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Chapter 1

				Georgeanne Hartfield stayed at her desk and kept on working. She had hoped skipping lunch with her coworkers would buy her some peace, but she feared she was about to be proven wrong. Worse, her stomach grumbled and complained because she hadn’t expected to miss her lunch today, so she hadn’t brought along a sandwich.

				She bent over her work as she heard the back door to the Gant Medical Clinic open. If she was lucky, they had discovered some new topic to discuss.

				“Listen to this.” Nurse Denise Devereaux appeared and laid the hardback book she held down flat on Georgeanne’s desk with the air of one about to reveal a secret of the universe.

				Georgeanne grimaced at the sight of the book her friend held so reverently. “I have work to do, Denise. I’m not getting paid to hear Fritzi Field’s sexual advice.”

				“You aren’t getting paid to miss your lunch, either,” Denise returned. “Now pay attention, Georgie.”

				“That’s telling her, Denise.” Redheaded Angela Porter joined Denise in leaning over the counter in front of Georgeanne. “The rest of us would love being paid for listening to hints on improving our sex lives.”

				“Quiet, y’all.” Sandra Whitney, a tiny blonde pixie in her starched nurse’s uniform, joined the group and leaned over Denise’s shoulder to study the book. “I want to hear this. Simply everyone is talking about that book.”

				Georgeanne gave up. She smiled upon the other three women and propped her chin on one long, shapely hand. “Go ahead, Denise. I can see I won’t be able to get a thing done until you’re through.”

				Georgeanne prayed Dr. Gant or Dr. Baghri would come in, even though she knew they were out for a long lunch. Whip-cracking doctors never came around when the clinic receptionist needed them to maintain order among the staff. The Gant Medical Clinic, which was located in the rural southeast Texas community of Fannett, usually stayed too busy for such frivolities as book readings.

				Denise, the chief nurse at the Gant Clinic, drew in a deep, dramatic breath. She was a beautiful African-American woman with skin the color of milk chocolate and a figure fit for a Playboy magazine centerfold. “‘If your husband makes your life miserable and blames you because you can’t have an orgasm on demand, he has no right to complain if you resort to a little acting every now and then.’”

				“She’s got a point.” Sandra leaned further over Denise’s shoulder, her pale blonde hair brushing Denise’s black pageboy, and peered at the book.

				“Why all this uproar over a book on how to fake an orgasm?” Angela, the clinic’s lab technician, wanted to know. “I don’t have that sort of trouble.”

				Her tone implied Why would anyone have a problem, unless she’s a psych case? Georgeanne looked thoughtfully at the tall, slender redhead.

				“Neither do I,” Sandra interjected, flushing. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t agree with Fritzi Field. Some women probably do have trouble. I mean — ”

				“Then they should read The Sensuous Woman,” Angela interrupted. “Instead of wasting time learning how to fake it, they could be learning how to experience the real thing. Why all this uproar over something that’s completely natural?”

				Georgeanne never ceased to be amused at the rapid defensiveness of modern women when the subject of orgasm came up. Either every woman she knew experienced orgasm instantly, or every woman she knew lied. According to her friends at the Gant Clinic, sexual desire and orgasm behaved like an electrical switch. When you flipped the switch, lights turned on. Period.

				“Childbirth is perfectly natural, too,” Georgeanne said, “and look at all the books out on it.”

				“Faking It isn’t about having an orgasm,” Angela argued. “It’s about faking an orgasm. There’s a difference.”

				“Fritzi isn’t talking about normal men,” Denise said. “She’s talking about complete jerks. I should know. I was married to one. Listen to this. ‘Why let your marriage be destroyed, when it’s so easy to give him what he wants?

				“‘Many a man thinks a woman ought not to need foreplay. He thinks she ought to be ready the minute he touches her, as if the very thought of sex with him is all that’s needed. Any suggestion that this may not be the way it works sends this man into a frustrated shouting and blaming fit.

				“‘Who needs that?’”

				The women looked at each other a moment in silent agreement when Denise finished reading that passage aloud.

				“Who, indeed?” Georgeanne didn’t look up from her current task of comparing a column of hand-written numbers to a copy of the column in a printed report, but she knew her cheeks glowed with telltale red her thick fall of shoulder-length brown hair might not entirely hide.

				One would think that a twenty-eight-year-old woman who had been married to a man who resembled a young Robert Redford would have stopped blushing when she lost her innocence. But that wasn’t the way things went with her face, Georgeanne thought with resentment. If anything, she blushed even more these days. Fritzi Field’s incredible and unexpected popularity, both nationwide and inside the Gant Clinic, kept her cheeks flaming. Maybe she should claim a sunburn. Or a medical condition.

				“That’s what I say,” Sandra declared. “A man like that deserves whatever he gets.”

				Angela snickered and flipped her red hair off her shoulders. “Are you kidding? He’s getting a heck of a lot more than he deserves. Anyone following Fritzi Field’s instructions will have the idiot thinking he’s God’s gift to womankind.” She stretched out long, white polyester-clad legs and leaned back on Georgeanne’s desk. “Fritzi Field is going around telling women to award those stupid men some sort of bad-behavior prize if you ask me. She ought to be ashamed of herself.”

				Georgeanne bit her full lower lip. A strange, empty feeling attacked her heart, almost as if she had stepped off a porch and found no step where one should have been.

				How ridiculous. Not even she agreed with everything Fritzi Field said, so why should she feel upset when someone else didn’t either?

				“That isn’t what Fritzi is saying — ,” Denise began.

				Georgeanne heard with horror the respectful tone in which Denise said “Fritzi” and rushed into speech. “Fritzi Field isn’t trying to say anything. She’s interested in creating a controversy, because controversies sell books.” She added, in a barely audible voice, “I wouldn’t be surprised if Fritzi Field turns out to be a man.”

				“Boy, is she — or he — selling books,” Denise agreed. “They’re trying to line her up for all the talk shows, but her agent says she wants to remain anonymous. If I had written Faking It, I’d go on every single talk show that would have me.”

				Guilt, liberally mixed with fear, attacked Georgeanne like a battering ram to the solar plexus. She paled and stared down at the report in her hand.

				Angela grinned. “Oprah Winfrey, here we come.”

				Denise picked through the book and opened it at another marked spot. “You’re just jealous because you didn’t think of writing Faking It first. I know I am.”

				Georgeanne suppressed a gasp.

				“Yeah,” Angela said. “You’re right about that much.” She folded her hands behind her frizzy red hair and gazed at the ceiling. “Do you know what I’d do if I had all that beautiful royalty money pouring into my scrawny little bank account? I’d buy myself a green Mustang convertible. That’s what I’d do.”

				“With that red hair and pale skin of yours?” Georgeanne looked up and focused on Angela’s milky, freckled skin. “You know what Dr. Gant said to you about getting in the sun ever again in your young life.”

				Angela ignored this comment. “I’d lose five pounds, and I’d buy a tiny black bikini with those high-cut legs, then I’d go cruising down the beach highway with the top down.”

				“Four walls and a roof,” Georgeanne said. “That’s the kind of sunscreen Dr. Gant told you to use.”

				“If you ever made that much money, you’d gain five pounds celebrating at the nearest bar, Angie,” Denise countered. “Do you know what I’d do? I’d buy myself a lot and build a beach cabin in the ritzy section of the beach. Then I’d lose five pounds and put on my red bikini with the high-cut legs and get a tan out on my own deck.”

				“Yeah, Denise,” Angela said, laughing. “Now that you mention it, you are looking a little pale.”

				“I was making a point.” Denise glanced at her own dark-coffee arm with dignity. “With that kind of money, why cruise the beach in a hot car? Buy yourself a big piece of the beach.”

				“Not me,” Sandra said in dreamy tones. “I’d buy Bobby a new car to drive to work in. His old truck is about to quit, and when it does, he’ll have to use my car until we can afford a new truck.” She straightened and pushed her wispy blonde hair back beneath her nurse’s cap. “What about you, Georgie? What would you do if you had big royalty checks rolling in?”

				Georgeanne, cheeks flaming, looked up from her documents. She let her brown gaze drift back to the sheets of paper on her desk in a suggestive way. “You already know what I’d do with it. I’d make a big donation to Dr. Baghri’s Saturday Clinic. We need more medicines — ”

				“Puh-leeze,” Angela said. “You’re such a sucker, Georgie. When Dr. Baghri talks about the poor little children, you just fall all to pieces and start volunteering. When do you have time for yourself? When do you date?”

				“I don’t,” Georgeanne said, without rancor. She never wanted to date again. After her ex-husband had proved she wasn’t woman enough to hold a man, Georgeanne figured she was better off avoiding trouble. “I’m too busy with the clinic.”

				“Well, the Saturday Clinic is a wonderful idea,” Denise said. “But you can mark my words, it’s going to fail. Charity clinics always fail because doctors hate to work for them.”

				“Not the way Dr. Baghri has it set up,” Georgeanne said. “If he gets just forty doctors lined up, each doctor would only need to work one Saturday a year in the Clinic.”

				A brooding silence reigned.

				Georgeanne glanced at her friends and couldn’t resist a grin when she took in their serious faces. “What is it with you all? Are you trying to tell me I’m getting to be a bore on the subject of Dr. Baghri’s Saturday Children’s Clinic?”

				The other three women chuckled and said in unison, “Who? Us?”

				“Be reasonable, Georgie,” Denise said. “I’ll agree that Dr. Baghri’s idea is brilliant. If every doctor around here who wants to do a little charity work would donate one Saturday a year, the Saturday Clinic would be a model for the rest of the United States. The problem is getting the doctors to sign up so the Clinic can get off the ground. Right now, it’s only Dr. Baghri and Dr. Gant who are carrying the load. And you.”

				Georgeanne had been thrilled several months before when one of the doctors she worked for had come up with a plan to help children whose parents had too much money and pride to go to the free county clinics, but not enough money to afford regular medical care. Using the Gant Clinic’s facilities, Dr. Baghri had created the Saturday Children’s Clinic where office visits cost only twenty dollars per visit on Saturdays.

				Dr. Baghri’s plan involved having each doctor in the surrounding area donate one Saturday per year of his time. The twenty-dollar charges helped offset the expenses of keeping the clinic open, and the medications were mostly free samples donated by drug companies. Community response threatened to overwhelm the clinic, thanks to local layoffs and a generally poor economy, but doctor-response so far had been less than enthusiastic.

				“I’m working on that,” Georgeanne said, “and so is Dr. Baghri. We’ll get more doctors signed up soon. The problem is, no one quite understands how Dr. Baghri’s plan works. As soon as I get my sales pitch worked out, things will be different. And I’m thinking about a web site — ”

				“It isn’t your fault, Georgie.” Denise folded her arms, book still in hand, and studied Georgeanne in a knowing way. “If that clinic fails, don’t you go convincing yourself it failed because you didn’t talk it up good enough.”

				“That’s for sure.” Angela pushed off Georgeanne’s desk and brushed down her clinging white trousers. “You’ve worked as hard for the Saturday Clinic as Dr. Baghri has. Harder.”

				“It won’t fail,” Georgeanne said. “Not after Dr. Scott’s widow just donated her husband’s old clinic building to the cause. Which reminds me.” She turned a stern gaze on her co-workers. “This weekend Dr. Baghri and I are going to be cleaning out the building and doing some painting. We’re going to need a little slave labor.”

				Good-natured groans arose, but Georgeanne smiled with satisfaction. No matter how much her co-workers might gripe about the encroachment of the Saturday Clinic upon their free time, each and every one of them would be present for the great paint-in Georgeanne planned.

				“Do you know what I wish?” Angela gave Georgeanne an affectionate grin. “I wish that just once when we talk about winning the lottery or getting big royalty checks, you’d say you’re going to lose five pounds and buy a yellow bikini and a yellow convertible.”

				Georgeanne laughed at that. “Come on, dreamers. Five pounds won’t make a dent in this body, and you know it. As for bikinis, I think I’d feel more comfortable in one of those boy-leg swimsuits.”

				Good-natured hooting arose. Georgeanne smiled on her friends and shook her head when they proclaimed her figure perfect as it was. A woman who stood six feet tall and who was built on a grandiose scale to boot didn’t go around kidding herself about yellow bikinis. She bought a black boy-leg suit and she draped a dark towel around her overly curvaceous body.

				Still, she liked knowing her friends appreciated her as she was. She certainly wasn’t likely to change, not when her every effort in that direction had met with total and complete failure.

				“Honey, you aren’t meant to be a skinny bean pole,” Denise said. “You were born with curves, and you’re going to die with curves. Unless you do something stupid.”

				“Like get the curves liposuctioned off?” Georgeanne asked in the meek tones of one seeking information.

				Denise frowned at her. “Like develop anorexia or get that weight-loss surgery. You wouldn’t look right if you starved yourself down to nothing.”

				“Oh, give us a break.” Angela walked over to gaze idly out the tall window facing Georgeanne’s desk. “You’re beautiful as you are, Georgie. And if you weren’t so busy being soft-hearted, you’d take pity on some of the men who keep falling all over themselves trying to get you to notice them.”

				“What men?” Georgeanne asked. “If you’re talking about poor Mr. Spector, who tripped over his little boy yesterday — ”

				“Brent Spector is just one of them,” Denise said. “You don’t see all these single fathers gazing at you when you aren’t looking, but we do.”

				Since the Gant Clinic specialized in pediatrics, any man old enough to be gazing at Georgeanne was a father. As for men falling all over themselves to gain her notice, Georgeanne found that ridiculous.

				“Let me demonstrate the way they look at you.” Denise leaned forward with a sheeplike expression so full of wide-eyed longing, Georgeanne almost burst into laughter. “They’re all dying to stroke those curves of yours, honey. Men think you look like a real woman.”

				“That’s probably because I look like the motherly type. Single fathers don’t need wives. They need mothers for their children.” Georgeanne gathered up her papers once more.

				“You don’t see yourself, Georgie,” Sandra said. “Men love the way you look.”

				Georgeanne reflected that if she had a nickel for every time she’d heard that statement or one like it, she’d be able to buy herself that yellow convertible.

				“If I listened to my loyal friends, I’d be impossible to live with.” She stood, papers in hand. “I’d better get these into the mail right away, or Dr. Baghri will have no one present when he dedicates the new Saturday Clinic building.”

				Angela pulled aside the translucent curtain and peered out the window. “Dr. Gant and Dr. Baghri just drove up. Who’s that with them? Oh, my God. I’m having a heart attack.” She grabbed at her chest. “Serious hottie alert, ladies.” She fanned her face. “Now there’s a man a woman could have an orgasm just looking at.”

				“Where?” Denise rushed over to join Angela at the window. “Oh, wow. He looks like a movie star. Say, I think he is a movie star. I know I’ve seen that face before. Isn’t he the guy who played Tanner Colt in Deuces High?”

				Sandra joined the group. “It is him. It’s Hunter Howell.”

				“I expect it’s Dr. Zane Bryant,” Georgeanne said. “I’ve been writing him on Dr. Baghri’s behalf.” She went to the counter separating her cubicle from the waiting room and began folding letters and slipping them into envelopes. “Haven’t you heard the story? Hunter Howell and Dr. Bryant are identical twin brothers. They were separated at birth and adopted out to different families. They found each other several years ago when Dr. Bryant saw Hunter Howell in a movie and contacted him.”

				“I don’t care if he is just a doctor,” Angela declared. “If he’s coming in here, I’m going to get his autograph. He’s seriously, seriously hot.”

				“He’s coming in here.” Georgeanne went back to her desk and rustled through her top drawer for stamps. “He practices pediatrics in Pasadena, and he’s very interested in Dr. Baghri’s idea. He wants to learn firsthand how the Saturday Clinic operates.”

				Pasadena was a suburb of Houston within easy driving range of Fannett. Georgeanne smiled with satisfaction, recalling the regular letters and emails she had written on Dr. Baghri’s behalf to Dr. Zane Bryant over the past few weeks. She had been as thrilled as Dr. Baghri when Zane Bryant asked for an appointment to view the new clinic. The request meant her skills in coaxing reluctant doctors into donating time to charity showed improvement.

				“Oh, please,” Angela groaned. “Don’t tell me all he’s going to be talking about is charity clinics. What a waste.”

				“You don’t mean that,” Georgeanne said with gentle reproof. “You were the first person to volunteer when Dr. Baghri couldn’t get a lab tech for the Saturday Clinic.”

				“Well, tell the world, why don’t you?” Angela stared out the window. “If a woman was married to a man who looked like that, she wouldn’t need Fritzi Field’s advice on how to fake it.”

				Georgeanne’s face flamed, and she wished for the millionth time that she wouldn’t blush every time anyone mentioned Fritzi Field. One of her friends might draw the correct conclusion any day now: Georgeanne Hartfield had a guilty conscience.

				Two years ago, Georgeanne’s handsome husband left her for another woman. During the period immediately after her divorce, Georgeanne had produced a book. The writing had assuaged her anguish and helped her come to terms with her dead marriage.

				The book had blessed her in more ways than one. It had been excellent psychological therapy, and the money from its sale helped finance Dr. Baghri’s clinic and bought dog food for the Humane Society, among other things.

				Georgeanne simply hadn’t expected the book to take off the way it had, much less that it would be waved in her face every day at work.

				Lord help her if anyone ever realized Georgeanne Hartfield was the reclusive, controversial author, Fritzi Field. Everyone would know she had lost her husband because she was lacking as a woman, and Georgeanne didn’t think she could stand that.

				The group at the window scattered. Angela hustled back to her lab and the two nurses scurried off in opposite directions.

				Georgeanne remained at her post, pasting stamps on the envelopes she had already addressed. She would get a close-up view of Dr. Zane Bryant soon enough. Besides, a woman who had been married to a man who resembled Robert Redford knew better than to let a man’s good looks sway her common sense.

				The front door opened and three men entered. One assumed an instant prone position on the floor when a blue toy car flew from beneath his foot and bounced off the wall.

				“Dr. Bryant!” Aghast, Georgeanne rushed through the swinging door that separated her from the waiting area and knelt beside him while Dr. Gant and Dr. Baghri gazed down in paralyzed horror. “Are you all right? Oh, this is all my fault. I didn’t see that car when I straightened the office this morning. I’m so very sorry.”

				“It’s not your fault, Georgie,” Dr. Gant, a tall, thin man with graying hair said in stunned tones. “Cleaning the office isn’t your job in the first place.”

				Georgeanne winced. That meant the clinic’s regular cleaning woman, who was at home nursing her sick mother at Georgeanne’s insistence, might be in trouble. If only she could learn to think before she spoke.

				“My apologies, doctor.” Vijay Baghri, a short Indian man, joined Georgeanne in kneeling beside Zane Bryant’s prone figure, and his small dark hands joined Georgeanne’s efforts in assisting Dr. Bryant. “Dr. Gant will perhaps hire a new cleaning person.”

				“Not on my account, please,” Dr. Bryant said. “The truth is, I was born clumsy.”

				Georgeanne gave a sigh of relief. There lay a rare man indeed, a young good-looking doctor who wasn’t so stuck on himself, he sought revenge on anyone who placed him in a ridiculous position.

				“It was my fault,” she said in firm, no-nonsense tones. “That truck wasn’t there this morning when we opened, or I’d have been the one on the floor. Here, Dr. Bryant. Let me — ”

				Then Georgeanne met the fallen doctor’s gaze and found herself as breathless as if she had taken the fall herself.

				Laid out full-length on Dr. Gant’s blue carpet, his black hair disarranged by the fall and tumbled across his forehead, Dr. Bryant lay perfectly still and stared up at her. The way his smoky, gray eyes focused on her in such a dazed fashion, she feared a concussion.

				Oh, he was a stunningly handsome man all right, but handsome men were as litigious as ugly men, especially when an incident involved damage to their self-image.

				He kept staring at her, and Georgeanne felt the full focus of his attention with an unprecedented, purely feminine sensation she found almost as disturbing as her fears of concussion.

				She took herself in hand. Dr. Bryant had come to learn about Dr. Baghri’s Saturday Clinic. Her job was to promote the clinic with every fiber of her being. Nothing else mattered.

				*

				Zane Bryant rolled over and looked up from his nose-down position on the floor. He found himself face-to-face with a goddess. Or an angel. He wondered if more than the breath had been knocked out of him by the unexpected fall.

				She was almost as tall as he was, and she had soft, candid, dark-brown eyes framed with incredibly long, curling lashes that reminded him of a doe’s eyes. She had skin like that of a porcelain doll, all pink and white, and full red lips that needed no lipstick.

				Moreover, she was soft with lush feminine curves, and the hands that supported his shoulders were long and strong and slender, the hands of a woman who wasn’t afraid of work. She looked like a woman who valued people more than she valued intangibles. Or a career, he added in his mind.

				In spite of many self-lectures about the folly of imagining virtues into a woman just because of the letters and emails she wrote, Zane knew he was guilty of exactly that.

				He didn’t really know her yet, he reminded himself. That’s why he was here.

				Zane came to himself at last and realized he still lay on the floor like an idiot. He let them assist him to a sitting position and tried to gather his wits.

				“Miss Hartfield?” he wheezed. Damn, but he’d taken quite a fall. He wished he wasn’t so clumsy. Talk about making a miserable first impression on a beautiful woman.

				She smiled and looked relieved. “Yes, I’m Georgeanne Hartfield. This isn’t the way we wanted to welcome you, Doctor.”

				“I can assure you, I’ll never forget my first sight of you.” Zane smiled and placed one hand over his heart while he remained seated on the floor. She smelled of lilies. Zane decided lilies were his favorite flowers. “Keep your cleaning woman, Dr. Gant. She just did me a great favor.”

				Georgeanne laughed. Zane considered the warm glow of gratitude in those gorgeous brown eyes an unexpected reward.

				“The doctor does not need our help to get himself to his feet,” Dr. Baghri said in his humorous, broken English. “Our Georgie will lift him up by his heart.”

				Georgeanne blushed. “Hush, Doctor. You’ll have our guest thinking I do heart transplants on the side.”

				Zane Bryant stared again in spite of his fear that Georgeanne might consider him rude. This magnificent creature actually blushed. If she was the Georgeanne Hartfield who had been corresponding with him on Vijay Baghri’s behalf for the past few weeks, his good fortune looked too incredible to be true.

				He rolled to his feet and reached down to help Georgeanne up. She stood only a few inches shorter than he did.

				Splendid, he thought.

				He wasn’t aware that he still held her hand and gazed at her face until Dr. James Gant cleared his throat in a meaningful way.

				“Thank you, Dr. Bryant.” Georgeanne withdrew her hand with a startled look. “I’d better get back to work. Dr. Baghri’s letters are almost ready to go out. We’re dedicating the new clinic location in a couple of weeks.”

				“I hope I’m invited,” Zane said.

				Georgeanne gave him a swift, impersonal smile. “Of course you’re invited. If you’ll stop by my desk on your way out, I’ll see to it that you get your invitation this afternoon.”

				Zane wondered if he could get out of touring the Saturday Clinic so he could get to know Georgeanne. Or better, if he could talk Georgeanne into acting as his tour-guide.

				Georgeanne directed another smile in his direction and hurried back to her desk where the telephone sounded an insistent appeal.

				While Zane pretended to listen to Dr. Baghri’s discourse, he noted that Georgeanne apparently reached the phone too late, because it stopped ringing. She looked at it in a regretful way and reached for some papers on her desk.

				 A dignified black woman in a white nurse’s uniform appeared at the counter behind Georgeanne’s desk. Georgeanne looked up with a warm smile. Zane wished she would direct all her smiles at him.

				“Who was on the phone?” he heard Georgeanne ask.

				“Mrs. Miguez is holding for Dr. Baghri,” the black woman said. “Tammy’s asthma is acting up again, and she’s panicking.”

				“Oh, dear.” Georgeanne looked distressed and stood at once. “Dr. Baghri says she may have to be hospitalized this time. I’d better put him on immediately.”

				“Have you seen my copy of Faking It?” the nurse asked. “I thought — there it is. You put your papers on top of it.”

				Georgeanne glanced at the book on her desk and turned scarlet. Zane searched his memory but couldn’t immediately place the title. He resolved to look into the matter further. Anything that caused this incredible woman to blush interested him.

				“What is it with you?” the nurse asked. “Every time I so much as mention this book, you do an imitation of a boiled lobster.”

				“We have a visitor,” Georgeanne said, almost choking. “Would you mind getting that silly book off my desk?”

				“What for?” the nurse asked, grinning. “Are you afraid the visiting doctor might see it and make a few assumptions?”

				Georgeanne ignored that and hurried out of her office cubicle. She approached the doctors and spoke a few sentences in Dr. Baghri’s ear.

				Zane watched her approach, smiled at her, and wished she would come close enough to speak in his ear. To his intense interest, she returned his smile and hurried back to her desk.

				The telephone rang, and Georgeanne answered it without looking up when Zane crossed the room and glanced around her small cubicle.

				“Yes, Mrs. St. George,” she said. “Yes, that’s the one. Thank you for telling me.”

				Zane watched the smile that crept over her face with deep interest. She laughed, and Zane found himself equally fascinated by her full, rich chuckle.

				“The article is based on my observations from working in a children’s clinic for several years,” she went on. “I’m so glad you enjoyed it.” She listened a moment. “Well, someday I hope to have children of my own, of course. One of these days, when Mr. Right comes along.”

				Zane’s mind filled in the other side of the conversation. Georgeanne had written an article. That didn’t surprise him at all, considering the way he’d been pouncing on her epistles for the past few weeks.

				What did surprise him was the image that rose in his mind of Georgeanne with a dark-headed baby at her breast. In his years as a pediatrician, he had seen many, many women with babies at their breasts, but none of those real images rocked him the way the vision of Georgeanne did.

				All he had to do to make it come true was convince Georgeanne she had at last met Mr. Right.

	
Chapter 2

				Zane couldn’t believe his luck. He hadn’t needed to say a word, and here he sat in Georgeanne Hartfield’s red SUV. They headed for the building that would become the new Saturday Clinic, while Dr. Vijay Baghri drove to a hospital in nearby Beaumont where little Tammy Miguez was being admitted.

				Better yet, Georgeanne had discarded the white linen jacket she wore in the clinic. Only a clingy calf-length yellow jersey dress covered her satin skin. He admired the lush feminine curves beneath the yellow jersey and tried in a half-hearted way to keep his imagination under some semblance of control. He’d only met the lady an hour ago, and already he imagined what she looked like in the nude.

				He thanked the heavens that Georgeanne Hartfield showed no signs of either doctor reverence or celebrity worship, nor did she quiz him about his famous brother. The only thing on her mind appeared to be explaining Dr. Baghri’s Saturday clinic so that he would understand the brilliance of the idea.

				Zane wondered how long it would take him to become the primary item on Georgeanne Hartfield’s mind.

				“Sorry about the grand entrance.” He ignored the spreading green rice fields and stands of spring-green Chinese tallow trees that surrounded them in favor of gazing at Georgeanne’s magnificent fall of brown hair and her porcelain complexion. “I’ve never learned to pick up my feet.”

				“It wasn’t your fault.” Georgeanne turned down the vehicle down a narrow dirt road that ran between two newly cultivated rice fields. “I simply didn’t look at the floor the way I should have when I straightened the office earlier.”

				“It wasn’t exactly the sort of entrance guaranteed to impress a woman,” he said.

				“Oh, I don’t think you need to worry about first impressions.” She gave him a merry smile. “I was the only woman present in the office when you came in.”

				She had no idea, Zane realized with some astonishment, no idea at all that she was the only woman whose first impression counted with him. He found it both refreshing and annoying.

				“You’re saying then, that your image of me as a debonair, well-coordinated individual wasn’t totally destroyed by that pratfall?” he asked.

				Georgeanne’s warm, dark chocolate eyes twinkled. “Doctor, I am forever grateful to you for claiming it was your own clumsiness rather than my carelessness that caused the unfortunate incident.”
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