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Chapter 1

	Jared leaned in to kiss Donna. She moved away and sat back against the headboard. “What made you come back?”

	He studied her eyes. “A lot of things.”

	She arched an eyebrow. “Such as?”

	“Something you said about me pushing you away, and how I kept running. In answer to your question – no. I do not want to be away from you.”

	He held up the compact of birth control pills. “I was a little shocked to find these. In case you haven’t noticed, I’ll have to buy you a new purse.” He motioned to the dresser. “The strap broke. That’s why I answered your cell phone.”

	“I thought you did it so I wouldn’t miss the call.”

	“I answered it to make sure it was still working. When the strap broke, your cell phone hit the floor.” He grimaced. “I unlocked it, and Richard was on the line. When I brought the phone to you, I tripped on your purse on the way back. That’s when I found the compact.” He grinned. “When did you get them?”

	Donna pressed her lips together. “Before we left Shreveport. Juanita gave me the prescription.”

	“So… you’ve only started taking them?”

	“Yes. I didn’t have a reason to….”

	Jared pressed his fingers to her lips. “You don’t need to continue.”

	Donna pushed his hand away. “I want you to know where we stand – as far as I’m concerned. In three days, I was gonna tell you, but not quite like this. I didn’t want to say anything until I was sure I was – safe.”

	Jared frowned. “Damn,” he breathed against her lips.

	“What’s wrong now?”

	He kissed her. “Either we take the risk, or we’ve got three more frustrating nights ahead of us.”

	“Well, I guess that means you’ll be sleeping somewhere else. I’m not taking the risk.”

	Jared kissed her again. “Neither am I, but I’m not sleeping in the other room. I can control myself. I like the feel of your head on my shoulder, and your hot body next to mine. Besides, I keep your nightmares at bay.” He traced her jawline with the knuckle of his index finger. “That doesn’t mean I can’t have my way with you, in the land of dreams.” He grinned and backed off the bed.

	Donna frowned. “Where are you going?”

	“To take a shower.” He kissed her forehead and left.

	She sighed deeply and lay back on the pillows. Jared loved her, and she loved him too. She needed him more than she was willing to admit. Maybe even more than he needed her, but no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t get beyond the dream. Today was another raw reminder. Every time she tried to meet Jared halfway, he always ended up on a different path. Was there a purpose, behind the dream? Would fate create a chasm they couldn’t cross? Her mind was a vortex of confusion and doubt.

	------------

	Jared towel dried his hair and slipped on his pajama bottoms. Donna lay, staring at the ceiling. He silently watched her chest, rise and fall. He took out some scented candles, placed them in crystal receptacles on the dresser in front of the mirror and lit them. The flicker caught her attention. She looked up into his crimson eyes. He softly smiled.

	The candle’s glow projected specks of rainbow colors all over the room. Her eyes followed him around the bed. He knelt and gently kissed her lips as he turned off the lamp. He briefly smiled, brushed her cheek with the back of his fingers and went back to his side of the bed. Shutting off his lamp, he lifted the covers and slid in beside her. He wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her close. Donna pressed against him, tangling her legs with his.

	He groaned and dipped his head to the side of her throat, pressing his hot lips to her skin; deeply inhaling, saturating his aura with hers. He could feel their essence bonding, a perfect fit, a perfect match. He kissed up to the sides of her neck.

	Donna closed her eyes; her breath quickened, her heart pounded.

	Jared kissed his way across her cheek, brushing his lips against the corners of her mouth. He breathed on them, teasing her. His hot breath sent surges of tingling electricity swirling to her core. She parted her lips. He tenderly kissed her, thoroughly exploring the hot silkiness of her mouth. She tangled her fingers in his slightly tousled hair.

	He rolled over, bringing her on top of him. Shaping one hand to the back of her neck, and the other to the small of her back, he pressed their bodies together. “Feel how I want you Donna,” he whispered as he gazed up into her smoldering dark eyes. “Feel how I need you. How I love you. I want you to understand. Only you can sate the burning hunger inside me.”

	She rested her head against his chest, listening to the sound of his pounding heart, matching the rhythm of her own. “I understand Jared,” she whispered as she played with the ends of his long damp hair, crushing it in her palm and brushing it under her nose. She lifted her head slightly. His eyes glowed like burnished rubies. 

	Donna closed her eyes and deeply inhaled the scented aroma. A sly grin turned up the corners of her mouth. “More of your magic potion?”

	Jared slid his hands up her back and tangled his fingers in her long silky hair. He smiled his crooked smile. A glint of mischief flashed in his crimson eyes. “Just a hint,” he whispered and softly kissed her.

	She rested her head on his chest again. Her slow smile spread into a wide grin. “You’re gonna drive me mad, aren’t you?”

	Jared reflected her grin. “All the way to heaven and back. A thousand times and more, ‘till you beg me to stop.”

	“Are we going home tomorrow?”

	“Yep….”

	“Still leaving at five in the morning?”

	Jared softly chuckled; her voice held a slight frown. “We may sleep a little while longer. I assume you’ll want to help me drive back.”

	Donna grinned. “You’re not the only one who’ll be frustrated for the next three days. I’ll need something to keep my mind off of your totally hot body.”

	Jared groaned. “Woman, when I take your innocence, I don’t want anything between us, but consider this a fair warning. If you don’t stop talking like that, and doing what you’re doing to the side of my neck, I’ll have to reconsider.”

	She nibbled her lower lip and grinned again. “I’ll behave.” She hugged him and rubbed the top of her head against his chin.

	He chuckled and closed his eyes. “Yeah – right.”

	------------

	Gary went downstairs for breakfast. Almost to the point of giving up, he was now bursting with enthusiasm, ready to work on his and Richard’s research project. The dream of Donna working with them had dwindled, but she’d offered them new hope of achieving their goals. He walked into the kitchen. Sitting at the morning table was a sight Gary hadn’t seen since he came to work for Triplet International; Richard in front of an empty plate, coffee in one hand and Kindle in the other.

	He frowned, cleared his throat and poured a cup of coffee. “Good morning, Richard.”

	He glanced up. “Morning.” 

	Gary leaned on the counter as he waited for his toast. Staring at his back, he couldn’t shake the feeling that something wasn’t quite right. He smeared on some butter and marmalade. He arched an eyebrow and cut his toast. “Richard… why are you up this early?”

	“Couldn’t sleep.”

	“Because of what Donna told you last night?”

	Richard frowned. “How did you know?”

	Gary’s cell phone chimed. He smiled smugly, arched an eyebrow and read the text:

	 ‘I love you. Thanks for your support, but, I think I’ll stay put, for now. If you’re desperate for help, don’t wait for me. If my circumstances change, I can always start from the bottom again. Tell Sir Richard, thanks for his help and support, as well. Despite how Jared feels about him, as far as I’m concerned, it’s nice to know someone like Sir Richard is out there watching over us. Sorry Jared hung up on you. He needs to work on this problem.’

	Richard set his empty cup on the table and snorted. “I should’ve guessed. She told you.”

	Gary glanced up, nodded and finished reading his second text from Donna. He popped in his ear bud. A slow smile spread across his mouth. Richard held up a hand. “Excuse me, what are you listening to?”

	“Music - you wouldn’t like it.”

	Richard frowned. “Really? What kind is it?”

	“Country – want to give it a go?”

	Richard turned up his nose and shook his head. “No thank you! Not this early in the morning.”

	Gary grinned. “Told you.” He finished listening to the three songs Donna sent him. He stood to put his dishes away; his cell phone chimed again. Reading the text, he went upstairs and tapped on Sir Richard’s door. “Sir, it’s me.”

	“Come in Gary.” He waved to a chair. “Would you like a cup of tea?” 

	“No, thank you. I assume this is about Donna and Jared?”

	Sir Richard hung a silk tie around his neck and proceeded to tie a Windsor knot. “Very perceptive, yes, it is. I understand they’re going back to Shreveport today.”

	“Yes Sir. They’re supposed to begin recording the new album.”

	“And Donna is going to be part of this?”

	“Yes Sir - a significant part.”

	“How would Jared feel about me sending a team to… look after them?”

	Gary grinned again. “I’m not sure about Jared, but I don’t think Donna would mind, which reminds me. She said to thank you for your help and support. She says – hang on. I’ll read you her text. She says, ‘Tell Sir Richard, thanks for his help and support, as well. Despite how Jared feels about him, as far as I’m concerned, it’s nice to know someone like Sir Richard is out there watching over us.’

	A soft smile touched Sir Richard’s mouth. “She said that?”

	“Her words exactly.”

	“Did she mention anything about the job offer?”

	“Yes Sir, she did.” Sir Richard gave Gary his undivided attention. “She said, ‘Thanks but, I think I’ll stay put, for now. If you’re desperate for help, don’t wait for me. If my circumstances change, I can always start from the bottom again.’”

	The light in Sir Richard’s eyes faded. “She seems determined to make this work with Jared.”

	“Yes Sir, she is. I just hope – well – never mind.”

	Sir Richard arched an eyebrow. “Don’t hold out on me, Gary. If you have concerns, I need to know.”

	“If Jared finds out Donna went behind his back, it could be the end of their relationship. She’d hide it behind her iron-clad wall, but she’d be devastated.”

	Sir Richard’s mind went back to a day by a fountain and a pair of brown eyes he never got over. He pressed his lips together and swallowed the lump in his throat. He blinked. Gary thought he saw a glint of sorrow in Sir Richard’s eyes, and then it was gone. “I guess it’s up to us to prevent that day from ever happening. If it should, I’ll be ready. Until then, I’ll become the shadow that watches over her - as promised.”

	Gary frowned. “Sir?”

	“Never mind. I’m sending Joe Islington and Jason Howard to Shreveport. They’ll be there to make sure nothing happens to Donna or Jared. The rest of the team will stay in Arizona until I decide the threat is over.” He hooked his index finger in the collar of his suit jacket, and hung it over his shoulder. “If that day ever comes. Why don’t you ride with me this morning? We can talk on the way to the Center.”

	Gary nodded and followed him onto the landing. Richard met them at the bottom of the stairs and followed them to the garage. “Ricky, what are your plans for the next couple of days?”

	“Why do you ask?”

	“Just curious, whether you had a date.”

	Richard grinned. “Don’t I usually?”

	He rolled his eyes. “I guess that answers my question.”

	Richard chuckled. “Sorry Dad. I was kidding. I’m free tonight. What did you have in mind?”

	“I’m feeling a bit deprived.” Sir Richard’s eyes clouded with mystery. “I have to go to the complex this evening. John’s getting ready to test our fiber-optic cameras and a few other systems. Gary’s coming to work on VICi and make sure she’s interfaced with the external sensors. I thought you may like to join us.”

	“How were you planning on getting there?”

	Sir Richard grinned. “By chopper - if you come with us.”

	“Did you want to leave from here, or from the Center?”

	“From here. That way we won’t have to worry about driving home. Oh, before I forget it. During lunch, bring your car down to the mechanic shop. Frank’s ready to fit your bullet proof glass and make the modifications we talked about. He said he would try to have it ready by the end of the day, but he may have to keep it overnight.” He crawled behind the wheel.

	Richard frowned. “You’re not using your driver?”

	“I felt like driving.”

	He glanced across at Gary. “You’re riding together?”

	Sir Richard reached for the ignition and chuckled. “I felt like some company. When are you coming in?”

	“I’ve got to make a few phone calls, but I won’t be long.”

	He nodded. “Don’t forget about taking your car to the shop.”

	Richard groaned. Sir Richard narrowed his eyes. “You promised, Ricky. Things are about to get scary around here. I want to know my heir is protected. It’s up to you to carry on the Triplet bloodline.”

	“Yeah, yeah, I know Dad. I’ll be there.” Richard  went back in the house. “Suzy it’s Richard. Hi, pet. Are we still on for this weekend?”

	 


Chapter 2

	Jared usually woke first, but as he opened his eyes, a sweet smile greeted his day. Lying beside him, propped on one elbow and longingly staring into his face was Donna. One glimpse and his dark eyes turned to glowing crimson. He softly smiled, pulled her on top of him and kissed her. “How long have you been doing that?”

	 “Doing what?” Her tongue came out to wet her lips. 

	“Watching me sleep.” He cradled her face in his hands and tenderly kissed her again.

	She grinned slightly. “It’s usually you, who watches me sleep. After that close call, last night, I wanted to make sure you were really here. When you didn’t respond to me, telepathically, I came close to leaving.”

	Jared pressed the side of her head to his chest and brushed his cheek against the top of her head. “Don’t remind me. Did you mean what you said about blocking me out?”

	Donna swallowed hard and played with the ends of Jared’s hair. “Yes. If something hurts too much, I detach myself from it. Memories fade easier that way.”

	He exhaled. “I do the same, but I couldn’t keep you blocked out. What time is it?”

	She unlocked her cell phone. “A little after seven. Why?”

	“Are you coming with me to the clinic to clear out my desk, or did you wanna stay here and pack?”

	“I thought I’d go with you. Did you talk to Beth? Does she know we’re going home today?”

	Jared swung his legs over the side of the bed. “No. I’m not looking forward to it, either.”

	Donna knelt behind him. “Pass me the brush.”

	He grinned. “What are you gonna do?”

	“I’m gonna brush your hair. Something I’ve wanted to do for a long time.”

	He closed his eyes and groaned. “That’s extremely sensual.”

	A slow smile spread across Donna’s mouth. She leaned close to his ear. “You mean having someone brush your hair?”

	Jared’s breath caught. “Coupled with what you just did, I’m close to meltdown.”

	She softly chuckled and nibbled the side of his neck. In one swift movement, Jared rolled on top of her, staring down at her with glowing crimson eyes. “Let me warn you, Miss tease, your days are numbered, and the number is three.” He slid a hand under her pajama top and cupped the underside of her breast. “You have no idea how much misery I could dish out, between now and then, so tread lightly.” He took the brush, slowly and thoroughly kissed her, and rolled off her. “I’d better do this.”

	She pouted at the ceiling. “That failed miserably.”

	He fastened his hair at the back with a leather thong and hovered over her. “Trust me. You did not fail. I know my limits. ” He softly kissed her, laced his fingers with hers, and backed off the bed. “Now get up and get dressed, if you’re going to Wickenburg with me.”

	Donna laid some clothes on the side of the bed. Jared grinned and folded his arms across his chest. She cleared her throat. “Do you mind?”

	He grinned and gestured with his hand. “Not at all. Please… carry on.”

	She narrowed her eyes and grabbed the bottom of her pajama top. With tantalizing slowness, she peeled it over her head. Jared’s jeans became extremely uncomfortable. She slipped into her bra. “Fasten me please.”

	He pushed away from the wall. Dipping his head, he planted butterfly kisses along the tops of her shoulders, and the side of her neck as he fastened the hooks. Donna closed her eyes and leaned her head, giving him better access. She threaded her fingers in his hair and groaned. “This is not helping me get dressed.” 

	“It’s not helping me stay dressed either.” He softly kissed her. “I’ll wait downstairs.”

	“Let’s take Beth with us. We can spend some time with her, and explain why she can’t go home with us.”

	Jared brushed her bangs aside and kissed her forehead. “You’re beginning to see her as your own, aren’t you?”

	“Yes. I’m not looking forward to leaving her behind, but I know it’s for the best. Surrounded by Sir Richard’s men, she’ll be safe.” She shimmied into her tight, stone washed jeans.

	“I’m not as sure about Sir Richard as you are, Donna.”

	She wrapped her arms around his waist and looked up at him. “He’s a good man, Jared.”

	He arched an eyebrow. “You’ve never met the man. How can you be so sure?”

	Donna shrugged. “I don’t know how I know. I just know. Besides, Gary trusts him. That’s good enough for me. I’ll tell you something else. I’m glad his men will be touring with Raging Storm, and helping keep an eye on Wisteria Hall. I’m kinda fond of that place.”

	“You should be. I built it for you.”

	“No, you didn’t. You built it for her.”

	Jared lifted her chin. “Honey, when I bought Wisteria Hall, I hadn’t met you or Sara. I built the house for you - the girl in my dreams. Sara only lived there.”

	She sighed and softly smiled. “Maybe so. You’d better wake Beth and get her dressed. I’ll go downstairs and make us some breakfast.”

	He sniffed and grinned. “Use your nose. Mother’s made breakfast.” He sniffed again. “Smells like scrambled eggs, bacon and buttermilk biscuits, to me. Can’t you smell it?” He opened the door; the delicious aroma filled her nostrils.

	“I do now.”

	He laced his fingers with hers and kissed the back of her hand. “I guess my over sensitive sense of smell accounts for that.” He grinned.

	Donna glanced down at the front of his jeans and nibbled her lower lip. “Seems you have an over sensitive everything this morning.”

	Jared cleared his throat. “You weren’t supposed to see that. It’s your fault.” He stopped at Sarabeth’s bedroom door and kissed Donna. “Tell Mother we’ll be there as soon as Beth is dressed.” He watched Donna’s firm bottom sway as she skipped down the stairs. He groaned, shook his leg and tapped on Sarabeth’s door.

	------------

	Donna entered the kitchen, hugged Nadine and kissed her cheek. “Morning, Nada. What can I do?”

	She motioned with her head. “Grab a pot holder and take the biscuits out of the oven. Put them on the cooling rack and brush them with some melted butter.”

	“Where’s Myra?”

	“At the barn with Tom. Are you all packed?”

	Donna set some plates on the breakfast bar. “I did most of it last night.”

	“You were ready to leave Jared, weren’t you?”

	“He walked out on me, Nada. I wasn’t gonna wait around and ride all the way back to Shreveport with him. Yes, I was gonna fly back by myself.”

	Nadine frowned. “I thought you didn’t like flying.”

	“I don’t, but it was either that or catch a bus in Phoenix, at two in the morning. The bus ride would’ve given me too much time to think, and when I’m hurting… I don’t like to think.”

	Nadine glanced over her shoulder and pulled Donna toward the garage door. “Have you had a chance to do some reading?” she asked in a soft voice.

	“Not yet. I will though.”

	“Just remember what I said. Jared must never know I gave you the book.”

	Donna studied her eyes. “He won’t Nada. I feel guilty keeping secrets from him, but as I see it, he’s kept them from me.”

	“Sweetie, I keep secrets from Tom all the time. He just doesn’t know it. It’s the warning barrier thing I told you about.”

	“Do you know about the benefit Jared’s arranging for Alzheimer’s research, on the Fourth?”

	“Yes, Donna.”

	“Will you and Tom, and Myra be there? It’ll be my first performance with the band. I’d love for you to be there. I’ve kinda adopted you as my mom. I hope you don’t mind.”

	Nadine’s eyes glossed. “Not in the slightest sweetie. I’d be honored to have you as my daughter-in-law.”

	Jared cleared his throat. “I see you’re up to your usual, Mother. I warned Donna you and Myra would be planning our wedding before we left.”

	Nadine narrowed her eyes. “Jared, Donna and I were not planning your wedding.” She grinned. “I wouldn’t be opposed to the idea, but….”

	Sarabeth let go of Jared’s hand; she hugged Donna. “Good morning, Miss Donna. Daddy says we’re going to clean out his office, at the clinic.”

	Nadine’s voice saddened. “You’re moving back to Shreveport?”

	Sarabeth frowned. “You didn’t say you were moving back to Wisteria Hall, Daddy.”

	Jared glared at Nadine. “Thank you, Mother,” he groaned. “Where are Myra and Dad?”

	“Gone to get the mare. Your father’s gonna take her to Wickenburg.”

	“Donna and I can take her.”

	“Jared, you don’t wanna drive downtown Wickenburg, pulling a horse trailer. The Ram is big enough on its own.”

	“I was gonna pull it, behind my BMW.”

	“You can battle that one out with your father.”

	Sarabeth looked up with puppy dog eyes. “Miss Donna, I wanna go back to Wisteria Hall, with you and Daddy.” She turned her attention to Jared. “School doesn’t start ’till August.” She hugged Donna tightly. “Please, Daddy.”

	Donna swallowed the lump in her throat and glanced at Jared; her eyes glossed. He held out a hand. “Beth, come with me.” He led her to the covered swing on the patio and lifted her to his lap. “Sweetheart, you know how much you mean to Daddy, don’t you?”

	“Uh huh….”

	“Some people are following Daddy and Miss Donna. We don’t know who they are or what they want. Until I’m sure it’s safe, Daddy can’t risk taking you back with us. It’s not that we don’t want to, it’s just not safe, Beth. You can call us on your cell phone – me or Miss Donna – anytime you want to. You’ve got your laptop, and we can video chat on that, as well.”

	“Can I come to your show on Independence Day?”

	Jared breathed into her long black hair. “Daddy will do everything within his power, to make it safe, so you can come to all of our shows. I know how much you love the band, but Daddy needs you to be a big girl about this. Miss Donna loves you very much, and if you cry, you’ll make her cry, and then Daddy will cry. You don’t want that – do you?”

	Sarabeth tucked her chin. “No, Daddy, but if she leaves, when Miss Donna wakes up, she won’t remember me.”

	Jared chuckled. “Don’t be silly, Sarabeth. Miss Donna wouldn’t forget you, not in a million years.”

	“Yes, she will Daddy. I’ve seen it. She’ll go far away. She’ll go to sleep, and when she wakes up, she won’t remember me.”

	He locked eyes with her. “Beth, what are you talking about?”

	“Miss Donna goes far away. A silver bug bites her neck. She goes to sleep and when she wakes up, she doesn’t remember any of us.”

	He cradled her face in his hands. “You listen to me. Miss Donna is not going far away unless we go with her. OK? Did you see this in a dream?”

	“No, Daddy. I was on a spirit journey with Granddad on Mother’s Mountain.”

	He held her close and rolled his eyes. “Who told you this?”

	“Uncle Joe and Aunt Kate. They stepped out of a pale-blue cloud.”

	“Beth did Granddad see and hear them?”

	“No – just me.”

	Jared softly chuckled. “You have a vivid imagination, and it’s an interesting story, but I want you to stop this. Don’t worry about Miss Donna. Daddy’s gonna make sure she’s with us for a long, long time. OK?”

	“You promise, Daddy?”

	“I promise.” He stood and took her hand. “Don’t say anything about this to Miss Donna. It would only confuse her.”

	Sarabeth frowned. “No, it wouldn’t Daddy. Miss Donna’s a seer.”

	He tightened his jaw. “Who told you this - Grandma?”

	“No, Daddy. Mommy.”

	Jared hesitated. “Let’s go eat our breakfast, so we can get going. Remember what I said. Don’t mention this to Miss Donna,” he admonished her, once more.

	“I won’t Daddy.”

	“Do you understand now, why Daddy and Miss Donna can’t take you back with us?”

	Sarabeth frowned again and nodded. “Yes, Daddy.”

	 


Chapter 3

	Alan Standing Deer’s receptionist greeted Jared with a warm welcome. “So, you’re leaving us.”

	He briefly hugged her. “Yeah, Rene. I’m going back to my practice in Shreveport.”

	Rene frowned and glanced at the stranger, standing beside him. “What’s Cajun country got that Arizona don’t?”

	Jared curled his fingers around Donna’s. “Honey, this is Rene Michaels. Rene, this is Dr. Donna Rigden.”

	“Pleased to meet you, Rene.”

	“Same here.” She sighed and directed her attention back to Jared. “Alan’s with a patient. I put some boxes in your office.”

	“Thanks, Rene.” Jared kissed the back of Donna’s hand. “I guess we’d better get busy. Beth, do you wanna wait with Miss Rene?”

	“No, Daddy. I wanna help you and Miss Donna.”

	He grinned. “OK. Rene, it’s been a pleasure working with you.”

	Rene hugged Jared again. “Same here. Good luck and congratulations. I hear ‘Raging Storm’ is crawlin’ outta the hole again.”

	“We’re giving it another whirl. Donna’s one of our new female vocalists. I’m working on a benefit gig at Chase Field Stadium, and another one for the Fourth of July, at the Hirsch Memorial Coliseum, in Shreveport. We’re raising money, for Alzheimer’s research. Our new album will be out in a month or so. I’d hoped to put it out before the benefit, but I don’t know if we’ll make the deadline now.”

	“Are you signing with another company, or stayin’ with your own record label?”

	“I won’t sign with any label. Raging Storm records at the studio behind Wisteria Hall. I work when I want to, and our songs turn out the way I want them to.”

	Rene grinned. “You always sound great. I may not make it to Shreveport, but I’ll see you at Chase Field if it works out. Send me some tickets.”

	“OK Rene. Will do.” He kissed her cheek. “Thanks for your help and support.”

	She knelt to Sarabeth’s eye level. “Take real good care of Daddy for me, OK?”

	Sarabeth smiled. “I will, Miss Rene.”

	------------

	Jared led the way to his office. He hadn’t said anything, but Donna sensed a change in his mood. He was melancholy. Sara’s ghost was there, waiting for Donna. On Jared’s desk sat their wedding picture. To Donna, it was almost as if it was her in the picture instead of Sara. No matter what she did; Sara would haunt her for the rest of her life. She swallowed the lump in her throat. “What needs packing?”

	Half an hour later, Jared put the last framed certificate in a cardboard box and sealed it. Sarabeth and Donna were sitting on the small leather sofa. He swallowed hard and took a last look around. There was a knock; Alan stuck his head in. “I have a few minutes before my next patient. I thought you could use a hand.”

	“Sure. You can help with the heavier boxes.”

	Alan smiled. “Hi squirt. Donna - you’re looking better than the first time I saw you.”

	“Hi Alan.”

	He motioned to Donna. “I hope you’re not lettin’ her carry any of these!”

	Jared grabbed a box under each arm and winked. “Are you kiddin’ - she’s decoration.”

	Donna rolled her eyes and groaned. “I’m under strict orders. I’m allowed to carry his blanket and throw pillows, but I have to stay inside until it’s time to leave because I may get too hot.” 

	“I’ll let her hold the doors,” Jared teased.

	Donna smirked. “I’m so honored,” she simpered, took Sarabeth’s hand and followed them to the car. There was nothing wrong with her, but she backed Jared’s lie. He started the engine and turned on the air conditioner. Donna and Sarabeth waited while he went back for the rest of the boxes.

	------------

	“Have you seen The Ray?” Alan asked. “You’re on the front page. There’s a copy in my office.”

	Jared clenched his teeth. “Amy Lonebear doesn’t listen – the stupid bitch. I came close to rearranging Nate Turner’s face. If Donna hadn’t brought me back to my senses, I’d probably be in jail right now.”

	Alan handed him the paper. Jared glanced over the headline. ‘Sara Foster – Back From the Grave?’ Jared growled, low in his throat.

	“Make sure you read the whole article, friend. There are more pictures on the inside, plus a story about the incident at the hospital.”

	Jared lifted his head. “What incident?”

	“The night you and Donna made rounds with me. Someone got into the lab, stole her blood samples and wiped the computer. I tried accessing her record. There was nothing there.”

	He frowned. “Nothing?”

	“As far as the system is concerned, Dr. Donna Marie Rigden was never admitted to the hospital. The FBI and Homeland Security are involved. Washington’s finest are on the case. The hospital is a madhouse. If you thought security was bad before, it’s like Fort Knox now.”

	“Homeland Security? Why in the hell would they get involved?”

	“Beats me Jared, but something’s not right about this. How well do you know Donna? Just who is she? What’s she hidin’?”

	 “I’m gonna hang on to this for a while.”

	“Yeah – sure - keep it.”

	Jared tucked the paper under his arm. “Donna has nothing to do with this, Al. This’ll be Amy’s blood hounds.”

	“I don’t think Amy’s smart enough for this,” Alan snorted.  “I can believe her stealin’ a blood sample, but not wiping medical records. It’s as if Donna never passed the threshold. We did remove her appendix – didn’t we? I didn’t dream it, did I?”

	He grinned. “Thanks for telling me about this. Amy should give up after we leave Arizona.”

	Alan snorted again. “Amy Lonebear would follow you to the ends of the earth. She’s in trouble. I heard The Ray’s goin’ under. It can’t compete with the online subscriptions. Amy’s desperate to save the paper.”

	“She won’t bother us at Wisteria Hall. If she shows up, I’ll make her regret she ever knew me.”

	They stood at the back door. Jared put the paper in the small box he was carrying and shifted it. He shook hands with Alan. “Keep your eyes and ears open. Beth’s stayin’ with my parents, for now. If you hear anything, especially about the thing at the hospital, give me a shout. Oh – don’t mention any of this to Donna and don’t forget what I said about David Whitefeather. He can’t be trusted, Al. Good luck.”

	“I will, and good luck with the band, Jared. I’ll spread the word. You never know who may show up.”

	“Thanks, Al. Drop in and say hello if you’re ever in Shreveport.”

	He followed Jared to the car and leaned down. Donna lowered the window. “You take it easy. I’m looking forward to seeing you on stage.”

	She smiled. “I will Alan, and thanks for fixing me up.”

	“You’re welcome, Donna. You’ve got a special one here, Jared. Don’t let her get away.”

	He kissed her wrist. “I don’t intend to, Al.”

	Alan glanced at his watch. “I better run. One of us has to see these sick people. Take Care.” He waved. “Bye, Donna. Bye, Beth. Stay in touch Jared.”

	“Will do, Al. See you around.” Jared pulled onto the street. “I think we’ll pick up the horse trailer and make a quick trip back to the ranch. I wanna unload the car.”

	“Jared, if we left right now, what time would we get back to Shreveport?”

	“Assuming we spent the night in El Paso, and you help me drive, we could get back around one tomorrow afternoon - why?”

	“If we left at five, in the morning and took turns driving, we wouldn’t have to spend the night anywhere.”

	He chuckled. “True, and if we left at four, we’d make it home in time for lunch.”

	Her eyes widened. “Four! Five I can do, but four is pushing it. Do you honestly leave that early?”

	“Honey, I’ve left at three before. You’d better get used to odd hours. Raging Storm travels all over the country. We may be in Miami one night, and Little Rock the next. Sometimes, when we’ve got a long stretch ahead of us, we don’t even stop for meals. I redesigned the coach. It’s more like an RV than a bus.”

	“What about the instruments, and equipment?”

	“They go in the luggage compartments under the bus, like any other Greyhound. Sometimes we use the venue’s sound and lighting equipment, but we take our instruments. I hate playin’ somebody else’s keyboard.”

	“Jared…” Donna ventured. “I won’t always be able to travel with the band. I have other responsibilities.”

	“Honey, when the band’s in full swing again, you’ll make more money, than you ever did at D’Netics. You wouldn’t have to do anything else unless you wanted to. The rush of the fans coming to see you and hear you sing is addictive. Then there are the record sales, music downloads, magazine articles – if we do any. Wait and see. You have no idea how rewarding it’ll be!”

	“I’m not at D’Netics for the money. That’s not why I devote so much time to my research. I do it because I like helping people and because I made a promise to my grandmother. We’ve already talked about this, Jared. Raging Storm, or anything else, won’t stand between me and my research.”

	Jared grinned. “We’ll see.”

	 


Chapter 4

	Jared pulled in the garage. “So, are we leaving at three in the morning?”

	Donna narrowed her eyes. “Now look, Jared!”

	He laughed and squeezed her thigh. “I was kiddin’, honey. I figured if I wanted to leave at five, and I said three, you wouldn’t frown at four. We’ll leave whatever time you want to.”

	She pressed her lips into a thin line. “If we go to bed early enough, I can tolerate four, but you drive first.”

	“OK, look.” He nodded toward the boxes in the back seat with Sarabeth. “I’m gonna run this stuff to my house, in the desert. There’s no need to move it twice. Then I’m gonna run back into Wickenburg, and tie up a few loose ends.”

	Donna walked around the car and took Sarabeth’s hand. She leaned over. “Do you want me to go with you?”

	Jared sensed doubt in Donna’s eyes. She hadn’t said anything, but seeing his wedding picture struck a nerve. He leaned out and kissed her; a slow, lingering kiss. Her stomach turned over. “No, honey. You and Beth spend some time together. Tell Mother we’re leaving in the morning. I love you.” He kissed her once more.

	She sighed contentedly and smiled. “I love you too. Be careful. I may work on some more songs if that’s all right with you. I kinda feel like playin’ the piano.”

	He smiled. “Play it as much as you want. What’s mine is yours. I’ll see you in a little while.”

	Donna and Sarabeth waved, and went into the kitchen.

	Jared pulled onto the main highway and pressed Gary’s number. Before he made a huge mistake with Amy Lonebear, he needed to get the facts straight.

	------------

	Richard Triplet landed the chopper behind Triplet Hall, in Corbridge. Gary’s cell phone rang. He activated his Bluetooth ear bud. “Hang on. Let me get into the house. Can I call you back?”

	“Are you with Sir Richard? What’s the awful noise? It sounds like a helicopter.”

	Gary stooped over and glanced at Sir Richard out of the corner of his eye. “Yes, Jared. It is, and I am. Can you hang on, or would you rather I rung back?”

	“Man, you’ve turned into a redcoat. You’re even beginning to sound like one of ’em.”

	“Sorry, Jared. It slips up on you. What’s up? Is this one of those clam chowder conversations?”

	“Not entirely. Do you know everything about what Sir Richard does?”

	“No, not everything. Why?”

	“You remember the little undercover job you did for me at the hospital in Wickenburg?”

	“Yeah….”

	“Was Sir Richard involved with it?”

	“No, Jared. What’s…?”

	“…Hang on a second,” he interjected. “I need to change over to my ear bud. I’m at my house.”

	“Where’s Donna? How’s she doing?”

	------------

	Jared opened the trunk and hooked a box under each arm. “OK, I’m back. I’ve cleaned my office out in Wickenburg. I’m storing the things at my house here. Donna’s a little touchy about certain things. She and Beth are at the ranch.”

	“But she’s OK?”

	Setting the boxes on the front porch, Jared unlocked the door. “Yeah, Gary, she’s fine. Can you access newspapers in Arizona?”

	He chuckled. “I can access them on the moon if I need to.”

	Jared snorted. “Sarcastic geek. Pull up The Ray on your laptop. You won’t like the front page any more than I did, but it’s the follow-up story that’s the killer.” He moved the rest of the stuff in while Gary read through the article.

	“I need to talk to Sir Richard about this? Since this concerns Donna, I think he’ll be honest with me.” The line was silent. “Jared, are you…?”

	“…Yeah, I’m here,” he interjected. “Is this line secure?”

	“Jared, we’ve been through this. If there’s a breach, it’ll be on your end.”

	He sighed. “I don’t know Gary. These heavy-weight penguins raise my hackles. It doesn’t make sense.”

	“The thing you need to worry about is someone bugging your car. Do you go along, with talking to Sir Richard about this?”

	“Yeah, go ahead. I think it’s about time I got a new car.”

	“Didn’t you just get one last year?”

	“Yeah… but I think this one might need a check-up. If you catch my drift.”

	“The ranch hands can do that for you. I wouldn’t hang around your house too long. If there’s a bug on your car, whoever put it there may be tracking you. I know how important, keeping the location a secret, is to you.”

	“It’s my safe-house Gary, but I don’t wanna lead ’em back to the ranch either.”

	He chuckled. “Don’t worry about the ranch. What about Wisteria Hall? I know your computer and phone system is safe. My virus program is on them, but what about the rest of the estate?”

	“I could use a few extra gardeners and gate security if you have some to spare. Wouldn’t hurt to have a few roadies for the band, as well. I don’t like the way this is going.”

	“To be honest with you Jared, neither do I. I’ll get back with you as soon as I’ve talked with Sir Richard. Will you be able to talk?”

	“Maybe. How long will this take?”

	------------

	Sir Richard and John Sherriff, his head of security stood close by, listening to Gary’s side of the conversation. Gary glanced at Sir Richard. “Not long. In the meantime, I suggest we get the issue with your car sorted first. Go back to the ranch. Forget about going anywhere. Park your car away from the house. Isn’t there a hay barn a fair distance from the ranch?”

	“’Bout ten minutes away. Are you suggesting I leave the car at the horse barn?”

	Sir Richard motioned; John unlocked his cell phone and stepped out of earshot.

	“Yeah Jared. Go now. I’ll call you back after I’ve talked with Sir Richard.”

	Jared groaned in exasperation. “I’ll have to tell Donna something, Gary. Last night, we had a major ‘row’ as you’d call it, but I suspect you know about that, don’t you?”

	He cleared his throat. “I’m privy to certain parts of it. It almost got nasty.”

	“No joke,” Jared snorted. “I’ve dealt with the paparazzi, but I didn’t have this problem with Sara.”

	“Jared,” Gary said slowly, “…Donna’s research is drawing a lot of attention. Not all of it’s good. Take your time going back to the ranch. Don’t connect your cell phone to your car cradle. We’ll carry on a fake conversation and text the important stuff. Will texts appear on your sat-nav screen? They do on mine, but my job came with fringe benefits.”

	Jared groaned. “Gary… I’m not driving what you’d call a banger. This is top of the line…..”

	“…Don’t assume because it’s new the on-board computer can’t be hacked, Jared,” he broke in. “I could do it.”

	“You keep your greedy little fingers outta my BMW’s brain. What am I gonna tell Donna. If I lie, she’ll know.”

	“We’ll discuss that when I call you back.” Gary ended the call; a satisfying grin spread across his mouth.

	Sir Richard arched an eyebrow. “What’s funny?”

	“Jared usually hangs up on me. I was getting my own back!”

	“It’s set, but Jared will need to coordinate the departure,” John said. “Joe Islington and George Marr will drive Jared and Donna back to Shreveport. Jason Howard and Jaime Olsen will follow them in one of the Escalades. Our Barksdale team is on their way to Wisteria Hall. Four will tour with Ranging Storm. The others will guard the estate.”

	Sir Richard pursed his lips and exhaled. “I don’t like the FBI, and Homeland Security getting involved in the investigation. They may go ferreting around the ranch. I assume you’re leaving Tim and his team there?”

	“Yes, Sir.” John turned his attention to Gary. “Tell Jared, Joe Islington will meet him at the ranch house – not the barn. Until we know whether his car is bugged, no one in the family goes near it! Also, tell him not to worry about another car.” He glanced at Sir Richard. “I assume you’re OK with all this?”

	He nodded. “Yes, by all means. I don’t want anything happening to my – to Donna. I wish Jared would learn to trust me. I don’t like going through you, Gary.”

	“I don’t mind, Sir.”

	He narrowed his eyes. “I know, but what we’re doing here takes up time – unnecessary time.”

	Gary nodded. “I know, Sir Richard. I think Jared’s beginning to come around.”

	“I hope so, at least for Donna’s sake.”

	“Speaking of D, what do we tell her?”

	A slow smile spread across Sir Richard’s mouth. “She’s a curious little thing. We’ll have to tell her something. Maybe we should just come clean to her. She may take better precautions if she knows what was at stake.”

	“D’s not the suspicious type.”

	“Jared seems to be. I like that. He’ll look out for her.”

	Gary softly chuckled. “Probably even against you.”

	“I don’t like that part.”

	He shrugged. “I’m doing my best, Sir.”

	“Where’s Ricky?”

	“Upstairs taking a shower,” John responded.

	“Is he going out?”

	“With Miss Phillips, I believe.”

	Gary’s eyes hardened; he motioned toward the stairs. “I’ll go call Jared.”

	Sir Richard rested a hand on his shoulder. “I need to talk to him, Gary. Make him understand. I only want what’s best for Donna. I’m not trying to take her away from him. I don’t break promises.” Sir Richard and John went into the lounge.

	Gary paused on the landing; he frowned. “What promises is he referring to?” He entered his bedroom. “Jared… it’s me. Are you back at the ranch?”

	------------

	“Not yet, but I’m close.”

	“I’ve talked to Sir Richard. Pull over.”

	Jared turned on his hazard lights. “OK, I’ve stopped.”

	“I’m sending you a text. I want you to start a conversation about Raging Storm. Make it believable, but keep your answers short, and don’t give anything away – got that? Donna and I do this all the time.”

	Jared narrowed his eyes. “Go ahead.”

	“Did you get the text? It explains Sir Richard’s suggestions.”

	He scanned through the information. “Yes. I got it.”

	“And are you OK with this?”

	“Most of it. Not sure about transport to the coliseum, though. I’ve arranged a chauffeured limo.”

	------------

	‘Won’t use Sir Richard’s car. You know why. Borrowing my father’s Mercedes. Leaving my BMW behind for Dad to use.’

	Gary groaned. “OK, Jared - fair enough. Make sure Sir Richard’s men check your father’s car, as well as the other vehicles. Also, let your family know the feds may show up and start asking questions. Any ideas how to handle that?”

	Jared snorted. “Easy. I’ve been dealing with these vultures for years. They’re only after a juicy story. We’ll give ’em one.”

	‘Use me. Fan tipped off reporters - certain Sara’s alive. Press is desperate to prove Donna is Sara. We use stunt to push Raging Storm up the ladder. Get Donna involved in the band big time.’

	Gary arched an eyebrow. “It’ll make you out a liar, Jared. Donna won’t go for it.”

	“I can handle my cowgirl. No matter how much she hates it, she’ll wear her hat if I tell her to.”

	 ‘Won’t tell her. Rather be a liar. Won’t put her in danger. Will walk away first. Been down this road! Anything else?’

	------------

	He waited for Gary’s reply. “Well…?”

	“No Jared. Good luck. We’ll talk soon.”


Chapter 5

	Gary went back downstairs and told Sir Richard what Jared said. He groaned in exasperation. “Gary, it would be much easier for Tim to fly Jared and Donna back to Shreveport on one of our jets.”

	“It would get them out of Wickenburg before the feds have a chance to talk to them,” John added.

	Gary shook his head. “This is Donna, we’re talking about, here. Unless Jared thought it was necessary, he’d never agree to this, and I’d have to side with him. We don’t know if the car’s bugged.”

	Sir Richard sighed and nodded. “We’re getting a little ahead of ourselves here, I guess. But Donna is so, important to this project. If my hand is forced, I won’t hesitate. I’ll do what must be done!” he pushed through his teeth.

	“What’s wrong, Dad?” Richard asked.

	Sir Richard changed his attitude. He softly smiled. “Just the stupid tabloids Ricky. Between them and the protesters at the Center, I’m about ready to pull my hair out.”

	Richard grinned. “Better go easy, old man. It’s a little thin on top.”

	Sir Richard glared at him. “I thought you were free tonight.”

	“Can I help it if they can’t do without me?” He glanced at his watch. “I gotta run. Women hate it when you’re late.” He left.

	“Now where were we?” Sir Richard asked.

	------------

	Richard pulled onto the A-69 and headed for Tina Phillip’s house; his cell phone rang. “Haven’t heard from you in a while?”

	“You know how it is? Do you have a date tonight?”

	“Headed to her house now. What’s up?”

	“I thought it may be time for one of our visits. I’ll make it worth your while. I’ve got some news I think you’ll be interested in.”

	Richard rolled his eyes. “What is it?”

	“You know I don’t do things that way.”

	He groaned. “How well I know.”

	“It could go a long way to getting what you want.”

	“How do you know what I want?”

	“I have my sources….”

	“Oh please… let’s don’t go into your SIS connections, all over Britain.”

	“All over the world, dear. Where are you?”

	“Just passed the junction to the A68. Can’t turn around, for another four miles - legally.”

	Laughter. “We wouldn’t want a mark on your license, now would we? So, I’ll expect you in exactly twenty minutes. Vera will hold tea.”

	“I hate the way you manipulate me.”

	“It’s not manipulation, Ricky. Call it constructive guidance. I know what you want, and I know how to get it.”

	He shook his head and put his foot down. “Why does she always have to be so damn precise?” 

	Without a thought, he dismissed Tina, took the first turnoff and headed west on the A-69.

	------------

	Jared  parked in front of the garage and reluctantly handed Joe Islington his keys. He grabbed his arm. “One scratch and I’ll scalp you.” He grinned.

	Islington arched an eyebrow and led Jared away from the car. “Watch what you say. Sir Richard informed us we’d be driving your father’s Mercedes back to Shreveport.”

	“Yeah, you will,” Jared responded curtly. “At least I’ll have better things to do with my hands than holding a steering wheel.”

	A touch of a smile turned up the corners of Islington’s mouth. “I assume the fastest route back to Shreveport is OK with you?”

	He nodded. “Fine by me.”

	“Do you have any objections to our leaving at midnight?”

	Jared shook his head. “Nope. I won’t be doing the driving. I’ll stretch out on the backseat with Donna. Well…” he grinned. “She’ll be able to stretch out. I’ll be a little cramped for space, but she’s worth it. I don’t think Donna will object. Just make sure you stop so we can take a leak and grab something to eat.”

	“On assignment, we usually order from the window. Our aim is to get you and Dr. Rigden safely to Shreveport, as quickly as possible, with as few stops, as necessary. Normally we would fly you there, but Dr. Rigden, I understand doesn’t like flying.”

	Jared chuckled. “No, she doesn’t. Sooner or later she’ll have to, but until then, we cater to the lady’s desires. Just one request. Make sure Howard is not in the car with us. He rubbed me the wrong way, right off.”

	“Jason is cut and dry – all business. He and Jamie Olsen will be following us, in the Escalade. George Marr and I will be driving for you and Dr. Rigden.”

	“What will the others on the ranch use for transportation? Dad’s Jeep and Ram?”

	“If the need arose, Timothy McGowan would simply hire another vehicle. Don’t worry about the people at the ranch. They’ll be well looked after. We need to concentrate on getting you and Dr. Rigden to Wisteria Hall and keeping you safe on the road.”

	“That won’t be necessary. I have my own security team at Wisteria Hall.”

	One of Islington’s eyebrows slowly arched. “I have my orders, Dr. Thundercloud. We will be working closely with your team to make sure nothing goes wrong at Wisteria Hall, or on the road.”

	“You’ll still need to look the part. Cowboy boots, black jeans, black Stetson and one of my T-shirts. And… you’ll need to lose your British accent. You’ll never blend in. My fans are like FBI agents. They’d spot you a mile away.”

	“Can I lose the spurs and this stupid bandana?”

	Jared grinned. “Yeah, but you’ll have to wear one of my belts and belt buckles. They’re specially made. It wouldn’t hurt if you chewed a piece of gum every now and then, either. Makes you look tough. I assume you know how to drive a Greyhound.”

	Islington smirked. “If it’s got wheels, we can drive it. If it’s got wings, most of us can fly it – apart from the Space Shuttle.” He chuckled.

	Jared grinned again. “If I can’t get Donna on a damn airplane, you can rest assured I won’t get her on something like that. You – ah – you’ll give us some privacy – won’t you?”

	“Unless you ask us something, or we’re at a stop, you’ll never know we’re here. We have strict rules about… communication.”

	Jared patted Islington’s shoulder. “I think we understand each other well enough then.”

	“We’ll probably sleep in the lounge tonight, to save time. We’ll be ready to pull out at midnight.”

	“One other thing. I hope you’re not opposed to listening to music.”

	“Not in the slightest,” Islington responded. “I’m actually looking forward to this. At least I won’t have to shovel horse shit.”

	Jared laughed. “All right, see you guys tonight.” As soon as he entered the kitchen, he knew where Donna was; piano music filled the air. Nadine stopped him. “Your father knows about everything, and he agrees with Sir Richard and Gary. You’re doing the right thing, son.”

	He groaned. “I wish I was as sure as you all are. I’ll admit, me and Joe could become friends, but that other one – Howard. I don’t know about him.”

	“He’s not all that bad, Jared. He was just following orders. We’ve had time to get to know all of them. Your father is going to miss them when they’re gone.”

	“They’re not going anywhere, Mother. Sir Richard’s leaving a team to keep an eye on the ranch. He said something about seeing Myra to work and Beth to school.”

	“She won’t be riding the bus anymore?”

	“Not for a while. Did Dad tell you what time we were leaving?”

	“Midnight tonight?”

	“Yeah.”

	“Why don’t you three go do something together? Do what you did yesterday, with Donna, only this time take Beth with you. She’s really attached to Donna, Jared.”

	He grinned. “Donna’s attached to her too. I wish it was safe enough to take Beth back with us.”

	Nadine smiled. “She’s an intelligent child, Jared. Beth understands more about this situation than you think she does.”

	He narrowed his eyes. “That reminds me. Tell Dad, no more trips to Mother’s Mountain, and no more talk about seers. It’s putting ideas into her head. Things, she’s not ready for.”

	“Such as?”

	“Beth’s convinced Donna’s going away. She said Donna would get bit by some kind of silver bug, go to sleep and when she woke up, Donna won’t remember any of us.”

	Nadine frowned. “That’s the first I’ve heard of it Jared. Who told her?”

	“She said Uncle Joe and Aunt Kate. Joe I could believe – possibly, but Kate – no. Kate’s in England with her parents.”

	“I knew she was supposed to move back in with Jim and Nancy. Somebody in England offered her a really good job. I think she’s supposed to start in December… or was it next January? I can’t remember. It was one of the two. I agree with you about Kate, though. It seems a little strange.”

	“What’s even stranger is how they appeared to Beth. She said they stepped out of a pale-blue cloud, of all things. I really wish Dad would stop filling her head full of old Indian stories. She’s too young to understand.”

	Nadine studied his eyes. “No, she’s not Jared. You’re just not willing to believe the stories yourself. Sooner or later, you will. I hope it’s not too late, when you realize how everything fits together – even you and Donna.”

	“Yeah, yeah – OK Mother. Just ask Dad to stop, OK?”

	“I’ll talk to him Jared, but he’s only answering Beth’s questions. I’ll make you some sandwiches and – wait. You can’t go horseback riding.”

	Jared groaned. “That’s right. Sir Richard’s men are at the barn.”

	“Did Donna bring a bathing suit?”

	“I don’t think so. What about one of Myra’s. She and Donna are about the same size – apart from height.”

	Nadine grinned. “I’m sure Myra wouldn’t mind. I’ll get Donna one and then make some….”

	“…Forget the sandwiches,” Jared interjected. “Get some steaks and stuff ready. I’ll fire up the grill. You and Dad can come out, and we’ll spend time with each other. I’ll have Donna to myself when we get back to Shreveport anyway. I’d like for you to keep Beth in here with you for a while. I need to explain a few things to Donna about what we’re doing.”

	“Send her in here. I’m sure I can find something for her to do, but send her upstairs to change into her bathing suit first.”

	“Are you and Dad gonna take a dip with us?”

	Nadine frowned. “Oh no. We don’t swim unless it’s just us.”

	“Mother… why have a pool if you’re not gonna use it?”

	Nadine smiled. “So you young folks can enjoy it. We used it in our younger days.”

	He shook his head and went to the music room. He propped his back against the door facing, arms folded across his chest, listening. Donna and Sarabeth were singing Sara’s lullaby. It sounded so natural. Sara’s ghost spiked his memory. The more he listened, the sadder it made him. Blinking, he pushed away from the doorway and entered the room applauding. “Beth, we may have to consider putting that on our new album.”

	Sarabeth’s face beamed. “Really Daddy? You’d let me be on your album with Miss Donna?”

	“If Miss Donna didn’t mind.”

	Donna squeezed Sarabeth.  “I’d love that. Maybe someday you can sing on stage with us.”

	Jared cleared his throat. “I wouldn’t go that far, but there’s no reason we couldn’t put it on the album. It would make a nice closing song, especially when we get the rest of the band behind it, and Juanita and Lucy on backup. We’ll see. Beth, you need to go upstairs and put on your bathing suit. We’re all going outside for a cookout, but first I need you to go into the kitchen and help Grandma. Daddy needs to talk to Miss Donna.”

	 “Miss Donna, can you swim?”

	“Yes, I can, but I’ll have to sit and watch. Miss Donna didn’t bring a….”

	Jared held up a hand. “Mother’s getting’ you one of Myra’s. Knowing Mother, she’ll have several for you to choose from. Take off Beth and get changed. We won’t be long.”

	“OK Daddy. Oh, this is gonna be so much fun.” She giggled and ran upstairs.

	He pulled Donna into his arms and kissed her. He nodded toward the sofa. “Let’s sit. Our plans have to be altered slightly.” Donna sat beside him. Jared held her again.

	“What’s going on?”

	He studied her eyes. “How’d you like to ride all the way back to Shreveport, wrapped in my arms?”

	“Jared… I’m not flying!”

	He softly laughed. “No, we’re not flying. We’re taking my father’s Mercedes. You and I will be sitting, or lying, on the back seat. Joe Islington and another one of Sir Richard’s men will be doing the driving.”

	Donna grinned. “This is sounding better all the time. What are you gonna do with your car?”

	“Leave it here for Mom and Dad to use.”

	She frowned slightly. “There’s something you’re not telling me. What’s the catch?”

	“We’re leaving at midnight tonight. That’s why we’re spending some time with Beth and my parents today.”

	“Why?”

	Jared sighed deeply and began explaining. “Because our circumstances have changed - slightly.”

	“In what way?”

	“Well…” he hedged. “It’s like this….”

	------------

	Gary, Sir Richard, and John finished their evening meal and were sat in the lounge, sharing a cup of coffee. Sir Richard’s butler entered the room. “There’s a call for you, Sir. I believe it’s Miss Phillips.”

	Sir Richard’s eyebrows shot up. “This is Sir Richard. Is this Tina?”

	“Yes Sir it is. I called to find out what happened to Richard. He’s often fashionably late, but I was getting concerned.”

	“Ricky left here about half an hour ago. He should’ve been there. Did you try ringing his cell phone?”

	“Yes Sir. He’s either out of range, or he’s not answering it.”

	Sir Richard snorted. “You know how Ricky is. If something came up that caught his attention…” he broke off. “I wouldn’t worry. I’m sure he’s all right. I’ll let him know you called.” He put the phone down, a concerned look on his face. “Ricky didn’t show up at Tina’s apartment. He didn’t even call her. Sometimes he’s so inconsiderate with his women.”

	Gary tightened his jaw. “Yes, he is,” he forced through his teeth. Especially to Tina.

	------------

	Donna studied Jared’s eyes. “You think either a fan or a reporter was responsible for what happened at the hospital?”

	Jared brushed the back of his fingers over her temple, unable to take his eyes off hers. “Yes, I do, honey.”

	“So, why all the extra security?”

	“I’m not taking chances, and neither are Gary and Sir Richard. This was Sir Richard’s suggestion. I don’t mind the extra protection, especially when it’s for my family.”

	“Does this mean you’re beginning to trust Sir Richard?”

	Jared grinned. “I’m trying to, honey. Like you said, Gary trusts me, and I trust Gary, so I’m giving Sir Richard the benefit of the doubt. I don’t fully agree with him, but for you, I’m willing to compromise. Are you OK with this? After the round we had last night….”

	Donna pressed her fingers to his lips and kissed him; a kiss full of desire and promise. “It doesn’t matter. Besides, if we leave tonight, and I have to I can go back to work, on Tuesday, I have a gut feeling Forrest’s good nature isn’t gonna last.”

	Nadine tapped on the wall. “Sorry to interrupt Jared, but I’ve laid out some swimsuits on your bed for Donna to try on.”

	“Thanks Nada,” Donna smiled.

	“You’re welcome, sweetie. Tom’s got the grill going. Beth is out there with him. We’ll see you out there in a minute or two. I’ve called Myra and told her what time you’re leaving, so she’s closing the clinic. She’ll be here about three. She wanted to spend time with her new sister, as she put it.”

	Donna blushed and tucked her head on Jared’s shoulder.

	Jared stood and took Donna’s hand. “We’ll be out there in a few minutes, Mother. Come on. I want to help you decide which swimsuit to wear.”

	------------

	There were three swimsuits for Donna to choose from: a one-piece, modest, black spandex halter; a one-piece with the sides and back open, and a blood red bikini, with ties at each hip, and one behind the neck. Despite Jared’s warnings she’d get raped, Donna chose the bikini. She slipped one of Jared’s over-sized Raging Storm T-shirts over the top.

	He was fine, until she took off the T-shirt and jumped into the pool. After that, he had a hard time keeping his desire hid. Several times, while they were playing catch with Beth, Jared mentally blocked out Donna’s incredibly delectable body. She, of course, constantly fed his mind with her own suggestions.

	Their meal consisted of medium rare grilled sirloin steak, rustic baked potatoes, a crispy green salad – made by Donna and fresh fry bread. For dessert, Nadine made a banana split cake, topped with whipped cream and chopped pecans. The   cake was drizzled with melted dark chocolate, and a cherry on top of each square slice.

	For Donna, the dessert was the best part. She teased Jared by swirling her spoon through the softened vanilla ice cream, with tantalizing slowness, gradually brought it to the warmth of her mouth. Several times, she suppressed a smile at Jared’s telepathic warnings of what he planned to do to her, for teasing him. She innocently smiled, cleverly shielding how Jared’s physique affected her over-assaulted hormones.

	------------

	Disgusted with Richard’s casual antics, Gary went to his bedroom to read.

	Sir Richard and John sat in the lounge, talking and drinking tea, while they waited for Richard to come home. Sir Richard set his teacup on the coffee table. “Were our people in Cairo able to confirm a meeting between Forrest and Amenset Nassir?”

	“No, Sir. Unless he’s a clone, I believe the picture is a fabrication. Forrest can’t be in two places at once.”

	Sir Richard glared at John. “I won’t even consider that possibility. One devil in the world is enough. What about the renovations at D’Netics? Do we have any idea what the reason behind that is?”

	John narrowed his eyes
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