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      Thank-you for downloading the Heart’s Ease boxset. If you enjoy the books, I would greatly appreciate it if you could take a moment to leave a review at your retailer.

      Also, if you’d like a free Heart’s Ease short story, please visit my website and sign up for my mailing list. I promise not to spam you.

      Happy reading!

      -VB
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      The one thing no one ever tells you about royalty, either of the Hollywood or aristocratic variety, is that they all leave a hell of a lot of mess behind them. Elsie Walsh had scoured the stained sheets of a prince, and had to use a full bottle of Javex on the jacuzzi of a certain female Oscar winner. No, sometimes playing host to the rich and famous was not that glamorous. As she surveyed the room she admitted that it could, after all, be worse. The worst this room had was a mud stain on the rug, and with the constant wind and rain of a Newfoundland November, that was run-of-the-mill.

      With a sigh, she began to strip the butter cream luxury sheets off the king-sized bed. She’d normally leave the room until later when one of her staff came in, but this particular guest had asked that no one other than his hostess see the room. It wasn’t that bad, but he had some major trust issues ever since a cleaning lady at an upscale New York hotel had bugged his room, which resulted in the dissolution of his marriage, and in confirming the long-swirling rumours of his homosexuality.

      He, and many others, came to the small outport of Heart’s Ease, and its five-star bed and breakfast “Heart’s Ease Inn,” in no small part for the privacy it offered. At least that’s what brought them the first time. After that, their reasons for returning were varied. Some came back because they fell in love with the sheer old-world peace that only a community of 233 people spread over six kilometres of grass, rock, and barrens can offer. They found the idea of limited cellphone service and a grocery store that closed for lunch and supper charming. Others came back bringing friends for the surprising gourmet meals, and to marvel at the jelly bean–coloured houses nestled into the cliffs surrounding the harbour of the town. And a smaller number returned in the hopes of convincing the elf-like owner of the inn to fulfill their lustful fantasies.

      To her credit, Elsie had broken her rule of keeping her relationships with her guests to a professional level of friendship only once in her six years of business. The problem was, she kept breaking it with him time and time again.

      On Asher Corbin’s first visit to the inn he’d come with his then-girlfriend who was shooting a movie a few communities over. She won a Golden Globe for her performance. He won the rare prize of a night with Elsie. To this day she had no idea why she’d given in. Certainly, other, more famous guests had crossed her path, although he did have a fine heap of Grammys tossed in a closet in his townhouse in London. She’d stumbled on them when she’d agreed to spend a weekend with him. That ranked as number four on her list of “Big Mistakes Never to Make Again.” Nope. It wasn’t his fame. It wasn’t even his brooding, soulful looks, common in so many dreamy singer-songwriter types. Maybe it had something to do with the overindulgence in her father’s partridgeberry wine, but she didn’t think so. Deep down she knew it was her fault.

      She didn’t feel lonely that often. It was hard to find the time to dwell on it, really. But there were times when she’d see a couple heading out for a walk hand-in-hand, or catch her mother making a playful swat at her father’s rear end as he walked by, and she’d feel a little pang of longing. It was hard to meet someone special when there were about ten single men combined in the three towns in her general area. Even harder when two of them were her cousins, and another four were too closely related for her own comfort, regardless of what her great-aunt Ida said.

      Elsie kept reminding herself that it was her choice to stay in Heart’s Ease and turn the crumbling old manor into the home of her dreams. As a little girl she’d often hike up the hill to the house. It was always a magical place to her. Her child’s mind concocted grand stories to explain why such a majestic old mansion towered above the narrow saltbox two-storey houses that made up the small town below. It had stood vacant since long before her mother was born. Elsie’s imagination took the facts—an English merchant built the sweeping home for his family but they left after just a couple of years—and turned them into a tale of romance and heartbreak. Elsie’s version had tragic deaths, mad old relatives locked in the attic, and a wicked storm that sent them all back to the tame confines of England.

      It wasn’t until she’d gone in search of the owner to buy the property that she’d learned the real story. It was 1887 and the merchant and his family hated the loneliness of Heart’s Ease. Instead, they moved to America and built a grander home in Cape Cod. They still got the salt air, and the sweeping views, but with neighbours of their own class, and a vibrant social scene.

      Their loss, she figured.

      Elsie’s initial plan had been to rent out the rooms so that she could pay off the loans on the house and then turn it into her own personal home. But she’d always had a knack for success, and so it was to no one’s surprise, other than her own, when the first famous face was spotted walking up to her door. Her loans were practically non-existent at this point, and yet she was happiest when the house was full of laughter, and music, and glamorous people mixing with the fishermen and storytellers of Heart’s Ease.

      As she folded the towels and restocked the toiletries, she conceded that she had a pretty great life. One of the perks of being single and child-free was that she could accept tickets to a world premiere, or exclusive concert. The only thing that she was tied to was the inn. The only people who depended on her were her guests. And that was fine by her—most of the time.

      “Elsie! Ellll-seeee!” The shrill call of her great-aunt shook her from her thoughts. “Where are ya, me ducky?”

      “Don’t come up over the stairs, Aunt Ida,” she called. “I’ll be right down.”

      The telltale thunk of the ninety-six-year-old woman’s cane on the wooden stairs told Elsie to hurry.

      By the time Elsie got to the top of the stairs, the elderly woman had managed three steps. Her weathered face was red with the effort.

      “Auntie. Stop. I’m coming. You know what happened last time you tried these stairs.” It was the reason she now needed to walk with a cane.

      “Well, I thought that Hugh Grant was up there.”

      “And if he was, I would have asked him to come say hello. Don’t I always bring your favourites around for tea?”

      “Not all of them,” the old woman grumbled as Elsie helped her down the few steps.

      “Oh, Auntie. How many times do I have to tell you? Not every famous person in the world comes here. If Hugh Grant or Brad Pitt or . . .”

      “Channing Tatum, dear. He’s the newest most sexy man, according to People.”

      Elsie rolled her eyes. “Or Channing Tatum ever comes here, I’ll be sure you know about it. I promise.”

      “I don’t know why you just don’t write them and tell them you have an old dying aunt and that you’ll offer them a room for free if they’ll come.”

      “Aunt Ida,” Elsie scolded. “First of all, you’re nowhere near to death, and second of all, they can afford to pay for the room.”

      “Just because they’re rich doesn’t mean they can afford what you charges. Sure no one around here can afford to even have a bite to eat in that fancy dining room. I read in the paper that one poor feller had to save up for months just to bring his wife. I’m tellin’ ya, Elsie, you don’t need no more money. Let good decent folks have a turn sleepin’ in those big beds. Although I suppose you needs a ladder just to get up into one of ’em.”

      This was an ongoing complaint Elsie heard nearly daily from one person or another. They were happy to see money coming into the community, but still couldn’t wrap their minds around the cost to spend a night. The money the new oil industry was bringing to Newfoundland hadn’t been seen in Heart’s Ease, where most of the population collected their old-age pensions, and those who were still working made their living fishing.

      Elsie had just learned to ignore it. She also made a point of ensuring everyone in the harbour was invited over for some sort of function every month. In reality, there were far more days when her guests were from the city, than from somewhere exotic. With the departure of this morning’s movie great, she had only three rooms out of twenty booked. Once today’s guest checked in there would be six ordinary, non-famous guests at the inn.

      “Do you want a cup of tea, Auntie?” Elsie asked as she ushered the woman into a cozy, upholstered rocking chair by a huge bay window that overlooked the water.

      “Your mother is getting me one,” Aunt Ida said, as she brushed a white curl away from her face. “Now sit down because I want to talk to you before she comes in.” She lowered her voice. “It’s personal.”

      “What is it?” Elsie asked, settling into a red damask wingback chair.

      “I wants a job.”

      “A job? Here?”

      This was not what Elsie had expected. The last personal conversation between them had involved her aunt trying to fix her up with a recently widowed sixty-four-year-old man. Apparently a thirty-three-year age difference was quite common when Ida was a young girl.

      “Yes. Not for a long time, mind now. But I want to save up a bit of money. I’m thinking of taking a trip.”

      Elsie opened her mouth but no words came out.

      “Now don’t start. This is why I’m not telling your mother, or father.” Aunt Ida religiously permed her hair every six weeks, and the tight curls bounced as she shifted to face Elsie with conviction.

      “I’m an old woman, Elsie. My parts are givin’ out on me. And I’ve never gone anywhere or done anything other than the scattered trip into St. John’s. I’ve never been on a plane. It was all right when I was younger. I didn’t know what I was missing. But everything I see on television, all those places and people and I can only see it on that box. I want to go to Scotland. My mother’s people came over from Scotland and I want to see it. Men in kilts, woolly cows, real heather. I want to see it all for real.” Rather than looking sad, the elderly woman’s eyes danced with excitement.

      “Aunt Ida, if that’s what you want, I can take you on a holiday.”

      “No, Elsie. I don’t want to be taken. I want to go.” She thumped her cane on the floor, narrowly missing Elsie’s toes. “I want to earn my own way, and do what I want to do. If you pay for it, then it’s your trip. I want my own trip. I want to plan it, and I want to go on my own.”

      There was no way anyone in the Walsh family was letting the woman, who was nearly a centenarian, for Pete’s sake, go off to Scotland on her own. They wouldn’t even let her wander around the mall on her own when they took her to St. John’s. Still, Elsie couldn’t say no.

      And so it was that Heart’s Ease Inn hired its very first concierge. Ida had done her research and figured that was the best job for her. She knew every nook and cranny around and was sure she could ensure guests got the inside scoop on everything they needed to know to enjoy their stay. Elsie just hoped she wouldn’t come to regret it.
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      The light on the GPS indicated he had arrived at his destination. But Campbell Scott found himself perched near the edge of a cliff with nothing around him but short, stumpy trees that looked like they’d battled to the death with the wind and were just refusing to die gracefully. This was not the best start to his week. He’d spent the better part of two hours flying above St. John’s while the pilot waited for the all-clear to land in the thickest fog Cam had ever seen. It made the fog of London seem like a fine mist.

      He’d programmed the location of the bed and breakfast into his GPS and set off, only to find himself lost in a series of small communities that began with the word Heart. Heart’s Delight. Heart’s Content. Heart’s Desire. But where was Heart’s Ease? And where was the damned bed and breakfast? This was the fifth time he’d programmed in the location, and the fifth desolate location to which the unit had directed him.

      He’d tried calling the place to find out where in the hell it was but he had yet to find any decent cell service. He picked up his iPhone and was shocked to see one weak bar on display. It was worth a try.

      The ring crackled, like he was dialing 1982, but at least it was ringing.

      “Hello?”

      The voice on the other end was older than he expected. “Hello. Is this the Heart’s Ease Inn?”

      “Oh my. Are you Scottish?” the voice trilled.

      “Aye. Have I rung the inn?”

      “I’m planning a trip to Scotland. Whereabouts are you from?”

      “Glasgow. Excuse me but . . .”

      “Oh, a Glaswegian, are you? I was hoping for Edinburgh. I don’t have any plans to go to Glasgow myself. Heard it’s a bit of a rough spot.”

      Sweet Lord. Even in this godforsaken small corner of the globe people had impressions of Glasgow. “Pardon me, madam, but I’m looking for the Heart’s Ease Inn.”

      “Oh yes. This is it. Looking to book a room, are you? It’s pretty pricey, you know.”

      “I have a room booked. I just can’t seem to find the place.” He was also beginning to wonder if he wanted to if he was going to have to deal with this woman for the duration.

      “You didn’t go to Little Heart’s Ease, did you? That’s on the other side of the bay, my son, and you’ll have a good couple of hours drive to get here if that’s the case.”

      The woman at the car rental kiosk had warned him of that; at least he knew he wasn’t that far off the mark.

      “No, I’m pretty sure I’m nearby. I just can’t find the bloody place.”

      “Watch your language, boy. Now where are you then?”

      It was just his luck to get a schoolmarm on the line.

      “I have no idea. I’m in a field.”

      “What field?”

      “I don’t know. It’s green. There’s grass and trees.”

      “Now don’t go gettin’ snippy. Of course there’s grass and trees. Now, what else?”

      Campbell looked around. “I can see water, and . . . oh, it’s just a field. No fence. No building. No cows. Sheep. Nothing. Just a great big grassy area with some gnarled trees.”

      “Oh, that could be a couple of spots.” He could swear she was cackling with glee. “Now, what’s the last sign you saw?”

      That Campbell could answer, because he still couldn’t believe his eyes. He’d even taken a picture and texted it to his sister with a terse, “Where the hell have you sent me?”

      “It said Worms. Ice. Cold Beer,” Cam told the woman.

      “Excellent. We’re getting somewhere now,” the woman intoned. “Was it one of them neon magnetic signs, or was it more homemade?”

      “It was attached to a derelict gas station. And it was written on cardboard.”

      “Oh, sure you’ve gone too far.” The woman proceeded to give him what turned out to be surprisingly good directions, and in under fifteen minutes he was driving along a narrow, pothole-ridden road that wound itself around a steep cliff face. At the end of the road, past the closed fish plant, and a long yellow wharf with several small fishing boats tied up to it, loomed a hill with a sprawling yellow Victorian-style mansion with red trim atop it.

      It was a three-storey building, except for the centre, which could have housed another few rooms. If this were his house, it’s where he would build his studio. It really was spectacular, even in the cold drizzle. He marvelled over how the clapboard could keep such a rich colour. The salt in the air should have dulled it, yet it looked as if it were freshly painted. Several large, red burning bushes dotted the front grounds.

      As he pulled up the gravel driveway he began to see why the publishers had decided to send him here. If there was any place to get inspired, this was it.

      At first glance you’d think this was a desolate place. Its isolation and the sparse landscape made you think of loneliness. But then subtle things stood out. The blue jays fighting over seeds in a feeder shaped like the sun. Crisp white sheets flapping in the air, despite the mist, the clothesline dancing in the wind. Even the way all the tips of the small juniper trees pointed in the same direction. Looking toward the water, the view was breathtaking. Whitecaps formed on the waves, and still he could see gulls riding them out with ease, as if this was their own personal surfer’s nirvana.

      Shutting off the engine, he stepped out and took a deep breath. The wet, cool air filled his lungs. He smiled. This might be a good project after all.

      Cam slung his laptop bag over his shoulder and headed for the door. It opened before he put his hand to the knob and he was greeted by a short, white-haired woman who looked to be nothing but tanned, wrinkled skin and bones.

      “Scotsman?” she asked, a smile of pure joy on her face. She wasn’t a crone at all. More like a lovable grandmother.

      “Ah, you’re my saviour, then,” he said. “Thank you for the directions.” He bowed.

      “Now, you’re a fine-looking young man. Are ye married?”

      “Excuse me?” He chuckled.

      “Big, tall, handsome feller like yourself. You must have a wife.”

      Was this Methuselan woman hitting on him?

      “Aunt Ida,” a chiding voice called. “If you’re going to work here you need to remember the first rule: no grilling the guests.”

      A small, well-manicured hand pulled the door wider, revealing an elegant arm, attached to the most beautiful creature Cam had ever seen—and he’d seen plenty of delicious women in his day.

      Long, wavy brown hair created a mahogany frame for deep green eyes and plump, tempting red lips. She was almost as short as the old woman, with curves in all the right places. Those curves were carefully covered in a tight ivory wool sweater and jeans. The only hint of imperfection was a small streak of dirt down one full, lush breast. It looked like potting soil, and he was tempted to brush it away, if for no other reason than to say he’d had the chance to touch such perfection.

      “Good afternoon,” she said, extending her hand. It disappeared in his. Never before had he noticed how massive and inelegant his own hands were. “I’m Elsie Walsh. Please forgive my aunt’s rudeness. She’s in training.” She shot a glare at the older woman. “Auntie, can you make sure there’s fresh coffee brewed? One sugar, and a drop of Laphroaig.”

      How did she know that was how he liked his coffee? As if reading his mind, she gave a playful smile that sent bolts of lightning down his spine. And elsewhere.

      “It’s my job to ensure you feel at home here. You’d be surprised what I’ve learned about you in preparation for your arrival. Whoever booked your stay knows a fair bit about you.”

      “My sister,” he said quickly. It seemed important that she know that no random woman knew his special preferences. The ones outside the bedroom, at least.

      She simply smiled. A marvellous, beautiful, sensuous smile. “Welcome to Heart’s Ease Inn, Mr. Scott.” And she laughed. “I’m sorry. It just hit me. You’re Scottish.”

      What was it about these people and his nationality? “Yes, I see the humour,” he said, not getting the joke at all.

      She laughed harder. “You’re Scottish and your last name is Scott.”

      The woman was beautiful. And a little deranged. Just how he liked them.

      [image: ]

      What am I doing? Elsie clasped a hand over her mouth. Shut up now and stop acting like such a moron. This was the first time since she’d been in university that she wished the floor would open up and swallow her whole. That time she had been a complete idiot in front of her Irish history prof. He was so cute that she just couldn’t speak right. Then she’d been nineteen. There was an excuse. There was no excuse for a thirty-one-year-old woman. Even if she was staring at the hottest piece of man she’d ever seen in her life. And that was saying something, given her guest log.

      “I’m sorry,” she said, trying to pull herself together. Please stop looking at me! He was staring at her like she was a foreign species, trying to figure out if she was plain crazy or dangerously insane. “That’s not funny at all. I must be going loopy in the fog.”

      “No, that’s fine. It’s not the first time I’ve heard that,” he said, his thick Scottish burr rich and deep.

      The hairs on her arms rose in response.

      “Let me show you to your room.” Elsie turned away so that she wouldn’t have to keep seeing the incredulous look on his face. Clearly he thought she was a nitwit.

      As she led him up the stairs and down the wide hallway, she felt herself grow warm at the thought of him walking behind her. Was he thinking she was a loon, or was he enjoying the view? She was confident enough to know she had a decent bod; still, she imagined for someone like him, only a tall, lanky blonde could turn his head. He had to be at least six feet tall, with coal-black hair that was just the right length. Not cut close but not sloppy either. If someone took a dash of Gerard Butler, added in a sprinkle of Daniel Craig, and then spiced it up with a little bit of Colin Farrell, then she figured this would be the end result.

      She had no idea what colour his eyes were, but they were dark, like pools of ink. He had just a slight bit of stubble on his face, enough to make him appear a little wild, and a strong face that clearly had seen a fair bit of sun. Add all that to a body that just oozed strength, and you had the total package. An honest-to-God, perfect specimen of masculinity.

      This was not good. Not good at all. Lusting after a guest was a definite no-no. And she was seriously lusting after this man. She had to keep far, far away from him. In a split second she decided that there was no way he was staying in this wing of the house. It was too close to her own suite of rooms. In fact, he couldn’t stay in the house at all.

      She turned suddenly. “Mr. Scott, you’re an artist, are you not?”

      “I am, yes.”

      Oh God. Don’t smile at me like that. Stop it. Stop smiling now!

      “And you’re going to be studying our seabirds?”

      “Aye. For a book I’m working on.”

      The man was a grinning idiot. A beautiful, temperature-rising, heart-palpitating idiot.

      “Well, I had an idea just now, and it might be of interest to you.” She opened the door to the nearest room and walked to the large window.

      “Do you see that little blue cottage over there? I sometimes rent it out to writers and other people who come here to do some quiet work. It has a fantastic view of the cliffs where the birds nest. Might you be interested in staying there?” Oh no. What if he thinks he’s not welcome here! “I mean, it’s just an idea. I can show you your room here and you can decide, if you like. I was just thinking . . .”

      “That’s a wonderful idea,” he said. “If it’s no trouble. I’m sure the view is spectacular, since the one from here is pretty magnificent itself.” It was then that she noticed he was staring at her, and not out the window.

      “Oh, it’s no trouble at all.” She hoped. In fact, she had no idea how much trouble it would be. The last time the cottage had been used was three years ago. Her brother, Will, had stayed there when he was working on a novel he never finished. In fact, the cottage was his. She’d never rented it out. But there was one thing she knew for certain, and that was that it was dangerous to spend too much time around Campbell Scott.

      “How about you stay here tonight and I’ll get it all freshened up for you, and you should be good to switch tomorrow.”

      Elsie had to get out of the room. There was something about the way he was looking at her that made her doubt her initial thoughts that he considered her an idiot. Truth be told, he was looking at her in a way that made her feel rather warm in all the right places. She left him standing in the room with a promise to get him straightened away and hurried down the stairs. What did it matter if she’d left him in the wrong room? She’d just switch it over in the book downstairs. And then she’d go get that cottage aired out.

      There were instincts that a woman knew to trust, and this one told her that it was for her own mental well-being that she get him installed in that cottage without delay.

      [image: ]

      Cam found it rather entertaining watching the parade of people marching back and forth from the cottage where he was to spend the next few weeks. He had no real idea why the beautiful Ms. Walsh had decided she wanted to expel him from the inn, but he did take some measure of delight in thinking that perhaps she was as attracted to him as he was to her. And perhaps a secluded cottage might be more appropriate for any intimate meetings. Because he’d decided there was more on the agenda for this trip than just sketching some kittiwakes and turrs.

      There weren’t many women that he’d wanted to seduce from the moment he’d met them. None of them stirred in him the thoughts the petite Ms. Walsh did. She was small and delicate, and he imagined that a night with her would be an exercise in gentleness. His last couple of partners—he hated the word girlfriend for a man his age, although he supposed to really consider a woman a girlfriend one would need to spend more than a night or two with her—were tall, strong, Amazonian types that matched him move for move. And while that was enjoyable, it was a long time since he’d been with a woman who made him feel like the dominant partner in the bedroom. Given their sheer difference in size, he couldn’t imagine anything but him being in control with her.

      As he spent the afternoon playing out fantasy after fantasy in his mind, he also paid attention to the way she directed the men lugging furniture out of the cottage and hefting new pieces in. He watched a floral-patterned single mattress that looked as if it had been repeatedly squat by a seven-hundred-pound sumo wrestler get moved into a shed and a large pillow-topped mattress get squeezed through the door as its replacement.

      Out came a ratty sofa.

      In went a leather recliner.

      Other pieces were removed, only to be replaced by more elegant and masculine items. She must have been gutting a room somewhere in the house to have such things readily at hand.

      Had he been another man, perhaps he would have felt a little bit of guilt at the amount of work she was going through in order to get the cottage ready for him. But since she was the one to suggest moving him to what she had to have known was a work-in-progress, he was content to watch the lengths she was willing to go to in order to make him comfortable. And no small part of him thought of perhaps other ways she’d be willing to go out of her way in order to satisfy him. Yes. Coming here was just what he needed.

      When he’d accepted the commission to work on this bird project it was because his sister had asked him to do it as a personal favour to help her impress her boss at the publishing house she worked for. It turned out the man was batty for birds, and if Daphne could pull off this project, complete with the hard-to-hire Campbell Scott on board, then a nice promotion was in her future. He hadn’t worked on a collection of animal pieces in several years. These days he was more likely to be working on vanity portraits of England’s elite than on wildlife. But he couldn’t say no to his little sister. Never could. Now he had even more reason to be thankful to her.

      He watched until it became too dark to see anymore. He knew she was in there, because every now and again he saw her shadow move behind the curtains, an ethereal creature that exuded grace. When he went down to dinner—or supper, as the ever-chattering Ida informed him—he hoped to see her greet her guests. But there was no sign of her. He was invited to sit with a lovely couple from America, and they regaled him with stories of their adventures on the island of Newfoundland. By the time he’d had dessert and coffee they’d written a list of places he just had to see while he was there. They headed off to their room, leaving Campbell wondering how to spend the rest of his evening.

      He puttered around the library, impressed with the vast collection of books, movies, and music. From there he found his way into a ballroom, of all things, still decorated for what must have been a Halloween masquerade. Finally, he discovered a games room, with everything from card tables and billiards to an extensive selection of board games. There was nothing tacky about this residence. He’d stayed in many bed and breakfasts, some that were clearly lived in by the owners, and others that seemed as if you were staying in a museum. This place was a blend of elegance and comfort. Two words that came to mind when he thought of its owner. It was time he sought her out.
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      Elsie was exhausted. It had taken most of the day, but the cottage was ready. Now that it was finished, she wondered why she hadn’t thought of renovating Will’s place much sooner. Her brother was in the Navy and was rarely home. He’d never miss it.

      She’d worked to create what she’d promised Mr. Hunky Scott: an artist’s retreat. When she’d figured out the decor for the inn, she envisioned an aesthetic similar to what the house would have offered in the late 1800s, together with a modern, inviting atmosphere. With this place, however, her creativity could take over.

      She pilfered pieces from around the house, including her own rooms. She’d even taken the recliner she’d given her dad on Father’s Day, with a promise to order him a new one right away. It was placed so that you could sit there and watch the fire crackle in the fireplace, or gaze out the window over the water. There had been no time to paint the walls. Instead she’d insulated them with some quilt batting and covered them with several bolts of grey flannel and trim. It made the room cozy and relaxing. A king-sized bed in the corner dominated the room. She could have gone with a queen, but she couldn’t imagine a man of Mr. Delicious Scott’s size comfortable in anything smaller. A table, a couple of chairs, coffee maker and kettle on the small kitchen counter, some artwork on the walls, a bookcase stocked with books and games, and a desk and chair made the room complete. The only thing it was missing was a working phone line, so until she could get that set up he’d have to come up to the house to eat instead of calling for service. All in all, not bad for a day’s work.

      Decorating was one of her favourite parts of getting the inn ready for business. Every year she found herself changing the rooms slightly, depending on her mood. Now she envisioned building several more cottages, each one taking on a different persona. This one was definitely sensuous masculinity.

      It was difficult preparing the cottage without picturing how Mr. Steamy Scott would look amid her work. While transforming Will’s shabby bathroom into something befitting a five-star establishment, she had to concentrate particularly hard not to picture the Scot naked in the shower. She chose the sandalwood scented toiletries because she imagined that scent would just add to his allure. Which, she scolded herself, she should not be working to achieve. If anything, she should be trying to make him smell less attractive. But a girl had to have her moments of Zen, and picturing that goliath of a man clad in nothing but a thick, rich sandalwood scented lather was just too good a vision to let pass.

      Snap out of it!

      Sinking onto the plush bed, she wondered what had gotten into her. It hadn’t been that long since she’d been with a man, had it? “He who shall not be named” had been over for a short vacation only five months ago. In that instant she realized that for the past three years she’d had sex basically two or three times a year—albeit, rather marathon sessions. She’d given up trying to figure out the nature of her relationship with that man. The first time she’d seen him in the tabloids canoodling with the latest up-and-coming young pop star, she’d felt dirty and enraged. That first year she’d thought they had some sort of romantic relationship. She was the secret love he sang about, tucked away in a remote corner of the world. But she could only pretend for so long.

      By the second year she knew the relationship was purely of a sexual nature for him. She and her inn were a retreat from his reality. By now she could predict when she’d get a call that he was on his way. Bad review of his latest album? Presto. He’d be on the next plane out of Heathrow. Or LA. Too much press about his partying? There he’d be. His last visit came on the heels of being asked to rejoin his old boy band for a comeback tour. He didn’t need a comeback, he whined the entire time he was there. He was Somebody.

      To be honest, she didn’t even really care if he came back anymore. She wanted more than a weekend here and there, keeping it secret from everyone. Even the sex wasn’t as hot as it once was. That had to be why she was reacting so strongly to this stranger. She’d spent all of five minutes in his company and yet had obsessed about him all day. She was a professional, and fantasizing about her guests was as far as it could go. Elsie shuddered to think what it would do to her reputation if people thought she was sleeping with the men who stayed there. No sir. She ran a high-class heritage bed and breakfast, not a high-class whorehouse.

      With new resolve, she grabbed her coat, turned off the light, and pulled open the door. Then she yelped in pain as a pressing weight squat her foot into the ground.

      “Oh my God, are you all right?”

      She blinked her stinging eyes to keep tears from forming.

      “I’m fine,” she lied. Her foot was throbbing.

      “I’m so sorry. I didn’t expect you to be coming out.”

      “Well, I didn’t expect you to be lurking in the doorway,” she snapped. Why was she snapping at him? She never lost her patience.

      “Lurking? I was out for a walk and decided to visit the cottage you said was available, yet spent the entire day renovating.”

      “It’s been a while since I rented it. There was some water damage from the last couple of storms. I didn’t notice until today.”

      Was he laughing at her? Did he not believe her? Did he truly think . . . Oh no! He knows I did this to get him out of the house. He knows I don’t want him as a guest.

      “Look, Mr. Scott. I think you might have misunderstood my intentions. You are more than welcome to stay at the inn. You don’t have to feel obligated to stay in the cottage. It really is a little musty. It takes a real beating in the wind and rain, and you might not find it very comfortable.”

      Was that a smirk she spotted on his perfectly kissable mouth? He was definitely laughing at her.

      “Why are you laughing?” She realized too late she’d assumed what her brother called her battle stance. Legs firmly rooted, and fists planted on her hips.

      “I’m Scottish. We laugh at inappropriate times.”

      “There is absolutely nothing inappropriate happening here,” she said, thankful for the darkness that was hiding the redness she felt spreading over her face.

      “That’s a shame, isn’t it?”

      Was he standing closer to her now than he was before? He had to be. She couldn’t quite breathe. He was taking up her air.

      “You’re welcome to stay here, or at the house, whichever you choose. Now you must excuse me, because I have to go.”

      She moved to the left of him. He stood in front of her. Was he seriously blocking her way?

      “Why won’t you show me the cottage? I think it would look much better with you in it.”

      There was no way in a hundred hells that she was going into that cottage with him right now. The man must have had too much to drink with supper because there was a certain seductive swagger about everything he was saying and doing.

      “It’s very small. You can see it for yourself.”

      Stop sounding so bloody defensive!

      “But isn’t it your job as my hostess to show me to my lodgings?”

      “Mr.—Scott.”

      Did I really almost call him Hot Scott?

      “Your lodgings tonight are up that hill,” she pointed, “in that house, in the room which I showed you to earlier today. Tomorrow this can be your lodgings, and tomorrow I will show them to you, if you need me to. But right now my foot is aching, I’m hungry, and I’m clearly cranky. And I’m never cranky. So this is not the best time for me to be showing you anything.”

      She clapped her hand over her mouth.

      “You see! I’m being rude to you. I’m very sorry. I’m never rude to guests. My apologies.”

      He stepped back from her, his entire demeanour changing before her eyes. “You’re right. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have teased you when I’ve just stamped your wee foot into this hard ground.”

      Now he was making her feel even worse. “It’s okay. Truly. It’s just a little achy. It’ll be fine after a hot bath.”

      “Then let me help you back up the hill. Maybe I can even help you draw that bath.”

      He’s hitting on me! Breathe. Relax. Shut him down.

      She laughed. “I’ve been drawing my own baths for many years. I don’t need any assistance. But thank you for the offer.” Elsie stepped away, and felt her foot tremble in protest. “I will, however, accept your offer of help up the hill.”

      He was silent for a moment. Then, “I’ll help you on one condition.”

      In a flash an infinite amount of scenarios rushed through her mind, each one a little kinkier than the first.

      “I’m not sure I want to know what that condition might be,” she said, beginning to hobble away before she succumbed to any suggestion he might make.

      He took her arm as he walked in step beside her. “I’m sorry if my teasing has made you uncomfortable. Call it poor instincts.”

      She almost believed he meant it.

      “My only condition is that you call me Cam. Please. Every time you call me Mr. Scott I have visions of Captain Kirk run through my head. And I think we can both agree that you are certainly no William Shatner.”
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      Even her laugh was sensual, and by now he was beginning to understand that this creature wasn’t aware of the smouldering sensuality that followed her every word and action. He hadn’t even come on strong and the poor woman was ready to run from him in terror. It just made her all the more alluring.

      His libido was getting in the way of manners. And his imagination had clearly gotten the best of him. Here he was thinking she was busy creating some kind of love nest for them, and yet she maintained she’d been doing repairs. It was possible. More than possible, given the dampness in the air just from the fog and wind. Water damage was likely more common in a tiny wooden shack perched on a cliff overlooking the North Atlantic Ocean than he realized.

      He also had to admit that knowing she wasn’t planning on seducing him was what made her even more alluring. He’d become used to women ready to go along with his sexual demands. In fact, he’d clearly grown used to taking it for granted that his teasing would be eagerly accepted. His sister had warned him of being too sure of himself. How he hated that she was right.

      “I think . . . I can . . . do that,” Elsie said, in the worst Captain Kirk impression he’d ever heard in his life. And then she laughed again. “That was terrible, wasn’t it?”

      “Well, that depends.”

      “On what, exactly?”

      “On if you’re the kind of woman who appreciates the truth no matter what, or if you prefer little white lies to spare your feelings.”

      “Absolute truth,” she said. “Without a doubt. I’ve always preferred a straight shooter.”

      “Then yes, that was truly terrible.”

      She smiled. He wanted to make her smile more.

      “Thanks for agreeing with me,” she said, and laughed again as she opened the door to the inn. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I’m going to go eat and relax. If you have any requests through the night, just dial zero. Tom is our night guy and he’ll take care of you. He’s always complaining about how little there is for him to do, so don’t worry about bothering him.”

      It was on the tip of his tongue to tell her that the only thing he’d need during the night couldn’t be provided by Tom, but then his inner cautionary voice warned him to just shut up.

      “Enjoy your night, Cam,” she said, before ducking into a door clearly marked Staff Only.
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      Five hours later, Cam was most definitely not enjoying his night. The bed was comfortable, the complimentary decanter of whisky in the room was delicious, and much to his amusement, a cat had found its way into his room and was now curled up next to him. Despite all the comfort, he couldn’t sleep.

      Obsession was the word that sprang to mind. And it worried him. He hadn’t had a sleepless night over a woman since his only serious relationship had ended more than ten years ago. And those sleepless nights were spent wondering where she was and who she was with. Now here he was tossing and turning over a woman he’d spent only minutes with. And she clearly had no interest in him. He had two weeks booked to get these drawings done, and he couldn’t let this impractical obsession get in the way of his mission.
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      As he shaved the next morning, Cam concocted a plan, even if it was a simple one. Have breakfast, and go in search of birds. If he happened to see Elsie at some point, he would be polite—there was no harm in trying that approach—but would refrain from acting like some horny teenager. That he felt like one was his own problem. It was a beautiful day to get some work done.

      Cam pulled on a long-sleeved jersey shirt and tucked it into his grey cords. He double-checked his coat to make sure there was a hat in there in case it was colder than it looked, and headed down for breakfast.

      He wasn’t surprised to find he was the only one there. He doubted other guests had a reason to be up and about at seven. He grabbed a coffee and a thick slice of bread still warm from the oven. Today’s breakfast was a savoury quiche loaded with cheese, bacon, peppers, and mushrooms, and he polished off two pieces in under ten minutes. In the short time he’d sat looking out the window he’d spotted dozens of birds dancing in the wind. His favourite way to draw wildlife was to watch the animal in motion. You got a better grasp of its personality that way. He had a feeling it was going to be a productive day.

      “And where are you heading this morning, me ducky?”

      He’d almost escaped the house unnoticed.

      “Good morning, ma’am. I didn’t think to see you so early.”

      “Oh, call me Ida. Ma’am makes me feel my age. And don’t go askin’ me what that is.” She playfully pushed on his arm.

      “And I’m just doin’ me job. I have to make sure that when all you folks are leaving for the day I can set you on your journey right. So where are you looking to go?”

      “Not too far, really. I’m just going out to draw some birds.”

      “Birds, is it? Well, you’ll be wanting to head that way,” she said, pointing directly where he had intended on going. “You’ll see plenty down by young Will’s cabin, but go past it for about ten minutes and you’ll start to head downhill.”

      Young Will’s cabin? He’d have to find out who young Will was. And if he knew his cabin was for rent.

      “Halfways down you can see the cliffs the best,” Ida continued. “Although it’s not the time for nesting, so there’ll be no small ones for you. Still, lots of birds out that way. Best view, in my opinion. Watch out for the twillicks, though. They’ve been known to dive at a soul for no good reason.”

      He’d never heard of a bird called a twillick.

      “Oh, you knows it’s them by their long, skinny, yellow legs. Watch out for ’em, I warn ya.”

      He thanked her and put his hand on the door to leave.

      “Oh, Mr. Scott. One more thing.”

      “Yes?”

      “What do you think of my niece?”

      “Pardon?”

      He turned to stare at the old woman. She had a grin that even the Cheshire cat himself couldn’t pull off.

      “Elsie. My great-niece. Pretty young thing, isn’t she?”

      “Um. Yes. Yes she is. Quite pretty.”

      “I couldn’t help but notice you’ve no wedding ring. Are you a single man yourself?”

      “I certainly am.” He couldn’t hold back his smile.

      “So is she. A single woman, I mean. You’ve seen her. She’s surely not a man,” she chuckled. “Indeed, she works too much, so how can she not be? Anyhow, just thought you might like to know that. Although she’s a little prickly when it comes to men. Still, she’s a good girl. That’s all.”

      “Well, ah. Thank you, Ida.”

      Wonderful. He was trying to put Elsie out of his mind, and here was this woman doing her best to lodge his own personal temptress firmly back in.

      “Although I’m not sure she would appreciate you telling me this.”

      The old woman winked at him. “What she doesn’t know can’t hurt, now, can it? And I can tell you’re a fine man. If you’re a smart man, well now, that we’ll see about.” She patted his arm and hobbled off, her cane thumping the floor harder than her orthopaedic shoes.
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      Four hours and nine sketches later, Cam forced his frozen body up the last few steps of the “little” hill Ida had told him about. He’d scaled hills in the Highlands that didn’t have such a steep incline. He hadn’t realized just how cold the wind could bite, and despite the temperature hovering a few degrees above freezing, he felt colder than he had in his life.

      “You look like you could use a hot drink.”

      Had he frozen to death after all? If so, he was thankful for the fates that chose to send him an angel that so closely resembled Elsie.

      “Aunt Ida thought you’d need some coffee about now. She also told me to tell you that the next time you went off for hours you were not to leave without a lunch and Thermos.”

      So she hadn’t come to rescue him of her own free will. Still, she was here, looking soft and warm in her down-filled coat. He was appreciating Ida more and more.

      “If your aunt was here right now, I’d kiss her silly.” He took the mug from Elsie and gulped deeply, not caring about the burning in his throat.

      “Well, she is a bit fixated on all things Scotland right now, so she’d likely be thrilled with that. Not to mention she does appreciate . . .” She blushed.

      Cam had to know why. “What was that?”

      “She likes men. That’s all. You know, she’s old and there’s not many young, decent-looking men around here.”

      “So you think I’m decent-looking?”

      “Fishing for compliments is not charming.”

      “So you think I’m normally charming, when I’m not fishing for compliments?”

      “I think I’m ignoring you. Other than to let you know that I took the liberty of moving your luggage to the cottage, and lighting the fire. And now I’m ignoring you.” She smiled, though, as she said it, and walked beside him to the cottage.

      When they reached the path to the door, he wondered if he should invite her in. She was rather touchy and he didn’t know what he could, or should, say that wouldn’t touch a nerve.

      Dealing with her was a bit like trying to get a rabbit to come close enough to draw. Just as you thought it was ready to chomp on your carrot, the wind might blow the wrong way and the critter would take off and hide behind a tree. And you’d have to start all over again.

      “Is there any point in me asking a question, or are you still ignoring me?”

      “You can ask. I can’t guarantee I’ll answer.” The wind whipped her hair in front of her face, and she grabbed it in one hand to keep it back.

      He couldn’t help himself. He’d tried not to think about her all morning, but had failed. And if he didn’t try to get to know her better, he’d always regret it.

      “Would you have lunch with me?”

      “I . . .”

      “Just lunch. In your dining room, where there are lots of people around. I’m not some big bad wolf trying to eat you alive, although you seem to think I am. I just want to have someone to talk to while I eat, and learn a bit about this place. It is my first time in Newfoundland, you know. And I’ve heard so much about how friendly people are here.”

      “I was going to say yes, before you interrupted me. It is my house, and my dining room. I eat with guests all the time.”

      There she went, trying her best to make sure he understood that she had no interest in him, and certainly wasn’t going out of her way to do him any great favours. Still, he had to wonder. Did the lady protest too much? He intended to find out.
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      She checked her lipstick one more time. The last thing she wanted was to look like she’d dashed upstairs and put on makeup—even if that’s exactly what she’d done. She’d also tied her hair back. But that was necessary. She preferred her hair loose, but after brushing out the tangles it was full of static. As the saying went around these parts, it looked like a birch broom in the fits.

      Why am I so nervous? It’s not like I never eat with guests. I share meals with them all the time. He’s no different.

      But she was lying to herself. Because never, ever had she gotten butterflies over the idea of sitting near a guest for a meal. Sure, she’d been a little star-struck a time or two. She still got that way when a new notable guest arrived. But she was always professionally friendly, and she tended to get over her nerves after a few minutes. Being around Campbell—Cam—was different. Her body kept betraying her sensible mind. There were some hot chemical reactions firing off all over the place any time she was near him. Hell, she didn’t even have to be near him. Just thinking about him stirred things in her.

      She’d just have to find a way to get over it. Because she’d come to the decision that there was no way she was going to jeopardize her business reputation. Sleeping with a guest once was a mistake. Twice was habit-forming. And she prided herself on having no bad habits, other than her addiction to marshberry jam. And perhaps partridgeberry tarts. Oh, and if she was to be honest, bakeapple cheesecake. But that was really all one addiction.

      My name is Elsie and I’m addicted to berries.

      Could be worse. Much worse. She could be addicted to tall, hunky, virile Scotsmen. Yes, that would be a very dangerous addiction for sure.
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      Lunch wasn’t as bad as she’d feared. Cam had been a total gentleman so far. The conversation hadn’t strayed at all from his work. She’d learned about how he’d gotten chased by a flock of sheep and nearly fallen over a cliff while trying to sketch a crested tit. And she also learned what a crested tit was. In fact, a lot of the conversation was about birds. She didn’t know much about them, other than the myriad of gulls outside were not all the same. But she certainly couldn’t name them all. Nor did she wish to.

      This was just the way she wanted to spend lunch. Vaguely unaware of much of what he was talking about. It gave her a chance to just sit and listen to his voice. Like everything else about him, it was the stuff of fantasy. Deep, rich, commanding. The allure of his accent went without saying. She tried her best to concentrate on what he was saying, but her mind was doing a curious thing. It was translating every sentence.

      When he said, “I have spent hours just studying the way a wing moves,” she heard, “I could spend hours just exploring your body—with my tongue.”

      Likewise, “You’d be amazed how many colours there are in his plumage,” turned into “You’d be amazed how many ways I can make you climax.”

      “I’m sorry. I’m boring you to death with all this bird jabber.”

      “What? No. I’m learning a lot.”

      He laughed. “Liar. You’ve been trying to look polite, but I just caught you dazed and smiling. There’s no way my talking about birds did that. You tuned me out.”

      If only you knew!

      “I’m sorry. I was listening. But you did catch me drifting for a second. Your words gave me some very . . . interesting ideas.”

      Think quick. What ideas? How do I get out of this one? Got it!

      “Every month I try and bring the community here for an event. Would you be interested in hosting a birdwatching talk? You know more about the birds around here than most of us.”

      “You really think the local people will want to hear about birds from an outlander?”

      “A what?”

      “Someone not from here. In Scotland, we call them outlanders.”

      “Well, around here we have mainlanders. That’s what we call the people in the rest of Canada. There’s a couple of families here, mine included, that have some Scottish ancestry, so you’ll be fine.”

      For an idea that came on a whim, she was now thinking it might be a great event. The old-timers, and most of the population of Heart’s Ease was over sixty, would especially love it.
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      It also gave her a good reason to join him for supper. And then breakfast the next morning. It wasn’t until lunch when there was no sign of him that she became aware of how much she’d enjoyed sharing a meal with him. She had even started listening to what he was saying, and only sometimes let her mind wander to more personal musings.

      As the clock ticked past noon, and then beyond one, she began to worry he might have had an accident. It was a misty day. Maybe he’d slipped and sprained an ankle. Or perhaps he’d tripped in the rocks and split his head open. There was no harm in going to check. She tried not to rush putting on her jacket, but it seemed that all things Cam made her imagination go into overdrive.

      “I was hoping I hadn’t missed you. I completely lost track of time.” Cam stomped his boots on the mat as he closed the door.

      “Oh God. You’re okay,” she gushed, barely restraining herself from flinging her arms around him.

      “Ah, you were worried about me? See, I knew you cared.”

      “Well, it would be pretty bad for business if you fell off a cliff and died, now wouldn’t it.”

      “Aye. It would be pretty bad for me, too. But no worries. I’m as right as rain. And I should know since I’ve spent all morning out in that horrid wet. I’ll tell you one thing. I didn’t expect to find a place that could compete with the Highlands’ unpredictable weather.”

      Upon closer inspection she saw that he was soaking wet. “You need to get those clothes off right now.”

      “Well now, that’s a turn of events. I thought you’d never suggest it.” His grin was enticing.

      Still, she was getting used to his banter by now.

      “I’m sure Aunt Ida would appreciate it. You want me to call her in? She stayed home this morning.”

      “Would you? A man has needs, after all.”

      “Ew. You are a dirty man.”

      “You don’t know the half of it,” he said, moving closer to her.

      She backed away. “Go to your cabin and get warm. I’ll pack a lunch and bring it down. I have some posters made up that I’ll show you as well. If you’re fine with them, I’ll get them put up in the post office and at Mercer’s Store.”

      “You’re an angel,” he said before leaving. “And I’m not joking about that, my sweetheart.”

      Sweetheart. Her heart quickened. But she was okay. She had learned to control herself. The danger zone was a thing of the past.
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      Twenty minutes later she wondered if she’d been too rash in her assertion. Cam had answered the door in jeans and an unbuttoned flannel plaid shirt. His hair was wet, and the cottage had a warm, damp smell only a steaming shower could leave behind. Sandalwood clung to the air.

      “I hope whatever’s in that basket is hot,” he said, bending down to toss a few pieces of birch on the fire. His jeans, which didn’t look that tight when he was upright, stretched taut over his firm butt. It was a thing of beauty.

      Reluctantly she pulled her gaze from his rear end and laid the basket on the counter. Cream of potato and bacon soup, grilled cheese and tomato sandwiches, and a still-warm partridgeberry tart soon covered the small table.

      He tore into the meal as if he hadn’t eaten in days. “Mmmm,” he mumbled. There was more to the sentence, but all she could pick out was hot, and good. She also thought she heard something about trout. Or he might have said clout. It was anybody’s guess.

      “I don’t know what you were thinking, coming here in November to do this. Most people who need to do anything outside wait until it’s warm—like July. Or August. Although this has been a weird year for weather. We almost had a real spring, and summer.”

      He mumbled something else as he stuffed a sandwich dipped in soup into his mouth.

      “There is no point talking to you right now, is there?”

      A dopey smile was all she received in response. Well, at least the man appreciated a good meal.

      “Are you going to eat all that?” He nodded toward her sandwich.

      “Help yourself,” she laughed.

      “Tell your chef this is the best lunch I’ve ever had,” he said as he stuffed the entire remainder of her sandwich into his mouth.

      “Thanks.”

      “You made this?”

      “I sure did. I’m not just a pretty face, you know.”

      “That’s more than evident. And for the record, pretty isn’t the correct adjective for your face.” He wiped his mouth with a napkin.

      Ignore him, she commanded herself.

      “Would you like to see the poster for your talk?”

      “You can try and change the topic all you want, but that doesn’t mean I will. I’ve spent a lot of time these past couple of days trying to come up with just the right word to describe you. I’ve got it narrowed down to a short list.” He pushed his plate away, all indications of hunger—at least for his meal—gone.

      “I’m no graphic designer or anything, but I think they look good. I’ll get the mock-up. You should keep eating.”

      She got up from the table to get the paper she had folded in her pocket.

      “Stunning. Alluring. Captivating.” He drew each word out, pausing between them, making each one sound more wicked.

      His chair scraped on the floor. She didn’t turn, but could tell he was moving toward her.

      “Mischievous. Secretive. Mesmerizing.”

      What was she going to do? The room seemed much smaller than it had a scant few moments ago. The air was thick with that ever so irresistible scent of him.

      “So many words and yet none of them really do you justice.” He was standing behind her now. She could feel his breath on her neck.

      “Cam, please stop. Really.” All she could do was plead, because she didn’t trust herself to be the stronger of the two. If he touched her she was as good as gone.

      “Stop what? I’m only talking.” Which was true. He hadn’t so much as brushed against her. “It’s okay to talk, isn’t it? They’re just words.”

      Words spoken by the sexiest voice on the planet.

      “It’s not . . . I just . . . Damn it, I can’t.” She turned to face him.

      “Cam, don’t think for a second that I couldn’t make a similar list about you. Because I could. But I run a business. I’m a single woman. Single men stay under my roof all the time. And in a town this size my reputation would be ruined by even the slightest rumour of anything happening between me and one of my guests.”

      Her voice quivered as she laid her biggest fear out to him. “I’ve worked hard to be successful. And I can’t risk throwing it all away just because I find myself drawn to you.”

      “I can be discreet, Elsie.”

      “It’s not you I’m worried about. Or me. It’s just . . . Can I be honest?” She backed away and sat down.

      He sat on the floor in front of her.

      “I made the mistake of getting involved with a guest before. Broke my own rule. And I’ve beaten myself up about it time and again these past three years. In retrospect, it was a poor lapse in judgment.” She paused and looked out the window. It was easier not to look at him. “Several lapses in judgment, actually. But it eats away at me. The only thing I think is that I’ll never let it happen again. And I can’t. That’s all there is to it. As much as I like you, there’s nothing going to happen between you and me. And the more you flirt, or say things that no sane woman should be expected to resist, the harder it is for me.”

      “You shouldn’t tell me things like that.”

      “Why not? Isn’t it better that you understand where I’m coming from?”

      He laughed. “I’m sorry. It’s just that I’m a man. I’m hard-wired to overcome challenges.” He was smiling as if her concerns were nothing. Treating her like a child who just needed to be reassured.

      “Elsie, you sit there and tell me that the only thing stopping you from falling into my arms is a rule no one knows about but you, and expect me not to try and find a way to convince you otherwise?”

      The nerve! The gall!

      “Yes! That’s exactly what I expect. I’m not issuing you a challenge. I was being honest. And just because I have expectations of how I should behave, doesn’t mean that it’s trivial. It’s not trivial
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however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
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DEFINITIONS
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
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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
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