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Safe in My Heart

Does he want her?—or only their baby?

Stunned when her fiancé betrays her, Katherine Whitman reacts by seducing her boss—and when a single night of madness results in a pregnancy, she takes full responsibility. But Stephen Osborne insists they do as people always have—get married. But does he really care for Katherine, or is it only his baby that he wants?
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CHAPTER 1
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The room was midnight-dark except for the burglar’s small flashlight flicking on at random intervals. 

At the side of the room, Katherine Whitman sat stiffly upright in her straight, uncomfortable chair, fingers clenched on the edges of the seat. She was staring, eyes wide, toward the center of the room, straining to hear the occasional whisper of sound that told her where the burglar was. There was nothing to see between those irregular flashes of light, but she stared anyway, in a futile effort to make out the image of what she knew was there. 

Total darkness could do strange things to a person, Katherine reminded herself. It interfered with one’s balance, since there was no landmark to relate to. It was almost smothering, like a blanket of warm fog. And it played games with the mind. Deprived of external stimuli, her brain insisted on making up its own data, so she actually believed she could see a flicker of movement and shape and color as the burglar drew nearer. 

The instantaneous, ludicrous urge to run had passed, but that didn’t eliminate Katherine’s longing to move, to cross one slim knee over the other, to scratch her nose, even to take a deep breath. Her orders, however, had been very clear. And any minute now — no, any second it would be over, anyway.

A tiny red light blinked once, way up in the corner of the room, seeming as bright in the blackness as if it had been the sun rising, and a millisecond later a siren began to shriek above her head. Instinctively, Katherine closed her eyes just as spotlights — so powerful that she could hear the pop of the filaments as they flared into life — illuminated the burglar where he crouched in the center of the room. 

He flung himself facedown and pounded a frustrated fist on the floor. “Dammit, would you shut that thing off?” he yelled, and the siren died into blessed silence. The room lights came on, the powerful spots flicked off, and Katherine took her hands away from her ears and blinked as her eyes readjusted to normal light. 

The claustrophobic feel of the room had faded away along with the total darkness. This was not the small, cramped office it had seemed during the exercise, but an enormous, warehouse-like space. The model room the burglar had been attempting to invade was just one of a half dozen sets in HomeSafe’s test laboratory. And Katherine hadn’t been alone in the dark, either; every chair in the observers’ gallery was occupied. 

The man sitting beside her finished the notation he was writing in his leather-bound notebook, capped his fountain pen and put it away in the breast pocket of his jacket, then strode over to the black-clad figure on the floor. 

“Well, Jake,” Stephen Osborne asked politely, “what do you think of our new motion detector now?” 

The burglar rolled onto his back and stared up at the man standing over him. “You told me you’d built a pet alley into the damned thing, Steve,” he accused. “You said the dead space was big enough so the guard dogs could wander around without setting the alarms off. You lied to me.” 

“Lied? Not at all. Of course there’s a pet alley, exactly where I told you it was. But you, my friend, are slightly larger than a German shepherd. More importantly, your profile’s different.” 

The burglar sat up and tugged off his gloves. “Do you mean to say your new system recognized, in the dark, that I don’t have a tail?” 

“Something like that.” Stephen held a hand out. 

The burglar grabbed it and leapt lightly to his feet. “And I suppose that’s all you’re going to tell me.” 

Stephen’s dark eyebrows lifted. “Of course. It’s a trade secret. All you need to know is that it’ll protect your customers even if they don’t understand exactly how it works.” 

The burglar pulled the black stocking mask off his head and ran his fingers through his disheveled hair. They were a study in contrasts as they stood there shoulder to shoulder. Stephen Osborne, just a shade over six feet, impeccably tailored in silver-gray with a silk shirt and a hand-sewn tie, every dark brown hair in place. And Jake Holland, an inch shorter and a bit slighter in frame, in his black turtleneck and slacks, ruffled and dusty and every inch the cat burglar. 

They were a strange pair of friends, Katherine thought. 

A young woman standing nearby, one of a half dozen sales representatives who’d attended the test, turned to Katherine with a shiver. “Jake Holland really gets into this stuff, doesn’t he? He could run these tests just as well with the lights on, but he insists on the darkness and the black clothes and all. The man gives me the creeps.” 

Katherine shrugged. “Any good security consultant wants test conditions to be as much like the real situation as possible. I wouldn’t want to run into Jake in a dark alley when he’s in costume, but he’s harmless, really.” 

Stephen Osborne put a casual hand on Katherine’s shoulder. “Of course he’s harmless. Jake’s a frustrated cloak-and-dagger type, that’s all. He ended up in the security business only because the CIA wouldn’t take him.” 

“Come on, Osborne,” Jake protested. “You’re just saying rude things because I beat the sensors on your windows this time.” 

Stephen frowned. “I know. We’ll have to work on that. Katherine, if you’re going back to the office, would you put this on my desk?” He handed her the leather-bound notebook. “I’m taking Jake to lunch so I can pick his brain. Oh, and would you ask Irene to reserve a table for two at The Pinnacle tonight? Ten o’clock should be safe.” 

Katherine frowned a little. “Safe?” 

Stephen nodded. “In case the play runs long. We’re seeing Henry the some-number-or-other.” 

And he obviously didn’t care what number it was. That meant his companion tonight would probably be Hannah Clayton, for she, not Stephen, was the Shakespeare fan. Which meant his table had better be ready the moment the play was over, because the gorgeous and self-assured Hannah did not like to be kept waiting. And that meant Katherine had better explain it all very carefully to the sometimes-hapless Irene — or else go ahead and make the reservation herself. “I’ll look after it, Stephen.”

Stephen put his index finger under Katherine’s chin and tipped her face up. “You don’t have to. Remember? You’re not a secretary anymore. Irene is.” 

“Getting a table at The Pinnacle on a Friday night isn’t a matter to leave to the average secretary,” she pointed out. 

He smiled down at her, his dark brown eyes dancing with golden lights. “What’s the matter, Katherine? Are you aiming for another promotion by offering to take on even more executive responsibility? You might as well not bother — there’s nothing for you to move up to except my job, and I’m not ready to retire.” He and Jake Holland left the security lab and vanished down the hall. 

The sales representative shook her head. “Honestly, Katherine, I don’t know how you stand working for him.” 

“Stephen? He’s a great boss.” 

“I don’t doubt that. But how do you manage to keep from exploding in flames every time he looks at you? Take the way he smiles, for instance.” 

Katherine’s jaw dropped. “Are you feeling all right, Diane? Exposure to total darkness affects some people strangely. Stephen has a very pleasant smile, yes. It’s one of the nicest things about him, but—” 

Diane was staring over the top of her half-glasses. “All right,” she said abruptly. “Who is he?” 

“What on earth do you mean?” 

“The man who can keep you from noticing that Stephen Osborne exudes sex appeal.” 

Katherine shrugged. “I don’t have any idea what you’re talking about.” The fact that she wasn’t quite telling the truth tugged at her conscience. No one knew about her and Travis, and he insisted that was the way it had to remain for the present. It wouldn’t be much longer, though. If the sales figures for last month ended up as Travis expected they would, and he was once again HomeSafe’s top salesman... 

Diane was watching her doubtfully. 

“Look,” Katherine said, “you wouldn’t think in terms of sex appeal if you had to work with the man all the time. Don’t you know the office law that says no man is a hero to his secretary?” 

Diane mulled that one over. “But you’re not anymore. You’re his personal assistant.” 

“Technically, I never was his secretary. But the same principle applies.” Katherine knelt beside her chair to gather up the folders she’d tucked safely underneath, in case Stephen had wanted information on any of the sensors or circuitry they’d been testing that morning. “Why wasn’t Travis Baker here, Diane?” she asked carelessly. “I thought he wanted to see this demonstration.” 

“He’s got a problem with one of his accounts in Boulder, I guess. He won’t be back till late this afternoon.” 

Katherine tried not to let herself feel disappointed. His absence really made no difference; even if Travis had attended, they couldn’t have gone out for lunch. She sighed. All this caution seemed so unnecessary. What harm was there in being seen together now and then? But Travis was being especially careful these days. 

“Is he married?” Diane asked. 

Katherine bit her tongue. She’d almost replied that of course Travis wasn’t married. “Who do you mean?” 

“Who do you think? The man in your life you’re being so secretive about. Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone.” 

Katherine put Stephen’s notebook on top of the folders. “If I was to get involved with a man, I certainly wouldn’t choose one who was married. Any man who’d mess around behind his wife’s back wouldn’t stop for long even if he happened to change wives, and I want better than that for myself.” She smiled at the quizzical look on Diane’s face. “And no, that doesn’t mean I’ve been burned by a married man, either. So why don’t you stop speculating about my romantic history and go sell security systems? There’s a lot more profit in that for both of us.” 

Diane shook her head in disbelief, but she went away. Katherine stayed to talk to the head of the testing division about the next system to be installed in the model room. By the time she got back to the suite of executive offices in the front wing of the sprawling complex, it was well into the lunch hour; Irene had left her desk and locked the office door. Katherine’s arms were aching from the weight of the file folders, and as she balanced them and tried to manage her key, her hand slipped and the folders scattered over the carpet. 

Muttering a couple of words under her breath, she stooped to retrieve them. Stephen’s leather-bound notebook had landed at her feet, open to the notes he’d been taking earlier. It was incredible, Katherine thought, that even in total darkness his writing was so neat it looked as if he’d had a desk lamp beside him. 

Not only does he set female employees on fire, she mused, but he can see in the dark, too. I should rush right down and tell Diane that bit of news! 

She left the stack of folders for Irene to file and went on into Stephen’s office, which was large and luxurious and so quiet that the sound of her own breathing seemed intrusive. It smelled good, too — a mix of leather and coffee and after-shave and the barest hint of cigar tobacco, no doubt still lingering from the chairman of the board’s most recent visit. 

She put Stephen’s notebook squarely on the center of his desk and wasted a couple of minutes gazing out at the Denver skyline. Today it looked particularly wonderful; last night’s thunderstorm had cleared the summer air, and the skyline was crisp and clear and distinct in the distance. A rare sight in mid-July, when there was usually a humid haze over the city. 

The big leather chair was turned toward the window, as if Stephen had also been gazing out over the city just before he went down to the lab. Katherine didn’t blame him. She, too, could think more clearly while looking at that glorious view 

Oh, well, back to business. She walked the short distance to her own office, settled at her desk, and called The Pinnacle for Stephen’s dinner reservation. The mere mention of his name won a warm response from the maître d’ and a promise that Mr. Osborne’s table would be ready no matter when he wanted it. 

Obviously, Stephen tipped very well indeed. Or else that charm Diane had been talking of worked on waiters, too. 

Katherine smiled. Diane had made it sound as if Stephen Osborne possessed a magnetism that drew women irresistibly into his power. And it was true that there was no lack of women in his life. Irene might be the one who had to keep his calendar straight, but Katherine saw it often enough to know how frequently he was dating and who he was seeing. It wasn’t a short list. 

Not that there was much variety there. They all seemed to be the cool and glamorous type, like Hannah Clayton — elegant and fashionable and suspiciously perfect. 

In fact, the mere thought of Hannah Clayton as Stephen’s love slave was enough to cause whoops of laughter, once Katherine let her imagination slip the leash and roam free. It simply wasn’t possible to picture Hannah’s perfectly-coiffed blond hair rumpled in the aftermath of lovemaking. But Stephen seemed to appreciate that icy perfection, so who was Katherine to question the attraction? 

There was no question about what Hannah saw in him; she was the kind who would have been attracted to Stephen Osborne even if he’d been two feet tall with warts on his nose, just because he was Rafe Osborne’s son and he owned a good chunk of HomeSafe. For Hannah, the fact that he was undeniably good-looking, generous, and had a smile that could melt the North Pole would be frosting on the cake. 

“Cut it out,” Katherine told herself. Diane’s flight of fancy might be silly, but it was proving to be infectious. 

Katherine went to get herself a cup of coffee, wrinkled her nose at the muddy-looking brew, and started a fresh pot. While she waited, she flipped idly through the morning mail that lay stacked on the corner of Irene’s desk. 

She wasn’t exactly surprised that Diane’s question had come up, though. She supposed talk was inevitable; when a young, attractive and, to all appearances, unattached woman went to work for a young, attractive, play-the-field man, few people would believe there was nothing more than business in the wind. 

She’d considered the possibility of gossip a full year ago, when Rafe Osborne had announced his retirement and Stephen had taken over his father’s position as president of HomeSafe, offering Katherine the job as his personal assistant. 

But she’d never discussed it with Stephen, of course. It would have been ridiculous, and even insulting, to imply that the two of them might not be able to work together without sex interfering. And of course she’d been correct not to worry; in the entire year since she’d become his assistant there had never been an off-color comment or a too personal question or — heaven forbid — a pass to be deflected. They were professionals, after all, and work came first. 

She’d attempted to explain that principle to Travis — without success. It didn’t matter whether or not people knew about them, she’d argued. As long as they continued to do their jobs well, no one cared about their personal lives. 

But most people didn’t think that way, he had told her. His fellow salesmen would assume he was trying to use his connections to improve himself, if they knew he was dating the president’s assistant. It might even put Katherine’s own job at risk if Stephen didn’t like the idea. And even though Katherine thought he was crazy to suspect that Stephen would care one way or the other, she’d reluctantly agreed to say nothing until Travis got his hoped-for promotion. 

They would keep their relationship quiet until the new sales director was named. It was bound to be Travis. And then...

But it was difficult, Katherine admitted as she took her coffee back to her office. Sometimes she just wanted to fling open her window and shout to the world that she loved Travis Baker. It was stupid, she told herself, to wonder sometimes if he was being so secretive because down deep he was ashamed of her. 

The door of her office opened. She started guiltily, and coffee splashed over the side of the mug and onto the papers spread on her desk blotter. She grabbed a tissue and began mopping up the mess. 

“Daydreaming?” Rafe Osborne said pleasantly. “I didn’t know you had it in you, Katherine.” 

She shot an aggrieved look at the chairman of the board and founder of HomeSafe, then turned her attention back to wiping coffee off the schematics of their opposition’s newest security system. 

Rafe tugged a chair forward, sat down and propped his feet up on the corner of her desk, ankles crossed. He was, as usual, chewing on an unlit cigar. 

Katherine thought, rather irritably, that no one could possibly look less like the stereotyped chairman of a major corporation than Rafe Osborne. He was a husky bear of a man, well into his sixties, with no inclination to try to hide the marks left by a life that hadn’t always been easy. He was more comfortable in pullover shirts than in suits, in bars rather than in exclusive clubs, and now that he was retired, he no longer saw any reason to play by corporate rules. His hair hadn’t been cut lately, and his eyebrows were threateningly bushy. Certainly few people would have guessed that this abrupt, brusque man and the sophisticated new president of HomeSafe were father and son. 

Rafe Osborne’s style left most people in awe of him, but Katherine sometimes suspected that underneath all the sharp edges he was a marshmallow, and the bluster was simply his way of keeping the rest of the world from finding out. He had, for instance, never raised his voice to her in the two years since she’d gone to work as his secretary. 

He removed the cigar from his mouth. “I’m proud of you, Katherine. Most of the world’s best ideas have come from someone’s thoughts wandering.” 

She patted the last page dry and laid it aside, hoping the coffee stains wouldn’t interfere with the small print. “And, of course, you’re including yourself?” 

“Absolutely. Being a security guard gives a man a lot of time to think between making his rounds. Sooner or later, he starts to dream up ways to make the job easier, and before he knows it, he’s sitting at a desk telling other people what to do. But that’s old news. What’s going on around this place?” 

“You missed the tests of the new motion detector this morning.” 

Rafe shook his head. “Didn’t miss it a bit — I just didn’t come. With Steve and Jake Holland, it’s not really product testing, you know. They’re caught up in a life-size video game.” 

Katherine smiled. “You’re right. They’re just like little boys, laying traps for each other and trying to prove who’s got more skill.” 

Rafe nodded. “That’s why I went fishing instead. At least it’s a civilized pastime. So how did the test go?” 

“That’s why you’re here, isn’t it? You expect me to give you the condensed version.” 

Rafe grinned. “Of course. You’re my favorite spy.” 

She told him briefly about the test. He listened in silence, chewing on the cigar, and for a couple of long minutes afterward he stared thoughtfully at the ceiling — thinking, she was fairly certain, of the window sensors that had failed to perform as expected in this morning’s trial. 

Katherine had learned long ago not to disturb him at times like these, so she sat quietly, drinking her coffee and wondering what was going on behind those half-hooded brown eyes. She was not surprised when he didn’t enlighten her. Instead, he took his feet off the corner of her desk and said, “Come on, I’ll buy you lunch.” 

“As a reward for a good espionage job?” She shook her head reluctantly. “I can’t. I’ve got loads of work to do.” 

“It can’t be that busy around here. I just poked my head into Steve’s office, and not only is Steve not there, but his desk is so clear you could land airplanes on it.” 

“He took Jake to lunch. Besides, heavy thinking is his job. Mine is doing the paperwork after he finishes thinking.” 

“Then he ought to give you the big desk. Anyway, he can’t force you to stop eating. Or playing, either — he certainly fits in enough time for it.” 

Katherine smiled. “You’re being contradictory, Rafe. If truly great ideas come from idle thought...” 

“Doesn’t mean he can’t be sitting down in his office encouraging it.” Rafe sounded a bit disgruntled. “Or he could go fishing — that at least gives a man a chance to think. But not Steve. If it isn’t handball and tennis, it’s weekends at Winter Park. Skiing is one thing. I think it’s a crazy sport myself, and I haven’t any idea how both my kids developed a love for it, but—” 

Katherine decided that he probably hadn’t thought it through, or he would have understood. Stephen’s fondness for the slopes sprang from his unquenchable energy. For Rafe’s daughter, Sherry, however, the attraction was another matter altogether. Katherine suspected that Sherry was more interested in the dozens of eligible young men to be found at the après-ski parties than she was in the snow. 

Sherry’s young, Katherine thought charitably. She’ll settle down someday. 

“You know, I’ve always wondered what Steve finds to do up there when there’s no snow.” Rafe sounded honestly puzzled. 

Katherine looked at him in surprise and opened her mouth to answer, then decided that she’d rather not be the one who explained the facts of life to Rafe. It wasn’t as if she actually knew anything, anyway, because Stephen was very discreet about his private affairs. And if his father hadn’t already guessed that Stephen wasn’t always alone when he used the family condo at Winter Park, Katherine wasn’t about to share her speculations on the matter. 

Instead, she reached into the top desk drawer for her calendar. “He hasn’t said anything about going up this weekend,” she murmured. “I wonder if I should call the condo office just in case, or wait till he gets back to ask him.” He wouldn’t be going till tomorrow anyway, she reminded herself. Unless, of course, he was planning to take Hannah along after dinner at The Pinnacle. The drive was only an hour or so; it would be a perfectly reasonable thing to do on a July night. 

Rafe was shaking his head. “Not this weekend. Sherry’s having a party at the penthouse tomorrow.” 

“And Stephen’s actually going? That’s a twist.” She let the calendar slide back into the drawer. 

“It’s a different sort of party than Sherry’s usual. You’re coming, aren’t you?” 

Katherine said carefully, “I didn’t know I was invited. In fact, this is the first I’ve heard about a party.” 

Rafe frowned. “Is that so? I’m sure I put your name on the guest list.” 

“It’s not a company party, surely?” 

“Oh, no — just friends and a few HomeSafe people who had to be included.” 

Katherine wondered in which of those categories Rafe placed her. 

He flashed her a smile. “Actually,” he confided, “I’m the one who’s technically giving the party this time. And I had hidden reasons for asking you.” 

“More espionage?” Katherine asked dryly. 

“Not exactly. I was hoping you’d help keep an eye on the waiters. You know the kind of thing caterers do if they think nobody’s watching. So if I could just count on you to keep them honest...” 

Katherine forced back a smile. For a man who’d built a brilliant brainstorm into a multimillion-dollar company, Rafe could be incredibly cheap sometimes. “All right. I’m not doing anything else, so I’ll come and supervise. But you should feel extremely guilty, Rafe.” 

“Oh, I do,” he said earnestly. “But I’ll make it up to you. If you can prevent the bartenders from drinking every third bottle of champagne, I’ll—” 

“Champagne?” It wasn’t an idle question; in Katherine’s experience, any party Rafe was hosting was far more likely to include fifteen-year-old Scotch whisky. 

“Crates of champagne,” he said. “Not the cheap stuff, either, but then what choice do I have? Fortunately for me, a party like this only comes once in a girl’s lifetime.” 

Katherine raised an eyebrow. 

“You know better than to ask, don’t you? Oh, what the hell, I’ll tell you. Sherry would kill me because it’s supposed to be a surprise, but I know you can keep a secret. It’s her engagement party.” 

Katherine blinked, and then told herself she was being unfair. Sherry was old enough to know her own mind; she’d finished college last spring. It was her behavior that made her seem so much younger than her actual years. 

“How lovely for her,” she said sincerely. “I had no idea she was serious about anyone.” 

“Well, you’re not the only one who didn’t. That’s how I know she means it this time. She wasn’t blathering on about this one every minute, not till he’d asked the question. You know him, too, of course.” 

Katherine tried to remember the last time she’d encountered Sherry. The girl popped into the office now and then to see Stephen, but she was always alone. And Katherine didn’t move in the same social circles, so it was hardly likely that she knew any of Sherry’s young men. 

“He works for HomeSafe,” Rafe went on. 

Katherine shook her head. “Sorry to disappoint you, Rafe, but I don’t know every one of your employees.” 

HomeSafe had a thousand workers at the four factories in Colorado, and dozens more sales and service representatives scattered halfway across the country. Katherine might be the president’s personal assistant, but there were people in this very building she’d never met. Sherry’s fiancé could be any one of them. 

There was certainly no reason for the prickle of dread that was running with painful slowness along Katherine’s nerves. 

“Oh, you know this one, I’m sure,” Rafe assured her. “He’s the best salesman we’ve got at the moment.”

And then she knew. She wanted to shut Rafe out, to put her hands over her ears and deny what he was going to say. But she couldn’t. She had no defense against the blow that was about to descend on her. 

“He’s going to be our new sales manager, too,” Rafe said with satisfaction. “So at least my little girl hasn’t chosen some fly-by-night. Travis Baker — you know him, don’t you, Katherine?”
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CHAPTER 2

[image: ]




It was shock, Katherine supposed, but it was as if she were standing across the room, watching herself absorb the blow instead of feeling it firsthand. She could almost see the color drain out of her face, leaving the sprinkling of freckles across her nose looking like muddy pools. Her body shrank back into the chair under the impact of Rafe’s words. 

It’s a good thing she’d been sitting down when the blow hit, an inner voice observed with icy detachment. If she’d been standing, she would probably have fallen as hard as a logged tree. 

Rafe walked over to the window. “I suppose people will think Steve gave him the job because of Sherry,” he mused. “He didn’t, of course.” 

No, Katherine thought. Of course he didn’t. The only thing that mattered to Stephen was how the job was done; she’d known that all along, deep inside her heart. Why had she let Travis convince her otherwise? He’d seemed so certain that dating him openly would put her job at risk, but all it had really endangered was his pursuit of bigger game. Travis would be a capable sales manager, Katherine was convinced. But why had it never occurred to her that his ambition went far beyond that relatively minor job? 

Because you’re a patsy, Katherine Whitman, she told herself bluntly. 

“I’ll say this for the young man,” Rafe went on. “He asked Sherry to hold off announcing anything until it was certain he’d be the one to get the sales job. He’s unusually modest for someone in that end of the business, that’s sure.” 

And he’s a viper in your bosom, Katherine wanted to tell Rafe. Get rid of him before it’s too late. 

But she bit her tongue and said nothing. If she told Rafe anything of the sort, he would want the details, and despite that easygoing manner of his where Katherine was concerned, he was capable of squeezing her like a sponge until he got them. And what could Katherine say that would sound like anything other than an outraged, jealous female, overreacting to the fact that the man she wanted preferred another woman? 

She could show Rafe no proof of promises made and broken. Travis had never given her a ring. They’d never set a wedding date. Soon, he’d said, they would be free to talk about all that, but until then it would be wasted effort. He’d never even suggested that he move into her apartment; he’d kept his own and let her talk about the day when they would look for a larger one, together. Oh, how careful he had been! 

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
DOEL he want her --

or only their baby?

1w/ in my

?@{ |
LEIGH
MICHAELS

r"' National Best-Selling Author
- ol ™ h~ il 1





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





