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Dear Reader,

Spending the past year living with proper British headmistress Lady Emma Wells-Finch and Texas golf pro Kenny Traveler has been an adventure. Please believe me when I tell you thateach morning as I sat down to writeI never knew what these two would be up to! All I could do was hang on for the ride. I found Emma and Kenny funny, vulnerable, and completely maddening!

Many of you will notice the reappearance of Dallie Beaudine and Francesca Day Beaudine from my 1989 novel Fancy Pants. Getting reacquainted with these old lovers was a special joy, even though Dallie and Francesca make Kenny and Lady Emmas lives so much more difficult!

I hope these characters whove become so dear to me bring you pleasure. Happy reading!
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Chapter 1

Kenny Traveler was lazy. That explained why hed fallen asleep in TWAs Ambassador Club at DallasFort Worth Airport instead of promptly meeting British Airways Flight 2193 at the gate. Pure laziness, plus the fact that he didnt want to meet Flight 2193.

Unfortunately, the entrance of a noisy pair of businessmen awakened him. He took his time stretching, then yawned for a while. A nice-looking woman in a short gray suit smiled at him, and he smiled back. He glanced at his watch and saw he was half an hour late. He yawned again. Stretched.

Excuse me, the woman said. Im sorry to bother you, but ... you look so familiar. Arent you

Yes, maam, I am. He tilted his Stetson and gave her a grin that still had a little yawn clinging to the edges. And Im flattered you recognize me outside the rodeo ring. Most people dont.

She looked confused. Rodeo? Im sorry. I thought you were ... You look so much like Kenny Traveler, the pro golfer.

Golfer? Me? Oh, no, maam. Im way too young to play an old mans game like golf. I like real sports.

But

Rodeo. Now thats a real sport. Football, too, and basketball. He slowly unfolded all six feet two inches of himself from the chair. When it comes to tennis, though, thats when things start getting iffy. And golf isnt something a real man wants to get too close to.

The gray suit hadnt been born yesterday, and she smiled. Still, I seem to remember watching you win the AT&T and the Buick Invitational on TV this winter. I swear I thought Tiger was going to break into tears during that last round at Torrey Pines. Her smile faded. I still cant believe that Commissioner Beau

Id appreciate it, maam, if you didnt speak the name of the Antichrist in front of me.

Sorry. How long do you think your suspensionll last?

Kenny glanced down at his gold Rolex. I guess that might depend on how long it takes me to get to British Airways?

Pardon?

Real nice talkin to you, maam. He tipped his Stetson and ambled from the lounge.

One of his unhappy ex-girlfriends had pointed out that Kennys amble was really the closest thing he had to a full-out run. But Kennyd never seen much point in wasting energy anyplace but on the golf course. He liked to take things slow and easy, although lately that had been tough.

He ambled past the newsstand, refusing to look at the newspapers that were carrying the story of his recent suspension by acting PGA Commissioner Dallas Fremont Beaudine, a suspension that was taking place in the middle of the hottest winning streak in the history of professional golf and was going to keep him from playing in the Masters less than two weeks away.

Hey, Kenny.

He nodded toward a businessman who had that over-eager expression people frequently wore when they spotted his semi-famous face. He could tell the man was from the north because he said his name all-proper instead of pronouncing it Kinny like Gods people did.

He kicked up his amble half a notch just in case the businessman took it in his head to relive Kennys triumphant final round at Bay Hill last month. A big-haired, tight-jeaned woman gave him the twice-over, but she didnt look like a PGA fan, so Kenny figured it was his good looks had attracted her.

A former girlfriend had said that, if Hollywood ever made a movie of Kennys life, the only star pretty enough to play him on the screen was Pierce Brosnan. That had sent Kenny right through the roof. Not because shed called him pretty, which he could sort of understand, but her casting choice. Hed told her right then that the only way hed ever let Pierce Brosnan play him was if they rumpled Pierce up first, got rid of that prissy foreign accent, then fed him enough chicken-fried steak so he didnt look like the first storm out of West Texas would blow him over. But most of all, theyd have to teach old Pierce exactly how God intended for a man to swing a golf club.

All the walking was making him tired.

He stopped to rest at a cart selling nuts and candy, bought himself some Jelly Bellys, flirted just enough with the Mexican cutie working there to convince her to pull out the banana-flavored ones. Although he liked his Jelly Bellys mixed up, he didnt like the banana, but, since it took too much effort to pull them out himself, he generally tried to talk someone else into doing it. If that didnt work, he just ate em.

The British Airways gate was deserted, so he leaned against one of the support columns, pulled a handful of Jelly Bellys from the bag, and tilted them into his mouth while he thought about things, mainly how much he wanted to wring the neck of a certain Francesca Serritella Day Beaudine, celebrity wife of the Antichrist acting PGA commissioner, and a woman who was supposed to be his friend.

Just do this one small favor for me, Kenny, shed said. If youll take care of Emma for the next two weeks, I guarantee Ill talk Dallie into cutting the length of your suspension. Youll miss the Masters, but

Now, how are you gonna do that? hed inquired.

Never question my methods when it comes to dealing with my husband.

He didnt. Everybody knew that Francesa didnt have to do much more than look at Dallie Beaudine to melt him down, even though theyd been married for twelve years.

A high-pitched childs squeal, followed by a cheerful British voice, distracted him.

Do let go of your sisters hair, Reggie, or I shall be quite cross with you. And theres no need to carry on so, Penny. If you hadnt licked him, he wouldnt have hit you.

He turned around, then grinned as he saw a woman barreling around the corner with two young children in tow. The first thing he noticed was her hat, a perky little straw number with a turned-up brim and a cluster of cherries bobbing at the center. She wore a gauzy green skirt printed with roses and a loose-fitting rose-colored top that matched a pair of trim little flats.

In one hand she clutched a young boy, along with a purse the size of Montana. In the other hand, she held a mean-faced little girl, an umbrella that was printed with more flowers, and a raspberry-red tote bag bulging with newspapers, books, and another colorful umbrella. Her light brown hair curled this way and that from beneath the brim of her hat, and whatever makeup shed started out the day with had long ago worn off.

Which was probably a good thing, Kenny decided, because even without lipstick, she had about the sexiest mouth hed ever seen. It was wide, with a plump bottom lip, and a top lip that held a distinct bow at the center. Despite her frivolous clothing, her jaw was firm. But her cheeks were baby doll round, the bones fine. Her nose was a little narrow, but not narrow enough to make him lose interest, because she also had an amazing pair of thick-lashed golden brown eyes.

He mentally redressed her in a tight top, short skirt, and a pair of stiletto heels, then added black fishnet stockings for good measure. Hed never paid for sex in his life, but he decided hed be more than happy to throw a little extra cash her way if she ever decided she needed to earn something on the side to pay for her kids orthodontics work.

To his surprise, she looked over at him. Mr. Traveler?

Fantasy was one thing, reality another, and as he gazed from her to the noisy kids, he got a sinking sensation in his stomach. The fact that she seemed to be expecting him indicated this could only be Lady Emma Wells-Finch, the woman Kenny had agreed to baby-sit for the next two weeks. But Francesca hadnt mentioned anything about kids.

He realized too late that hed automatically nodded in response to her question instead of heading right out of DFW and straight for his Caddy. Except he couldnt do that because, more than anything, he needed to get back on the tour.

Splendid! She beamed. At the same time, she charged forward, skirts whirling, dragging the children and umbrellas, while her newspapers and magazines waved in the breeze and her butterscotch hair flew.

Just looking at her made him tired.

She let go of the little girl, grabbed Kennys hand, and began to pump it. For a small woman, she had a lot of pump. Delighted to meet you, Mr. Traveler. The cherries bobbed on her perky straw hat. Emma Wells-Finch.

The little boy drew back his sneaker and, before Kenny could move, kicked him hard in the shin. I dont like you!

Kenny glared at the kid, thought about smacking him, then considered smacking Francesca instead, right after he gave her his opinion of low-down blackmailers.

Lady Emma turned to the kid, but instead of whalin him like he deserved, she frowned. Reggie, dear, take your finger out of your nose. Its most unattractive, isnt it? And apologize to Mr. Traveler.

The kid wiped his finger on Kennys jeans.

Kenny was just getting ready to slam-dunk the little brat when a harried-looking woman came rushing up. Thank you, Emma dear, for watching them for me. Reggie, Penelope, were you good for Miss Wells-Finch?

Perfect angels, Lady Emma replied, her tone so sincere that Kenny choked on the sour apple Jelly Belly that had been lurking in the corner of his mouth.

Lady Emma ended up pounding him on the back. Unfortunately, she pounded like she pumped hands, and he swore to God he felt a rib crack. When he got his breath back, the Children of the Damned had disappeared, along with their mother.

Well ... Lady Emma smiled at him. Here we are.

Kenny felt dizzy. Part of it might have been his busted rib, but most of it was trying to get his mind to make the connection between all that upper crust British cheer and a face that should have a streetlight shining down on it.

While Kenny was recovering, Emma made an assessment of her own. As the headmistress of St. Gertrudes School for Girls for the past two years, in addition to having been a teacher there, as well as a St. Gerts student from the time she was six, she had grown accustomed to sizing people up quickly. It only took her a moment to conclude that this All-American cowboy was exactly what she neededa man with more good looks than character.

Crisp black hair curled from beneath the brim of a biscuit-colored Stetson that looked so at home on his head it might have been permanently attached. His navy T-shirt, printed with a Cadillac logo, displayed a more than respectable chest, and faded jeans molded to narrow hips and legs that were both lean and muscular. She noted the hand-tooled cowboy boots. They were nicely broken in, but she wasnt surprised to see that they didnt seem to have come close to a load of manure. He had a thin blade of a nose, strong cheekbones, a well-formed mouth, and straight white teeth. And his eyes. The color of wild hyacinths and marsh violets. Outrageous for a man to have eyes like that.

Her cursory inspection also told her everything she needed to know about his character. She saw indolence in his slouching posture, arrogance in the angle of his head, and the flicker of something unmistakably carnal in those half-lidded marsh violet eyes.

She repressed a small shiver. Lets be off, then, Mr. Traveler. Youre a bit late, arent you? I do hope no one has taken my luggage. She extended her carry-all for him to take, but she hit his chest instead. The Times fell out, along with the new biography of Sam Houston shed been reading, and one of the chocolate bars her hips didnt need, but which she enjoyed nonetheless.

She bent to pick everything up just as he took a step forward. Her straw brim bumped his knee, and her hat flew off to join the pile on the floor.

She set it back over her unruly curls. Sorry. She wasnt normally clumsy, but shed been so distracted by her troubles lately that her best friend, Penelope Briggs, told her she was in imminent danger of turning into one of those dotty, dear things so beloved by British mystery writers.

The idea of becoming a dotty, dear thing when she was barely thirty depressed her unbearably, so she didnt let herself think about it. Besides, if everything went according to plan, that worry would disappear.

He didnt help collect her possessions, nor did he offer to take her carry-all when she was done, but how much initiative could one expect from a man who had been born so physically blessed?

Lets be off, then. She pointed the proper direction with her rolled umbrella.

She had nearly reached the end of the gate area before she realized he wasnt following her. She turned to see what was wrong.

He was staring at her extended brolly. It was a perfectly ordinary brolly, and she couldnt imagine why he seemed so mesmerized by it. Maybe he was more slow-witted than shed originally thought.

You ... uh ... always point the direction like that? he asked.

She glanced down at her floral brolly and wondered what on earth he was talking about. We need to go to luggage claim, she explained patiently, jiggling the handle just a bit for emphasis.

I know that.

Well, then?

He developed a slightly dazed look. Never mind.

Once he began to move, she set off. Her gauzy skirt swirled around her legs, and a lock of hair blew across her cheek. She probably should have taken a few minutes to tidy up a bit before shed got off the plane, but shed been so busy entertaining the children who were seated across from her that she hadnt thought of it.

Mr. Traveler, it occurs to me ... She realized she was talking to herself.

She stopped, looked back, and spotted him gazing into the window of a souvenir shop. She stood patiently tapping her foot while she waited for him to join her.

He continued to stare into the window.

With a sigh, she marched back to join him. Is something wrong?

Wrong?

We need to get my luggage.

He looked up. I was thinking I might like a new key chain.

You wish to buy one now?

Maybe.

She waited.

He sidled six inches to the left to get a better view.

Mr. Traveler, I really think we should carry on.

See, Ive got this Gucci key chain a friend of mine gave me a couple years ago. But I dont much like things with other peoples initials on them.

You received this key chain a few years ago?

Yes, maam.

She remembered a sermon shed once heard about the way God sometimes compensated human beings who were born handicapped in one area by richly endowing them in another. Someone who was born with exceptional good looks, for example, might be dull-witted. A pang of compassion struck her, along with a sense of relief. His denseness would make the next two weeks so much easier. Very well. Ill wait.

He continued to study the display.

Her arms were beginning to ache from the combined weight of her carry-ons. She finally extended her carry-all. Would you mind taking this for me?

He regarded it doubtfully. It looks heavy.

Yes. It is.

He nodded vaguely, then returned his attention to the window.

She switched the carry-all to her other arm. Finally, she couldnt stand it any longer. Would you like some help?

Oh, I can pay for it myself.

Thats not what I meant. Would you like some help making your selection?

Now, see, thats what got me into trouble in the first place. I let somebody else choose my key chain.

Her shoulders had begun to scream in protest. Mr. Traveler, we really have to be going now, dont we? Perhaps you could do this some other time?

I spose I could, but the selection might not be as good.

Her patience frayed. Very well, then! Get the one with the cowboy on it.

Yeah? You like that one?

She forced her jaw to unclench. I adore it.

The cowboy it is. Looking pleased, he walked into the shop, paused on the way to admire a display of tea towels, then took forever to chat with the attractive young woman behind the counter. Finally, he emerged with a small package, which he immediately deposited in her cramped fingers. Here you go.

Whats this?

He looked exasperated. The key chain. You said you liked the cowboy.

The key chain was for you!

Now, why would I want a key chain with a cowboy on it when Ive got a perfectly good Gucci in my pocket?

He took off down the corridor, and she could have sworn she heard him whistling Hail Britannia.

Twenty minutes later, they were standing in the parking garage while Emma stared at his car in dismay. It was a large American luxury automobile, a late-model champagne-colored Cadillac Eldorado. I cant possibly afford this.

He unlocked the trunk with a flick of his wrist. Beg pardon?

Emma did an excellent job managing St. Gerts finances, but a poor one managing her own. Since the old buildings were expensive to maintain, there was never enough money, and when the school desperately needed a new copying machine or piece of laboratory equipment, Emma had developed the habit of dipping into her own pockets. As a result, she was operating on a tight budget.

She couldnt quite hide her embarrassment. Im afraid theres been some mistake, Mr. Traveler. I have a limited budget. When I told Francesca I could only afford to pay my driver fifty dollars a day, she indicated that would cover your services. But it cant possibly be enough for the use of a car like this.

Fifty dollars a day?

She wanted to believe her head was pounding from jet lag, but shed always been a good traveler, and she suspected her headache came from frustration. Communicating with this gorgeous fool was more difficult than dealing with her slowest students. Not only did he move like a snail, but he didnt seem to understand any of her instructions. Even after the incident with the key chain, it had taken her forever to get him to baggage claim.

This is quite embarrassing. I thought Francesca would have discussed all this with you. Youre expecting more than fifty dollars, arent you?

He lifted her two heavy suitcases into the boot with surprisingly little effort, considering that, only moments earlier, hed acted as if carrying those same bags out to his car posed a major threat to his skeletal system. Once again, her eyes strayed to the well-developed muscles his T-shirt didnt quite conceal. Wouldnt a person actually have to expend energy to build muscles like that?

I guess it depends on what all besides driving that fifty dollars is supposed to cover. He took her carry-all and tossed it next to her suitcase. Then he regarded her handbag. Im surprised the airlines didnt make you check that thing. Do you want it in the trunk, too?

No, thank you. Her headache had traveled from her temples to the back of her neck. Perhaps we should return to the terminal where we can sit down and discuss all this.

Too far to walk. He crossed his arms and leaned against the trunk.

As she considered how much to tell him, she gazed at the cheery April sunshine outside the parking garage and thought what a contrast it provided to her dismal thoughts. I taught history before I became headmistress at St. Gerts, and

Head Mistress?

Yes, and

You really go around calling yourself that? A Head Mistress?

Its what I do.

He looked vastly amused. For proper people, you British sure do have some racy job titles.

If another American had twitted her about this, she would have laughed, but there was something about his manner that made her get as starchy as Helen Pruitt, the chemistry teacher. Be that as it may ... She paused as the stuffy phrase echoed in her ears. She even sounded like Helen Pruitt. Ive spent the past year working on a paper about Lady Sarah Thornton, an Englishwoman who traveled through Texas during the 1870s. She also happened to be a St. Gerts girl. The papers nearly done, but I need access to several of the libraries here to finish it, and since I have a break between the spring and summer terms, this seemed like a good time for the trip. Francesca recommended you as my guide, and she indicated that fifty dollars a day would pay for your services.

Services?

As my guide, she repeated. My driver.

Uh-huh. Well, Im glad to hear thats all youve got in mind, cause when you said services, I thought you might have meant something else, in which case fifty dollars wouldnt nearly cover it.

He still looked amused, although she didnt understand why. Therell be quite a bit of driving. In addition to Dallas, I need to visit the library at the University of Texas, and

Driving? Thats all you want.

It wasnt nearly all she wanted, but now wasnt the time to mention that she would also need him to introduce her to the seamier side of Texas life. It is a large state.

No. I meant no other services.

What other services do you offer?

He grinned. Tell you what. Ill start you out with the basic package, and then we can talk about add-ons later.

With her limited funds, she wasnt comfortable with uncertainty. I always think its better to clear up things right from the beginning, dont you agree?

Were clear enough for now. He moved toward the passenger side of the car and opened the door for her to slide inside. Youre paying me fifty dollars a day to drive you around for two weeks.

I have a list.

Ill just bet you do. Watch your skirt there. He slammed the door, then got in on the other side. You could save money, you know, by buying a couple of road maps and driving yourself. He shut his door and slid the key in the ignition. The spacious interior of the car smelled like gracious living, and the image of the Duke of Beddington sprang into her mind. She pushed it away. I dont drive, she said.

Everybody over the age of fourteen drives. With the barest glance over his shoulder, he backed out of the parking space, then headed toward the exit. How long have you known Francesca? He swung out onto the roadway.

She peeled her eyes from the Cadillacs speedometer, which, from her vantage point, seemed to be climbing at an alarming rate. She forced herself to pretend that it registered kilometers.

I met her several years ago when her production company chose the grounds at St. Gertstheyre quite lovelyto film an interview she was doing for Francesa Today with several British actors. We enjoyed each others company, and weve kept in touch ever since. Id planned to visit her while I was here, but she and her husband have temporarily moved to Florida.

Planes flew to Florida, too, Kenny thought. He was beginning to suspect Francesca knew exactly what a pain in the butt Lady Emma could be and thats why shed deliberately dumped her on him.

About your expenses ... Lady Emma looked worried as she regarded his Caddy. This is such a large car. The cost of petrol alone must be prohibitive.

A small crease formed in her forehead, and she began to chew on her bottom lip. He wished she wouldnt do that. It was the damnedest thing. Shed annoyed the hell out of him from the moment shed first opened her mouth, and he swore to God the next time she pointed at something with her umbrella, he was going to break it over his knee. But seeing that moist two-hundred-dollar-an-hour mouth working away made him wonder how he was going to survive these next two weeks.

In bed.

The idea popped right into his head and stuck there. He smiled. This was exactly the kind of thinking that had made him a champion on three continents. The best way to avoid killing her was to get her naked as soon as possible. Preferably in the next couple of days.

Moving in on her that fast would be a definite challenge, but Kenny didnt have anything better to do, so he figured he was up to it. He thought of the fifty dollars a day she was supposed to be paying him, then remembered the three million hed be picking up in commercial endorsements this year and smiled to himself. It was the first time hed smiled about money since his crooked business manager had landed Kenny in the scandal that had led to his suspension from the pro tour.

His smile turned into a frown as he imagined Francescas amused reaction when Lady Emma had offered her fifty-dollar fee, and her even greater amusement when shed decided not to pass that particular tidbit on to Kenny. It never ceased to amaze him that a stony-hearted, steel-eyed bastard like Dallie Beaudine couldnt control his wife better. The only woman whod ever gotten the best of Kenny had been his crazy mother. But having her nearly ruin his life had taught him lessons hed never forgotten, and hed made sure no woman held the upper hand since.

He glanced over at Lady Emma with her butterscotch curls, baby-doll cheeks, floppy pink roses, and bouncing cherries. Hed been maneuvering women all his adult life, and hed never yet let one of them forget her proper place.

Right underneath him.
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Chapter 2

This isnt a hotel. Emma had dozed off, but now she was wide awake. Through the windows of the Cadillac, she saw theyd driven into a small court in an affluent residential area.

She hadnt meant to fall asleep, especially when shed waited so long to get her first glimpse of Texas, but hed ignored all her polite hints about his driving, and shed been forced to close her eyes. Jet lag had taken care of the rest.

At home, she avoided cars as much as possible, walking or riding her bicycle instead, much to the amusement of her students. But shed been ten when shed been involved in the terrible automobile accident that had killed her father. Although it had left her with nothing more serious than a broken arm, she hadnt been comfortable in a car since. She was ashamed of her phobia, not only because of the inconvenience it caused her, but because she didnt like weakness in herself.

Since you seem interested in saving money, he said, I thought you might want to stay here instead of at the hotel.

The residential court was enclosed by expensive-looking stucco maisonettes, what the Americans referred to as townhouses, all of them topped with roofs of rounded green tile. Flowers bloomed everywhere, and a gardener was tending a bougainvillea that grew along a small dividing wall. But this looks like a private residence, she protested as he turned into a driveway.

A friend of mine owns the place. He pressed a button and the garage opened. Hes out of town right now. You can take the room next to mine.

Yours? Youre staying here, too?

Didnt I just say so?

But

You dont want free lodging, fine by me. He threw the car into reverse.  Course, this could save you a hundred bucks a night, but if thats what you want, Ill take you right to the hotel. He began to back out.

No! I dont know. Im not sure

He stopped the car so it hung halfway out of the garage and regarded her patiently.

She wasnt accustomed to being indecisive, especially when she didnt know why she was protesting. It made no difference if he was staying here, too. Hadnt she come on this trip for the precise purpose of losing her good name? Her stomach felt queasy at the thought, but shed made her decision and she wouldnt let St. Gerts down.

Made up your mind yet?

Yes. Im sure this will be fine.

He slid back into the garage. Theres a real nice hot tub on the patio.

Hot tub?

Dont they have those in England?

Yes, but ...

He stopped the car and got out. She followed.

The garage had a few boxes stacked at one end, along with what seemed to be a free-standing wine cellar. Through the glass doors, she saw that it was well-stocked.

He headed toward the door that led into the house. She stopped him. Mr. Traveler?

He turned.

My suitcases?

He gave a weary, put-upon sigh, then moved to the trunk, unlocked it, and looked inside. You know, hauling around stuff like this isnt good for a person with back trouble.

Do you have back trouble?

Not now, I dont, which is exactly my point.

She suppressed a smile. He was infuriating, but amusing. To teach him a lesson, she marched toward the trunk and pulled out the heavy suitcases herself. Ill carry them.

Instead of being shamed, he seemed pleased. Ill get the door.

With a sigh of exasperation, she lugged the suitcases inside. They stepped into a small kitchen with a limestone floor, granite counters, and cupboards with etched glass fronts. The late afternoon sun coming in through a skylight revealed an assortment of high-tech appliances.

This is lovely. She set her suitcases down and moved through the kitchen into a living room decorated in white, blue, and various shades of green. Several leafy plants grew near a pair of glass doors that opened onto a small, secluded patio surrounded by a vine-covered wooden privacy fence. A spacious, octagonal-shaped hot tub sat at one end.

He tossed his Stetson on the back of a chair, dropped his keys on a bronze and glass console, then pushed a button on a sleek answering machine. A womans Texas drawl filled the room.

Kinny, its Torie. Call me back right this minute, you sonovabitch, or I swear to God Ill phone the Antichrist and tell him you been stalkin little Catholic schoolgirls. And, in case you forgot, theres a set of your Pings locked away in the trunk of my Beemer, right along with that Big Bertha you won the Colonial with. I mean it, Kinny, Im gonna break every one of them if youre not on this phone by three oclock this afternoon.

He yawned. Emma glanced at an elegant clock on the console. It was four oclock.

She sounds quite cross.

Torie? Thats just the way she talks.

Emma couldnt help probing. Shes your wife, is she?

Ive never been married.

Ah. She waited.

He collapsed on the couch as if hed just run a marathon.

Your fiancée, perhaps? Or a girlfriend?

Tories my sister. Unfortunately.

Despite herself, she was growing increasingly curious about this gorgeous, lazy Texan. I didnt quite understand some of her references. Big Bertha? Pinks?

Pings. Golf clubs.

Ah, so youre a golfer. That explains your connection with Francesca. Several members of my faculty play golf.

You dont say.

I bicycle for exercise.

Uh-huh.

Im a great believer in the importance of exercise.

Im a great believer in the importance of beer. You want one?

No, thank you. I She stopped herself. Yes, as a matter of fact. Id adore a beer.

Good. He rose from the couch. You can have the bedroom at the end of the hall upstairs. Ill meet you in the hot tub with a couple of cold ones as soon as you take your clothes off.

Before she could reply, hed disappeared. She frowned. For a man who moved slowly, he seemed to cover a lot of territory in a remarkably short period of time.

Kenny leaned back in the hot tub that sat in the shade of his small, private patio. It was a luxury model, and, contrary to its name, came complete with a customized cooling system that kept the water comfortably chilly during the hot Texas summer. Now, however, with the late afternoon temperature hovering just below seventy degrees, the warmer water felt good.

Hed had the hot tub installed right after hed bought this place, one of three residences he owned, including a ranch outside Wynette, Texas, and a beach house on Hilton Head, although hed just put the beach house up for sale to help bail him out of the legal and financial mess his ex-business manager Howard Slezoid Slattery had left him in.

He heard the phone ring, but he ignored it because he figured it was Torie calling again. As he moved one knee closer to a water jet, he thought about the fact that Lady Emma didnt know who he was. He supposed that should bruise his ego, but instead he was glad he hadnt been stuck with someone who wanted to rehash the details of the scandal.

The door leading from the house swung open, and Lady Emma came out. He grinned. She was covered up from here to there with another straw hat, sunglasses, and a filmy pink robe that had white flowers splashed all over it. Lady Emma sure did like her flowers.

He took a sip of beer, then tipped the mouth of the bottle toward her. You naked underneath that?

Those golden brown eyes flashed thirteen different kinds of surprise. Certainly not.

Cant get in the hot tub with your clothes on. My friend has a rule about that.

Amusement flickered in her eyes. Your friend doesnt have to find out, does he? Then her fingers stalled on the sash at her waist. Are you naked?

He took a sip of beer and regarded her innocently. Now, see, thats one of those things an American lady would know without asking.

She hesitated, then unfastened her robe and let it drop.

He about choked. Right there, in the bubbling water, his groin shot to full attention.

It wasnt her bathing suit that did it. She had on a conservative white one-piece with a couple stems of iris running up the front. No, it was the body inside. This was one lady who sure didnt believe in running to the bathroom after a good meal and sticking her finger down her throat like some of his former girlfriends. Lady Emma had herself a womans body, with nice curvy hips and real curvy breasts. When a man was in bed with her, he wouldnt have to do a sight check to make sure he was touching the right things.

Her skin was milky white and flawless. Her legs were a little short, but nicely shaped. And smoothly shaven. He was relieved to see that, because, with foreign women, you could never be too sure. Hed had a nasty surprise three years ago with a famous French film actress.

Despite Lady Emmas curves, he noticed that everything was trim. Although she wasnt a hardbody, the only parts of her that wiggled were the parts that were supposed to. Must be all that bicycling.

Shed put some lipstick on, but it was a light rosy color instead of hooker red, which was a good thing, because that mouth in red lipstick would have been more than he could handle. Lady Emma was one of lifes great jokes, he decided. Putting that face and body on a woman with the personality of a four-star general had to have given the Almighty a few chuckles.

He picked up the beer he had waiting for hernot that he believed for a moment shed drink itand held it out. She marched toward him and his aggravation returned. She looked like she was getting ready to liberate China instead of relax in a hot tub. This woman didnt know the first thing about taking it easy.

She settled into the water on the farthest side of the tub from him. Pretty soon, only her shoulders and a pair of thin white straps were visible above the bubbles.

Were in the shade here, he pointed out. You might consider taking off your hatthat is, if youre not too self-conscious about your ... you know.

What?

He lowered his voice. Your bald spot.

I dont have a bald spot!

He feigned a look of empathy. Baldness is nothing to be ashamed of, Lady Emma, although, Ill admit, its more acceptable on a man than a woman.

Im not bald! Why would you think such a thing?

Every time I see you, theres a hat glued to your head. Its a natural assumption.

I like hats.

I guess they can be quite a friend to people with hair loss.

I dont have She rolled her eyes, then tossed her hat aside. You have a peculiar sense of humor, Mr. Traveler.

He gazed at a fluffy corona of butterscotch curls. They were so soft and pretty that, for a moment, he forgot what a pain in the butt she was. The moment passed when she spoke.

We need to discuss our agenda for tomorrow.

No, we dont. You gonna drink that beer or just hold it? And my names Kenny. Anything else makes me sound like a schoolteacherno offense.

All right, Kenny. And please, just call me Emma. I never use my title. Technically its not a title, but whats called an honorific. She tilted the longneck to her lips, took a healthy swig, then set the bottle on the edge of the hot tub without so much as a shudder.

Now, see, I dont understand you not using it, he said. Having a title has got to be the only good thing about being British.

She smiled. Its not quite so bad as that.

Howd you get it?

My father was the fifth Earl of Woodbourne.

He thought that over for a moment. Seems like an earls daughterand stop me if Im getting too personal herebut Im surprised a member of royalty has to worry so much about counting her shillings.

Im not royalty. And a large portion of the British aristocracy lives in genteel poverty. My parents were no exception. Both of them were anthropologists.

Were?

My father died when I was a child. And then when I was eighteen, Mum died on a dig in Nepal. She wasnt happy unless the nearest telephone was a hundred miles away, so there was no way to summon help when her appendix ruptured.

You must have grown up in some pretty isolated places.

No. I grew up at St. Gerts. Mum left me there so she could work.

Lady Emma didnt sound bitter about it, but Kenny couldnt think too highly of a woman whod left her kid an orphan so she could spend her time running all over the world. On the other hand, if his mother had spent more time running around and less time coddling him, his childhood would have been a lot easier.

Come give Mommy a kiss, baby doll. My beautiful baby. Mommy loves you best. Dont ever forget that.

Any brothers or sisters? he asked.

Just me. She settled deeper into the hot tub. Im anxious to start in on my research tomorrow, and Id also enjoy a little sightseeing, but before we do any of that, I need to visit a shop where I can buy some new clothes. And would you happen to know the name of a tattoo parlor?

He choked and sent a spray of beer right up his nose. What!

She pushed her sunglasses to the top of her head and regarded him earnestly. My first choice would be a pansy. But Im afraid the color might make it look like a bruise, which wouldnt do at all. There are so many flowers I lovepoppies, morning glories, sunflowersbut theyre all so large. A rose would be safe, but theyre a bit of a tattoo cliché, dont you think? She sighed and returned her sunglasses to her nose. Normally I make decisions easily, but this one is giving me trouble. Do you have any suggestions?

For the first time in his life, the power of speech deserted him. The experience was so disconcerting that he slid under the water and stayed there for a while to collect his thoughts. Not long enough, though. Before hed halfway run out of breath, she started thumping him on the top of his head. It annoyed the hell out of him, and he was scowling when he came up. You want to get a tattoo?

She had the nerve to smile. I hadnt realized thered be this much of a language barrier in the States. And the next time youre going to dunk your head like that, you might warn me. I presumed you were drowning.

He could feel his blood pressure rising, which made it rise even more. It doesnt have anything to do with a language barrier! It has to do with the fact that somebody like you has no business getting a tattoo!

For the first time since hed met her, she grew completely still. For a moment she did nothing, then one hand emerged from the bubbles and slowly removed her sunglasses. She set them on the side of the hot tub next to her beer bottle and gazed at him with those honey-brown eyes. What exactly do you mean? Somebody like me?

He could see hed riled her, but, for the life of him, he couldnt understand why. Somebody respectable, for one thing. And conservative.

She rose from the water, and the expression on her face told him hed just been sent to the principal, and she was it. Ill have you know, Mr. Traveler, that I am the least conservative person youve ever met!

He started to laugh, then got distracted by the water trickling down those firm white thighs. You dont say, he managed.

I amI am ... completely disreputable! Just look at me! Im in a hot tub with a man I didnt even know until a few hours ago!

You arent naked, he couldnt help but point out.

She got rosy in the face, and the next thing he knew, she sank down in the water and started to tug. Right there in front of him, with nothing but bubbles hiding that milky white body, she stripped off her bathing suit. He watched her whip it out of the water and fling it from the hot tub. It landed on the pebbled concrete with a soft plop.

There! Dont you ever say Im conservative again!

He grinned. This was like taking candy from a baby.

As Emma watched those white teeth flash in his tanned face, she knew shed done it. She had a dreadful temper, but shed worked hard to control it, and it hadnt gotten the best of her for years.

She fumbled for her beer and took a deep swallow as she tried to recover, but the fact that she was stark naked made it difficult. She was accustomed to dealing with rebellious students, unreasonable parents, demanding faculty members, and an overworked maintenance staff. How had she let one man upset her so easily?

As she tried to muster her dignity, she grew conscious of the slide of water over her skin. An unbridled streak of sensuality reared its silky head. She fiercely repressed it as she set the bottle back down and spoke more sharply than necessary. Now that we have that settled, Id like you to have the name of a clean tattoo parlor for me by tomorrow afternoon.

He regarded her with the bland expression of the mentally impaired. Physically, however, there was nothing wrong with him. Sunlight flickered across shoulders that were strong and powerful. Without his Stetson, she could see that his blue-black hair was thick and a bit curly, like a dark archangels. If a Renaissance sculptor had ever gotten the urge to chisel a Texas cowboy into the frieze of a cathedral, Kenny Traveler would have been his man.

Search services are extra, he said.

What do you mean? Extra what?

Money. That fifty dollars a day youre paying me doesnt cover search services.

You consider finding a tattoo parlor a search service?

Yes, maam, I do.

Shed known his fee was too good to be true. Exactly what does the fifty dollars cover?

Driving, mainly. As I said, finding tattoo parlors is extra. I also dont do hair and manicures.

I didnt ask you to

Massage is included in the fifty. But, course, you know that.

Mas

Suitcase hauling only once a day. Any more than thatll cost you an extra thousand bucks. Pointing out the sights is included in the base fee, but if I have to do any Spanish translation for you, Ill need to charge you by the hour. As for sex, thats an additional fifty dollars. Does that seem fair?

She stared at him and wondered if shed somehow gotten water in her ears.

He shook his head. No, youre right. Its the off season, so I need to discount. Tell you what. Lets make it thirty for sex, and thatll cover the whole night, not just one time, you understand. A budget traveler like yourself will have to agree you wont find a better rate than that.

Slowly her tongue came unglued from the roof of her mouth. Sex?

The whole night for thirty dollars. He propped his elbows on the deck. Lately I been thinkin about how unfair that is. A woman can charge hundreds of dollars for an entire night, but a manHell, its discrimination, is what it is. I swear, lately I been thinkin about filing a complaint with the EEOC.

She couldnt take her eyes from him. She was both repulsed and strangely fascinated. Women pay to have sex with you?

He regarded her as if she were the slow-witted one. You hired an escort service.

I thought I hired a driver.

And a guide. An escort. Its the same thing. Didnt Francesca explain to you about drivers and escort services?

Apparently not, she managed.

He shook his head. Im going to have to talk to her about this. She should have taken into consideration the fact that you dont understand how things work over here. Now Ive been put in an awkward position. I dont like discussing money with my clients. What I mainly like to talk about is pleasure.

The way he lingered over that last wordhis Texas drawl stroking it with slow molassessent a shiver up her spine.

Suddenly, without any conscious direction, her mind began to race. Sex for hire? Had she just been given the answer to all her troubles? Her stomach clenched. No. It was unthinkable. Impossible.

But why? She only had two weeks to escape the net the despicable Hugh Holroyd had woven so tightly around both her and St. Gerts, and this would be far more scandalous than a tattoo.

She considered the possibility that Francesca had chosen Kenny Traveler as her guide for just this reason. Francesca didnt know about Holroyds plans, but she did know something elsehow much Emma regretted her limited experience with men.

One afternoon several months ago, theyd shared tea at Emmas cottage on the grounds at St. Gerts, and Francescas openness regarding her own painful passage into maturity had allowed Emma to reveal something of her own past. Francesa already knew how much Emma loved St. Gerts, which was the only home shed ever known. At the same time, being raised in a girls school had restricted her contacts with men.

Even when shed gone to the university, things hadnt improved much. Her mothers death had left her virtually penniless, so shed been forced to work hard. Between her job and her studies, thered been little time left over for a social life, and most of the men she found attractive were intimidated by her. They seemed to prefer a softer sort of female, one who was milder-mannered and less inclined to take charge.

She knew it would have been more sensible for her to have accepted a teaching position in London after shed graduated, but St. Gerts was her home, and the old place drew her back. Unfortunately, the pool of eligible men in the small town of Lower Tilbey was limited, and she seemed to inspire their respect rather than their passion.

She had just begun to resign herself to a single, childless existence when shed hired Jeremy Fox to fill the vacancy her appointment as headmistress had left in the history department. Within a few months, shed fallen in love with him. Jeremy was kind, good-humored, and attractive in the scholarly, rumpled fashion that had always appealed to her. Unfortunately, he was also her subordinate, but they had so many interests in common that a friendship had formed anyway.

Shed let herself be satisfied with their comfortable companionship until a drizzly day last November when shed spent several hours with a homesick six-year-old curled in her lap. The gloomy weather combined with her upcoming thirtieth birthday and the feel of the little girls head tucked under her chin had overcome both her common sense and her professionalism. Shed gone to Jeremys rooms that evening and, as subtly as possible, indicated that her feelings for him went beyond friendship.

One look at his appalled expression told her shed made a terrible mistake. Hed been suffocatingly kind as he let her know that he wasnt attracted to her in any way other than as a friend. Youre so strong, Emma. Such a leader.

Shed known it wasnt a compliment, and a short time later, shed been forced to smile through his wedding to a pretty, twenty-one year-old shop girl who didnt know the Magna Carta from the Maginot Line.

Emma remembered Francescas sympathetic expression when shed told her about Jeremy. So, youre still a virgin, Francesca had said succinctly.

Emma had been embarrassed. Well, Ive dated certainly. And there were several times when I ... She gave it up. Yes. Quite right. Embarrassing, isnt it?

Not at all. Youre just discriminating.

But despite Francescas kind words, Emma felt like a freak. Still, hiring a man for sex would never have occurred to her if it werent for Hugh Holroyd, Duke of Beddington. After weeks of agonizing over how to save her school, could the solution be so simple? And so difficult?

She needed to know more. Your sexual services ... She cleared her throat. What exactly do they involve?

His beer bottle stalled halfway to his lips, and the smile that had been hanging there faded. He stared at her for a long moment, then opened his mouth to speak. Shut it. Opened it again. Took a swig of beer.

She watched the muscles in his throat work as he swallowed. He was obviously surprised, and she could almost read his thoughts. Hed believed she was too conservative to hire him for sex, and he regretted having reduced his price so quickly.

He set his beer on the deck. Uh ... anything the customer wants.

Her mind whirled with possibilities, and she had to force her thoughts into line. She couldnt consider this emotionally; she had to approach it logically, and there were practicalities to consider.

What about diseases? Making eye contact with him was impossible, so she pretended to study the bubbles.

For a moment she thought he wasnt going to answer, but he did, although his voice sounded as if some beer might have gone down the wrong pipe. I practice one hundred percent safe sex.

Theres no such thing.

Ninety-five percent. Its like Torie always says: To live is to risk. But Im sure not carrying any fatal diseases, if thats what you want to know. How about you?

Me? She lifted her head. No. Absolutely not. Once again, she dropped her gaze. Through the bubbles, she glimpsed skin and wondered how much of her he could see. This is purely commerce? Handled professionally?

I, uh, offer a money back guarantee.

And thethe customer would dictate how the ... encounter would go?

He seemed to be thinking that over. The customer dictates the parameters. I dictate the particulars. For example, if the lady has any particular fetishes

Oh, no. None. Her only fetish was the desire to make love with a man who loved her, and that was something Kenny Traveler couldnt provide. Just sex.

or if, for example, the customer said something like, Kenny, honey, I want you to handcuff me 

Her head shot up.

then Id go along with that because its a parameter, but the order of events after those handcuffs get snapped on is pretty much up to me.

II see. She could feel bright red patches burning in her cheeks. Was she really considering doing this? Letting Kenny Traveler take her virginity would certainly be a lot more effective than getting a tattoo. He was the perfect man for the jobphysically irresistible, but so foreign to her concept of a soul mate that she wouldnt have to deal with any emotional scars afterward. She could get it over with and then forget it.

I should tell you that I wont wear female underwear or use a whip. The ladies do enjoy a little light bondage, of course, so theres no problem with that. I mean, Id be pretty much out of business without those handcuffs I was talking about, so Im more than happy to oblige.

You handcuff women? She was shocked. Not that it happened, but that the practice was so widespread. Oh, no.

Now, dont get too judgmental. I didnt think Id like it either until the first time I snapped those suckers around a pair ofWell, Im not saying any more. If thats not to your particular tastes, then well just try something else.

She drew a deep breath. She didnt need a flashing neon arrow pointing the way to realize this could be the answer both to her own freedom and to saving St. Gerts. So why did she feel like crying?

She mustered her courage. Shed known when she started this trip that her life would never be the same again. Without giving herself any more time to think about it, she nodded. All right, then. Yes. That sounds satisfactory.

He blinked. It does?

Tonight would be fine.

Tonight?

She finally managed to look at him. Do you have another engagement?

Oh, no. Tonights just fine with me.

She was relieved. If she had too long to dwell on what was going to happen, shed go mad. She forced herself to focus on the practical. Do you take travelers checks?

His regular customers obviously were more worldly than she because her inquiry made him grin. She regarded him coolly until he pulled in the corners of his mouth. Yes, maam. Plus American Express and Visa. I can even handle Diners Club, although it wouldnt be my first choice.

I have travelers checks.

Then we dont have a problem, do we?

No. No, we dont.

More than anything, she wanted to get out of the hot tub and hide away in her room upstairs, but she was stark naked and trapped. Her stomach felt queasy and her mouth was dry. She closed her eyes and sank farther down into the water.

From the other side of the hot tub, Kenny watched Lady Emmas shoulders disappearing into the bubbles. She licked her lips nervously, and, as the pink tip of her tongue swept along the crease of her mouth, he felt as if he were going to explode. He couldnt believe this. When hed started talking about fees, hed just been messing around, having a little fun. Not for a moment had he thought shed believe him. But she was one serious woman.

Here hed given himself a couple of days to seduce her, and it hadnt taken much more than twenty minutes. Hed always been good with women, but this was a record.

As he gazed at the water swirling around the base of her neck, he felt a moments hesitation. Then he remembered how bossy and controlling she was, his least favorite kind of woman, and his hesitation disappeared. Lady Emma wasnt any dewy-eyed virgin, and she knew exactly what she was doing.

He could just imagine what her lovers were like, probably a bunch of old guys with names like Rupert and Nigel. They let her make all the calls, didnt give her any trouble, and didnt give her any thrills, either. But she was on vacation now, where there was no one around to tattle, and she had a hankering to get laid by someone who still had his own teeth. He was happy to oblige.

Her lids opened and she met his eyes. I want to keep a light on.

He certainly didnt have a problem with that. All right.

No cigarettes.

I dont smoke.

Brandy, I think. Or perhaps some sherry.

Uh-huh.

And music. Classical would be best. Baroque, I believe.

Damn. She was giving him a list, and he had to put a stop to it before she got right down to the color of the sheets. No music. Keeps me from concentrating on all those nice erogenous zones.

Oh. She swallowed. All right, then. No music. She looked down at the water. I probably should tell you Im ticklish.

Forewarned is forearmed.

And Im a bit claustrophobic, so the position might be important to dis

Excuse me for interrupting here, but let me point out that I am a trained professional.

Oh ... yes. She bit that lip again. One more thing. After its over, Mr. Traveler, we wont discuss it.

With a sigh of satisfaction, he sank back into the water. Lady Emma, you just turned into every mans fantasy.
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