

  




  [image: cover]




  VIVEKA’S WAR




  by




  Annette Snyder




  WHISKEY CREEK PRESS


  www.whiskeycreekpress.com




  




  Published by


  WHISKEY CREEK PRESS


  www.whiskeycreekpress.com




  Copyright © 2009 by Annette Snyder




  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 (five) years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.




  Names, characters and incidents depicted in this book are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and beyond the intent of the author or the publisher.




  No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.




  ISBN: 978-1-60313-439-2




  Credits


  Cover Artist: Jinger Heaston


  Editor: Chere Gruver




  Printed in the United States of America




  Other Books by Author Available at Whiskey Creek Press:


  www.whiskeycreekpress.com




  Sally Murphy




  Leaving her beloved, adopted home to begin life anew, Sally Murphy-George searches for refuge from depression, rejection, and her husband’s murderer. A proficient bakery owner and mother of two, Sally vows to find stability in her life, protect her family, and shield her heart at all costs.




  Self-exiled, Nate Horner finds peace in his new life as Sheriff of Barnhill, defending those who overlook his shadowed past and accept him as the reliable, honest man he’s become. Promising never to allow another woman to hurt his soul, Nate resigns himself to a life of celibacy, until he reunites with someone from his hometown, the Widow George. As a man, he struggles with his desires for her. As a professional, he must protect her.




  Circumstance pushes Sally and Nate’s paths together and they must decide to risk their hearts and their security to take another chance at love.




  Liberty Road




  Ida Keller’s life is a series of turbulent events. Ever since she remembered, she’s been running. She runs from heartbreak and fear. She runs from a troubled past. She runs from mistakes and broken promises until wandering into the quiet town of Barnhill and finding tranquility under the direction of Christopher Trapp.




  Christopher Trapp, saloon and brothel owner, isn’t one to mix business with pleasure. He protects his girls at all costs, even the at the cost of his heart. Resolved to a solitary life, he never deviates, or even wants to, until he crosses paths with the enchanting Ida.




  When a vile criminal from Ida’s life arrives and threatens her safety, Chris fights his internal desire for her, yet fights to protect her with every desire he possesses.




  Together, they decide if love can conquer the evils of their pasts and allow comfort in each other’s arms.




  Travis Pass




  Rock Creek




  Whiskey Shot’s Volume 1




  Albert’s Rain




  Arpetta Honor




  ~~To Grandma Tubs and Grammie—two women who inspired me to write this novel.~~




  Chapter 1




  It was amazing how the sun shone across the blue of the September afternoon sky even when Viv thought there should be no sun in her world. It was a beautiful fall day. The air was crisp and held only the slightest hint of the encroaching winter, just enough to let Viv know that soon she’d need a heavier coat. She hoped she would be in line for one of her sister’s hand-me-downs, or one of the neighbor kids grew enough over the summer to pass a jacket down.




  As she walked beside Liam, she felt the brittle crunch of leaves beneath her feet and she looked up to the trees. Tall oaks and lindens edged the gravel road, the path she always traveled home from school. The leaves began to show magnificent gold and reds of the changing season. It should have been a beautiful sight, mingled with the clear sky and fresh scent of outdoors, but it was a bad day because she couldn’t put the trouble of school out of her mind. Viv failed a math test and had to endure Miss Jones’ harsh words. After recess, Viv got reprimanded for talking to her friend Ruth during study time and had to write a five-hundred-word essay on why she shouldn’t interrupt. “Five hundred words! Do you believe that? All because Ruth wanted to tell me about her new dress!”




  “It’s a dress for Christ sakes!” Liam replied as he kicked the leaves underfoot. They rustled together like crispy paper tossed in the wind.




  Liam’s misunderstanding of the situation annoyed her. A new dress was something, especially when no one had any money. Getting a new dress was a big deal at times when putting food on the table meant lard sandwiches or rabbit hunted out of season from a stand of trees. A brand-new dress at times when shoes had to be worn way past their lifespan was a big deal. To get a brand new dress not handed down from a long list of relatives or friends but instead store bought and resembling the pictures in magazines, was a big deal and Liam should have understood. He didn’t. He was a boy. Boys didn’t understand anything. “Yeah? Well I haven’t ever had a new dress. All I ever get is hand-me-downs from my sisters.”




  “Serves you right for being born into a family with thirteen kids.”




  “Like that was my fault!” Viv knew Liam didn’t mean to sound cruel even though he did. He only had one younger brother. After Liam’s mom died, his dad never showed interest in another marriage. Hard times hit and Liam’s family, like hers and all others, struggled to survive daily life, yet alone think of romantic things like marriage or new dresses.




  “Want to go fishing? It should be a great day for it. The wind’s from the east.” Liam stopped and turned toward the path, which led to the fishing hole.




  He would have to change the subject. “I can’t. It’s laundry day. I have to get straight home.” She watched Liam consider his options.




  “I’ll walk you the rest of the way.” He turned and fell back in step with her.




  “You don’t have to, it’s only a mile. Go fishing.”




  Liam sent a smile her way. “I know I don’t have to. I want to. It makes me feel like a man when I can protect you on your walk home.”




  Viv noticed Liam’s smile, one she was sure could melt rock, and the sparkle of his dark eyes that begged her forgiveness for his rude comment about the size of her family. Viv giggled. “Protect me? From what? A raccoon? Maybe a gardener snake? First of all you’re not a man, you’re only eighteen, and second, I can defend myself. Go fishing, protector.” Viv motioned to two big boulders slapped cockeyed on the ground not far from the fishing hole path. She knew Liam usually hid his bamboo pole in the gap between the rocks. “Go. And if you catch some fish, come show me. I’ll be elbow deep in hot water and stinky socks.” She pushed him toward the rock. “Go! Or you can come help wash my brothers’ socks.”




  He took his cue and bent to dig his tackle from its hiding spot. “I’ll pass. And I’ll catch some fish, you’ll see. And if you get attacked by a snake on the way home, don’t expect me to save you.”




  “I’ll try not to scream.” Viv sent her words over her shoulder as she walked but Liam was already down the path halfway to the pond. She doubted he heard her and she didn’t think he actually wanted to walk her home at all. He was two years older, more like a brother to her, and he really liked to fish. Viv was the youngest and as such, had a mass of family watching her all the time and making sure, with sibling jibes, she could ward off most attacks. She didn’t need another older brother pretending to defend her. She could do it herself and she knew Liam knew it.




  As she continued down the gravel road, she looked for a long stick just in case she did have to fight off a raccoon or snake and then she thought about smacking Miss Jones with it for making her write that essay. “Five hundred words!” Her voice echoed down to the fork in the road and then faded into the tree line.




  * * * *




  Her dark hair wasn’t combed pretty like some of the girls in school, but it was just wavy enough to make Liam remember that movie star he saw in the motion picture the last time Dad took them to town. Viv was tall for her age, and thinner than she should have been, like most people were at the time. Dad said things would get better but until they did everyone had to conserve, give things up, in order to survive. Who expected to have to give up clothes and food? Viv, because there were so many children in her family, had to give up more than people with smaller families, Liam suspected. Why didn’t she ever get a new dress? What harm would it do to give her a new dress just once? It would hardly hurt the economy any more than it was hurting already. If he had the power, Liam would buy Viv lots of new dresses. He kept his wishes hidden. What good would wishes do? Not only was he in the same boat of poverty as everyone else, but the other day his brother confided he wanted to ask Viv to the fall dance. Because he’d never step between Landis and a girl, Liam hid his attraction.




  Liam supposed he shouldn’t have followed Viv but instead went fishing like he said. She’d be pissed if she found out, but he knew there were people living in the woods along the road that could take the chance a young girl walking alone might be carrying a few cents for bread or milk. Not that there was any likelihood Viv actually carried money. Her family didn’t have any. No one had money. After the stock market crashed, even the very rich survived on less than they were used to. The very poor, like Liam’s family and Viv’s, survived by helping each other with food and clothes. For heat, trees were chopped. To buy essentials, some store owners extended credit. Movies, which cost a dime, and sodas at Fairchild’s Fountain on the corner downtown, were a rare treat saved for birthdays or holidays. For entertainment, families gathered and played cards or board games or listened to the radio if batteries were available.




  And dating? Liam doubted Viv showed any interest in men at all. The state of affairs in daily life probably distracted her. Because Landis confided he liked Viv, Liam had no plans to hurt his feelings. That just wouldn’t be right. Instead, Liam pretended all he felt toward Viv was sibling affection and he followed her home, hidden in the bramble, abandoning the fishing path, so he could protect her if she needed it even though she didn’t.




  For Christ sakes! He knew their relationship couldn’t be any more than it was.




  Chapter 2




  The music was loud and the din of the crowd roared above, creating a harmonious noise that filled the church hall and drifted down the street. Inside, people danced under the flickering lights strung across the open rafters while handmade stringers of leaves in fall colors moved rhythmically against breezes floating in on the heels of newcomers.




  Outside, under the night stars on the cement steps of the church across the street, Viv and Landis sat and watched as more dancers arrived. By foot or carload, they came in droves from anywhere just to get a reprieve from the usual struggle of everyday life.




  “Town’s hopping! Hasn’t been this busy around here for a long time.” Landis’ smile clung to his words like the music to the air.




  Viv wasn’t surprised about the commotion. An occasion to get out and do something besides try and survive while the dust ate up the world was enough to bring even the oldest out of their homes. “Oh. Here comes Ruth in her new dress. Don’t forget to say how nice she looks.”




  “I don’t get the big deal. It’s a dress. You got a dress on.”




  “You sound just like your brother.” Viv remembered Liam’s disinterest and was glad there were no girls in their family. A Howard girl would probably be forced to wear faded dungarees and flannel shirts all the time, including special occasions like dances. “But look how nice she looks. She’s the prettiest girl here.”




  “Yeah,” Landis’ indifference wasn’t hidden, “she looks pretty. She always looks pretty. It ain’t like we’re anyplace but Longtree. She didn’t have to get all gussied up for this. You ain’t.”




  “Gee, thanks.” Viv rolled her eyes and wondered why she decided to go to the dance with Landis. He didn’t like to dance and he wasn’t much on conversation. He usually said only what was necessary. Of course, on occasion he could tell a funny joke, he was a nice boy, came from a good family and he had the same smile as Liam’s that, Viv knew, would entrap someone’s heart someday.




  “Viv!” Ruth’s voice shot from the sidewalk when she saw her friend. “Are you coming in?”




  Viv watched Ruth point to the dance hall and nodded back. “I’ll be right there.” Viv stood from her perch on the steps and looked at Landis, who made no move to get up. “Are you ready?”




  “I suppose. It’s hot in there and you sure know I don’t like to dance.”




  “Come on. It’ll be fun.” She tugged on his arm until he rose, though, as they walked, Landis lagged behind.




  “I’m only going in because you’re making me,” Landis protested and his words reached the entry of the dance hall before he did.




  That’s when Viv noticed him. He stood, straight and tall, his dark hair parted to one side. The crease of his dress pants made him look so tall Viv was surprised he didn’t hit his head on the rafters. His half-matched suit coat was a little big across the breast, maybe because it was borrowed, but it didn’t matter. By far, all dressed up, Liam was the most handsome boy she’d ever seen and her breath caught in her lungs enough that when she looked at him, she hoped he didn’t notice. Not that he noticed her at all.




  Viv saw him look up when he heard Landis’ protest and he used his left hand to brush his hair back, his long fingers combing the waves from his dark eyes. Viv actually felt their sparkle and even though he wasn’t with her and looked past her to Landis, she wondered if maybe that sparkle was meant for her. In the next second she realized the twinkle was meant for someone else and her heart ached a little.




  Maryellen Worley stood with her arm laced through Liam’s, the hem of her red party dress swaying to the music. Matching dyed shoes tapped against the wooden floor as she leaned against Liam to talk across the circle of their friends.




  Viv remembered the faded blue dress she wore, donned by her sister Stephanie the year before at the same fall event, and her shoes, a bit scuffed even though she worked for an hour to polish them. Her inferior outfit hardly captured the stares of anyone, yet alone Liam, who looked quite satisfied standing next to Maryellen, the daughter of the most recognized family in town.




  “Come on, Viv. Let’s get this over with so I can go back outside where it’s cooler.”




  Viv heard Landis’ words as if they came from a mystical fog and floated beside her. His voice droned on, a strange contrast to the music, a popular Cole Porter song, and she almost felt the waves it made against her skin when she heard him say, “Let’s get something to drink.”




  “Yeah. Right.” She pulled herself from the fog and the image of Liam’s face. “I’m thirsty.” She took a deep breath and pushed schoolgirl crushes aside.




  “Two,” Viv heard Landis order. “Here, there’s no ice.” Landis handed her a glass. He sounded upset that there wasn’t any ice when he should have been happy. The music played, people were dancing, forgetting the problems that would still be around tomorrow, and laughter echoed out the open windows into the arid night. Landis was concerned there was no ice and Viv wondered why it mattered.




  “So,” she turned to him, “do you suppose you could stop complaining about silly things and forget about the ice and the heat for enough time to watch people smile? I’d just as soon not listen to all that whining today.” Viv watched Landis’ dark brows come together for a second.




  “Geez. Sorry, Viv. I’m a terrible date. Liam told me I complain too much and that I shouldn’t tonight, and I forgot.” He made a motion of lock and key against his lips. “I’m done. From now on, I’ll be a good date.” He took a breath. “You look great.”




  Viv smiled. “Thanks. Will you dance with me?”




  Before Landis could answer, a voice rang out above the music from behind, “Of course he will. He’s no idiot. You look pretty, Viv. Blue was my mom’s color too.”




  Viv turned to find Liam with a glass of lemonade in each hand. She felt herself blush and hoped no one noticed. “Are you having a good time?” How could he not be having a good time? He’s in a circle of friends from school and has a pretty girl on his arm. Viv was sure Liam felt as if he were the king of the dance.




  “I love these things. Unlike Landis, I’m not quite as content to complain all the time. He hasn’t been, has he?”




  Viv watched as Liam nudged Landis with his knee and sent him a mischievous grin.




  “I told him that when one takes a pretty girl to a dance, one mustn’t complain. I read that in one of Miss Jones’ etiquette books.”




  “Well.” Viv almost laughed at the thought of Liam reading one of those silly books about propriety that sat on the shelf in Miss Jones’ classroom. “Next time either of us is in need of training about the finer points of life, perhaps you can demonstrate. Maybe how to balance a book on our heads and walk across a room without spilling our dinner? I think that would be very useful.” Her sarcastic reply told Liam that it wouldn’t be useful at all.




  “For some of us, it is. Take Landis here,” he motioned to his brother and his eyebrows raised, “Landis is the finest man, dedicated, honest; he’ll make someone a good husband someday. But take him to a dance and all he does is whine about having to go. He isn’t very social.”




  “I’m social! I’m social!” Landis pretended offense with a pout but then sent an understanding brotherly teasing smile. “Come on, Viv, let’s dance.” He grabbed her hand and led her toward the center of the dance floor.




  Viv glanced over her shoulder to Liam but he didn’t notice. He was back to the group in the corner at one side of the hall beside the stage where the band was, his refreshments in tow. Viv turned her attentions back to Landis who, even though he protested against dancing, was quite good at it. “See,” she began, “you dance fine. You’re probably one of the best dancers here.”




  “Really?” The music stopped and people began to clap. “Dad taught me. Said I’d need to know sometime when I took girls out.”




  “Girls? How many girls?”




  “Geez, Viv, it isn’t like there’s much of a choice around here. You’re the only girl worth dating.”




  The smile that Landis sent Viv warmed her heart. “You’re sweet but you don’t have to say that. There’s a lot of girls better than—”




  “No, there isn’t.” His words cut her off and he took one step toward her.




  Viv saw the sincerity in his eyes and wondered if maybe she’d been missing something by thinking of Landis as only a friend. Did he really think she was special? The she realized something else. Oh my God! He’s going to kiss me right on this dance floor in front of everyone. She felt the heat of his body as he leaned toward her.




  The microphone from the stage sent a metallic vibration through the speakers which made Landis take half a step back.




  “Hello? Could I have your attention for just a minute?”




  Viv wondered if Landis would ever try to kiss her again but pushed that thought to the back of her mind then turned, like everyone else in the room, toward the stage.




  “Welcome. I’m glad so many of you came tonight. It sure does take the edge off the times when we can all get together like this, doesn’t it?”




  Agreement of clapping and boisterous hoots answered the man at the microphone.




  “I’m here because I have an announcement to make if you’d all allow me…”




  Viv looked to Landis and whispered, “Why’s your dad up there?”




  Landis replied, “Dad likes to make announcements, everybody knows that.”




  “I wanted to let everyone know,” Mr. Howard continued, “how proud I am that my oldest boy, Liam, has been selected to attend the police academy up north in Windfall, South Dakota. He’s been given an all-inclusive scholarship and will start school next fall. Please, take some time tonight to congratulate him. Windfall takes only the best students and Liam worked really hard to get accepted. Thank you.” Robust cheers followed Mr. Howard off the stage as he approached Liam and gave his son a bear hug.




  Viv couldn’t hear Mr. Howard’s words of congratulations to Liam, but she saw him mouth them just before he was swallowed up, along with Liam, by the crowd offering handshakes and backslapping. It seemed everyone was excited about Liam leaving, and why shouldn’t they be? A full scholarship was a big deal. Viv looked toward Landis, whose smile was as bright as the rest of his family’s. “Did you know?”




  “Yeah,” Landis said. “Dad told me this morning. Liam didn’t know. I mean, he knew he applied, but he didn’t know he got in. Dad wanted to surprise him tonight.”




  “I think Liam would make a good policeman. He’s always trying to protect everybody and make sure everything goes like it’s supposed to. What do you think?”




  Landis was staring at Maryellen. “I think Miss Worley thinks she’s getting married. Look at her.”




  Viv looked toward Maryellen who seemed mighty pleased to be standing next to Liam, absorbing some of his attention. Her hand seemed glued to his shoulder as if keeping it there meant they were together for life. “Do you think he’ll marry her?”




  “I don’t think he’ll do it before he goes off to school. Maybe after he graduates. He likes her.”




  “And she likes him. Look at her; she’d fall down if she wasn’t attached to his suit.” Viv wanted to laugh at the idea of Maryellen Worley, her red dress and shoes all in a pile on the floor in front of everyone just because she took her hands off of Liam for a second.




  “You sound jealous, Viv. Could it be? Viv is jealous of Miss Worley?”




  Viv didn’t answer; she just sent Landis an annoyed glare.




  “Well, good. You don’t need to be. You will win a husband on your good merits and she will buy hers with her daddy’s money.” He nodded toward Maryellen.




  “Suppose she could buy Liam?” Viv didn’t think Liam would exchange happiness for love but who knew what a little extra money could do in times when no one had any?




  “He might marry her, when he gets back, but not because of her money. Maybe because of other things she’s willing to offer.”




  “Offer? What are you—” Viv realized Landis was talking about Maryellen’s reputation for being a little fast in some areas. “That’s just rumors. You don’t know it’s true.” She discounted the truth, for it probably was true as she heard the same on many occasions. Maryellen was the fastest girl in town. Still, others were also talked about in an unflattering manner, boys included.




  Before Landis could answer, Ruth joined them with her cheer. “This is great news, isn’t it? Aren’t you glad he has the chance to get away and see the world? Maybe we’ll be able to go up and visit him sometime? That would be fun. I’ve never been to South Dakota. Landis, we should talk to your dad about it.”




  Landis leaned toward Viv and whispered, “See, lots of girls are fast.”




  “Now it sounds like you’re jealous.” Viv punched Landis in the arm enough to get his attention.




  “Maybe I am.” The musicians returned from their break and began to play. “Let’s dance. I think I’m finally getting the hang of it.”




  * * * *




  “I’m proud of you, Liam. I think you’re going to be a great officer and I feel so protected. I can’t say I’ve ever felt this safe before,” Maryellen whispered in Liam’s left ear. “Maybe we should talk about what’s going to happen to us when you go? You know I’ll miss you terribly.”




  “We can talk about it next Saturday if you go with me to town. It’s my payday. Boise promised to give me a little extra this month. I thought I’d like to go see a movie. Want to go?” Liam smiled toward her then looked over the top of her head to Viv who stood, smiling, next to Landis.




  “Just think. After you finish school, you’ll never have to work for Boise again. You’ll be able to do so much with a law enforcement degree.”




  Liam didn’t think helping Boise do odd jobs around town was such a bad job. It didn’t pay much, but Liam learned to fix a lot of different things. It was a joy when someone, who couldn’t afford to get a brand-new roof, thanked him for fixing the old one well enough to get them by another year without an enormous expense. And Boise was a good boss. He always paid on time and, if he had extra, shared with the neighbors. Liam couldn’t say that about Maryellen’s parents. They were good people. They’d help anyway they could, but doing a job at a lesser cost because they knew the people who needed the service couldn’t afford more? Liam doubted the thought ever occurred to them. Letting someone slide on their payment so they could purchase a bottle of cough syrup was out of the question. On the other hand, that was probably why the Worleys had more money than most, and could afford more than the average person. Nothing wrong with looking out for themselves. To Maryellen, he replied, “I’ll have the best of both worlds. I’ll get paid for doing charitable things. Can’t complain about that.”




  “And who knows,” she began, her hand laced through the crook of his arm, “if you’re motivated, you could work your way all to the security offices for the governor. Your future is endless. You could use your looks and your charm to go so far. Why I can’t say anyone in town…”




  Maryellen’s words trailed off as Liam allowed himself to imagine that Viv was smiling for him. She was probably happy he’d been selected for the prestigious school in Windfall and he wanted to rush over and share his excitement. Then, as he watched Landis approach with Viv on his arm, he remembered Landis’ crush and pushed his own feelings away. “Did you know?” he asked Landis when he got close.




  “Dad got the letter this morning and told me while you were at work.”




  Viv gave him a big hug. “Congratulations, protector! Now you’ll have the papers to prove it.”




  Liam smiled back and ignored the glare Maryellen gave him when Viv hugged him.




  “I wonder if they teach you how to properly defend girls from raccoons and snakes up north?”




  “Probably wouldn’t do it with big sticks like most do around here.” Liam mentioned it only because when he followed Viv home that day, she pretended to be unafraid, and then found that big stick.




  “How’d you know about—”




  “Oh, I love this song, Liam. Let’s dance.” Maryellen tugged on Liam’s arm and interrupted Viv.




  Liam allowed Maryellen’s pull. He was thankful she had a possessive side and wanted to dance just as a conversation with Viv struck up. If he stayed near Viv, he’d have to explain why he followed her home and he didn’t want to do that, not to Viv and especially not in front of Landis or Maryellen.




  “So, maybe we should take the next step, Liam. Liam? Did you hear me?”




  Maryellen’s voice caught his attention and drew it from Viv. “Step? Sorry, did I get your feet?”




  “No, silly. I mean with our relationship. You’re going away to school and I’ll be left here alone. I think we should go to South Dakota together.”




  Liam almost crashed Maryellen into another dance couple. “You want to be in law enforcement?”




  Maryellen shook her head. “Of course not. Maybe we should get married before you leave for school. We could go up there on our honeymoon and look for a house and—”




  “Maryellen,” Liam tried but couldn’t make his feet dance anymore, “I don’t think this is the time to talk about this.”




  “It’s the perfect time. Let’s go outside.”




  Liam didn’t want to go outside and discuss anything with Maryellen, especially marriage and honeymoons. He was only eighteen and just learned he won a scholarship to the school he wanted to attend. Marriage was the last thing he wanted to talk about. “I, Maryellen, I can tell you right here, I’m not marrying you, or anybody else…not right now.” He watched her eyes fill with hurt tears and continued, “Not that I won’t marry you someday, but not until I’m done with school. If I can’t support myself, there’s no way I’ll be able to take care of a wife.”




  “Someday?” Maryellen’s frown turned to a slight smile.




  Once Liam said it, he knew he phrased it wrong and it was too late to take his words back. Maryellen took his someday as a promise; he could tell by the way she stared into his eyes. “Well, yeah. Maybe when we’re older and I’m out of school. It could happen. Until then, let’s just keep things the way they are. That way, you won’t be tied down to me. A lot can happen to two people with a whole state separating us, who knows?”




  “That’s good enough for me, darling. I’ll wait for you as long as you want me to.”




  The heat of her kiss on his cheek made Liam wonder if he should have just turned and walked out the door when Maryellen mentioned marriage. Her blue eyes and fair skin, matched with her new red dress, turned almost every head in the room when they entered. She was pretty but was that enough to base a marriage on? Her parents had more money than most. Maryellen was no dummy either. She’d be a catch to anyone and she’d make a good wife, but not right now, not for Liam anyway, and he felt the room become stuffy at the thought. Then she kissed his cheek and for a second, he thought maybe someday he could marry her. He smiled and her blue eyes smiled back. “Only wait if you want to, not because I’m asking.”




  Chapter 3




  “Liam will be home tonight. He wanted to be home in time for the ceremony so I told him I’d pick him up at the bus depot. Want to go?”




  Viv wondered why Landis fell further behind with each step they took. Maybe because it was the last time they’d walk down the road from school together? Maybe he felt, as she did, that graduating from high school and not walking home down the familiar road ever again was an end to a secure life and the beginning to something unknown.




  “He’s coming in late. You know my mom won’t let me be out too late with you.” Viv knew her parents trusted her and she gave them no reason not to. They’d have nothing to say against her going with Landis to pick up Liam. Still, Viv’s concern wasn’t with her parents. Going with Landis in the middle of the night was enough to get the community talking and Viv wasn’t ready for gossip. Though they dated exclusively since the fall dance two years ago, Viv wasn’t sure she wanted the town to think she and Landis had moved to the step of intimacy. Being alone after dark would make it seem so even though it wasn’t. True, on occasion Viv let Landis go way past the kissing stage, when she thought of his hands brushing across her breasts, she shivered, but that’s as far as it went. Would she be able to resist him if given the opportunity for more? Viv wasn’t sure. “I think it’s a bad idea for us to be caught after dark, don’t you? People would talk and I know how your hands like to wander.”
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