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Chapter One

 


The house was even bigger than I remembered,
which was incredible considering how much the six-year-old mind is
prone to exaggeration. It had lots of chimneys, a curved staircase
and a big beech tree with super climbable branches. Got in trouble
on that last one. It might not have been so bad if I hadn't done it
in my new party dress – or fallen with a wail to wake the
dead as my mother claimed. Or to mortify the living, which was
more to the point.

The drive from New York to this far corner of
Pennsylvania took longer than I'd expected, and by the time I
pulled up the long curved driveway I was wiped out. Suzie had
promised that most of the guests wouldn't arrive until the evening,
so I was looking forward to having some time to myself before the
"fun" began.

I pulled my rental car through the wooden
porte-cochère that arched over the drive and around to the back of
the building. Blake's Maserati was already there, making my economy
rental look shabby by comparison. Knowing Blake and Suzie's
friends, that might be indicative of the whole weekend.

Why had I agreed to come to this
thing?

Because Suzie had promised me a mystery. During
her most recent trip to the UK, she'd grilled her family about our
mutual great, great aunt, and uncovered a family secret. As much as
I dislike large gatherings, I hadn't been able to
resist.

I grabbed my bag from the trunk – the
boot as Suzie would say – and went around to the front of
the house. The door was a huge slab of polished wood with a pattern
of stained-glass squares in the center. The afternoon sun slanted
under the awning, making the multi-colored panels glow.

I raised my hand to knock but the door opened
before my knuckles touched the wood. A tall, thin man dressed in
what looked like a tuxedo welcomed me into the house with a palm-up
wave of his hand, as if he were presenting the house to me on a
platter. I'm sure my jaw hung open for a moment but the man's
expression remained blandly polite.

We were in the middle of Pennsylvania – where
the hell had Suzette found a butler? I stepped past him into the
foyer, and the man nodded. "Welcome, Ms. Ryder. Ms. Charon is
expect—"

"Evie!"

The shriek of my name was accompanied by a
flurry of blonde hair as arms twined around my neck. I stumbled but
managed to keep my balance, and returned the hug with enthusiasm.
Suzie had been job-hunting with her fiancé in London so we hadn't
seen each other for two months.

When Suzie had been accepted into the social
work grad program at Columbia University, she had sought relatives
living in the US and found me, her third cousin by marriage. That
we were both going to Columbia seemed like fate to her, although I
was studying art history. She'd called me from London, begging me
to get an apartment with her even though we'd never met. As usual
her instincts were spot on and we'd become best
friends.

Suzie had finished grad school this fall, and
was moving back to the UK with her fiancé. Since Suzie's parents
were selling the apartment we'd shared on the Upper West Side, the
move was costing me my best friend and a home at the same
time.

Suzie stepped back but kept an arm around my
waist. "I missed you, Evie. I have so much to tell you.

"Same here, Suz. Well, on the missing
part."

Suzie's eyes narrowed and she turned to me with
a pointed finger. "You've been busy since I left, and I expect to
hear all about it. Everything."

I gave her a shrug, but mentally braced myself
for an interrogation. Suzie turned towards the butler who had been
standing silently beside us. "Mason, please bring Ms. Ryder's bags
to the Blue Room in the West Corridor."

Mason nodded and reached for the suitcase that
I'd dropped when Suzie accosted me. He put it by his feet and held
out his hand.

Was I supposed to precede him?
Follow him? Give him something else?

"Your coat, ma'am."

I shrugged out of my quilted jacket and handed
it to Mason, who whisked it down a side corridor. This whole
servant thing was weird. Would I have to find him when I wanted to
go outside – or would he magically appear, alerted to my approach
by some servant sixth sense?

Suzie and I headed for the stairs. Soft
footsteps followed us. We paused at the landing to let Mason pass,
and I turned to take in the entry hall below.

The flagstones of the foyer gave way to a large
entry hall paneled in smooth wood. Arched doorways led off to the
right and left. The sun flooded through the stained glass, turning
the floor into a colorful sea of light.

I pointed to the carved wooden flowers
decorating the wall where it met the ceiling. "I'd forgotten how
beautiful this hall was. The woodwork there is gorgeous.
"

Suzie's gaze followed my hand and she nodded.
"I guess those aren't the kinds of things a kid remembers. How old
were you when you came here?"

"Six – and we only stayed for the
day."

I rested my hands on the smooth wooden
barrister that lined the outside edge of the stairs. This I
remembered. Although the stairs made a sharp turn, the bannister
curved around the corner in a smooth arc, like a slide.

Suzie stepped up beside me, patting the smooth,
polished bar. "I never noticed the bannister before – it would be
fun to slide down it, don't you think?" She turned to me. "Did you
do that when you visited as a kid?"

I shook my head and felt a funny little twinge
of regret.

Suzie smiled and started up the second flight.
"I bet you wanted to. Thought about it every time you walked
through this hallway, didn't you?" She stopped suddenly at the top
of the stairs and whirled to face me, grasping my hands.

"Oh Evie, who’s going to get you to do wild and
crazy things when I'm gone? Who’s going to make sure you don't turn
into the little Stepford doll Aunt Marge thinks you should
be?"

The genuine concern in her eyes made my throat
prickle uncomfortably. Then her face filled with mischief and the
prickle was gone. "We'll just have to cram as much wild and crazy
into this weekend, so you're well-stocked when I take off for
London. Maybe you'll even ride down that bannister."
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Suzie turned and continued down the hallway.
"Of course, you've already stepped out of Aunt Marge's perfect
pattern, haven't you? There's hope for you yet."

We rounded another corner, and Suzie pushed
open a door halfway down the hall. As advertised, the room was
decorated in shades of blue, from the palest ice tint on the walls,
to the royal swirls woven into the rug and the midnight accents on
the curtain fringe. The furniture was all antique: a large bed with
a delicately carved headboard, a dressing table, a standing mirror,
and a tall wardrobe with double doors. My suitcase sat open on a
blue-cushioned bench next to the wall. Through another open door I
could see a bathroom.

I took in the room with a nod. "Luxurious. Does
every room have a private bath?"

"No, I gave you one of the nicer ones. The
other guests will have to share the ones in the hall."

She sat down on the bed. "You're glad to be
here, aren't you, Evie? I know you're not much for crowds but this
should be a good group. There will be some folks you know, besides
Blake and me, of course. Rachelle and Melina, the two blonde women
from my clinical studies class. Also, a woman I went to school with
in London who has since moved to the States. The rest are Blake's
friends."

My stomach did a little sidestep. "Blake's
friends? From the UK?"

She waved a hand. "No, just the American ones.
The UK contingent is planning a welcome thing for us when we get
back."

My belly relaxed. I was pretty sure the men I'd
met at Suzie and Blake's holiday party were British, so I wouldn't
run into them this week. For a moment I didn't know whether to be
disappointed or relieved but then sanity returned. Men who could
make me lose my head like that were to be avoided.

Both of them.

Suzie leaned forward. "Now we're alone. Tell.
Me. Everything."

I turned away from that too-knowing gaze and
ran a hand over the smooth wood of the dressing table. "I told you
on the phone. Colin and I broke up—"

"You mean you broke off the engagement
with him. There is no way that man would have broken off an
engagement to Mr. and Mrs. Ryder's daughter." The distain in her
voice was clear.

Although we were no longer together, I couldn’t
resist the familiar urge to defend him to Suzie. "Colin is a nice
guy and a great catch—"

Suzie huffed behind me. "Evie, you two are no
longer together and you're the one who broke it off, so there's no
need to catalog Colin's finer points like some sort of pro-con
list. The cons clearly won out."

I shrugged, keeping my back to the bed. She was
right of course but that didn't mean that it was easy. After two
years I'd gotten used to having someone around, and being alone
was, well, lonely.

"Evie." I turned around. "I know it's hard when
you end a relationship. But when you're going to spend the rest of
your life with someone, you can't settle for whom your mother
thinks is best."

I gave her a half shrug and attempted a smile.
"You have to admit, it was convenient. My parents already liked
him."

OEBPS/cover.jpg
Erom T hreejin 5’Bed:

JXCollectionfofiMenage a Trois|Novellas

Joy Daniels





OEBPS/tmp_74b043f9e8642707fb9c0127b6fa262d_ihfTDQ_html_e4f3367.jpg





OEBPS/tmp_74b043f9e8642707fb9c0127b6fa262d_ihfTDQ_html_306a4d52.jpg
Alde ,

and,

5@@1?

From Three in a Bed:
A Collection of Menage a Trois Novellas

“ [Liverdale
/> OOkS

1By
T





