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REVIEWERS SAY...

 


“Jacqueline Diamond is the heavy-hitter of
the romance novel world... For over three decades, Diamond's work
has filled the hours of many people with interesting plot twists
and a light, airy style that is uniquely Diamond.”

—Online reviewer Marc Stern.

 


“I’ve enjoyed every book I've ever read by Jacqueline
Diamond and I've been reading her books for years and years. “

--Kathy Boswell, The Best Reviews

 


“Jacqueline Diamond writes interesting stories that
her readers can immerse themselves in and forget about the real
world for a while. Her books are very well thought out and
multifaceted, giving us characters that we love to read about.”

--Donna Zapf, Cataromance

 


 


 


AUTHOR’S NOTE FROM THE ORIGINAL EDITION

 


Unlike the children in this book, my two boys
never believed that dancing and drinking ginger ale would make
grown-ups fall in love. But they’ve had plenty of strange notions
of their own.

My favorite unanswerable question was, “Mom,
why is the universe in outer space?”

Another time, I switched gears on my younger
son, then age four, and began plying him with questions. When I got
to “Why do we wear clothes?”, he answered without hesitation, “So
people won’t laugh.”

 


AUTHOR’S NOTE FROM THIS EDITION

 


How magical to be able to jump twenty years
into the future, to bring you up to date! A lot has changed with my
children and me in the intervening years.

I’m happy to report that my boys have grown
up into wonderful young men married to equally wonderful young
women.

And my husband and I have enjoyed more than
forty years of partnership and friendship. Which is exactly what a
marriage ought to be.
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CHAPTER ONE

 


 


It was on her thirty-second birthday that
Sandra Duval discovered she no longer lived a charmed life.

To start with, Mrs. Octavia Smith wore a much
more striking hat to a charity breakfast. Bedecked with real
orchids, real calla lilies and a realistic-looking stuffed monkey,
the hat rode rakishly atop the former model’s champagne-colored
curls.

Sandra’s own white silk chapeau trimmed with
red silk roses and a shepherdess doll was sedate in comparison.
She’d started wearing fancy hats years ago to feel bigger than she
was. Today, she felt smaller.

Later, at a luncheon for supporters of the
Los Angeles Music Center, the mayor shook hands with the ambassador
from Tonga and a boy soprano before he even noticed Sandra.

She was not accustomed to such cavalier
treatment. When her husband, Malcolm, had died seven years earlier,
he’d left her an inheritance of fifty million dollars, and she had
donated generously to the center.

Of course, she also funded medical research
and other causes from the investment income. Sandra was a soft
touch for a homeless family or a teenager in need of treatment, and
she spent an afternoon each week reading to seniors in a
convalescent home. However, experience had taught that the press
either misinterpreted such activities as self-serving or exploited
them with intrusive “human-interest” stories, so she’d learned to
keep such projects confidential.

After the luncheon, she emerged from the
music center into the June sunshine with her rose-trimmed hat on
straight and a confident smile decorating her lips. She didn’t
suspect the cluster of reporters and photographers on the sidewalk
of anything more than their usual idle curiosity until they blocked
the path to her limousine.

“Mrs. Duval!” called one of the women. “How
do you feel about losing all your money?”

“Excuse me?” Sandra couldn’t understand why
people insisted on asking hypothetical questions. She had a very
literal mind, particularly where money was concerned.

“Do you believe your lawyer really committed
suicide after stealing it, or do you think he faked his death?” a
male reporter boomed.

“Suicide? My lawyer?” Her hands fluttered. It
was a gesture her late husband had found irresistible, and she
still employed it when distressed. But the cause of her distress
was usually inconsequential and mild in nature, and had nothing to
do with embezzling lawyers committing suicide.

Why hadn’t her personal assistant briefed
her? What was going on here?

“What are you doing to recover the
money?”

She couldn’t see who was talking, not with so
many lights flashing in her face.

“What about the foreclosure on your mansion?
Where will you live?”

Sandra wished her assistant, Eloise, hadn’t
called in sick with PMS this morning. She felt as if she had
stumbled into a play where everyone but her had the script.

“All of your questions will be answered in
due time,” she announced, a phrase she had acquired from her late
husband. She certainly hoped the questions would be answered, and
soon.

These past two months, Sandra had heard a few
rumblings, but not enough to indicate anything seriously wrong. Her
stockbroker had made several inquiries this month, and she’d
referred him to Rip Sneed, the lawyer who handled her financial
affairs. Then, last week, her banker had called about an overdue
loan, and she’d referred him to Rip as well.

When she’d spoken to Rip about the calls,
he’d assured her that it was a misunderstanding concerning a very
advantageous major transaction. He’d said he had run into a
short-term cash-flow problem.

This didn’t sound like a cash-flow problem,
unless the press had gotten things wrong. Which they often did.

Where was her limousine? Sandra wondered as
she tried to edge through the crowd of reporters and photographers.
Oh, dear, was that a TV crew straight ahead? She couldn’t deal with
their questions when she was so baffled and confused.

Before her, a uniformed driver appeared like
a knight in shining armor, or, rather, in maroon livery. His violet
eyes narrowed against the bright sunshine as he blocked the news
crew and ushered Sandra into a white stretch Cadillac.

“Thank you so much. I was overwhelmed,” she
gasped as he closed the door, shutting out the clamoring hordes.
“Is there any grapefruit juice in the bar?”

The chauffeur didn’t answer, because he was
swinging around the outside of the car. Come to think of it, this
didn’t look like the limousine Sandra had taken this morning, but
she hadn’t really been paying attention.

Usually Eloise drove the Rolls-Royce or
Sandra piloted the Ferrari, when she was in the mood. That was the
wonderful thing about having lots of money. Whatever your mood was,
you could indulge it shamelessly.

Sandra hadn’t always been rich. Once upon a
time she’d been a poor student aspiring to a career in advertising
or magazine editing. She had shared a dumpy apartment, a wardrobe
and one set of textbooks with her best friend.

Then billionaire businessman Malcolm Duval
spotted her descending the library steps. He’d halted abruptly at
the bottom and waited.

She could still picture his delighted smile.
He had managed to assess every feminine inch of her with
appreciation, yet with no hint of over familiarity.

He’d been on campus that day to endow a chair
in economics. In addition, after a swift courtship that included
candlelight dinners in Monte Carlo and scuba diving off Hawaii, he
had endowed Sandra with all his worldly possessions.

What had those reporters been talking about?
Sandra wondered. Had her lawyer gone bankrupt and killed himself?
Surely he knew she would have helped him, if only he’d asked.

Following Malcolm’s guidance, first in person
and then in his will, she had entrusted her affairs completely to
Rip. It was Malcolm, too, who had hired Eloise years ago, claiming
that Sandra needed someone to screen her phone calls and mail.

It appeared that Eloise might have screened
them a little too well. Sandra still couldn’t believe these two key
people in her life had failed her. There must be a reasonable
explanation.

The driver exited the parking bay and headed
toward the freeway. She took a deep breath. She ought to feel safe
now, but her anxiety was building.

Something had gone wrong. What, exactly? She
could do nothing until she got more information, Sandra reflected,
and tried to distract herself by studying the chauffeur.

He was very handsome. When he turned his head
to check for cross traffic, she took in an aristocratic profile
that reminded her of Malcolm’s. Maybe it was the haughty tilt of
the driver’s chin. This definitely was not the man who’d been
driving this morning.

Her mouth suddenly dry, she checked the tiny
refrigerator. Empty. But two hours ago, it had held an assortment
of juices and mineral waters.

“Excuse me.” She tapped on the glass panel
that separated them. The driver pressed a button and it slid open.
“I’m afraid this is the wrong car.”

“No, ma’am.” Despite the driver’s civil tone,
his manner was far from deferential. “You are Sandra Duval, aren’t
you?”

“Certainly!” It offended her that he should
be in doubt. Didn’t the man read the society news?

“I was asked to substitute. Your previous
driver had a family emergency,” the man said, and closed the
glass.

It was a plausible excuse. Still, those
reporters had upset her. She wished someone would explain what
they’d been talking about.

Then she noticed that they were heading
southeast on Interstate 5. Her estate lay in the other
direction.

Malcolm had warned Sandra during their
marriage about the risk of being kidnapped. Although she had been
careful ever since to avoid dangerous situations, those idiotic
reporters had made her careless.

She stared out the window at the industrial
landscape whizzing by. It would be far too hazardous to jump.
Besides, why would someone kidnap her if she had lost all her
money?

This last thought skittered around in
Sandra’s brain, racing frantically here and there until she pounced
on it and held it motionless.

She had lost all her money. Wasn’t that what
someone had said? How preposterous. A person couldn’t lose billions
of dollars. Malcolm had left her too well protected for that.

Rip, a round little man whose hair verged on
extinction, had tucked her money safely into mutual funds and
annuities and investments of one sort or another that paid a
competitive interest rate. Plus, she was a major stockholder in
Malcolm’s aerospace company.

Now it appeared Sneed had either committed
suicide or disappeared. Had his “major transaction” blown up? And
what about her stockbroker’s inquiries and the phone call from the
bank last week?

Freeway signs alerted Sandra that they were
passing the Long Beach Freeway. They were definitely heading south
from Los Angeles. The driver must have realized his mistake by now,
if it was a mistake.

She simply had to get home. Besides needing to
unravel the confusion about her money, she was expecting more than
a hundred birthday guests for dinner at six. It would be a serious
breach of etiquette if she weren’t there to greet them.

She tapped on the window again. The man
squared his shoulders, an impressive task considering their width,
and continued to stare ahead.

If only Eloise were here! She always carried
Sandra’s cell phone in her oversized purse. Didn’t limousines come
equipped with phones, too?

There it was, built into the entertainment
panel. Perfect! Sandra required information, and she knew exactly
where to start.

Cautiously, afraid the driver might
intervene, she slipped the phone out and tapped in her personal
assistant’s home number. Eloise had to be there; she was, after
all, ill.

Someone answered after two rings. “Nickerson
residence,” said a familiar, nasal voice.

“Eloise? Thank heavens!” Sandra could feel
her blood pressure returning to normal.

“Who’s calling, please?” said the voice.

“Eloise, it’s me! Sandra!”

“This is Eloise’s sister,” said the voice.
“I’m sorry, she had to go out of town on a family emergency.” A
loud click followed.

The woman had hung up on her.

A family emergency? Wasn’t that what her
driver claimed had called away the previous chauffeur? Family
emergencies seemed to be running rampant today.

A far more sinister interpretation begged to
be put on this matter, one that she couldn’t ignore. That had been
Eloise on the phone—not some phantom sister.

There was no emergency. Neither was Eloise in
the grip of raging PMS. The truth was that Eloise had got wind of
Sandra’s crisis and cruelly abandoned her.

Or worse. She had only received the banker’s
call because she had happened to answer the phone herself. Had
Eloise been blocking other calls?

Yesterday, the doorbell had rung several
times. Eloise had claimed it was simply the gardeners and pool
cleaners. Even if her assistant believed it her duty to protect
Sandra from reality, that didn’t explain her defection today.

Was it possible Eloise resented Sandra’s
wealth and rejoiced in her troubles? Had she conspired with the
lawyer? Or was Eloise so humiliated to learn that she’d tied her
wagon to a falling star that she’d chosen to flee rather than stand
by her employer in a crisis?

It struck Sandra that this news must have
been circulating late last night or early this morning, while she
herself remained ignorant. That explained why the mayor had been
avoiding her—the weasel.

She rooted through her purse until she found
her emergency phone list, then dialed Rip Sneed’s number. A machine
announced that the office was closed.

Next she tried her stockbroker. He had left
for the day, his secretary said. He might not be back for a long
while.

“Family emergency?” Sandra asked.

“Something like that,” said his
secretary.

Next she rang her housekeeper at the mansion.
Someone picked up the receiver, listened without speaking as Sandra
identified herself, sobbed uncontrollably and hung up.

Sandra felt like a character in a television
program she’d seen once, a woman who went to the supermarket and
returned to find that no one recognized her. Taking a mirror from
her purse, she regarded her image.

She looked the same as always: big hat,
loosely curled golden hair, blue eyes, straight nose. At least she
still recognized herself!

Glancing up, she saw the driver observing
her. “Who are you?” Sandra asked.

He shook his head and kept watching her,
between surveys of the traffic.

“Where are you taking me?” She was dismayed
to hear her voice rise to a near-hysterical level.

The man mouthed something that looked like
“to the beach,” but she must have misunderstood. You didn’t kidnap
people and take them to the beach. You snatched them away to the
mountains or a remote spot in a canyon.

That observation failed to reassure her.

She reached for the phone again. There was
one person in Los Angeles who could be counted on for complete
honesty.

Sandra had to admit she hadn’t spent much time
recently with her old college roommate. However, that was
understandable, now that Belle had a husband and a baby.

Sandra’s first act after inheriting her
fortune had been to buy a staid women’s magazine called You and
Me, rename it Just Us and transform it into a hip
journal for single women. She had plucked her pal, Belle Martens,
from a dead-end job in advertising and hired her to edit it.

Belle had done most of the work of
transforming Just Us into a success. Sandra had no head for
day-to-day details. She did, however, excel at blowing into the
office and devising exciting promotional ideas.

Owning Just Us helped anchor her as
she flitted through her busy social schedule. Thanks to the
magazine’s success, the media occasionally referred to her as a
publisher.

She liked that term much better than “socialite.” And
infinitely better than “pauper.”

Sandra had grown up with no money, a
long-gone dad and a mom who fell for a series of useless men. She
couldn’t bear to go back to living in a rundown trailer and serving
hamburgers to truck drivers, which she’d done to pay for school. A
situation she had accepted without question at the age of twenty
would be intolerable at thirty-two.

Thirty-two! And with all those guests
scheduled to attend her birthday party! Was the caterer there? Had
the ice sculpture arrived? Were the alterations complete on her new
gown?

Such details might seem trivial, she
supposed, but they had to be dealt with. And she’d been so looking
forward to this party!

Struggling to control her panic, Sandra
dialed the number of the magazine. “Good afternoon, Just
Us,” a woman answered.

“Belle Martens, please.”

For a dreadful moment, she feared she might
receive the brush-off here, too. Instead, to her immense relief,
Sandra heard her friend’s voice say, “This is Belle.”

“It’s Sandra! Belle, you simply must find out
what happened!”

“You’re asking me?” Belle’s voice was ragged.
“Sandra, there are men here claiming the magazine belongs to a
bank. Did you mortgage us?”

“Of course not,” Sandra cried. “Everything was fine
until a few minutes ago, and now my money’s gone and I’ve been
kidnapped.”

“What?” gasped Belle. “Where are you?”

“In a limousine,” she said.

“This sounds like a rather luxurious
kidnapping,” Belle said dryly.

“And you should see the driver! He has the
absolutely hunkiest shoulders,” Sandra admitted. “He’s rather
mysterious. Maybe it’s a prank, but I can’t imagine who would stage
something like this.”

“Give me your location…” Belle was saying
when the phone went dead.

Through the glass, the driver shook his head.
Somehow, he had cut them off.

In a fit of frustration, Sandra banged on the
partition. If only she’d called 911 while she had the chance! She
couldn’t abide being stuck in this car while her magazine was being
shut down and her house overrun by creditors. And what on earth
would happen to her birthday-party guests?

“Let me out!” she yelled.

The driver didn’t respond.

She sank back into the seat. They were
switching onto the Costa Mesa Freeway, which gave her a faint hope,
because Costa Mesa had an outstanding shopping mall. It was hard to
believe anything terrible could happen in such a lovely town.

Still nursing the faint hope that this would
turn out to be a practical joke, Sandra switched on a radio
implanted in a panel. After punching several buttons, she located
an all-news station.

Following the weather, a traffic report and
three commercials, the announcer proclaimed, “Police in Los Angeles
today had no further clues to the disappearance of attorney Rip
Sneed. Although he was believed to have died in the explosion of
his yacht in Newport Harbor last night, the Coast Guard now says
there were no bodies on board.”

This was what the reporters had meant about a
faked suicide. Rip’s disappearance must have triggered the massive
press interest and immediate action by the banks.

Sandra supposed it might have been possible
for Rip to take out loans against her company and her real estate
properties, loans that obviously had not been repaid. But what had
he done with the money?

“Sneed is a suspect in the embezzlement of
fifty-three million dollars from Sandra Duval, widow of aerospace
magnate Malcolm Duval,” the announcer continued. “Mrs. Duval told
reporters at the Los Angeles Music Center that she has no comment
at this time.”

“And I won’t ever have one!” Sandra shouted
at the radio. “I refuse to comment about rumors and suspicions! I
want facts!”

In the rearview mirror, she caught a pair of
glorious violet eyes staring at her with a trace of amusement.
Still, glorious violet eyes or not, if there hadn’t been a glass
partition, Sandra would have taken off her shoe and thrown it at
the exasperating man.

When they exited the freeway, she thought
again about jumping. However, she had a strong dislike of physical
pain. Also, the man must be planning to stop soon or he would have
stayed on the freeway.

They encountered only green lights for the
next few miles, further discouraging any temptation to hurl herself
from the automobile. After a while, Sandra realized they were
descending from coastal bluffs toward the Pacific Ocean.

The man was indeed taking her to the beach.
Why? She pressed a button to roll down her side window and enjoy
the salt air. Nothing happened. Out of curiosity, she tried the
door. The latch refused to click.

She was trapped. The driver had not only
swept her away from Los Angeles and cut off her phone, he had
locked the doors.

A twinge of panic shot through her. Cocooned
amid wealth and luxury for the past twelve years, she hadn’t
seriously considered that she might really be in danger.

Until now.

Her money had been embezzled by that rat Rip
Sneed and Sandra had been abducted. The fact that her captor
possessed the face of a movie star and the physique of a Greek god
failed to calm her.

She might be naïve, but not enough to assume
that real-life villains resembled the scar-faced bad guys in
movies. Still, it seemed a waste that someone so very pleasant to
the eye should be so unpleasant inside.

She was trying to figure out a course of
action as they swerved through a series of residential streets and
pulled into the driveway of a sprawling, stuccoed house, right
alongside the beach.

A few rapid steps would take Sandra into
public view. Surely someone would hear her screams. She tensed,
preparing for the moment of exit.

The partition hummed open. Killing the motor,
the driver turned to face her.

There was an appealing sophistication about
his cheekbones and an ironic twist to his mouth. He studied Sandra
as if trying to determine whether she was worth bothering with.

The notion made her bristle. “Well?” she
demanded. “Explain yourself!”

“We’re going to walk into this house very
quietly,” the man said. “You won’t scream or run away.”

“Why not?” she demanded.

“Do you know who this house belongs to?” he
asked.

“No,” she said. “Should I?”

“It’s yours. Or it used to be.”

While the man might be lying, Sandra did
recall Malcolm mentioning once or twice that they ought to spend a
few weeks at the beach house. Yet they hadn’t gotten around to it
during their five years of marriage. There had always been a trip
to Europe or Fiji, or an invitation to stay with friends in London
or Nice or Monte Carlo.

“Mr. Sneed provided a full accounting of my
property after he read the will,” she said. “He never mentioned any
such house.”

“That’s because he’s been living here,” the
driver said. “Would you care to take a look inside? Perhaps he’s
left some clues to his whereabouts.”

“He stole my beach house?”

“That’s correct.”

“Are you a detective?” she asked.

“Not exactly.”

What an impertinent man, refusing to speak
frankly! “Why did you lock me in the car?”

“I was afraid you might jump and hurt
yourself. I needed to bring you here. You’ll see why in a minute.”
The man got out and opened her door.

Sandra emerged stiffly into the
late-afternoon sunshine. The man, she noted, was tall, and
well-built. However, despite the width of his shoulders, he didn’t
have the bulky appearance of a weight lifter, but rather a solid
presence that spoke of cool masculinity.

As she brushed past him, she caught a whiff
of male spice mixed with motor oil. It gave her a quivery sensation
she hadn’t experienced in a long time.

Inexplicably, it also carried her back to the
moment when she had been twenty years old and had raced down the
steps of the library almost into the arms of a very handsome, very
rich older man with a smile that would melt cold steel. But this
man was neither much older nor rich, Sandra felt sure. And he
wasn’t smiling.

Twelve years ago, she had let out a slight
gasp and gazed upward with startled eyes. This time, she stomped on
the man’s foot and ran for the beach.

“Hey!” The devil could limp faster than she
could run in these ridiculous high heels. At the edge of the sand,
he grabbed Sandra’s arm.

“Ouch!”

“You tread on my foot,” he said. “That
hurt.”

“This will hurt even more!” She raked at him
with her fingernails. “Unhand me!”

He released her so fast she stumbled. “Go
ahead and run. But if you do, you’ll never get your money
back.”

Sandra glanced around. There were plenty of
people on the beach today, some of whom regarded them with
interest. Seriously, did she want this scene to end up in full
public view? Also, although she doubted this man had the power to
help her, something about his voice signaled that he was not to be
taken lightly.

He had gone to great lengths to bring her
here. Malcolm had always declared that great opportunities required
great risks. Sandra felt safe enough out here in public view. She
might as well listen.

“What was it you wanted me to see?”
Delicately, she removed one shoe and poured out the sand that had
sifted in. “What’s your name, by the way?”

“Jean-Luc.” He stared beyond her, surveying
the beach as if expecting an imminent attack.

The name rang a bell. Still, with so many
alarms sounding in Sandra’s mind today, she couldn’t place it. “Is
that French?”

“My mother was French,” said Jean-Luc. “So
was my father, if you go back far enough. Now I suggest we step
inside.”

“You still claim this is my house?” She
walked beside him toward the building. It wasn’t a large place, but
attractive, and the beachfront location must be worth a million or
so.

“I know it beyond any shadow of a doubt.”
Jean-Luc opened the side door with a key. “Let’s hope he didn’t
install a burglar alarm.”

“How did you get a key to my house?” Sandra
asked.

“I’ve had it for years. Don’t worry.
Everything will be explained in due time,” he said, and held the
door for her.

That was Malcolm’s line. In fact, earlier
this afternoon, she had said something similar to a reporter, she
recalled as she entered.

The airy rooms had been tastefully furnished
with wicker and silks. It was just the kind of place her husband
would have loved.

She heard no clanging or buzzing. “Do you
suppose there’s a silent alarm?” she asked.

“I doubt it,” said Jean-Luc. “The man would
be a fool to alert the police when he was living here without your
knowledge. Now help me search, will you?”

She peered at the elegantly simple
surroundings. “For what?”

“An address book. Papers. Letters. Anything
Rip Sneed might have left behind,” he suggested as he prowled
through the rooms. “A laptop would be ideal.”

She regarded him quizzically. “You brought me
here to play detective?”

“Not exactly.” Jean-Luc turned to face her.
“I’ll help you get your money back. And you’re going to help me, as
well. I apologize for the kidnapping, but it was the only way to
whisk you out of that mess. We have to act quickly.”

“We?” she said.

“Yes, we,” said the man. “We’re in this
together, you and I.”

Sandra shook her head. “You’re a complete
stranger. There’s no reason on earth why I should trust you.”

“Oh, yes, there is.” His chin lifted into the
arrogant tilt that had seemed so familiar earlier. “You’ve heard
the name Jean-Luc before.”

“Possibly.” She did meet scads of people.
“Someone might have mentioned it.”

“That’s it?” He shook his head in disgust. “I
had no idea my father despised me so much he never spoke of
me.”

“Your father?” She got a sinking feeling.

“Malcolm.” The young man blew out a long
breath. “Sandra Duvall, I’d like you to meet your stepson—me.”

 


 


 


CHAPTER TWO

 


 


Several things suddenly made sense to Sandra.
How Jean-Luc got a key to the beach house, for instance. And why he
reminded her of Malcolm.

It also explained why his name had sounded
familiar. After they were married, Malcolm had told Sandra he was
estranged from his grown son, and she supposed he must have
mentioned the boy’s name.

Eventually, he’d disclosed that the two had
quarreled bitterly. Perhaps the boy’s mother might have negotiated
between them, but she’d died of dancer when her son was in his
teens.

Malcolm had pressured his son to major in
business so he could take over his father’s company. Instead, the
young man had insisted on studying engineering.

Malcolm had acquiesced, paying for Jean-Luc
to attend engineering school, since engineering bore some relevance
to the aerospace industry. After the young man’s graduation,
Malcolm had extended what he had thought was a generous offer. He’d
proposed to settle a trust fund on his son if Jean-Luc would spend
five years working for him.

An argument had developed and tempers reached a
flashpoint. Malcolm had belittled his son’s goal of becoming an
inventor. Jean-Luc had shouted that he would die before he accepted
one penny of his father’s money, and had stalked out.

For months afterward, Malcolm had attempted
to contact his son. With youthful defiance, Jean-Luc had thrown
every overture in his face. His father, he claimed, only sought an
extension of himself.

After remarrying, Malcolm had revised his
will, leaving everything to Sandra. To the best of her knowledge,
there had been no contact him and Jean-Luc during the five-year
marriage, but she suspected that, had her husband not been felled
abruptly by a heart attack, he might eventually have relented and
reconciled.

Now here was the absent son, offering to help
Sandra get her fortune back. Why?

“You rejected your father’s money,” she
reminded him. “What’s changed?”

Standing close by, he seemed to tower over
her. “Look, before we go into any explanations, I’d like to search
this
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