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  What fans and reviewers are saying about Elaine's updated eBooks:




  SPECIAL DELIVERY




  Five Stars – A lovely romance with a touch of steam




  Wistfulskimmus Book Reviews, Buckfastleigh, UK 1/17/2012




  This was a super little romance with just a wee bit of heat thrown in. I loved the slow burn of the relationship between Roxanne and Bram. The bickering and sparring back and forth made me laugh out loud in places. Then Roxanne's succumbing to her feelings in the end was just wonderful. It was all told very skillfully by the author. The characters were solid and believable and the pace of the story was just right.




  In short a great love story, set in the dead of winter, to warm the cockles of any readers heart!




  DOUBLE OCCUPANCY




  Five Stars - Hot & Humid,




  Stephanie Haddad – Love on the Bookshelf 12/27/2011




  In Double Occupancy, Chase does well by her characters, giving them room in their close-quartered villa to really express themselves and draw the reader into their love story. Their witty banter will have you laughing but their hot and steamy moments will have you begging for more. By isolating her hero and heroine like this, Chase has given the reader the chance to indulge in an R&R too, focusing on the budding relationship between Travis and Casey. Get lost in this story as though you're resting up in the villa for yourself... I found it pretty hard to put this one down and climb back into the real world, myself! The Three R’s: Rating: X for some smokin’ hot lovin’ and some pretty explicit word choices ahem, Travis.




  Recommendation: The perfect vacation getaway when you can’t actually go anywhere! Read this one during a snowstorm to keep warm.




  Re-read: Again, Revisit as needed! (http://t.co/6xsnoors)




  CALCULATED RISK




  Five Stars – Awesome & funny as heck!




  Luv2read – 11/29/2011




  The whole time I was reading this book I was thinking how good this could become one of those Hallmark channel romance story...without the steamy sex, of course. I adored both Quintin & Stevie the whole time they were making their plans, it was hysterical. Very good read & one you cannot go wrong…It was heartwarming




  LADY BE BAD




  Four hot cups of coffee – 7/2011




  Coffee Time Romance and More – Danielle




  LADY BE BAD is one of those novels that hook you from the first and Ms. Chase knows how to grab the reader's interest quickly. The interaction between Marlayna and her memories of Noah give us some insight into the way the relationship was before they split up and before she met up with her ex again. To top it off, you have the dynamic duo Paul and Sylvia who make this story so much better with their sarcastic air and dry sense of humor. The struggle that Noah has with his own self-image is a major obstacle in the novel, and I am happy to say it was a great balance; not quickly fixed, but not dragging on until the problem was beat to death. What really had me enjoying this novel was the fact that I misinterpreted who Marlayna was, seeing her as a weak woman who seems extremely needy when in reality she is a strong and vibrant woman who shows Noah she can help him heal if he will give her half a chance.




  VIDEO VIXEN




  Five Stars – Another belter




  Reviewer – Kim Fowler 1/29/2012




  This was another fantastic story by this author. This will be the third or fourth book of hers that I have read and they just keep getting better. Vikki tries to keep Daniel at arms-length by vamping it up as Vixen, she won't allow him to get close because of a secret in her past. All this does is intrigue him and strengthens the chase! What she didn't anticipate was falling in love with him. This was a lovely well written love story. The teasing back and forth between Vikki/Vixen and Daniel had me yelling 'Get on with it!' But the slow build up made the final get together all the more poignant and believable. This seems to be the author's style, slow build up and a heart stopping finale. I love it! If you like this author, this is a must. If you haven't read any before – give it a go, you'll be richly rewarded.




  DESIGNING WOMAN




  Five Stars – Was a Winner!




  Kayeoloha – 1/13/2012




  I've read all of Elaine Raco Chase's books and this is my absolute favorite. I loved the strong, smart, intellectual characters and the plot was well developed. Whenever I laugh right out loud - it's a keeper. And I laughed a lot. Even on the second & third reading it was still fun. A must read.




  DARE THE DEVIL




  Four Stars - Manic Reviewer: IvyD 12/2011




  Dare the Devil is a fun, fast paced, adventurous romance.




  Ms. Chase has a wonderfully descriptive style that brought the setting and characters to vivid life. I enjoyed everything about Dare the Devil.




  Cam is a stunt woman, not your run of the mill job. I love her independence, intelligence, individuality, loyalty, and humor. Cam ranks in my top 10 favorite heroines. I love her strength and willingness to say and do what’s necessary, even when it’s difficult. Love her!




  The conflict between Cam and Thor comes from the inside, quite a treat and change from other people and situations causing the trouble.




  RULES OF THE GAME




  Romantic Times Magazine – print published edition 5/1980




  "Elaine Raco Chase, one of the most promising authors in category fiction."




  





  Coming soon in updated eBook format:




  Contemporary Romantic Comedies:




  Caught in a Trap




  One Way or Another




  No Easy Way Out




  Best Laid Plans




  Mystery-Thrillers:




  Dangerous Places – A Roman Cantrell-Nikki Holden Mystery




  Dark Corners – A Roman Cantrell-Nikki Holden Mystery




  New Mystery-Thriller




  A Rare Medium, Well Done
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  Edition Copyright and License Notes




  This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return to Amazon.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the author’s work.




  All Rights Reserved.
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  Rules of the Game 




  ISBN 0-440-17340-X




  Copyright ©2012 by Elaine Raco Chase updated version of Rules of the Game. Over 12,000 words added, new characters, plot points and enhanced, mature adult content.




  All of the characters in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. They are product of the author's imagination and used fictitiously.




  





  Dedication




  To my husband, Gary, we have been together for 43 years – love and laughter make fantastic bedfellows.




  When this book was written Mimi and Marc were seven and four. Today they are – not!




  But the updated kids in this edition of Rules are based on Mimi's gift to us, grandchildren: Anna, Ryan and Lily. Lily – is the one who came up with the phrase: "I know, I need to adjust my attitude." She was three at the time.




  





  Trademark, Brand and Product Acknowledgements




  PEZ ® "From Jeopardy to Seinfeld, PEZ ® has been a part of American history and pop culture for over 50 years"




  Spiderman © and ™ Marvel Characters




  Disney ® Walt Disney Company




  Seinfeld © Sony Pictures Television, 1990-1998 Castle Rock Entertainment "Shrinkage"




  Victoria's Secret ©




  Pink®Wear




  Cosmo © Heart Magazines




  GQ & Vogue © Condé Nast Publications




  L.L. Bean ®




  Bugs Bunny © Warner Bros. Entertainment




  Chiclet Candy Coated Chewing Gum ® Cadbury Adams




  Muppets ® Walt Disney Company




  Elmo, Cookie Monster, Animal ©®™ Sesame Workshop




  Wealth TV © Herring Broadcasting




  Urban Dictionary: urbandictionary.com © 1999-2011




  Wounded Warrior Project – The Greatest Casualty is Being Forgotten™




  Woundedwarriorproject.org




  Also on Facebook! http://www.facebook.com/wwpinc.fans?ref=ts&sk=wall




  Please - help if you can




  Meet Adam and Samantha, the explosive duo of Rules of the Game:




  "I don't see how you could have possibly thought I would allow you, or anyone else for that matter, to pay for my groceries," she ground out explosively, ignoring the trunk lid that popped open. "Don't bother, I'm calling a neighbor to come and pick me up. Not only do I have money in my pocket but a cellphone as well."




  He squinted at the tiny phone that looked more like a toy than a competent electronic device. "You don't have to call anyone." Adam placed his bag in the trunk and wrestled hers free. "I apologize. I'm afraid I got the wrong impression when I didn't see your purse. I'm used to paying for forgetful women," he told her with a twisted smile.




  When he turned back, Samantha discovered Adam had trapped her against the car. "That's disgusting!" She snapped. "You must be acquainted with an awful lot of mercenary, grasping women." While she was able to ignore his charming smile, she couldn't ignore the muscular, rock-hard body pressing against her. Staring over his shoulder, she concentrated on the Mall's electronic marquee. A red neon banner highlighted a mattress sale.




  Mattress sale! Her breathing sped up. With every expansion of her lungs, her breasts moved against his chest. And the vision of his body. His strong muscular body. Moving over hers. In her. On one of those mattresses.




  Stupid, stupid, stupid. She forced her brain to focus on something else. Laundry…yes, laundry was good. Laundry was perfect. She had at least three more loads to do at home. Nothing sexy about dirty clothes. Nothing sexy about an agitator pulsing up and down…up and down.




  Her lips pressed together. Tighter. Clamping down on a lot of urges. What the hell was her problem? She didn't want a man in her life. She didn't even want a date. Nothing. She was finished with relationships. Finished with men. Samantha glared at the hot pink neon marquee that now proclaimed forty percent off at Victoria's Secret! A silent groan rolled through her body.




  Adam heard her foot drumming faster. She had gone beyond anger. Behind the lenses, her blue eyes had narrowed. "You're absolutely right," he kept his voice low, soothing. "It's becoming very apparent that I've been meeting the wrong type all these years. Perhaps my luck has changed." He flashed an attractive grin to which she did not respond.




  But his body was responding. His fingers were eager to tangle in the silken strands of her hair. His mouth was literally watering with the idea of kissing the rage from her full lips. He knew if he started kissing her, he wasn't going to be able to stop. And if he didn't change their dynamics, he'd be on top of her in a heartbeat.




  "Look, it's too nice a day to spend mad. Besides, the judge wants us to be friends." He grabbed her arm, and propelled her toward the mall's entrance. "Come on, Miss Logan, you can walk off all that righteous indignation strolling through the stores."




  





  Chapter 1




  "Sam, is that you?"




  Through the partially open inner office door, Samantha Logan could see white-haired Judge Harold Griffen reclining behind his massive oak desk. "Oh, it's me all right," she retorted, depositing a tennis racquet, bakery box, and healthy collection of mail on her already crowded desktop. "Don’t worry, I have stopped crying now that the horny honeymooners are safely on a plane. I can’t wait to get back into my own house and my own bed."




  At his responding laugh, she added. "You had better be very nice to me. Not only did I get everything straightened out on your vast list, but I got your daughter back on the retirement committee. Had to sell my body to that old lecher but –"




  "Damn it, Sam, what in the hell did you agree to?"




  "Relax, sit back down," she stepped out of her black leather pumps, wriggling her bare toes amid the plush brown carpet fibers. "I had to agree to dance with Judge Baylor at your testimonial. So someone better cut in or I won't be responsible for what happens when that man's hand lands on my ass." The judge's exaggerated sigh caused Samantha to laugh.




  "Thank God you got her back on the committee. At least that project will keep her out of Katherine's and my hair for a while."




  "I see Janine hasn't changed a bit since the last time I saw her."




  "That's one reason I wanted you to stay at the house while you were here, I had hoped you could keep Janine occupied so that she'd be too involved to give us any more problems."




  "I figured you had something like that in mind when you extended your invitation. That's why I took Peter Chalmers up on his offer to use his condo while he's in London. You'll have to stew in your own juices."




  A foreign voice caused Sam to grimace in embarrassment. "I hear your guest has arrived. Coffee? I brought your favorite cheese Danish from the bakery."




  She heard the judge chuckle. "That's wonderful. Maybe it will improve my friend's disposition. How about it, Adam?"




  "It's going to take more than coffee and pastry to do that," replied a deep voice hidden somewhere behind the slant of the chamber door. "I hate it when pilots short the runway. We all got whiplash."




  Why that poor old man. Samantha thought sympathetically while she hung her jacket on the coat tree. She knew the judge's old friend, Adam Rourke, was on a busman's holiday, Friday through Sunday, upstate relaxing; Monday through Thursday, working out of his New York City publishing office. He was to be best man when the judge married Katherine Tyler next Saturday and a speaker at his retirement-testimonial dinner the following week. Samantha frowned in concern. He must be in his sixties like the judge and the last thing he'd need is a rough plane ride after the TSA probe.




  "Nourishment in five minutes," she responded, heading into a cleverly concealed mini-kitchen. "Did Martin's Sporting Goods call back yet on anything?"




  "Not yet," replied the judge. "Did you pick up Janine's new racquet and leave your scuba gear?"




  "Yes. I talked the movers into sending over some special packing crates for your personal books and finalized all the moving details for the files and furnishings." She called back while pouring water into the automatic brewing system.




  One ear on their conversation, she carefully arranged mugs, spoons, napkins, sugar, cream, and the Danish on a tray while the coffee finished dripping through the filter paper. She bristled when she heard Adam Rourke's pessimistic comment.




  In a decidedly mocking voice he stated: "My advice to persons about to be married is don't. Here you are just getting your freedom by retiring and you're giving yourself a life sentence."




  Some best man! He should be thrilled that his friend was marrying someone as wonderful and loving as Katherine instead of taking potshots at the institution of marriage! He was as bad as Janine with her caustic remarks. Folding up her sleeves, Sam deftly twisted her long blond hair into a topknot, anchoring it with a pencil. Rather forcibly, she added the hot carafe to the tray before heading back to the judge's chamber.




  The judge chuckled good-naturedly. "You really are a disagreeable old so-and-so today, aren't you? Your problem is you've never met the right woman. Just those artificial plastic reproductions that you keep running into." He looked up and caught Samantha standing in the doorway and gave her a conspiratorial wink when he saw the look of outrage on her attractive face. "Well, here's our coffee, Adam. This is my assistant for the past eighteen months, Samantha Logan."




  Samantha deposited the heavily laden tray on the desk and, assuming an air of extreme indifference, turned to meet her employer's old friend. Her blue eyes widened in surprise behind the lenses of her retro eyeglass frames. Adam Rourke was definitely not an old man!




  He appeared to be in his mid-thirties and one of the most attractive men she had ever seen. Thick raven-black hair was brushed back off a tanned, ruggedly handsome face with a slight cleft in the chin. His broad shoulders and muscular physique seemed to resent being imprisoned by the impeccably tailored gray suit he was wearing. But it was a pair of incredible green eyes that commanded her attention - eyes that favored her with a decidedly critical glance.




  He gave her a curt nod and half rose from the leather chair. She returned the nod, and then quickly began to pour the coffee, cross with herself for letting him make such a strong first impression.




  Adam accepted the steaming mug from Samantha and asked, over her head to the judge, "So, Frank Jackson, the clerk you had before, he quit?"




  "After nine months, Jackson decided that the law was not his bailiwick," the judge remarked. "He's doing very well in real estate despite the current economy. He does admit his legal background comes in very handy." Accepting his coffee and a pastry from Samantha, he continued, "Sam has a paralegal degree and keeps adding more and more law courses. With a little help from me, she's as qualified and capable as most of these young lawyers that are being admitted to the bar these days."




  Adam's gleaming green eyes surveyed her with unwavering scrutiny. "She doesn't look old enough to have experience in anything."




  Samantha found his deep voice smoothly insulting. Unable to still the feeling of antagonism this arrogant stranger seemed to cause, her tone turned cold. "I worked with my father for three years as his associate."




  "Your father's a lawyer?"




  "My father was a private investigator, doing mostly insurance work," she told him, settling herself in her usual position on the corner of the judge's desk.




  "And he instilled a great love of the law into your immature brain that the judge here aptly continued to nurture," Adam replied in a tone that she found intensely irritating.




  She heard the judge chuckle and instinctively knew he was going to let her take care of herself. Discretion is the better part of valor, her brain echoed. But being herself and fueled by two five hour energy drinks, she favored Adam with her best intimidating glare. "I take it you do not share any great love of the practice of law, Mr. Rourke?"




  "I was a corporate lawyer for a few years and —"




  "Ooh…corporate law," she interrupted him in a voice dripping with sarcasm. "Busy trying to find legal loopholes to keep those big companies from having to pay the IRS. That must have been exciting work." She raised an arched brow in a mocking gesture and saw his eyes narrow at her provoking comment.




  "What branch of the law have you decided to favor, Miss Logan?"




  This man is going to be three Excedrin™ and a couple of Tums™, she decided, trying to refrain from childishly pulling a face at him. "I'm interested in consumer protection. I think the consumer has been given the short end in the goods and services he uses. I loved it when the big banks backed down on fees after all the protests. It's about time the law began to work for the average citizen."




  "Sam's been offered a job with the attorney general's consumer frauds bureau when I retire," Judge Griffen explained, relaxing back in his chair so he could further enjoy their verbal sparring.




  "Oh, wonderful," Adam replied in an equally sarcastic tone. "Just what the country needs — another consumer watchdog to tell everyone what they should and shouldn't breathe, eat, drink, buy, and use. Haven't you ever heard of caveat emptor — let the buyer beware?" He was being persistently argumentative and enjoying every minute of it. He watched an indignant flush of anger suffuse Samantha's attractive face. He was used to women from sixteen to eighty hanging on his every word. But not Miss Logan. He was intrigued and challenged, enjoying her frankness and quick repartee.




  Samantha, however, was trying to control her heightened color and mounting anger. He likes to make people nervous. A mutinous line thinned her full lips and her chin came up. "Quality control is fast becoming a thing of the past. Parts are broken or even missing in a sealed factory box. Many of the credit card companies offer warranties, but it shouldn't come to that and all their paperwork." She spoke in a voice whose steadiness surprised her. "I think it's important that people have a place to turn to when they need help. Most consumers don't even realize they have a right to use the small claims court to handle local problems. New York has a vehicle Lemon Law but there needs to be more. I'm sure even you at some time or another have been stuck with the proverbial lemon."




  "Oh, I have," Adam answered, "but I either send it back for a refund or buy a new one."




  He finished in an amused tone she was beginning to hate. "How wonderful that you can afford to do that."




  "Now I know how the judge must have felt when Clarence Darrow and William Jennings Bryan would square off in court," Judge Griffen chuckled. "You'll never top him, Sam. He'll play you like a fish till you wear down. If the truth be known, he probably agrees with every word you just said. Adam has always been fond of playing devil's advocate."




  The phone's shrill ring broke the tense atmosphere in the office. Samantha, with a rather unladylike snort of disgust, reached across for the receiver. "Good afternoon, Judge Griffen's chambers," she said in a voice tinged with anger. "Hello, Mr. Martin, how did you make out with the judge's golf clubs? Oh, that's wonderful, just replaced the nine iron." She gave a thumbs-up signal to the smiling judge. "How about the pressure gauge on my tanks? Good, can you refill them for me; I think I can just make it before class. Oh, Freddie picked up everything." Her right eyebrow arched, and she put her hand on the judge's shirt sleeve. "Now, about Freddie, and the contract for the country club."




  Placing his empty coffee mug on the tray, Adam leaned back in the burgundy leather chair, listening to Samantha Logan's soft husky voice. She was, he decided, the proverbial sexy librarian fantasy – with an edge. She had been a bare-footed blur when she walked into the office. Now, he took his time, frankly appraising the tall, well-built, curvy body, supported by long legs that were neatly packaged in slim black slacks. His gaze lingered appreciatively on the generously rounded curves under her fitted white blouse, a slim, fuchsia tie was knotted loosely under the collar.




  Her blond hair was piled precariously on top of her head, held in place by – damn, his eyes widened – a bright yellow pencil. A few flaxen wisps had escaped, curving against a softly rounded face. Black earrings winked among the tendrils. Square blue abalone-tinted frames highlighted wide, light-blue eyes. He idly wondered what occasions merited the removal of the sexy, retro glasses.




  Samantha became intensely aware of Adam's bold scrutiny. It was unnerving being watched so closely. Dissected. She felt her normal equilibrium slipping. His green eyes seemed to be looking straight through her with nerve-shattering intensity. He's probably used to women hanging on his every word. Well, he has just encountered one woman he can't patronize. Her thoughts must have communicated themselves to Adam, for he raised one dark eyebrow and quirked his mouth in that familiar, mocking smile. When her pencil point snapped under his amused stare, she grudgingly pulled the other from her topknot.




  In slow motion, Adam watched her blond hair untangle and drift down to her shoulders, in a sexy-just-out-of-bed, mess-me-up-more tumble. He hadn't even realized he was holding his breath, until he coughed in relief.




  Focus! Samantha turned sideways to face the judge, Mr. Martin's monotone voice streamed into her ear. "Yes, sir, I know Freddie's a bit…okay, over the top in appearance, but you'd be helping an Iraq war vet. And he, in turn, hires other vets. The judge uses him for all his auto repairs, Katherine, too, and the entire district attorney's office. Well, you have his proposal and all his references and if you are not completely satisfied, there is an easy-out clause. Mr. Martin, you've known me since I was an annoying twelve year-old, have I ever steered you wrong? Yes, I know I'm not a member of the country club…" When the judge motioned to take the receiver, Samantha added, "Here's Judge Griffen, he was one of the country club's founding fathers."




  She watched her employer write a few notes on her steno pad, tapping the paper for her inspection. Samantha nodded in approval. She smiled when the judge's deep baritone voice said: "Then, we have a deal, Tom? Sam can tell Freddie? Okay, sign off on the contract and I'll pick it up at the charity golf match tomorrow afternoon." When the judge saw her blinking rapidly, he put a calming hand on her forearm. "No crying. You did it –"




  "With your help – there's the buzzer, I can't wait to tell him." Samantha circled around the desk and moved to the open door. "Hi, guys!"




  Adam abruptly realized both the judge and Samantha had forgotten he was even in the room. He had watched their little tableau with heightened interest. Harold Griffen suddenly seemed years younger while he was helping his paralegal and the mysterious Freddie. What in hell is going on? Adam Rourke found himself sitting a little straighter and taller in the deeply cushioned leather chair when the guys stomped their booted feet into the elegant, cherry paneled office.




  "Your honor. Sammy." A richly tattooed arm reached to shake Harold Griffen's hand. "I left Miss Katherine's car downstairs in its usual spot, she's purring like a kitten. Both sets of golf clubs are in the trunk. We saw Tom Martin at the shop but -" He shrugged and handed over a key ring. "Sammy, we're heading to Montreal for the holiday weekend, so I'll drop your gear at the house."




  "Thanks just put it in the garage." Samantha surveyed the three hulking tattooed men with a smile. "We have some great news." She nodded toward the judge but he shook his head. "Mr. Martin just called…Freddie, you got the country club contract!" Samantha exhaled a squeal when she was picked up, whirled around and then passed from man to man. "Whoa, guys, I'm getting dizzy. Turk, my ribs!" Samantha patted Turk's bald head and was settled gently back on the carpet.




  Judge Griffen was laughing as he moved from behind his desk to shake everyone's hand. "Freddie, Turk, Pete -- I'm so proud of each of you. I'll be picking up the contract tomorrow."




  Freddie ran a large hand over his square-jawed face. "Wow, this means…" he turned to his two friends, "well, we can hire three more vets for the main shop, keep a man on-site at the country club for instant repairs." His massive chest moved heavily beneath the white T-shirt and leather vest. "Hell, we may have to expand the auto shop –" Then he held his palm up. "No, we'll take it one step at a time; don't want to expand too fast in this economy."




  She nodded. "I do think you'll need to hire at least three more. You all worked well at the Speedway with JoJo, Mack and Charlie." Her finger wagged a warning. "Do not take Finch and Nick away from the college parking garage security posts, I got them."




  The judge quickly moved to her side. "Why, have there been any more problems? Are you having a problem?"




  Samantha watched the men form a protective circle around her. She shook her head. "No, Finch has me park right next to the guard post and he cones off another half-dozen spots for any other women who show up for night classes." Her hand settled on the judge's shirt sleeve. "I'm sure their hulking forms, Sig's, and persistent snarls have solved all the assault issues, at least in the parking garage. They just have to be careful they aren't cited for felony rudeness.




  "I learned the campus-rent-a-cop's contract is up soon. Those guys would run for donuts but nothing else. Katherine's been helping me put together a contract packet for Finch and his team. We even got a great price on those sonic-whistles Nick gave me. All the sororities and counselors are making them available. Unfortunately, rape and assaults are still a major campus problem."




  Judge Griffin's brown eyes surveyed her flushed features. "Well, I will be damn glad when this night class ends. You're not taking any classes during the winter, are you?"




  "No, the weather was too bad last year. There's an online class in cyber bullying I've already signed up for, but that doesn't start until January." Samantha smiled at the group. "I'm ready for a rest. After getting you three married, then Lucy, you next week," she nodded at her employer, "followed by your testimonial dinner, then packing up this office…" She looked at Freddie, "didn't you say there was a holiday dive in Nassau?"




  "Between Christmas and New Year's, you want in?"




  "Email me all the particulars, especially the cost," her palm slapped the side of her face. "I don't even have a passport."




  Freddie cleared his throat. "Well I have some other news. We just found out Lily is having a boy," he ignored the 'awes' and continued, "Samuel Harold Frederickson should arrive the end of February, so I'm hoping you two will be godparents."




  Judge Griffen handed Samantha his handkerchief when he heard her sniffling. "Absolutely, we are honored." He pumped Freddie's hand and slapped him on the back. "Congratulations, son."




  Sam was mopping at the tears streaming down her face. "I'm going to need windshield wipers for these glasses. I'll give Lily a call later; I gather she's staying home this weekend with the other wives?"




  They all grinned and nodded. It was Turk who spoke, "Yeah, we get a free weekend away from nagging." At Samantha's arched brow, he grinned. "We love their nagging. You know we love your nagging."




  "We better head out, guys. Thanks again, Sammy, this wouldn't have been possible without –"




  She waved Freddie silent. "You did it yourself. Have a safe drive north." Once the outer office door slammed shut, Samantha turned to Judge Griffen. "We are going to be godparents! Is this not the best day! Katherine will be thrilled to hear about the contract and you can tell her to add blue yarn to the baby blanket. She emailed me the security proposal for Finch, she added some great clauses."




  Head tilted, Samantha's bright, moist eyes, stared at her employer. "This is an omen. Now that you're retired, once you get your strength back after the honeymoon," she ignored his snicker, her fingers moving to straighten his blue silk tie, "you and Katherine can devote more time to the Wounded Warrior Project. You both would make great lobbyists. And I'm still pushing you into working as a mediator –"




  An exaggerated, loud clearing of a throat, had them both turning their heads. Samantha blinked Adam Rourke into her line of vision then she looked back at the judge and started to laugh. "Forgot all about the man!" Noting Adam's furrowed brow, she winked at her employer.




  Adam's mouth twisted in wry amusement. "Well, Hal, things certainly have changed in this office. That guy, Turk, has a prison tattoo and –"




  "Prison!" Samantha interrupted, her tone cold as she moved to confront him. "How dare you insinuate that I'd put the judge's reputation at risk, Mr. Rourke. Just because they don't spend what…" Her fingernail zigzagged over his lapel, "two months' pay on clothes and shoes, you conclude they're thugs? You need an attitude adjustment!" She ignored his dropped jaw and stunned expression.




  "And where do you get your information, off bad TV shows? Check out the Urban Dictionary, the tear drop image has been corrupted. Turk has never been a part of a gang. The five tears represent the loss of five Navy SEALS from his team. If you knew Turk, you'd learn he'd lost his right leg on that mission. Freddie has a metal plate in his head from an IED attack and Pete…well under that T-shirt and leather vest he has way too many burn scars." Samantha looked over her shoulder at the judge. Her expression and gestures said a great deal without her even saying a word. When she heard Adam's voice, she turned back, not even trying to hide the disgust in her voice. "How's that, Mr. Rourke?"




  "I said I apologize." His green eyes narrowed on her face before taking note of the angry tapping of her barefoot against the carpet. Damn, she was mad! And way too sexy. Adam blinked that observation away.




  Judge Griffen didn't even try to control his laughter as he settled back into his leather chair. "Sam got me and Katherine involved in the Wounded Warrior Project and it's been such a blessing." He leveled a pointed stare at his friend, "Perhaps you should look into volunteering after all you were a marine in Iraq."




  "Volunteer?" Samantha sneered the word, her arms folding across her chest. "I have a feeling Mr. Rourke's the type who does put his money where his mouth is. Writing a check is such an easy way to volunteer."




  "Now who's making uneducated insinuations?" Adam pushed himself up from the chair. He had hoped to tower over her, but found he was just a few inches taller. "I do quite a bit of volunteer work back in Virginia and in New York City –"




  "Ohhh…and what do you volunteer to do from behind a desk?" Sam wished she had left her heels on, but matched his height by standing on the balls of her feet. "Pose for photos with one of those massive PR checks? Stand next to an elegantly designed sign?"




  His index finger pushed up the nose piece of her glasses. "I am seldom behind a desk. I have a working horse farm and I do most of the work. See, calloused hands, not manicured." His palms went up for her inspection. "I have horses that are dedicated for use with groups of physically handicapped kids and adults, I'm a Big Brother, and yes, I also donate money and my time when legal issues come up."




  Her eyebrow arched but her stoic expression spoke more than words. She exhaled a huff along with a mumbled apology. "Then I stand corrected.




  A series of beep-tones echoed in the palpable silence and had her cocking her head. She reached out, captured Adam's wrist and turned his watch for her inspection. "I've got to leave for class." Sam looked back at the judge. "I'll stop and close your account at Martin's before I come in on Tuesday."




  "All this higher learning must cut into your social life," his words were whispered close to her ear.




  "Does it look like I have a problem with a social life, Mr. Rourke," she snapped. As if he had any right to inquire about any area of her life!




  "Is there any chance you can skip class tonight," Judge Griffen asked, still trying to hide his amusement over their verbal jousting. "I was hoping you could join Katherine, Adam, and me for dinner."




  Over my dead body! "That's very sweet of you," she said politely, tempering her refusal with a smile. "But you know Dr. Gilbert, an exam every Friday and I'm the last woman standing in that class."




  The judge nodded understandingly. "You run along and enjoy the long Columbus Day weekend."




  "Shall I take the tray back before I go?" Samantha focused totally on her employer, pointedly ignoring the man who had moved even closer, his shoulder now touched hers.




  "Don't bother, my dear," he cheerfully told her. "I know your class starts early on Friday's. The cleaning staff will take care of it."




  Adam managed to reach the door first, blocking her way. He found his skin missed the heat of her fingers; his own hand itched to touch her. She wore no watch, no bracelets, no rings. Just the tiny black ear studs and the fragrance of…a tropical island? Coconuts? He leaned closer. "Maybe we can get together for dinner and further discussions on legal semantics and volunteering when you have more time."




  She felt his warm breath against her cheek. His scent assaulted her senses. Spicy. Heated. Male. Samantha bit the side of her tongue. "Not for all the tea in China," she gritted. Squeezing past his body, she slammed the door on his throaty laughter.




  He stared at the closed door for a long moment and then Adam Rourke turned to confront Harold Griffin. "Okay, Hal, what the hell has been going on? I get sketchy phone calls and email every week or so, but in the past year you've said nothing about working with Freddie and his crew or your new paralegal." Crossing his arms over his chest, his eyes narrowed on the man who had years ago, replaced his late father in his life. "Frankly, I've never seen you look this good in way too long. You've lost weight, there's a bounce in your step, even your voice sounds younger, more alive." He tilted his head and leveled an accusing stare. "I am not blind. It's quite obvious that you are half in love with the nubile Miss Logan."




  Grinning, the judge nodded in agreement. "You're absolutely right, I am. More importantly I am totally in love with Katherine. Who also happens to love Sam. Hell, Adam if it wasn't for Samantha Logan, I wouldn't be getting married. Since she walked into my office and into my life, our lives," he corrected, "every day has been a joy despite my daughter's machinations." He reached for the thermal coffee carafe. "Frankly, son, you do need an attitude adjustment. So sit down and let me fill you in on a eighteen months of pure delight."




  Chapter 2




  The Indian summer sun glinted off the hood of the low-slung white Jaguar convertible as it sped up New York's scenic Northway. Adam Rourke had switched on the car radio just in time to catch a fast-talking disc jockey glibly informing his fifty-thousand-watt listening audience that the mercury had already topped the record for this Saturday—eighty degrees at ten a.m. The deep blue cloudless sky seemed the perfect backdrop for the vibrant gold's, reds, and russets of the glowing autumn foliage. Black and white Holstein's dotted the green pasture lands of the few farms scattered across the richly wooded countryside. Following Judge Griffen's detailed directions, Adam easily found the Swiss-styled A-frame that nestled in a curve of towering pine trees along Lake Crescent.




  The Jaguar came to a crunching halt behind a ten year old white Chevy parked on the shale driveway, sending a couple of inquisitive chipmunks scurrying under the front porch for protection. With his silver-lensed sunglasses safely clipped to the car's visor, Adam eased his tall frame from the black leather bucket seat, and then retrieved a large carton from the trunk. Mounting the scarred porch steps, his comprehensive gaze took in the faded white paint, blistered in spots, the weathered blue shutters, and the hanging red clay pots filled with hearty mums. There was a sign next to the front door that said: Insanity Inside! A huge, scowling pumpkin kept watch. The front windows and inner door had been left open to the fresh air and sunshine.




  He rapped his knuckles sharply against the screened storm door. No answer. Shifting the bulky carton in his arms, he knocked harder. Nothing. She can't be far off. He pulled the door open and entered the quiet cottage.




  Adam settled the cumbersome box on the wooden floor. Shoving his hands into his trouser pockets, he made a cursory examination of the room. A vast expanse of walnut bookshelves lined the white stucco walls. Books filled every available nook and cranny in the cozy living room. The newest furnishing was a wide brown sectional sofa that formed a comfortable L-shape. A worn, brown leather recliner stood in front of a red brick fireplace whose mantel held a flat screen TV. The coffee table proved to be a large trunk that was piled high with textbooks, magazines, and a laptop.




  There was little room for any wall decorations, but a few tiny framed needlepoint and crewel embroideries popped out. Thick green ferns in bright orange pots hung in the windows and a fluffy white and brown shag carpet covered the burnished plank floor.




  His publishing instincts getting the better of him, Adam automatically surveyed the various titles. There was a huge collection of mystery and adventure stories, legal texts, local and world history volumes, an atlas, a ten-year-old encyclopedia, two shelves of computer and electronic manuals, and a smattering of gothics. He smiled as he noted just how many books bore his own publishing house colophon.




  He walked down the short hallway, pushing through a pair of white cafe doors that lead to a cheery sun-filled kitchen. The yellow and white gingham checked wallpaper pattern was repeated in placemats on the kitchen table and on the window valance, setting off to perfection the rich green of the hanging ferns. A half-closed door led to a small room that held a drafting table, another computer and more books – this time they were interior design and architecture. There was a half-bath cum laundry room off the kitchen where he found a wooden drying rack filled with a colorful assortment of lacy bras and panties. Through the back window, Adam caught sight of the sparkling blue waters of the lake, about two hundred feet from the back of the cottage, and a rubber-suited figure kneeling on the dock.




  His brain registered soft music, classic rock drifted from an ancient, knob-less radio that sat on top of the refrigerator. Taking an oversized mug from the counter, he helped himself to coffee still steaming in the brewer. He wandered back into the living room and began extracting richly decorated black-lacquered tins from the cardboard box, assembling them into a pyramid in the center of the hallway at the foot of the stairs. Then, he settled himself comfortably on the couch with his coffee and the new issue of Men's Health magazine, the mailing label bearing a California address. And he waited.




  Samantha exhaled a wistful sigh as she hosed off her scuba tanks at the rear of the cottage then turned to purge the regulator and secure the dust cap. It felt more like July than October. She lifted her face to the azure sky, enjoying the heat of the sun.




  She was glad that she and Lucy had decided to stay at the lake after their father died three years ago. They had used the insurance money to pay off the mortgage and, with the help of friends who lived permanently around the lake, they had successfully managed all the repairs and maintenance on the cottage. Samantha realized that even with her sister gone, the cottage and the lake provided her with a sense of security. She harbored no fears of spending nights alone; it was just the approaching winter that she disliked.




  Samantha had always been an outdoor girl, enjoying fishing, diving and horseback riding with her father. She and her sister had been counselors at the summer day camp on the lake. Samantha found she was slightly envious of Lucy. California would give her the opportunity to enjoy year-round all the warm-weather activities they had once shared.




  Maybe she would visit her sister when the judge left on his cruise and her legal classes finished. Her new brother-in-law had already provided her with an open ticket and the unlimited use of his guest cottage. There had to be a few paralegal positions in Los Angeles. Samantha shook her head. No, just a short vacation. She had her own bucket list: more classes, her first ocean dive, plus a new job – damn, finally some excitement! Her thoughts made her laugh out loud.




  Samantha squeezed the excess water from her long hair and climbed the back steps into the laundry room. She lugged the heavy tanks onto their drying rack and then stripped off her dive jacket, rinsing it thoroughly in the large deep sink and hanging it on a wide hanger. Once everything was dry, she'd store them in a plastic container that would keep the equipment safe from the spiders that loved to snack on silicon and neoprene all winter. Her prescription lens diving mask was also rinsed and left to air dry.




  Shivering at the water that was running in rivulets down her neck and bare back, Samantha grabbed a pink bath towel and slung it under her hair to soak up the liquid. She was halfway across the kitchen when the telephone rang. "Why is it everyone wants me when I'm either wet or in the bathroom," she groaned loudly and scooped up the phone.




  "Hello. Hi, Don. What's new? Oh, nothing much," she laughed, "just leaving large puddles of lake water on my kitchen floor. Tonight? No, I'm sorry I can't. I've got a to-do list that stretches to Canada. Don't you have a term paper to write?" She listened to his latest, rather overt sexual innuendoes and again felt that uneasy feeling prickle the back of her neck. Samantha frowned at the fact he had her phone number but realized it had to be from the class phone-tree roster.




  There was something about this guy that sent up a warning flare. He had been openly aggressive last night after class, even following her into the parking garage. When security guard Finch caught her alarmed expression, he had expertly handled the situation. Donald was no match for the bruising ex-marine and his gun. It bothered her that he just wouldn't take no for an answer. There had to be a way to make him stop – permanently.




  Hmmm…maybe the truth! "My, my, Donald, first it was coffee, then dinner, but now it's directly to bed! The guy I spent last week sleeping with at least bought me candy!" At his guttural curse, she laughed. "You need to stop watching those frat boy movies. Bye."




  Her expression turned thoughtful as she hung up the phone. While Don Clark was very attractive and a law clerk in one of the most prestigious firms, there was just something about him. Samantha shivered. She had ignored her feminine instincts once, and it had been devastating. She wasn't going to ignore her radar twice. Besides, neither she nor her sister had ever been the type to date just for the sake of going out.




  Her ears caught the song playing on the radio as one of her parents' favorites. Sam had to smile; it was as if they were approving her actions. She hummed her way across the kitchen through the cafe doors into the hallway.




  "What on earth —" Her voice trailed off in astonishment. Adjusting her glasses farther up her nose, Samantha's blue eyes blinked rapidly at the sight of a four-foot-high pyramid of containers at the foot of the staircase. When she touched the top canister, her hand jarred the stack and sent the red and gold dragon decorated tins tumbling to the floor.




  "As I recall," a deep voice intoned from behind her, "the lady requested Chinese tea."




  Slowly, Samantha turned and encountered the mocking, green-eyed gaze of Adam Rourke. She swallowed hard and stared. He looked like a pirate as he stood surveying her, hands on his lean hips and feet planted wide apart. His tall, broad-shouldered frame seemed to dwarf even the high ceilings in the cottage. A shaft of sunlight from the side windows reflected the blue-black glints in his hair. His roughly, handsome features were accented by an open-neck, navy shirt, cuffs turned back on bronze muscular forearms, and well-tailored khaki slacks.




  Samantha cleared her throat, "As I recall I did say something about all the tea in China."




  "This was the best I could do on short notice," he told her solemnly, the corners of his mouth twitching with suppressed laughter.




  Shaking her head, she eyed him warily. Odd, no warning prickles. In fact, she felt calm and at ease, letting the laughter that bubbled up from her throat invade the silence. It was infectious, and Adam quickly joined in.




  "I thought this would be a rather clever way of breaking the ice and saying I was sorry for goading you into losing your temper yesterday." He bent to gather the scattered tins.




  He was holding out an olive branch and Samantha knew the next step was up to her. She remembered, too, how important the next few weeks were to the judge and she couldn't let him down by being bitchy about the situation. It wasn't her style. She had always been a warm, friendly person and, as Adam Rourke was only going to be a passing acquaintance, she had little to lose.




  She cleared her throat. "Well I wasn't the most…um…diplomatic person yesterday either," she told him with a cheeky grin. "I was fueled by two, five hour energy drinks."




  Adam tossed the last container into the cardboard carton and appraised the woman standing before him. She was practically naked, and he found his heart beating way too fast along with a tightening in his groin. He had thought about those long legs all night long and now they were on full display.




  Tanned. Sleek. Dancer's legs. And they directed his eyes to a modest black and white bikini bottom that sculpted a very curvy ass. The polka dots were giving him more than goose bumps. The bath towel that was draped around her neck barely covered her full breasts. His lips twisted when she folded her arms protectively, holding the towel more securely in place. That was a very serious arm cross.
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