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Chapter One

Houston, Texas, August 2007

Loren lay unmoving as her husband rammed into her body again and again, each thrust a blow to her heart. A tear rolled down her cheek, but she bit her lip to keep from crying out. The act she’d once taken such joy in now broke her heart. It was an offense to her body. How had their lovemaking come to this? At long last, he groaned and warm semen filled her—the life giving fluid that would never take root in her infertile body. 

Randall rolled onto his back, breathing in deep gasps. “If that didn’t make a baby, nothing will.”

The fool man actually thought his virility could nullify what the doctor told them. How had she not noticed how thoughtless and egotistical he was before they married? Loren and Randall had such high hopes for a family in the beginning, but they’d been shattered. She would never become pregnant, feel her child move, or nurse it at her breast. Randall’s answer was, “Doctors don’t know everything. We just have to try harder.” 

From that time on, they didn’t make love, they had sex—raw, rough, heart-destroying sex—sex that became more painful for her each time he touched her. He couldn’t keep his frustration and hurt out of his touch. 

Loren rolled to her side, her back to him, and drew her knees up to her chest. Fist in her mouth, she struggled not to sob out loud. She didn’t care if he heard her cry, but didn’t want to give him the satisfaction. With each tear that fell, the tiny bit of love she’d hidden away for him died a little more. Her well had dried up.

He scoffed. “Stop that sniveling, Loren. I didn’t hurt you. You wouldn’t be so dry if you’d loosen up a bit.”

She jumped off the bed and turned on him. Fists propped on her hips, she snarled, “Loosen up? How can I do that when every time you put your hands on me, there is no longer tenderness, no love?”

He lurched out of the bed, his beautiful body outlined in the moonlight. It used to bring her such pleasure to just look at him—the wide chest, narrow waist and hips. Now Loren glanced away from his nakedness as if seeing him thus was an invasion of his privacy. He was no longer the man she’d fallen in love with. Hands fisted at his side, his sex lying limp between his hairy legs, he sputtered, “What the hell are you talking about? You’ve never complained before.” He raked his hands through his dark blonde hair. “It’s you. You’re like a dried-up prune.”

She grabbed her robe off the bed, put it on, tied the sash in a knot and pointed to the bed. “Think about what just happened there. Do you call that making love?” she blurted. “Hell no. You crawl on me, rut like a hog, and then roll off.”

He looked at her like she’d lost her marbles, and then back at the bed. Fury transformed his features; he shook his head, and opened his mouth to speak. She held up a hand. “Don’t bother. I don’t want to hear it. It’s over for us, Randall. Do you hear me?” Her voice rose to a shriek. “Over!”

“Now, just a minute. Let’s talk about this.”

He’d been cheating on her for several months. Why the hell she hadn’t kicked him out when she first found out, she didn’t know. Denial probably. “It’s too late for talking. I’m leaving for Daddy’s cottage in Carlisle tomorrow for an extended vacation. When I get back I want your things out of here so we can put the house on the market.”

“You’ve got a lot to lose so I wouldn’t do anything rash. You won’t be living the high life you are now.”

“Rash, let’s talk about rashes for a minute. You’ve been scratching yours with Amy for months now so I don’t think my decision is rash.” Got you there, asshole. And if he pisses me off, I just might fight in court to get a larger settlement. “And furthermore, I don’t need your money. I’ll do just fine on my own.”

His jaw dropped, he clenched his fists and bellowed. “Shit! She doesn’t mean anything to me. She’s just a distraction... you know, a fling.” He ran his eyes down her body and then back up to her face, measuring her. “It started right after our talk with the doctor,” He snarled. “Dammit, I was hurt and angry.” He pounded his chest. “How dare the doctor tell me I didn’t pick the perfect woman?” 

“You were hurt? How about me? What do you think I was going through? You didn’t care. It’s always been all about you.” She strode to the closet and pulled out a suitcase. “Well, I’ve got news for you, Mister. From now on it’s going to be all about me.”

*****
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Carlisle, United Kingdom, August 2007

The minute Loren Fairchild stepped from the cab, the cottage called to her, soothing her ragged and tender emotions. It reminded her of William Shakespeare’s home in Stratford-upon-Avon. Not that she’d visited the landmark, but she’d seen pictures in a magazine. It had a thatch roof and exposed outer beams, cocoa brown against white. With its ivy covered entrance and walls, a profusion of pink roses bordering the hedges and walkway, it was lovely, much nicer than William’s abode.

While she surveyed her surroundings, the cabbie unloaded the trunk, or boot as it was called here, and removed her bags. Arms loaded, he started up the walkway. She rushed along behind him to unlock the front door. It swung open and he set her things in the entryway. 

“Sure glad to see someone in the old place. A shame for this beauty to go to waste.” He accepted the bills handed him and stuffed them in his pocket. “Will you be staying long, Mrs. Fairchild?”

“For a few months, at least.” Long enough for her divorce to be finalized. She glanced up at his cheerful face, his smile almost hidden by his beard and mustache. “Maybe longer.”

“The ladies in the village will be pleased. Many remember your mum and will want to share stories about the old days with you.”

Loren barely remembered her mother. It would be nice to find out what she was like as a young woman. “I’d like that very much, Mr. Rafferty.”

His face split into a happy grin. “Good, good. My Ethyl and I live in the cottage just outside town, the one with the plaid flag on the curb.” He raised a hand. “I know you’re wondering—it's Ethyl’s idea of honoring her Scottish roots.”

He turned to leave and doffed his hat. “Pop by anytime. She does enjoy a good chat over tea and shortbread.”

“Thank you. I’ll do that.”

She closed the door and
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