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Monday morning, Janelle Whitney hustled up the granite steps of the Cumberland County Courthouse in Portland, Maine, purse slung over her shoulder and briefcase in her hand. She shot a hasty glance at her watch, groaned and quickened her pace. I can't be late. I need to make sure Lorraine gets a fair shake.


Suddenly, a deep, resonant voice startled her. "Watch it."


Colliding with an unyielding body, she stumbled, did a quick two-step and caught her balance. Her briefcase flew one way and her purse the other, the contents cascading over the steps, clattering and finally rolling to a stop some distance away.


A strong, masculine hand reached out to steady her. A tingle traveled up her arm at the moment of contact. Startled, she looked up from her scattered items.


Scott MacGregor. Not the time to resurrect history.


As they stood, rooted in place, a stream of passing people swirled to either side of them.


Her gaze settled on his face, the planes and angles and high cheekbones she remembered, now shadowed with a light scruff. Clearly, her response to his touch was a mistake. She masked her unexpected reaction.


Now a leading trial attorney in Portland, Scott also frequently appeared on the local news, during the entertainment segment, attending this or that opening, usually with a beautiful woman hanging on his arm. Precisely the kind of attorney her father had disapproved of.


"Why don't you watch where you're going?" She attempted to keep her annoyance out of her voice, but wasn't entirely successful.


He grinned. "I wasn’t the one who ran full-tilt into an innocent pedestrian who paused to enjoy the fall air."


Having her error pointed out with wit and a dash of arrogance didn't help. Hating to lose, especially to this man, she shot back a quick response. "Why didn't you move out of the way? You could see I was in a hurry."


Exasperated, Janelle bent down to retrieve the scattered articles, her hair falling around her face.


Fan-friggin'-tastic. He can't miss seeing I'm upset.


She gathered up her lipstick, compact, wallet, checkbook, pen. Pushing long strands of hair behind an ear, she spotted a major embarrassment beside his foot and grabbed it. She didn't miss his smirk as she stuffed everything, helter-skelter, into her purse. Damn it, why hadn’t she thrown out that pair of pantyhose she'd shredded on a file cabinet days ago?


She despised looking awkward, looking like a loser. "Thanks for all your help." She didn't hold back the sarcasm.


"You were doing a great job on your own." A slightly mocking grin creased his sensuous lips. "I didn't want to interfere. You know the old saying, "Too many cooks…"


She glanced at her watch again and took a deep breath. "Well, I don't have time to stand here exchanging pleasantries with you." Janelle stalked off, head held high.


Inside the courthouse, she dashed into the ladies room for a quick check. Her cheeks were still lightly flushed from her recent encounter, and she made sure to toss the stupid pantyhose away before they managed to make her the butt of a joke again. She had never outgrown the tendency to blush at embarrassing moments, at times a distinct disadvantage as an attorney. She dragged a brush through her hair, added a touch of color to her lips, straightened her suit and took another deep breath to release the tension.


She crossed the hall and pulled open one of the double doors. As always, the knowledge that she was going to be on very soon sent a small surge of adrenaline through her. She glanced at the paneled walls, the rows of seats at the back for any witnesses, interested spectators, or the next parties waiting for their case to be called. This is where she belonged.


She pushed through the swinging door in the railing separating the attorneys' tables, the jury box, the court reporter's table, and the raised judge's bench from the rest of the room. A hurried glimpse at the clock warned her that she was a minute late. Fan-friggin'-tastic. Judge Riley barely tolerated women lawyers. Frankly, he should have retired years ago. 


He glared at her as she entered. "Well, counselor, it's good of you to join us."


She was in for it. She turned her head slightly to exchange a rueful glance with the attorney for the other side, only to discover she was looking into those same slate-blue eyes she had so very recently encountered. She wasn't sure, but if today wasn't a full moon and Friday the thirteenth combined it should be for her to have hit this lottery jackpot.


Scott MacGregor. He appeared annoyingly calm, one hand thrust casually into his pocket. She knew he was a senior partner in the large firm representing Cindy's husband. However, she'd assumed the associate she'd spoken with previously would attend the hearing. It had never occurred to her that MacGregor himself would handle this case. Her jaw tightened, and one hand curled involuntarily. She grabbed three deep breaths and counted to ten. If I keep up all this deep breathing around this guy, I'm going to hyperventilate pretty soon.


Damn him.
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Scott MacGregor raised one eyebrow, then forced a poker face. Janelle Whitney. He thought she'd been a classmate in law school, but they'd moved in different circles. She stood slightly above average height, maybe six inches shorter than his six feet, with long legs and a slim waist. The drape of her soft orange blouse hinted at full breasts. Her hazel eyes had fiery green sparks glinting in them, at odds with her composed demeanor. He'd have to concentrate very hard not to be distracted. Never a good idea to find lawyers on the opposite side attractive.


The Judge drummed his fingers on the bench. "Ms. Whitney, the court system is sufficiently clogged without tardiness compounding the problem. I expect counsel to appear before me promptly at the appointed time."


Judge Riley was a relic. Should have been retired but kept getting reappointed.


"I apologize for the delay, Your Honor."


"The practice of law is what is important here, not leisurely chats with friends. Mr. MacGregor was able to arrange his schedule to arrive on time. I know it must be difficult, but in the future, make an effort to appear on time."


Good God. The man's a dinosaur. Scott spotted the bright tide of embarrassment rising up her face. Always an advantage if his opponent was off her stride, even though the judge was out of line.


"It won't happen again, Your Honor."


Judge Riley snapped open the file in front of him. "All right, counsel. Present a brief summary of your positions. I want to clear the docket without a full hearing. Ms. Whitney, as the moving party, you go first."


Her jaw clenched momentarily at the implication she didn't know she went first. "Thank you, Your Honor. My client is seeking a divorce from her husband, a successful stockbroker. There are two daughters from the marriage. My client chose not to work outside the home while her children were young, and her husband agreed."


"What are the grounds for this dissolution?" Judge Riley asked.


"Irreconcilable differences."


"And how was that manifested?"


"Mr. Goodwin became preoccupied with making money and lost interest in his family. He refused to discuss any household matters, telling my client to handle these 'minor details' on her own."


Scott leapt to his feet. "Your Honor, I would like to point out that my client was an extremely busy professional, working diligently to provide a generous lifestyle for his wife and daughters."


"Contain yourself, Mr. MacGregor. Take your seat. You'll have your chance." Judge Riley sent a chilling look Scott's way.


"We do not dispute that Mr. Goodwin was a more than adequate financial provider." Janelle flicked a triumphant glance in Scott's direction. "But he certainly lacked in providing emotional support."


Scott glared at her and resumed his seat.


She looked at the judge. "Your Honor, she asked for a divorce, told him to move out and requested support until she could find a job. He refused, telling her to forget it."


The judge
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