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CHAPTER ONE

 

 

It was after ten when Katie knocked on the door to room 1121. It had been vacant yesterday, but according to her room list a guest had checked in last night, so she needed to get it cleaned and move on to the next one.

'Maid service,' she called as she tapped. Most of the guests were already out and enjoying the beach or the shopping. She wished she was, too. Not hearing any answer, she pulled out her passkey.

'Come in,' came from behind the door.

This guest obviously hadn't yet started out.

Using her passkey, she swung open the door and stopped in total surprise.

Her shock wasn’t anything compared with that of Michael Donovan.

He’d been working on the round glass table on the balcony. When he saw Katie standing in the doorway, in the hotel’s staff uniform, he rose and moved towards her, a stunned look on his face as he took in the neat, trim light blue dress with the hotel logo on the pocket, the cleaning supplies in her hands, the big cart behind her. The seconds ticked by slowly before he spoke.

'What the hell are you doing here, Katherine? You're not staying here? Is this your job?' His voice rose as he ran his gaze from her head to her sensible shoes.

She nodded, struck speechless, her heart tripping faster as he started towards her. He was the last person she expected to see. Whatever was Michael doing here? She never expected him to leave Boston.

He towered over her as he drew closer, his six feet two inches seeming even taller than she'd remembered. He wore dark shorts and a bright blue shirt--a huge concession to the heat of Key West from a man who usually wore expensive Armani suits and silk shirts. The muscles of his chest and shoulders filled the soft cotton fabric, his stomach flat and trim. His long legs were muscular showing tanned beneath the shorts.

Sexual awareness washed through her. She'd forgotten how hot his body was. During the last months, she'd only seen him in business suits. Fully dressed, ready to face the challenges of the day.

It hadn't always been like that. She blinked away the memories of those earlier nights so long ago, though her body traitorously remembered. It had been so exciting being married to Michael–at first.

'For God's sake, Katherine, this is what you left me for? Couldn't you at least have got a better job? Something more suitable?' Anger showed on his face.

She had not seen him in over four months and this was how he greeted her. There was no 'I missed you', no 'how have you been?' just fault found with the job she'd taken. She knew it would never fit his ideal of what his wife should do. Which only went to prove she'd been right to leave. Their values and outlooks on life were too far apart to bridge.

He towered over her, anger and frustration radiating. His dark eyes glittered down at her, and a muscle jerked in his cheek.

She almost apologized, was about to offer an explanation, then a spurt of anger touched her. It really wasn't his business any longer. She had left him to make a life of her own. She wasn't answerable to him any more. He could criticize as much as he wanted; she was earning her own way and didn’t need him anymore.

'There's nothing wrong with this job. It suits me for now; it's giving me time to decide what I want to do down the road. There are few demands, it’s a job I can handle, the locale is like a dream—it's perfect for a transition period. What are you doing here, Michael?' she asked. She stood up as tall as she could, though he still towered over her five feet six inches, tilted her chin, the light of battle surely evident in her own brown eyes.

He had to be here for business. For the last five years that was all Michael lived for. But what business could he have in Key West? Was a new shopping complex planned? A luxury condo development? She couldn’t imagine him branching out from Boston. That was where he’d gotten his first break. Where he had moved up in the construction field until his company was one of the leading firms in the area.

'You could have got a job as a social director. An art gallery director. An events planner,' he continued.

'I hate that kind of thing,' she snapped.

He was quiet a moment, his eyes searching hers.

'Was your life so hellish with me?' he asked softly, his eyes holding hers. His puzzlement clearly defined.

She hesitated a moment, then slowly shook her head. It had not always been awful—she didn't want him to think that. The first year had been wonderful, glorious. She'd been on top of the world, thinking it would never end. She'd been so happy.

And it now seemed so long ago.

'Not hellish, just... not of my choosing. I tried my best, but all those dinners, all those parties, opening nights and opera nights...everything geared to business, networking to expand Donovan Construction, make bigger deals. Making small talk with strangers who were always potential clients. Never kicking back and doing nothing.' She sighed softly. 'It wasn't my idea of a good time. I didn’t have a single friend of my own. It was like forever playing a role in a play. I could go through the motions, but they were always such long, tedious evenings.” She shrugged. “I'm not doing it any more.'

She broke eye contact, and glanced around the luxuriously furnished room, out through the huge sliding glass door to the beauty of the tropical island beyond the wide balcony. Palm trees swayed in the morning breeze. The colorful flowers around the grounds gave splashes of red and yellow and blue against the luscious green grass.

'What are you doing here?' she asked again.

His eyes narrowed slightly as he studied her, following the direction of her look, over the balcony railing beyond the grounds of the resort to the sparkling turquoise waters of the Gulf of Mexico.

'I came to find you.'

'The attorneys?' she guessed, with lack of surprise. She’d walked abruptly out of Michael's life several months ago, unable to continue the role of his wife. She’d tried to get him to sit down and listen to her, really hear her, but it hadn’t worked.

She'd contacted him recently to make sure things were progressing with the divorce she had requested. When he'd tried to pin her down, she'd refused to talk to him, agreeing only to talk to the lawyers. Obviously they had passed on her location.

She hadn’t told them she was working at the hotel, only to use it as a mailing address. No wonder Michael was shocked. It was not at all the kind of job successful Michael Donovan could be proud his wife held.

'We have nothing to talk about. I explained it to you in Boston,' she told him now.

'You explained nothing in Boston. Only some garbled tale of leaving. I told you we could discuss it,' he bit out.

'But not then—later, when it suited your very busy business schedule. You always put business first. Even before saving your own marriage.'

Did he still not understand that had been her whole complaint? He always put business first, to the exclusion of everything else. Once success had begun, it was as if he was addicted–more and more, bigger and bigger. He was never satisfied.

'I didn't notice you complaining about all the things you bought from the money that business brought in.' His anger was building.

'How would you know? You weren't ever around to hear how I liked anything.'

Katie had grown up in the last few months. She was no longer in love with the man she'd married seven years ago, nor in awe of him. She was sorry their marriage hadn't lasted, but resolved to find happiness in her new life. She'd come to terms with her situation and would no longer worry about what Michael Donovan did or said.

She glanced pointedly at the clock on the bedside table.

'I have work to do and I’m getting behind schedule; do you want your room cleaned now, or later?'

The muscle tightened in his cheek. Turning back to the balcony, he snapped out, 'Do it now.' as he stalked out and leaned both hands against the railing, his back to the room.

She quickly made the bed, washed down the bathroom and vacuumed the carpet. An odd thought popped into mind. She was doing this for her husband, something she'd hadn’t done in years. It was ironic that she was doing it now that they had separated, now that she had asked for a divorce.

With his first big break, they’d bought a larger home near Cambridge and hired a housekeeper. Frances took care of the house, the meals, taking his clothes to the cleaners. Katie had not needed to do any of the routine tasks most wives did. And that had been part of the problem. After all the years they'd been married, she felt like a visitor in her husband's house. It was only now that they were divorcing that she could do something for him herself. How odd.

She darted a glance to the balcony. Michael had turned around, leaning his back against the rails, arms crossed over his chest, staring at her. His dark eyes never left her. Watching her intensely, as if she were the only thing in the world. Flushing, she dropped her gaze to the carpet. For the second time that morning, her body warmed. Physically, they had always been compatible. More than compatible, her thoughts mocked her. He had only to touch her and she became wrapped in desire and longing. The long, passionate nights they'd shared were the things she missed the most. Even those had been infrequent during the last year.

She felt a familiar pull, an attraction of her body for his. For a moment, she felt a yearning for the way things had been. The way things had begun so long ago. At the beginning.

She moved, refusing to look at Michael again—afraid of her own reactions to him. She wished he’d stayed in Boston.

The minutes dragged by. Katie could feel his gaze follow her as she moved through her tasks. Why wouldn't he resume his work at the table, ignore her as she was so desperately trying to ignore him?

Finishing in record time, she scanned the room to make sure everything was satisfactory. While not planning to be a hotel maid forever, she took pride in her work and wanted the room to reflect it. Satisfied, she pushed the vacuum cleaner to her hall cart and let the relief take hold. She was glad to be finished—her nerves were stretched. She hoped he was gone when she reached his room tomorrow. Why couldn’t he lie on the beach like other guests?

Michael followed her to the hall.

'Finished already?'

He stood so close that Katherine could see the faint lines around his eyes. He looked so tired. Had he lost weight? She turned away, damping down her curiosity. It was no longer any business of hers.

She nodded and prepared to push the cart to the next room. His hand stopped her, resting briefly on her shoulder. Her skin tingled beneath his touch and she stepped away, her eyes wide, her heart leaping at his touch, her whole body turning to his like a magnet to true north. She watched him warily.

'Katherine...'

'I'm called Katie here, Michael. Katherine belongs to another life,' she said gently, looking away, longing to end this. She didn't want to rehash everything. She'd made the break four months ago. There was nothing to be gained by prolonging it. It had been hard to do then, and she didn't want to go through it again. Why couldn't he just let her go?

'Katie, then. When do you get off? Could we get together to talk?'

'No, I'm busy.' She pushed the cart.

'How about dinner, then?' he asked, stepping into the hall.

She threw him a look over her shoulder.

'How long are you staying here?' she asked, suddenly suspicious.

'Only a day or so. Now that I'm here, I might as well take a break from work.'

She paused a moment, but knew if he was focused in some course of action, he persevered until he got what he wanted. It was only dinner, and she could prove to herself once and for all that she could hold her own against him.

'Dinner's okay, but not here. While the hotel wants the employees to do all they can to cater to guests, that doesn't include the hired help mingling with them.' She grinned suddenly, an absurd idea striking her. 'How about pizza?'

He looked surprised and she wondered when the last time he'd had pizza. She didn't remember ever having it when they were married. How would he handle the informality of the local pizza parlor?

'Fine,' he replied.

'I'll meet you in the lobby at seven,' she told him. She went to the next room, while Michael remained in the hall staring after her until she'd entered.

Working as she did gave Katherine a lot of time to think. The routine, repetitive chores kept her hands busy, but freed her mind to consider everything. And today her mind considered Michael Donovan.

He was the last person she expected to see here on Key West. Though she knew he hadn't wanted her to leave— he'd made that clear when she'd told him of her intent–she hadn't expected him to follow her. She’d left a letter to try to explain her reasons, having been unable to get him to listen to her with his busy schedule. His so certain belief he knew what was best for everyone didn’t allow him to even consider what she might have to say.

She’d wanted him to sit down with her, shut everything else away and really listen to her. But he couldn't fit her into his schedule. Finally he’d said he’d try to grab some time before the meeting with the Forrester Board on a weekend. It was the final straw.

She hadn't waited for that weekend. By then, she knew there was nothing to talk about. Her decision had not been easily reached, but it was firm. Now she hoped she could make him see her side of things, give up and move on.

She was surprised he'd taken the time to come to Key West himself. He had always been so wrapped up in meetings and social activities tied into business, to the exclusion of everything else, that she hadn't expected him to come after her. Why had he?

Of course four months after the fact didn’t exactly prove undying devotion. His schedule must have opened up at last. Now he could spare a day or two to seek out his wife. What did he hope to accomplish tonight?

Returning to Boston wasn’t an option.

Michael always preferred nice restaurants with a quiet and expensive ambience. Taking him to a pizza place would give him first hand knowledge of how she’d changed. She loved the local pizza joint, the music that played, the video games teenagers played with such enthusiasm, and the laughter of families enjoying their time together. It didn’t take lots of money to enjoy life–Katie had learned that since she’d been in Key West.

What if some of her new friends were at Marco's? How would she explain Michael to them? She’d never told them she’d been married. She began to have second thoughts about the whole idea. She should have told him no; why hadn't she? He’d try to talk her into coming back and she’d refuse. Why hadn’t she just said no to start with?

Because she wanted to see if she could do it–have dinner and walk away knowing she’d done her best to explain her feelings. Find out why he looked so tired—had he been ill? See if there was anything to say before he left Key West. After seven years of marriage, there should be something to say.

They wouldn’t need to meet each other again after that. She didn’t plan on returning to Boston. Donovan Construction had no ties to Key West; therefore Michael wouldn't be coming this way again.

It was sad. For a moment nostalgia threatened to overwhelm her. They'd been so happy when they'd first married. She had been so in love with him, so proud he'd chosen her for his wife. But gradually his work had grown more demanding, his goals more lofty, until Michael rarely spent any time with her unless it was at the endless round of parties and social events designed to further the interests of Donovan Construction.

Which it had. The firm had grown by leaps and bounds. From luxury homes, to low-rise office buildings, to shopping malls, Donovan’s was known to be the best in the Tri-State area.

Dinner tonight would not expand the business. What would they even talk about once she made it clear she was content doing what she was doing, making friends, furnishing her apartment the way she wanted?

 

 

Katie’s small apartment was only a dozen blocks from the hotel, on a quiet side street. Her heart lifted every day as she started her walk home. The sun was warm on her back, the air gently stirring in the afternoon breeze—enough to give an illusion of coolness, though the hot sun belied it. Her eyes scanned the colorful stands and boutiques that lined Duval Street—Old Key West's main street—enjoying the bright colors of the wooden buildings with their fancy gingerbread trim; the variety of merchandise available for tourists and natives alike: bright T-shirts, shells of every color, and the profusion of flowers.

She’d deliberately sought a warm climate, looking for a place that was as different from Boston as she could find to start over. She wanted a less formal lifestyle, with people ready to be friends and easy to get along with. Kicking off the traces, she wanted a totally different life. She'd found it in Key West.

Katie enjoyed her walks to and from work, discovering new sights each day with the gardens of the homes she passed, or the displays the shops put out. She loved greeting the shopkeepers as she passed, buying some fresh fruit at one of the vendor’s stands each morning. The fresh air and exercise brought a new freedom to her body. Key West was small enough so that she could walk almost everywhere, from the beach to work, to the stores.

The change from the frigid Boston winter was so novel that she was constantly surprised and delighted. Boston was freezing in February, but in Key West the balmy days were ideal—warm and sunny. Occasionally they had rain, but it was not a dreary, cold rain like that of Boston winters, but warm, almost like a shower to freshen the flowers. Some afternoons she danced on her small balcony in the rain. The water was refreshing and sweet. Everything was colorful, casual and fun. She was glad she'd chosen Key West to start over.

The foot traffic on Duval was heavy at this time of the afternoon. Bronzed men and women in scanty attire lounged at the pavement cafes. Sun burnt tourists gazed at the offerings of the shops along the way. Royal palms offered spots of shade on the hot pavements. Here and there a courtyard offered a glimpse of cool garden serenity in the sultry afternoon. The soft breezes that constantly blew from the water caressed her cheeks, tossed the short curls on her head and cooled her skin.

She turned on to her street. Bougainvilleas climbed the wall to her right, its bright purple flower a vibrant contrast to the stark whitewash of the wall. It was a wide, quiet street lined with big old houses, some of which had been converted into flats. The street had called to her when she'd first seen it—she'd known her place was in one of the converted houses.

In only minutes she opened the door to her apartment, crossing quickly to the french doors, throwing them wide to the afternoon breeze. Bright pots of flowers lined her small balcony, giving more color and fragrance each day. She loved her view—a glimpse of the blue water to the right, the green of the neighbor’s lawn to the left and everywhere the tall, stately palms swaying against the azure sky. It was quite a change from Boston.

She surveyed her small apartment, pleased anew by what she saw. She’d furnished it cheaply, buying things second-hand from garage sales, using pretty, crisp blue and white gingham to cover the mismatched pieces, giving the room a coordinated look. Starched white curtains framed the windows. There were few extras for decorations—no pictures, no knick-knacks. Yet her apartment was comfortable and welcoming.

Life on Key West was vastly different from the opulent life she'd led in Boston. She didn't miss any of that hectic pace. The friends she'd made here lived in circumstances similar to her own. They liked simple pleasures and proved to Katie what she'd often suspected in the past–that money wasn't needed to make people happy.

Maybe money even caused unhappiness. Look at her own life. The aunt who had raised her had money, but no husband, no children of her own, stuck with her sister’s child whom she relegated to nannies and boarding school.

Michael had no real interests beyond work, earning money to spend it on material things, not for enjoyment, but to impress. Katie had come to believe experiences meant more than material things. She relished each day with new experiences tumbling over themselves.

Pampered—yes, Katie has been pampered from birth. Her aunt had been one of the Boston Brahmins–old family, old money. She'd raised her niece in elegant splendor, constantly emphasizing Katie's place when she was home. Making sure she attended all the right schools.

Michael had taken over when they'd married, sheltering her from everyday life as surely as if she'd been in a cocoon. She’d never given much thought to earning her own living. She wasn't sure now what she would do with the rest of her life, but she’d broken free from the past and was making a new start. Something would turn up, but for now, she was content to make beds and spend her free time at the beach.

She needed to take the next step and make sure the divorce went through. She’d get that assurance from Michael tonight.

She changed quickly, and went to meet one of her friends—they were going snorkeling. Debbie had been at the hotel the longest of any of her new friends—over four years. She'd introduced Katie to snorkeling. Love at first sight! Katie went whenever she could. Grabbing her gear, she headed out.

She walked the several blocks to the beach. She found this the loveliest time of day at the beach—the late afternoon. The sand was soft and white, imported; she'd been told, from Barbados. Fringed with coconut palms and leafy mango trees, this particular beach was not large, but beautifully contrasted with the varied blues of the sea. The coconut palms, laden with fruit, stretched out towards the water, their spots of shade providing welcome relief from the blazing sand. Only the tourists exposed themselves to its full rays of the sun and heat of the sand.

The Gulf of Mexico was warm and crystal-clear. Beneath its surface the bright, colorful tropical fish darted and swam in the pristine water. The yellows and blues of angelfish and butterfly fish showed clearly against the light sandy bottom. She often dived from the beach. Whenever they could afford it, she and her friends joined a group on a boat and dived out by the reef. The pretty coral formations were a fascinating delight to Katie. Their lacy fans, pink and yellow colors and intricate designs enchanted her. She never tired of exploring.

The first time Katie’d wanted to go to the reef and ran into a money issue she'd realized how different her life would be in the future. As Michael Donovan's wife, she could afford anything. As Katie Harrington, newly single, recently arrived in Key West, she had to watch her expenses and budget carefully.

She greeted Debbie when she arrived and before long they were in the water exploring the bounty beneath the gentle waves. This was her idea of the perfect life.

 

 

Katie was later returning home than she’d planned, and she rushed through a quick shower, dressing at warp speed, drawing on a colorful pink and rose cotton sundress that hugged her body and flared at the waist. It was cool and comfortable. She dried her hair, applied a touch of mascara and was ready. Not wanting to be late meeting Michael, she hurried the few blocks to the hotel, arriving flushed and out of breath.

Michael was already in the lobby, looking remote and withdrawn in dark trousers and a light shirt opened at the throat—casual for him, but almost formal by Key West standards. When he spotted her, he smiled, the corners of his eyes crinkling, his face looking younger.

Suddenly she realized he’d rarely smiled over the last five or six years— work was too serious. For a moment, it looked as if he was glad to see her. Katie marveled at the transformation and involuntarily smiled back. He looked a different man than the dedicated hardcore businessman she knew—younger, relaxed, attractive.

More like the man she'd married seven years ago.

Her heart sped up a little as she hurried toward him and the worries over dinner disappeared.

He stepped out to meet her, his eyes running slowly down the length of her, taking in her shiny blonde sun-streaked hair, the light gloss on her lips, down her long legs to her sandal-clad feet. She felt his gaze as if he touched her. Again that curious warmth permeated her body and made her breathless. She felt the tingling awareness of her body for his.

'Prompt, I see,' was all he said, though from the light in his eye Katie thought he wanted to say more.

'I try to be,' she replied. 'Are you sure you want pizza?' Doubts surfaced again. They had never had a casual evening at a fast-food place before. It had always been dinner at Pierre's, La Belle Fleur or some other expensive restaurant in Boston. Even if they ate at home, Frances had served.

'I'm looking forward to it,' he told her.

Katie was halfway across the lobby when his warm hand grasped her upper arm, bringing her to a halt. Michael stepped before her.

'Good grief, Katherine, that outfit is positively indecent. The air-conditioning makes your nipples hard and they show right through that top. Every man in the place is staring at you.'

Katie glanced down, Oops–he was right. But surely not every man was looking at her. Not with all the other women dressed to kill in the hotel. She darted a quick glance around the lobby; no one was even looking their way.

She shrugged. 'Let them look. It’s really not your business any more, is it?'

He frowned, not liking her reply.

'No need to ask how you've been—you look radiant, though not like the sophisticate I knew. You've cut your hair,' he said. Was that his way of trying to start a conversation?

He reached out as if to touch the soft blonde curls. Katie instantly shied away, not wanting the intimacy that his touch would imply. She peeped up at him; his look was yearning, hungry. Had he actually missed her? Or was she reading something into his look she wished might be there?

'How have you been, Michael?' Katie felt a tingling at her arm, against the side of her breast where the back of his fingers touched. This was Michael, the husband she was leaving. His touch should have no meaning to her. But she had trouble thinking of anything else. She stepped back to break contact and he released her arm, slowly pulling his fingers free. She felt his warmth long after he no longer touched her.

'I've been fine.' The words were clipped, the tone brusque.

She looked closely again. He looked tired and leaner. Working too hard, she surmised.

'I've missed you.' His voice was strained; his dark eyes never left hers.

'No, Michael, you haven't,' she said gently. 'You might have missed the wife who did your bidding without complaint, who helped at all your social events. But you couldn't have missed me—you don't even know me.'

He stared at her for a long moment. 'You may be right that we’re not as close as we could be. I can remedy that. I'll call the office, postpone a few things. We can go on a cruise together, before I have to be back for the Murdock deal, get to know one another again...'

His voice trailed off as Katie shook her head, slowly but definitely.

'There you go again, Michael. I don't want to go on a cruise. I want to stay right here. I'm happy here. There's nothing more for us, and you can't keep running my life as if I were some employee of yours. Are you ready to go to dinner?'

As they walked down the street, twilight began to fall. The store lights illuminated the walkway and one bright star could be seen hanging just above the horizon.

Michael glanced down at Katie again. 'Have you changed your dressing habits here, or was this for me?'

He ran his fingers down her back. She felt his touch with a shock. His fingertips were light, leaving a trace of electricity in their wake. She shivered and blushed, darting him a quick glance. She was surprised at his gesture, even more so at her reaction. Seeing the gleam in his eyes as he met hers, she caught her breath. Her heart skipped a beat, then began tripping double time. The trail his fingers left was warm, her skin clamored for further contact. In fact her whole body clamored for contact with his. She had to clear her throat to speak. This was madness. Why had she agreed to this evening?

'Actually just no bra. It's so hot and humid here, I usually don't wear one...' She trailed off. There was no need to explain to him. She was living her own life now.

'Are you sure you want pizza?' she asked again. She couldn't imagine Michael dealing with trailing strings of cheese. The wayward blob of marinara sauce, or an errant mushroom. He was always so fastidious. Maybe it hadn't been such a good idea to suggest Marco's. 'Maybe you'd like to go somewhere else? They have some nice seafood places here.'

'I assure you, Kathe—er—Katie, that I shan't embarrass you by not knowing how to eat pizza. I do have some social graces.' His tone was dry.

'Oh, Michael, I never thought you would embarrass me, I only thought it wouldn't be as enjoyable as some other food.' She was surprised that he'd read her mind. 'Pizza is so casual, and we never ate it in Boston.'

'I didn't know you liked it,' he said.

'Yes.' What more could she say? It pointed out even further how far apart they were.

Customers seated themselves at Marco's and Michael waited for Katie to lead the way. She chose a quiet booth at the back. The ones surrounding it were unoccupied, giving them momentary privacy. Katie had feared several of her friends might be at the restaurant, but she saw no one she knew. Unconsciously, she relaxed. She didn't know how she would explain Michael to them. She felt as nervous as a teenager on a first date.

While they waited for their order, Katie faced him across the table. 'How long are you staying?'

'That depends on you.'

'Why come at all? The time for talking is gone.' She put her hands in her lap, gripping them together to hide her nerves.

'I disagree. Isn’t that why we’re here? Let’s order. What do you like?' he said. They agreed on a combo and Michael went to the counter to order a small pizza. He bought a large pitcher of beer. He did not seem at all out of place in the casual restaurant, Katie thought as she watched him. He always seemed perfectly at home in the most elegant restaurants in Boston; shouldn't he be just a little out of his element here?

'How did you get your job?' he asked when he sat down and placed the pitcher and mugs on the table.

Stalling, Katie poured them each a glass full and then set the pitcher down. 'I don't have many marketable skills. A fine art degree doesn’t really prepare anyone for an easy way to make a living. Maid work was all I could find. But I don't plan to keep it forever. Just till I get on my feet and decide what I want to do.'

'And what might that be?' The muscle in his cheek jerked as he watched her. She could tell he was still angry. Could she continue?

'I'd like to do something in business. Maybe open a small shop with island jewelry, shells, driftwood, the kind of things tourists would like.' Her enthusiasm was damped down by his glittering look. She stopped. That was all she’d say. He didn’t have to lecture her on how impractical it might be. Or inquire as to where she would find the start up money, or the knowledge to run a business.

Their pizza arrived and Katie welcomed the diversion.

'I want you to come back, Katherine. It's not the same with you gone,' he told her once the waitress had deposited the pizza plates.

'I'm not coming back.' She took a wedge of pizza, pulling it free from the pie, draping the cheese trailers on top as she put it on her paper plate. He couldn't make her do anything. Not unless he used force–and Michael would never do that.

'You can't expect me to believe you don't miss what we had in Boston,' he said watching her.

She stared at him, wondering exactly what he meant. She didn't miss the house, or Frances, or the endless social events for Donovan Construction. But she did miss him. Missed the love they'd shared at first, the laughter, the lovemaking.

Katie's face grew warm. She could never admit to that. Some day she'd find someone else who could make her feel the way Michael had.

Maybe.

His gaze held hers and for one panicked moment she wondered if he'd read her mind. He always had such power to excite her, enthrall her, pleasure her.

She broke eye contact and reached for her drink. There was more to life than that, and she wanted it—love. She wanted to be first in someone's life. She wanted her opinion sought and listened to. She wanted laughter with shared amusement. Enjoyment in each other’s company–not artificial social gatherings more to move business along than to enjoy friends.

'Hi, Katie, I thought it was you.' Jim Reed stopped by the table and greeted her with a grin. He was one of her new friends. He was the only one who was passionately driven to get ahead, to make more money, become a business success. He worked at the local bank, was the only native islander of her group of friends, and was dying to move north and make it big. Jim always had his eye on the main chance. In that he was similar to Michael. Well, maybe without quite the drive Michael had.

He stood at the end of the booth, looking inquisitively at Michael. Katie wondered idly if her husband could help him, and looked over at him with the thought. Dare she ask him later? Would he scoff at her requesting a favor when trying to end their marriage?

'Hi, Jim. Michael, this is Jim Reed, one of my friends here on Key West. Jim, Michael Donovan—uh—a friend of mine from Boston.'

Michael's face held a smile, his eyes a knowing glint. The intent of the introduction had not escaped him.

Jim was obviously curious about Michael. In the nicest way imaginable Michael sidestepped the questions Jim posed. Katie was impressed. He did nothing to depress Jim's spirits, yet revealed very little about himself, and Jim finally realized defeat and rejoined the group he'd come with.
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