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				For Dad, who gave me wings,

				For Mum, who let me fly,

				And for Booj, who was always there to pick up the pieces.

				xoxo
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Chapter One

				The rhythmic beating of wings alerted her, and Emily looked up to see a gull hovering fifteen feet or so above the chaise on which she reclined.

				“It’s a thief you know,” said an accent-tinged voice.

				Startled, she turned. “Who’s a thief?” She shielded her eyes against the sun, and recognized the elegantly dressed blond from the night before. “Oh hi, Jack Clemmons, isn’t it?”

				He took off his sunglasses, revealing ice blue eyes. “You remembered.”

				“How could anyone forget you after such generous contributions to the awards dinner?”

				“I’d rather you remembered my sparkling wit and personality.”

				Emily smiled. “It was a receiving line. I don’t recall any chit-chat.”

				“Yet I remembered the tall redhead with green eyes.”

				“Occupational hazard, there aren’t many of us left.” Emily swung her legs from the chaise and retied her pareo about her hips. “So, Jack, I’m guessing the accent is South African.”

				“You would be correct, and you are American.”

				She giggled. “No shit, Sherlock, what gave me away?”

				“You’re very blunt, aren’t you?”

				“Is that a problem?”

				Jack slipped his glasses back on as Emily dug hers from her bag.

				“Not at all; I like a strong woman. Did you have fun last night?”

				“I’d have had more if I’d won the diamond tennis bracelet.”

				He held out a solid practical hand. “So, come take a look at the bird.” Jack helped Emily to her feet, and led her to the parapet. “See the hotel’s seafood delivery.”

				“And?”

				He pointed. “Look up there.”

				The gull had left the terrace and perched on a flagpole across the street. With wings outstretched, it bounced wildly and squawked in agitation as a deliveryman hoisted a basket of seafood on his shoulder.

				“Now watch the cheeky moocher,” Jack said.

				As soon as the fishmonger disappeared down the alley, the gull launched off the pole, and swooped onto the cart. There, head cocked and wings extended, it plucked an expensive tidbit from its kelpy resting-place. It rose high again, and overhead the terrace, dropped its cargo. A large snail hit the ground, bounced twice, and came to rest against the parapet. The bird swooped down beside the mollusk, and tentatively poked the cracked shell to see if its beak would penetrate. When it would not, the hungry flyer danced around the stricken escargot, webbed-feet slapping aggressively on concrete.

				Coming from the city, Emily had never seen anything like the seagull dance, and as she watched in rapt fascination the bird regrouped, took the snail back in its beak, and for a second time, rose in the air letting the mollusk plummet to the unforgiving terrace below. This time, a large chunk of shell broke off, exposing the delicacy inside, and before another could swoop in and steal its hard-earned meal, the gull plucked out the spongy gastropod, swallowed it down, and returned to its purloining perch across the street.

				“Crafty little critter, isn’t it?” said Jack.

				“Might say the same about you; how long were you standing behind me?”

				“A couple of minutes. I didn’t mean to disturb your sunbathing, but I couldn’t resist letting you know why the dinner I’m about to buy you is so expensive.”

				“What makes you think I’m going to dinner with you?” She returned to the chaise.

				“Because you said you would.”

				“Excuse me?”

				“I clearly made an impression the last time we spoke.”

				“And when exactly was that?”

				“You don’t remember Walvis Bay Holdings’s diamond shipment? Last week; you expedited the gems transfer to the clearing house after the courier screwed up. My father, in his usual accusatory fashion, thought the gems had been stolen, and you said you’d make it your mission to locate them before leaving for Monaco.”

				“That was you? You sound different.”

				“Last week I was calling ship-to-shore.”

				“You called me at JFK airport from a boat?”

				“My father wanted his gems in-house before he left the U.S. A business colleague said call Emiline Wilks at Transcontinental, she’ll make it happen. So I did.”

				“Your father called Europe from the U.S. to have you check on a shipment clearing in New York?”

				“Yup, he called me here, to call you there, to do that.”

				“Holy Christmas, that’s one convoluted chain of command.”

				“Par for my father’s course. He refuses to get personally involved with us peasants. Gets just about anybody, to do anything, at any time he wants.”

				“You know the chance of anyone stealing a shipment from Transcontinental is pretty remote. Only a couple of us know how to access the vault, and the courier guards have the pickups timed to the minute.”

				“Doesn’t wash with my father; he sees the bad in everybody.”

				“Now there’s a boatload of familial resentment.”

				“You better believe it. He has me on a leash so tight, I about choke myself. So, are we on for dinner or not?”

				“I’m not sure. My roommate is due in today. Besides, Transcontinental really frowns on employees accepting gratuities.”

				“Female roommate?”

				“Something like that.”

				“Well that clarifies things.”

				“She’s a lesbian.”

				“And you are … ”

				Emily smiled. “Not.”

				“Boyfriend with you?”

				“I’m a little old for ‘boyfriends’.”

				“You know what I mean.”

				“There is someone, back in the states. Is that going to prevent you from taking me to dinner?”

				“Don’t see him with you, so probably not.”

				“Then we’ll say no more about him and move on.”

				“Good. And my offer is not a gratuity.” Jack pulled up a chair. “Look around. It appears we’re the only people under sixty staying at this hotel, and since we’re both going to get hungry at some point, why not eat together. It’ll be fun, and we can talk about something other than stock portfolios, how much we dropped on the tables last night, or who died when, from what, and left whom, God knows how much money.”

				“You’re staying here, too?”

				“No. At the moment I’m a glorified tour guide living on The Adamas — that’s my father’s yacht.”

				“How exotic.” Emily extended her hand. “But a promise is a promise. Hello Jack, my friends call me Emily.”

				“Well I’m pleased you so generously brought me into the realm of ‘friend’ and might I suggest dinner at six. Shall I meet you in the lobby or come to your room?”

				“Umm, let me think about that … ” Emily tapped a finger on the arm of the chaise.

				“Oh come on now, you didn’t think I was suggesting — ”

				“Suggesting what, Mr. Clemmons?”

				Jack blushed. “Er, nothing. I’ll be in the lobby at six.” He smiled thinly and walked away.

				• • •

				Emily saw Jack as the elevator doors opened. And not knowing where they would be going, but realizing most anywhere in Monte Carlo was dressy, she had opted to wear a silk faille two-piece, with Manolos and matching purse.

				Jack walked forward and kissed her routinely on both cheeks. “A vision in pale blue. How lovely, Misook, I believe.”

				“How perceptive. Are you a buyer for Saks in your spare time?”

				He smiled. “And the shoes?”

				“Don’t tell me you know they’re Manolo Blahniks?”

				“I was going to say, can you walk in them?’”

				“What did you have in mind? If you’re thinking the Appalachian Trail we could have a problem; but if it’s just a turn around the square, I’m your gal.”

				“Then, Ms. Emily Sarcasm, you are indeed my gal.” He proffered his arm. “Walk this way.”

				She linked his arm as he led her under the cavernous dome of The Hermitage’s Jardin d’Hiver, and as they stepped out into Monaco’s balmy evening air, he paused. “Roommate arrive?”

				“Yes, finally. I was in the shower and didn’t even see her. She stopped at the room long enough to ditch her bag, and then went to the casino. She drives me nuts with her gambling. She’s always working on ‘her system’ or looking for a cockamamie angle to make money. I’m sick of bailing her out and listening to her sob stories.”

				“Sob stories?” asked Jack.

				“The tables are rigged. Somebody stole my stash. A compulsive gambler’s usual excuses.”

				“Look up there.” Jack pointed to a street corner lamppost.

				“What are they?”

				“Cameras. They are everywhere. The Monaco Tourist Authority brags that you could leave a million bucks in a convertible and if it was stolen, they’d have the thief before he got to the border.”

				“Well, that takes care of that excuse. What about the rigged tables?”

				“Now that’s out of my sphere of knowledge; I never gamble. What little money my father pays me is precious.”

				“Maybe you should meet her and try and impart that wisdom; I’m getting nowhere. In fact, some things have happened lately to make me realize it’s time we parted ways. Anyway, I sent her a message at the casino saying I was having dinner with you. And I’m sort of glad I wasn’t around when she arrived. Her mood, which is not good at the best of times, will not have improved by sitting in the Geneva airport for twenty-four hours waiting to use her staff pass.”

				“Isn’t getting all psyched up for a trip and being left hanging irritating?”

				“For those of us who aren’t rich enough to live on a yacht in Monte Carlo harbor, getting a free pass or paying ten percent is worth the hassle.”

				“Direct, but point taken. Keep walking, Ms. Emily, I can see we’re going to get along like a house on fire.”

				Along with Jack and Emily, many others had chosen to promenade before the impressive Belle Époque buildings of the Square Beaumarchais, and as the smell of coffee and expensive perfume permeated the air, Emily enjoyed the solid feel of Jack’s arm, and the way his body fit next to hers.

				“So, Jack, what if I’d been a frumpy matron, with bleached blonde hair and ill-fitting dentures. Would we still be going out to dinner?”

				“You think I’m that shallow?”

				“Just saying.”

				They stopped at Raffi’s, an open air café bustling with patrons. “So, here we are,” said Jack, leading her to a table replete with canapés and an open bottle of champagne.

				“I see you called ahead,” said Emily.

				“It pays to be prepared.” Jack poured the wine. “Being airline staff, you obviously get to travel anywhere. Have you been here before?”

				“First time. This champagne is yummy, and I love canapés. I could happily make a meal of them. How about you?”

				“Canapés?”

				She giggled. “Monaco; you live here all the time?”

				“No, my father has me organize tours for his business associates. This is just one venue for me. I stay on the yacht until it loads up, then I decamp to The Hermitage.”

				“So that’s why you were loitering about.”

				“I’m not sure The Hermitage would approve of anyone loitering about.”

				“It is a bit old school,’ said Emily. “But I really do like it. I sat in the lobby for hours yesterday imagining all the famous people who’d checked in.”

				“You know it’s stood on the Square Beaumarchais since the early 1900s, and while most people know about Monte Carlo’s casino because it has been in several movies, I think The Hermitage is the more beautiful building. Did you know it’s a registered historical monument?”

				Emily giggled. “That your tour-guide speech?”

				“Yup, that’s the opening salvo.”

				“Sounds good.”

				“I hate it. Standing around, spouting a load of nonsense to people who don’t give a rat’s ass. It’s demoralizing.” Jack took a large swallow of champagne. “I’d give my right arm to chuck it all in.”

				“You work for your father. Tell him you’re not happy and want to do something else.”

				“Wish I could. It’s not that simple.”

				“Why? I’m presuming you’re over twenty-one.”

				“I got into a bit of trouble back home. I’m under court orders.”

				“What did you do, murder someone?”

				“Not quite.”

				“Uh oh. How ‘not quite’?”

				“Motor vehicle fatality. Some friends and I got a little drunk — ”

				“A little?”

				“Okay, a lot. You really want to know? My story isn’t pretty.”

				“Stuff that makes anyone as bent out of shape as you appear to be, rarely is. I’m a big girl; let’s hear it.”

				“The trouble started at my graduation ceremony.”

				“In South Africa?”

				Jack nodded. “Cape Town University, I studied international finance. I was valedictorian and me a bunch of friends started celebrating that — and our freedom from school — hours before the speeches ended.”

				“Okay, we got the drunk driver admission. What next?”

				“After polishing off two magnums of champagne, a bottle of vodka and a fifth of gin, we piled into three convertibles and headed for the beach.”

				“And is that where the bad stuff happened?”

				Jack frowned. “You gonna let me get through this or what?”

				“Sorry; airline worker, deadlines are a religion.”

				“With the booze gone, someone suggested we hit The Palms. It’s a ritzy beach resort on the dunes, but they refused us entry, ’cos we were all so cooked. And I said ‘let’s try Nelly Palmers’. It was a ways off, but they’d serve a pickled warthog, if it had a cent. I was the only one who knew the way, so I took the lead.”

				“When you knew you were too looped to drive?”

				“I’m not proud of that,” answered Jack. “But we wanted some fun. Needed to let off steam and celebrate our freedom. I admit I was driving fast. But the roads were empty, and everyone seemed okay with it. Nobody said slow down so I hurtled on. Then as I rounded a corner, I misjudged the curve, and ended up fishtailing for half a mile.”

				“Did you crash?”

				“No. But the wall of dust I kicked up wiped out visibility for the guys behind me. I was totally unaware anything had happened until there was an explosion.”

				“Jesus!”

				“Pretty much my thought.” Jack took another sip of wine. “As I looked in my rearview, a huge orange fireball was where my friends should be. I slammed my car into reverse and my friend Rick and I jumped out, and the girls with us took off to get help.

				“At first, we just stood and watched as pieces of metal shot from the mushroom cloud rising into the sky. We were helpless. Jimbo, driver of the second car, had veered across the road and hit a power pole, which snapped in two. The front of his car was folded round the stake like a giant fortune cookie, and the overhead wires had snapped, catapulting the top of the pole across the road.”

				“Oh my God,” said Emily, hand to her mouth.

				“It sliced through the third car, like a cheese cutter.” Jack paused to collect himself. “Then I heard a scream. Rick said it was my imagination, but it wasn’t. I couldn’t see much through the smoke, but I had to do something and stumbled forward. A wall of flame exploded out of nowhere and when I hit the ground, I felt a body. I pulled it from the flames, and Rick who was pre-med, stayed with them as I began to circle the area looking for other survivors. There was another explosion. I recall being launched upward. Then everything went black.”

				“Jack, I am so sorry. I assume your friends died.”

				His eyes glazed and he nodded. “Everything was my fault.”

				“You tried to help; there was nothing you could do.”

				“Seven of my closest friends died because of my reckless stupidity.”

				Emily touched his arm. “It was an accident, Jack, one of those awful inexplicable things that just happen.”

				“Apparently the judge trying my case wasn’t entirely of the same opinion. If it hadn’t been for my father’s influence I’d be in jail now.”

				“So that’s a good thing.”

				“No, it isn’t. Before we left the court, my father not only convinced the judge that to prevent another drunken episode he should retain control over me until I was thirty, but also that I was unfit to handle the responsibility of an inheritance left me by my mother.”

				“That’s not all bad. How old are you now?”

				“I’ll be twenty-nine in a few weeks.”

				“So another year or so and you’re free.”

				“It’s not that easy.”

				“I smell a cop-out, Mr. Clemmons. Are we feeling just a tad sorry for our-self?”

				Jack smiled indulgently. “I told you, my major at university was international finance. You can’t disappear for years and pick up where you left off. Things move so fast, you have to be right on top of trends or you’re lost.”

				“Your life isn’t so bad,” Emily replied. “You live on a yacht, travel the world — ”

				“A penniless lackey at my father’s beck and call.”

				“We’re all at somebody’s beck and call. You just have to make the best of the hand you’re dealt.”

				“Oh, my, Miss Emiline Wilks, where were you three years ago?”

				“Let’s see; Fiji, meeting Bill.”

				“Are you going to tell me about him?”

				“He was opening a resort and we hit it off after I helped him with something.”

				Jack smiled. “Much like you helped me.”

				“Yeah, that’s me, the all-American Girl Scout.”

				Jack took Emily’s hand. “I have badges you can earn.”

				“I’m sure you do, but here’s our waiter, so just tell him what you’d like to eat.”

				Jack grinned and kissed her knuckles.

				• • •

				During dinner, Emily was amazed how much Jack knew about the world, but how unaware he was of the effect his good looks and attentive demeanor had on a woman. The two conversed in bits and pieces of languages they’d learned on their travels, swapped horror stories about lost luggage, and laughed uncontrollably about misadventures with foreign plumbing. They criticized everything about monopolistic communication companies, and the lack of a universal electrical system. And when it appeared a crowd was gathering, and their table was needed, Emily suggested they return to The Hermitage for a nightcap.

				Emily led Jack to a quiet spot in The Hermitage’s lounge, and a waiter immediately attended them. “Coffee all right, or do you want something stronger?” she asked.

				“Coffee’s good. I do love how civilized this place is. They really don’t mind if you sit all night and just watch the world go by. Now, tell me about the boyfrie — sorry, gentleman friend back in America. I assume you argued and are now unattached.”

				“And you would be wrong. I’m not only here for the awards dinner. I’m working out an issue.”

				“Oh?”

				“Bill and I have the same philosophies, we like many of the same things. But when it comes right down to it, his age gives him limitations. He’s a lot older than me; twenty-six years, in fact.”

				Jack whistled.

				“Thank you for that unnecessary musical interlude.”

				Jack grinned. “Sorry, the age thing was a bit of a shock. Please go on.”

				“Bill is extremely special. He helped me when I needed a friend. He’s supportive, and generous. He has the wherewithal to give me most everything I want — ”

				“I hear you. That ‘most anything’ will put a spanner in the works every time.”

				“You’ve got some pretty sarcastic notions for a grown man who appears to be completely controlled by his father. What are you, twenty-nine going on twelve?”

				“Touché, Ms. Emily, I now have official warning that you bite.”

				“Sorry, but I’ve known Bill three years, and he’s pretty much everything to me.”

				“But you’re still single, so I assume he’s married.”

				“There you go again. No, he’s not.”

				“Then what’s holding him back?”

				“He wants marriage, but I’m still thinking about it.”

				“After three years. Why?”

				“Because it’s none of your beeswax, that’s why.”

				Jack ran a finger across an eyebrow. “Now I’m sorry. We were getting on so well, I thought we could be honest.”

				“You’re right. If our relationship is so perfect, why am I having dinner and flirting with a virtual stranger? I can only say it’s complicated.”

				“I’m quite good at complicated. Tell me; my shoulder is at your disposal.”

				“I want kids,” said Emily sadly. “Lots of them. But Bill caught mumps at the wrong time and he’s sterile.”

				“Now that’s a biggie. Couldn’t you adopt?”

				“He says he’s too old.”

				“Then I see your dilemma.”

				“Do you want kids?”

				Jack raised an eyebrow. “Is that an invitation?”

				“Be serious.”

				Jack covered her hand with his. “I am. I’m very attracted to you; can’t you feel it?”

				“You just met me. You have no idea who I am.”

				“Don’t care. We feel right, that’s good enough for me.”

				“Well, Mr. Clemmons, in case you have forgotten, I’m taken.” Emily watched Jack for a moment, attempting to assess what was happening between them. She loved Bill, of that she had no doubt. But in a few short hours, Jack had set her senses reeling, had her heart pounding, and introduced feelings that muddled her thinking.

				“You know,” Jack said, breaking the silence. “Twelve guests can live comfortably aboard The Adamas, and the crew is ready to take off anywhere in the world at a moment’s notice.”

				“What are you trying to do, sell me a cruise?”

				He laughed. “Not even close, I’m trying to sell you me.”

				Emily wasn’t ready to admit Jack was irresistible. “On such a night with so charming a companion tearing at my sensibilities, I could easily surrender,” she said playfully. “Unfortunately, unlike you, my circumstances don’t allow me to sail off at a moment’s notice.”

				“Are you making fun of me?”

				She held up her thumb and forefinger. “Little bit. So what’s the scoop, Jack?”

				“I’m not entirely sure what you’re getting at,” answered Jack. “But here goes. Someone with no knowledge of the impact you’re having on me, might suggest that I plan to impress you with my surroundings, and simply maneuver you into a sexual encounter.”

				“But you’re not?”

				“Not exactly … ”

				“How ‘not exactly’?”

				“Good grief, you certainly know how to put a guy on the spot.”

				“All part of my charm, dish.”

				“You’re a genuinely interesting person, you’ve woven your way into my psyche, and I want so much more than sex from you.”

				Emily laughed. “Did you get that line off a crackerjack box?”

				“Was it good? Did I convince you about the not-just-sex thing?”

				Emily held up her thumb and finger again. “Little bit,” she giggled. “But if you remember, I’m taken.”

				“I haven’t forgotten,” whispered Jack. “Don’t you feel anything between us?”

				Emily chewed on her lip. “How about we get more coffee and you tell me about your family.”

				“It’s not a pretty subject.”

				“Everybody has a gross Uncle Morty in the closet. How bad can yours be?”

				Jack smiled. “You know, Emily, I can’t believe I feel so comfortable with you. We just met and I feel like I’ve known you all my life. What’s that all about?”

				“It doesn’t have to be about anything. Sometimes it’s simply two people becoming friends and getting together for dinner and a chat.”

				“Is that all we are?”

				“I don’t know you well enough to answer that.”

				Jack summoned the lounge waiter. “The hell with coffee. If I’m going to spill my guts, I need a brandy. You want some?”

				“I’ll have a sip of yours if that’s okay.”

				Emily took a small sip when he handed her the snifter. “Our meeting is simply karma,” she said. “An amusing cosmic event.”

				“Don’t be flip,” said Jack. “I’m serious. What sort of spell have you put on me?”

				“I don’t need a spell Jack. I might feel something too. But I can keep everything in perspective and not get carried away.”

				“I’ve wanted to carry you away from the minute I saw you.”

				“I know. Now tell me something really personal about yourself. Then, when you get me drunk and disabled, violate my person, and leave me spent and abandoned in the Kasbah, I can point the police directly at you.”

				“God, I really love your sense of humor.”

				Jack reached for her hand and she pulled it away.

				“Tell me who you are, Jack Clemmons.”

	
Chapter Two

				Jack offered Emily the brandy but she declined more. Then he took a large swallow, and set the glass aside. “I’m the only child of Peter and Iona Clemmons of Walvis Bay, a small township on the Atlantic coast of west central Namibia in Africa. The settlement is about eleven hundred square kilometers and has a population of around forty-six thousand. Most of us can trace our families back to the eighteen hundreds, when Dutch colonists incorporated the bay into the Cape Colony.”
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