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      IN DREAMS






      
      
      Prologue

      
      All he had were the dreams. Without them he was alone, always and ever alone. For the first hundred years of his solitude,
         he lived on arrogance and temper. He had plenty of both to spare.
      

      
      For the second, he lived on bitterness. Like one of his own secret brews, it bubbled and churned inside him. But rather than
         healing, it served as a kind of fuel that pushed him from day to night, from decade to decade.
      

      
      In the third century, he fell into despair and self-pity. It made him miserable company, even for himself.

      
      
      His stubbornness was such that it took four hundred years before he began to make a home for himself, to struggle to find
         some pleasure, some beauty, some satisfaction in his work and his art. Four hundred years before his pride made room for the
         admission that he may have been, perhaps, just slightly and only partially responsible for what had become of him.
      

      
      Still, had his actions, his attitude, deserved such a harsh judgment from the Keepers? Did his mistake, if indeed it had been
         a mistake, merit centuries of imprisonment, with only a single week of each hundred-year mark in which to really live?
      

      
      When half a millennium had passed, he surrendered to the dreams. No, it was more than surrender. He embraced them, survived
         on them. Escaped into them when his soul cried out for the simple touch of another being.
      

      
      For she came to him in dreams, the dark-haired maid with eyes like blue diamonds. In dreams she would run through his forest,
         sit by his fire, lie willing in his bed. He knew the sound of her voice, the warmth of it. He knew the shape of her, long
         and slender as a boy. He knew the way the dimple would wink to life at the corner of her mouth when she laughed. And the exact
         placement of the crescent moon birthmark on her thigh.
      

      
      
      He knew all of this, though he had never touched her, never spoken to her, never seen her but through the silky curtain of
         dreams.
      

      
      Though it had been a woman who had betrayed him, a woman who was at the root of his endless solitude, he yearned for this
         dark-haired maid. Yearned for her, as the years passed, as much as he yearned for what had been.
      

      
      He was drowning in a great, dark sea of alone.
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      It was supposed to be a vacation. It was supposed to be fun, relaxing, enlightening.
      

      
      It was not supposed to be terrifying.

      
      No, no, terrifying was an exaggeration. Slightly.

      
      A wicked summer storm, a strange road snaking through a dark forest where the trees were like giants cloaked in the armor
         of mists. Kayleen Brennan of the Boston Brennans wasn’t terrified by such things. She was made of sterner stuff. She made
         a point of reminding herself of that, every ten seconds or so as she fought to keep the rental car on the muddy ditch that had started out as a road.
      

      
      She was a practical woman, had made the decision to be one quite deliberately and quite clearly when she was twelve. No flights
         of fancy for Kayleen, no romantic dreams or foolish choices. She had watched – was still watching – such occupations lead
         her charming, adorable, and baffled mother into trouble.
      

      
      Financial trouble. Legal trouble. Man trouble.

      
      So Kayleen had become an adult at twelve, and had stayed one.

      
      An adult was not spooked by a bunch of trees and a few streaks of lightning, or by mists that thickened and thinned as if
         they breathed. A grown woman didn’t panic because she’d made a wrong turn. When the road was too narrow, as this one was,
         to allow her to safely turn around, she simply kept going until she found her way again.
      

      
      And a sensible person did not start imagining she heard things in the storm.

      
      Like voices.

      
      Should have stayed in Dublin, she told herself grimly as she bumped over a rat. In Dublin with its busy streets and crowded
         pubs, Ireland had seemed so civilized, so modern, so urbane. But no, she’d just had to see some of the countryside, hadn’t she? Just had to rent a car, buy a map, and head out to explore.
      

      
      But honestly, it had been a perfectly reasonable thing to do. She’d intended to see the country while she was here and perhaps
         find a few treasures for her family’s antique shop back in Boston. She’d intended to wander the roads, to drive to the sea,
         to visit the pretty little villages, and the great, grand ruins.
      

      
      Hadn’t she booked her stay in a licensed bed-and-breakfast for each night that she’d be traveling? Confirmed reservations
         ensured there would be no inconvenience and no surprises at the end of each day’s journey.
      

      
      Hadn’t she precisely mapped out her route and each point of interest, how long she intended to stay studying each?

      
      She hadn’t anticipated getting lost. No one did. The weather report had indicated some rain, but this was Ireland, after all.
         It had not indicated a wild, windy, wicked thunderstorm that shook her little car like a pair of dice in a cup and turned the long,
         lovely summer twilight into raging dark.
      

      
      Still, it was all right. It was perfectly all right. She was just a bit behind schedule, and it was partly her own fault.
         She’d lingered a bit longer than she intended at Powerscourt Demesne on her way south. And a bit longer again at the churchyard
         she’d come across when she headed west.
      

      
      
      She was certainly still in County Wicklow, certainly somewhere in Avondale Forest, and the guidebook had stated that the population
         through the forested land was thin, the villages few and far between.
      

      
      She had expected to find it charming and atmospheric, a delightful drive on her way to her night’s stay in Enniscorthy, a
         destination she’d been scheduled to reach by seven-thirty. She tipped up her arm, risked a quick glance at her watch, and
         winced when she saw she was already a full hour late.
      

      
      Doesn’t matter. Surely they wouldn’t lock the doors on her. The Irish were known for their hospitality. She intended to put
         that to the test as soon as she came across a town, a village, or even a single cottage. Once she did, she’d get her bearings
         again.
      

      
      But for now …

      
      She stopped dead in the road, realizing she hadn’t even seen another car for over an hour. Her purse, as ruthlessly organized
         as her life, sat on the seat beside her. She took out the cell phone she’d rented, turned it on.
      

      
      And swore softly when the readout told her, as it had since she’d driven into the forest far enough to realize she was lost,
         that she had no signal.
      

      
      ‘Why don’t I have a signal?’ She nearly rapped the phone against the steering wheel in frustration. But that would have been foolish. ‘What is the point of renting mobile phones to
         tourists if they’re not going to be able to use them?’
      

      
      She put the phone away, took a deep breath. To calm herself, she closed her eyes, tilted her head back, and allowed herself
         two minutes of rest.
      

      
      The rain lashed the windows like whips, the wind continued its feral howl. At jolting intervals the thick darkness was split
         by yet another lance of blue-edged lightning. But Kayleen sat quietly, her dark hair still tidy in its band, her hands folded
         in her lap.
      

      
      Her mouth, full and shapely, gradually relaxed its tight line. When she opened her eyes, blue as the lightning that ripped
         the sky, they were calm again.
      

      
      She rolled her shoulders, took one last cleansing breath, then eased the car forward.

      
      As she did, she heard someone – something – whisper her name.

      
      Kayleen.
      

      
      Instinctively, she glanced to the side, out the rain-spattered window, into the gloom. And there, for an instant, she saw
         a shadow take shape, the shape of a man. Eyes, green as glass, glittered.
      

      
      
      She hit the brakes, jerking forward as the car slid in the mud. Her heart raced, her fingers shook.

      
      Have you dreamed of me? Will you?

      
      Fighting fear, she quickly lowered the window, leaned out into the driving rain. ‘Please. Can you help me? I seem to be lost.’

      
      But there was no one there. No one who would – could – have said, so low and sad, So am I.
      

      
      Of course there was no one. With one icy finger she jabbed the button to send the window back up. Just her imagination, just
         fatigue playing tricks. There was no man standing in the forest in a storm. No man who knew her name.
      

      
      It was just the sort of foolishness her mother would have dreamed up. The woman lost in the enchanted forest, in a dramatic
         storm, and the handsome man, most likely a prince under a spell, who rescued her.
      

      
      Well, Kayleen Brennan could rescue herself, thank you very much. And there were no spellbound princes, only shadows in the
         rain.
      

      
      But her heart rapped like a fist against her ribs. With her breath coming fast, she hit the gas again. She would get off of
         this damned road, and she would get to where she intended to be.
      

      
      When she got there, she would drink an entire pot of tea while sitting neck-deep in a hot bath. And all of this … inconvenience would be behind her.
      

      
      She tried to laugh it off, tried to distract herself by mentally composing a letter home to her mother, who would have enjoyed
         every moment of the experience.
      

      
      An adventure, she would say. Kayleen! You finally had an adventure!

      
      ‘Well, I don’t want a damn adventure. I want a hot bath. I want a roof over my head and a civilized meal.’ She was getting
         worked up again, and this time she couldn’t seem to stop. ‘Won’t somebody please help me get where I’m supposed to be!’
      

      
      In answer, lightning shot down, a three-pronged pitchfork hurled out of the heavens. The blast of it exploded the dark into
         blinding light.
      

      
      As she threw up an arm to shield her eyes, she saw, standing like a king in the center of the road, a huge buck. Its hide
         was violently white in the slash of her headlights, its rack gleaming silver. And its eyes, cool and gold, met her terrified
         ones through the rain.
      

      
      She swerved, stomped on the brakes. The little car fish-tailed, seemed to spin in dizzying circles propelled by the swirling
         fog. She heard a scream – it had to be her own – before the car ran hard into a tree.
      

      
      
      And so she dreamed.

      
      Of running through the forest while the rain slapped down like angry fingers. Eyes, it seemed a thousand of them, watched
         her through the gloom. She fled, stumbling in the muck stirred up by the storm, her bones jolting as she fell.
      

      
      Her head was full of sound. The roar of the wind, the booming warning of thunder. And under it a thousand voices chanting.

      
      She wept, and didn’t know why. It wasn’t the fear, but something else, something that wanted to be wrenched out of her heart
         as a splinter is wrenched from an aching finger. She remembered nothing, neither name nor place – only that she had to find
         her way. Had to find it before it was too late.
      

      
      There was the light, the single ball of it glowing in the dark. She ran toward it, her breath tearing out of her lungs, rain
         streaming from her hair, down her face.
      

      
      The ground sucked at her shoes. Another fall tore her sweater. She felt the quick burn on her flesh and, favoring her left
         arm, scrambled up again. Winded, aching, lost, she continued at a limping run.
      

      
      The light was her focus. If only she could make it to the light, everything would be all right again. Somehow.

      
      
      A spear of lightning struck close, so close she felt it sear the air, felt it drench the night with the hot sting of ozone.
         And in its afterglow she saw that the light was a single beam, from a single window in the tower of a castle.
      

      
      Of course there would be a castle. It seemed not odd at all that there should be a castle with its tower light glowing in
         the middle of the woods during a raging storm.
      

      
      Her weeping became laughter, wild as the night, as she stumbled toward it, tramping through rivers of flowers.

      
      She fell against the massive door and with what strength she had left, slapped a fist against it.

      
      The sound was swallowed by the storm.

      
      ‘Please,’ she murmured. ‘Oh, please, let me in.’

      
      By the fire, he’d fallen into the twilight-sleep he was allowed, had dreamed in the flames he’d set to blaze – of his dark-haired
         maid, coming to him. But her eyes had been frightened, and her cheeks pale as ice.
      

      
      He’d slept through the storm, through the memories that often haunted him even in that drifting place. But when she had come
         into those dreams, when she had turned those eyes on him, he stirred. And spoke her name.
      

      
      And jolted awake, that name sliding out of his mind again. The fire had burned down nearly to embers now. He could have set it roaring again with a thought, but didn’t bother.
      

      
      In any case, it was nearly time. He saw by the pretty crystal clock on the ancient stone mantel – he was amused by such anachronisms
         – that it was only seconds shy of midnight.
      

      
      His week would begin at that stroke. For seven days, and seven nights, he would be. Not just a shadow in a world of dreams, but flesh, blood, and bone.
      

      
      He lifted his arms, threw back his head, and waited to become.

      
      The world trembled, and the clock struck midnight.

      
      There was pain. He welcomed it like a lover. Oh, God, to feel. Cold burned his skin. Heat scorched it. His throat opened, and there was the blessed bliss of thirst.
      

      
      He opened his eyes. Colors sprang out at him, clear and true, without that damning mist that separated him for all the other
         time.
      

      
      Lowering his hands, he laid one on the back of his chair, felt the soft brush of velvet. He smelled the smoke from the fire,
         the rain that pounded outside and snuck in through his partially open window.
      

      
      His senses were battered, so overwhelmed with the rush of sensations that he nearly swooned. And even that was a towering pleasure.
      

      
      He laughed, a huge burst of sound that he felt rumble up from his belly. And fisting his hands, he raised them yet again.

      
      ‘I am.’

      
      Even as he claimed himself, as the walls echoed with his voice, he heard the pounding at the door. Jolted, he lowered his
         arms, turned toward a sound he’d not heard in five hundred years. Then it was joined by another.
      

      
      ‘Please.’ And it was his dream who shouted. ‘Oh, please, let me in.’

      
      A trick, he thought. Why would he be tortured with tricks now? He wouldn’t tolerate it. Not now. Not during his week to be.

      
      He threw out a hand, sent lights blazing. Furious, he strode out of the room, down the corridor, down the circling pie-shaped
         stairs. They would not be allowed to infringe on his week. It was a breach of the sentence. He would not lose a single hour
         of the little time he had.
      

      
      Impatient with the distance, he muttered the magic under his breath. And appeared again in the great hall.

      
      He wrenched open the door. Met the fury of the storm with fury of his own.

      
      
      And saw her.

      
      He stared, transfixed. He lost his breath, his mind. His heart.

      
      She had come.

      
      She looked at him, a smile trembling on her lips and sending the dimple at the corner of her mouth to winking.

      
      ‘There you are,’ she said.

      
      And fainted at his feet.
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      Shadows and shapes and murmuring voices. They swirled in her head, swelling, fading in a cycle of confusion.
      

      
      Even when she opened her eyes, they were there. Revolving. What? was her only thought. What is it?

      
      She was cold and wet, and every part of her was a separate ache. An accident. Of course, an accident. But …

      
      What is it?

      
      She focused and saw overhead, high overhead, a curved ceiling where plaster faeries danced among ribbons of flowers. Odd, she thought. How odd and lovely. Dazed, she lifted a hand to her brow, felt the damp. Thinking it blood, she
         let out a gasp, tried to sit up.
      

      
      Her head spun like a carousel.

      
      ‘Uh-oh.’ Trembling now, she looked at her fingers and saw only clear rainwater.

      
      And, turning her head, saw him.

      
      First came the hard jolt of shock, like a vicious strike to the heart. She could feel panic gathering in her throat and fought
         to swallow it.
      

      
      He was staring at her. Rudely, she would think later when fear had made room for annoyance. And there was anger in his eyes.
         Eyes as green as the rain-washed hills of Ireland. He was all in black. Perhaps that was why he looked so dangerous.
      

      
      His face was violently handsome – ‘violent’ was the word that kept ringing in her ears. Slashing cheekbones, lancing black
         brows, a fierce frown on a mouth that struck her as brutal. His hair was as dark as his clothing and fell in wild waves nearly
         to his shoulders.
      

      
      Her heart pounded, a primal warning. Even as she shrank back, she gathered the courage to speak. ‘Excuse me. What is it?’

      
      He said nothing. Had been unable to speak since he’d lifted her off the floor. A trick, a new torment? Was she, after all, only a dream within a dream?
      

      
      But he’d felt her. The cold damp of her flesh, the weight and the shape of her. Her voice came clear to him now, as did the
         terror in her eyes.
      

      
      Why should she be afraid? Why should she fear when she had unmanned him? Five hundred years of solitude hadn’t done so, but
         this woman had accomplished it with one quick stroke.
      

      
      He stepped closer, his eyes never leaving her face. ‘You are come. Why?’

      
      ‘I … I don’t understand. I’m sorry. Do you speak English?’

      
      One of those arching brows rose. He’d spoken in Gaelic, for he most often thought in the language of his life. But five hundred
         years of alone had given him plenty of time for linguistics. He could certainly speak English, and half a dozen other languages
         besides.
      

      
      ‘I asked why you have come.’

      
      ‘I don’t know.’ She wanted to sit up but was afraid to try it again. ‘I think there must have been an accident. I can’t quite
         remember.’
      

      
      However much it might hurt to move, she couldn’t stay flat on her back looking up at him. It made her feel foolish and helpless. She set her teeth, pushed herself up slowly. Her stomach pitched, her head rang, but she managed to sit.
      

      
      And sitting, glanced around the room.

      
      An enormous room, she noted, and filled with the oddest conglomeration of furnishings. There was an old and beautiful refectory
         table that held dozens of candlesticks. Silver, wrought iron, pottery, crystal. Pikes were crossed on the wall, and near them
         was a dramatic painting of the Cliffs of Mohr.
      

      
      There were display cabinets from various eras. Charles II, James I. Neoclassic bumped up against Venetian, Chippendale against
         Louis XV. An enormous big-screen television stood near a priceless Victorian davenport.
      

      
      Placed at random were Waterford bowls, T’ang horses, Dresden vases, and … several Pez dispensers.

      
      Despite discomfort, the eccentricity tickled her humor. ‘What an interesting room.’ She glanced up at him again. He’d yet
         to stop staring. ‘Can you tell me how I got here?’
      

      
      ‘You came.’

      
      ‘Yes, apparently, but how? And … I seem to be very wet.’

      
      ‘It’s raining.’

      
      ‘Oh.’ She blew out a breath. The fear had ebbed considerably. After all, the man collected Pez dispensers and Georgian silver.
         ‘I’m sorry, Mister …’
      

      
      
      ‘I’m Flynn.’

      
      ‘Mister Flynn.’

      
      ‘Flynn,’ he repeated.

      
      ‘All right. I’m sorry, Flynn, I can’t seem to think very clearly.’ She was shivering, violently now, and wrapped her arms
         around her chest. ‘I was going somewhere, but … I don’t know where I am.’
      

      
      ‘Who does?’ he murmured. ‘You’re cold.’ And he’d done nothing to tend to her. He would see to her comfort, he decided, and
         then … He would simply see.
      

      
      He scooped her off the couch, faintly irritated when she pushed a hand against his shoulder defensively.

      
      ‘I’m sure I can walk.’

      
      ‘I’m more sure I can. You need dry clothes,’ he began as he carried her out of the room. ‘A warm brew and a hot fire.’

      
      Oh, yes, she thought. It all sounded wonderful. Nearly as wonderful as being carried up a wide, sweeping staircase as if she
         weighed nothing.
      

      
      But that was a romantic notion of the kind her mother lived on, the kind that had no place here. She kept that cautious hand
         pressed to a shoulder that felt like a sculpted curve of rock.
      

      
      ‘Thank you for …’ She trailed off. She’d turned her head just a fraction, and now her face was close to his, her eyes only inches from his eyes, her mouth a breath from his mouth.
         A sharp, unexpected thrill stabbed clean through her heart. The strike was followed by a hard jolt that was something like
         recognition.
      

      
      ‘Do I know you?’

      
      ‘Wouldn’t you have the answer to that?’ He leaned in, just a little, breathed. ‘Your hair smells of rain.’ Even as her eyes
         went wide, he skimmed his mouth from her jaw-line to her temple. ‘And your skin tastes of it.’
      

      
      He’d learned to savor over the years. To sip even when he wished to gulp. Now he considered her mouth, imagined what flavors
         her lips would carry. He watched them tremble open.
      

      
      Ah, yes.

      
      He shifted her, drawing her ever so slightly closer. And she whimpered in pain.

      
      He jerked back, looked down and saw the raw scrape just below her shoulder, and the tear in her sweater. ‘You’re injured.
         Why the bloody hell didn’t you say so before?’
      

      
      Out of patience – not his strong suit in any case – he strode into the closest bedchamber, set her down on the side of the
         bed. In one brisk move he tugged the sweater over her head.
      

      
      
      Shocked, she crossed her arms over her breasts. ‘Don’t you touch me!’

      
      ‘How can I tend your wounds if I don’t touch you?’ His brows had lowered, drawn together. She was wearing a bra. He knew they
         were called that, as he’d seen them worn on the television and in the thin books that were called magazines.
      

      
      But it was the first time he had witnessed an actual female form so attired.

      
      He liked it very much.

      
      But such delights would have to wait until he saw what condition the woman was in. He leaned over, unhooked her trousers.

      
      ‘Stop it!’ She shoved, tried to scramble back and was hauled not so gently into place.

      
      ‘Don’t be foolish. I’ve no patience for female flights. If I was after ravishing you, t’would already be done.’ Since she
         continued to struggle, he heaved a breath and looked up.
      

      
      It was fear he saw – not foolishness but raw fear. A maiden, he thought For God’s sake, Flynn, have a care.

      
      ‘Kayleen.’ He spoke quietly now, his voice as soothing as balm on a burn. ‘I won’t harm you. I only want to see where you’re
         hurt.’
      

      
      ‘Are you a doctor?’

      
      
      ‘Certainly not.’

      
      He seemed so insulted, she nearly laughed.

      
      ‘I know of healing. Now be still. I ought to have gotten you out of your wet clothes before.’ His eyes stayed on hers, seemed
         to grow brighter. And brighter still, until she could see nothing else. And she sighed. ‘Lie back now, there’s a lass.’
      

      
      Mesmerized, she lay on the heaps of silk pillows and, docile as a child, let him undress her.

      
      ‘Sweet Mary, you’ve legs that go to forever.’ His distraction with them caused the simple spell to waver, and she stirred.
         ‘A man’s entitled to the view,’ he muttered, then shook his head. ‘Look what you’ve done to yourself. Bruised and scraped
         one end to the other. Do you like pain, then?’
      

      
      ‘No.’ Her tongue felt thick. ‘Of course not.’

      
      ‘Some do,’ he murmured. He leaned over her again. ‘Look at me,’ he demanded. ‘Look here. Stay.’

      
      Her eyes drooped, half closed as she floated where he wanted, just above the aches. He wrapped her in the quilt, flicked his
         mind toward the hearth and set the fire roaring.
      

      
      Then he left her to go to his workshop and gather his potions. He kept her in the light trance as he tended her. He wanted no maidenly fidgets when he touched her. God, it had been so long
         since he’d touched a woman, flesh against flesh.
      

      
      In dreams he’d had her under him, her body eager. He’d laid his lips on her, and his mind had felt her give and arch, her
         rise, her fall. And so his body had hungered for her.
      

      
      Now she was here, her lovely skin bruised and chilled.

      
      Now she was here, and didn’t know why. Didn’t know him.

      
      Despair and desire tangled him in knots.

      
      ‘Lady, who are you?’

      
      ‘Kayleen Brennan.’

      
      ‘Where do you come from?’

      
      ‘Boston.’

      
      ‘That’s America?’

      
      ‘Yes.’ She smiled. ‘It is.’

      
      ‘Why are you here?’

      
      ‘I don’t know. Where is here?’

      
      ‘Nowhere. Nowhere at all.’

      
      She reached out, touched his cheek. ‘Why are you sad?’

      
      ‘Kayleen.’ Overcome, he gripped her hand, pressed his lips to her palm. ‘Do they send you to me so I might know joy again,
         only to lose it?’
      

      
      ‘Who are “they”?’

      
      
      He lifted his head, felt the fury burn. So he stepped away and turned to stare into the fire.

      
      He could send her deeper, into the dreaming place. There she would remember what there was, would know what she knew. And
         would tell him. But if there was nothing in her, he wouldn’t survive it. Not sane.
      

      
      He drew a breath. ‘I will have my week,’ he vowed. ‘I will have her before it’s done. This I will not cast off. This I will
         not abjure. You cannot break me with this. Not even with her can you break Flynn.’
      

      
      He turned back, steady and resolved again. ‘The seven days and seven nights are mine, and so is she. What remains here at
         the last stroke of the last night remains. That is the law. She’s mine now.’
      

      
      Thunder blasted like cannon shot. Ignoring it, he walked to the bed. ‘Wake,’ he said, and her eyes opened and cleared. As
         she pushed herself up, he strode to a massive carved armoire, threw the doors open, and selected a long robe of royal blue
         velvet.
      

      
      ‘This will suit you. Dress, then come downstairs.’ He tossed the robe on the foot of the bed. ‘You’ll want food.’

      
      ‘Thank you, but—’

      
      ‘We’ll talk when you’ve supped.’

      
      ‘Yes, but I want—’ She hissed in frustration as he walked out of the room and shut the door behind him with a nasty little slam.
      

      
      Manners, she thought, weren’t high on the list around here. She dragged a hand through her hair, stunned to find it dry again.
         Impossible. It had been dripping wet when he’d brought her up here only moments before.
      

      
      She combed her fingers through it again, frowning. Obviously she was mistaken. It must have been all but dry. The accident
         had shaken her up, confused her. That was why she wasn’t remembering things clearly.
      

      
      She probably needed to go to a hospital, have X-rays taken. Though a hospital seemed silly, really, when she felt fine. In
         fact, she felt wonderful.
      

      
      She lifted her arms experimentally. No aches, no twinges. She poked gingerly at the scrape. Hadn’t it been longer and deeper
         along her elbow? It was barely tender now.
      

      
      Well, she’d been lucky. And now, since she was starving, she’d take the eccentric Flynn up on a meal. After that, her mind
         was bound to be steadier, and she’d figure out what to do next.
      

      
      Satisfied, she tossed the covers back. And let out a muffled squeal. She was stark naked.

      
      My God, where were her clothes? She remembered, yes, she remembered the way he’d yanked her sweater off, and then he’d … Damn it. She pressed a trembling hand to her temple. Why couldn’t she remember? She’d been frightened, she’d shoved at him, and then … then she’d been wrapped in a blanket, in a
         room warmed by a blazing fire and he’d told her to get dressed and come down to dinner.
      

      
      Well, if she was having blackouts, the hospital was definitely first on the agenda.

      
      She snatched up the robe. Then simply rubbed the rich fabric over her cheek and moaned. It felt like something a princess
         would wear. Or a goddess. But certainly nothing that Kayleen Brennan of Boston would slip casually into for dinner.
      

      
      This will suit you, he’d said. The idea of that made her laugh, but she slid her arms into it and let herself enjoy the lustrous
         warmth against her skin.
      

      
      She turned, caught her own reflection in a cheval glass. Her hair was a tumble around the shoulders of the deep blue robe
         that swept down her body and ended in a shimmer of gold lace at the ankles.
      

      
      I don’t look like me, she thought. I look like something out of a fairy tale. Because that made her feel foolish, she turned
         away.
      

      
      The bed she’d lain in was covered with velvet as well and lustily canopied with more. On the bureau, and certainly that was a Charles II in perfect condition, sat a lady’s brush set of silver with inlays of lapis, antique perfume bottles
         of opal and of jade. Roses, fresh as morning and white as snow, stood regally in a cobalt vase.
      

      
      A fairy tale of a room as well, she mused. One fashioned for candlelight and simmering fires. There was a Queen Anne desk
         in the corner, and tall windows draped in lace and velvet, pretty watercolors of hills and meadows on the walls, lovely faded
         rugs over the thick planked floors.
      

      
      If she’d conjured the perfect room, this would have been it.

      
      His manners might be lacking, but his taste was impeccable. Or his wife’s, she corrected. For obviously this was a woman’s
         room.
      

      
      Because the idea should have relieved her, she ignored the little sinking sensation in her belly and satisfied her curiosity
         by opening the opal bottle.
      

      
      Wasn’t that strange? she thought after a sniff. The bottle held her favorite perfume.
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