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CHAPTER ONE: THE PRESENT

    Rivie Summers stood at the window of her tenth floor hotel suite, oblivious to the majestic
view below. Lake Tahoe's sapphire blue waters contrasted starkly with the glittering white bordering
its shores. Almost a foot of new snow had fallen the night before with more expected within
twenty-four hours. Nothing unusual during the month of December for this jewel of the Sierra
Nevadas, straddling the border at over six thousand feet between California and Nevada.

    All her attention was focused on the text that had just come in on her phone. She laughed
humorlessly as she studied her shaking fingers. "And I haven't even read it yet," she said aloud. She
took a deep breath before pressing her lips together to still their trembling. "No time like the
present," she muttered. Still she hesitated. The message's arrival five minutes ago had not been
unexpected, yet as soon as she'd seen it, her heart had bumped crazily, before racing with the
adrenalin rush.

    No matter what it said, it would hurt because it was from Sean. Finally, when courage
briefly overcame her dread, she tapped the screen to open it.

    "I will arrive in Tahoe Saturday evening. I hope you will not be too tired after your show to
see me. After all, we haven't seen each other in six months and next Friday is our first wedding
anniversary. I love you. Sean."

    Anguish struck so deep she moaned aloud. She'd been right. It did hurt, but it was a
welcome agony. For six months she'd forced herself to feel nothing. Now the numbness was gone,
and she felt alive, painfully, exquisitely alive. All because Sean was coming.

    Her exhilaration was short-lived. At the thought of having to face him again, the deep, sweet
ache of torment returned. I'll get to see him again. If only he didn't get to see me in
return.

    She grimaced at the cowardly image of herself as a rabbit, peering longingly at him from a
safely hidden burrow.

    She had known this moment was coming because she knew Rand would have informed him
of where they would be. As part of the opening act for a Sinatra-like crooner at one of the biggest
casinos in South Lake Tahoe, she could no longer hide from him. In fact, it was surprising she'd held
him off this long. Instead of divorcing her for desertion, as she had forlornly hoped he would do, he
had contacted her every month for the last three months.

      She wasn't counting the day she had left him...

      She'd been sitting next to Rand, trying to explain through her tears why she had left Sean
when Rand's cell had rung. When he answered it, she heard Sean's near-shout, "Have you heard
from Rivie?"

      Rand had looked at her, eyebrows raised. He held the phone away from his ear as if ready
to hand it to Rivie.

      "Answer me, damn it!"

      She sent Rand a pleading look. You take care of it.

      "Yes. She's here, in fact," Rand said.

      "Is she okay?"

      "Uh, she'll be fine."

      Rivie sagged in relief at Rand's diplomatic answer. At least he hadn't said, "Well, right
now she's a mess."

      "All right. Tell her, tell her I got her note, and I'll give her some time, if that's what she
wants. And tell her I love her."

      Rand hesitated.

      "Well, you bastard, will you tell her that?"

      "I'll... Yes, I'll tell her."

    Sean had always texted the same thing: they could work it out, no matter what it
was. He didn't want to lose her...

    She gave a despairing laugh. He'd never had her. Her past held her imprisoned and
she couldn't escape it no matter how hard she tried.

    After their last disastrous encounter, she'd thought he'd be only too glad to be rid of her,
despite his saying, "We will work it out."

    She was sure he believed that. He was so confident, so sure their love for each other could
overcome anything. If only he knew that his love for her was based on an illusion. She had never
been the person he thought she was.

    She closed her eyes and imagined she was stroking a fingertip down his cheek instead of
tracing his name on the screen. She loved him so much, yet she had almost destroyed him. He had
been like a big, baffled bear after six months of living with her. So hurt, so bewildered. Not knowing
what to do to help her, not knowing he could do nothing. Eventually she would have destroyed him if
she hadn't left, and the guilt at not being what he needed and deserved would have broken her if
she'd stayed.

    Why couldn't he just give up on her? Why wouldn't he just divorce her and free himself to
find someone worthy of him, someone unfettered by the agonies of a shameful and ugly past?
Instead he was tied to her, a flawed and wounded person.

    She remembered what the therapist had said years before. "You mustn't blame yourself,
Rivie. Don't let what happened color your entire life." But even the therapist had never known the
worst. No one did. Not even Rand, and certainly not Sean. She shuddered at the thought of Sean
knowing the truth.

    She looked back to the window, and this time she focused on the spectacular view. The
blinding white snow sparkled back, competing with the deep, soothing blue of the lake. The
snow-laden pines and firs added the finishing touch to the picture perfect-scene. It was the same
awe-inspiring sight she'd seen just over a year ago...





CHAPTER TWO: THE PAST

    "Rand, I thought the scene was beautiful when we reached the top of the pass and saw the
lake, but this is incredible!"

    Rivie glanced at Rand in time to see him smiling at her enthusiasm. Just past Echo Summit,
after an hour of a twisting, turning two-lane highway with nothing but trees to see, Lake Tahoe had
suddenly burst into view below.

    She was glad he was driving, leaving her free to enjoy her first glimpse of Nevada's most
picturesque and beautiful city. Soon they were down at lake level, where the roadway paralleled the
shore. The tall, massive trees, bare of branches until far up the trunk, appeared gracefully slender
against the backdrop of the huge lake, their forms enhancing rather than blocking the spectacular
view.

    Strings of holiday lights decorated many of the sturdy trees and steep-roofed cabins. She
couldn't wait to see them at night, sure that they would add a cozy and festive look. Although the
Christmas season was not a time of fond remembrance for either Rand or her, she was glad they
would be among people who had come to the lake to make wonderful memories.

    "I want to go sightseeing to see the lights, and take a cruise on the lake, and learn to
ski."

    "Okay. Just remember we're here to work. This could be our big break, Ree."

    "I know, but Christmas is less than two weeks away and we can't rehearse all the
time."

    "And try not to strain your voice in this weather. It's already husky enough."

    "In a minute, you'll be telling me you wish it were summer," she grumbled.

    He grunted, an answer she took to mean maybe, maybe not.

    "When did you say you were here last?"

    "Let's see. I was about fourteen so about twelve years ago."

    "With your dad and your step mom?" she asked absently, and then winced when she saw
his hands tighten briefly on the wheel, although he nodded casually. She should have known better.
Neither of them ever talked about the time before they'd met at the receiving home, although each
had come to know they were there for the same reason.

    They'd gravitated to each other like the two lost adolescents they were. Both suddenly
orphaned at sixteen, they were in some ways much older than their years. Unspoken, each had taken
on the role of sibling. They even looked alike, both with near black hair and dark brown eyes.

    After graduating from high school, they had shared an apartment and attended the same
college. Both of them had had years of childhood piano lessons and loved music, so they'd quickly
discovered the harmonious sound created by Rand's uncommon skill on the keyboard and Rivie's
husky voice. They sometimes collaborated on song writing, although Rand preferred to write in the
traditional soul wrenching style of the blues, while Rivie tried to concentrate her talents on lighter,
jazzier numbers about love and family.

    After three years of full-time classes, several part-time jobs, and various gigs, they became
too busy to enroll for their last year of college. Three more years of perfecting their talents at
appearances in northern and central California had paid off. An agent had seen them at a local blues
festival, and talked them into signing up as clients, promising them more lucrative and steady
work.

    Now less than two years later, their agent had secured them a four-day run as an opening
act for a 1970s rock group trying to make a comeback, plus a seven-day run a few days later as an
opening act for a 1960s "living legend" singer. They both knew it was a fantastic opportunity.

    After checking into the hotel casino, they were shown to the stage where they would
perform. Rivie leaned against the grand piano while Rand plinked a few keys before playing a series
of scales. She waited patiently for a few minutes before saying, "Admit it."

    "What?"

    "It's in tune."

    "Uh-huh." He began playing the opening bars of one of their newer numbers. She
effortlessly joined in. They alternated between polishing the numbers they planned to do the
following night, and practicing the ones they hoped to do for their second run.

    After an hour, Rand called a break. "Go change into your costume. I'll let them know we're
ready to go over the lighting, cues, and whatever else they can throw at us."

    Another hour later, he called a halt. "If we're not ready now, we never will be. We'll practice
a couple of hours tomorrow morning, relax the rest of the day, and knock them dead a few hours
later."

    "Sounds like a plan." Rivie sighed with contentment. She was only too happy to let Rand do
all the work so all she had to do was sing. He was the one with all the ambition and drive while she
just loved to perform. Her past, always her constant companion, seemed to fade into the background
while she sang, as the make-believe of the stage became her only reality for a few precious hours. It
wasn't until the lights dimmed that the past came rushing back to claim her. She wished she could be
more like Rand. By all outward appearances, he had been able to move on from what happened
when he was a teenager.

    On opening night, Rand knocked on her door fifteen minutes before they were due on stage.
"Are you ready?"

    Rivie glanced in the mirror one last time. Her hair was elegantly knotted at the crown of her
head. Her makeup was dramatic and flawless. She nervously smoothed her hands, tipped with long
red nails, down her strapless, scarlet evening gown before opening the door.

    Rand, dressed in a tuxedo, looked lithe and austere. His mouth was set in grim lines, but she
knew it was just because he was nervous too.

    "You look beautiful, Rivie."

    "Thanks. You look intimidating."

    "Yeah, and you know I'm a big pussycat."

    "To me, yes. To others..."

    "Come on, let's go."

    Rand gave her hand one last squeeze as he posed her in front of the grand piano and took
his seat at the bench.

    She took a deep breath to settle her fluttering stomach. She hadn't eaten lunch or dinner, but
that was normal for her before performing. Anticipation always set her nerves on edge. In her
experience something bad always happened at the end of a long wait. It was another painful legacy
from her past. Rivie shook her head. The present was what mattered now.

    "...is proud to present R & R Blues! Now here they are for their premiere performance,
Reee-veee and Rand!"

    As the curtain rose, Rand started the opening bars to "Heartsick," a song he had written
years before. Despite Rivie's long familiarity with the song, she heard a trace of a nervous wobble in
her voice for the first two notes. But she quickly regained her poise because beyond the stage lights,
the people's faces were nothing more than dark blurs.

    As usual, the intricate melody and the soul-searing lyrics soon transported her to a place
where it didn't matter whether she had an audience or not. One song led seamlessly into another,
and, at the end of the set, the applause was gratifyingly loud.

    "We did it, Rivie," Rand whispered as they bowed gracefully to the audience.

    "Yes, and we have the second show to do in less than three hours," she whispered
back.

    She retired to her dressing room to change clothes. She was trying to decide whether to
return to her suite or go talk to Rand, knowing he would reassure her about her muffed notes, when
someone knocked on the door. To her surprise, it was a bellhop with a dozen pink roses.

    The card said simply, "To a great blues singer. Brava." It was signed, "A fan."

    Rivie touched a velvety petal and felt her cheeks warm. It was just a nice gesture, she told
herself as she stared at the large, but neat handwriting. It wasn't Rand's style to buck up her
confidence in such a roundabout way. Besides, the handwriting wasn't his. Well, she wouldn't wonder
about it. Although she'd like to thank whoever sent the flowers, she would probably never meet
him.

    During their second set Rivie caught herself scanning the audience, trying to pick out
among the shadowy faces who could be her new fan. She told herself whoever he was, he wouldn't
have returned for the second set.

    She didn't think Rand had noticed, but as soon as they left the stage, he turned to her and
said, "All right. What was so fascinating out in the audience?"

    She hesitated. After all, they never discussed their personal lives. She had never really had
one, and Rand changed girlfriends so often there was nothing to discuss. "Nothing." She felt her face
heat at the lie.

    "Nothing? Really?"

    "Nothing. Really." She let a note of exasperation seep into her words.

    "Okay, Rivie."

    Then she ruined it by opening her dressing room door. Rand glanced in and saw the roses
on the vanity table, but he merely raised his eyebrows at her. "Don't let anyone rush you into
anything."

    "I won't. You know that better than anyone."

    "Yeah, but one of these days you're going to want to play catch-up."

    "You mean by having a parade of men through my life like you do with women?"

    "Something like that," he agreed.

    At her eye roll, he added, "Okay, just be careful."

* * * *

    Determined to try skiing, Rivie attempted to talk a reluctant Rand into taking a lesson with
her the next morning.

    "I already know how to ski to the point I know I'd have no patience to teach you. Take a
lesson or two and I promise we'll go together sometime next week."

    She gave in with good grace. From his preoccupied expression she could tell he was already
working on a new song. When that happened, he preferred to be alone.

    She took a shuttle to the ski resort, just minutes away from the casino. The weather was
crisp and windless, with no cloud cover to prevent the sun from reflecting strongly off the pristine
snow.

    By nine-thirty, she was outfitted in ski pants, skis, boots, poles, and had paid for her lesson.
As she stood with four other people waiting for the ski instructor to arrive, she made sure her
loose-fitting pullover sweater was tucked into her ski pants and her parka zipped.

    She looked longingly towards the line of lifts stretching to the very top. The view of the lake
would be spectacular from up there. Maybe someday. She shivered slightly. Even with her parka on,
she was chilled. If only she could start moving around to warm up.

    Where was the ski instructor?

    As if her thought had conjured him up, he arrived. In contrast with his tanned face and
sunburned nose, his white teeth glistened. "Good morning, I'm Mike Glenn."

    Rivie tensed as his glance skimmed over the two couples in the group, and then zeroed in
on her as the only unattached female. To his credit though, he addressed each of them equally as he
talked about how to pole, turn, and stop. As one they moved to the lift that would take them to the
top of a beginner's slope. Mike naturally paired with her on the lift, so he was there to steady her as
they exited.

    Rivie gently disengaged herself from his clasp, trying not to make it too obvious to the
others who were waiting.

    He flashed her a grin, apparently not taking her rebuff at all seriously. Once more, he
demonstrated how to slow, steer, and stop, before schussing a hundred yards down the slope, where
he stopped with a flourish.

    "Okay, one at a time, ski down to me!"

    Rivie decided to go last, suddenly apprehensive. She needn't have feared, however, because
she kept her skis in the basic "snow plow" position, and coasted down to Mike. In this way, they all
made their way back down to the lift at the bottom.

    As Mike had used each stop to comment on their technique, she was chilled again by the
time they got to the bottom of the slope. Unfortunately, he noticed, and took the opportunity to put
his arm around her as they rode to the top again.

    She should have insisted Rand come with her. Instead, she'd have to be the one to make it
clear to Romeo to keep his hands to himself.

    Once off the lift, she again waited until everyone else had made their way down to Mike
before taking a deep breath and starting off. This time she was determined to try to go a little faster.
Within seconds she was in a crouched, balanced position that ensured she picked up even more
speed. By the time she streaked past the other five, she was out of control.

    For an all too brief a time, she enjoyed the exhilaration of the wind whipping by her and the
sheer speed of her descent. Suddenly, out of the corner of her eye, she saw a tiny, parka-clad figure on
a collision course with her. She tried to turn but instead she lost her balance and catapulted, face first,
into the gritty snow.

    I wish it were spring so I could be hiking instead. She was thinking about rolling over
when she felt a touch at her shoulder and heard someone say, "Are you all right?" A man's voice, but
not Mike-the-ski-instructor's.

    She didn't resist as gentle hands rolled her slowly onto her back. "Yes, just a bit snowy," she
murmured, while swiping her scarf end off her nose. She pulled her knitted cap straight and brushed
the snow from her face, which was pretty hard to do with mitten-covered hands.

    "Here, let me help you."

    Her rescuer swept the snow from her body and straightened her skis, which were
miraculously still attached to her boots. Seconds later, he helped her brush the remaining sticky
granules from her face with bare, warm hands.

    "I was doing okay until I realized I was about to run over that little boy," she muttered.

    "I noticed." Sympathy lacing his husky voice, he added, "It was a noble move."

    She finally looked up, and beheld a golden man. Gleaming bronze and gold hair, warm hazel
eyes, and a golden tan. Then he smiled. A flush of heat swept through her.

    "And elegantly done," he finished wickedly.

    She stifled a groan. Great. Trust her to make a graceless move in front of someone with a
rapier sharp sense of humor.

    "You're Rivie Summers, aren't you?"

    Even his voice was golden, warm and deep and molten.

    She swallowed hard. "Yes. How did you know?"

    "I was in the audience last night."

    "You're a fan of rock and roll?"

    "No, actually I'm a fan of the blues. My sixteen-year old nephew is the rock and roll fan,
although he wasn't even born when the group he wanted to see was at its height."

    "I see. I, uh, hope you both enjoyed the show."

    "Immensely." He held a hand out and pulled her easily to her feet. "I'm Sean McClain."

    "I'm Rivie. Oh, uh, er, thank you." What was the matter with her? Why was her heart
suddenly thumping so hard?

    She glanced up to catch Sean smiling at her. No laughter or amusement at her expense, just
keen interest.

    Mike arrived with a spray of snow and gave Sean a sharp glance. "Here, Rivie, let's get you
started again."

    Without thinking, she turned a desperate look in Sean's direction.

    "Ms. Summers has twisted her ankle. I'm going to escort her down to the lodge," he said
smoothly.

    With a frustrated look, Mike glided away.

    "That was shameless."

    "I was merely coming to your rescue after that hunted look you sent me," he said.

    "You're right. He was coming on a bit strong."

    "When a man sees something he wants, he goes after it." He was still smiling, but his eyes
were serious, and she knew he was definitely including himself in his statement.

    She glanced away. Part of her wanted to flee, an all too familiar feeling. Another part wanted
to remain in his presence, an unfamiliar emotion for her. "That's true for women, too, and I want to
learn how to ski."

    He sighed, puffing his cheeks out as he did so. He pretended to think a moment, squinting
off into the distance, before saying with mock reluctance, "Well, okay."

    The next three hours flew by. Sean was a much better instructor than Mike. He believed in
learning by doing, and she did a lot of doing. Skiing just behind her, he called out instructions and tips
to her all the way down the slope. She fell four more times, but each time Sean was there to dust her
off and pull her effortlessly to her feet. The last time she fell she rolled to her back and just lay there,
trying to regain her breath.

    It didn't help when Sean squatted down next to her and patted her gently on the shoulder.
"That was extraordinarily graceful, Rivie," he said, and smiled down into her eyes.

    She looked up at him. It's worth falling because it's an excuse for him to get close to me, to
touch me. She couldn't help the little moan of distress that escaped her. How could she even think
such a thing?

      "Are you all right?" His brow was furrowed in concern, and he leaned closer still, running
his hand from her shoulder to her elbow as if to comfort her.

    "Y-yes, just the wind knocked out of me a little." She knew it was impossible, but her skin
felt hot where his hand touched her. So hot, she wished he would move it to her belly--or even to her
breast. At that amazing thought, her breath caught in her throat.

    "Here, sit up. You'll be able to breathe more easily."

    She was, but only because he removed his hands once she was sitting up.

    "Okay. I'm ready to go again." She hoped her voice didn't betray how breathless she still
felt.

    He frowned a little, but obediently helped her to her feet.

    Concentrating on what he said to her instead of how he made her feel, Rivie was soon
slowly, but correctly, skis together, schussing down the gentle slopes.

    Shortly before one, Sean called a halt. "That's enough for now. Let's go down to the lodge for
lunch."

    "Just one more?"

    "Trust me. You've had enough. You're going to be so sore tomorrow you'll hardly be able to
walk."

    "I didn't get to the top."

    "It'll take you a while longer to get there."

    "I know, but I bet the view is marvelous."

    "Yes."

    "You've been up there?" She knew she'd held him back from skiing at the more advanced
level.

    "Don't worry about it. I'd much rather spend the day with you on a bunny slope than on any
diamond run."

    She dropped her gaze. "Um. Thanks."

    He chuckled and her heart skipped a beat. His laugh, as husky as his voice, touched off
something hot and shivery deep inside her.

    "Come on. All the way to the bottom this time."

    After she had changed back to her own warm slacks and half boots, Sean sent her into the
lodge to grab a table while he turned in all her equipment. A few minutes later, she watched as he
approached their table. She judged him at a couple of inches over six feet, which made him a good six
inches over her own height. Where she was reed slim and fine boned, he was just the opposite, big
and solid looking, even without his ski parka.

    He looked as if nothing, absolutely nothing, would ever scare him, which was just the
opposite of herself. She often felt like a rabbit, afraid and wary of the world.

    "What would you like?" he asked after sitting down.

    "A hot chocolate."

    "Hmm. Sounds good, but do you have a strict rule against alcohol before five?"

    "No, but I'm not much of a drinker."

    "Trust me." He gave her a look, implying she surely shouldn't.

    "Okay, but just this once." She found herself smiling involuntarily. Chagrined, she told
herself, why not smile? Why ever not?

    The waiter arrived, pencil poised. "Ready to order?"

    "Two snugglers, please."

    "Anything else?"

    "We'll decide over our drinks, thanks." As soon as the waiter left, Sean scanned the menu.
"Hmm. What sounds good?"

    "I'm not too hungry."

    "You should eat something. You've burned a lot of calories out there today and you look as if
you could stand a few pounds."

    "How can you tell in these polar bear clothes?" Was she flirting with him?

    "I can tell."

    Her breath caught as he stared back at her, as if to emphasize he'd been studying her figure
for hours. She supposed he had, as he'd always stayed behind her as she skied. She forced her
attention to the menu. She just didn't know how to enjoy flirting.

    That was her problem. She had invited his comment, and yet she had frozen when he
responded.

    "Do you have to practice before your shows tonight?"

    "Well, we should. Rand expects me back in a few hours."

    "And Rand is..."

    "My partner and friend. I've known him for over ten years." Now why had she felt the need
to add that?

    "Good." There was a wealth of satisfaction in his voice.

    Luckily, they were interrupted by the arrival of their drinks so Rivie didn't have time to
reflect on his comment.

    Sean waited while she took her first sip. Hot chocolate, but with a sweet, minty kick.

    "What's in it?"

    "Peppermint schnapps. Kinda hits the spot, doesn't it?"

    She noticed how the skin around his eyes crinkled when he smiled, and suddenly she had to
remind herself to breathe. What was happening to her? Usually she scurried to Rand for protection
when a man showed any interest in her. But with Sean she didn't feel like running, although she did
feel a sense of heightened awareness, as she always did around men.

    The difference was that around Sean, the caution was caused, not by him, but by what was
between the two of them. Not that she knew what that was exactly, because it was something she'd
never felt before. Whoa! She swallowed hard and suppressed the urge to groan aloud. Maybe two
sips of the snuggler were already affecting her thought processes.

    She watched as he took a sip of his drink. His hair, a streaky mix of brown and blond, was
wind-whipped, and, as she watched, he thrust a hand through it, sweeping the strands back from
hanging untidily over his broad forehead. Out of the bright sunlight, his eyes appeared a darker
hazel. His nose was straight, his chin determined, and his lips clean cut, sculpted, with tilting corners.
She dragged her gaze away from his smiling mouth and up to his smiling eyes.

    He'd caught her staring. But then he was staring at her, too. Of course, he probably wanted
her to know he enjoyed looking at her, while she had to stop herself from squirming in her chair in
embarrassment.

    He ordered them a huge lunch. To her surprise, she was ravenous by the time it arrived. She
was tense at first. To her eating with someone was personal and intimate, even when surrounded by
other people. Even more intimate was gazing directly into his eyes, yet sensing that his gaze
remained on her even when she glanced away. She finally relaxed when she decided his gentle regard
meant he realized how wary she was and that he would keep things light and casual. For now.

    He drew out her opinions on blues singers and styles over the years while she stared at him
between answers. She was captivated, not just by his golden eyes fixed intently on hers, or his
beautiful mouth often curved in a smile, but by his deep, husky voice.

    But then voice was her stock and trade. Every time she listened to her favorite blues songs,
she'd close her eyes so nothing distracted her from the music. With Sean, she experienced the same
desire. She had to stop her eyes from drifting shut when he responded to something she said.

    She finally admitted to herself that what she was feeling was definitely an attraction to this
golden man. At least that's what she thought her rapid breathing, thudding heart, and feeling like she
could jump out of her skin meant.

    One more drink and over an hour later, Rivie was still feeling warning bells going off inside
her head, but she was enjoying the effects of her heightened senses too much to heed the alarm.
Besides she was starting to feel so comfortable with him, as if he would protect her, as if she could
trust him.

    A wave of panic swept through her. This situation was unreal. This wasn't her, couldn't be
her. Talking, flirting, acting like she was on a date. It was dangerous to trust, a lesson she had learned
in the hardest possible way. She should just go. She glanced at her watch, genuinely shocked at how
late it was. "Oh, no! I didn't realize it was so late. I've got to get going."

    "Okay, let's go."

    When she stood up, she stifled a groan. Every muscle, muscles she didn't even know she had,
screamed in protest.

    Sean cupped her elbow to steady her, and said sympathetically, "Like I said, you're going to
feel even worse tomorrow."

    "Just what I needed to hear."

    When they arrived back at the hotel, Sean stopped her with a hand on her arm. "Would you
be up for a late dinner between your shows tonight?"

    "No, thank you. I don't eat between sets."

    "Too nervous?"

    "Yes."

    "How about after?"

    She stared at him mutely, eyes wide with indecision.

    "Just say yes."

    After a moment's hesitation, she did.

    Sean escorted her all the way to the door of her suite. There, he turned her to face him,
grasping each of her hands in his. She barely stopped herself from tensing. After all, he'd had his
hands on almost every part of her body. If she were honest, she loved the way his hands engulfed her
own.

    He placed his lips gently against her forehead. "Today was fun, Rivie. I'm looking forward to
seeing you tonight."

    Rivie resisted the sudden urge she had to lean forward into his arms. What was the
matter with her? She managed a nod and then turned to go into her room.

* * * *

    Half an hour later, Rand scowled at her as she carefully stepped on the stage. Sean was right.
Her muscles were already stiffening again, even after a hot shower and a couple of aspirin.

    "You're late."

    "I know. Let's just get started."

    "You haven't been skiing all this time, have you?"

    "No, but I am terribly sore." She tried a woebegone look, but it was difficult when her mind
kept drifting back to the magical hours she'd just spent with Sean.

    He studied her unsympathetically. "Uh-huh. What happened?"

    "What do you mean?"

    "I don't know. You just look different somehow."

    She felt her cheeks warm. He knew her too well, which was why she wasn't going to tell him
about Sean. Instead of answering, she started to sing "Loving Family."

    After one more narrow-eyed stare, Rand shrugged and caught up with her on the
keyboard.

    She called a halt after less than an hour. "I'm sorry, Rand, but I've got to stop. I really overdid
it today."
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