

  

    

  




  




  





  MEMORIES OF LOVE




  HOLLYWOOD HEARTS 3




   




   




   





   




   




   




   




  Jean C. Joachim




   




   




   




   




   




  Mainstream Romance




   




   




   




   




   




   




   




  Secret Cravings Publishing




  www.secretcravingspublishing.com




   




  





  ABOUT THE E-BOOK YOU HAVE PURCHASED: Your non-refundable purchase of this e-book allows you to only ONE LEGAL copy for your own personal reading on your own personal computer or device. You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and the copyright owner of this book. This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload to a file sharing peer to peer program, for free or for a fee, or as a prize in any contest. Such action is illegal and in violation of the U.S. Copyright Law. Distribution of this e-book, in whole or in part, online, offline, in print or in any way or any other method currently known or yet to be invented, is forbidden. If you do not want this book anymore, you must delete it from your computer.




   




  WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.




   




  If you find a Secret Cravings Publishing e-book being sold or shared illegally, please let us know at publisher@secretcravingspublishing.com




  





  





  A Secret Cravings Publishing Book




  Mainstream Romance




   




  Memories of Love




  Copyright © 2013 Jean C. Joachim




  E-book ISBN: 978-1-61885-673-9




  First E-book Publication: May 2013




   




  Cover design by Dawné Dominique




  Edited by Tabitha Bowers




  Proofread by Rene Flowers




  All cover art and logo copyright © 2013 by Secret Cravings Publishing




  





  E-Book Distribution: XinXii


  www.xinxii.com


  [image: logo_xinxii]





   




  ALL RIGHTS RESERVED: This literary work may not be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, including electronic or photographic reproduction, in whole or in part, without express written permission.




   




  All characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead is strictly coincidental.




   




  PUBLISHER




  Secret Cravings Publishing




  www.secretcravingspublishing.com




  





  





  Dedication




   




  To Dr. Robert Ganz and Mrs. Mary Walden, two of my inspiring college English teachers at George Washington University who encouraged my love of reading and writing.




  





   




  Acknowledgments




  I’d like to thank the following people for their help and support: Doug Hardin, retired Sheriff, for his help with police procedure research, Larry Joachim, my editor, Tabitha Bower, publisher, Beth Walker, Dawne Prochilo, Marilyn Reisse Lee, my friends and readers who make writing books so worthwhile.




   




   




  The author acknowledges the trademark status and the following trademark owners mentioned in this work of fiction.




   




  Vitamin Water




  Bergdorf Goodman




  Henri Bendel




  Etch-A-Sketch




  Vanity Fair




  American Girl




  Nobel Prize




  Yves St. Laurent




  Manolo Blahnik




  Gucci




  Movado




  Drambuie




   




   




   




  [image: ]




  The Cravings e-book Club




  The Cravings Paranormal e-book Club




   




  Have you heard about the newest idea in ebooks, the ebook club? Secret Cravings Publishing has started two ebook clubs and we invite you to become a member of either The Cravings e-book Club or the Cravings Paranormal e-book Club. Join now and get two books absolutely free!




   




  As a member, you will receive Taming The Cougar* by Sandy Sullivan and Hunting Jaguar** by D. McEntire FREE, just for joining!




   




  You’ll also receive 4 BRAND-NEW EBOOKS, specially selected by our Editorial Director, every month for a total price of only $9.99 for all 4. This comes out to barely $2.50 per book, much less than the retail price and you’ll be able to enjoy your books even before they hit Amazon or Barnes & Noble. We send your books before they are uploaded to the popular sales sites. One of several privileges of club membership.




   




   




  *Taming the Cougar, a western, erotic romance:




  Marla isn't looking for love or anything else from a man. Can Marla put aside her distrust of men for a younger man? Can Chris convince her he's not like other guys?




   




  *Hunting Jaguar, paranormal erotic romance:




  Rachel Hayes' father set out to prove the existence of the Miloni temple and the Jaguar people. Tumi is a descendant of the Miloni race and is sworn to protect their secret with his life. Will he be forced to uphold his vow at the cost of his heart and Rachel's life?




   




   




  As a member of the Cravings Club, you’ll receive 4 books in a variety of genres every month. We will try to match your books to your preferences; however, if you’re a major paranormal fan, I suggest you join the Cravings Paranormal Club. Everything is the same, 4 books every month for $9.99 except that 3 of your 4 books will be paranormal. The remaining book will be of a different genre.




   




  As a club member, you will also receive:




  

    	our monthly newsletter




    	sneak previews of new books




    	exclusive interviews with your favorite authors




    	special offers not available to the general public


  




   




  To join and tell us your favorite genres and heat levels plus which format works best for you, go to the Secret Cravings Publishing website (www.secretcravingspublishing.com) At the bottom of the page you’ll see a button for the club. You can sign up there and share your preferences for genre, format and heat level with us. You will be charged, automatically, through PayPal, only $9.99 every month. Your books will be shipped within 1 day after PayPal payment has cleared. You may cancel at any time by clicking on the “unsubscribe” button located on the Cravings Club tab at the bottom of our website and keep the FREE BOOKS as our gift.




   




  We hope our Secret Cravings books will delight you each and every month.




   




                                                        Best wishes,




                                                        Beth Walker




  





  





  MEMORIES OF LOVE




  HOLLYWOOD HEARTS 3




  





  Jean C. Joachim




  Copyright © 2013




   




  Chapter One




   




   




  Washington, D.C.




   




  Grant Hollings stood naked at the apartment window. Three a.m., no one can see me. He leaned his toned, tanned body against the window sash. The lights of the city didn’t distract him from the pain shooting through his heart.




  I’ll never see her again. A lump formed in his throat, choking him, bringing tears to his eyes. He brushed his dark brown hair off his forehead, scratched his chest, then padded back to bed, lowering himself gently so as not to wake Carol Anne.




  She stirred slightly in her sleep. Easing onto his side, his stare roamed over her. Moonlight kissed her, creating highlights that emphasized the perfect planes of her face. He lowered his gaze to her creamy shoulders then all the way down to where the sheet hid her from further perusal. She’s lovely. She’s mine. For one more day. A sigh escaped his throat as he slid closer to the young woman, the love of his life.




  Moving up against him, she muttered something he couldn’t understand. Grant pulled her into his embrace, folding his arm around her naked body. He kissed her blonde locks and tried to fall back to sleep. He dozed on and off until the early autumn sun peeked in and woke him at six o’clock. The red melting into orange sunrise began the last day Carol Anne Brewster and Grant Hollings would be together before she flew to Los Angeles to star in her first film.




  He rolled over and ran his hand down her side. So soft and smooth. She cozied up to him. He spooned her, nuzzling her neck and pulling the soft, fleece blanket up to shield them against the cool, October morning air. She shifted to her side then lay still. Grant loved cuddling in the mornings, before the outside world intruded on them with work obligations, acting classes, and court appearances. Now it was just Grant and Carol Anne.




  He breathed in deeply, enjoying the sweet scent of her skin. Her looks, so breathtaking to the public, ran deep. Her inner beauty, and vulnerability which she bared only to him, had captured his heart. Forsaking other women, he cleaved only to her, which was a big deal for Grant Hollings, up-and-coming D.C. attorney and former heartbreaker.




  He rested his hand on her breast. A perfect fit. He smiled, remembering the first time he had touched her and how exciting it had been. His body reacted. Desire began to flow through his veins, even before his first cup of coffee, as he pushed a little against her rump.




  “Hmm, seems like someone is up early,” she whispered, slyly.




  He laughed. “Can’t fool you, can I?”




  “Not when you’re flush up against me, G.”




  “No reason to rush out of bed. I took the day off so I can take you to the airport.”




  She turned to face him. “And make love to me a zillion times before the plane leaves?”




  “That, too.” He gently moved strands of silky, blonde hair off her face, his fingers caressing her cheek.




  “You can’t fool me. I read you like a book, mister.” She grinned.




  His hands wandered from her shoulders, down across her chest to her behind. Must remember every nook, every swell, every curve. His eyes watered a bit, which he tried to hide with a few blinks, but he was unsuccessful.




  “This isn’t our last time, Grant.” She touched his face.




  “I know.” He took a deep breath. Sure about that?




  “You’ll visit me. I’ll visit you…you’ll come, won’t you?” A worry line creased her forehead.




  “Of course. It’s just that this case right now…I had a hard time taking even today off.”




  “I love you, body and soul. I wish you were coming with me.”




  “You don’t need me. You’ll be fine.”




  “I’m scared.”




  “This is your big chance. You’ll be great, Cara Mia.” Far away from me.




  “Great? How can you say that?” She pushed up on one elbow.




  “I’ve seen you act a hundred times. You’re amazing.” He kissed her. And all mine until you step on that plane.




  “But what if I’m not amazing? This is my one chance. What if I blow it?” Her voice rose an octave.




  “You won’t. You’re ready.”




  “You think so?” Her eyebrows knitted.




  “Absolutely.” But I’m not ready for you to leave.




  “I’ve picked a stage name.” She raised shy eyes to his.




  “What?” His fingers combed through her long, blonde hair.




  “Cara. Cara Brewster, instead of Carol Anne.”




  “But that’s my name for you.”




  “It’ll be like having you with me. Do you mind?” Her blue eyes opened wide.




  “Not really.” I hate that other people will be calling you that.




  “Do you like it?”




  “I love it.”




  “I’ve never done anything without you there, behind me. I need you so much, G.” She cuddled up to him, hiding her face in his strong chest. She ran her hands through the dark hair there.




  He held her to him, and they lay together, caressing each other, for a long time. Passion was building inside him, causing a reaction between his legs. “I’ll always be with you, always love you, Cara Mia,” he whispered. Come back to me.




  “Me, too. Body and soul.”




  Grant cupped her cheek and kissed her. His hands skimmed over her flesh, zeroing in on her most sensitive spots, working to light her fire. He was burning and needed her to be the same. After their year together, he knew her body, knew how to bring out her desire. Small moans escaped her throat. She stretched out, pushing against him, hooking her leg around his waist as he mounted her.




   




  * * * *




   




  Sweet, heartfelt pledges to stay together and love each other forever were challenged in the taxi on the way to the airport. Grant disintegrated emotionally, when her leaving became so real. Anger flooded into his heart.




  “Let’s be honest, Carol Anne. You’re never coming back.”




  She gasped and turned to face him. “How can you say that?”




  “Because it’s true.” He grasped her arms, holding her still. “Can you honestly deny it?”




  “You’re assuming a lot, here. Like I’m going to be successful. A big leap…based on nothing.”




  “And if you’re not successful with the first film, are you going to stay for another or come home to me? Huh? Stay and keep trying, right? You’re no quitter.”




  “I’m not, but that doesn’t mean…”




  “Doesn’t mean what? Doesn’t mean that you’re quitting me? Come off it. Be honest.”




  Carol Anne burst into tears. “I love you. I don’t want to quit you, Grant. Are you leaving me?”




  “I’m not going anywhere.”




  “Always the lawyer. Are you breaking up with me?”




  “I can’t. I wouldn’t. I love you too much,” he whispered.




  “Then what are you talking about?”




  “I’m talking about reality. We’ll be three thousand miles away from each other, Cara Mia. That’s beyond geographically undesirable. That’s straight to…impossible.”




  She flung herself into his embrace, sobbing against his chest. “Please don’t break up with me. I’ll come back. You’ll see.”




  “I’d never break up with you, honey,” he said, stroking her hair. “But I can’t ask you to be celibate, either.”




  “If I’m seeing other people, will you, too?” She raised her tear-stained face.




  “It’s only fair.”




  “So you want to see other women…sleep with other women?” Jealousy tinged her voice as she shoved away from him, hugging the door.




  “I don’t want to. If I could pick up and move, I’d go with you. But I’m not going to tell you, if you’re not here for months, that I’m not going to be with other women.”




  “I suppose that’s too much to ask.” She sighed, her eyes watered.




  “Of you, too. It kills me to think of you with other guys.”




  “Okay. After all, you were a playboy when we met. Sleep with whoever you want. But don’t you dare fall in love with anyone else.” She extracted a tissue from her purse and wiped her face.




  He smiled. “I can’t promise that…it’s not logical. And neither can you.”




  “Yes, I can. You’ll see.” Her lower lip jutted out in defiance.




  He wiped away one last tear with his thumb. “I love you, body and soul, Cara Mia.”




  Reluctantly, they agreed to date others. Grant closed his mind to images of her with other men, unable to take in the possibility without being overwhelmed by frustration and possessiveness. What he wanted was her, all the time, forever, and on his terms. But it wasn’t to be.




  At the airport, Grant took her to the security line. They clung to each other, slowly moving forward as if the equipment were a gas chamber. Something in him was dying, and he struggled to keep from falling apart.




  They hugged, kissed, and clasped hands until she had to move on. As he watched her amble slowly toward her gate, a sharp pain in his chest took his breath away. She turned and walked backwards, keeping eye contact with him for as long as possible. People in line whispered, some loud enough for him to hear, “Wish I had someone who felt like that about me.”




  When she was out of sight, pain flowed through his body from head to toe. He could barely speak and tears stung his eyes. Flagging down a cab, he left quickly. Watching the taxi drive away, putting mile after mile between him and Carol Anne, he broke down sobbing in the car.




  The driver tossed a box of tissues into the backseat. “She ain’t worth it, buddy.”




  “Yes she is,” he mumbled, drying his eyes.




  Parting from her was bittersweet. The price of having such an all-consuming love was learning to let it go. Too steep for Grant to pay, he planned to drum her out of his heart. But only succeeded in locking her in. He went on with his life as best he could. The only way to get her back is by allowing her to leave. I pray that’s true.




  Grant moped around the apartment for a few days, playing sad songs and missing Carol Anne. They talked every night, but it wasn’t enough. The calls began to wane, first every other night, then once a week. Then not at all.




  During that time, he consoled himself with a parade of eligible women. One secretary at his firm took him under her wing. She cooked for him, tried to cheer him up, and slept with him. Her attentions didn’t make up for the emptiness inside, but he kept it to himself.




  His sadness slowly turned to anger. I’ll show her, I’ll find someone else. By accident, he did.




   




  * * * *




   




  Seven years later, Washington, D.C.




   




  Grant Hollings and his wife, Evelyn, sat in folding chairs in the main office at the Capitol Day School. They faced the principal. Evelyn leaned over to whisper to her husband. “What’s Sarah done to get us called in here?”




  Grant shrugged his shoulders and raised his finger to his lips as the principal, Mrs. Craig, entered the room and sat down. Two other men he hadn’t seen before walked in and stood behind her.




  “First, let me reassure you, Sarah has done nothing wrong. But there’s a very serious situation we must discuss.” After a moment of silence, she went on. “Our teachers have seen a man taking pictures of Sarah. During recess, they saw him, on more than one occasion, across the street. He was trying to hide behind a tree. Concerned for the safety of both Sarah and the other children, we called in the police.”




  Mrs. Craig took a sip of water before continuing, “These two detectives from the fifth precinct are here to advise you. I hope you listen to what they have to say.”




  “I’m Bill Parsons. My partner, Dave Shoemaker. After Mrs. Craig called, we cruised the area at various times during the day. We did see the perp on one occasion, but he took off before we could question him.”




  “Was he taking pictures of all the children or just Sarah?” Grant asked.




  “At first we thought it was all the children, but then we noticed him follow Sarah. We even tried bringing her inside, randomly, during recess. But then he was spotted at dismissal time.” Mrs. Craig folded her hands on her desk.




  Grant turned to Evelyn. “Do you ever see this guy when you pick up Sarah?” Evelyn shook her head.




  “The point is, Mr. Hollings,” Detective Parsons continued, “This man has your daughter in his sights. We believe he has some foul plan up his sleeve. We’re worried about her safety. Unfortunately, we don’t have the manpower to guard her night and day.”




  “Do you really think this is a threat to Sarah?” Evelyn asked, sitting back in her chair and crossing her legs.




  “Yes, ma’am, we do.” Detective Shoemaker said. The expressions on the officers’ faces were solemn. They didn’t look afraid, but neither did they look unconcerned.




  “What do you suggest?” Grant asked, his eyebrows knitted in worry.




  “The safest thing is to get out of town. Move away. Take your daughter and leave.”




  Silence fell on the room.




  “That’s pretty extreme,” Evelyn muttered, leaning forward.




  “Yes, ma’am, it is. If it were my kid, I’d take her out of here in a heartbeat,” Detective Shoemaker said.




  “But if he’s only taking pictures…how sinister can it be?” Evelyn asked.




  “These slime buckets take pictures of pretty kids and sell them to pedophiles, who then snatch the kids. Hold them hostage for years for—God forgive me—things I don’t even want to think about.” Officer Parsons’ face crinkled.




  Panic seized Grant. He couldn’t breathe. “Sarah!”




  “I’ve seen your daughter, Mr. Hollings, and she’s just what these scumbags are looking for.”




  “I’m so sorry to have to relay this news, Grant. We’ll do everything we can to help you get Sarah situated in a good school, wherever you go.” Mrs. Craig stood up.




  “If you get a line on this guy or need help, please call me.” Detective Parsons handed him a card. Detective Shoemaker did the same.




  “Thank you. Thank you for your concern. Mrs. Craig, I’ll be in touch.” Grant pushed to his feet.




  He and Evelyn walked down the hall toward the front door with the detectives.




  “Hey, I wish we could keep every kid safe, but that’s impossible. The number of creeps and lowlifes seems to grow every year,” Detective Shoemaker said.




  Grant smiled weakly at the policeman. “My law firm has a branch in New York City. We could go there. I’ll ask for a transfer today.”




  “Perfect place to go. Damn hard to find you there,” Detective Parsons put in.




  Grant nodded, his expression grim, as he shook hands with and thanked the men. They parted company at the exit.




  “I don’t think we should overreact, Grant.” Evelyn turned to look at him.




  “Are you crazy? The police just told us to get out of town. I’m going to talk to Sam Smithers right now and request a transfer.” He picked up the pace as he headed for his car.




  “But, Grant.” Evelyn put her hand on his forearm.




  “No discussion. Case closed. We’re leaving. From now on, pick up Sarah from school yourself, Evelyn. No babysitters.”




  She bit her lip and nodded.




  “Aren’t you concerned about our daughter’s safety?”




  “Of course, it’s just that it’s such a disruption…I’m not the kind of person who…well, I’m not spontaneous. I don’t like change.”




  His expression softened. “I know, Evie. It’s a lot to ask. But we have to keep Sarah safe. You understand, don’t you?” He took her hand as they walked together.




  “If I get the go-ahead for New York, Sarah and I’ll move there first. I’ll take my sister, Jane, with us. She can help us get settled into an apartment, find a school…all the stuff you hate. You can take your time here getting things together and saying goodbye to your friends. Then all you have to do is grab a small bag. I’ll even hire movers to do the packing. Fair enough?”




  “I guess that’ll have to do,” she muttered. Grant put the car in gear and maneuvered through the heavy D.C. traffic. His hand shook slightly. He was preoccupied, not focused on the drive or the other vehicles. Sarah! My life would be over if anything happened to you. And how could I ever face Carol Anne? I promised her I’d keep you safe.




   




  * * * *




   




  On the Metroliner from D.C. to New York City, Mid-September




   




  Grant woke up to a hand gently shaking his shoulder. He snorted, rubbed his eyes, and then looked around.




  “You okay?”




  He nodded, peering out the window.




  “Dreaming about her again?” His sister, Jane, had an annoying way of zeroing in on just what was on his mind, whether he wanted her to or not. Only two years younger than he, she had his dark good looks and the same sharp brain. Although they had fought like cats and dogs as children, as adults they were devoted to each other. Even more so since the deaths of their parents.




  Grant didn’t answer. Didn’t have to. Jane knew because they had talked about it. Argued is more like it. He remembered the most heated flare-up which had happened while they were strolling by the Lincoln Memorial, seven years ago.




  “She left you. Stop holding a torch for her!” Jane fairly screamed at him.




  “Can you control your heart? I can’t. I’ve tried, and it’s no good.” He stuffed his hands in his pants pockets.




  “Then try harder! This is eating you up. You’ve lost weight.”




  “And you holding a torch for Jason Sumner wasn’t the same thing?”




  “That was high school, Grant.”




  “So? You were torn up over him for two years.” He plopped down on the grass.




  She joined him. “Yeah? Well, I got wise. I haven’t been like that since.”




  “You haven’t loved anyone like that since, either.” His voice softened.




  “And I don’t miss it. The heartache, the drama…”




  “The love. The affection.”




  I’m sorry, Grant. I am. I loved her, too. Carol Anne was…is…amazing. But she’s gone, big brother, and you’ve got to get on with your life.” She put her hand on his arm and stared into his eyes.




  “I am, Jane. I’m getting married.” He trained his gaze on a dandelion proudly raising its head among the green blades.




  “For all the wrong reasons.”




  “Maybe. But my kid’s not going to grow up without a dad.” He picked up a twig and snapped it in two.




  “Ah, Grant. Always the responsible one.” She sighed.




  “You know I can’t leave Evelyn.”




  “I know. I just wish… What difference does it make what I wish? Come on.” She stood up. “Let’s go eat. I’m starved.”




  Jane knew how much he still loved Cara Brewster although he hadn’t seen her in five years. He looked across at Sarah, his lovely seven-year-old daughter—his and Cara’s—sprawled out in the facing seat, earplugs in her ears, nose in a book, twirling her long, blonde hair as she read.




  “Hungry?” Jane offered him half a tuna fish sandwich. He shook his head and turned his gaze out the window. It was raining lightly, covering townhouses and lawns with a kind of gray mist. He watched raindrops race across the window as the train picked up speed. The weather matched his mood.




  “We’re leaving D.C. She won’t know where we are,” he whispered to Jane.




  “She’s had five years to contact you, Grant. If she hasn’t by now…well, you know how I feel,” Jane sniffed, unwrapping her food.




  “There must be a reason. There must. I tried to reach her a couple of times, but she was always on location. Never home…” His voice trailed off. The familiar ache in his heart returned, as it always did whenever he mentioned or even thought about Cara. He wondered if his wife, Evelyn, knew. He had tried to hide his feelings as best he could. He never talked about Cara, but his heart was hers, no matter what.




  He had gone through with the marriage to Evelyn when she became pregnant, out of duty, not love. After her miscarriage, he had considered leaving—not because he wanted to hurt her, but because he realized he simply couldn’t love a woman other than Cara.




  In the end, he had stayed, hoping to give Evelyn and Sarah a stable home. That was the least he could do for the woman who agreed to take in his bastard child, Cara’s child—the one he didn’t find out about until he was already married to Evelyn.




  He had been furious and resentful that Cara had not called to tell him she was pregnant. When she did call two years later, she was deathly ill. Her mother had died suddenly in a car crash and her younger sister, Grace, was in college. Cara was all alone, struggling to take care of a toddler.




  The rocking of the train soothed him, making him sleepy. He closed his eyes, trying to catch a few winks, but images of Cara haunted him. He turned to his sister “So where have you and Evelyn picked for us to live?”




  “Just me. Evelyn didn’t want to be bothered with such details as selecting a good neighborhood or building. So I picked The Stanford on the Upper West Side. It’s very fashionable there now, a little funky in places, and there are tons of big apartments.”




  “I take it there’s room for you to join us for a while?”




  “I can, if you wish.” Jane took the last bite of her sandwich then opened a Vitamin Water.




  “I want you to have a life, too, Jane. You don’t need to come. I have Evelyn to take care of Sarah.”




  “Are you sure about that?”




  He straightened in his seat. “What do you mean?”




  “I know she’s winding things up in D.C., but she should be here with you, shouldn’t she?”




  “We aren’t joined at the hip. I don’t mind if she wants to spend time saying goodbye to her friends.”




  Jane shrugged and took another slug of her drink. As Grant gazed at his daughter, a smile crept over his face. She was the spitting image of her mother.




  “She reminds me of Cara—has her grace and beauty,” he murmured to his sister. He had been able to see Cara from time to time in her movies, and he hadn’t missed one. How ironic that he should become a fan. Her number one fan.




  Jane shot him a dirty look. She always did when he spoke affectionately of Cara.




  “You used to like her,” Grant said.




  “Used to—the operative word,” she grumbled.




  “I’m not ready to hang her yet…not without a trial. Seriously. There must be something we don’t know. I’m trying to give her the benefit of the doubt, and your attitude doesn’t help.”




  “I’d like to give her the benefit of my fist. Leaving you high and dry, breaking your heart. Not even a phone call?”




  “She’s been busy making twelve movies. Doesn’t leave much time to chitchat.”




  “Not even five minutes to spare? Pfft.” Jane waved her hand.




  “She had hepatitis when she gave us Sarah. Too sick to care for her.” He kept his voice low.




  “She didn’t even tell you about the baby until then—until she was forced to,” Jane whispered.




  “Don’t think I like the fact I haven’t heard from her—and Sarah hasn’t. I keep trying to figure out why. It’s not like her, not like her at all.” He shook his head, and Sarah glanced up with a questioning look. He waved at her, and she went back to her book. “And now, Cara can’t…can’t find us…”




  “Remember, we had to come here—for Sarah’s safety. It wasn’t a choice.”




  “What’s to say the pervert taking pictures of Sarah won’t follow us here?” Grant took a Vitamin Water and opened it.




  “We’ve covered our tracks. The police said he’d probably give up and look for some other child to stalk. Gives me the creeps,” she said with a shiver.




  He returned his gaze to the scenery whizzing by his window. The beauty of the foliage, the charm of the houses escaped his attention, which was focused on the changes happening in his life.




  “We’ll have fun in New York.” Jane shoved a sandwich in his hand.




  “Evelyn isn’t looking forward to it.” He unwrapped the food, suddenly hungry.




  Jane sipped her Vitamin Water. “She’s complained from day one.”




  “She’ll adjust.” He took a bite. Or leave me, maybe. So be it.




  “I hope so.” She sat back and closed her eyes. “Last hour till we arrive. Need some shut-eye.”




  Sarah looked up from reading for a moment, flashing a brilliant smile at her father. He leaned over, passed her half his sandwich, took her chin in his hand, and planted a kiss on her cheek. She’s the light of my life. They settled back in silence for the rest of the trip, each in their own little world.




   




   




   




  Chapter Two




   




   




  Beverly Hills, California




   




  Cara Brewster paced in the courtyard of her spacious Spanish-style home on Benedict Canyon Drive. The five-million-dollar mansion was meant to house her mother and sister as well as herself. But her mother had passed away from injuries she sustained in a car crash five years earlier.




  Grace Brewster shared the house through her sister’s generosity. Although Cara was five years older, they were close. In the movie business, real friends were hard to find, so Cara regarded herself lucky to have Grace.




  Only five feet three inches, Cara had a knockout figure with curves in all the right places. Her long, flowing, iridescent blonde hair had been chopped to shoulder length for a recent movie role. Her body was barely contained by a sky blue bikini, which matched the color of her eyes. A white, gauzy shirt that fell only to the bottom of her behind shielded her fair skin from the harsh California sun.




  The slap-slap of her pretty, lavender sandals on the Spanish tile announced her arrival. Skip Bedloe—her tall, blond, gorgeous, gay agent—sat in a chair, sipping chilled white wine.




  “You’re going to wear a path in this beautiful floor, Cara. Stop.”




  “You want me to leave Los Angeles? Grant won’t know how to find me.” She picked up a couple of carrots from a tray on the table in front of him and munched on them absently.




  “Really?” He arched an eyebrow at her. “Like he’s been knocking down your door to talk in the last five years? Not!”




  “Don’t rub it in. What if something happens to Sarah? He won’t know how to get in touch...” She chewed her lip.




  “I’ll make sure you’re in all the papers, hon. They’ll find you. Besides, nothing is going to happen to Sarah. He’s been married now for years, Cara, and he’s not exactly combing the universe, looking for you. You’ve got to get over him.”




  Cara stood by the back gate and gazed out to the hills, remembering the day seven years ago, when she had called him to tell him she was pregnant. A frown creased her brow as the memory flashed in her mind.




  Excitement and fear had blended in her blood. Unable to sit still, she paced in her tiny apartment in an iffy section of Los Angeles. ‘I’m pregnant, Grant, with your baby. No, let’s see, guess what, Grant? I’m pregnant. No.’ She shook her head. Would he be happy? Would he be angry? Although it threw all her plans into a cocked hat, Carol Anne was happy. She’d missed Grant, and somehow this unexpected pregnancy made her feel closer to him.




  But she delayed calling him because she was afraid of what he’d say. Would he demand she return to Washington to get married? Would he ask her to get rid of it? No, never. Still, an unplanned child would disrupt his life as well as hers. So she had chewed her nails, paced, taken long walks, and procrastinated telling him. Now, she was heading into the fourth month, and she had to bite the bullet and face him—at least over the phone.
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