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				CHAPTER 1

				The fog was so thick that Chloe didn’t see the car until it was almost on top of her. Certainly, she didn’t have time to react. One moment she was slogging along the road bent under the weight of her bags and suitcases, and the next moment she was eye to eye with a Rolls-Royce hood ornament.

				The car ground to a halt inches from her, and she could feel the warmth of the engine against her face. Blinded by the headlights, frozen with shock, she stood rooted to the spot, not even sure for a moment whether she had been hit or not. Then she heard the car door open and a man’s voice boomed out of the darkness. “What are you doing? Are you trying to get yourself killed?”

				His voice penetrated the shock. Finally able to react, she let out a cry. She dropped her bags and staggered back from the car, only to trip over one of her suitcases and fall on her behind. “I . . . I didn’t see you,” she gasped. She raised her arm to shield her eyes from the glare of the lights, but still she could not see the owner of the voice.

				Suddenly she became aware that while he wasn’t visible, she was definitely in the spotlight. Her coat and skirt were bunched up around her hips, her legs spread at an immodest angle. She felt a hole open up in her stocking over her knee. One of her cases had sprung open, and bright white bras, slips, and panties spilled onto the road. Feeling her face flush with embarrassment, she grabbed at the escaped lingerie and stuffed it into her old suitcase as she scrambled to her feet.

				Without the headlights shining in her eyes, she was no longer blinded, though what she saw almost made her fall over again.

				He was standing by the side of his car, his hands in the pockets of his long black cashmere coat, opened to reveal a pair of expensive jeans and a designer sweater. He was not wearing a hat, and his hair was black and thick. Hair to run your fingers through, she thought absurdly. The dense fog and the dark night suited him. Sexy, dark, mysterious, exuding wealth, he was so handsome that she wondered for a moment whether the car really had hit her. Maybe she was dead. But was he some heavenly angel or the devil himself? He looked angry enough to be the devil. His eyes flashed fire and his movie-star features were set in hard lines. “What the hell are you doing here, anyway?” he asked, his voice low and cold. “This is private property. And you are trespassing.”

				Nervously, Chloe took a step back. “I’m looking for Widow’s Cliff,” she stammered. “It’s the name of a house—”

				“I know it’s the name of a house,” he interrupted impatiently. “It happens to be my house. And who are you?”

				“You’re Gaelan Byrne?” she asked in dismay. Perhaps she would have preferred him to be the devil. Preferable to meet the devil on a dark country road than to find out this man—so good-looking and yet so angry, downright rude, even—was her new employer!

				“And who wants to know? You’re not another damned paparazzo, are you? I’m sick and tired of you people—why do you think I live way the hell out here?” The night was cold, and his words came out in clouds, merging with the fog.

				“Paparazzo? No, no, of course not. I’m Chloe Winters.” As he still didn’t seem to understand, she added uncertainly, “The new tutor?” She started to extend her hand but decided against it, instead putting them both in her pockets. He didn’t look like he wanted to shake her hand. The interviewer had told her he was a widower, so she had expected someone older. Not even the fact that he had a six-year-old child had deterred her image of him as grey-haired. Old enough to be her father, old enough that a romantic relationship would be completely out of the question. After her last boyfriend, she wasn’t sure she ever wanted to be involved with another man again.

				He said nothing, his expression morphing from anger into distaste. Maybe she didn’t need to worry—his bad manners were very quickly making up for his good looks. But then, bad manners were not very appealing in an employer, either. She felt a premonition of impending disaster.

				“For your little girl,” she explained further with a sigh. Did he even know he’d advertised for a tutor? “I thought someone was supposed to meet me at the St. John’s airport. Nobody came. I figured maybe the car had broken down or something, and I didn’t have your phone number . . . I had to take a bus . . .” She was on a roll now, reciting the litany of disasters that had occurred since she left Boston that morning.

				Really—she was the one who should be angry. She was the one who had stood around the airport all afternoon before catching a shuttle to Puffin’s Cove. Then the local bus driver had dropped her on the side of the highway, telling her the house was still a mile down a dirt road. Then this man almost ran her over with his fancy car. Her stockings were torn, she was freezing . . .

				Suddenly, he started to laugh, but there was no warmth in it, and his eyes still shot lightning bolts at her. He was definitely laughing at her, not with her.

				“It’s not funny,” she protested, feeling a slightly hysterical edge creep into her voice.

				He stopped laughing. “You’re right, it’s not funny,” he said soberly. “It’s infuriating.” He threw up his hands. “I can’t believe my assistant hired you. Not only do you walk down the centre of dark roads not paying any attention, you can’t even arrive on the right day.”

				“It’s the right day,” she said defensively. “It’s April the seventh today.”

				“And you were to start on the seventeenth.”

				“No, the seventh,” she insisted. “The man in Boston who interviewed me told me the seventh.”

				“That man in Boston is my second-in-command. I can assure you he has never made a mistake in his life.” He leaned against the car and crossed his arms. He looked her up and down as if he had never seen anything that disgusted him more. Chloe wouldn’t have been surprised if he found the squashed bugs on his windshield more appealing. “Let me correct that. Never made a mistake until he hired you. What did you do? Flash those sexy legs at him?”

				Well, at least she had scored points for having nice legs. Or had she? Wasn’t he accusing her of seducing his assistant? She opened her mouth to make some sort of retort in her defence, but no words came to her.

				He looked pleased that he had rendered her speechless. He opened the car door, then turned to her. Chloe was very aware of his dark, smouldering eyes locked on hers. “You’ve got half a mile more,” he said coolly. “I have a meeting tonight, and you’ve made me late. The housekeeper will let you in. Now, pay attention to where you’re going. If you miss the house, you’ll walk right off the cliff. And you wouldn’t want to do that—it’s a three-hundred-foot drop onto the rocks, and it’s been done before.”

				It was obvious that he was waiting for her to get out of his way. Mortified, Chloe grabbed her bags and struggled to the edge of the road. And while he had sounded as if he would be delighted if she fell off a cliff, the least he could have done was offer to take her bags!

				“Consider it a chance to redeem yourself,” he said, watching her impassively. “If you get to the house alive, I’ll reconsider my decision to fire you on the spot.” He got into the car and put it into gear. She stood among her bags and watched helplessly as the huge silver car rolled past her. He didn’t even look at her, and within moments the tail lights were swallowed by the fog.

				The sound of the car soon faded too, and in the quiet she could hear the distant roar of the ocean. Angry tears pricked at her eyes as she arranged her bags in her arms and continued on the road to the house. It was so dark and misty she couldn’t see more than a foot in front of her. Conscious now of the threat of cars, she walked on the edge where the gravel met the grass. She wasn’t too worried about dropping off a cliff—the bus driver had said to keep to the road and it would lead her right to the door. As she walked, she thought back to Gaelan’s words. You’ll walk right off the cliff, and you wouldn’t want to do that. It was pretty obvious that if she did, it wouldn’t bother him in the least.

				How had she gotten herself into this mess? She hadn’t even started her new job, and already everything was going wrong. That is, if she still had a job. It wasn’t looking too hopeful at the moment. It surely wasn’t what she’d pictured when she had answered the ad in the back of the magazine for retired teachers. Not that she was retired. She had, in fact, been fired. All thanks to Shawn.

				But the ad had looked like the answer to her problems—a job and a way of putting distance between herself and Shawn. She had met Shawn on a whitewater rafting adventure trip in Maine a year earlier. He was a teacher too, and their relationship seemed natural. Before long, they were living together. A few months later, she lost her job at a private school due to declining enrolment. The financial crisis had hit the Boston banking community hard, with many families pulling their kids from the school. Out of a job and short of money, she was also forced to leave her master’s in education program a few credits shy of her degree. Luckily, she found another teaching position at a nearby boarding academy. True, she lied on her resumé about already having that degree, but it was a requirement for the job, and what else was she to do? Her parents couldn’t help—the stock market crash had wiped out almost all their retirement savings, and now they were forced to work at the Home Depot on Cape Cod to make ends meet. The headmaster never would have even known—if it hadn’t been for Shawn.

				Shawn had asked her to marry him, and she was close to saying yes when he told her he couldn’t see them having a family. In her heart, she realized this was a deal breaker—she adored children. That’s why she had become a teacher, and she couldn’t imagine her future without a few of her own. And at thirty-two, she didn’t want to wait much longer to start. But when she told him this, he’d become petulant, swearing that if it was so important to her, why hadn’t she told him before? She had, but clearly he didn’t think it important enough to remember. The fights had been terrible, and he’d grudgingly agreed in the end that maybe one child would be okay. But Chloe knew this wasn’t good enough. She didn’t want to raise a child with a father who was only “okay” with the idea, so she broke off the relationship. Shawn was furious. Still unable to grasp the simple concept of how important a family was to her, he became convinced it had to be more. Certain now she was having an affair, he informed her new headmaster about her lack of a degree. The headmaster wasted no time in firing her. And as if that weren’t revenge enough, all their friends sided with him, so not only was she boyfriendless and childless, she was also jobless and friendless.

				She didn’t have the nerve to ask for a reference—even though her work record and ratings were otherwise impeccable—and things were looking pretty bleak until she saw the ad in the magazine. Looking for a mature retired female teacher as a companion/tutor for a six-year-old girl in a secluded oceanside setting in Newfoundland, the ad had read. Must live in and start immediately. She’d pictured herself taking long walks along the ocean, early nights, easy work. She was used to teaching twenty children at a time—just one would be a breeze!

				She had answered the ad (quite honestly adding that she was not retired) and to her surprise received an answer right away. She had gone for the interview the very next day at the Boston offices of Byrne Enterprises. From the signs in the lobby, she determined that there were also offices in Montreal and San Francisco. The man who interviewed her introduced himself as Marcus and his employer as often away on business. He asked her several questions about her own education and interests and seemed especially pleased that, thanks to her French-Canadian mother, she spoke fluent French. Much to her relief, he did not mention references. He hired her on the spot and asked her to start on April 7. Or so she had thought.

				At least the bus driver had been right. The road did lead right to the house. She saw the glow of lights through the fog only steps before reaching the door. The sound of the ocean battering against the rocks filled the air. The cliff was very close now. She put down her bags and paused to regain her breath before ringing the bell. The door was huge, made up of heavy oak panels. There was no window, and Chloe thought it looked like the door to a castle, not a house. She looked up at the facade to where it disappeared into the fog and decided that perhaps it was a castle. It was built with huge stone blocks, and light flowed from diamond-paned leaded windows. In her imagination she had pictured a cozy wooden house, its siding weathered with salt and wind, like the ones in calendar pictures of the New England coast. But this was anything but cozy. Though beautiful, it was downright daunting, and when she rang the bell she wondered for a moment if it would be answered by a hunchback named Igor.

				But it wasn’t Igor. It was a little girl with blond curls and an angelic face. My new student, Chloe thought, her heart already opening up to the child. But the girl obviously didn’t feel the same way. She took one look at Chloe, her eyes widened with fear, and she started to scream.

				* * *

				Gaelan navigated his way through the fog, cursing it, his friend and assistant Marcus, the occasion that had made this trip necessary, and the woman he had just left on the side of the road. He shouldn’t have been so hard on her. After all, she’d just about been run over. He’d probably scared her half to death—and to then tell her about the cliff as if he didn’t care whether she walked right off it had been pretty cold, no matter what her motives for being here.

				It was just that, all things combined, he had been pretty furious. The sight of her in his headlights had been a shock, and even though he had immediately slammed on his brakes, he had been sure he was going to hit her. Really, he had only yelled at her because his adrenalin had gone into overdrive.

				Well, at first. What was it about her that had immediately started to irritate him? It was the way she looked up at him from the ground, he decided. The way she scrambled around picking up her things, pulling down her coat, embarrassed and modest. After Colleen, these glimpses of vulnerability in a woman no longer brought out the gentlemanly side of him but rather made him instantly angry.

				Fair enough. Colleen’s vulnerability had turned out to be a calculated game that was intended to trap him. Marcus constantly reminded him that not all women were like her, but Gaelan knew that when one was as rich as he was, the Colleens of the world beat a pathway to the door. The moment they got a whiff of his money they were on him like bloodhounds—even ones who had a considerable amount of their own. Where money was concerned, apparently there was never too much. And who was to say this girl wasn’t one of them? Why would she have applied for the job otherwise? No attractive young woman would want to isolate herself like this—unless she had something in mind. He was sure he had fortune-hunter-proofed his ad. He had been more than clear that he wanted a mature retired teacher. Short of putting no one under the age of sixty-five need apply, how much clearer could he have been? And he had been that clear with Marcus.

				He hit the steering wheel with one of his gloved hands and cursed Marcus yet again. He and Marcus had discussed this ad nauseam: Someone old enough not to get any ideas about wooing her way into his bed and fortune. Someone old enough that he, in a weak moment, would not find himself looking at her with lust. He had in mind a sexless seventy-year-old in support hose and tweed, as much a grandmother for Sophia as a tutor.

				There would be no more repeats of Colleen or that last one, who had had a genuine enough teaching degree yet was not only doing her best to seduce him but also selling stories to a gossip magazine. What really happened to the sexy billionaire’s wife? the headline had read. As if he kept Colleen locked up in the attic or something. And here Marcus sent this girl—and one with legs that could drive a man crazy! What part of at least seventy, support hose, and retired didn’t he get?

				And it wasn’t just about him, either. It was about Sophia. Every time one of these women came along, the first thing they did was worm their way into Sophia’s affections. The girl was so desperate for a mother, she fell head over heels in love with every woman who showed her the least bit of attention, and then he had to play the bad guy and kick them out. Best he act immediately. She’d leave first thing in the morning. Sophia should be in bed by now—with any luck she wouldn’t even meet this one.

				The fog was lighter on the highway, and it wasn’t long before he reached the town of Puffin’s Cove. He didn’t want to be here, but he had promised to put in a showing at the town council meeting to support a motion on declaring a nearby wetland an environmentally protected region. Gaelan sometimes found himself at odds with some of the local businesses and politicians who believed that everything, including the environment, was fair game when it came to making money. He saw it instead as everyone’s duty to make sure there was still a planet around for future generations, and he was seen by some as an environmental champion.

				However, he found it hard to concentrate on the meeting, which turned out to be even more contentious than he had predicted. All he could think of was this woman, worming her way into Sophia’s good graces as she planned how she would worm her way into his. Yes, better to get rid of her sooner rather than later. The child didn’t need to feel like she was being deserted yet again. Damn, he was going to kill Marcus!

				* * *

				Chloe stepped back from the door and tried to think of a suitable reaction to the screaming girl. Fortunately, an older woman appeared in the foyer. She too seemed taken aback for a moment at the sight of Chloe, but at least she didn’t start to scream. She looped a strong arm around the girl. “Stop that, child. You’ll rub me nerves right raw!” The girl stopped instantly, but she stayed within the protective circle of the woman’s arms, regarding Chloe now with a mixture of interest and distrust.

				“Can I help you?” the woman asked Chloe. Chloe couldn’t even begin to guess her age. She was a large woman and wore what Chloe’s mother always called a “housedress,” a shapeless garment of printed cotton for doing housework. She had thick white hair that was pulled back into a bun at the nape of her neck, and her florid face was criss-crossed with deep wrinkles. Her smile was bright, and her eyes twinkled with good humour.

				Chloe gave them both her bravest smile. “Hi. My name is Chloe,” she said in her brightest schoolteacher voice. “I don’t know whether I’ve arrived on the right day or not, but I’m Sophia’s new teacher.”

				“Goodness gracious, girl!” the woman exclaimed, opening the door wider, letting out a seductive flood of warmth. Behind her, Chloe glimpsed a huge wood-panelled hall, adding to the impression that Widow’s Peak was indeed a castle. “You’re early. We weren’t expecting you for another week and a half!”

				“I think I got my dates mixed up,” Chloe said weakly.

				“Well, never you mind, you come right in.”

				“Thank you,” Chloe said gratefully. She picked up her bags and set them down inside the door. “You must be Sophia,” she said to the little girl.

				Sophia nodded her head vigorously, all signs of distrust melting like an icicle in the sun.

				“I’m sorry I frightened you,” Chloe said.

				Sophia smiled. “I was just playing,” she said.

				Chloe glanced at the housekeeper.

				“Like I say, she rubs me nerves,” she said without any sign of irritation. She spoke with a distinctive Newfoundland accent, musical and lilting, reminiscent of her Irish ancestors. “She probably saw you there with your hair like a birch broom in fits and thought you was a ghost or something. I must say you gave me a start myself. And I wasn’t expecting anyone as young as you!”

				Chloe laughed as much at the housekeeper’s expressions as at the idea of Sophia thinking she was a ghost. “Did you really think I was a ghost?” she asked the girl.

				Sophia shook her head, and Chloe smiled at her. She liked her already and wondered how much of the immediate need she felt to protect Sophia had to do with the girl’s father.

				The housekeeper started to pick up the bags, but Chloe stopped her. “Please, don’t pick them up. I’ll move them. Maybe Sophia can show me my room.” Silently she prayed that it would still be her room tomorrow and that Gaelan Byrne would not send her back on the first plane out of St. John’s.

				“Okay, okay,” said the woman. “But first, we’ll have a cup’a tea. You look tired and froze right through.”

				“A cup of tea sounds lovely,” Chloe said. The housekeeper took her coat and hung it on a coat rack before leading the way to the kitchen.

				“I should introduce myself,” she said. “My name is Windy.”

				“I’m pleased to meet you, Windy. I like your name. It’s very pretty.”

				“It suits me. I was born in a gale, my husband died when his fishing boat went down in a gale, and I’m sure I’ll be blown to heaven on a gale.” She laughed at her own joke, and Chloe joined in.

				The kitchen was beautiful and warm. At one end of the room a fire blazed in a large fireplace, while the other end held state-of-the-art appliances that would be the delight of any cook. In between was a long harvest table surrounded by cane-seated chairs. Spread across the table were several children’s books, a newspaper, and some children’s drawings.

				“Did you draw this?” Chloe asked, picking up one of the sheets of paper and holding it out to Sophia. A picture of a house on a cliff, it was dark and brooding, with storm clouds gathering above it and a wild sea smashing below.

				Sophia nodded a bit hesitantly, as if wondering whether she was about to get in trouble.

				“It’s very good,” Chloe said sincerely. Actually, the drawings were excellent for a child of six. Sophia was obviously very talented. “Is it Widow’s Cliff?”

				Sophia nodded, more enthusiastically this time. She picked up a picture of a cat and handed it to Chloe. “I drew this one too. It’s my cat, Cookies. He’s upstairs in my room right now. You can come up and meet him.”

				Chloe took it from the child. “I’d love to. Do you draw a lot?”

				Sophia shrugged. “Sometimes.”

				Windy placed steaming mugs of tea and a plate of homemade chocolate chip cookies on the table. Chloe was pleased when Sophia chose to sit next to her. She felt warm and happy. Oh please, don’t send me away! she prayed silently, not knowing if it was a higher power or Gaelan Byrne she was praying to.

				“Can I have two cookies, Windy?” Sophia asked.

				“Yes, dear,” Windy said.

				“Can Chloe?” she said.

				Windy laughed. “Chloe is the guest, and she can have as many as she wants.”

				Chloe complimented Windy on the cookies and tea and listened attentively to Sophia as she talked about her drawings. Except for the house picture, they were all of moose, bears, and other animals, and Chloe concluded that Sophia’s true passion was animals, not drawing. Nonetheless, the girl was talented, and Chloe vowed to encourage her. That is, if she were allowed to stay.

				“Do we start school tomorrow?” Sophia asked hopefully.

				Chloe suppressed a sigh with a sip of tea. “I don’t know, Sophia. I still have to talk to your father. I’m not sure I’ll be your new teacher. I’d like to be, but it’s up to him.”

				Windy looked like she was about to object, but Chloe shot her what she hoped was a warning glance.

				“You are my new teacher! He promised!” Sophia objected. She crossed her arms and stuck out her bottom lip in the universal sign of sulkiness.

				Chloe put her arm around the girl’s shoulders and gave her a quick hug. “Well, you keep your fingers crossed then that everything works out.” Chloe always found it difficult to explain the foibles of adults to children. It was a hard lesson for them to learn that adults could not always be relied on to keep their promises. “How about you show me my room? I could use some help with my suitcases.”

				Sophia immediately brightened. “Okay,” she said pulling away from Chloe and running out into the hall. Chloe had been about to follow, but Windy put a hand on her arm to stop her.

				“Do you not want to stay here?” she asked in a low voice.

				“Of course I do,” Chloe said earnestly, casting a glance at Sophia. “I already love it here. I just don’t know about Mr. Byrne. I met him on the road on the way in, and he didn’t seem very happy to see me.”

				“Oh, that’s just Gaelan. You can’t put too much stock in that. He’s an odd duck for sure. Doesn’t know what’s good for him anymore. He’s been hurt real badly. Ever since his wife—” Windy stopped short as Sophia picked up the heaviest of Chloe’s bags.

				“Sophia, put that down! It’s much too heavy for you.”

				Chloe thought that Windy must be referring to the death of Gaelan Byrne’s wife. Of course—he must still be in mourning, and wasn’t anger one of the stages of grief?

				“I can carry it,” Sophia insisted.

				“Windy’s right,” Chloe said, taking the bag from the girl. “You carry this one.” She pointed to the bag whose contents had so recently been dumped on the road. “It isn’t so heavy.”

				Windy picked up the remaining bag that held the books and school supplies Chloe had brought. “How did you carry this all yourself?”

				“It wasn’t too bad,” Chloe lied. She didn’t want to explain how she had expected to be picked up at the airport and how Gaelan had left her standing on the drive with all of her bags.

				An open staircase wound up one side of the hallway to a second-floor landing that looked over it. Long halls branched off on either side of the landing, confirming Chloe’s suspicion that the house was more like a castle. “Do you clean this house all by yourself?”

				“No, thank heavens,” Windy said as she led the way down one of these halls. “Two local girls come in every morning. Really, I just look after the cooking and washing up. And Sophia, of course.” They reached the end of the hall, and Windy opened the last door on the right.

				The room was huge, and out of one corner jutted a circular area surrounded by windows. “A turret!” Chloe exclaimed. She couldn’t believe this was her room—it was like something out of a historical romance novel! Her old apartment with Shawn in Boston was a broom closet next to this. Windy went over and lit the fireplace. Facing the fireplace was a chintz-covered loveseat, and Chloe imagined herself curled up with a good book. The floors were dark planks covered with excellent Middle Eastern carpets. But the icing on the cake was an antique canopy bed complete with bed curtains. Not in her wildest dreams had Chloe imagined herself in surroundings like this. She went to the turret windows and pulled back the drapes, but there was only blackness.

				“The view is beautiful,” Windy said, setting the fireplace screen before the fire. “Hopefully, the fog will clear tonight, and you’ll get a chance to enjoy it by and by in the morning.” Chloe hoped so too, but she was sure Gaelan Byrne was a bigger barrier to enjoying the view. The fog would eventually clear, but whether she would be here when that happened was the bigger question.

				“Can I put your clothes away?” Sophia asked.

				“Not tonight, sweetie,” Chloe said. “I’m really too tired.” She didn’t want to bring up the possibility she wouldn’t be around long enough to make it worthwhile.

				“I think we should leave Chloe in peace for a while,” Windy added. She turned to Chloe. “Your bathroom is directly across the hall. Why don’t you have a nice hot bath?”

				“I don’t want to miss Mr. Byrne when he comes back,” Chloe said. She really didn’t want to be in the bathtub when he booted her out. It would be so undignified, to say the least!

				Windy looked at her watch. “He won’t be home for at least another hour. You have time.”

				“Okay then, I will.” A bath would feel good. She would put on something nice and do her makeup. Perhaps she could convince Gaelan to give her a chance to prove herself.

				“And you,” Windy said to Sophia, who had climbed up on the bed and was rearranging all the many pillows and cushions. “You should have your own bath and get ready for bed. It’s way past your bedtime. And you’re just getting over a cold. You know the doctor told you to go to bed on time and get lots of sleep.”

				“I want to see Daddy too,” Sophia insisted.

				Windy sighed indulgently. “Okay, but you’re still going to have your bath. A nice warm one, right full of Epsom salts for that cold.”

				“All right,” Sophia agreed, as if she were doing Windy a favour, and jumped down off the bed.

				After they had left, Chloe opened her suitcases. She blushed at the thought of Gaelan Byrne seeing her underthings spread out on the road. Some of them now had smudges from the dirt. She sighed, stuffing the soiled bras and panties into a pocket in the lining of the suitcase, and searched for something clean. She would have all the time in the world to do laundry when she got sent back to Boston. Then, suddenly, the full implications of losing this job hit home. She had moved out of her apartment with Shawn in Boston weeks ago and couldn’t bear the thought of staying again on her cousin Anthony’s couch, she had no money beyond her small savings, her parents had their own financial problems, and she had no other job prospects. She had to keep this job. Dream job or not, this was a matter of survival.

				She picked out a simple black wool dress that she knew was flattering and a pair of black stockings. From the underthings that had survived the mishap, she chose a pair of lacy white panties and a bra. If she had to appeal to the sensual side of Gaelan Byrne to keep this job, she would do it, no matter how loudly the feminist in her objected. 

				She headed across the hall to her bathroom. It was every bit as luxurious as her room, with antique fixtures and polished brass taps, but as she soaked in the deep, old-fashioned claw-foot tub, she found it hard to relax and enjoy her surroundings—she was too focused on her upcoming meeting with Gaelan.

				Perhaps she had just caught him at a bad moment. Windy had said he was an “odd duck,” but her tone seemed to indicate that everything would be fine. It was important not to panic. Meeting him again would be like going on another job interview. She would be polite and calm. She would shake his hand and introduce herself formally. Perhaps it would be better not to make any reference to their meeting on the road. Just start at the beginning. Surely, once he spoke to her, he would realize she was perfect for the job. Plus, she had the vote of Sophia. Surely, once he saw how much his child liked her . . .

				She washed her hair and got out of the tub, wrapping herself in a thick white towel. She blow-dried her hair, letting it fall in natural waves around her shoulders. Her hair, she felt, was her best feature, thick and shiny and strawberry blond. Back in the bedroom, she dressed and put on some lipstick. She was as prepared as she ever would be.

				Gaelan Byrne opened the door just as Chloe reached the landing overlooking the entrance hall. Wanting a moment to gather her courage before meeting him, she stepped back into the shadows of the hall. Just then, Sophia, dressed in her nightgown, ran out of the kitchen toward her father. “Daddy!” she called, running toward him. “Chloe’s here!”

				“I know, Sophia,” he said, pulling off his gloves and throwing them onto a chair. He took off his coat and tossed it on the chair as well. “And how many times do I have to tell you to stop calling me Daddy? Gaelan will do just fine. You’re not a baby anymore.”

				“Sorry,” Sophia said sheepishly.

				Chloe was shocked. Where were the hugs and kisses fathers were supposed to greet their children with when they came home? And what was this about not calling him Daddy? Chloe still called her father Dad and always would. She couldn’t imagine even Shawn being this cold. How could Gaelan Byrne have so little affection for his own child?

				“Why aren’t you in bed?” he asked sharply. “You were supposed to be in bed two hours ago.”

				“Windy said I could stay up ’cause Chloe’s here.”

				“Okay, so now that you’ve told me she’s here, it’s time you went to bed. Where’s Windy?”

				“She’s in the kitchen, and I want Chloe to put me to bed!”

				“Sophia,” he said impatiently, “be reasonable, please. It has been a long day. And you know what the doctor said.”

				“I don’t want you to send Chloe away,” she said stubbornly. “I want her to be my teacher.”

				“Who said I was going to send Chloe away?” he demanded.

				“Chloe did.”

				“She did, did she? And where is Chloe now?”

				Chloe decided this was her cue. She stepped out of the shadows of the hall onto the landing toward the stairs. “I’m here,” she said.

				She felt Gaelan’s eyes on her as she walked down the stairs. Sophia ran over to her and held her arms up. Chloe gave her a quick hug. “Go find Windy and tell her it’s time for bed. I need to talk with your daddy.” She emphasized the word daddy, hoping Gaelan would notice.

				“I don’t want you to go!” Sophia sounded desperate and close to tears.

				“That’s what I have to talk to your daddy about. So go to bed and try not to worry, okay? I’ll come in and say good night in a little while.”

				“But what if I’m asleep?”

				“I’ll say good night anyway, and you’ll hear me in your dreams.” Certainly, Gaelan would allow that much.

				“Good night, Sophia,” Gaelan said firmly, and to Chloe’s surprise, he gave her a quick hug and kissed her on the cheek. She hugged him back before going off meekly to find Windy.

				While the hug seemed to satisfy Sophia, it only strengthened Chloe’s resolve to stay. She couldn’t help but think it was only for show. What a poor little rich girl Sophia was! Isolated in this great big house with no school friends, no mother, and a father who was so cold he didn’t even allow her to call him Daddy. If the child was prone to temper tantrums, it was no surprise—she was starved for affection.

				 “I overheard you speaking with Sophia,” Chloe said in the neutral professional voice she used in parent-teacher interviews. “I thought it best not to get her hopes up that I was staying.”

				“I see. Well, it didn’t take you long to turn her into a good advocate on your behalf,” he said cynically.

				“I can assure you that was not the intention. I was simply trying to spare her feelings.”

				“Yes, I’m sure.” He sounded unconvinced. “Come into my study. I’d like to have a drink.”

				He led the way to a room on the main floor and, as she entered, Chloe realized it was directly below her bedroom, the alcove surrounded with windows part of the same turret. The rest of the room looked like the sort of study seen in movies set in manor houses in the English countryside, all dark panelling and leather furniture. He closed the door behind her and lit a fire under the logs in the fireplace before pouring a drink from a bottle on the mantel. He did not ask her to sit, and she stood awkwardly in the doorway.

				“Would you like a Scotch?” he asked, and it occurred to Chloe it was perhaps the first polite gesture he had made toward her.

				“Yes, please,” she said.

				“I don’t have any ice.”

				Is that an apology? she wondered. Perhaps there’s a man with a heart under there after all, she thought sarcastically.

				“That’s fine. I like mine neat.”

				“Not very schoolmarm-like of you,” he said, pouring her a glass. “Although I approve. Good Scotch should never be watered down.” He held the glass out toward her, and she left her post by the door to take the drink from his hand. He did not relinquish the drink immediately, holding it for a moment as he looked at her critically. She was very aware of his closeness. Her head did not quite reach his shoulder, and she was looking at the button of his ivory-coloured shirt. He smelled of the outdoors, of the ocean air. She could sense the power of his body and was again reminded of the ocean, so powerful, moody, and restless. It was attractive and seductive—she couldn’t deny that—but it was also dangerous, full of pitfalls, susceptible to sudden storms. Definitely someone not to get involved with. Not if you didn’t want your heart broken . . .

				He relinquished his hold on the glass, and she stepped back as if to remove herself from the field of magnetism, daring to meet his eyes. He was looking back at her with a somewhat triumphant gleam in his eye, as if he had just proved something. She wondered what. She turned away and studied the photographs on the wall over the mantel. They were nature photographs, with whales, birds, and icebergs as the main subjects. They were excellent, and she was surprised to see they were signed G. Byrne. These photographs showed a sensitive side to Gaelan Byrne that he didn’t seem to care to show any other way.

				Gaelan moved to his desk and picked up the receiver of his phone to check his messages. He only half listened to them, most of his mind concentrating on Chloe, who was still watching the fire. Or at least pretending to. He knew she was thinking about something else entirely. He had felt it only moments before, as he handed her the Scotch—felt it himself, too. The unmistakable tug of attraction.

				She certainly is beautiful, he thought. Not in the glamorous model way like Colleen, but in a more classic way, like a Victorian painting, all soft, enticing curves. Made him wonder if he shouldn’t just go for it—a teacher for Sophia, a mistress for himself.

				It wasn’t natural, this self-imposed celibacy. He missed the feel of a woman’s body beneath his hands and the touch of her lips on his skin . . . Damn, he thought as his body started to react to these erotic thoughts. If only it were that easy. He remembered his attraction to Colleen. It had seemed so easy then, too—no premonition of the horrors to come.

				The last message was from Marcus. “Just checking my book, Gaelan. I made a mistake. Sophia’s new teacher arrived in Newfoundland today. I don’t know how I got the dates mixed up. I hope she’s not still standing at the airport.” There was a pause, and Gaelan heard the smile in his friend’s voice as he continued. “I know she’s not quite what you’re expecting, but she’ll be perfect for you both. Talk to you soon.”

				Christ, Gaelan thought. He was going to kill Marcus! But first he had to get rid of this gold digger. And he had to do it quickly. Already Sophia was head over heels in love with her. How the hell had she pulled that off so quickly? He knew he wasn’t the greatest father to Sophia, but he damn sure wasn’t going to allow her heart to get broken again.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				
				CHAPTER 2

				Gaelan slammed the receiver into its cradle and looked up to see Chloe eyeing him nervously. Good, he thought, not without guilt. She’s scared of me. This’ll be easy. In a few minutes he would be able to forget about this woman, sexy curves and all, and he could go about finding someone for Sophia who wasn’t going to exploit the child’s affections to get to his money.

				“Ms. Winters,” he began in a calculatingly cold and formal voice. “I’m a busy man, and I’d like to keep this brief. I cannot possibly employ you, and I think it would be best for everyone if you left first thing in the morning.”

				He expected her to nod, give up, and leave. Instead, she drew herself up to her full five and a half feet and addressed him in a haughty voice. “I think it’s only fair that you explain to me why you can’t employ me. I came a long way to take this job.” 

				Her tone infuriated him. “I don’t have to explain myself to you,” he said aloofly. “I’ve met you, and I don’t want you here. End of story.”

				But Chloe didn’t give up. “Why did you let Marcus do the hiring if you didn’t trust his judgment?”

				“Did you not hear me? I think I’ve made it perfectly clear that I do not have to explain myself.” He wasn’t used to having his decisions questioned, and he couldn’t believe she was criticizing how he ran his affairs. Well, anything that steeled his resolve to get rid of the woman was welcome. “This meeting is over, Ms. Winters. You will be taken to the airport first thing tomorrow.”

				Gaelan threw back the contents of his glass of Scotch and looked longingly at the bottle on the mantel. It had been the sort of day that made you want to end it in a drunken oblivion. Certainly one more wouldn’t hurt. He went to the mantel and refilled his glass before returning to his position behind the desk. She was watching him, and he suddenly found himself thinking how kissable her lips looked. He changed his mind about getting drunk. One more Scotch and he wasn’t going to be able to concentrate.

				“Isn’t it a breach of contract to dismiss me like this?” Chloe’s voice penetrated his thoughts. “I was, after all, hired for a year.”

				“Are you threatening me with a lawsuit?” he said, her kissable lips quickly forgotten.

				“I didn’t say that,” Chloe objected sharply. “I was asking you a question. I have rights, you know.” It was such a naive statement that Gaelan found himself wanting to laugh.

				“Well, I wouldn’t suggest that you try and exercise them, as I have sufficient funds to mop the floor with you should you try.” She had that look that said, Oh yes? That’s what you think, and Gaelan found himself amused. She was determined, he had to give her that—which of course was why she was too dangerous to keep around. Nonetheless, he felt a grudging admiration. Most women had tried to get into his bed either by acting innocent and helpless or by playing the sex kitten. He didn’t know which irritated him the most. This was at least a variation on the theme.

				Gaelan suppressed a smile. “Fortunately for you, I’ve already decided to compensate you for your trouble.” Of course he hadn’t, but she didn’t need to know that. It would, however, make an interesting test. If he was right about her, he was sure the offer would—one, get rid of her, and two, confirm that it was his money she had been interested in all along. “How’s six months’ pay for not lifting a finger?”

				He watched with grim satisfaction as her eyes grew larger. “I thought that would do the trick,” he said quietly but not without a certain disappointment. Hope, as they say, springs eternal, he thought.

				Then her face changed. For a second he thought she was going to fly across the desk at him. “Do you think I’m here just for the money?” she asked indignantly. “I came because I love children and I love to teach.”

				“Then why aren’t you teaching in a school?” he said, deciding that his test probably hadn’t proved a thing. He could see her hesitate, and he knew she wasn’t being straight with him. She was hiding something from him—he could see it in those beautiful green eyes of hers. “Why are you here?” he demanded.

				“I wanted a change,” she said, the haughtiness gone from her voice.

				“And . . .?”

				“I saw the ad in a magazine for retired teachers. It looked interesting, so I thought I would apply.”

				“The fact that it was in a magazine for retired teachers should have been a clue. Twenty-year-olds need not apply.”

				“I’m not twenty. I’m thirty-two.” She was indignant again, but he noticed there was little conviction in her tone. “But if this is about age, I can assure you that I am both mature and responsible.”

				“I’m sure you are, Ms. Winters.” He couldn’t very well explain that it most certainly was about age, that he was searching for someone who looked like his grandmother. He walked out from behind the desk and went over to poke the languishing fire. He gave it a vicious jab with the poker, sending a shower of sparks up the chimney. He wanted another Scotch, but he would not pour another. He needed all of his faculties. Already he felt he had missed something important. She had hesitated, and he had failed to discover why.

				“I have a lot of experience as well,” Chloe said somewhat hopefully from behind him. 

				“In what?” he said cruelly as he let the poker fall to the stone hearth with a clatter. He leaned back against the mantel. He had definitely rattled her, and he felt his edge returning. He’d get her to come clean yet.

				She had been nursing her drink in careful little sips, but now she finished it off in a single swallow and set it on the desk. “How about we start again?” she said.

				Gaelan noted she had put her schoolmarm voice back on. Nobody had spoken to him like that since he was ten. Maybe she would make him sit in the corner. He almost smiled at the thought and suddenly realized that maybe he was enjoying this a little too much. No wonder he had let himself get dragged into an argument. “I don’t think we need to start again. I’ve made up my mind—you’re going.” Did he detect the slightest bit of regret in his own voice?

				Perhaps Chloe detected it, too. “I came such a long way,” she said quietly, dropping the schoolmarm tone. There was a note of pleading in her voice. She looked at her feet, and her hair fell around her face like a rich curtain.

				“I told you I’d compensate you,” he said firmly. He could not allow himself to feel regret.

				“But I don’t want six months’ pay for doing nothing. I want to stay here and teach. Even more so, now that I’ve met Sophia.” She looked up and pushed the strawberry-blond waves back from her face. “Has she ever shown you her drawings?”

				This was not a conversation that Gaelan was comfortable with, and was part of the reason he had given the job of interviewing to Marcus. How was he to explain that he had virtually nothing to do with the child—that just to look at her brought back her mother and a whole history he would just as soon forget? He felt guilty, of course, and he knew he was being a terrible father, but that’s the way it was.

				“Sometimes,” he said, although it was a lie. Sophia never showed him anything—she knew he didn’t like her to bother him. They didn’t even eat meals together. Sophia ate in the kitchen with Windy, while Gaelan ate here in his office. And with his business, weeks could go by without them seeing each other at all. Really, her impassioned plea not to send Chloe away tonight was more than she’d said to him in months.

				“They’re very good, aren’t they?”

				“I suppose so,” he said evasively. He would ask Sophia to show him her drawings tomorrow.

				“She’s very talented, and I’d like to encourage her to draw more.”

				Gaelan said nothing, but Chloe was not deterred. “She likes animals too, doesn’t she?”

				This Gaelan did know. “Yes, she does.” She’d asked for a kitten for her sixth birthday, and even he had been touched by her delight when he presented her with the tiny tabby. And on several occasions he had heard her chattering to Windy about the puppy she would like to have.

				“I believe in working with a child’s interests,” Chloe said. “It makes learning much more natural.”

				Gaelan could see the interest in her eyes, and he had to admit she looked genuinely excited about the prospect of teaching Sophia. Could he be wrong? Maybe Marcus wasn’t matchmaking at all. Maybe he was only thinking of Sophia. And God knows, it was good someone was. Gaelan felt her eyes on him and became aware she was waiting for an answer to the question she’d just asked him. “I’m sorry, what did you say?”

				“Does she speak any French?” Chloe repeated.

				He shook his head. He had put French as a job requirement in his advertisement, believing everyone should know a second language. This being Canada, French was the obvious choice. He himself was completely bilingual but had never spoken French to Sophia. Just another one of the ways he had failed her.

				Chloe continued. “I’m fluent in French. My father grew up in Massachusetts, but my mother was born in Quebec City. I thought we could speak French together at least part of the day. Children learn very quickly. Has she started learning the piano? I teach piano as well.”

				“Nobody is doubting your teaching qualifications, Ms. Winters,” he said, feeling annoyed with himself. He wouldn’t risk it. He couldn’t.

				“Chloe,” she insisted. “And if it isn’t my teaching abilities that are in question, what is?” she asked almost desperately. 

				“I thought I told you. I was looking for someone who is retired.”

				“And I thought I addressed that sufficiently,” she insisted. 

				“Not for me.” He watched as a lock of hair fell down over her eye. He felt an urge to reach out and tuck it behind her ear. The thought suddenly made him notice it was getting hot by the fire, so he edged away, a move that unfortunately narrowed the space between them. He forced himself to look away from the tempting lock of hair. He was suddenly aware of how much he was holding himself back. It would be good to feel her body against his. He swallowed hard and hoped the thought didn’t reach a certain uncontrollable part of his anatomy. “So unless you can age forty years overnight”—God forbid, he thought dryly—“I don’t think there’s any way for you to satisfy my requirements.”

				“But—”

				 “There are no buts,” he said firmly. “What are you going to do out here? Widow’s Cliff is extremely isolated. Yes, Puffin’s Cove is close, but it’s hardly a bustling metropolis. And as you know, St. John’s is two hours away—in the winter, both places might as well be a million miles away, given the roads can be closed for days on end.”

				“I don’t mind isolation. I love it. I may have lived in Boston, but I like to go camping on the weekends—”

				“This is not camping on the weekends. This is all year round. And I do not allow visitors at Widow’s Cliff. None. I expect total privacy.”

				“But surely you allow Sophia’s friends to come and visit?” Chloe said, looking taken aback.

				“No, I do not. This is my house, and I like it to be quiet.”

				“But she doesn’t go to school. What does she do for friends?”

				“Once a week she goes to an enrichment class in Puffin’s Cove. That’s sufficient.” He had no idea whether it was or not, but he couldn’t tolerate the thought of noisy children running around the house, and he certainly couldn’t let her go to the local school—all he needed was for her to be kidnapped.

				“She’s just a little girl. She should have friends . . .”

				“Look, we’re not talking about Sophia, we’re talking about you. Sophia is quite used to the quiet here. You are not. This is no place for a young woman from the city. As I said, no visitors are allowed here, so there will be no inviting your boyfriend—”

				“I don’t have a boyfriend,” she interrupted.

				“Isn’t that a surprise,” he said sarcastically, taking this as another indication of her intentions in coming to this lonely place.

				“What’s that supposed to mean?” she said defensively. “Am I that repulsive?”

				Surprised by this answer, Gaelan looked her up and down slowly, his gaze lingering on the rise of her breasts before moving on to her tiny waist and the curve of her hips. “Not at all,” he said. He bet Marcus knew this girl didn’t have a boyfriend. Who was he trying to kid? Marcus hadn’t been interviewing a teacher for Sophia; he had been interviewing a potential wife. Gaelan had told Marcus he was finished with women, but Marcus stubbornly refused to stop trying to set him up. But one thing was for sure about Marcus: he knew what Gaelan found attractive in a woman. He glanced unconsciously at her breasts, feeling an unmistakable hardness forming.

				“Oh, I see,” she said. “You’re afraid I’m going to throw myself at you. That’s why you wanted an older woman. You think just because you’re rich and attractive . . .” She stopped short on the word attractive, and Gaelan felt something akin to pleasure that she found him good-looking. But wasn’t this exactly what he wanted to avoid? He was getting confused.

				“You think,” she repeated, “that just because you’re rich, I’m going to throw myself at you? I’ve never been so insulted!” Gaelan watched her stamp her foot with indignation. He had never heard of anyone doing that outside of a storybook. Rumpelstiltskin, wasn’t it? Only Rumpelstiltskin wasn’t as cute as Chloe. He found it rather amusing.

				“It wouldn’t be the first time someone’s thrown herself at me,” he said sardonically. “And you did call me attractive.”

				“It’s a figure of speech and nothing more,” she said angrily.

				“A figure of speech,” he said slowly. Gaelan may have been out of practice with women lately, but he was pretty sure he had read the signs correctly. The attraction was there, and although he had no intention of getting involved with this beautiful woman, it certainly couldn’t hurt to just have a little taste. After all, that’s what she’d come for, wasn’t it? Certainly, it would prove his theory right or wrong much more quickly than all this talking, he decided, justifying himself and what he was about to do. “I think we’d better test your figure-of-speech theory,” he said in a low voice.

				He closed the space between them and took her roughly in his arms. The feel of her was astonishing, the skin of her arms warm and soft. He slid his hand around her back, up to the bare skin on her neck, under her thick, soft hair. He bent his head down to hers, seeing his desire reflected in her green eyes. He was right, but he didn’t care anymore. Her lips parted as he took her mouth with his. Electricity shot through every nerve ending in his body, filling him with a heart-stopping white heat. It was exhilarating—he couldn’t remember ever feeling this before—that the touch of a woman’s lips could feel so right. He pulled her closer, crushing her breasts against his chest, his tongue greedily seeking hers.

				God, he thought, don’t let this stop. I don’t care if this woman was sent by the devil himself. I want her! All those years of celibacy and denial—this was what he’d been missing! One hand still tangled in her hair, he let his other hand slide down her back to the delicious curve of her buttocks.

				Did all this happen in a moment? He didn’t know. He didn’t care. And so when she shoved her hands against his chest and ripped herself out of his grasp, he didn’t know if he’d been kissing her for a minute or an hour. Nor did he know why she had pushed him away; he had felt her mouth hot on his, her lips full and moist. And when her hand flew up and struck him across the cheek, he was more than just a little surprised.

				“What the hell was that for?” he said angrily, his cheek stinging where she had hit him. She had quite the arm on her.

				“You have to ask?” She fairly hurled the words at him. Her hair looked wild from where he had tangled his fingers in it, her face was flushed, and her eyes burned. “Of all the arrogant, mean tricks . . .” She hesitated as if she couldn’t find words bad enough to describe him.

				“Calm down,” he said, his voice thick with frustrated desire. “It’s not like you weren’t enjoying it.”

				“You bastard!” She almost spat the words at him. “I hope you’re happy now, because I quit!”

				Gaelan stepped out of her reach as she stomped past him toward the door—he wouldn’t put it past her to take another swing at him. She opened the door, and Gaelan was sure she was about to leave when she whirled around and faced him again. If looks can kill, he thought, I think I’m a dead man.

				“One more thing, Gaelan Byrne,” she said in a low voice that shook with emotion. “That’s a lovely little girl you have, and you are a disgraceful father!”

				And as there was nothing he could say in his own defence, he turned away as she left without closing the door behind her.

				* * *

				Chloe ran through the hall and practically stumbled up the stairway. At the top she hesitated, wondering in her distress if her room was down the hall to her left or right. She forced herself to stop and think before taking the hall to the left. She got to her room and closed the door gratefully behind her.

				The lamp beside her bed cast a soft glow over the room. A few embers still survived from the fire that Windy had laid. Chloe went over to it and with a shaking hand stirred them into life with the poker. She caught sight of herself in the mirror. Her hair was dishevelled and her lipstick smudged. She grabbed a tissue from the box on the bedside table and impatiently rubbed the rest of the lipstick from her lips. She ran her fingers through her hair to smooth it down, the memory of his fingers entangled in it fresh and hot in her mind. But there was nothing she could do to take the wild look out of her eyes, remove the flush from her cheeks, or stop her heart from pounding.

				She took a couple of logs from the basket in the corner and placed them on the fire before throwing herself onto the loveseat. What had just happened? One moment she had been defending her job, and the next she had been in his arms. 

				Why had he done that to her? He seemed so sure she was there to wheedle her way into his bed and fortune. You wouldn’t be the first to try, he’d said to her. Had he hired someone before who had attempted? That would explain his reluctance to hire someone else young. Had he kissed her to test her? If so, she had failed the test. She had hit him all right, but not before she had returned his kisses with a passion that had matched his own.

				Really, if it hadn’t been for a voice screaming in her head that she was being made a fool of, she would have let it go on forever. Even then it was all she could do to pull herself away and salvage her pride with a slap across the face. And she’d hit him pretty hard, she thought, a slight smile forming at the corner of her lips.

				What would have happened if she hadn’t slapped him? Would he have eventually pulled away and said I told you so? Or would he have taken her to bed to have his fun and tossed her out in the morning? Somehow she guessed it would have been the latter. Surely he hadn’t been faking that lust. She remembered his body as he crushed her against himself. No, he most definitely had not been faking.

				She couldn’t believe she had reacted the way she had. Yes, she found him very attractive. Who wouldn’t? He was tall, dark, and handsome incarnate. But he was also arrogant and patronizing and clearly an angry soul. For heaven’s sake, he had been downright cruel to her. The list of reasons for her to hate him was pretty long for only having known him a few hours. First, he didn’t pick her up at the airport—she was sure she had the right date. Then he almost ran over her with his car and didn’t offer to drive her the rest of the way to the house. Then he told her she was fired.

				At one point she had been sure he knew the boarding academy had fired her. Why aren’t you teaching at a school? he’d asked. And she’d lied to him. She hadn’t applied for this job because she wanted a change; she’d applied because she’d been forced by circumstances. It didn’t mean she didn’t want the job or that she couldn’t do it, but in the back of her head, she knew he had a right to know. She sensed that he knew she was covering something up, and maybe that was enough to hurt her case. Not that it mattered anymore. She’d quit, and this time tomorrow she’d be knocking on her parents’ door on Cape Cod, asking if she could sleep in the guest room.

				However, even if he had learned that she’d been let go from the academy, he had no right to speak to her the way he had. But then, what could she expect from someone who could treat his own child with such coldness? In her years as a teacher she had seen parents who were not necessarily good parents, but never had she known someone who had seemed to downright dislike his own child. He didn’t even bother to hide it. Imagine telling her to call him Gaelan instead of Daddy!

				And yet after all that, she found herself in his arms kissing him like she’d never kissed anyone before. She
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