?

Ali massaged her left temple. “Well, my head
has felt better.” Her voice sounded wobbly to her own ears.

“That’s understandable,
Mrs. Kinedulay. You’ve sustained a traumatic brain injury--or in
layman’s language--a concussion. Headaches and difficulty
concentrating are common symptoms of falling down a flight of
stairs.”

As Ali digested this information, she blinked
rapidly. No wonder her head hurt like the dickens.

“The doctor will stop by
later today to discuss your MRI results. Not to worry, there were
no brain lesions, although you didn’t hear that from me.” Grace
winked again. “Most likely you’ll be released later today into your
husband’s care.”

That news sank like lead
in Ali’s gut. “Um, where is my husband now?” She also wanted to
ask, what’s his name, other than Mr.
Kinedulay; what does he look like; and what kind of man is
he? But if she did, Grace... and everyone
in the hospital would know she had a raging case of near total
amnesia. Inexplicably, Ali felt she should keep her loss of memory
to herself.

The nurse lowered her blonde eyebrows, but
only for a second. It was enough, though, for Ali to deduce that
Grace was not a fan of Mr. Kinedulay.

“After Mr. Kinedulay had
you admitted to Emergency yesterday, he had to get back to his
office. Some urgent business that couldn’t wait, he’d said. I
checked a few minutes ago. As far as our records show, we haven’t
heard from him since.” She pressed her lips together.

Ali blinked again, but this time to drive
away tears that had started to build behind her eyes. She wasn’t
important to this man, this Mr. Kinedulay. What type of man drops
an injured wife off at the hospital and then goes about his
business without even calling to check up on her?

Not the sort of man Ali wanted to know. After
all, Mr. Kinedulay might have been the reason she fell down the
stairs in the first place.

She took a cleansing breath to release that
awful thought. No sense in making her head hurt more. But still,
could she count on him to pick her up after she got discharged?
Would he be happy to bring her home or instead, would he resent the
loss of his time?

Her uneasiness grew. The more important
question was, would she want to subject herself to that kind of
neglect?

The short answer: no.

“Thank you, Grace. I think
I’ll rest now.”

Ali watched the nurse leave through the open
door. Then she threw back the covers and, overriding the pounding
in her head, hurried over to the wardrobe. Yes! A pair of blue
jeans, a long sleeved shirt, underwear, and worn sneakers were
stashed within.

Wasting no time, she dressed and then grabbed
the handbag. It was a Coach shoulder tote with its signature C
fabric; obviously she had good taste! But how could she recognize
the type of bag and not remember her name?

Don’t worry about that now. You don’t even
know what you look like!

True. Her appearance didn’t matter, though.
Intuition, long ignored, burst strongly within her. An instinct,
really. An urgent instinct to escape.

Yes, she would make a run for it. Out of the
hospital, out of New Hampshire, out of her life. It didn’t matter
where in the country she went as long as she didn’t stay here. She
wasn’t safe here.

And no matter who she was, she deserved
better than a negligent husband.






~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


Chapter One


Mack McClanahan took a sip of freshly made
espresso and stared out at the azure blue of the Pacific. Reclining
on a cushy lounger on the private terrace, feeling gentle ocean
breezes, hearing the raucous cries of seagulls... This was the
life. Yeah, on this assignment he had it made. Who could ever tire
of paradise?

And yet...

He gulped down more coffee. Even though he’d
just arrived last night, he knew the lifestyles of the rich and
famous didn’t suit him. Hell, he’d grown up a street kid, hanging
out with gangs, living on the other side of the tracks.

Sure, every now and then he’d splurge,
chartering a boat, and doing some deep-sea fishing. If he really
was down in the dumps, he’d buy big-ticket items. But spending
money for things he didn’t really need wasn’t his M.O. Why? Because
he didn’t feel worthy. So how could he expect to be comfortable in
the lap of luxury like this?

Cool it, McClanahan, and get off your ass.
Work is waiting so quit the self-analysis.

Right. As soon as he finished this tit job,
he could go back to what he was used to: his miserable dog-eat-dog
existence.

Mack strode through the open terrace door,
through the villa’s Great Room and foyer, and into the office to
review the file on the fabulously wealthy... and eccentric widow,
Mrs. Matilda Winthrop. She was due to arrive in thirty minutes for
an hour of psychiatric bullshit.

He snorted. He’d never know how his partner,
John Hacker--just Hacker to friends--got Mack to agree to this
charade. Him being a psychiatrist was about as true to life as him
being a brain surgeon.

And the hell of it was, Matilda Winthrop
wasn’t even the assignment. The target in question was her current
companion, one Ali Kinedulay née Alabaster Regale, newly designated
as an heiress to the vast Regale fortune and a major shareholder in
one of the world’s largest mining companies.

Another rich bitch. Hell.

His smart phone emitted a distinctive ring
tone. Speak of the devil, it was Hacker himself.

“Hey, it’s me,” Hacker said
needlessly. “How’re things going? Settled in your posh digs? I’m
envious, dude.”

Hacker, the other half of the Mack and Hack
Security Agency, handled scheduling although, with his impressive
set of muscles, he should have been the brawn.

“You
could’ve had this part of the assignment, dude. Never mind. Things are going
according to plan on this end. The psychiatrist took his sabbatical
as arranged, and the Winthrop dame is due to arrive in a couple.
So, Hacker, I’m still in the dark here. What’s this all about? Why
does one of the richest women on Earth need our
protection?”

“The client, Ignatius
Claudianos, didn’t say, exactly. Only that two months ago, this
Regale heiress had an accident. She supposedly fell down a flight
of stairs. Okay, let me add the quotation marks--the ‘accident’ may
have been engineered. And, as a result, the woman may not be right
in the head.”

“Total joy. I’m supposed to
psychoanalyze her, too?” Mack stared out the office window at a
couple of low flying seagulls. Their screeching reflected his
current discontent. This tit job now lost any appeal.

“Nah, Claudianos wants
protection for her, nothing else. At least, that’s what he
says.”

“So what’s she been doing
for the two months?”

“Making her way out here, I
guess. She and Winthrop checked in at the Rocky Vista Estates and
Resort two weeks ago.”

Mack rubbed at his clean-shaven face. “What
took Claudianos so long to contact us?”

“Took ‘em all this time to
find Regale, I guess.”

“You’re doing a lot of
guessing.”

Hacker grunted. “Behave your ass. Listen, got
an update for you. Already in place are two of our operatives...
God, I love that word. It’s so Paul Drake.”

“Paul Drake?” Mack couldn’t
help laughing. “You’re dating yourself, Hacker.”

“Hell, I’m only a year
older than you, dude. I blame my fix of ‘Perry Mason’ on my mom.
She loved that TV show.”

Given the choice between a ‘Perry Mason’
watching mother and one who went to war over any childhood
infraction, Mack would definitely take the former. But then again,
that was another life ago. His mom had had her reasons, he
supposed. And other priorities. His Grams had been the one who
raised him and his sister, Elaine.

He glanced at his watch. “Well, Hacker, I’d
better study Winthrop’s file here so I can be a convincing doc.
Talk to you later.”

“See you later, dude. I’ll be heading
out your way this afternoon to get a bit of the action. After all,
why should you have all the fun?”

“Fun, yeah, sure.” Mack
terminated the connection, and then set the ringer to mute.
Pocketing the phone, he then ran his hand through his unruly hair.
Fun, right. How much fun could it be playing a stuffed shirt shrink
instead of a hardnosed security specialist?

The crunching sound of tires spinning on
loose gravel indicated Winthrop’s imminent arrival. Right on time.
He looked out the window, and yeah, just as Hacker had briefed him,
there was her distinctive golf cart with its rainbow-colored
fringed canopy. Instead of driving however, Matilda plumply sat in
the passenger seat with a straw bonnet atop her steel grey hair.
Short and broad with a thick neck and wide shoulders, Winthrop
could’ve been a sturdy football linebacker, barring her age and
sex.

Then his attention shifted to his assignment.
A slender young woman wearing sunglasses and with dark brown hair
pulled into a ponytail competently drove the golf cart up the
winding pebbled road to the villa. From what he could see of her,
she looked delicate and ethereal, not at all solid like the
Winthrop dame.

Something unexpected twisted in his gut. Just
as he had earlier, he felt uneasy. Then again that wasn’t really
surprising. He was that proverbial fish out of water, pretending to
be someone he wasn’t.

Needing to reassure himself, he stepped over
to the wall mirror. He smoothed back his wayward hair and then put
on a pair of black-framed non-prescription eyeglasses. Yeah, he
looked more scholarly now.

Straightening his black polo shirt over khaki
slacks, he then strode over to the front door. He could admit, to
himself, to being curious about his young, beautiful... and wealthy
surveillance subject.

He opened the door.

“Oh! Hello! I was just
about to knock.” Matilda Winthrop’s watery blue eyes widened
through the large tortoise shell frames of her glasses. She
blinked. “Where’s Doctor Dawson?”

Alas, only his “patient” stood on the
doormat. He darted his gaze toward the road in time to see Ali
Kinedulay née Alabaster Regale jauntily driving away.

Without missing a beat, he leaned over and
shook Winthrop’s gnarled hand. “I’m Mack McClanahan, Mrs. Winthrop.
Doctor Dawson was suddenly called away. Family emergency. He might
be away for a month or so.”

“Oh, poor Doctor
Dawson!”

Mack nodded. “He did fill me in on your
specifics, Mrs. Winthrop, however if you’d rather wait and continue
your treatment with--”

“No, no, I just can’t wait!
If Doctor Dawson recommended you, Doctor McClanahan, that’s good
enough for me.” She stampeded her way inside the foyer, down the
waiting area, and into the office. Her straw hat now in hand,
trailed behind her.

Oddly enough, his heart
sank at her words. Damn the money! Now there was no question about
it; he’d have to
play psychiatrist in this harebrained scheme.

Winthrop flopped down on the office’s maroon
divan, causing the cushions to hiss as air escaped from its seams.
“It’s been forever since I’ve sat here, Doctor.”

He checked her file. “The end of April,
wasn’t it? And please, call me Mack.”

“No, I couldn’t possibly,
Doctor. Doctor Dawson would tan my hide. Protocol and all that.”
Her whinny of a laugh echoed off the four walls.

Well, better to hear her laughing than
crying. Matilda Winthrop suffered from a classic case of clinical
depression, or so the notes read. After Mr. Winthrop passed away
three years ago, she’d withdrawn from life and refused to see her
friends and family. Fortunately, over the course of the two-year
treatment with Dawson, she made steady progress. Which was a good
thing. Without the doc’s help, she probably wouldn’t have taken the
Regale heiress under her wing.

Point to consider: was she aware that her
houseguest was the Regale heiress?

We’ll see. Might as well
get the show on the road. He grabbed an
electronic notepad and sat in the maroon chair across from her.
“Why don’t you fill me in on what you’ve been up to, Mrs. Winthrop?
How have you been feeling?”

“Oh, wonderful. It’s so
wonderful to be back at the Rocky Vista Estates and Resort.” She
proceeded to gush about the magnificent sunshine, the Estates’
world famous golf course, and the decadently pampering health spa.
She then settled her hand on her broad bosom and sighed. “I have so
much to tell you, Doctor. I’ve just returned from my brother’s
place, in New Hampshire--Nashua, you know. The visit was a decided
success. He and his wife were quite attentive to me, and, by the
way, his daughter, my niece, lives here in California, San Diego. I
plan on visiting her very soon.”

Nashua, New Hampshire was where the heiress
had lived, previous to disappearing. “That’s good to hear, Mrs.
Winthrop.”

“And best of all, I met a
divine young woman. Ali is her name. She’s here with me now. We
traveled back together by train. The poor dear’s afraid of flying.”
Winthrop tut-tutted. “What an adventure we had!”

Perfect. Mack withheld his smile. “Is this
the same young woman that drove the golf cart today?”

“Oh! You noticed her!”
Matilda clapped her hands together. “Yes. Yes, Ali is amazing.
Absolutely amazing. I do enjoy her so. In fact...” Her expression
turned thoughtful. “What’s your zodiac sign, Doctor?”

He blinked at that non
sequitur. Yeah, Dawson had
mentioned that Winthrop dabbled in some
questionable activities like astrology. “Er, it’s
Scorpio.”

More clapping of hands. “Fantastic! Ali is a
Pisces! Two water signs. You and she would be good for each other,
if you know what I mean.”

He straightened in his chair and smiled a bit
woodenly. “Right now I’m only interested in you, Mrs. Winthrop. So,
how’s the current medication working for you? Perhaps it’s time to
decrease the dosage.”

Not that he could do anything about it even
if she did need a change of prescription. But now the topic of
conversation was routed back to today’s psychotherapy session.
Sure, he wanted to learn more about his subject, the Regale
heiress, but he drew the line at astrological matchmaking. Or any
kind of matchmaking. Any talk of marriage caused his heart rate to
skyrocket.

Been there. Done that.
Have the scars to prove it. 

Even though it had been eleven years since
he’d married... and divorced, it was still as fresh in his mind as
if it had happened yesterday. Well, last month, at any rate.

Wiping sudden sweat off his forehead, Mack
turned his attention back to Mrs. Winthrop.

* * * *

Ali pulled two baking pans
from the oven, dumped huckleberry muffins onto the wire rack to
cool, and then watched steam waft up into the air. Delicious aromas
invaded the stark ultra-modern décor of this villa kitchen.
Mmm. Her stomach
rumbled.

For a moment, she was tempted to claim a
muffin for her own, but she resisted. Instead, she arranged four of
them on paper plates and twirled plastic wrap around as a seal. A
bright ribbon around the tops finished off the packages. Now she
had three bundles of yummy muffins: one for Matilda’s sweet tooth;
one for Mr. Patrick, the next door neighbor; and one for Matilda’s
psychiatrist.

Not that her hostess needed an analyst. At
least not that Ali could see. Matilda was just lonely. She loved
people and she loved to hear herself talk.

Ali cleaned up the work area and returned the
kitchen to its pristine glory. Untying the apron, she visited the
powder room to wipe away any stray smudges of flour.

There were none to be found. Smiling, she
admired one of the new outfits Matilda had bought her. Black
knee-lengths shorts and a long, striped cotton pullover. She felt
casually elegant even though she was just about as poor as a person
could get.

Rich in friends, though. Ali’s smile
deepened. Thank goodness for that.

Her ponytailed hair smoothed in place, she
then bent over to straighten the sterling silver ring around her
right index toe. Of all her original possessions--not that she had
many, only the handbag and clothes she’d worn that day back in
May--she loved this piece of jewelry the most. Maybe because in the
middle of the band was an aquamarine stone. Her birthstone. It was
the only personalized item she owned.

More so than her bland wedding ring. The
plain gold band was stashed away in Matilda’s guest bedroom. Which
was just as well, she certainly didn’t feel married.

Enough with the past! Ali checked the time.
Nearly eleven. Whoops, her benefactress’ hour appointment was
almost up. Slipping on her sunglasses, she then grabbed two of the
muffin goody plates, her ring of keys, and headed out the door.

A hint of salty ocean air carried on the cool
breeze, along with the trill of songbirds. The morning sun bathed
everything, flora and fauna, in its magnificence. It was a perfect
day--vivid blue skies, wispy white clouds, verdant green trees and
shrubs to delight the senses. She loved it here on the West Coast.
Who wouldn’t with lovely weather like this?

The Rocky Vista Estates and Resort was an
oasis of luxury... and safety.

As Ali walked the red brick path over to the
neighbor’s villa, her mind continued to roll with thoughts. Total
amnesia still blanketed her memory. Over three months had passed
without knowing her identity. She had no history, no family, no
money, and no wallet. For some reason, her handbag back in the
hospital had been minus that important item.

If that wasn’t scary enough, the only thing
she knew for sure was to lay low. To not call attention to herself.
That if she did, she’d be in some kind of danger. But why she felt
that way, she had no idea.

Which obviously didn’t speak well of her
former life.

She thanked her lucky stars--daily--that she
had stumbled across her wonderful hostess. Literally stumbled
across her, as it turned out. After sneaking out of that New
Hampshire hospital, she’d been looking over her shoulder to see if
anyone was coming after her. She could’ve sworn she saw someone, a
shadow, but thankfully, nothing came of it. And then, without
warning, she collided with Mrs. Matilda P. Winthrop.

Talk about an anxious moment!

Matilda seemed to realize that Ali was in a
bad way. The dear woman hadn’t asked any awkward questions and
immediately offered assistance by taking Ali under her substantial
wing. It hadn’t mattered to Matilda that Ali had no money, ID, or
even memories. It was all a grand adventure to Matilda. She hadn’t
even balked at traveling across country by train rather than
plane.

God bless her. Ali owed her everything.

She reached Casey Patrick’s hardwood-paneled
door. Evidently he was a long time resident of Rocky Vista Estates
and Resort, but strangely enough, Matilda had never met him. He
just returned to his villa condo last week.

Ali knocked loudly. Mr. Patrick was hard of
hearing. “Hello? Hello, Mr. Patrick, it’s me, Ali from next
door.”

The sound of feet shuffling carried through
the door. “Eh?” Mr. Patrick, a wizened old codger, as he liked to
call himself, opened the door.

Ali smiled and extended the decorative paper
plate. “I thought you might enjoy some muffins. Freshly baked.
They’re huckleberry.”

His blue-veined hand shook as he took the
plate. Then he sniffed it. A wide grin transformed his aged face.
He now looked like a playful, albeit hairless, elf. “Ho! I kin
smell ‘em already. You an angel, Ms. Ali. Straight outta heaven.
Anytime you tire of Ms. Matilda, you come straight over here. You
got that?”

“You, sir, are a
flatterer!”

His head bobbled on a matchstick neck, and
then, all of a sudden, he narrowed his gaze. “You watch yourself
out there, you hear?”

Weird thing to say. “Sure thing, Mr.
Patrick.”

After saying goodbye, she walked over to
Matilda’s golf cart parked in front of the villa. Everyone living
at the Rocky Vista Estates and Resort--whether owners or temporary
guests--exuded wealth. No, actually they were more than wealthy.
Tremendously wealthy. But unfortunately TLC, tender loving care,
seemed to be missing from many of their lives.

She felt good spreading TLC. It was her one
positive in a sea of negatives. Not knowing who she was definitely
took a toll on her equanimity.

Hopping into the compact cart, she waved to
one of the Resort’s gardeners. She had only been at the Resort for
two weeks, but she already knew many of the community--residents
and staff. This one was a beefy guy; Stan was his name. He
diligently stood, trimming a recalcitrant fern bush into a spiral
shape. His smile seemed to light up his bulldog face.

Ali settled in behind the wheel and then
zoomed off toward the psychiatrist’s villa. She counted her
blessings again. Thank goodness she didn’t need to have a license
to drive this golf cart.

The drive took all of five minutes. Instead
of waiting in the cart, she pocketed the keys and then walked up to
the front door. After all, she had the muffins to deliver, plus for
some reason Matilda wanted to have Ali’s escort, even though she
wasn’t shaky on her feet.

Ringing the doorbell, Ali then lifted her
face to soak up the warm California sun. She was a million miles
away when the door opened.

“Good morning. You must be
Ali, Mrs. Winthrop’s new friend.”

Blinded by the sun, Ali blinked her attention
to the man with the sexy voice. No prim and proper psychiatrist
stood over the threshold, but a tall, well put-together specimen of
the male persuasion.

She gulped down surprise. He was dreamy in a
Hollywood actor kind of way. Mid-thirties, black-framed eyeglasses,
dark brown hair brushed back with a heavy lock falling down on his
forehead.

He smiled and extended his large hand.

Surprisingly, the thought of shaking his hand
was intimidating. Instead, she gave him the plate of muffins. “Um,
yes. That’s me. And these huckleberry muffins are for you, Doctor
Daw--”

“Thank you. They smell
delicious. Actually, I’m Mack, Mack McClanahan.”

“Oh, I
thought--”

“Family emergency,” he said
quickly. “I’m subbing for Doctor Dawson.” He gestured for her to
come inside. “Mrs. Winthrop’s freshening up.”

Once Ali stepped into the foyer, he raised
his voice to carry down the open area to the left. “Mrs. Winthrop,
we’ll be out on the terrace.”

A mumbled “okay” came from one of the closed
doors down the lobby.

Ali walked with him through the Great Room.
From what she could see, the setup of the doctor’s villa was the
same as Matilda’s except for the lobby area off the foyer. That
must’ve been his office space. He had the same fireplace, compact
kitchen, and roomy terrace. Beyond the kitchen was the bedroom or
bedrooms. She couldn’t tell how many. Matilda had two.

Now outside, she took in
the unobstructed view of the ocean. Wow.

“This is fantastic! So
serene.” The sound of waves crashing against the shore seemed to
relax every muscle in her body. “No wonder you, I mean Doctor
Dawson, works out of his home.”

“It is nice,
isn’t it?” He set the plate of muffins on the round table, and then
pulled out a cushioned chair. “Please, have a seat. How about
something to drink? A brew--” He glanced at his wristwatch. “Er,
brewed coffee? Iced tea?”

She pressed her lips together to keep from
smiling. She’d stake money he’d been about to suggest a beer. “No
thanks, I’m fine.”

“Yes.” He sat across from
her. His dark grey eyes almost glowed as he looked at her and his
lips curved up slightly
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