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Chapter 1



She wasn’t sure why she was doing it. Diana studied the cloud formations spreading beneath her and tried to reason out if the trip she was making had been impulse on her part or calculated. Though she was scheduled to land in less than thirty minutes, she still wasn’t certain.


It had been nearly twenty years since she’d last seen her brother. When Diana thought of him, she thought of him as a remote, exciting, casually affectionate teenager. Diana had loved him with all the single-minded intensity that a six-year-old girl can have for a sixteen-year-old boy.


Her image of him was frozen in the past—a dark, rangy youth with sharp good looks and cool green eyes. She remembered an arrogant sort of pride and self-sufficiency. He’d been a loner. Even at six, Diana had understood that Justin Blade had gone his own way.


With a mild, humorless smile, she leaned back in the soft comfort of her first-class seat. Justin had certainly gone his own way twenty years before. When their parents had died, he had comforted her, Diana supposed. But she’d been too bewildered to understand. She had thought her parents had left because she’d made a fuss about going to school. If she behaved and was quiet and attentive in class, her parents would come back. Then Aunt Adelaide had come, and Justin had gone. For months she had thought he’d gone to heaven, too, tired of her tears and questions. Her aunt had taken her east, to a different world, a different life. Not once in the span of two decades had Justin contacted her.


So now he’s married, Diana mused. Perhaps because she still saw him as an intense, rather brooding teenager, she couldn’t picture Justin as a husband. Serena MacGregor. Diana ran the name over in her mind. Odd that she should find herself with a sister-in-law when she barely felt that she had a brother.


Oh, she knew of the Hyannis Port MacGregors. Aunt Adelaide wouldn’t have considered Diana’s education complete if she hadn’t been made aware of the background of one of the country’s leading families—particularly when they lived close enough to Boston to be considered neighbors. After all, moneyed dynasties were the only royalty America claimed.


Daniel MacGregor was the patriarch, a full-blooded Scot and financial wizard. Anna MacGregor, his wife, was a highly respected surgeon. Alan, the oldest son, was a United States senator earmarked for bigger things.


Caine MacGregor. Here, Diana stopped her mental list. Though he was barely thirty, she’d heard his name bandied about the hallowed halls of Harvard Law School. Both she and Caine had chosen law, and she’d slaved over the books, studied under the same professors and walked the same corridors. At length, she’d passed the same bar. He’d graduated the year before she’d entered and had already begun what looked to be a brilliant career.


Once when Diana had been a freshman, she’d overheard two female upperclassmen talking about Caine MacGregor. And, she remembered with a smirk, they hadn’t been discussing his mind. Obviously, the inestimable MacGregor hadn’t spent all his time sweating over his books.


Then there was Serena. From all accounts, she was brilliant—it seemed to be in the MacGregor genes. She’d graduated from Smith with honors, Diana recalled, then had spent the next few years collecting degrees. She seemed an odd match for the Justin Blade Diana remembered.


For a moment, Diana considered whether she would have attended their wedding if she’d been in the country. Yes, she decided. She would have been too curious not to. After all, it was primarily curiosity that had her traveling to Atlantic City now. Then again, she thought ruefully, it would have been difficult to refuse the invitation Serena had sent her without being childishly rude. If there were two things Aunt Adelaide had taught her, they were never to be childish or rude—at least not to those considered your peers. Diana pushed her aunt’s quaint double standards to the back of her mind and unfolded Serena’s letter.


Dear Diana,


I was terribly disappointed that you were in Paris last fall and unable to attend the wedding. I’d often requested a sister, but my parents wouldn’t oblige me. Now that I have one, it’s frustrating not to be able to enjoy her. Justin speaks of you, but it’s not the same as meeting you face-to-face—especially since his memories are of a little girl. After all these years, I can think of nothing he’d like better than to meet the woman you’ve become.


Taking a page out of his book, I’m sending you an airline ticket. Please use it and be our guest at the Comanche for as long as you like. You and Justin have a lifetime to catch up on, and I have a sister to meet.


Rena


Diana arched a brow as she refolded the letter. Warm, open, friendly, she mused. Not the sort of woman she would have paired up with Justin. With a quiet laugh, Diana leaned back. She didn’t even know a man named Justin Blade.


If there was a part of her that longed to know him, she’d buried it long ago. She’d had to, in order to survive in her aunt’s world. Even now, if her aunt were to discover she was planning on spending time with Justin at a gambling hotel, the woman would be horrified. And, Diana added, the lecture on where and with whom a lady is seen would begin.


She gave her attention to the clouds again. It hardly mattered, she mused. She would meet her brother and his wife, satisfy her curiosity, then leave. The little girl who had idolized unquestioningly didn’t exist any longer. She had her own life, her own career. They’d both been stagnant for too long. It was a new year, Diana reminded herself. The perfect time for beginnings.


*  *  *


She probably won’t show, Caine thought as he walked toward the terminal. Since Diana Blade hadn’t responded to Serena’s letter, he didn’t understand why his sister was so certain she’d be on the plane. He was less certain why he had allowed himself to be drafted as chauffeur.


Rena would have come if things hadn’t gotten so busy at the hotel, he reminded himself. And since the hell they’d been through only a few months before, Caine found himself willing to indulge his sister’s whims. Otherwise, he mused, he’d be spending his week off skiing in Colorado instead of walking a northern beach in January.


A gust of wind blew down the collar of his coat as he reached for the door at the terminal entrance. A blonde, wrapped in red fox, passed through, pausing long enough to run her gaze up Caine’s body and over his face before her eyes met his. Caine took the brief, speculative look with a half-amused smile and waited for her to move by.


He had a lean, somewhat pale face with sharp, strong bones offset by eyes that edged toward violet. At a casual glance, he might be deemed a scholar—a longer one might reveal the recklessness that was far removed from academia. Because he was hatless, the wind tossed his burnished gold hair around his face. The smile added charm to what were intense, almost wolfish features. He was a man aware of his looks and comfortable with them.


Caine moved through the terminal in a quick, rangy stride, looking neither right nor left. He’d spent enough time in airports to ignore the sounds and crowds. With a brief glance at the monitor, he checked the gate for the incoming flight from Boston, then settled down to wait for a woman he didn’t expect.


When the arrival was announced, Caine sat back in the black plastic chair and lit a cigarette. He’d wait until the last passenger had deplaned, then go back to the hotel. Serena would be satisfied, and he’d have an afternoon workout in the gym. Since completing his term as state’s attorney and resuming his private practice, Caine hadn’t had time for an hour’s relaxation, much less a week’s. When he relaxed, he believed in doing it as thoroughly as he worked.


The next seven days, he told himself, were going to be dedicated to doing nothing. He wouldn’t think of the chaos of his office, the cases he was going to have to turn down because there simply weren’t enough hours in the day, or the reams of paperwork.


Caine knew her the minute he saw her. The high, slashing cheekbones were so much like Justin’s, as was the smooth, almost copper complexion. The Indian heritage they shared was perhaps even more apparent in the sister. Her eyes weren’t the light, unexpected green of her brother, but a rich, dark brown. Camel eyes, Caine thought as he rose. Luxuriously lashed and heavy lidded so that they appeared sleepy. The nose was straight and aristocratic, the mouth passionate. Or stubborn, he mused. It wasn’t a face a man could easily categorize—beautiful, appealing, sexy—but it wasn’t one he’d easily forget. Caine knew he’d already memorized it, feature by feature.


As she shifted her flight bag to her other arm, Diana’s thick raven hair swung, not quite brushing her shoulders. She wore it loose and nearly straight, so that the tips just curved under, with a fringe of bangs over her forehead. The style suited her, easy but cleverly and meticulously cut, as was the deceptively simple burgundy suit.


Unnoticed, Caine let his eyes trail up, taking in the slender, well-disciplined body, narrow hips, slim waist, strong swimmer’s shoulders. She walked like a dancer, confident, smoothly rhythmic, so that when he stepped in front of her, Diana paused in midstride without any show of awkwardness. Unlike the woman in the red fox, she scanned his face briefly and with no show of interest.


“Excuse me.” The words were perfectly polite and left the unmistakable impression that he was in her way.


Interesting, Caine mused, and didn’t bother to smile. “Diana Blade?”


Diana’s left brow disappeared under the fringe of bangs. “Yes?”


“I’m Caine MacGregor, Rena’s brother.” Keeping his eyes on her face, Caine held out a hand.


So this is the deadly MacGregor, Diana mused, accepting the hand he offered. “How do you do?” She’d expected a smooth palm and was surprised to find her hand clasped against hard, callused skin. A faint prickling of pleasure crept up her arm. Diana acknowledged it, broke contact, then forgot it.


“Rena would have come herself,” Caine went on, still studying her face minutely, “but there were a few minor emergencies at the hotel.” Because he was a man who could be diplomatic or blunt depending on his mood, Caine spoke as he started to take the flight bag from her shoulder. “I didn’t expect you to come.”


“No?” Diana kept her hand on the strap of the bag, refusing to relinquish possession. “And your sister?”


Caine considered engaging in a brief tug-of-war over the bag. Something about those large sleepy eyes made him want to annoy her. With a shrug, he dropped his hand. “She was certain you’d come. Rena believes everyone has strong family feelings because she does.” The fleeting smile softened his features before he took her arm. “Let’s go get your bags.”


Diana allowed him to lead her down the wide crowded corridor, while behind the deceptively lazy eyes her mind was active and sharply alert. “You don’t like me, do you, Mr. MacGregor?”


Caine’s brows lifted and fell, but he didn’t even glance at her. “I don’t know you. But since we’re in the position of being family, so to speak, why don’t we bypass the formalities?”


During the short speech, she had another clue why he was so successful in his field. His voice was gold—rich, mellow gold with a hint of steel beneath. “All right,” she agreed. “Tell me, Caine, if you weren’t expecting me, how did you know who I was?”


“Your bone structure and coloring are very much like Justin’s.”


“Are they?” she murmured as they stopped in front of the conveyor belt.


Caine studied her again with the same thorough, unapologetic intensity as before. Her scent was something he couldn’t quite identify, wild rather than floral, and very French. He wondered if it suited her as well as the smartly cut wool suit. “The family resemblance is there,” he commented. “But I think it would be less apparent if you stood side by side.”


“That’s something I’ve had little opportunity to do,” Diana returned dryly and indicated her bags with a gesture of her hand.


Used to servants, Caine concluded as he hefted the two leather cases. But self-reliant, he added, remembering their silent battle over the flight bag. “I’m sure Justin will be pleased to see you after so many years.”


“Possibly. You seem very fond of him.”


“I’ve known him for ten years. He was my friend before he became my brother-in-law.”


She wanted to ask what Justin was like but swallowed the question. Diana had her own opinion. If she were to change it, it wouldn’t be through Caine’s influence or anyone else’s. “You’re staying at the Comanche?”


“For a week.”


As they stepped out into the frigid January air, Diana automatically stuck her ungloved hands in her coat pockets. The sky was a cold, hard blue, the street slick and grimy with melted snow. “Isn’t it an odd time of year to be vacationing at the beach?”


“For some.” The wind whipped his hair into his eyes, but he didn’t seem to notice. “Then again, a great many people come for the gambling. Weather doesn’t matter when you’re inside a casino.”


Because the top of her head was level with his shoulder, Diana tilted her face back to see his. “Is that what you come for?”


“Not particularly.” He looked down and discovered the sun brought out the faintest hint of gold in her eyes. “I enjoy an occasional game, but Rena’s the gambler in the family.”


“Then she and Justin must be well suited.”


Caine set down her bags and slowly drew the keys out of his pocket. “I’ll let you decide that for yourself.” Without speaking, he loaded her cases in the trunk, then unlocked the car. “Diana …” Caine put his hand on her arm before she could slide in.


She’d never known her name could sound like that—soft and smooth and vaguely exotic. When she turned large, puzzled eyes to his, he brushed at her bangs in a gesture that was completely natural to him. Because his touch surprised her as much as it disconcerted, Diana said nothing.


“Things aren’t always as they seem,” Caine said quietly.


“I don’t understand you.”


For a moment, they merely stood in the windy parking lot with the thunder of planes and smell of fumes. Diana thought she could almost feel the texture of his hard palm through the thickness of her coat. His eyes, she thought, were oddly gentle in such a strongly featured face. Briefly, she forgot his reputation as a demon in the courtroom—and the bedroom. She found herself wanting to reach out to him, for help, advice, comfort, before she was fully aware she needed any.


“You have a beautiful face,” Caine murmured. “Do you have any compassion?”


Diana drew her brows together. “I’d like to think so.”


“Then give him a chance.”


The puzzled, vulnerable look dropped away to be replaced by something cool and guarded. It was a look, though she didn’t know it, that her brother could adopt at a moment’s notice. “Some might consider my coming a sign of good faith.”


“Some might,” Caine agreed, then walked around to slide into the driver’s seat.


“But you don’t,” Diana let the door shut with a peevish snap.


“If I had to guess, I’d say you came primarily out of curiosity.”


“It must be gratifying to be right so often.”


He flashed her a grin, powerful and quickly gone. She almost wondered if she’d imagined it. “Yeah.” The Jaguar roared to life when he twisted the key. “For the sake of our kin, why don’t we try to be friends? How was Paris?”


Idle conversation, she decided. Turn off the brain and give all the standard, meaningless answers. Diana leaned back. She’d enjoy the ride. One of her secret weaknesses was for fast, well-constructed cars. “It was chilly,” she began.


“There’s a little café off the rue du Four,” Caine remembered as he maneuvered the Jag through airport traffic. “The best soufflés on either side of the Atlantic.”


“Henri’s?”


He sent her a curious look. “Yes, you know it?”


“Yes.” With a hint of a smile, Diana turned her attention back to the window. Henri’s was a noisy little hole in the wall. Aunt Adelaide would have starved before she stepped over the threshold. Diana loved it and always made a point of slipping away for an hour or two when she was in Paris to enjoy a meal and the company. Strange that it would also be a favorite of Caine MacGregor’s. “Do you get to Paris often?”


“No, not anymore.”


“My aunt will be living there now. I’ve been helping her settle into her apartment.”


“You’re living in Boston. What part?”


“I’ve just moved into a house on Charles Street.”


“The inevitable small world,” Caine murmured. “It seems we’re neighbors. What do you do in Boston?”


Flicking back the hair that fell across her cheek, Diana turned to study him. “The same thing you do.” Caine lifted a brow as he twisted his head to look back at her. “You remember Professor Whiteman, I’m sure,” she continued. “He speaks very highly of you.”


Caine’s grin was quick and off center. “Do the students still call him Bones behind his back?”


“Of course.”


With a laugh, Caine shook his head. “So, Harvard Law. It appears we have more in common than we bargained for. Family, alma mater, career. Are you practicing?”


“I’m with Barclay, Stevens and Fitz.”


“Mmm, very prestigious.” He shot her a look. “And staid.”


For the first time, Diana’s features relaxed into a smile. It was both wry and stunning. “I get all the fascinating cases. Just last week I represented a councilman’s son who has a habit of ignoring the posted speed limit.”


“You can work your way up in fifteen or twenty years.”


“I’ve other plans,” Diana murmured. By the time she was thirty, she calculated, she’d be ready for the break. After four years with a respected, conservative firm, she’d have the experience and the backing necessary to start her own practice. A small, elegant office, a competent secretary and then …


“Which are?”


She brought herself back to the present. She wasn’t a woman to lay all her cards on the table. “I want to specialize in criminal law,” she said simply.


“Why?”


“A thirst for justice, human rights.” Laughing, she swung her face back to his. “And I love a good fight.”


Caine acknowledged this with a thoughtful nod. Perhaps she wasn’t as polished and proper as the trim suit indicated. He should have gotten a hint of who she was from her choice of scent. “Are you any good?”


“A second-year law student could handle what I’m doing at the moment.” Her chin angled as she rested her elbow on the back of the seat. “I’m much better than that … and I intend to be the best.”


“An admirable ambition,” Caine commented as he swung off the Strip toward the Comanche. “I’ve already earmarked that spot for myself.”


Diana gave him a long, cool look. “We’ll have to see who gets there first, won’t we?”


For an answer, Caine only smiled. Diana thought she could see something of the demon in him now, a hint of that volatile, dangerous energy that had already propelled him far up the ladder. Without speaking, she stepped out of her side of the car. She wasn’t intimidated by wolfish grins or challenging eyes. If there was one area where Diana was completely confident, it was law. Caine MacGregor would be hearing her name over the years, she was certain. He’d remember what she’d said.


“Ms. Blade’s bags are in the trunk,” Caine told the doorman as he handed over a folded bill and his keys. “I’m sure Rena’d like to see you right away,” he went on as he took Diana’s arm again. “Unless you’d rather go to your own rooms first.”


“No.” Rena, not Justin, she noticed. She felt the quick jumpiness in her stomach again and struggled to ignore it.


“Good. Then we’ll go right up.”


“So …” Diana glanced around, taking in the understated elegance of the lobby. “This is Justin’s.”


“He only owns half of this Comanche,” Caine corrected as they stepped into the elevator. “Rena bought in as a full partner late last summer.”


“I see. Is that how they met?”


“No.” When he laughed, she turned her head to eye him curiously. “It’s a complicated family joke. I’m sure Rena will tell you about it—though perhaps you’d have to meet my father to completely understand.” He gave her a long look, then twisted the ends of her hair around his fingers. “On second thought, I’d better see that you don’t meet him, or I’m likely to find myself in a similar situation.” He kept his eyes on hers, stirred by the wildly seductive scent she wore. Was that mouth as passionate as it looked? he wondered. “You really are very beautiful, Diana,” he murmured.


It was the way he said her name, Diana told herself, that caused that odd, almost uncomfortable prickling along her skin. He was an expert at making women uncomfortable, she remembered. And making them enjoy it. She gave him a steady look from half-closed eyes. “You left quite a reputation behind you at Harvard, Caine,” she said mildly. “Not all of it in the lecture halls.”


“Is that so?” Apparently amused, he gave her hair a quick tug before he released it. “You’ll have to tell me about it sometime.”


“Some things are best left unsaid.” When the doors opened, Diana stepped out, then glanced over her shoulder. “Though I’ve often wondered if the … incident in the law library was based on fact.”


“Hmm.” Rubbing a hand over his chin, he joined her. “Suppose I plead the Fifth on that, counselor.”


“Coward.”


“Oh, yeah.” He started to stick the key Serena had given him into the lock of the penthouse door, then stopped. “Are they still talking about that?”


Diana struggled with a smile as she studied his face. He wasn’t particularly embarrassed, she mused, more curious. “It’s become the stuff legends are made of,” she told him. “Champagne and passion between Massachusetts Criminal Law and Divorce Proceedings.”


Caine gave a shrug as he turned the lock. “It was beer, actually. These things get blown out of proportion with time.” He gave her a very charming smile. “You don’t believe everything you hear, do you?”


Diana paused long enough to return the smile. “Yes.” With this, she pushed open the unlocked door and stepped inside.


Diana didn’t know what she’d been expecting. Whatever it had been, it had little to do with the warm elegance of her brother’s suite. Muted tones accented with bold slashes of color; large expanses of glass with a panoramic view of the Atlantic; small, exquisite carvings; pastel sketches; low, inviting furniture snuggled into plush carpeting.


Was this her brother’s taste? she wondered, suddenly feeling more remote from him than ever. Or was it Serena’s? Who was this man who shared parents and a heritage with her? Why was she here, looking, opening herself to emotions she’d locked out most of her life? They needed to stay locked out, she told herself frantically. That was survival. In a moment’s panic, Diana turned toward the door but found herself face-to-face with Caine.


“Whom are you going to run from?” he asked as he lifted his hands to her arms. “Justin, or yourself?”


Diana stiffened. “This isn’t any of your concern.”


“No,” he agreed, but his eyes dropped, of their own accord, to her mouth. She was tense, muscles tight. What would it be like, he wondered, to loosen her, to get beyond that finely drawn wall of control and elegance? He’d always preferred more flamboyant women—women who knew how to laugh and to love without undercurrents. But this, after all, would just be a test. It wasn’t as if there were a chance of involvement.


There was a moment’s temptation to satisfy his curiosity—bring her those few inches closer and taste. The fact that her response could fall anywhere between fury and passion only made it the more difficult to resist.


Diana felt the need come unexpectedly, and uninvited—to be held, driven, possessed. Somehow she knew he could bring her to that. There’d be no unanswered questions, no uncertainties, only floods of pleasure and passion. Mindless, no thought, no reason, no justifications—she could find that heady, forbidden world if only she reached for it. And for him.


For a moment, she swayed between temptation and rationality—that thin razor’s edge understood by all lovers. It would be so easy… .


A faint mechanical rumble snapped her back. Diana turned her head toward the doors of an elevator she hadn’t even noticed. Without speaking, Caine slid his hands up to her shoulders and slipped her coat off as the doors opened.


Diana watched a woman walk through, small and blond and striking in a simple violet sheath that matched her eyes. “Diana.” Serena walked to her, enveloping her in a hard, unselfconscious hug. “I’m so glad you came!” Serena slid her hands down until they gripped her sister-in-law’s. “Oh, you’re lovely,” she said with a wide, welcoming smile. “And so like Justin, isn’t she, Caine?”


“Mmm.” Standing back, he watched the meeting as he lit a cigarette.


A bit overawed by the greeting, Diana retreated a step. “Serena, I want to thank you for the invitation.”


“It’s the last formal one you’ll get,” Serena told her. “We’re family now. Caine, how about a drink? Diana, what would you like?”


Diana glanced from brother to sister and lifted her shoulders. “A little vermouth.” Nervous and unwilling to settle, she wandered to the window. “The hotel’s beautiful, Serena. Caine tells me you and Justin are partners.”


“In this one, and the one we’re rebuilding in Malta. I haven’t wormed my way into the others as yet. I will.” Accepting the glass Caine handed her, Serena took a seat on the sofa.


“It turns out Diana and I are neighbors.” Caine crossed the room with another glass and offered it to Diana.


“Really?”


That strange moment had passed, Diana told herself. And it had been nerves, not needs, she thought as she took the drink from Caine. Then their eyes met, their fingers brushed. She wasn’t as certain as she wanted to be. “Yes.” Deliberately she turned away from Caine to face his sister. “It’s quite a coincidence.”


Caine smiled slowly as he let his gaze sweep up Diana’s back. “Even more of a coincidence,” he drawled as he walked back to the bar. “We have the same profession.”


“You’re a lawyer?” Serena watched Diana’s eyes follow Caine. It appears my brother doesn’t waste any time, she mused, then sipped thoughtfully at her drink.


“Yes, I was at Harvard a few years behind Caine.” Diana switched her drink to her other hand and wished she hadn’t asked for it. “But his presence was still felt,” she added.


Serena threw back her head and laughed. “Oh, I don’t doubt it. In most cases you should take stories with a grain of salt. In Caine’s …” She trailed off, sending him a provocative smile. “I always wonder just how much was left out.”


“Your faith in me is touching,” Caine murmured.


They’re close, Diana mused. They’ve shared years and know dozens of foolish things about each other. She stared down into her drink. What am I doing here? “Serena,” she began. “I want you to know I appreciate the invitation. But I wonder …” Diana stopped and fortified herself with a sip of vermouth. “I wonder if Justin’s any more comfortable about this than I am.”


“He doesn’t know you’re coming.” When Diana’s eyes shot up, Serena went on quickly. “I wasn’t certain you would, Diana. I didn’t want him to be hurt if you refused.”


“Would he be?” Diana murmured, then lifted her glass again.


“You don’t know him,” Serena returned. “I do.” The cool, quiet look Diana sent her was so like Justin’s that Serena’s heart twisted. “Diana, I think I have some idea how you must feel.” Setting her drink on the table, she rose. “Please don’t shut him out. He’s—”


At the sound of the elevator, Serena broke off. Damn it, I need a few more minutes! She glanced at Diana to see her sister-in-law standing stiff and silent. Serena cast one helpless look at Caine and got a shrug for an answer. Diana watched the doors slide open.


“There you are.” Justin strode directly to his wife. “You disappeared.”


“Justin—” Serena found her words muffled against his mouth.


He’s so tall, Diana thought numbly. Confident, successful, her mind went on as she could do nothing more than stare at him. How much was left of the moody, intense boy she’d known? Was this her brother? He’d lifted her on his shoulders once so that she could see over the crowd when a circus had come to town. Dear God, why should she remember that now?


“Justin,” Serena began breathlessly when her mouth was free. “We have company.”


He spared Caine a brief glance, then gathered Serena closer. “Go away, Caine, I want to make love to your sister.”


“Justin.” With a half laugh, Serena pressed her hands against his chest. When she glanced toward the window, Justin followed her eyes.


“Oh.” Smiling, he ran his hand down his wife’s hair but didn’t release her. “I didn’t realize Caine had brought a friend.”


He doesn’t even know me, Diana thought as her hands tightened on the glass. We’re strangers; we’d pass each other on the street. At a loss, she stared back at him, struggling for words that wouldn’t come.


Slowly, Justin’s eyes narrowed. Serena felt his hand tighten on her hair, then release gradually until he was no longer holding her. “Diana?” In her name was recognition and incredulity.


Dry-eyed, she stood perfectly still. Her knuckles were white against the glass. “Justin.”


He crossed to her, searching her face. The clock was spinning backward and forward so quickly it left him shaken and disoriented. He wanted to reach out, touch her, but didn’t know how. She’d been so small when he’d left her, and pudgy with baby fat. Now she was a tall, slender woman with his father’s eyes. His face was as expressionless as hers as they studied each other.


“You cut your pigtails,” he murmured, and felt foolish.


“Several years ago.” Diana called on every lesson in deportment Aunt Adelaide had ever drummed into her. “You look well, Justin,” she said with a polite smile.


Whatever overture he might have made was smothered by that one, impersonal sentence. “And you,” he said with a nod. “How’s your aunt?”


“Aunt Adelaide’s fine. She’s living in Paris now. Your hotel’s very impressive.”


“Thank you.” He gave her a wry smile as he slipped his hands into his pockets. “I hope you’ll stay with us for a while.”


“For a week.” The ache in her hand told her to loosen her grip on the glass. Diana concentrated on doing so while his eyes stayed steady on hers. “I haven’t congratulated you on your marriage, Justin. I hope you’re happy.”


“Yes, I am.”


Finding the stilted conversation unbearable, Serena stepped forward. “Please, sit down, Diana.”


“If you don’t mind, I’d like to unpack, settle in a bit.”


“Of course.” Justin spoke before Serena could protest. “You’ll join us for dinner tonight?”


“I’d be glad to.”


“I’ll show you to your rooms.” Caine drained the rest of his drink, then set it down.


“Thank you.” Diana crossed toward the door, pausing long enough to give Serena a brief smile. “I’ll see you tonight, then.”


There was faint but unmistakable disapproval in the violet eyes. “Yes. Please let us know if there’s anything you need. Does eight o’clock suit you?”


“I’ll be ready.” Without looking back, Diana walked through the door Caine already held open. Neither spoke as they moved down the hallway. In a few minutes, Diana thought frantically, she could untense her muscles, unstrap her emotions.


Silently, Caine drew the door key out of his pocket and slipped it into the lock. Diana walked through, then turned, intending to give him a brief thank-you. He closed the door behind him. “Sit down.”


“If you don’t mind, I’d really like to—”


“Why don’t you finish that drink?”


Glancing down, Diana saw that she still held the glass. With a shrug, she turned away as if studying the room. “Very nice,” she said without having the vaguest idea what she was looking at. “I appreciate you showing me to my room, Caine. Now I really have to unpack.”


“Sit down, Diana. I’m not leaving while you’re churned up this way.”


“I’m not churned up!” Her voice was too sharp. In defense, she took another swallow of vermouth. “I am tired, though, so if you don’t mind …”


“I was watching you.” Firmly, Caine took her by the shoulders and pushed her into a chair. “If you’d stood in there another five minutes, you’d have keeled over.”


“That’s ridiculous.” Diana set the glass on the table beside her with a click.


“Is it?” He took her hand between both of his, rubbing absently as he watched her face. “Your hands are like ice. You can lie with your eyes, Diana, not with your hands. Couldn’t you have given him something?”


“No.” The word wavered and she sucked in her breath to steady it. “I don’t have anything to give him.” Snatching her hand away, she rose. “Please leave me alone.”


They were close now, so close she could see the fractional lift of his brow. “Stubborn,” Caine murmured and absently traced the shape of her mouth with his thumb. “I thought as much when I saw you get off the plane. Diana …” With a sigh, Caine brushed the hair away from her cheeks. She felt everything slip out of focus. “You’re hurting yourself by binding your feelings up this way.”


“You don’t know anything about my feelings.” Her voice was low and unsteady as she fought to keep tears from misting her vision. She wasn’t going to cry—not in front of him or anyone. There was nothing, absolutely nothing to cry about. “This is none of your business. My feelings are none of your business.” She choked on a sob and pressed her hand to her mouth. “Leave me alone,” she demanded, but found herself cradled against his chest.


“When you’ve finished,” he murmured, and held her.


The wordless, unquestioning comfort was more than she could resist. Clinging, Diana let her emotions break loose in a storm of weeping.





Chapter 2



The water was slate gray with jagged crests of whitecaps. It was angry, noisy and fascinating. Diana could smell the sea and the promise of snow. As she walked across it, the sand was brittle with cold, crunching quietly underfoot. She had her coat buttoned high against the wind but lifted her face to it, enjoying its slapping fingers. And the solitude. She reveled in the solitude that could be found on a winter’s beach just past dawn.


So much of her life had been crowded with people. She’d never been alone in her aunt’s house on Beacon Hill. Diana tossed back her hair and smiled ruefully. She’d never been allowed to be alone. Beneath Adelaide’s fussing and lectures on deportment had been the fear that Blade blood, Comanche blood, would prove too strong and too wild to be controlled.


Diana had controlled it, because there was nowhere else for her to go. At first, Diana had done everything she was told, allowed herself to be molded into the quiet little lady her aunt had wanted. Everyone else had left her, and Diana had lived with the daily fear that she would be left again.


She’d learned to control the fear, but she’d never been able to alleviate it. It was the ability to control her emotions that had become her most successful defense against Adelaide’s criticisms and her own insecurity. Even as a child, Diana had understood that her aunt had taken her in because of a sense of duty. There was no love between them, despite the fact that the young girl had thirsted desperately for love.


Diana had been the offspring of Adelaide’s half sister, a dark-haired, golden-skinned girl born of their father’s second marriage to a woman of mixed blood. Comanche blood. And the half sister whom Adelaide had accepted out of duty had compounded their father’s lack of judgment by marrying a Blade. Blood had called to blood, Adelaide had often said when she spoke of what she considered her half sister’s betrayal of their name and heritage. With Diana, she’d been ruthlessly determined to correct her family’s previous errors.


The Comanche strain was to be ignored—more, it was to be erased. Adelaide demanded perfection. She was a Grandeau. Diana was to be a mirror of her own values, opinions and wishes. The child learned to be cautious, to be obedient and to question only in her head. The wrong question, voiced aloud, could be met with tight-lipped impatience, or worse, another lecture on deportment.


Diana had accepted, then had excelled in her studies, in music, in poise. They’d been an escape that had fulfilled her quest to learn and her need to belong. Her calmly determined will to succeed had begun as a way of surviving. Over the years the cool, elegant demeanor she’d adopted had become second nature.


If there were moments when she’d longed for something more, something … exciting, unfathomable, she’d suppressed the needs. She’d come to believe that if she played by the rules, if she followed the steps carefully, she’d win in the end. So her rebellions had been very discreet and her dreams meticulously subdued.


Still, Adelaide would have been appalled to know that her niece enjoyed restaurants that didn’t have a four-star rating and movies that didn’t have strict cultural significance. And sports cars, Diana mused with a quiet laugh. Steamed crabs and beer. Stopping, she slipped her hands into her pockets and looked out to sea. And wild winter beaches, she reflected.


Is that why Justin seems to have settled here? Diana wondered as she turned to face the back of the hotel. Does he find himself drawn to the cold passion of a winter sea? Was the heritage they shared stronger than the years of separation—the years when he had gone his own way to gamble and win, and she had submitted and quietly rebelled?


Shaking her head, Diana continued to walk. She knew nothing of the man who’d sat across from her at dinner the night before. He was smooth and sophisticated with something like thunder just beneath the surface. They’d had little to say to each other. Even when Serena’s eyes had pleaded with her, Diana could find nothing more than meaningless cocktail talk.
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