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      “Take that, Dr. Evil!” Amy Warren pointed a wooden spoon at the currently offending appliance—her toaster oven. A small gray cloud of smoke swirled upward from its frying innards, filling her stainless steel kitchen with the acrid stench of burnt bread.

      The microwave was already erratically blinking error messages, and the clock on the stove had permanently hovered on twelve since the day Evan had driven off with his tall, slender and gorgeous boss. But she didn’t need either appliance to bake her special croutons.

      “I’ll zap your sorry behind into the ether and back again,” she muttered, referring to her uncanny ability to royally screw up electrical appliances.

      But it was really Evan she’d like to zap into infinity. How predictable—the machine didn’t respond to her dire warnings any better than the man. The toaster oven still smoked.

      “If I could fix anything, I’d fix my damned life.” With disgust, Amy used the wooden spoon to yank the oven’s cord out of the socket.

      The wall phone rang and Amy grabbed it, praying it was her Dr. Evil-Ex telling her he would be early and had time to pick up a new toaster on the way up the mountain.

      “Ames, sorry, but I—”

      No wonder she couldn’t fix anything. She lived in la-la land if she still thought Evan would come through. She crossed her eyes and looked down her nose at the overflowing sink, hunting for a frying pan amid the clutter. “I trust you’re calling to say you’re picking up ice cream, and you’ll be here on time. Josh has been waiting for you all week.”

      “I’m still at the office.” Losing his apologetic tone, Evan quickly went on the defensive. “It’s a new job. I’ve got to show them that I’m willing to do what it takes.”

      “Evan, I have to be at the café in an hour. It’s Labor Day weekend, our last big moneymaker. There has to be food available for tourists to fling their plastic at.”

      “My job is far more important than your sister’s little café. Leave the kids with your mother if you have to.”

      “The kids can see Mom any day. They need to see you.” Using a pot holder, Amy yanked the charred croutons from the dead toaster oven. “How soon can you get here?” Propping the phone on her shoulder and waving a towel, she attempted to clear the air, literally if not metaphorically.

      “I’ve got a dinner meeting this evening with some bigwigs who want me to attend a charity golf tournament in the morning. Tell the kids I’m sorry, and I’ll try again next weekend.”

      Amy knew enough by now to recognize the lie in his voice. There had been a time when she’d meekly told herself she must be imagining his shallow selfishness. She no longer had to pretend that was true. “Tell me another, Big Boy. Hot Mama have tickets for a theater opening tonight?”

      “Dammit, Ames, I have a life down here! Just because you want to hole up in the boondocks doesn’t mean I have to anymore.”

      “Oh, and it’s my fault you had two kids and got stuck with this monster McMansion and had a job that paid well and meant something to the community when all you really wanted was to be a drone in the city, uh-huh.”

      They’d had this argument so many times she could probably recite it backward. Come to think of it, it probably was her fault that Evan had made something of himself. On his own, he would still be droning his way up the corporate ladder, instead of possessing an executive office. She dumped the ruined croutons in the trash.

      “You’re getting bitchy, Ames,” he warned. “You’re letting yourself go and reverting to your half-baked hippie days. Learn to play golf, fix yourself up, and you’ll find another man to pay your rent. Don’t take your frustration out on me.” He hung up.

      Amy shoved an overlong lock of ash brown hair out of her eyes and scowled. A year ago, Evan’s comment would have cut her to the quick. She would have run to the mirror and stared at her flour-studded hair with dismay and wept her heart out.

      Today, she saw her ex’s mean streak for the ego trip that it was. So, hooray for her side. She’d finally learned she’d spent too damned much of her life caring what Evan thought. Why bother explaining that perms, highlighting, and salon cuts cost more than two weeks’ groceries?

      She despised perms and highlighting anyway, and she no longer had to care what he wanted.

      She glanced around for a working timepiece and heard the grandfather clock in the foyer strike four. Sugar, shoot, dirty word.

      Refraining from cursing for the kids’ sake hadn’t broadened her vocabulary, just made it more creative.

      The phone rang again. She almost ignored the insistent clamor, but years of worrying about her mother’s health had her grabbing the receiver.

      “Good news!” Marcy, the real estate agent, chirped. “I have a terrific prospect who loves your location. I’m bringing them out tonight.”

      Amy slumped against the counter. She had all but forgotten the FOR SALE sign that had been in the front yard all summer. It had been weeks since anyone had even looked at the house. She’d given up chewing her fingernails at the thought of losing her beautiful home and started chewing her thumb in fear of bankruptcy. She ought to be jumping for joy, but panic took first place as she glanced around the chaos of the kitchen.

      “What time are you coming?” she asked, turning on the hot water in the sink and searching for the scrubbing pad.

      “I’ll wait until you’ve left for the Stardust. Probably around six. Make sure you leave all the interior lights on. I have a good feeling about this one.”

      Amy tried not to wince as she hung up the receiver, but her stomach had just attempted a triple axel and plummeted to the ice. In an effort to de-stress, she punched the under-cabinet CD player to pop in her sister’s latest recording. The player opened, then immediately slammed shut before she could insert the disc.

      “Dammit, my next house will run on kerosene!”

      She already had her next house picked out, a wonderful cottage with character, not like this shiny mausoleum dedicated to a dead marriage. She simply needed to persuade the mill’s bankruptcy judge to take nada for it, and find a job that paid enough for her to fix it up.

      Rolling her eyes at the fantasy, she resisted pounding her head against the polished cherry cabinet and dialed her mother to make arrangements for the children.

      “Mommy, Josh is coloring on the walls!” Three-year-old Louisa bounced in from the family room, where she was supposed to be watching a video with her six-year-old brother.

      Chunky and golden-haired like her father, Louisa reached up for a hug, and Amy’s heart nearly split in two. Frustrated, she wanted to stomp her feet and throw a tantrum. Instead, she reached down to give her girl a hug.

      “Are we being a telltale?” she scolded gently, carrying her baby into the family room, where, sure enough, newly rebellious Josh had drawn stick figures in indelible red crayon on the apricot walls.

      Reining in a cry of dismay, Amy closed her eyes and tried to put herself into his child-size nines. He was smart enough to know his father was skipping their visit—again. There was a For Sale sign on the front lawn of the only home he’d ever known. And his mother was losing her mind. She was certain that Josh, somewhere in his very bright brain, had a reason for personalizing the walls.

      When she opened her eyes again, he was scowling at her mutinously.

      “Is that your daddy?” she asked.

      “No, it’s Tommy, and I’m going to punch him.” Which he proceeded to do, intelligently wearing the boxing gloves Evan had given him.

      “Tommy’s sad and acting out, just like you are.” She needed to pick up toys, clear smoke out of the kitchen, and boil cinnamon to add a welcoming scent to fool visitors into thinking this was a happy home. Maybe she should light a cinnamon candle, burn the house down, and save herself the effort of moving all these things that would never fit anywhere she could afford.

      Of course, if not fitting in was the criteria, she’d have to go up in flames as well.

      Amy stuck her tongue out at the oil painting over the mantel, where Evan’s golden image taunted her with its confident smirk. Perhaps the painting ought to be the first thing to go up in smoke. That woman sitting beside him, with the carefully highlighted, styled hair, the glossy lipstick, matching manicure, and pearls, wasn’t her any longer. She didn’t know who that woman was.

      But the portrait of bright-eyed Josh and giggling baby Louisa was too precious to destroy. She was such a sap for babies.

      “You’ll have to clean off that wall before we go,” she said with a sigh, giving up images of leaping flames.

      She set Louisa down and patted her on her bottom, pushing her toward the sticker dolls scattered across the hand-loomed rug. “Pick up your toys so you can take them to Nana’s.”

      Finding the strongest cleaning spray she dared let Josh use, she handed the bottle and a scrubbing sponge to her son. It wouldn’t clean crayon, but he had to be taught a lesson. She’d have to push the chair in front of the wall later until she could fix it. Miserably, he took the bottle, refusing to look at her.

      Drawing on her experience as the kids’ short-order cook, she returned to the kitchen and threw bread cubes into the frying pan, dousing them with butter and basil.

      So, what did it matter if she’d spent years of her life carefully choosing paints and sewing draperies for this bloody McMansion, locating the perfect antique pieces that she’d damned well refinished herself so she could stay within her budget. They were just things.

      Evan and the house weren’t the real problems here. She was the one she blamed. She’d wasted a third of her life being the perfect wife and mother and housekeeper and had nothing practical to show potential employers. She could point at her two beautiful children and her lovely home, but how did that look on a résumé?

      Losing her fight with tears, she wiped her eyes with the back of her arm. She knew her anger had nothing to do with the loss of a house, and everything to do with the loss of the self she’d thought she was.

      Amy tossed the croutons, turned off the burner, and pulled the chickens from the oven. The smoke alarm screeched in panic.

      [image: ]

      Stomach still churning over an hour later at the café, Amy yanked the stuffed mushroom caps from the dead microwave and shoved the pan in the oven with the warming chickens. “Fine, tough toadstools it will be.”

      “Tough toadstools is the story of our life,” Amy’s sister, Joella, half owner of the Stardust, said philosophically, tying on her Star of the Stardust Café apron over her flashy red hostess gown. “You’d think someday, one of those toadstools would have a pot of gold under it.”

      As tall, blond, and flamboyant as Amy was petite, brown, and wholesome, Joella studied the pots and pans simmering on the stove, and clucked in disapproval. “No wonder you’re frying appliances. I know it’s Saturday, but how many customers do you realistically think we’ll have?”

      Amy spun a pot lid on her finger before dropping it on the pot of creamed peas. “Not as many as you need to make a profit. Even I can see the writing on the wall.”

      Jo tsked sympathetically. “Evan didn’t send the support payments yet?”

      “Evan deserted the kids again this weekend.” Amy reached for an onion and whacked it with her butcher knife. “I hate being a cliché.” Onions gave her an excuse for tears, but she’d had her cry. Now she just wanted to whack things.

      “He was never there when you were married. The kids won’t notice. It’s you I’m worried about. You walk around with a big black cloud over your head. I don’t suppose you’ve talked to a therapist.” Jo slipped a flask from her apron pocket, glanced furtively over her shoulder at their few early-bird customers, and twirled the cap.

      “No, I have not.” Amy checked the rolls browning in the bottom oven. “I can’t afford a therapist. Evan’s job doesn’t supply medical insurance for ex-wives. Besides, I don’t need a therapist to tell me I’m stressed out and so angry I could spit.”

      “Do what Jo does when she gets mad, throw dishes.” Jo’s husband and the other co-owner of the Stardust, Flint Clinton, emerged from his office to sniff the mouthwatering aromas. Taller than Jo, his craggy face more striking than handsome, Flint examined the roasted chickens. “What is this, Thanksgiving?”

      “Can you fix microwaves, O Great Wise One?” Setting aside the flask, Jo steered her husband toward the broken appliance and out of Amy’s line of fire.

      Not that Flint was in any danger from her, Amy thought. Jo was the plate-throwing diva in the family. As appealing as throwing things sounded, Amy was too practical to waste the energy of throwing crockery she’d only have to clean up afterward.

      Amy had always been the responsible member of their irresponsible family. The sensible one who’d slaved hard to earn a scholarship and put herself through school. She’d been rewarded for her efforts by marrying an ambitious man who worked as hard as she did—and she worked harder still helping him up the ladder to success. All she’d accomplished was to make Evan look good to the kind of wealthy socialite he should have married in the first place.

      Jo filled three glasses from her flask and shoved one into Amy’s hand, hiding it from their customers. “Until Flint persuades the town to go wet, this will have to do. It’s just lemonade with a little extra,” she said when Amy hesitated. “Call it an intervention. You need a break. Your pot is about to boil over.”

      Grabbing the pot of peas from the stove, Amy set it to one side, then sipped Jo’s weird cocktail. She was perfectly aware Joella wasn’t referring to the peas. She grimaced as the sour punch hit her tongue.

      Jo dipped the spoon in the dressing and offered a sample to Flint, who moaned appreciatively while investigating the insides of the microwave. “Mom and her quilting friends just took a big order. If they finish before Christmas, there will be money to spare and carols sung throughout the hills.”

      Christmas. A hollow opened in Amy’s middle that would never be filled. She took another sip of the spiked lemonade, but she might as well have thrown alcohol on a fire. How would she pay for Christmas? She didn’t even know where they’d be living then.

      “If we could get the mill back in production by Christmas, there would be reason for caroling,” Amy declared fervently. A real job would solve half her problems, anyway.

      “Other than the Music Barn, those old mill buildings are useless if the bankruptcy court decides to sell off the machinery instead of letting the town buy it,” Flint commented, completing his repairs now that the coffee was simmering. “We can’t put people to work in empty buildings.”

      “And the tourist business is dead after this weekend.” Amy slid the browned mushrooms from the oven, trying not to think of the stack of bills on her desk. “There goes your biggest-spending customers.”

      Flint leaned against the counter, crossing his arms while brandishing a screwdriver. “We can pay you to stay on, but we may have to go back to being a coffee shop instead of a restaurant.”

      “Only if you want to hand out free soup,” Amy predicted.

      Returning his screwdriver to a drawer, Flint grabbed a hot mushroom. Throwing it from hand to hand, he retreated toward his office. “We’ll do what we have to do,” he called over his shoulder before he disappeared back into his world.

      “We know you’ve been handing out free meals,” Jo said with a shrug, taking a bite of a mushroom and humming in pleasure. “It’s okay by us. Flint’s so tickled with the Music Barn you helped him get that he’d knock heads for you.”

      “And endanger his guitar-playing hand?” Amy joked. Fighting wasn’t a solution to this problem. Besides, his hand had just recovered from surgery.

      “The Barn brought in tourists all summer,” Jo reminded her. “The whole town knows you talk sense. The judge ought to just let you have the mill so you can set people to working again.”

      “Oh, that’s so going to happen.” Amy whacked a bell pepper. “If I were Queen of the World, I’d make a lot of changes around here, starting with ordering all men to line up for common sense tests.”

      “If you don’t watch out, you’re going to cut off a finger. Have another drink.” Jo grabbed the knife and nudged Amy back to the stove with her hip. “Is this about losing the house?”

      Flipping off a burner, Amy lifted the heavy frying pan and poured the gravy into a waiting gravy boat. “I can’t look for a new house until I know where I’ll be working.”

      “You’re working here,” Jo said firmly. “We can’t replace you.”

      Amy slapped the pan back on the burner, put her hands on her hips, and glared at her younger—taller—sister. “That’s what I’m trying to tell you. You cannot pay me on what this restaurant is making. I’m facing facts. You and Flint are the ones with your heads in the clouds.”

      As if on cue, the cordless phone Flint had installed by the counter rang. Amy snatched the receiver before Jo could. “Stardust.”

      “Amy, this is Mayor Blodgett.”

      Amy took another swig of Jo’s spiked lemonade to calm her suddenly shaky nerves. “Is there a problem?”

      “That depends on how you look at it,” the mayor enunciated slowly. “Another interested party has asked to look at the mill. As I understand it, the company is European and cash heavy. It could be just the investment we’re hoping for.”

      “A foreign company won’t want to hire our workers,” Amy warned the mayor. “The whole point of our buying the mill is to keep Northfork residents employed.”

      “You don’t think they’d bring in illegal immigrants, do you?” the mayor asked in alarm.

      Amy rolled her eyes, handed the receiver to Jo, and opened the bottom oven to check on the rolls. If she were Queen of the World, men would be relegated to hard labor. They were obviously not meant to think. Parallel parking maybe, they could do that. Make them chauffeurs. Hole diggers. Brick layers. But not politicians responsible for the lives and welfare of entire communities of women and children.

      While Jo chitchatted and applied her charm to the mayor, Amy removed the rolls and began buttering their tops. She glanced at the clock. She never wore watches. She was tired of replacing them. But the clock wasn’t working either, so she checked the mullioned windows to see if the sunlight had faded. After the first of September, the sun dipped behind the mountain around five. It should be almost time for the early dinner arrivals.

      As she watched, a sexy dark maroon sports car rolled to a stop, parking half on and half off the sidewalk in front of the café. The low-slung front end halted inches from the snout of the concrete purple pig adorning the café’s corner. The narrow mountain highway had no shoulder room for parking. The shiny car would end up as a hood ornament on the next semi coming around the curve too fast.

      No one in town owned a car like that. Had ever seen a car like that. Which meant it was European. After the mayor’s call, Amy had a very, very bad feeling about that car.

      She turned from the window and tossed back the cup of spiked lemonade, superstitiously deciding if she didn’t look, the car might disappear.

      Jo hung up and turned to see what had Amy tossing back alcohol. “Oh, my. That’s one of the new Porsches,” she said with reverence.

      “That will soon be a flattened Porsche,” Amy replied.

      The low rumble of another powerful vehicle forced her to glance out the window again. A shiny black Hummer sporting satellite antennas drew up behind the sports car. Amy mused, how far would a Porsche travel after being slammed into by a Hummer propelled by a semi?

      Deciding bad news could wait, she checked the various pots on the stove and missed seeing how the Porsche owner squeezed out of the low front seat into traffic. Jo’s chuckles as she exchanged observations with the locals sipping coffee at the counter were sufficient commentary for amusement.

      The café’s red door swung open. Amy unconsciously waited for a biting What a dump! from the owner of a car that cost more than her house.

      “Catarina, look!” a smoky baritone with a sexy accent Amy couldn’t quite place called to someone outside. “Did you see the brilliant pig on the corner?”

      She couldn’t resist. Just like everyone else, she checked out the new arrivals.

      The speaker was a lean, elegantly dressed gentleman propping open the door to let in an entourage of characters as out of place as their vehicles. Given the amount of animal-skin fabrics, feathered collars, and leather worn by the gentleman’s exotic entourage, they looked like escapees from a zoo in this land of denim and polyester. But the gentleman holding the door looked as if he’d been born to wear a top hat and tux.

      “Do you think he’s the ringmaster?” Jo murmured in amusement, echoing Amy’s thought.

      At that instant, the object of their fascination whipped off his designer shades and winked in their direction. Amy almost dropped the mushrooms. The stranger’s scorching gaze paused on her and triggered her hormones like neglected hand grenades. She could have sworn he actually saw her, except no man who looked like that ever noticed her when she stood next to Jo.

      He could have just walked off the pages of a fashion ad, one of those where the male models had six-pack abs and deliberately mussed hairstyles that cost a fortune to achieve. Straight-cut brown hair brushed his nape and fell Hugh Grant-style across his wide brow. A black ribbed polo shirt pulled taut over his admirable chest, and the camel sports jacket topping it was probably Armani and tailored to emphasize his square shoulders.

      The likes of Hugh Grant didn’t appear around here without reason, and after the mayor’s call, she had a sinking feeling that she knew the reason.

      The visitors milled about the nearly empty café, gazing at the unconventional décor as if hoping a real restaurant would pop out from under the eccentric tablecloths.

      “Are we too early for dinner, my fair lady?” the stranger asked playfully.

      It took Jo’s elbow in her ribs before Amy realized he was talking to her and not to her beautiful, blond baby sister. Jo was already peeling off her apron in preparation for acting as hostess. The foreign gentleman watched Amy expectantly, making her nervous.

      “Dinner’s on,” she agreed with assumed nonchalance. “Take seats anywhere.”

      “You are a lifesaver,” he purred in a wickedly sexy voice that had every woman in the café panting. “We’ve just driven up from the airport in Charlotte, and there wasn’t a decent eatery in sight.”

      “There’s a Cracker Barrel on the interstate,” Jo said with amusement, gathering napkins and silverware.

      “What’s a Cracker Barrel? It sounds appalling.” The gentleman sauntered—Amy swore that was the only word that could describe the way he caught his hand in his pants pocket and gracefully dodged tables and chairs without looking at them—to the counter.

      He smelled even better than he looked. The subtle scents of musk and pine woods intertwined with the aroma of her cooking, and her mouth nearly watered as he took one of the seats at the counter, putting his boyishly tousled hair within reach. Dark eyes watched her with impish laughter. She poured another swallow of Jo’s lemonade.

      Not wishing to see shiny cars smashed into grease slicks, Amy nodded toward the door. “There’s no parking allowed on the street. The police don’t tow cars because they’re usually scrap metal before tow trucks can reach them. There are parking lots coming into and on the way out of town.”

      Before the European hunk could respond, a lithe, towering beauty swayed up to brush her breasts against his shoulder, drape her tousled mane of tawny-streaked hair down his front, and whisper in his ear.

      Amy recognized the Italian accent. Although she couldn’t translate the words, she maliciously translated body language to What are we doing in this hole, sweetikins, let’s go somewhere fabulously expensive and sip champagne and make beautiful love.

      James Bond turned on his stool to wrap an understanding arm around the lioness. He patted her hip and responded reassuringly in Italian; then to Amy’s amazement, he gently nudged Blondie away and turned the intensity of his focus back to her.

      Amy’s wariness shield shot into full alert.

      “You will pardon my friends? I was so eager to arrive I did not think of their needs. They deserve a lovely resort, do they not? Can you recommend such a thing?”

      “An hour back down the road in Asheville. Would you like coffee, tea?” Amy lifted the coffee carafe in an age-old gesture of hospitality that she couldn’t neglect despite all suspicion.

      “Tea, if you would be so kind.” He smiled in delight, and his eyes crinkled in the corners. He turned and spoke more unfamiliar words to his audience.

      The blonde in the slinky leopard-print skirt sulked, and a tall man with an Asian cast to his eyes replied in a bored French drawl.

      Not knowing whether to provide sweet or unsweetened iced tea, Amy poured unsweetened and pushed the sugar packets in the gentleman’s direction, then took another sip of her spiked lemonade.

      She began filling cups and glasses to Jo’s hand signals and sighed in relief when Janey, their teenage waitress, shoved open the door, followed by the first of the local curiosity seekers. The Porsche was better than a neon sign. Word spread fast in a town like this, and the visitors were better than any entertainment they’d had since the last country music show at the Barn. Well-heeled foreigners didn’t often find the less-traveled paths through these mountains.

      At least the café would have one last profitable evening.

      After a brief exchange, the tall Asian-looking man and a lanky, pony-tailed twenty-something went outside to move the cars.

      With his lackeys doing their jobs, the gentleman turned back to Amy and stared at the sweating glass of ice and tea with raised eyebrows. “What is this?”

      “Tea. I have sweet tea if you prefer.” She slid him a small plate of the mushroom appetizers thinking it wouldn’t hurt to butter up the man paying the bill.

      “Tea.” He studied the glass with curiosity. “My mother warned me about this country, but I didn’t listen.” He lifted the glass and sipped cautiously. “Strong. Not bad.”

      He looked up at Amy with a thousand-watt smile and extended his hand. “Hello, I am Jacques Saint-Etienne. . . and I have come to look at your antique mill.”
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      “No, no, it is not like that,” Jacques Saint-Etienne protested into the phone his assistant handed him. He scraped the last of the scalloped oysters from his plate.

      Amy wiped a spill on the stove and blatantly eavesdropped.

      “Sahn Eshan?” Jo attempted to repeat his name as she refilled tea glasses.

      “Saint Stephen,’” Amy translated, warily following the conversation. His accent became more clipped when he argued, almost British despite the fancy French he spewed to his entourage.

      “Yes, yes.” He barked irritably into the phone. “A suite, yes. Coffee in every room. And tea. Hot tea,” he amended. “Reserve the Jacuzzi room, if you will.”

      “Uh-oh, I better go stand by my man.” Carrying a tray of espresso for the newcomers and peach cobbler for one of the locals, Jo aimed for the back booth where the sultry blonde had cornered Flint, who had emerged from his office to help with the unusual rush of customers.

      Riding high on spiked lemonade and oddly revived by the exotic company, Amy hummed under her breath and poured boiling water over the leaves of her favorite Keemun in her special china teapot. She’d heard that comment about hot tea. And she was feeling just spiteful enough to get even for this invasion of demanding, temperamental customers—ones she suspected would steal her livelihood from under her nose if they could.

      She helped Janey load the dishwasher while the tea steeped. Only one of their new guests had eaten her delicious roast chicken. None of them had touched the whipped potatoes or creamed peas. She’d had to send Flint down to the grocery for arugula, spinach, and fresh mushrooms, or whatever facsimile he could find, plus oysters. The local store seldom carried more than iceberg and canned mushrooms. Seafood of any sort in the mountains was suspect.

      She had created an entire new menu of salads and appetizers to suit their vegetarian, no-carbohydrate diets out of the barest scraps at last minute notice, and not one of them had expressed appreciation. Not even Saint Stephen, who’d adroitly switched between flirting with every woman in the room, barking at his cell phone, and ordering his lackeys about, all at a dizzying pace. Amy wasn’t certain how he managed to eat a bite.

      A little too aware of her own padded figure in comparison to all these anorexic creatures, Amy poured her perfectly steeped Keemun into a china cup with malice aforethought.

      She sliced a fresh lemon and added just a touch of sugar. The fragrance of Chinese tea leaves wafted upward from her delicate teacup as she leaned back against the stove and took a restorative sip.

      Saint Stephen snapped his cell phone shut and dropped it into his jacket pocket. He eyed Jo’s flask with interest.

      “The oysters and vegetable couscous were admirable,” he murmured. “But I do not share my friends’ affinity for espresso. I don’t suppose I could prevail upon you for a martini?”

      Amy would have smiled at the compliment, except if he really was the infamous idiot who meant to take the mill away from the town, she wanted him nailed to the floor with sharp steel, not good liquor.

      “This is a dry town, no alcohol,” she replied. Dry towns tended to discourage most business types interested in the area. She could hope.

      His aristocratically thin nose twitched as his formidable gaze settled on Amy’s cup. “Perhaps you have something that would appeal to my more British tastes, then?” he suggested.

      “British?” Amy raised her eyebrows and sipped her tea with the bravado of half a flask of whiskey. “I may not be a world traveler, but I recognize French and Italian when I hear it.” Still, British would explain the posher edge to his English.

      He flashed a wide smile. “My mother is from West Virginia, my father is from Paris. I have a villa in Italy, but I was raised in London. I eat British.”

      “You ate oysters instead of the steak I offered,” Amy argued. “Even I know Brits like their beef.”

      Saint Stevie was probably in charge of tips. She should be waiting on him hand and foot. But she’d done that all evening, and he hadn’t bothered to express his appreciation— until she’d deliberately taunted him. Now she had his attention. Men, European or not, were all alike. She was learning to play this game.

      “I like oysters. That does not change my nationality. Is that hot tea I detect?”

      “Yes,” she said with a smile. “Keemun. Would you like to know the province?”

      “I would like the tea, please,” he said decisively, shoving the icy glass away. “Hot.”

      Hmmm, Mr. Pretty Boy wasn’t averse to giving orders instead of flattery. Orders, she hadn’t learned to ignore, especially when they involved food and hospitality.

      Now that she had his attention, she counted this round won, and reverted to her true nature, sort of. She shuffled through the café’s cluttered cabinet until she located Jo’s prized Fiestaware cups, in orange, and poured tea from her delicate, hand-painted Staffordshire pot into one. Let the rich man see how the other half lived.

      “Lemon?” she asked sweetly.

      He studied the obnoxious color and design of the chunky Depression-era American cup that she pushed toward him. “Please.”

      Someone had taught him manners, too. Amy rewarded him with a saucer of lemon wedges. “Our mill isn’t an antique.” She saw no reason to delay the confrontation.

      “According to my research, the first mill was built here in 1855 by Ezekial Jekel, who married a local southern belle and applied his Yankee ingenuity to harnessing the river.” The facts reeled off his tongue without hesitation. He sipped the tea with a nod of approval. “Delicious, thank you.”

      She admired his research, but his knowledge made her stomach hurt. His interest wasn’t that of a tourist.

      At Jo’s signal for two espressos, Amy returned to work. Tourist revenue had paid for the espresso machine. Most of the locals preferred their caffeine fix with the cheap bottomless-cup special. Sliding the slender mugs onto a doily-decorated tray, she handed the order across the counter to her sister.

      Oddly, the gentleman didn’t turn to admire Jo’s generous assets encased in her best red hostess gown with the plunging neckline. His smoldering gaze remained fixed on Amy, and she hid a shiver of reaction. She definitely didn’t need bored, irresponsible playboys in her dysfunctional life, especially ones who wanted something she was much too wise to give.

      “Impressive research,” she acknowledged once Jo departed. “But the current buildings were designed in 1955 and the machinery updated five years ago. The plant was in operation until last year. The fabrics you see in here were all created on those looms by our local employees.”

      Sipping his tea, the newcomer half turned to study the rich purple-and-rust tapestried upholstery and wine-colored table damask. “Foolishly expansive for so small an operation, but well done. Your mill has a reputation for sound design and expensive products.”

      From this angle, Amy could see the beard stubble on his angular jaw and the tired lines at the corners of his eyes. If there hadn’t been some danger that he was her worst enemy, she would have urged him to go home and get some rest.

      “Foolishly expansive?” she asked, smothering her instinctive need to nurture.

      “Materials such as those are labor intensive and best left to third world countries.” He turned back and held out his cup for more tea. “It is a pity American labor is so high, but a world economy is necessary if we are to sell our products in sufficient quantity to make a profit.”

      She poured the tea very carefully. After all, passive aggression did not include scalding customers with boiling liquids. “I hope Chinese peasants are prepared to buy your products since our unemployed workers are barely able to put food on their tables.”

      “Do I detect a certain hostility to my venture?” He lifted dark eyebrows questioningly.

      Behind thick lashes, he had eyes so deep they almost looked black, but Amy caught a hint of blue when he tilted his head to study her. She didn’t know for certain what his venture was, but she had enough clues to worry.

      “No hostility at all,” she said smoothly, “if you intend to hire the employees the mill laid off when it closed.”

      “The mill went bankrupt because it couldn’t afford those employees,” he pointed out. “You cannot sell fabric higher than the market rate, and that doesn’t cover your labor cost.”

      In the same way his drawl became more clipped as he spoke, his carved features sharpened, his dark gaze smoldered, and Amy would have to quit calling him Saint Stevie if he got any hotter. She was starting to suspect a hungry wolf lurked beneath the designer sheep’s wool.

      “The rich will pay whatever it takes to get what they want,” she replied, then snapped her mouth shut. No sense in giving away her market plans.

      “Don’t be naïve. The wealthy like a good bargain as much as any, and they can find them in the Asian bazaars. Your only hope is computerized looms and designs, and that takes expensive technology you don’t possess.”

      “Computerization doesn’t put cash into the local economy,” she argued. “Any plant, anywhere in the world can produce computerized design.”

      “Exactly,” he said with satisfaction, setting down his empty cup and rising to offer his hand. “It’s been a pleasure speaking with someone who so thoroughly understands the business. I don’t believe I caught your name?”

      “Amaranth Jane Sanderson Warren,” she replied with every name she could legally claim, “textile designer and former wife of Northfork Mills’ CEO.” Not offering her hand in return, she smiled pleasantly over her teacup.

      [image: ]

      Wearily, Jacques drove the Porsche down the narrow winding mountain highway. He couldn’t remember when he’d slept last. There had been the bon voyage party in London that had gone into the wee hours, the early overseas flight where he’d spent his time reading research material, the long tedious customs lines at the airport, delays in obtaining their vehicles, all compounded by the long drive up here. And now he had to drive right back down again to the hotel, with his trick knee growing stiffer for lack of exercise.

      He’d have to find a place to stay in Northfork. He needed to be in the thick of things while he worked. It kept his mind occupied.

      But tonight, his mind was too tired to think of anything except the intriguing woman he’d just encountered. When he’d first entered the café, he’d thought he’d found a charming haven of mouthwatering aromas presided over by a curvaceous angel. Her eyes had widened in surprise at their arrival, her lush lips had parted in invitation, and for a very brief moment, he’d felt the welcome of home.

      Until the lovely angel had revealed her decidedly sharp mind and tongue. He appreciated her subtle digs and couldn’t resist his curiosity about what else hid behind her calm demeanor. A kitten with claws might be an apt description.

      He chuckled at her coup de grâce over the tea. He appreciated her stubborn refusal to be walked over. He was wary of the soft, malleable types who wrapped themselves around him. Usually, they wanted something, and became intractable when he would not give it.

      Gabrielle had been like that—soft, sweet, intelligent, and very young. But then, so had he been. He’d given his wife everything she’d wanted, so she had no reason to be stubborn. Until the day he hadn’t given her what she wanted.

      Which was why he tried to stay busy and not think. If he hadn’t been so young and stupid, maybe things would have been different. Even after all these years, the guilt and the pain ate at him.

      In some ways, staying busy acted as a tonic. He could party all night, harass his employees all day, and still live quite comfortably with himself. If he could just erase all memory of Gabrielle and his beautiful Danielle. . .

      It had been ten years of working and partying, and he still hadn’t succeeded in that one simple task. New tactics were needed, which was why he was in this outpost of nowhere. He was getting too old for regrets. He needed a different challenge.

      After parking outside the elegant resort his assistant had located and handing his keys to the valet without noticing his surroundings, Jacques limped into the majestically rustic lobby of the Grove Park Inn.

      Brigitte, his assistant, was already inside handling the reception desk. He assumed Luigi, his driver and bodyguard, was overseeing the luggage and checking out the accommodations. Jacques cornered Pascal and forced him to pace the spacious lobby while he worked out the kinks. Everyone else scattered looking for bars and entertainment. He’d been assured the resort had a spa. The women would be happy, and he could ease his aching ligaments in the hot waters. Perhaps an American masseuse would have a new trick to force his muscles to behave.

      “I think we’ll have some local resistance,” Jacques informed his financial adviser. Pascal dressed in black like a Parisian, carried his Nikon like a Japanese tourist, and had the razor-sharp mind of an international financier. “We need to keep the staff contained and as unobtrusive as possible until I’ve formed a solid foundation with the locals.”

      “What about Catarina? We have no control over her. I don’t know why you brought her, other than the obvious.” Pascal jingled the change in his pocket and scanned the lobby as if searching for industrial spies.

      “I did not invite her.” In truth, he would have preferred she’d stayed where she belonged. He was aware she was using him as a ticket to enhance her fading fame and boost her design business. Mixing sex with work was too messy for his preferences, so he was avoiding her. “I cannot keep her from buying a ticket. She has a good eye for color and design, so maybe we can use her and her friends. Maybe they’ll get bored and go home shortly.”

      Jacques doubted she would, but eventually she might get the message that he wasn’t interested in a relationship. He wasn’t on the lookout for permanence anymore. He’d once thought a stable home and family was everything he desired, but his parents had the right idea—you can’t lose what you don’t have.

      “We have less than two weeks to find the cards and determine if they’re worth bidding on,” Pascal said. “Perhaps we could give a party and let Catarina talk to former management, see if they are aware of the historic patterns, and where the cards might be stored.”

      “They’ll want to talk about how many employees we’ll hire.” Jacques shoved his hand through his hair and grimaced. “It is not a good thing that we befriend these people.”

      “It’s no big deal,” Pascal assured him. “We buy the mill, get what we want from it, and we can give the town the old buildings when we’re done. They can turn them into antique stores and tourist craft shops.”

      Jacques had a decided notion that was not what the sharp-clawed kitten had in mind.

      The thought made him shift uncomfortably inside his skin, but they’d be gone in two weeks. And he’d have a fascinating new project to keep his mind occupied.
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      “I could start an antique store in Asheville,” Amy mused, cleaning the stove at the café after the Sunday lunch crowd departed.

      The prospective buyers who had looked at her house last night had made an offer first thing this morning. If she accepted it, she had to start house hunting immediately. And job hunting.

      Her one prayer of staying here rode on the town acquiring the mill property. Not only could the mill provide her with a decent job, but its assets included the vacant, run-down Craftsman cottage that she coveted. She had high hopes of persuading the mill committee to sell her the cottage for a price she could afford.

      But she couldn’t restore a single floor tile without money.

      “Just what the world needs, another antique store.” Jo held open the door so her friend Dot, the artist, could carry in a three-foot plaster goose. “And who would take care of the kids if you moved down there?”

      “Back in a minute.” Dot set the goose on the nearest table and rushed back out.

      Amy eyed the sculpture skeptically. “We’re selling statues now?”

      “Dot has a customer coming in tomorrow to pick it up, but she has to go out of town. I told her we’d handle it.”

      “Better have her sit it on the floor. That thing looks like it will topple any minute.” Amy started unloading the dishwasher, her mind covering so wide a field of must-dos and should-dos and what-ifs that she might as well have been spinning inside a tornado.

      No matter how much she disliked the bland McMansion, the thought of selling her children’s home terrified her. Where would they live? If the foreigners really made a legitimate bid on the mill, what would happen to the cottage?

      In her head, she’d already remodeled every inch of the old bungalow. Losing her home, her dream, and a chance at a real job all at the same time—her imagination simply couldn’t leap that many hurdles. She had enough difficulty trying to think of a mill anywhere in the state that was still open and might accept her ten-year-old degree as experience.

      Aroused to her surroundings by the bustle of activity, Louisa piped, “I’m hungry, Mommy,” from her place on the floor, where she’d been engrossed in energetic coloring.

      Jo lifted her three-year-old niece to the counter and fed her a slice of apple.

      “Besides, if you move, you’d have to sell all those gorgeous pieces of furniture you refinished. You don’t want to do that, do you?” Jo asked, continuing their interrupted conversation.

      “What else will I do with them? I’ll be lucky if any house I can afford has room for a few beds and a table.” She was trying to be practical about this, but her heart protested hysterically. The old cottage would have been an ideal fit for her antiques.

      Dot walked in carrying a plaster Humpty Dumpty and set it beside the goose. “Thanks, Jo, Amy! I really appreciate this.”

      “Put them on the—” Amy started to call, but Dot had already rushed out, her long green braid flying. With a sigh, Amy shoved the still-hot-from-the-dishwasher plates on the shelf.

      “Flint and the boys can store your furniture upstairs, if you like,” Jo suggested, ignoring her friend’s weird artwork. “We’ve not found any renters for the apartment. Are you certain you have to sell the house? If the mill bid goes through, surely you’ll be hired at a decent salary. You’re the only one around here with a textile degree.”

      A ten-year-old degree with no evidence that she had ever used it since Evan had taken all the credit and never put her on the payroll. She knew she was good. She simply had no proof.

      “I’ve drained my bank account making the house payments, praying for a rainbow to save it. I’ve got to be realistic about this and find a place within my income.”

      Amy could mouth the words pragmatically, but the sentimental mother inside her wept at the idea of leaving behind all the childhood markers the house represented. On their birthdays, Josh and Louisa had drawn pencil lines on the bathroom doorframe marking how much they’d grown. Josh would have to leave behind his playground designed for his fascination with trains. She’d stenciled pink ribbons around Louisa’s nursery before her daughter was born and embroidered pillows to match for the rocking chair. She knew she could do it all again—eventually—but she needed the security of a home to go to before she could consider this move with anything other than a sinking feeling in her stomach.

      “Well, with real estate soaring like it is, you ought to make a tidy profit. It’s a good thing your lawyer wrung the house out of Evan.” Done wiping tables, Jo unfastened her apron from her church dress and sent her sister a sympathetic look.

      “I borrowed against that profit and have been living off it this past year,” Amy reminded her. “Selling the house will pay off the mortgages and leave me a few thousand for starting elsewhere.”

      “Well, you know Flint and I will back you, whatever you choose to do,” Jo said. “All these years you’ve put up with me, it’s my turn to be the sensible one. Without you paying for Mama’s medicines, we’d be up a creek by now.”

      “There you go—I’ll buy a trailer up the creek.” Amy managed a smile, although the idea of eccentric Joella being the responsible sister threatened to give her hives. She was used to doing the caretaking, not the other way around.

      “I’m going to bake some cupcakes.” For distraction, Amy kissed her docile youngest’s curls. She always baked when she was worried, which explained her extra pounds lately. “Are you going to decorate them, sweetheart?”

      “Pig cakes,” Louisa agreed serenely. “With snoses.”

      “Are you sure I shouldn’t take her with me? It’s no problem, really,” Jo offered.

      “Josh needs some male bonding time with your guys. He doesn’t need his kid sister crowding him. The lunch rush is over. I’ll just do the baking and take her home.”

      “All right then, give Aunt Jo sugar.” Jo hugged her niece and accepted a ripe kiss. “You be good now. I’ll pick you up with Josh and the boys after school tomorrow, and we’ll all go to my house and parta-aay.”

      “Dora the Explorer,” Louisa demanded.

      “Cartoons instead of partying,” Jo agreed blithely. “Are you sure you can handle the café next week without me?” She directed this last at Amy.

      “It’s a kitchen, Jo. I can handle it,” Amy assured her.

      She was less sure of herself after Jo departed, and Saint Stevie sauntered in without his retinue. The tiny piece of her that still believed in dreams had been hoping he was an illusion that would disappear with the sunrise.

      Instead, he looked more solid and gorgeous in daylight. Sporting a movie actor’s groomed stubble, a small gold stud in one ear, a fabulous black-and-tan silk shirt rippling over a chest-hugging black knit, and a pair of tan slacks that had to have been tailored for him, he defied any category of man with which she was familiar.

      His lanky, tailored elegance gave the appearance of height, but he didn’t loom like a formidable gorilla over her five-foot-two frame as so many men did.

      “Ah, my fair lady!” he exclaimed, limping to the counter with a brilliant smile and a wolfish gleam in his eye as he unexpectedly swept Louisa into his arms, tickling her until the room chimed with childish delight.

      It had been a long time since Louisa had opened up and laughed like that—since Evan had left, to be precise. It was hard saying anything nasty to a man willing to take time to make a child laugh.

      Unable to resist any man who liked children, Amy added Keemun leaves to the teapot and filled it with boiling water while Saint Stevie admired her daughter’s coloring efforts and asked questions about the pictures portrayed in the book.

      “Your daughter?” he asked, taking a seat at the counter and bouncing the beaming little girl on his knee.

      “Louisa,” Amy agreed. “Do you have children?”

      A shadow crossed his face, but he tugged his ear and smiled again. “I don’t really lead a life that suits family.”

      Well, at least the man was honest. She poured the tea—into a persimmon Fiestaware cup this time—and pushed it toward him. “What would you like?”

      He looked momentarily perplexed at the question, and then apparently realized he was sitting at a counter where food was served. “The tea is perfect, thank you.” He glanced around. “Where is everyone?”

      “It’s two on Sunday afternoon and we only serve brunch on Sundays. The rest of the world is eating dinner, napping, or watching football. Where’s your entourage?”

      “My entourage?” Sculpted lips turned up temptingly at the corner, and Amy resisted drooling at the image they invoked of sultry kisses.

      “My staff,” he corrected. “Bertollio is what you call a gofer, Pascal is my adviser, Brigitte is my assistant. . .”

      Amy held up her hand. “More than I need to know if you will only be here a few days.”

      She definitely did not need to drool over a man who had just admitted he was commitment-phobic. Just because he gave her a glimpse of a fascinating world outside her own did not make him drool material.

      He lowered his long lashes and watched her from beneath them until her lost hormones ignited all over again. He probably knew exactly how that look affected her, damn his sexy eyes.

      “Ah, that is a pity,” he lamented, sipping his tea, pretending he wasn’t turning her into a puddle of melted butter. “I had such hopes of taking a little dove for ice cream on this beautiful day.” He murmured French endearments and tickled Louisa again.

      Amy’s heart cracked when Louisa lit up with delight at the attention and attempted to repeat his phrases. Had she been neglecting her children that much?

      Of course she had. Until Evan had left, she’d never worked away from home. Since then, she had done everything possible to juggle the café and her commitments and make up for their father’s absence, but the day simply wasn’t long enough.

      “Can I have ice cream, Mommy?” Louisa piped, just as the rotten scoundrel had to have known she would. Amy refused to fall for shallow charm and good looks ever again.

      “If you are very good while I clean up here, you can have a chocolate-raspberry-vanilla with sprinkles on top,” Amy assured her.

      “Can he have some, too?” she asked politely, not knowing Saint Stevie’s name.

      “You must call me Jacques, mademoiselle,” he assured the child, carefully enunciating the French Zhock for her. “And I would be very pleased to have chocolate-raspberry-vanilla with sprinkles on top.”

      “Zock,” she replied with satisfaction. “I wanna go play Dora now.”

      Louisa squirmed from his knee and dashed off to Flint’s office and the DVD Jo had given her last Christmas.

      Christmas. There was that dirty word again.

      “More tea?” Amy lifted the teapot questioningly, as any good waitress might.

      The timer on the oven started shrieking. It hadn’t worked since the clock stopped.

      He lifted his smooth eyebrows questioningly at the racket while nodding for the refill. “You are cooking something?”

      “Just myself,” Amy muttered. She filled his cup, then slammed her hand against the clock. The buzzer stopped. She had just been admiring a man who would destroy the future of her children. Jo was right. She needed to have her head examined.

      “I have come here for a reason,” he said when she didn’t explain the shrieking timer or her comment. Sipping his tea, he turned the stool to study the plaster goose and Humpty Dumpty.

      “Tell me something I don’t know.” Resisting giving him the scone she’d saved for her break, Amy took down the mixing utensils.

      “I am sorry if we got off on the wrong foot,” he said in a tone of regret, turning his full attention back to Amy. “My staff was rude and demanding last evening, and they did not express proper gratitude for your outstanding efforts.”

      Amy couldn’t resist his contrite expression—it looked good on his Hugh Grant face. “Your tip said all that needed to be said,” she admitted, reaching for the scone in the warming oven. “But if they plan on eating here again, you’d best warn me in advance. I can still get fresh greens, but not at an instant’s notice.”

      “When in Rome, they must eat as Romans do.” He gestured dismissively, then eyed the fat, currant-filled scone she placed in front of him with surprise. “What is this?”

      “A scone,” she said, annoyed with herself for giving in to his charming apology. “I can’t provide clotted cream though. What’s your preference? Butter, jam, honey? Scones are British, aren’t they?”

      His smile brightened like a harvest moon as he sniffed the still warm biscuit. “My mother used to cover them in strawberries. Jam is fine

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/rice_magicinthestars800.jpg





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen-fixed.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/patriciarice_hometownrebel_2500px.jpg
CAROLINAYVIRGNOLIAS
Series:

%1 a terrific romp through gorgeous scenery
®With smart, witty, and quirky characters
Author Patricia Rice has done a
beautiful job...a touching story..
5 Angels and a Recommended Read.”

—TAMMY, Fallen Angel Reviews,

'NE YORK.TIMES BES r\jg_z NG Al

PATRICIA

D
RJQQ





OEBPS/images/new-bvc.jpg





