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Section I. Introduction: An Accidental Inspiration 

In my wildest aspirations, I never dreamed of becoming a romance 

novelist. Imagining myself as a "real" writer, my work would be reviewed in the 

New York Times Book Review, and perhaps even studied in college English 

classes. But a writer of romance novels? Not in this lifetime. I would never be 

caught actually reading, or worse, writing that kind of "trash." 

Romantic fiction, the most popular and least respected genre, has a 

colorful history that has been mostly hidden behind the backdrop of the 

patriarchal curtain. "In a genre as old, as flexible, and as ill-defined as the 

romance novel, it is, perhaps, understandable that many critics would mistake a 

few texts as representative of the whole" (Regis 7). Dominated by women, 

written mostly for women and about women's issues, most people, including 

myself, have long considered the romance genre non-academic. But why is this 

particular genre so stigmatized? 

In looking to women's fiction to provide insights into women's 
existence what should be kept in mind from the outset is that 
when women have written for publication, they have been required 
to meet the rules laid down by men. Men have been in charge of 
the discourse: They have determined the topics and the terms in 
public/published realm (Spender 115). 

Perhaps, then, for reasons that are now becoming clearer, I had always 

thought to stick to reading and writing "serious" subjects, or that which had been 

condoned by the literary canon makers. 

As a result of a serendipitous encounter with a contemporary romance 

novel, and through sheer curiosity, I began to ponder some questions: Where did 

the romance novel originate? What are the elements that define a story as 

"romance?" What makes good romance literature and who decides what gets 

published? And what made women, even educated women like myself, want to 
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read novels that were considered "trash" by the literary canon makers? Was it 

possible that there was some hidden social dynamic behind reading the 

romance? And then the ultimate question: Could I actually write a romance 

novel for other women that would deliver the same feelings of escape into 

fantasy that I experienced and possibly achieve a rewarding career doing it? 

The answers to these questions, and many more, were to be revealed to 

me after extensive research, which turned out to be only the tip of the iceberg. 

What I discovered is that the romance genre has a language all its own; that the 

novels are stories of fantasy and hope that women write to share with each other; 

and that even though they may have the reputation of serving no real purpose 

other than to reinforce the notion of patriarchal subservience, they are in actuality 

a subversive celebration of female sexuality, female power, and the real rewards 

of committed relationships formed through respect and equality. It soon became 

clear to me that writing the romance could tum out to be a great aspiration, one 

that could serve a real purpose in enhancing the daily lives of real women, and 

one that could even make a difference in the promotion of equality and 

empowerment for a new generation. 

Thesis Discussion 

One wintry day, out of sheer boredom and with reluctance, I picked up a 

"romance" novel that had been inadvertently left at my house by a friend. To my 

eternal surprise, it was a good story; and I found myself swept away from the 

stress and reality of my life into another world where anything is possible, if only 

for a short while. I ventured into another woman's life, vicariously lived her 

wildest adventures, and then returned to my life feeling somehow refreshed, as if 

I had just taken a short vacation. Now, granted, I came across several more of 
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these kinds of books that consisted of bad writing, totally implausible dialogue 

and plot lines, and just plain cheese; I rolled my eyes back in my head and 

tossed these books across the room before ever reaching the third chapter. 

Even though some of these books more closely resembled what I would consider 

"my mother's romance novel," it occurred to me that the romance genre seemed 

to have undergone a major metamorphosis since the last time I spared a cursory 

glance at one at a garage sale. 

The contemporary romance novel no longer only revolves around the 

romantic liaison between a heterosexual male and female but involves story lines 

that include larger social issues of the world. In addition, "women's fiction" is no 

longer solely written by women and for women (although male authors are in the 

minority); and many contemporary novels incorporate these larger social issues 

to attract both female and male audiences. Consequently, the romance genre 

has taken over a significant portion of the literary market. From the Romance 

Writers of America, Inc. website*, here are some interesting statistics: 

-Romantic fiction comprises 42% of the literary market. 

-Romantic fiction accounted for $1.6 billion in sales in 2002. 

-The average romance reader is between 25 and 60 years old. 

-63% of romance readers have attended college (31 % graduates and 

post-

graduate degrees). 

-91% of readers most enjoy romantic suspense 

*RWA data compiled from Book Industry Study Group, American Bookseller Association, and 
Ingram's Catalogue. 

It is clear that the romance genre has evolved to encompass a wide 

variety of subject matter; and even though the romantic relationship is still the 

center of focus in these books, it commands an extraordinarily large audience. 
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Published in 1984, in what may possibly have been the first real 

challenge to the literary canon on the romance genre, Janice Radway's study, 

Reading the Romance, offered a great deal of insight into a possible explanation 

of the popularity of the genre as well as why women read, and write, the 

romance. Although her study reflects the attitudes of the times (late 70s to early 

80s) and involved mostly middle-class housewives who had the time to read and 

were not encouraged to be in the workforce, she nonetheless presents many 

valid issues that still apply in the twenty-first century among contemporary 

women. Contrary to the commonly held beliefs that romance novels are all 

"bodice rippers" (in fact, Radway's women abhorred physical violence in their 

reading), Radway showed that the romance is a multifaceted genre that 

encompasses a large spectrum and can range from simple plots to more 

complex stories, with only certain elements that make up the backbone that 

define it as a romance. The most pervasive element in all of the novels is a 

plucky, intelligent and independent heroine who overcomes adversity to win the 

love and respect of the man she loves and wishes to marry. 

Critics point out that it is this very element that enforces the ideology of 

the patriarchal heterosexual relationship and traps women into thinking that 

marriage is the only avenue and goal for their personal happiness. "Given the 

apparent power of the romance's conservative counter-messages, then, it is 

tempting to suggest that romantic fiction must be an active agent in the 

maintenance of the ideological status quo because it ultimately reconciles 

women to patriarchal society and reintegrates them with its institutions" (Radway 

217). But what if the very act of reading the romance is in itself a subversive 

social protest to these institutions? What if, in actuality, it is a rebellion of sorts 

against the patriarchal society that makes so many demands upon women's time 
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and energy? "In picking up a book ... they refuse temporarily their family's 

otherwise constant demand that they attend to the wants of others even as they 

act deliberately to do something for their own private pleasure" (211). Time and 

again, when women are asked why they read the romance, the general 

consensus is the same: it is a sanctuary, a therapeutic salve to soothe the chafe 

of the frantic pace of their lives, and "me" time. 

Many critics also claim that the genre encourages unrealistic expectations 

of men by women, and that "romance reading addresses needs created in them 

but not met by patriarchal institutions and engendering practices" (211). After all 

the unrealistic expectations that the world has of women, what if we did begin to 

demand higher expectations from men? Would the fabric of society, as we know 

it, unravel? It's highly doubtful; there is always room for improvement. 

Radway also suggests that, "In fact, this activity may very well obviate the 

need or desire to demand satisfaction in the real world because it can be so 

successfully met in fantasy" (212). With respectful disagreement, fantasies can 

only meet the real needs of real women to a certain extent. What if, by silently 

and collectively transforming women's attitudes about patriarchy and marriage, 

these novels ultimately lead to a demand for positive change in the real world? 

"The reader of romances, contrary to the arguments of many popular literature 

critics, is engaged in an intensely active psychological process. The energy 

women now use to belittle and defeat themselves can be rechannelled into 

efforts to grow and explore ways of affirming and asserting the self' (Modleski 

58). It becomes apparent, then, that reading, or writing, the romance is a large 

and complex phenomenon that cannot be confined to a simple explanation. 

The romance genre has embedded within it the history of the 

contemporary woman's point of view of the world and mirrors women's ever-
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changing social identification of how we came to have the ability to make our own 

decisions, to make our own living, and to be able to choose a mate for reasons 

other than financial ones. It is this metamorphosis of real women and their 

personal attitudes about their roles in society that has subversively laid the 

groundwork for the contemporary romance novel heroine; and she is a force to 

be reckoned with. 

A Bit of History and Evolution 

Since ancient times, particularly in the Greek romance, there have been 

stories of mysterious birth, oracular prophesies, foster parents, adventures that 

involve capture by pirates or strange fantastical creatures, narrow escapes from 

death, recognition of the true identity of the hero and his eventual marriage to the 

heroine. Until very recently in human history, only royalty and the very wealthy 

were literate, hence minstrels were employed to sing tales of adventure and 

romance to the general populace. In Medieval times, there were stories of 

courtly love and chivalry, though they were mostly about unrequited love and 

platonic relationships, since the object of admiration was usually a lady of the 

court and the admirer a knight in her lord's employ. But the history of the 

romance novel in its current form began within the last three centuries. 

Traditionally, when women married, they became the property of men and 

all ownership and identity also became the property of men; therefore, the 

earliest romance novels were written within this context. In these stories, the 

heroines serendipitously find romantic love and admiration through their 

courtships, as well as the traditional financial security that the heroes can bring to 

them through marriage. "For centuries, choosing a husband was the crucial 

decision for most women. The romance novel emerges as a dominant form of the 
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English novel just as the expectations surrounding the choice of a husband 

shifted" (Regis 58). It was imperative that women made the best possible 

choice of a mate. In the British novels of the eighteenth and nineteenth 

centuries, a new expectation emerged that, in an ideal world, a woman could 

gain not only financial security, but love and respect through the institution of 

marriage. Pamela (1740) by Samuel Richardson, Pride and Prejudice (1813) by 

Jane Austen, Jane Eyre (1847) by Charlotte Bronte, Framley Parsonage (1861) 

by Anthony Trollope, and A Room With A View (1908) by E. M. Forster, 

demonstrate this evolution from simply marrying for pragmatic reasons to 

marrying for other reasons as well. 

In America, only upper-middle-class women who had servants had the 

time to write; and as men dominated the publishing industry, it was considered 

immoral for a woman to write about any subject other than art criticism, history, 

or sociology. But women slowly found subversive ways around this. During "The 

Cult of True Womanhood," the nineteenth-century ideal of the perfect woman 

involved four cardinal virtues - piety, purity, submissiveness and domesticity -

and any behavior that might threaten this philosophy had serious social 

repercussions. So-called dime novels, packaged as "lurid" short tales, thrived as 

an underground source of romantic fiction; but they were considered garbage 

and ignored by the literary elite. Harriet Beecher Stowe's Uncle Tom's Cabin 

opened the way for women to publish sentimental literature, though the focus 

was on the emotion and impact of social issues, not romance. If any romance 

was involved, it usually was written as a moral lesson; an independent woman 

would eventually find herself in a compromised situation, i.e., an out-of-wedlock 

birth, with dire consequences to follow. 
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It wasn't until the beginning of the twentieth century that the form began 

to take on the familiar format of the contemporary romance novel, starting with 

The Sheik (1919) by E.M. Hull. "Her heroine is independent; the hero is 

dangerous. The Sheik embodies the spirit and essence of the romance novel 

and still inspires imitators" (Regis 108). The first of many romantic alliances that 

contained rape fantasies from the 1920s to the 1970s, it was presumed that it 

would be too scandalous for the heroine to engage in premarital sex willingly. (I 

suspect that it is with these types of popular storylines that the romance novels 

gained the reputation of "bodice rippers.") Indeed, for most of its history, the 

romance novel did not contain sex scenes, only sexual innuendo. But for the 

heroines of the twentieth-century romance novel, courtship was no longer the 

only path to the fulfillment of individualism, to have property rights, or even the 

right to make a comp~nionate marriage. These books portray women as being in 

command of their lives before they even meet the hero. The financially stable 

and sentimental hero that would make a good husband evolved into the rake that 

must be tamed or healed. 

Though these women were more independent than their predecessors, 

ultra femininity and innocence remained as desired traits for romance heroines; 

and Barbara Cartland, known as the "Queen of Romance," wrote over seven 

hundred short novels with heroines possessing these traits from 1923 until her 

death in 2000. The "Regency" romance was also very popular in the mid

twentieth century, with the setting of the story placed in England between 1800 

and 1837, when the Prince of Wales ruled for his diseased father, George Ill. 

These historicals, set within the backdrop of the Napoleonic Wars, were 

characterized by fancy dress, arranged marriages, and steamy courtly alliances. 
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It wasn't until 197 4, due to an unprecedented boom in the sales of the 

short romance novel, that it was split into different "lines" of paperback romance, 

varying in length, in the presence and kind of sex, in the presence or absence of 

a suspense plot, or in the chronological setting. This boom gave new writers such 

as Janet Daily, Mary Stewart, Kathleen Woodiwiss, and Jayne Ann Krentz an 

opportunity to become published and changed the face of the distribution and 

sale of romance novels. For example, Nora Roberts, just one of the authors who 

took advantage of this opportunity by first writing for Silhouette in 1980, has since 

published at least sixty-eight releases that have reached The New York Times' 

bestseller list. "Of course, The Times has never reviewed any of these" (Regis 

184). (As a matter of fact, at this writing, The New York Book Review recently 

posted a review of Roberts' latest book, Northern Lights, on October 10, 2004. A 

milestone had quietly occurred and I took notice.) These subgenres have since 

evolved into defined categories: historical, mystery, paranormal, suspense, time

travel, multi-cultural, erotic, and Christian. In fact, there are so many subgenres 

and novels with subplots that the line between what is considered romance and 

what is not has become blurred. 

Heroines have changed. Gone are the prim, modest and decidedly 

submissive young women hoping to catch a husband of earlier decades, 

replaced with intelligent, successful, independent, sexual women. 

Heroes have evolved as well. The manly man is still very much in style: 

mysterious, rakishly handsome, and successful-but he also needs a little 

educating in matters of the heart and relationships with women. Contemporary 

heroines demand more than just a pretty face and a healthy checkbook. He can 

be dangerously rugged on the outside, but just need the right woman's love to 

bring out his "sensitive" side, or he can be "broken" and "cold" on the inside from 
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some prior tragedy, and the right woman can "heal" him by pointing out the error 

of his ways. It is no longer a requirement that he possess financial success that 

far exceeds the heroine's; but he must have a true heart, or be capable of 

developing a true heart, for the romance to bear fruit. He also must be intelligent 

and aware of the larger scheme of life outside his own sphere. If he is a bit 

egocentric at the beginning, he must at least be able to change by the end of the 

story, with his true colors revealed to make him the interesting and desirable 

mate that he is. Most of all, he must respect the heroine as an equal; a real man 

has no trouble at all understanding that washing the dishes is no threat to his 

masculinity. 

A Novel Idea 

Working closely with my Faculty Committee, I have completed seven 

chapters of the draft of the paranormal romantic suspense novel, DogStar, and 

have plotted the entire story line. I have applied the mechanics of what I have 

learned throughout my undergraduate and graduate studies, as well as through 

my own extensive independent research on the romance genre. 

My premise for the story is a bit complex. The best way that I can 

describe it would be to write a dramatic (and extended) version of the blurb that 

could be imprinted on the back cover: 

Used to facing adversity alone, Katie is a struggling single parent living in 
the Midwest and working on her first novel, hoping that its success will 
finally give her financial freedom. But writing the novel turns out to have 
unintended and unforeseen consequences. Using a tip from a best-selling 
romance novelist, she chooses a handsome high-profile celebrity to 
pattern her fictional hero after; then through the course of writing the 
story, becomes hopelessly infatuated with her muse. As she comes 
closer to finishing the novel, her dreams at night are frequently haunted 
by his presence. One lonely night, out of money, out of job options, and 
waiting for word on the publication of her novel, Katie gazes up at the 
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brightest star in the sky, Sirius, the Dog Star. She inadvertently makes a 
wish, while desperately beseeching the heavens for direction. Is it fate, or 
divine intervention, which causes all of her carefully laid plans to go awry, 
sending her on a real adventure with the man in her dreams? 

Leaving his modest suburban home for Los Angeles at the tender age of 
twenty with eighty-six dollars in his pocket, Kevin had dreams of making it 
big in Hollywood. After struggling for twenty years and despite the odds, 
Kevin has proven himself as a successful and talented actor, rising to 
become a major name in Hollywood. Just when he thought that all his 
hard work and ambition were about to pay off, the tragic accidental death 
of his pregnant wife at the hands of an obsessed fan rendered the fruition 
of his dreams into a hollow victory. Believing that the price of fame came 
at too high a cost and shunning the ostentatious and empty lifestyle of the 
rich and famous, Kevin wanders continents searching for some purpose 
to his life in between making blockbuster movies, but without any real 
hope of healing the emptiness in his soul. But then strange letters 
addressed to him and containing stanzas of a cryptic poem begin to 
appear in the most unlikely places. Are they from yet another obsessed 
stalker? And who is the beautiful auburn-haired woman who keeps 
appearing in his dreams? 

As the letters and strange events escalate, and with the help of his 
personal bodyguard, Nigel, Kevin decides to take matters into his own 
hands before it's too late. After arranging a meeting with a suspicious 
novelist who might be the stalker, and bumbling the whole affair, he finds 
that he is inexplicably drawn to her. He recklessly pursues her into the 
wilderness of Colorado, where a forest fire separates them from 
civilization, and they become dependent on only each other for their very 
survival. Kevin, tom between his suspicions of Katie and finding himself 
rapidly falling in love with her, must unravel the terrible secret that 
threatens their chance for happiness ... and their very lives ... before it's too 
late. 

From a sociological standpoint, I am aware that many readers enjoy the 

romance genre because it is an escape from the hardships of their ordinary lives 

to a utopian fantasy. However, a good story (at least in my eyes) usually 

involves an ordinary person who is faced with extraordinary circumstances and 

has the courage and resourcefulness to triumph in the end. It is this transition 

from reality to fantasy that has shown its appeal to audiences by allowing the 

reader to identify with the "ordinary" and makes the "extraordinary" believable. 
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In the course of my research, I have come across very few heroines that I 

personally have been able to wholly identify with as a single parent. I believe 

that this is a huge part of the literary market that has been largely untapped; 

writing about some of the hardships that I share with so many other single 

women raising a family on their own is part of my "angle." My heroine, Katie, 

faces issues that many single mothers deal with on a daily basis: the stigma of 

not being married, the hardships of poverty, sexual harassment, and the rejection 

of her feminist values by society; but she also has dreams and ambitions like 

everyone else. The story of Katie is a classic Cinderella story, but with a twist: 

she rises above her struggles under her own steam before she ever meets her 

handsome Prince; and there is something about fate and divine intervention for 

those who really deserve it that is appealing. Katie's "wish upon a star" results in 

fantastical changes to the course of her life; but I have carefully left it up to my 

readers as to whether or not her "fairy godmother" really has anything to do with 

it. 

Race and class issues are timeless and will be around as long as there 

are people to construct social structure. My dark and tragic hero, Kevin, multi

racial and not born to privilege, faces some of these issues as barriers in his 

difficult rise to fame, and then finds it ironic that stardom renders many of these 

issues invisible. In our celebrity-obsessed culture, many people dream of 

becoming rich and famous; but there is a dark side to celebrity that most people 

are not aware of. It is part of my premise that this lifestyle is not all that it's 

cracked up to be; and Kevin already knows this from the beginning of the story. 

Despite his despair that the scars of tragedy can ever be healed, he wistfully 

dreams, of a much simpler life, and subconsciously carries the hope that 

something or someone will come along to provide some answer to his dilemma. 
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Perhaps Katie's "fairy godmother" has taken pity on him as well, or maybe, 

through the course of his adversity, he will learn to pay more attention to what is 

really important in life. 

In addition to devising the deeper issues of the storyline, I am conscious 

that there are certain "formulasn that are usually followed when writing romance; 

but there are actually few hard and fast rules. Pamela Regis, author of A Natural 

History of the Romance Novel and a published author of many romances under a 

pseudonym, asserts that in order for a novel to be considered a romance, it must 

at least pass a simple Litmus test: "A romance novel is a work of prose fiction 

that tells the story of the courtship and betrothal of one or more heroines" (19). 

Although she argues that there is no specific ''formula," she believes that 

there are eight elements that must be included in the story in order for it to 

qualify, and "these elements are essential" (Regis 30) regardless of the order 

they appear in the novel: 

1. 
2. 
3. 
4. 
5. 
6. 

7. 

8. 

The initial state of society in which heroine and hero must court. 
The meeting between heroine and hero. 
The barrier to the union of heroine and hero. 
The attraction between the heroine and hero. 
The declaration of love between the heroine and hero. 
The point of ritual death (the point at which it appears that the barrier 
between them is too great to overcome). 
The recognition by heroine and hero of the means to 
overcome the barrier. 
The betrothal. 

What makes a story unique, in my opinion, is to find a creative way to 

step outside the mold of the standard "formula, n and present the essential 

elements in a novel way. Although most of the romance novels that I have read 

progress in the order that Regis has presented, and turn out to be well written, it 

is my personal experience that the stories are much more interesting if the order 
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is manipulated. As DogStarprogresses, and my revisions add more depth to the 

characters, it is my hope that I will be able to imagine even more ways to present 

this uniqueness of formula elements. 

Since my novel also falls under the category of "suspense," I have 

incorporated the generally accepted rule that there must be some element of 

danger that is integrated into the story in order for it to be suspenseful. In my 

novel, this element of danger takes the form of a stalker who is obsessed with 

Kevin, and (hopefully) the carefully laid clues throughout the course of events will 

provide the suspense with respect to the mysterious identity of this person who 

wreaks so much havoc throughout the story. There can be no deus ex machina 

that makes everything right; the reader must be able to look back and say, "Of 

course, I should have guessed;" but it is the suspense that makes it so satisfying. 

Completing seven chapters of a romantic suspense novel, or any novel 

for that matter, is an experience that cannot really be described unless you have 

experienced it firsthand, say, like childbirth, with everyone having similar yet 

different experiences. My personal experience can be related as analogous to 

building a house: choosing a site (story idea); the foundation, framing and roof 

(plot); deciding where the rooms should be (setting, characters and who they 

are); adding electrical, dry walling, and appliances (what the characters do); and 

then finally putting in the finishing touches to make it a home; paint, flooring, 

furniture and decorations (character quirks, revising dialogue, polishing prose). 

The first seven chapters of DogStar are sti11 somewhere in the dry- walling stage, 

with the impatient builder painting some walls, carpeting some rooms, and even 

occasionally altering the layout; but by no means at this point is she ready to 

move in_ and pronounce it "done. n 
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The story is constantly being revised as I test and explore Regis' formula 

to suit my own purposes; and my characters have gradually evolved to have a 

will of their own, which has been a bittersweet experience. I have moved from 

What should Katie do next? to What elements of her life as a single parent would 

reflect larger social issues of the world? What would she do in this difficult 

situation if she were plunked down in the middle of this situation; and how can I 

give inspiration to my readers by Katie 's thoughts and reactions? 

Then I have had to take Kevin's very different point of view of the world 

and ask, How would Kevin handle this situation based upon his personality? 

What strengths has he acquired through his awareness of supposedly "having it 

all" and then losing what's really important? Furthermore, I have had to take the 

point of view of the stalker, or villain, and ask, How does this person's point of 

view come into play? and How far can an obsession take you if you let it? It's a 

bit like having a multiple personality disorder. 

It is also important to note that the creative writing process evolves in a 

unique manner for every writer. For me, what may seem like a flash of 

inspiration at 2:00 AM might turn out to have some real shortcomings in the light 

of day. But, occasionally, that's not such a bad thing. What may at first seem like 

something that needs to be addressed with the delete key can lead to another 

idea that works really well; you can almost hear it "click" into place. I have 

learned never to discount the value of a very bad idea. 

Constant revision is a key element; with each revision, the prose gets 

better. No one sits down and writes a novel straight through and gets it right the 

first time; and if there is such a person, they can't possibly be likable. Allowing 

the manuscript to sit awhile while the author turns to other exciting things, such 

as laundry, dishes, etc., and then coming back to it when ready, gives it a fresh 
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perspective that results in better revision. Some authors brag that they get up at 

4:00 AM and force themselves to write for hours, even if the writing is no good, in 

the hopes of churning out something profound. That's great if it works for them; 

but, from my point of view, if the writing starts to become less than a labor of 

love, I'd rather put on my pantyhose and look for a day job. 

Conclusion 

We work in the dark -
we do what we can -
we give what we have. 

Our doubt is our passion and our passion is our task. 
The rest is the madness of art. - Henry James 

In anticipation of some resistance to my radical project as an academic 

endeavor, I have inadvertently transformed myself into somewhat of an expert on 

the romance genre, which after all, can only serve to assist me with the eventual 

success of my writing career. As I myself have become more aware of the 

undeserved stigma that has traditionally been attached to this genre, it has only 

encouraged me to make every attempt to expose this false mindset that almost 

all other genres could be considered academic except this particular one. The 

romance genre is almost exclusively dominated by women, and is an expression 

of what many women think about, dream about, or long to express without fear of 

condescension, in literary form: 

Academic critics, as we have seen, also condemn romances. In 
the twentieth century, for the most part, romances are stories 
written by women and read by women. Romance heroines make 
their own decisions, make their own livings, and choose their own 
husbands. I admit, unapologetically, that these values are 
profoundly bourgeois. I assert that they are the impossible dream 
of millions of women in many parts of the world today. To attack 
this very old genre, so stable in its form, so joyful in its celebration 
of freedom, is to discount, and perhaps even to deny, the most 
personal hopes of millions of women around the world. (Regis 
207) 
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In The Lgyptian l)ook ot the Dead, Sirius, 

the brightest star in the sk_y, is described as the 

place where all souls go atter the_y leave the bod_y. 

It is said that the soul ot Isis controls this star 

and that tor 70 da_ys each _year Sirius disappears 

trom the sk_y in order to prepare tor the rebirth ot Osiris, 

her beloved husband. 

PROLOGUE 

Some people believe that destiny is unavoidable and that there are no coincidences. 

Others believe that there is no destiny; choice and opportunity govern the course of life. 

Either way, Laura was about to meet her fate head on. 

For the last three weeks, she had been desperately searching for yet another unique 

birthday present for her husband; meeting with private collectors, visiting museums, making 

phone calls, all without finding anything extraordinary. And then she had discovered something, 

something so shocking and sinister, that she had not known how to break the news to him. For 

the last several days, she had kept the secret to herself, waiting for the just the right time. I'll 

have to tell him tonight, but he'll be so disappointed. I'll just have to replace it with something 

similar. 

With the special day now only two weeks away, she was running out of time. 

After researching Egyptian artifacts on the Internet all morning, she had planned to only lie 

down for a few minutes. When she awoke, she realized she had twenty minutes before she was 

due to meet him for dinner. 

Damn ... f'm going to be late. She was never late. Laura was a believer in punctuality, and 

thought a lack of it belied competence. 

In the past few weeks, she had beerl' surprised to find herself sleepy in the middle of the 

afternoon. The doctor had reassured her that this was completely normal for a woman in her 

condition. 
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How on earth am I going to tell him? We have to get it back to the museum somehow without 

the media getting wind of it. The police will probably want to question us. What an ugly mess. She 

ran a brush through her long blonde hair and quickly applied some lipstick. It would have to do. 

Grabbing her keys off the counter and pulling on her leather jacket, she hastened out the 

door. She fumbled with the door lock on her pickup and was astonished to find that the key did 

not work. In her haste, she had grabbed the keys to her husband's new Porsche. Oh well, I 

haven't had the chance to drive it yet. It's my tum. 

The engine of the sleek black sports car hummed with power as she smoothly changed 

gears. The streets were slick with late autumn rain and Laura felt the tires slip as she accelerated, 

a little too hastily, at a green light. I might just have to get one of these for myself. Excuse me, 

sir, do these come with built-in child seats? Laura thought it highly unlikely. She patted the little 

tummy she had acquired in the last few weeks. Now that they actually had money, they were 

going to have to start spending it on things that were a little more practical. 

As she changed lanes, she remembered, too late, that the exit she wanted was closed for 

construction. She tried to get back into the left lane, but the dark gray sedan that had been 

tailgating her was now blocking her way and keeping pace with her. Another car, a red Toyota 

pickup, came up fast behind her, and stayed on her tail. 

Looking at her watch again, she angrily honked and motioned in the direction she wanted 

to go, but evidently they couldn't see her through the dark tinted windows of the Porsche ... or they 

were just dense. 

"Don't these people know how to drive?" she moaned to herself. The gray sedan 

seemed to want to block her from getting out of this lane. She laid on the horn this time, making 

her intention very clear. 

Impatient, she downshifted and shot forward to cut the other car off. With her attention 

diverted from the road, she failed to see the large orange construction sign that blinked NO EXIT 

looming right in front of her until it was too late. As she slammed on the brakes to avoid hitting 

the sign, she felt the car lose purchase on the wet sandy pavement and begin to slide. 
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Like a dark bird of prey, airborne and pitching to the right, the car sailed off the edge of 

the embankment and crashed on its side into the cavernous hole where the new exit was in the 

process of being built. With momentum still going strong, it rolled several times before crunching 

to an abrupt stop against the concrete column. 

When the Jaws of Life were finally able to pry open the crushed shiny black metal she 

was encased in, time was no longer an issue for her. 

ONE 

'ifl'4t dou it~ 4 1114# 4 le 94" de ,,JJe fAJOle!4 ""- lo4e '" HI# ~ 
- LMd ~~ U&" 7~ 'P~ oj. 1JOl&Uue tJll4fl " 

It's going to be a bitch to make it to the post office in time. 

The rain poured in sheets and ran down the sides of the house, overflowing the gutters 

and falling like a waterfall. The only light inside the room was the flickering of the computer 

monitor. 

With gloved hands, the single sheet of paper was folded in thirds, and carefully placed in 

the envelope. The anticipation would be agonizing for the next few days until it would be a 

certainty that the letter had arrived at its destination. I only wish I could be there to see his face. 

Won't he be surprised that even this carefully guarded address could not remain a secret for 

long? 

~~~ 

The hockey game was on the huge plasma screen television; the sound muted. The 

Detroit Redwings were ahead by two goals in the Stanley Cup finals, which ordinarily would have 

made him ecstatic; but today he just couldn't bring himself to care. 

Kevin stretched out his long legs on the soft Italian leather couch that faced the huge 

expanse of tinted windows lining the entire wall of his rented suite, and gazed sightlessly at a 
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view that boasted some of the most famous real estate in the world. It was another perfect sunny 

day in southern California. 

He was thirsty, and even though he knew that the hotel staff always made sure that his 

refrigerator was well stocked with his favorite beer, he couldn't pull himself out of his reverie long 

enough to get up and get one. 

He had just finished filming the second movie in the trilogy that had made him a 

household name, and he was currently in the middle of a three-week break before the exhausting 

shooting schedule for the third film would begin. For authenticity's sake, he had insisted on doing 

as many of the stunts himself as he was able, but the wear and tear on his body was taking its 

toll. In the last month, he had fallen off a surfboard several times while attempting to ride a 

massive wave that nearly drowned him, and had narrowly missed being hit in the head by a not

so-fake saber during a fight scene. When he was younger, he had recklessly welcomed the 

physical challenges on the set, but lately the adrenaline rush had begun to lose some of its 

appeal. He felt old and tired, and sorely in need of a rest. 

He rubbed the razor stubble on his chin, and his pale, handsome face twisted into a half 

grimace as he recalled the conversation with his financial advisor at the investment firm. Warner 

Brothers apparently had sent a check to his agency for the second installment per his new 

contract. The little twerp had acted positively orgasmic as he rattled off stock quotes and money 

market balances. Kevin had tuned him out. 

He was now wealthy beyond his wildest dreams. It was a long way from the shabby chic 

suburban neighborhood in Vancouver where he had grown up. And light years away from that 

first audition at MGM where the casting director had told him to give up acting. No one will ever 

hire you. Your looks are too "exotic." Part British, part Chinese, Kevin had inherited the best of 

both worlds. With his intimidating height, dark hair, almond-shaped amber eyes, and creamy skin 

he had been the object of admiration by the girts at his high school. But being painfully shy kept 

him far from achieving any sort of Romeo reputation. In fact, throughout most of high school, he 

had kept his handsome face hidden behind a goalie mask as MVP on the hockey team. 
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He ran his hand through his thick, dark hair, making it stand up on end, and sighed. His 

"exotic" looks were no longer even mentioned at any audition and he had become a huge box 

office draw. At least he didn't have to worry about money anymore. 

Most days, he was grateful just to come back to his quiet suite at the Marmont, kick back 

and watch a little TV, or read a book. Maybe practice a Jittle on his guitar, take a long, hot, 

shower and order room service. 

He was lonely, although he was hardly ever alone. Three girls had made advances to 

him today, but he had politely turned them down. Wherever he went, women were always 

throwing themselves at him, trying to touch him, or hug him, or begging for an autograph. He 

tried very patiently to oblige them as much as possible; they were, after all, his fans. But the 

women he met could all be cut out of the same mold for all he noticed. They were all so 

aggressive, and it made him feel uncomfortable. It would be nice to spend some time with a 

woman he could just talk to; someone who would want his company for who he really was and 

not the money or the fame. 

Tonight, the ghosts had again returned to haunt him. He thought he had found her once. 

His brief marriage to Laura had been blissfully sweet, all their hopes and dreams had started to 

come true, and the pregnancy had been a pleasant surprise. But all that had died along with her. 

They said it was an accident. The woman had admitted during the trial that she had 

recognized his new car and had only been trying to get him to pull over for an autograph. What a 

horrible shock when the car just slid off the road. Later it had been revealed through the 

investigation that the woman had been following him for weeks. The media coverage to follow, 

on top of his unspeakable grief, was so intense that Kevin had hidden himself in his hotel room 

for months. 

He should have picked up his wife for dinner. It should have been him in that car. 

His beautifully chiseled features darkened over into a scowl. Whenever he felt most tired 

and vulnerable, the pain and grief that he had so ruthlessly squashed with work for the last three 

years tried to peek over the edges of his soul. He allowed himself to feel it for just a few minutes 

before he got up from the couch and headed for the kitchen to get a beer. 

21 



He would gladly trade his tortured soul to the devil if he could only go back to that one 

moment in time when he could've saved her. 

<4!<41<4! 

Katie stared at the blank computer screen, lost in her fantasy. The monitor was the only 

light in the room and the dark house was quiet with sleep. She glanced over at the autographed 

picture that was hanging on the wall, next to the Michigan State University diploma she had 

worked so hard to get. It was not her favorite picture, but in this one at least he was smiling. 

The cherished picture was in a frame on her desk; his amber, soulful eyes always staring back 

into hers. 

A successful romance writer's website had suggested propping up a picture of a 

handsome hunk next to the computer for inspiration. It had certainly inspired Katie ... and then 

some. 

Her book was almost finished. Just one more chapter, maybe two, and with a little 

polishing, she intended to send it in to the agent who had agreed to look it over. It was a good 

story, but she still felt anxious about it. On a long shot, what if he actually read the damn thing 

and recognized himself in it? Could he sue her? 

All the names and situations had been carefully changed, of course. This book is a work 

of fiction. Any reference to names, characters, places and incidents are the products of the 

author's imagination ... blah, blah, blah, she thought. He possessed all the physical characteristics 

that she was attracted to: tall, dark-haired, dark-eyed, with ruggedly handsome good looks, 

combined with a certain enigmatic quality that she just couldn't quite put her finger on. He moved 

with the physical grace of a natural athlete. If one looked really close, as she had, his eyes held a 

certain kind of sadness and bewilderment about the world. It's true; still waters run deep. 

She remembered when she had first encountered a picture of him. It was a sweltering 

August day near the end of summer break ... 

She was twelve ... she was hot... and she was bored. Lying on the pink carpet in her 

bedroom, she had been trying to catch a cool breeze through the open window. For lack of 
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anything better to read, she had been flipping through the J.C. Penney catalog. When she 

reached the boys' clothing section, she stopped and stared. It was those eyes, something about 

those dark amber eyes that attracted her attention. And that shiny black hair. 

Having just entered puberty at the time and wearing her first bra, she had started looking 

at boys more often, and in a different light than she always had. But she learned fast that boys 

were mean and stupid. They were dirty and they smelled; they stared at her, pinched her, and 

called her names. But this one seemed different, somehow, and she liked to look at him. 

Her sweaty fingers sticking to the glossy pages, she cut the picture out of the catalog and 

stuck it on her bulletin board with little white pushpins. The picture stayed there for a long time, 

until she met her first boyfriend, and then it came down and was tucked away somewhere with 

the rest of her childhood things. 

One night, at a drive-in movie theater in the sticks, she was surprised to be watching him 

again as he starred in his first mainstream movie. She had recognized him immediately, by those 

eyes. He sure had changed from that skinny little boy she remembered; now he was a full-grown 

hottie. 

She had followed his career, and went to see every new movie that he made as it came 

out. The movie critics mostly tore him apart; they said he was just eye candy and had no talent. 

Sometimes they were right, but Katie felt in her heart that he just hadn't found his own niche ... yet. 

Then, one year, he had a hit: a risky low-budget production that became the talk of the 

year. He had co-starred with an already established actress and the chemistry between them lit 

the screen on fire with passion. But then he turned down the offer to do the sequel. Why? 

Nobody really knew, and at the time, he wasn't talking. Later, the reason became apparent. He 

had taken another role, a role that he was born to play, and overnight he became a household 

name. There was talk of an Oscar nomination. 

But tragedy can strike even the very lucky. His beautiful wife, pregnant with their first 

child, was killed in a car accident. Katie had seen the pictures of the funeral in the glossy 

magazines by the checkout counter, the grief plain on his handsome, tortured face, while he 

stoically helped to shoulder the long white coffin. Katie's heart went out to him. 
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Not too long after that, he was offered the role in a major trilogy production, and 

practically overnight, he became an icon, A-list. His face was everywhere; on billboards, Pepsi 

cans, and potato-chip packages. He was now one of the highest paid actors in Hollywood. 

People rated him as one of the top ten sexiest men in America. 

For Katie, it seemed the obvious choice to use him as her fantasy man in her book. She 

read everything about him in the media that she could get her hands on. She watched him 

carefully on television in all of the interviews he had given and at the premieres he attended. 

In the last year, he had been photographed several times in the company of a tall and 

beautiful blonde woman who was rumored to be an heiress to the Polaroid fortune. But he was 

an intensely private person; all questions prying into his personal life were immediately rebuffed, 

which only seemed to fuel the media's curiosity. Rumors and malicious gossip circulated the 

world and it was difficult to determine what was truth and what was lie. He was an enigma. 

Somewhere along the line, Katie realized that most of what was in the media was hype, 

and there seemed to be more to him than most people realized. Much more. Somewhere, 

hidden behind that pretty face, was an interesting and complex person who saw the world much 

as she did; Katie felt a strange fascination and understanding slowly come over her. Sometimes, 

she felt she recognized a kindred soul. 

Was she obsessed? Maybe. She chuckled to herself about it. Her friends good

naturedly teased her as the work progressed on her book. In her heart, she knew that there was 

virtually zero chance that their paths would ever cross, unless he happened to take up shopping 

at her local Wal-Mart, which was not likely to happen in this lifetime. Besides, even if she could 

meet him, how would someone like her ever compete with a thin and beautiful heiress for Kevin's 

attention? She had to be content with her fantasies; besides, she reasoned, the obsession could 

even help with the writing, her true passion. 

Katie was startled out of her reverie when the screen saver kicked on. How long had she 

been sitting there in the dark? She moved the mouse around and the blank page stared out at 

her again. How should she finish the story? She was as blank as the screen. Pushing her 

glasses ·back up on her nose, she sighed, and stared into his eyes again. 
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"Tell me how you want it to end," she whispered to the picture. 

~~~ 

The intercom buzzed too loudly, causing Kevin to flinch. He had been trying to enjoy the 

solitude of his first week off by engrossing himself in a fascinating collection of translated Russian 

poetry. 

Jerked out of his concentration, he became more than a little annoyed when it buzzed 

again right away. He had told the service at the front desk that he wished to be undisturbed for 

the morning. Didn't they understand what "undisturbed" meant? Tossing the book on the couch, 

he reluctantly got up to answer it He pushed the button hard. 

"Yeah," he said sharply. 

"Hi, you handsome stud," an undaunted feminine voice said. "I heard you had some time 

off and I came by to keep you company." 

"Hi, yourself," he said lightly, while inwardly groaning. It was Clarissa. She must have 

sweet-talked the manager of the hotel. She had been there for him after the accident, offering her 

friendship when he had needed it the most. Over time, the friendship had deepened, but every 

time he thought he might begin to feel something more for her he began to have misgivings. It felt 

too much like disloyalty to his wife. 

Kevin started to say that he was busy, thought better of it, then pushed the green button 

that unlocked the doors to the elevator . 

When he opened the door to his suite, Clarissa came striding in. Slung over one arm, 

she had a huge green leather Fendi handbag, and snuggled under her other arm, her diminutive 

Yorkie, who was panting and smacking its tiny black lips. The emerald leather Versace miniskirt, 

matching leather sandals, and a sleeveless cream silk blouse embroidered with a tiny purple and 

green paisley pattern completed her ensemble. Her long legs were bare and slightly tanned, right 

down to her perfectly French manicured toenails. She flung her waist-length straight blonde hair 

back over her shoulders, focused intense ice-blue eyes on him, and gave him her best pearly 

smile. 
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"How are ya?" she bubbled. 

"Good ... I'm reading," he said, grinning and nodding his head. 

"Reading? On a perfectly beautiful day like today? You're so pale. We need to get you 

out of this dark and gloomy hotel and out into the sunlight," she chattered, speaking more to the 

dog than to Kevin. 'Why don't we go have some lunch ... somewhere where we can sit 

outside ... like the Ivy." 

"Clarissa ... I don't think the Ivy is such a good idea," he said slowly. 

"Why not?" 

"Because I just finished shooting, and I'm tired. The media is frenzied about the new 

movie coming out, and I don't want to be bothered about the details. The Ivy is just too public for 

me today." 

Clarissa pouted, actually sticking her lip out. "But I've already told Tobey that we might 

be meeting him there. C'mon, it won't be that bad." 

"No ... I'm sorry," he said patiently. "Tobey might have to be disappointed. Pick 

somewhere else, somewhere a little quieter, and I'll go." 

"Okay,'' she sighed, still pouting a little, and then she brightened. "How about Studio 

One? We could get a table in the back." 

He was silent for a moment. How had he gotten roped into this? "No, not there either. If 

you really want to go out for lunch, we can go to Max~s." 

Clarissa made a face and sighed. "Okay, Mr. Incognito, whatever you say. I have an 

appointment this morning and then I'll just come back here at .2:00." She started towards the 

door, but stopped in mid-stride, reaching into her bag. "Oh ... I almost forgot. .. I got you a 

homecoming present..." She tossed a square velvet box at him, which on automatic reflex, he 

quickly caught in his left hand. 

"Clar ... I reany don't. .. " 

She made smooching noises with her lips to the air, sailed back into the elevator and was 

gone before he could argue. 
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Kevin pried open the box. Nestled inside was an 18k white gold Cartier Tank watch, with 

a black alligator strap. Simple and understated, but elegant. Smart girl. She knew he would 

never wear anything ostentatious. 

He tried to pick up where he had left off in the book, but instead sat with it open in his lap, 

and stared out the window. 

<4!<41<4! 

Clarissa left the hotel lobby and hailed the valet to bring her car around. When the shiny, 

bright red BMW convertible was delivered to the curb, she tipped the man twenty dollars and 

climbed into the soft, creamy white leather bucket seat. She glanced at her slim, diamond

studded Cartier watch and noted with some satisfaction that she still had time to spare. It would 

just not do to be late at all. 

She took the interstate and drove mindlessly for a while until she saw the familiar exit. It 

wound around and merged effortlessly onto a two-lane street that dead-ended into a gated 

community. She slowed down briefly to wave at the attendant and the gates flew up. She gave 

the Beamer a little gas and shot around into the curved driveway immediately to her right. 

The long smooth driveway and immaculate lawn was shaded with tall palms, but she took 

no notice of them as she flew up the hill that led to the white, three-story sprawling mansion. She 

hit the garage remote button and one of the seven hand-carved, mahogany-paneled garage 

doors slowly opened. Carefully pulling the car inside until it was perfectly aligned, she then shut 

off the engine and hit the button again. The heavy garage door whispered shut behind her. 

Grabbing her leather bag and rummaging through it, she found her black velvet cosmetic case. 

She pulled down the custom makeup mirror on the visor, took a deep breath, and then exhaled 

slowly. She needed some lipstick. Just a little. 

She used her key to open the wrought iron and stained glass inlaid door, and her heels 

clicked in rhythm on the white marble flooring as she walked across the foyer. The clicks ceased 

as they struck thick. cream carpet that covered the huge oak stairway with the hand-carved 

spindles that led upstairs. With quick little steps, she ascended until she reached the third floor. 
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When she came to the double heavy wooden doors with the ornate crystal doorknobs, she 

paused for a moment and listened. Two quick raps on the door, and then she entered. The 

familiar scent of fresh cut roses permeated the room. 

"I appreciate your promptness," a stern voice said. "But my morning paper has 

disappointed me again. n 

Clarissa smiled, and crossed the room in great strides. She bent down and planted a 

light kiss on the soft, flawless cheek. Ice-blue eyes, so like her own, regarded her from a pale 

face. 

"Good morning, Mere'," she said to her mother. "Prying into my personal affairs again?" 

"I can hardly help but pry into your personal affairs when they are displayed for all the 

world to see," her mother replied dryly. 

"What has Martin Hallam said in his society column this time to upset you so?" Clarissa 

asked sweetly, as she sat in one of the cream silk-covered wing chairs opposite her mother. 

"It appears that you were seen last month dining with that actor again," Mere' said. "After 

you told me that you could not possibly have dinner with the duke because of some stomach 

ailment. It put me in an awkward situation." 

"It was just a light supper, Mere'," Clarissa explained. "I haven't eloped with him." 

"Don't even jest about such a thing," Mere' said, distaste coloring her words. 

"We've been over this before,". Clarissa said, in a singsong voice. "He's very successful." 

"But he has no family." 

"He has a family," Clarissa argued. 

Mere' snorted. "You know very well what I mean. And he is not our kind." 

"You are positively Victorian, Mere'. And a racist as well. He can't help it that he has 

mixed parentage. Anyway ... it's not such a big deal like it used to be ... he looks white." 

"I am only looking out for your future and the future of your children." 

"Well, then we are on the same page, aren't we?" Clarissa said. Quickly changing the 

subject, she asked, "Where is Adele? I had hoped that I could talk to her today." 
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"Adele is working. In fact, I was hoping you could speak with her. She has been working 

a little too much lately. I don't mind this little hobby of hers, but if she doesn't wish to become a 

spinster, she needs to attend more social functions." 

"I have a feeling that Adele wouldn't mind one bit if she didn't ever get married," Clarissa 

said. 

"And that may very well happen," Mere' said, frowning. "But she does not have your 

charms or intelligence. Who will take care of her after I am gone if you do not find a suitable 

match?" 

"Believe me, Mere', Adele can take care of herself," Clarissa said. "In fact, I think I may 

pop into her office this afternoon. n 

Mere's pale, elegant hands picked up a cream silk-covered appointment book that 

matched her wing chairs, and opened it to a page marked with a blue silk ribbon. "There is a 

Cancer Society Fundraiser next weekend. I would like very much to see both of you in 

attendance. And I want you both to arrive there together in the family car, not that gaudy and 

vulgar little sports car you have been driving." 

Clarissa sighed and looked at her watch. "Of course, Mere', I will mention it to Adele 

when I see her today. I have to leave; I have a facial appointment at Elizabeth Arden." 

Clarissa stood up and bent down to kiss the proffered cheek once again. 

"I'll call you in a few days," she said. 

"Please tell Rosalie that I am ready for my tea," Mere' said. 

"Yes, Mere'," Clarissa said, and shut the heavy wooden doors behind her. 

oq/oq/oq/ 

The wind whipped her auburn curls loose from its clip, swirling around her head and 

partially blocking her vision. The walls of the canyon rose up on both sides of the highway, 

dropped down to scrub, and then suddenly they were on the rocky coast. She squeezed her 

arms around his chest a little tighter, pressing her breasts against his back. 
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The roar of the motorcycle reverberated through her seat, tingling up and down her spine. 

A cool mist enveloped her face as they got closer to the water's edge, smelling of saltwater and 

sea creatures. She felt the bike drop down to a lower gear, and then lower still, until they rolled to 

a stop on the edge of a rocky outcrop. He turned off the motor and looked out over the ocean as 

the foamy white waves crashed against the beach, receded and crashed again. 

The bloated moon lit up the beach, making the sand glow in the darkness, and reflected 

off the waves in a scattered profusion of light. She took a deep breath, drinking in the fresh sea 

air, and then rested her chin lightly on his shoulder. She inhaled deeply his manly scent, which 

was a faint mixture of leather, tobacco and citrus, and something else she could not identify. His 

hand came up, touched her cheek, and then froze in midair. He put the kickstand down, jumped 

off the bike and whirled around to face her, his dark eyes blazing with anger and confusion. 

"Who ... are ... you?" he whispered fiercely. And then she was falling over the edge, the dark, 

blue water rushing up at her with frightening speed .. . 

Katie sat up in bed, gasping for breath, and immediately felt her skin break out in a 

sweat. The dark closed in on her from all sides, and sheer terror tingled up and down her spine. 

Where was she? She looked around in the dark, and with great relief, realized she was in her 

own bed. 

Dreaming ... she had been dreaming again. She had kicked the blanket entirely over the 

side of the bed, and it lay in a haphazard heap on the floor. The window above her head was 

open and rain was just beginning to fall, the breeze bringing in small droplets that misted her 

face. She swung her legs over the side of the bed, sat there for a moment until she felt steady, 

and walked across the squeaky hardwood floor to the bathroom. 

She turned on the cold water, splashed her face, and then drank several cupped handfuls 

of water; only then could she begin to calm down. Her heart still thundered in her chest, but it 

was beginning to subside. She sat down on the toilet lid and scrubbed her face with the towel, 

trying to breathe steadily. Her dreams had become increasingly vivid as the work progressed on 

the book. Maybe she would take a break, pack Alex up in the jeep, and go to Cedar Point or 

something. Then she remembered that she was broke. 
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Grabbing her glasses off the night table, she walked softly down the hallway and peeked 

through the gloom into Alex's room. His Yu-Gi-Oh nightlight was casting soft shadows over the 

mounds of scattered clothes, videotapes, action figures, and various unidentified objects lying 

around the room. The disarray of his belongings unnerved her. All of her incessant cajoling to 

keep his things orderly seemed to go in one ear and out the other. 

"What a piglet," she whispered, and saw that he had pulled the covers completely over 

his head again, probably taking a bath in his own sweaty self. She gently pulled the Spiderman 

blanket down from his face and saw that he was curled up on his side, his pudgy little child's hand 

tucked under his cheek as if he was saying "Oh my." She kissed him softly on his forehead 

between the dark blonde curls, inhaling his sweet little boy smell, and then pulled the blanket 

halfway down his body. 

Hard to believe that he was almost eleven. It seemed like it was not so long ago that he 

was running around in his little droopy diapers and putting Legos in his mouth. He wourd wrap 

his pudgy little arms around her calves whenever she busy doing something, as if he could hold 

her hostage and make her stop whatever she was doing to play with him. Too fast ... he's growing 

up, she thought. Where does the time go? She had a twinge of regret that she had not had any 

more children, someone Alex could play with, torment, and grow up with, but things just hadn't 

worked out that way. 

She wandered through the rest of the house in the dark trying to decide if she wanted to 

go back to sleep or not. Padding on bare feet into her office, she sat down at the computer and 

glared at it for a moment before pushing the power button to boot it up. At the desktop, she 

clicked on the video file of the trailer for his latest movie. Watching the swordfight between him 

and his co-star carefully, she admired the graceful beauty and virility of his movements, his long 

legs moving powerfully in the ancient dance of war, and she felt the curl of a primal need yawning 

within her. When the video cut to a dose up of his face, she paused it, and stared deep into his 

eyes. Their amber luminescence was ringed by a faint shade of hazel. The full pout of his lips 

beckoned to her, as they appeared to twist into a hungry smirk. She reached up to touch the 

screen with a sense of sheer longing, imagining the feel of his skin. 
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Trying to shake it off, she closed the video and pulled up the file that contained the last 

chapter that she had been working on, and read it again. It looked pretty good so far, but she just 

wasn't sure where the story should go next. Her dream still lingered in her mind. It had started 

out so pleasant, so right, and so real ... and then turned so strange. 

The dreams had started right after she thought she had seen him, in the flesh, walking 

around at the Museum of Natural History in Chicago. She had gone there to meet with a 

professor from the University of Chicago who.had been researching the legend of the lost tomb of 

Osiris. She hoped that talking with the professor would help give her some ideas for her book. 

On the phone, the professor had seemed very excited about showing her some artifacts that he 

had discovered. 

When she had arrived at the institute. she had been kept waiting long past her appointed 

hour, and when the professor finally came out to greet her, had been extremely agitated. 

Apologizing profusely, he explained that there had been a robbery ... someone had stolen some 

priceless artifacts from the collection and had killed a security guard in the process. As the police 

had been questioning him. he had forgotten completely about their appointment. In any case, the 

collection was now off limits to both employees and the public. He promised to send Katie rare 

photographs of the artifacts and some of his published papers on the subject to make up for it. 

Disappointed, after her long drive to Chicago, as well as a little shocked to discover that 

someone would commit such a terrible crime over a few ancient relics, she wandered past the 

information kiosk in the middle of the cavernous lobby of the museum. Sitting down by a nearby 

fountain to collect her thoughts for a moment, Katie stared in shocked silence at the tall, dark

haired man across the cavernous room. He was standing next to a large bronze sculpture and 

intently reading an information pamphlet on the museum. I don't believe it. It can't be. Watching 

his profile intently, she saw him replace the pamphlet and walk briskly towards the revolving door. 

Grabbing her coat under her arm, she raced after him, following at a discreet distance but 

desperately trying to keep him in sight. He turned up the collar of the long black coat he was 

wearing, further obscuring her view of his face. Following him out to the street, he hailed a cab; 

and one pulled to the curb at once, screeching its tires. He jerked open the rear door; tucked his 
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long frame into the cab, then shut the door smartly. Just as the cab was pulling away, he glanced 

up at her. She locked eyes with him, and shuddered. The eyes were cold, black, lifeless. It was 

not Kevin. But he looked so much like him. What would you do if it were really him, anyway? 

Make a fool of yourself, most likely. 

Since then, the dreams had been coming more frequently, and with more intensity. 

Perhaps her subconscious had been more disappointed about the strange encounter than she 

was. 

She looked out the window of her office and saw that the rain was coming down much 

harder now. She suddenly remembered that she had forgotten to close the window in her 

bedroom. It was probably soaking her sheets. She hurried into the bedroom, closed the window 

on the storm, put her favorite green flannel shirt with the paint stains over her thin t-shirt and 

cotton pajama pants, and went to the kitchen to make some hot coffee. It would be awhile before 

the dawn arrived, and since there would be only restless attempts at sleep now, she decided that 

she had work to do. 

~~~ 

Kevin grabbed his keys off the antique Chinese desk and was walking towards the door 

when his private line rang. Clarissa was impatiently waiting for him in the lobby. He stopped in 

mid-stride, thought about ignoring it, but changed his mind. He glanced at his watch as the phone 

rang again, and checked the caller ID. He sighed. 

"Yeah, Nigel." 

"So, you do agree that my salary should be doubled?" asked a deep, booming British 

voice. 

"Bugger off." 

"Well then, chap, what's on the schedule for today? I need a chat with you." 

"Ummm ... today's not good, man. I was planning on staying in and doing some reading." 

It was partly true; he had been planning on doing that in the first place. 

"An absolutely brilliant idea ... but I need to show you something. Something odd. It came 
.,_ 

in today's post." 
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"What are you prattling on about?" 

II A sort of ... letter. n Kevin could hear Nigel's disgust. 

"Can I look at it later?" 

"I don't think this should wait." 

"Right now?" 

"Righto. I'm faxing it over." 

Kevin sighed again and walked over to the fax machine resting by the window. It beeped 

a few times and then a single sheet of paper popped out of it into the paper tray. 

He picked it up and scanned it quickly. "I have it, hold on a minute," he said slowly. 

Dearest f<e'1ln -

! Uf\ f~~r ~~~ ., ... 
v~t;..f ~~~t~ h~art .-~aeh~s. ~~ 

1lnt!~9~· M~ck, \'~~~ r.i9ht • .,. 

L<>"';"' t() ~~ ~l,1~ .. 
The time wHf e<>me w~en y<>u wtfl want M one hut me. 

L<>"e, 

The Dreamer 

"What the hell kind of sick joke is this?" Kevin asked. 

"I'm a bit stunned myself. It came to your new flat." 

"That address is unlisted." 

"I know ... " Nigel said thoughtfully. "There was a plain envelope with no return address. It 

seems it originated in Detroit... Michigan, of all places. Know any chaps there who might consider 

this a lark?" 

"Nobody I know would send me something like this." 
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"I'll report it to the authorities. Have there been any strange folks following you around 

lately? You know, someone who looks a bit odd?" 

"Yeah, the paparazzi. They're merciless." 

Nigel boomed out a laugh. "Just in case, keep an eye out. You can't ever be too careful, 

you know?n 

"It's probably some weirdo who stumbled onto some public records. I guess it wouldn't 

be too hard to figure out my new address that way." 

"Like I said, bloody well watch your backside," Nigel warned, reluctant to air what they 

were both thinking about. "If you change your mind about getting a bit of fresh air today, ring me. 

Don't be getting it into your thick head to wander about alone." 

Kevin ran his hand through his hair. It was always the same story, and he knew he 

should be more careful after all that had already happened. But as much as he paid Nigel to 

protect him, sometimes he just needed to do things on his own. He hated to deceive the man, 

but he was such a mother hen. 

"Okay, man, if I decide to go anywhere alone, I'll let you know." 

"Sounds right to me." 

Kevin hung up the phone and looked at the letter again. 

"People are just fucked up," he said, crushing the letter and throwing it in the trashcan. 

He looked out the window at the beautiful sunny day . 

"I have to get out of here," he said, and with long strides, walked out the door into the 

bright California sunshine. 

~~~ 

The bonfire blazed up, sparks swirled around and floated off into the night sky. Cheri's 

husband had just thrown another large chunk of the tree on top of the fire. The group around the 

fire exclaimed loudly and everyone stood up to move their chairs back several more feet. 

Katie took another sip of her cold beer and looked up into the enormous black velvet sky 

dotted with twinkling stars. It was a beautiful March night in southern Michigan, the trees were 

starting to get little buds, and the waxing half moon shone out of the night sky like a beacon. 
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Brian had driven his big Dodge truck right up to the side of the fire pit; Audio Slave was blasting 

out of the speakers. 

On a cobweb afternoon 
In a room full of emptiness 
By a freeway I confess 
I was lost in the pages 
Of a book full of death 
Reading how we'll die alone 
And if we're good we'll lay to rest 
Anywhere we want to go 

In your house I long to be 
Room by room patiently 
I'll wait for you there 
Like a stone I'll wait for you there 
Alone 

The fire felt warm on her face, and she inhaled the delicious scent of the burning pine 

and the fresh outdoors. Spring had come early this year after a long cold winter, and her 

yearning to be outside of the house was finally being satisfied. She watched two little girls drive 

around and around the large yard in a Barbie Jeep, laughing and chattering, their blond hair 

glowing by the light of the bonfire. 

"Hey," Cheri nudged Katie and showed her what was hidden in the cup of her hand. "Fire 

in the hole," she smiled and whispered, and looking around to make sure that the children were 

now playing far enough away. 

Katie laughed and took a hit. She figured just one couldn't hurt. She had been frustrated 

all day and the work on the novel was at a standstill. She needed to be out among her friends, to 

party a little, to refill her mind. She began to relax, and it wasn't long until she found herself 

staring up at the bright moon again, lost in her own thoughts. The group around the fire burst into 

laughter as Brian, standing on top of a stump with a bottle of port in his hand, continued to recite 

the sailor's poem that he knew by heart. 

As Katie watched her friends having a good time, she thought for what seemed like the 

thousandth time that she would be totally content with her lot in life if she only had someone to 

share it with. Being a single parent and maintaining her writing took up most of her time. Her life 

seemed a lonely business, despite having her good friends all around her. 
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She glanced over at the quiet, slightly nervous man who had been laughing at Brian's 

antics and slyly glancing at her when he thought she wasn't looking. Every now and then, Brian 

would invite one of his friends from high school to join their bonfires. No one mentioned it to her 

but she knew why he did it; they were all hoping that one of them might interest her. She knew it 

was a shallow thing to do, but she found herself taking in the short, slightly balding man with the 

beer paunch, crooked teeth, and concrete-covered work boots and shuddering. Her Grammy 

always told her, Don't you judge a book by its cover, girl. Katie just couldn't imagine spending the 

rest of her life with a man like that. She was certain he was probably a good man, but sadly, she 

just knew she didn't want to read even one page of that book. 

She sighed softly and leaned back in the lawn chair, taking another small swig of her cold 

beer. She tried to imagine Kevin at this kind of party, wondered if he would dig it, and then 

decided that he probably would. She had read recently in the tabloids that he had bought a 

house in the Hills underneath the big Hollywood sign, and that he worked so hard he didn't even 

have time to enjoy it. He had even been quoted in an interview as saying that he was lonely. 

She could believe it. It would be nice to have all that money, but not the fame. The cost of fame 

was isolation, because the world was made up of some really crazy people. She counted herself 

lucky that she was a nobody and didn't have such problems. Even having all that money 

probably wouldn't be worth it. 

Tonight, aside from her loneliness, she felt like the richest person in the world. Good 

food, good friends, cold beer, warm fire. What more could anybody ask for? She felt guilty for 

even wishing for more. She was luckier than many people. 

Alex appeared out of the darkness and came running up to her chair. He had been 

exploring the small patch of woods at the edge of Cheri and Brian's property, and his cheeks 

were bright pink from the chilly night air. 

"Look, Mom," he pointed at the sky and said breathlessly. "I can see Venus." Alex had 

been studying astronomy in science that week and was eager to share his newfound knowledge. 

Katie looked up at the sky again and saw the bright planet shining in the western sky. 

"Wow, Alex, that's cool. Can you find Mars?" 
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Alex began pointing and naming the various planets and stars that he knew. 

" ... and over there, Mom, see those three stars in row? That's Orion's belt. My teacher 

said that he's known as the Hunter. He even has hunting dogs in the sky." 

"Oh, really," Katie said absently, still staring at the three stars. 

Feeling important, Alex continued, "His biggest dog is the constellation of Canis Major, 

that means 'big dog', and that's right over there. See that really bright star? That's Sirius. It's 

called the Dogstar." 

Katie quickly located the bright star that Alex was pointing to, and stared at it. It glowed 

and winked at her with a cold blue light against the black velvet of the night. 

"I see that you've actually been paying attention in school for a change," she said, 

grinning mischievously at Alex. 

"I like learning about the stars, Mom. They're cool." 

Katie looked at her watch. It was getting late. "Speaking of school, we need to get you 

home. You have to get up early tomorrow. I don't want you missing the bus again." 

Alex groaned. 

She dragged herself out of her comfortable chair amidst all the protests from her friends 

to stay awhile longer, but she declared that it was a school night, and furthermore Alex needed 

his beauty sleep. She sent Alex to the jeep and bid her friends goodnight. She had taken the 

doors and windows out of the jeep earlier in day when it had been warmer, and the breeze had 

felt good on her skin, but now she regretted it. A deep chill of the early spring night had set in. 

She cranked the heater up as far as it would go, and drove down the dirt road to the highway. 

Once she gained speed, she discovered that the heater took most of the chill away and 

the cool wind on her face was exhilarating. Alex pulled his coat around him closer and stared off 

into the night, watching the woods go by, always her lookout for deer. He would probably be 

asleep by the time they got home, despite the roar of the wind. He liked it, too. 

~~~ 
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Kevin rolled behind the car and fired the semi-automatic weapon several times at his 

pursuers. He had been hit in the arm, and he clutched it tightly as blood dripped down and 

spattered on the sidewalk between his feet. He glanced rapidly around him and spied a door on 

the side of a two-story brick building. Rolling on the ground again between the parked cars and 

then jumping up all in one fluid motion, he fired another round of bullets in the direction of the 

pursuers. Running into the door full force, he broke it open with his shoulder. He bolted down 

the hallway that opened up into a cavernous room divided by cubicle partitions. It was Saturday, 

and the offices were empty. Crouching down behind one of the partitions, he tried to catch his 

breath, and decide what he should do next. He gripped his arm again tightly to stem the flow of 

blood that was now pooling at his feet. 

Suddenly, the front door of the building crashed open, and he could hear several heavy 

footfalls directly behind the partition. He was trapped. 

"It will go better for you if would come out now without a fuss," a deep voice chuckled. 

"Someone wants to talk to you." 

"Fuck off," Kevin said. 

"I don't think so," the voice said, now right behind him, and he felt the cold steel of the 

gun against his temple. 

"Aaanndd ... cut!" The director's voice boomed over the loud speaker. 

Kevin stood up and grinned at his co-star, George Clooney, who dropped the heavy, 

black resin gun away from his head. 'Well... that one was better anyway," he said to George. 

"What you mean, better? That was fucking awesome, man. Perfect." George clapped 

Kevin on the back. 

Kevin looked concerned. "I don't know ... maybe we should do it one more time." 

As the director walked up to them, George moaned, "He thinks we should do it again." 

"That was the tenth take. I think it looks pretty good," the director said earnestly to Kevin. 

"I think it could be better." Kevin said quietly. 

The director looked at Kevin, laughed, and said, "You're a fucking machine." He turned 

around and called out to the crew, "Alright. Set it up. One more time." 
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"I just want it to be right," Kevin explained to George. 

George sighed and chucked Kevin in his supposedly injured arm, causing the excess 

fake blood in the plastic sack to spurt out all over the both of them, spattering their jackets. 

"Alright. One more time." The man was a machine. 

~~~ 

Kevin walked off the set, rumpled and exhausted. The last take was less than perfect, 

but he was finally satisfied. Sometimes he didn't understand why he felt the need to try so hard. 

He was already a star. But stars could fall quickly, he knew. He expected nothing less than the 

very best from himself, no exceptions, and he was willing to do whatever it took to accomplish it. 

It was only when he pushed himself hard enough that the demons that haunted him seemed to 

subside a little. 

The last several days of his break he had spent with Clarissa, and now he regretted that 

he was not as prepared for this scene as thoroughly as he should have been. She had been 

making him feel guilty lately, so he thought that giving her some of his time would placate her. 

But the endless gossip from her about other celebrities had begun to grate on him, and 

everywhere they went, someone was always foHowing them with a camera. He tried to be 

patient, waving for the pictures, and stopping now and then to oblige a fan with an autograph, but 

after a few days in the public eye, he began to feel smothered and too visible. They took pictures 

of him eating in restaurants, smoking, walking down the street. There was always some stranger 

asking for his autograph, or trying to talk to him, or rudely sticking a camera right in his face. He 

needed some time alone. 

The sun had set long ago, and he shivered a little from the coolness of the evening. He 

thought about going straight to his hotel and taking a long, hot shower first, but the exotic 

Australian night air beckoned to him. Going back to his lonely room was starting to feel like the 

last thing he wanted to do. He wanted to explore the roads on the coast, near the ocean, where 

he might feel comforted by the roar of the waves. Under cover of the night, there was little chance 

that he might be recognized. He jumped on his motorcycle, pulled on his helmet, and fired up the 
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engine. A ride would do him some good. He thought about checking in with Nigel first, but then 

dismissed it. He probably wouldn't be gone long. He was just too tired to argue about it. 

~~~ 

Katie and Amy herded the children down the beach until they found an empty spot in 

between families. The sand was soft and warm between her toes and the sun was low on the 

horizon, just hovering above the water line. 

The fireworks were about to start. They needed to get their blankets down and the 

children settled before it got too dark. By digging a huge trench in the sand, and throwing the 

blanket over it, they made a pit that they could comfortably sit in, complete with lumpy headrests . 

. As the children splashed in the dark waves that tumbled onto the shore, Katie and Amy sat in the 

trench and smoked, patiently awaiting the show. 

The day had been warm and sunny, and the campground they were staying at was 

packed to capacity for the July 4th weekend. A fresh breeze blew along the beach just as the sun 

· slipped down, leaving behind a breathtaking palette of oranges, pinks, purples, and streaks of 

red. The three-quarter moon that was so pale in the sky a few minutes ago now spread a ghostly 

blue haze upon the sand and water. A large boom echoed over the water. The children shrieked 

in excitement as the fireworks shot from the far-off lighthouse began to bloom in the night sky. 

It was a grand affair, no expense spared, and the black sky filled up with purple and red 

flowers, white spirals, and blue and green blooms. With each explosion the ground shook, the air 

thundered, and the smell of gunpowder wafted over the great expanse of beach. They watched 

the sky in awe, and decided that the three-mile hike down the beach had been definitely worth it. 

The grand finale exploded in a riot of colors and someone down the beach decided to add their 

own little show to it as well; white streaks of light interspersed with rockets that burst out with loud 

cracks. 

When it was over, a hush fell over the beach, and they could once again hear the soft 

pounding of the waves against the shore. Katie looked up at the moon shining brightly now, its 

long reflection wavering in the water, and thought what a perfectly beautiful night it was. The 

stars were beginning to twinkle against the darkening sky. 
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She wistfully watched a couple stroll hand-in-hand down the beach, occasionally dipping 

their toes in the cool frothy waves. The stars were out in full force now, the dark expanse of night 

dotted with their bright lights. Somewhere, underneath this same sky, she knew Kevin was 

celebrating the holiday as well. She wondered if he was alone, or if he was at some big 

Hollywood party, surrounded by celebrities, and fancy food and drink. She would be willing to bet 

that if he had the chance, he would probably rather be on this beach, happily drinking beer and 

lying on this old beach blanket, watching the fireworks. 

In the latest picture of him that she had seen in the tabloids, he had been sitting in a 

deserted bar somewhere in Australia, alone, staring out the window with a melancholy look on his 

face. If only there were a way for her to reach out to him. She looked up at the bright moon 

again and wished him well, wherever he was tonight. 

~~~ 

Clarissa walked back through the opulent soft pink lobby of Elizabeth Arden and pushed 

open the frosted double glass doors leading to the sidewalk. The dazzling California sunlight 

blazed into her eyes and she realized that she had forgotten to search for her sunglasses before 

leaving the spa. Squinting caused wrinkles, she knew, and that would not do at all. She dug 

through her ostrich skin designer bag and quickly found the heavy black glasses studded on the 

sides with small diamonds. She shook her long blonde hair back away from her shoulders and 

walked around to the smalf parking lot to her car. The skin on her face and neck tingled 

pleasantly from the facial she had just received and her shoulders were no longer tight. She had 

requested a full body massage today as well. Now she felt ready to deal with her sister. 

She shook her head with derision. Adele was such a strange duck. Why did she always 

have to be so difficult? It seemed to Clarissa that Adele went detiberately out of her way to annoy 

everyone. Life would be so much easier if only she would conform just a little bit. 

Clarissa pulled the shiny, red BMW quickly out of the parking lot and merged into the 

traffic on Rodeo Drive. A silver Bentley honked at her and she glanced into the rearview mirror, 

wondering who might be saying hello, but the sour looking woman was shaking her fist at her. 

Oops, Clarissa sneered, must have cut her off. She snickered a little as she wove in and out of 
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the slow-moving traffic. These people must have nothing else to do all day but shop and drive up 

and down the street to show off their cars, and she didn't have time to waste. At least not today. 

By the time she reached the parking lot in front of Adele's office building, she was already 

tense in the shoulders again. She dreaded another argument with her sister, but saw no way out 

of it. Mere' had specifically requested that they attend this charity function together, and it was 

not wise to lightly dismiss one of their mother's requests. 

Clarissa's heels clacked through the hallway of the austerely furnished office building that 

housed the magazine's headquarters where Adele worked and took the silver elevator to the third 

floor. When she reached her sister's office, the door was slightly ajar. She peeked in the crevice 

and saw Adele sitting at her desk, her dark brown hair pulled back haphazardly into its customary 

ponytail, munching on a handful of popcorn. She was squinting at the screen on her laptop 

computer. Adele pecked at a couple of the keys and frowned. Clarissa knocked quickly and 

opened the door. 

"Yoo hoo, anybody home?" she said lightly. 

Adele snapped the taptop ctosed and glared at CJarissa with wide eyes. 

"Sorry to disturb you. Whatever are you working on that's causing you to frown so?" 

Clarissa asked as she plopped herself down in one of the matching red vinyl chairs that sat in 

front of Adele's desk. "Frowning causes wrinkles, you know." 

Adele continued to glare at her sister, taking in her carefulty matched and expensive 

outfit, her immaculately manicured nails, and perfectly applied makeup. 'What would you know 

about working?" Adele snorted. "And what makes you think I give a shit about wrinkles?" 

Clarissa cocked her head to one side, smiled, and said, "I didn't come her to get into a 

big pissing match with you." 

"What did you come here for?" 

"Why, I came to see my baby sister. Something wrong with that?" Clarissa asked, a 

touch too sweetly. 

"Mere' sent you for something," Adele sighed and leaned back in her chair. "I should 

have known. What does she want?" 
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"Well ... yes ... as a matter of fact, she did," Clarissa said, the smile fading from her face. 

"Alright. I was trying to be nice about it, but you just won't let me, will you? Mere' wants us to 

attend the Cancer Society Fundraiser next month. Together." 

"No," Adele said, and crossed her arms over her chest. 

Clarissa sighed again and looked around the slightly shabby office. There were books, 

files, and loose papers scattered everywhere. In the overflowing trashcan behind Adele's desk, 

there were several crumpled potato chip bags and empty soda cans. In the corner, beside a 

steel-gray file cabinet, there was a mousetrap with a dead mouse still in it. Its empty black eyes 

stared back at her and she saw a trickle of congealed blood hanging out of the corner of its 

mouth. Clarissa shuddered and felt queasy in her stomach. She looked at her sister again. 

Adele was still sitting there glaring at her. 

"Adele, please be sensible for once. It won't hurt you to get out a little bit." 

"No." 

"Why?" 

"Because I have work to do. I don't have time to put on airs and associate with a bunch 

of brainless rich people. 11 

Clarissa was slowly fanning an idea. 

"Okay. Okay. I understand. I know that your work is important. But wouldn't a social 

event like this help your research?" 

"What do you mean?" Adele asked, suddenly seeming a little more interested, but trying 

not to appear so. 

"What if ... what if you could write in your monthly column about how the charity balls 

directly affect the peopJe they are trying to help, from a sociological point of view, maybe? There 

will be lots of patrons there you could talk to and get the skinny on all that." 

Adele seemed to chew on that for a moment. 

"Can I leave whenever I want to?" she finally said. 

Victory, Clarissa thought. "Of course you can," she lied. 
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Before Adele could think on it further, Clarissa stood up and pulled her oversized purse 

onto her shoulder. "I'll pick you up after work tomorrow and we'll need to get you a dress and 

some shoes. Also, I'll make a hair appointment for you at Elizabeth Arden. It'll be fun, trust me." 

Adele scowled and smoothed a few pieces of unruly chestnut hair back from her face. 

"What's wrong with my hair?" she said. 

"Nothing's wrong with your hair, dear, but it could use a little styling." Now that she had 

taken a closer look at her sister, she realized with shock that her hair looked as if it hadn't been 

washed in days, and her clothes looked slept in. She wondered when the last time was that 

Adele had even worn makeup. Clarissa shook her head in frustration. 

"I'll see you tomorrow," she said as she pointed a French-manicured finger at Adele and 

backed out of her office. It just didn't seem possible that they were sisters; they were so different. 

<4:!<4:!<4:! 

Adele resumed munching on the bag of popcorn as she watched her prissy, spoiled sister 

scurry away from her office. She snickered a little at the thought of the horrified look in her eyes 

as she had surveyed her office, especially when she saw the mousetrap. She kept her office this 

way deliberately in order to keep from being bothered. Most people who entered her domain did 

not wish to stay long, and she was glad. She took another sip of her soda and opened her laptop 

again. 

She thought that Clarissa might just be on to something about the fundraiser helping with 

her research, which had been the only reason that she had consented to go. She hated the 

charity events, hated having to make nice with a bunch of spoiled, pampered people who didn't 

even know how to carry on an intelligent conversation, and probably had never even met the 

people that the charities were supposed to be helping. Most of all, she hated that she had 

conceded defeat to Clarissa because Mere' had sent her. Adele had given up trying years ago to 

compete with her older sister in her mother's eyes. No matter what Adele did, it was never good 

enough ... never on par with her perfect sister. Adele had decided to rebel from the time she was 

ten years old, which horrified her mother, but earned her a great deal of attention, though not 

exactly the kind she really wanted. 
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Mere' had been convinced that Adele was just in need of a large amount of psychiatric 

treatment, and was willing to pay anything to help with the adjustment of her misfit daughter's 

bizarre behavior. Each week, an enormous sum of money was electronically deposited to her 

personal bank account with the understanding that Adele would seek proper treatment on her 

own, privately. It was a simple matter, really, to find a shrink who could be bribed to give her 

mother weekly reports. The rest of the money, she used for her research. Her own private 

research. 

Adele decided that she would attend the fundraiser, placate her mother, and reinforce the 

notion that her treatments were working. Then maybe she would be left in peace for a little while. 

She grinned at the idea, as she slipped in the disk and hacked her way into the files of the Bureau 

of Motor Vehicles. 

~ 
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There is a legend passed down from the ancient people that tells of the Goddess f sis, 

the true Queen of E.gypt, who was known as the Great Muse, 

the Lad!:J of Love, of f ertilit_y and 5eaut_y, ot Creativit9, Magic, M_yster_y 

and especiall3 ... ot Miracles. 

Isis was the daughter of the God Geb (E_arth) and the Goddess Nut (Sk!:J). 

TWO 

7ie lea W4lf to~ tput't ~ u to Clle4te it. -~ 

Walking softly down the curved white hallway with the low recessed lighting, the smooth 

surface of the polished wood floor felt cool to his feet. Kevin had been awakened by the cooing 

of a mourning dove outside his window, and found that he could not return to sleep no matter how 

hard he tried to relax his mind. Wearing only his cotton shorts, he stood in front of the bare white 

wall at the end of the hallway and held his hand in front of the almost imperceptible electronic 

eye. A large hidden panel slid open with a swooshing sound, and the hallway was bathed in an 

eerie azure light. 

Glass boxes with thick glass shelving lined every inch of the walls. Carefully preserved 

and temperature controlled, the objects inside their glass prisons reflected a glory that was 

thousands of years extinct. A golden hand mirror, its provenance listed as possibly belonging to 

the great Queen Cleopatra, golden wings carved onto the back, inlaid with lapis, carefully 

displayed on its side. A triple lotus lamp of fine cream alabaster and an alabaster chalice. A 

golden statue of Osiris, Lord of the Underworld. A wall relief of Maat and Thoth, golden scales 

weighing in the judgment of souls, with Osiris looking on. A black granite statue of Anubis, the 

proud jackal and guide for souls to the underworld to face judgment. A carved alabaster model of 

a 1 ih dynasty boat, with twin goat heads fore and aft. A bracelet of gold, inlaid with glass: pale 
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blue, carnelian red, amber brown and verdant green. A black granite falcon. A lapis ankh. A 

golden foil wall panel showing Isis with wings spread in protection. A black granite sphinx, mighty 

warrior and protector of Egypt. 

Kevin admired each of his collected objects slowly, drinking in with his eyes the mastery 

of each. He opened each glass box, one by one, carefully touching each object with only his 

fingertips. There is something almost profoundly sacred about touching an object that has been 

touched by someone else in a world that we will never know. If the object could speak, what 

would it tell us or show us? What dreams and hopes surrounded the people who owned these 

objects, forever silenced by death and time? 

He came finally to his most treasured piece; a golden winged scarab, the symbol of rebirth. It 

had been a birthday present from Laura. She had told him that the scarab worn as an amulet was 

said to have magical protective powers to guard the wearer against evil. The Egyptian name for the 

dung-beetle was hprrmeaning "rising from, come into being itself', which was closely related to the 

word hpr, meaning "to become, to change. n 

And since the golden amulet was large and impractical for a twenty-first century man to 

wear, she had included with the artifact a small green jasper scarab. 

Kevin now pulled this small scarab from his pocket, where he had carried it since the day 

she had given it to him. He rubbed his thumb over the cool semi-precious stone. The ancient 

inscription in hieroglyphs on the back read, I am thy seNant and my heart is loyal to thee. 

Feeling sleepy now, he stepped outside the room onto the patterns of the azure light 

spilling out into the hallway on the hardwood floor. He waved his hand again, and the door 

swooshed softly shut. 

~~~ 

Katie looked out the window of the small bedroom that doubled as her office. She 

watched as the yellow, orange and red leaves fell from the trees in a cascade and swirled around 

the yard in a last burst of beauty before the seemingly endless cold and dark of winter. There 

was a bite to the air in the early afternoons now. The summer season seemed to grown shorter 

as she grew older, and now she was facing yet another birthday ... alone. 
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She looked at the dock on her computer screen and realized that she only had an hour of 

peace and quiet left before Alex got off the bus. She double-checked the meticulously typed list 

with the heading "Things to Be Done Today." The dishes needed to be washed and then dried 

carefully to remove the spots, the laundry carefully sorted, washed, folded neatly, and put away in 

its designated drawers. She had been so engrossed in her writing that the time seemed to have 

gotten away from her. Groaning, she reluctantly pushed herself away from her work. The List; 

always the List. She had grown up in a household where everything had its place, and there had 

always been a list. Idle hands are the devil's workshop, girl. 

"I guess the novel fairies are going to have to finish this book for me, .. she said, to no one 

in particular . 

Walking into the kitchen, she pushed shut the junk drawer that was hanging open. 

Slowly, It slid out again. She slammed it shut. Katie held a superstition ... if the drawer would 

only stay shut, the fates would be kind to her on that particular day. She admonished herself for 

her silliness, but her ingrained compulsiveness for everything to be just so wouldn't let her shake 

it off. One of these days she would get around to fixing it, and that would be that. She made a 

mental note to put it on The List. Lately, the damn drawer seemed to be acting particularly 

contrary, stealthily sliding out when she wasn't looking. She was beginning to think she was 

developing cabin fever from spending too much time alone in the house. It might be a good idea 

to take a break and rake leaves tomorrow. Clear my head a little. 

There were some cups and bowls from breakfast still left in the sink, so she washed and 

dried them carefully, and put them in the organized cupboard. She wiped off the counters and 

swept the floor with a broom. Next, she went into Alex's room and picked up the piles of dirty 

clothes that Jay all over the floor. Then she emptied the hamper in her bedroom and left all the 

clothes in a huge pile in the middle of the room. She sat on the floor and sorted them out 

according to color and weight, and then loaded one of the baskets and headed downstairs for the 

laundry room. 

On her way through the kitchen, she saw that the drawer was hanging open again. 

"Dammit!" she said, slamming it shut again. 
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She picked her way carefully down the narrow flight of stairs that led to the basement. 

The plain white washer and dryer stood side by side in the corner, clothes hanging from one of 

the thick steel pipes that ran across the ceiling. She put the basket full of clothes on the floor and 

opened the washer lid. To her surprise, clothes were already in it. 

I forgot, I ran a load yesterday, she thought, as she threw the wet clothes into the dryer. 

must be slipping. 

When the washer was empty, she measured the right amounts of detergent and fabric 

softener into the tub and turned it on. Then she turned the knob on the dryer and pushed the 

button. Nothing happened . 

She opened the dryer door, glared at the soggy mess of clothes, and then slammed it 

shut again. Walking over to the breaker box, she opened the door and checked for any tripped 

breakers. Nada. She then went back to the dryer and tried to turn it on again. Nothing. 

"That's just great," she groaned. "What's this going to cost?" 

She thought about the load that she had just put in the dryer, fearful that it was probably 

already starting to mildew. She hated the Laundromat. 1t was dirty. There was something really 

gross about washing and drying your clothes in the same machines as strangers. God knows 

what kind of cooties one could pick up. 

She bounded back up the stairs two at a time, and sorted through a pile of books on the 

kitchen counter for the phone book. She found it, looked up a dryer repair service, and picked up 

the phone. While it was ringing she turned around and saw that the junk drawer had slid open 

again. She slammed it shut again with her foot, hard. Pens, scissors, nails, and all sorts of 

unrecognizable items flew out of the drawer before it banged shut. 

Katie glowered at the drawer just as the ringing on the line stopped and a recorded 

message began to play. She left her name and number and hung up the phone. Hopefully, they 

would be able to come out tomorrow. 

The front doorbell rang, and Alex flew in the door. 

"Hi, Mom, I'm home!" he catled out. 

'Tm in here .. . " she called out from the kitchen. "Did you bring in the mail?" 
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"Yeah ... and I have some papers from school for you, too." Alex handed her the stack of 

mail. He pulled out the crumpled papers from his backpack and handed them to her. 

"Do you have homework?" she asked absently, flipping through the stack. 

"Yessss ... " he said. 

Katie looked at him over her glasses. 'Well?" 

"I'm going ... I'm going," Alex grumbled as he walked out. 

She opened the electric bill and mentally calculated the total of monthly expenses with 

the added cost of repairing the dryer. She looked at the paperwork that Alex had brought home 

from school and discovered a field trip form, a request for money for a new gym uniform, and a 

statement for unpaid book fees. She compared the total of it all to the balance in her checkbook. 

Something was not going to be paid this month; it was a certainty. 

She picked up the debris from the drawer, shoved it back in, and slammed the drawer 

shut again. For once, it stayed shut. 

~~~ 

As the glossy black stretch limousine moved forward a few feet in the long line of limos, 

Clarissa craned her neck to get a better view of who might be in the car in front of them. Could 

that be Michael Douglas and Catherine Zeta-Jones? Omygod, how exciting! We're right behind 

them. We must be considered pretty important to be that close to them. 

Several cars ahead, she could see a flurry of flashbulbs going off. The entrance to the 

brand new Universal Studios Pavilion was getting closer, so she took out her compact for the 

third time to make sure that her nose was not shiny and that her lipstick was still perfectly in 

place. 

Kevin yawned and pulled on the small black tie at his throat. The damn thing was 

choking him. He wanted a cigarette, but Clarissa had pleaded with him not to smoke on the way 

to the awards ceremony; the smell would ruin the scent of her new perfume. He rubbed his tired 

eyes and resigned himself to the evening. 

He had just finished shooting a guest appearance for a television documentary, and they 

had worked late into the early morning. He had only been able to catch a couple of hours of 
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sleep before they had to leave for the awards ceremony, and he had almost changed his mind 

about going. But Clarissa had been so excited about going with him that he just hadn't had the 

heart to change his plans at the last minute. He was thankful that he would not have to present 

anything, or for that matter, that he was not scheduled to receive anything at the moment. 

Besides, he tried to convince himself, it was nice opportunity to see some of the people in the 

business that he hadn't seen in awhile. 

Kevin glanced at the two shadowy shapes of his personal security, Nigel and Frank, 

through the smoked glass partition that separated the driver compartment from the inside of the 

limo. He pushed the intercom button. "Hey, what's the plan?" 

"Good to see you awake, young chap!" Nigel boomed. "Thought I was going to have to 

carry you down the red carpet." 

"Nah ... I wouldn't want your girlfriend to get jealous," Kevin sneered. 

"You know I only have true eyes for you, my young chap." 

"Bloody flamer." 

Nigel chuckled. "Frank will be getting out first, and usher the two of you down the carpet 

to your seats. Two more Pavilion guys will be walking with you to the inside entrance. You're 

sitting at table 65, next to Diane Keaton." 

stub." 

"She's cool." 

"Aye, she is. I wouldn't mind ... " 

"Better watch it, Nigel. She's a pretty tough cookie. You might walk away with only a 

"Why do you always have to ruin a chap's dreams?" 

"I'll tell her you said hello." 

"Blast. .. I'll be waiting with the car ... as usual," Nigel sighed. 

Kevin straightened up and checked to see how far they had advanced. Only one more 

car and they would be at the entrance. The reigning King and Queen of Hollywood, the 

Douglases, would take their time posing for the cameras, so he knew they still had plenty of time 

before he and Clarissa would have to get out of the car. 
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"I don't understand why you let Nigel talk to you like that," Clarissa said quietly. 

"Talk to me like what?" 

"Like he's not your employee. He's much too familiar." 

Kevin scowled at her. "Don't start with your hoity-toity shit tonight, Clar, I'm not in the 

mood for it Nigel is my friend. He just happens to want to work for me, too." 

Clarissa grimaced and replied, "Sorry. I don't mean to spoil your mood." She grabbed 

hold of his hand and clenched it tightly. "I'm a little nervous. There are just so many famous 

people here tonight." 

Clarissa leaned over and pecked him on the side of his cheek, careful not to smear her 

lipstick, or crease the silver sequined gown designed for her by Vera Wang. Her long blonde hair 

was swirled up into a curly chignon, with diamond-studded combs holding it in place. Around her 

smooth pale neck was her mother's famous diamond necklace that she had practically begged on 

her knees to be allowed to wear, and she had commissioned a pair of earrings from Tiffany's that 

matched it perfectly. 

Clarissa held her breath as they approached the entrance. Frank quickly jumped out of 

the limo and opened the door for her with a flourish. Immediately, flashbulbs began to go off, and 

the bright beacons from the television cameras momentarily blinded her as Frank took her hand 

and helped her out of the limo. Kevin followed closely b~hind her, and took her arm to quickly 

walk the length of the red carpet to the pavilion entrance. There was a chorus of female 

screaming and people chanting his name, but Kevin just smiled his frozen "public" smile and 

waved at the crowd. Two television cameras followed them to the door and Kevin grinned into 

them briefly before hurrying Clarissa through it. She was flushed with excitement and beaming 

by the time they reached their assigned table. 

Frank followed them to the table, and after they were seated, he retreated to the far 

comer of the room where he could see them both clearly. He reached for his cell phone and 

spoke into it. 

"Nigel." The phone doubled as a two-way radio. 

"Yo." Nigel answered. 
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"The canary is in the cage." 

Nigel laughed. "Good job, Frank. I'll see you in a couple of hours." 

Frank clicked his phone shut and stuffed it back into the inside pocket of his tuxedo. He 

carefully arranged his face to look professional and aloof, hiding the seething resentment he felt 

inside. He glanced over at Kevin, and at Clarissa, who was happily chatting with Diane Keaton. 

Look at him, Frank thought, what an arrogant prick. He has a woman like that on his arm and it's 

all he can do to stay awake. 

Frank was sick of this job; sick of all the hoopla and deference everybody gave Kevin, a 

half-breed, and thoroughly tired of Nigel, a black man, bossing him around. Who did he think he 

was, anyway? The man definitely did not know his place in the whole scheme of things. And 

neither did Kevin. The only bright spot to this job was that he was able to keep rubbing elbows 

with people in the business. If he played his cards right tonight, he might be able to land another 

audition for something big. As long as Kevin didn't get wind of it. Then he could be boss, and 

things would be very different. 

Frank had never gotten over the fact that he had almost landed the part in the first film of 

the trilogy that had made Kevin famous. Almost, that is, until the casting director had laid eyes on 

Kevin. After that, they had only offered him the chance to do body double work in the movie, as it 

was uncanny how similar in coloring and build Frank was to Kevin. They could almost be 

brothers. 

Since then, Frank had been able to land a few small parts here and there, but not enough 

to pay the bills on a steady basis. It rankled that Nigel had asked him to bodyguard for Kevin, but 

the pay was just too good to turn down. It was simply a means to an end. 

The orchestra signaled that the ceremony was about to begin. Frank leaned up against 

the wall, and glared at Kevin one more time before settling in to watch the show. One of these 

days, Wonderboy, your star is going to fall, he thought, as the lights dimmed. And I'm gonna be 

there to see it when it does. 

~~~ 
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"I'm really tired tonight, Clarissa," Kevin said softly, gently pushing her hand away from 

his crotch. 

"What's the matter, loverboy, don't I look sexy enough for you?" Clarissa whispered and 

then leaned forward to lick his ear. 

Kevin sighed and pulled away from her. "I think you've had way too much champagne. 

Stop that. .. Nigel and Frank can see us." 

"I don't care," she pouted, slurring her words. It was true, she had drunk too much 

champagne, but she was determined to get a reaction out of him tonight. Lately, he had been 

more than a little aloof, and she had slept by herself for too many weeks now. 

The limousine pulled up to the curb in front of Clarissa's apartment building. 

"Come on ... come up and have another drink with me," she purred, pulling his hand up to 

her face and sucking on one of his fingers. "I've missed you." 

Kevin pulled his finger out of her mouth and pulled her close to him. He kissed her on the 

forehead and said, "Clar ... I'm just too tired tonight. I haven't been able to catch a full night's 

sleep in a week. I'll call you tomorrow ... maybe we can go out to dinner tomorrow night." 

"Dammit, Kevin," Clarissa hissed. "What's the matter with you lately? I hardly see you 

anymore; you've been working so much." 

"You know I have a lot of work to do." 

She pulled herself up straight and tried to compose her anger. It would not do at all to 

lose her temper. It would only push him away further. "I know, sweetie," she patted his hand and 

put on her best pout. "It's just that... we haven't been together in a long time. I thought maybe 

tonight could be a new beginning for us." 

"Clarissa ... we've been over this before. I just can't commit myself to a relationship right 

now. I have too much work going on .... " 

"It's been two years, Kevin," Clarissa whispered softly. "When are you going to start 

living your life again? When are you going to stop living in the past?" 

"I don't know ... I just know that I'm just not ready ... and I don't know when I will be," Kevin 

replied softly. "I'm really sorry, Clarissa. I just can't give you more than this right now." 
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Clarissa's luminous blue eyes filled with tears. She nodded and then kissed him slowly 

on the lips. "Thank you for a wonderful evening." She would be patient. 

Kevin nodded to Frank, who jumped out of the limo and smartly opened the door for 

Clarissa. Her doorman rushed out of the building to escort her inside. He watched her long 

graceful figure recede into the lobby, her sparkling silver dress swirling around her heels. 

"Home, Jeeves," Kevin said into the intercom. The limo pulled away from the curb and 

merged onto the freeway. Kevin ruthlessly pulled the tie from around his collar, and loosened the 

top buttons of the freshly starched shirt. He leaned his head back into the soft leather and 

watched the lights of the city twinkling in the night. Reaching into his pocket, his fingers closed 

over the smooth oval of the scarab. He closed his tired eyes and drifted into familiar nothingness. 

~~~ 

God, that smells sexy, she thought, as she rubbed a little more of the cologne on her 

wrist. One of the tabloids had revealed that Kevin sometimes wore this particular scent. It 

sme11ed of leather, tobacco, and citrus; definitely a manly aroma. She closed her eyes and tried 

to imagine what it would smell like on his neck. Shivers ran up and down her spine. 

She pulled up the draft of the novel on her computer, searching for the page with the 

poem. She found it, and copied and pasted the next stanza into a new file. It was time to give 

another letter to her beloved, so that he would be reminded of their impending romance. She 

would have him ... one way or another. 

~~~ 

Kevin revved the throttle and listened to the satisfying sound of the perfectly tuned engine 

of his favorite motorcycle. The loud engine drowned out the singing of the dawn birds, and the 

sky was turning pink and lavender as he slowly pulled out of the rented garage. The morning air 

was chilly this morning, so he stopped briefly to zip his leather jacket all the way up and adjust the 

strap of the helmet so that it fit more snugly around his head. Just as he was about to pull out of 

the driveway, a large dark figure appeared from around the side of the building and began jogging 
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towards him. Kevin caught the movement from the comer of his eye and his heart leapt in his 

throat. 

"Going somewhere?" Nigel yelled over the sound of the engine. 

Kevin turned the motorcycle off, and took off his helmet. "Jesus ... Nigel. You scared the 

shit out of me. What are you doing ... spying on me?" 

"Bloody right," Nigel growled. "That's what you pay me for. You need to be more aware. 

I could've easily been someone else." 

"Gimme a break, man. I was just going for a little ride." 

"Look, chap, you need to start telling me these things." 

"Nigel, quit being a mother hen." 

"I can't bloody protect you if I don't know where you are." 

"I don't need a babysitter every minute of the day. Besides, what are you going to do? 

Follow me around?" 

"If I have to ... no ... I don't suppose so." Nigel rubbed his forehead. "Do you have your 

cell phone with you?" 

"I think it's in my car." 

"You think? What would happen if you needed to phone me?" 

"Alright. .. fine." Kevin put the kickstand down and walked back to the garage door. He 

punched the security code into the keypad and the door slowly opened. He walked into the 

garage, rummaged around in his car, and found the phone. He stuck it in his pocket and zipped it 

closed. He shut the garage door and walked back out to where Nigel was patiently waiting for 

him. The bald giant was standing there with his arms crossed and his legs wide apart, his dewy 

black skin shining in the early dawn light. 

"You bear a strange resemblance to Shaq ... as the Genie," Kevin sneered. 

"Your wish is my command, master," Nigel bowed in mock extravagance. 

"I have the phone. Satisfied?" 

"Absolutely, my master." 
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Kevin jumped on the bike and fired it up. He revved the engine again and grinned at 

Nigel, teeth bared in a big cheesy grin that glowed white in contrast to the rapidly disappearing 

morning shadows. 

Nigel thumped him on the top of his helmet. "Try not to kill yourself, you bloody idiot," he 

laughed. "I need this job." 

In answer, Kevin pulled out of the driveway and zipped up the street towards the rising 

sun. 

~~~ 

"I left her a message yesterday, but she still hasn't called me back, 11 Katie said, speaking 

into the cordless phone stuck into the crook of her neck. 

"Well ... maybe she's working on it and doesn't want to call until she's sure," Cheri replied, 

trying to reassure her. 

"Yeah ... and she could also be waiting until she's done laughing hysterically before she 

calls and tells me to never write anything ever again ... even my own name." 

"You're just being paranoid." 

Katie sighed and savagely sheared the limbs off her precious sterling rosebushes, 

knowing from experience that this would produce many more blooms and bigger bushes in the 

spring. She felt a blister starting in the palm of her hand and realized that she was gripping the 

shears a little too tightly. She switched the phone to her other ear and arched her back, which 

ached from bending over the garden. 

"I suppose," Katie said absently. "But just to be sure, I'm taking that job. I'm supposed to 

start Monday. I really need the money ... like yesterday. 11 

"I could loan you some ... just until you get paid ... " Cheri started. 

"No," Katie firmly replied. Then her voice softened, "Thank you ... I appreciate it, but I just 

don't want to get any more behind on things than I already am.· 

"Well, you'll let me know if you get in trouble, right?" 

"I promise." 
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The sky was an unusual azure blue for a cool November day, and she had taken the 

opportunity to break from her writing to get the last of her gardening done for the year. The break 

had calmed her anxiety somewhat; she had submitted the manuscript several weeks ago to her 

agent but had heard nothing back since . 

Desperately digging through the back of her closet, she had pulled out what she dubbed 

her "interview suit" and answered an ad from the local office of an insurance company. The dark 

navy linen suit was several years old; however, it had been expensive, and its classic cut had 

always flattered her softly curved figure. She had appraised herself carefully in the mirror before 

she left, scowling darkly at the riotous chestnut curls that refused to be tamed, even though she 

had ruthlessly squashed them down into a hairclip. The interview had gone well, but she was a 

little apprehensive about how her new schedule was going to affect Alex. 

Careful of the thorns, Katie scooped up the last of the large purple blooms that she would 

see that year into the front of her sweatshirt, and buried her face in her favorite scent. 

'41-4!'4! 

Katie gasped at the frigid night air and pulled her thin sweater closer around her, as she 

tried to sort out in her mind what the hell had just happened to her. At least she still had her 

purse. She could hear ~hriH laughter over the loud music coming from the clubhouse that the 

insurance company had rented for the Christmas party. 

Steve, her new boss, had seemed pleasantly surprised when she had shown up for the 

party. Katie rarely attended any office functions unless she was required to, but tonight she just 

wanted to get out of the house. Alex was staying with her mother for a few days, and she thought 

she might get to know her new co-workers a little better, since she had only started working with 

them a few months ago. 

She had wandered over to the dessert table, admiring the creative layout of pies, cakes 

and cookies, when Steve approached her, a large shot glass in each hand. He swayed a little on 

his feet, and Katie immediately realized that he was drunk. 

"Yo, Kathryn ... join me in a tittle Christmas spirit," he boomed, and held out one of the 

shot glasses for her to take. 
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"Oh ... thank you, Steve, but I already have some wine. Thanks anyway." 

"Oh, come on. One little shot won't hurt," he laughed, as the liquor he was holding 

sloshed over the sides of the glasses. Katie stared at his hands, which were elaborately 

peppered with freckles. Funny, she had never noticed them before, but since he had a shock of 

red hair and pale skin, she wasn't surprised. 

Steve moved a little closer to her, and she realized that his neck was peppered with 

freckles also. For some reason, a chill went up and down her spine; she found the freckles 

strangely repulsive. Katie took a step backward. 

Steve shrugged his shoulders and proceeded to drink both shots himself, wiped his 

mouth on his sleeve and giggled. 

"Is this old guy bothering you, Katie?" 

Amanda, the receptionist for the firm, stepped out from behind the dessert table and 

positioned her curvy body enveloped in red cashmere between Steve and Katie. It was Steve 

who took a step backward this time. 

"Isn't that your wife over there?• Amanda sneered coldly. 

Steve smiled a frozen smile, and said, HUh ... excuse me." 

As he turned his back to them and lurched away, Amanda asked her quietly, "Is 

everything okay with you?" 

"Oh, yeah ... Steve seems to be having a good time," Katie said warily. 

"I'll bet he is," Amanda said under her breath. "Great party, huh? I'm glad to see that you 

came. We weren't sure whether or not you would show." 

"Sorry. Have I been that unsociable? I don't mean anything by it." 

Amanda laughed. "I'm not offended. I usually try to keep my work at work and my 

personal life at home. Makes my job more tolerable." 

Katie nodded. "I agree." 

Amanda glared across the room. Katie followed Amanda's eyes and saw that they were 

firmly pinned on Steve, who by now, had located his wife, and was animatedly telling a group of 

people either a story or a joke, she couldn't tell which. 
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Wishing she had the courage to ask Amanda what was wrong, but suddenly feeling 

lightheaded from all the noise of the party, Katie decided that she had had enough of office 

politics and wanted to be anywhere but there. 

"You know, Amanda, if you'll excuse me, I think I should head home. It's getting a little 

bit late and the roads were icing up on my way here." 

Amanda switched her hostile gaze from Steve to Katie, and her face softened. "Do you 

have a long drive?" she asked. 

"Not really. I'll be fine. Have a nice Christmas, Amanda." 

Katie headed for the coatroom with a sudden urgency to get home. The air was stale 

with the damp smell of wool coats, and one of the light bulbs in the ceiling fixture was out, making 

it difficult to see. Katie was parting the coats looking for her familiar green jacket, when she 

sensed someone behind her. 

Turning around quickly, she found herself smack up against the sweaty starched white 

shirt of her boss, who, to her utter surprise, was leering down at her. He grabbed her by the 

shoulders and she fo11owed his bloodshot eyes, which seemed to be permanently fixed on the 

cleavage of her breasts under her blouse. 

"Let go of me," Katie hissed. 

"You look real nice tonight, Kathryn. Why don't you have a boyfriend? Or a husband? 

Are you queer or something?" 

Katie, beginning to panic, pulled away from his tight grasp on her upper arms but found 

herself being backed into the comer behind the coats. 

"Leave me alone," she fairly shouted, but the loud music coming from the dining room 

drowned out her voice. 

"You just haven't had the right man," Steve growled low in his throat. 

Steve grabbed at her breasts and started to push her deeper into the coats, when Katie 

brought her knee up sharply into his groin. With adrenaline pumping through her system like 

wildfire, she pushed him back into the coats on the other side as he let out a high-pitched wail. 

Katie doubted that anyone had heard. 
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"You fucking tease of a bitch,» he said breathlessly, as he bent over .• a single string of 

drool hanging from the corner of his mouth. "I see ... you just want to play rough." 

Steve grabbed at her again, and slapped her face hard. When she reeled back, he 

caught her blouse but she was too quick for him. She felt the soft silk tear as she ducked 

underneath the coats and ran towards the front door past the coatroom. Once outside, she 

slipped and almost fell on a patch of ice in the dark parking lot. 

Now, she was trying desperately to breathe in the frigid air but her lungs didn't want to 

. cooperate. The sudden sweat on her body felt like icicles as she frantically searched the parking 

lot for her jeep. She thought she heard someone calling her name over the din of the party, but 

she never looked back. Her hand was shaking as she tried to put the key in the lock and missed, 

and a single drop of blood fell on the back of her hand. She tried the lock again, was successful, 

jumped into the seat and quickly closed and locked the door. She wiped the back of her hand 

across her nose and it came away with a bloody smear. 

She started the jeep, and slipping and sliding through the parking lot, gunned it towards 

the exit. It was only after she was half a mile away on the dark road that the tears began to slide 

down her face. She drove on into the night, wiping the blood and tears on the arms of her new 

blouse, trying to make some sense of the world ... but couldn't. 

~~~ 

No matter how she added it all up, there just wasn't enough money. Katie sat hunched 

over her calculator with a stack of bills on the desk. 

Amanda had called her three times and left messages on her machine after she didn't 

show up for work the day after Christmas. Katie hated to leave her new job like that; it was the 

most unprofessional thing that she had ever done but she just couldn't bring herself to face any of 

those people after what had happened. Every time she thought she should tell someone, she got 

sick to her stomach. 

No one would believe her, she was sure of it. Steve was a rich, white, prominent 

businessman in the community; she was a single mother with no money, and now, no job. Most 

of the privileged men she knew behaved with a distinctive kind of arrogance; like an undisciplined 
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dog who is allowed to run around jumping on people and shitting all over the place while 

everyone looks the other way. Who could she appeal to? The law? The law was comprised of 

other privileged white men. They would close ranks. Katie had lain awake at night, going over 

every scenario she could think of; but she knew that there weren't any good answers to the 

problem. If she pursued any legal action, she would have to tell Alex. She just couldn't do it. 

Better to let it go and move on. 

She stared out the window at the black night. Snow was coming down in big white puffs 

that hit the glass on the window and dissolved into droplets. Thank God her mother had loaned 

her some money for Christmas, or the situation would be a lot worse. As it was, there was very 

little food in the house, and certainly not enough to last out the week. 

It had now been three months since she had sent in her manuscript, and she was 

beginning to believe that she had failed miserably. Every time she had called the agency, her 

agent has simply told her, "I'm still working on it. These things take time." 

She sighed and laid her head on the cool surface of the wooden desk. On the bright 

side, they still had heat and electricity, at least, for a little while. She was just going to have to 

find another job. So much for the idea of a lucrative writing career. So much for believing in the 

power of your dreams. Damn. 

Katie got up from the table, and lay down underneath the Christmas tree, now empty of 

presents, and stared up through the fragrant pine limbs as she had liked to do when she was a 

child. The colored lights danced and twinkled among the gold-foiled ornaments, bright red 

shimmery bulbs, and white shiny tinsel. She knew that she should take it down, but it comforted 

her somehow, like a brightly lit angel that offered hope and warmth in a sea of despair. She 

pulled her faded quilt off the couch and fay curled under the tree until she fell into a dreamless 

sleep. 

'4!'41'4! 
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"You quit your job and now you want to go back to school?" The plump black woman 

behind the battered steel gray desk scowled at Katie over her glasses. "That's not showing us 

that you are working towards financial independence. You need to get another job. Any job." 

Katie squirmed in the hard plastic chair and tried to keep her composure. She had 

vowed to herself that after she finished her undergraduate degree, she would never have to ask 

for any government help again. Apparently she was wrong. It had taken every ounce of resolve 

that she had to keep this appointment. She felt like a failure. 

"I've been looking ... but I can only find available positions in the service industry. They 

only pay minimum wage ... not enough to support myself and my son." 

"That's not our problem." 

Taking a deep breath, she said, "I'd like to get a graduate degree ... so that I can take a 

teaching position." 

The woman scanned Katie's application for food stamps. "You are receiving social 

security for the child?" 

"Yes ... his father died two years ago." 

Katie knew from experience that even that boon wouldn't cover everything if she went 

back to school. She already owed an enormous sum in school loans, but she had been 

struggling to make the payments. She dreaded having to borrow any more. 

It had been utterly humiliating to have to ask for help when she was struggling to get 

through her undergrad degree. Alex's father, Adam, had been non-sympathetic to her plight 

when she had asked him about catching up with his child support. She had tracked him down to 

a bar when he hadn't returned her phone calls, informing her that he had a new girlfriend, and 

that they were saving for a vacation. Katie knew it was just another excuse. Adam had a serious 

drinking problem, which was part of the reason she had divorced him in the first place right after 

Alex had been born ... and right after he had given her a black eye and a split lip. Katie had 

decided that she wanted more from life than Where's my dinner? Get me a beer, will ya? Since 

you got nothin' else to do, I need a blow job. 

64 



.. 

... 

Not long after she had spoken with him, his new girlfriend had found him hanging from 

one of the rafters in his garage. Apparently he had a guilty conscience after all. 

At the funeral, his famify had barely spoken to her. They had been civil to Alex, but Katie 

could feel an undercurrent of blame from their indifferent glances and scowling faces. 

Apparently, they felt that she was somehow responsible for Adam's death. She had gathered her 

grief-stricken child into the jeep as soon as the service was over and left, never looking back . 

Ironically, it had been the social security she received for Alex after Adam's death that allowed 

her to take the necessary time after graduation to write the novel she had always dreamed of 

writing. 

Now the grace period on her student loans was over, the payments had to be made, and 

she had to put food on the table ... somehow. 

~~~ 

Katie drove into the darkness of the quiet country road. It would be spring soon and not a 

moment too soon as far as she was concerned. The stark branches of the trees empty of their 

leaves stretched clawlike arms above the road, making her shiver. She hated winter. The 

endless cold and dark days depressed her so much that it was often difficult to pull herself out of 

bed and stumble through the gloom to the coffee pot She often wished that she could live 

somewhere warmer, a place where 30 degrees Fahrenheit was considered a daily low 

temperature in winter, rather than a high one. 

Since Alex was staying with his grandma tonight, she had some time on her hands. Too 

much time, it seemed. She had been looking forward to the break so that she could get the 

things on The List done; but, on some strange impulse, she felt compelled to go for a drive. She 

glanced out the window at the dead and dried cornstalks lining the fields, and the dirty snow lying 

in piles along the road. 

What was she going to do? She had to find a way to fix her situation; she didn't want to 

continue living like this, never knowing from month to month whether she could pay all the bills. 

Writing her stories was att she had ever really wanted to do. She had a gift, she could feel it. 

How could this happen after all of the work she had done? Surely someone, somewhere would 
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want to publish them. It was breaking her heart that her dream of becoming a writer was washing 

away like the dirty snow at the side of the road. 

She punched the buttons on her car stereo, trying to find a song to fit her mood. All six 

stations were playing commercials. Figures, she thought. 

She pulled into the entrance of the state park. It was closed for the evening, but the 

gates were still open to the parking lot. She parked in the middle of the lot, lit a cigarette, and 

leaned back in the seat. 

The night was cold and clear and the stars were beginning to appear as the light faded 

from the sky. She remembered what Alex had told her about what he had learned in school 

about the constellations. By doing a little research on the Internet, she discovered that there 

were many stories and legends about the Dog Star, a.k.a. Sirius. In ancient Egyptian legend, it 

was known as the Star of Isis. The Egyptians worshipped her as the all-powerful goddess of 

love, fertility, and prosperity ... and miracles. She searched the sky and saw the three stars in a 

horizontal row that made up Orion's belt. If she remembered correctly, she would just have to 

draw an imaginary line down and to the left, and there it would be. She found it, and it twinkled its 

cold blue light at her. A sad, haunting song on the radio began playing; she turned the volume up 

to hear the words. 

Hold on to me Jove 
You know I can't stay long 
All I wanted to say was I love you and I'm not afraid 

Can you hear me? 
Can you feel me in your anns? 

Holding my last breath 
Safe inside myself 
Are all my thoughts of you 
Sweet raptured light 
It ends here tonight 

I'll miss the winter 
A world of fragile things 
Look for me in the white forest 
Hiding in a hollow tree (come find me) 

I know you hear me 
I can taste your tears 

Closing your eyes to disappear 
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You pray your dreams will leave you here 
But still you wake and know the truth 
No one's there* 

©Evanescence 

Tears glistened on her cheeks as she continued to stare at the beautiful, icy and distant 

star. Why? she thought to herself. Why me? Why do I have to be so alone all the time? I've 

tried so hard. Is there anybody listening up there? 

The star flickered and grew brighter as the sky became darker. 

Katie leaned her head up against the steering wheel and sobbed until her tears were 

spent. ~~~ 

.- Kevin decided that he loved Australia, with its ochre dusty dirt, pastel green water, and 

+ 
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spectacular purple, orange and red sunsets. Even though the hot, arid summer was coming to a 

close down under, the days were still mostly pleasantly warm, the nights cooler. Everywhere he 

looked, the vivid and surreal colors of the land revealed something new to discover each day, and 

then the pain that stabbed deep inside him would give a small reprieve. It was only when the 

rains came for several days in a row, muting the beautiful hues and leaving behind huge ochre 

puddles, that he would feel himself sripping into black despair again. 

The film was progressing ahead of schedule, and the sudden thought of going home 

early did not appeal to him. He was glad, then, that yet another month of shooting was ahead of 

him. It would give him more. time to explore. 

Nigel would be beside himself if he disappeared too often. He made a mental note to try 

to be more open about communicating his whereabouts. Besides, he reasoned to himself, 

Sydney was a world away from Los Angeles. He wasn't in any danger here; the location of the 

shoot was kept very quiet to minimize paparazzi and other disruptions. He glanced at his watch 

and noted on the call sheet that he still had another half hour before he would be required on the 

set again. As he took another bite of his sandwich, he saw Nigel walking towards him. 
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"Taking a lunch break, mate? I thought I would join you," Nigel said, as he pulled up a 

folding chair and sat down next to him. Kevin knew that Nigel stubbornly held on to the age-old 

British distrust of the Aussies. Nigel had been calling him mate at every opportunity, just to let on 

as to how annoyed he was at having to work in this country. 

Kevin smiled mischievously, and said, "Can't get enough of me, huh?" 

"Well ... a mate's gotta earn his pay, somehow," Nigel laughed. "How's it going?" 

"We're ahead of schedule." 

"Great. Guess we might get to go home early, then," Nigel said wistfully. 

"Depends," Kevin teased. 

Nigel scratched his head, and looked forlorn. "On what?" he asked. 

"On whether I've seen the rest of the coast yet." 

Nigel moaned a stream of nearly unintelligible obscenities. "I just had a chat with Stella. 

The cheeky wench has commanded I come home." 

"You could go ... if you really want to," Kevin said. 

"And miss all the excitement? Not a bloody chance. Besides, someone has to look out 

for you, mate, since you're too bloody stupid to do it yourself." 

Kevin gave him the finger. 

"Now, is that any way to treat a valued employee?" said Nigel, attempting to feign hurt 

feelings. 

They both burst into laughter. 

Out of the comer of his eye, Nigel saw a young, lanky boy walking quickly towards Kevin. 

He took note of the fact that the kid had an anxious look on his face. Suddenly, on his guard, 

Nigel asked, "Hey, do you know that kid?" 

Kevin glanced up quickly and said, "Yeah. I've seen him before. I think he's part of the 

crew." 

The young man hurried over to Kevin's chair, and they saw that he was clutching an 

envelope. He stood in front of Kevin for a moment, uncertain as to whether he should interrupt 

his lunch. Kevin smiled. He wanted an autograph and was too shy to ask for it. 
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"If you have a pen, I'll sign that for you," Kevin said. 

"No, sir." 

Kevin cocked his head in surprise, and the kid held out the envelope. "It's a message for 

you, sir. An urgent message." 

Kevin took the envelope, and the young man scurried off. Puzzled, he looked at Nigel, 

and tore open the thick cream-colored envelope. It smelled of cologne. He recognized the scent 

immediately ... it was his own. 

Dearest f<e\'tn, 

! ¢al\ S~~n ~(),U .., " • 

Lt),\'~ ''s: sw,~~t tllllkS:~, ht.!)~ ~f,}t t~ars 

Jt>~f\111 ir. shtJ.<f d@-rir.' r~~~~s~., .... 

Elusi\~ ~~~1u~t "~'~' f"w;mr., .. 

l(),t~, 

~~ Di@am~r 

"Holy shit," Kevin said, deadpan. 

Nigel took off immediately after the boy. He caught him by the collar, and dragged him 

back to where Kevin was sitting. The kid was terrified. 

"Where'd you get this letter? Speak up, boy, or I'll crack your ozzie arse," Nigel demanded in the 

lowest growl he could muster. 

"1..1... a man gave it to me," he stuttered. "Gave me fiver to deliver it righto." 

"What man?" Kevin asked. 

"A tall man ... nn-never seen him before. He made like it was urgent, and I was to deliver 

it to Mister Robinson right away. Please don't hurt me." 

Nigel and Kevin looked at each other in shock. 

69 



"I think you can explain this to the authorities, mate," Nigel said gruffly, as he hauled the 

boy towards the rear exit of the studio stage. 

<41<4!<4! 

With a quick change in direction, Kevin parried the attack and advanced. In full retreat, 

Frank backed up several feet before foiling Kevin's attack and lunged back at him again. Sweat 

soaked through the backs of their thin cotton shirts and dripped down the sides of their faces. 

The only sound in the gym was the clacking together of the wooden sticks and the soft footfalls 

on the mat Sheer detennination coated each of their faces, as the two men, nearly twin 

bookends, each tried their best to outdo the other. 

The tempo of the dance increased as Frank lunged once again, this time with more 

ferocity. The sticks became a blur. With surprise, Kevin retreated. 

"Hey, man," Kevin panted. "It's just practice. Chill out." 

Frank sneered and continued his advance, until Kevin was now in full retreat, deflecting 

the blows, looking for any chance to reciprocate with another lunge. Frank persisted until Kevin 

was backed off of the mat completely. 

Kevin's eyes narrowed. Okay, if that's hCNI you want to play it. A slight pause in Frank's 

cadence gave Kevin the opportunity he had been looking for. With strong, sure steps, he 

advanced on Frank, this time, with no mercy. Frank began to slowly back up, anger coloring his 

face. 

As Frank retreated backwards off the mat, Kevin delivered the final blow. With a sharp 

crack, the wooden stick left Frank's hand and skidded across the shiny gymnasium floor. Kevin 

poked his stick into Frank's ribs and left it there for a moment, as a warning. 

Then he smiled at Frank, and headed for the shower. "Guess that's enough for today. 

think I'm ready for set tomorrow. Thanks, man," he said over his shoulder. What the fuck's 

eating at him? Whatever it is, he better deal with it. 

Frank stood there in silent fury as he watched Kevin nonchalantly stride towards the 

changing rooms and disappear through the swinging double doors. He walked over and picked 

70 



up the wooden stick, holding it with both hands, before cracking it over his knee. It broke in two 

and clattered to the floor. 

You win, Wonderboy. For now. 

'4!'41'4! 

Kevin walked into the hotel lobby with heavy legs, and a heavy heart. He and Nigel had 

spent the rest of the evening asking questions on the set to see if they could figure out how the 

kid got the letter. They were not successful, and now he was angry that he had lost precious 

shooting time. He would have to work even harder tomorrow to catch up. 

"Good evening, Mr. Robinson," the dapper gentleman behind the front desk greeted him 

with two slips paper. "I have two messages for you." 

"Thank you," Kevin said absently, as he glanced at the phone numbers: his mum and his 

publicist. He would call them both in the morning. 

He rode the elevator to his private suite on the 6th floor, and rummaged through his jacket 

pockets until he found the electronic key card. He slipped it in the slot and the light turned from 

red to green as the bolt disengaged. He pushed open the door, shut it quickly behind him, and 

then leaned heavily on it with relief. Sometimes nothing felt better to him than to just shut out the 

whole world. 

He opened the small cabinet in the kitchenette and discovered a bottle of "The Tally" 

Cabernet, his favorite Australian wine. Somebody in housekeeping was going to get a huge tip. 

He poured himself a glass and then took several large swigs. He kicked off his boots, peeled off 

his socks, and sat down into the large overstuffed leather couch, propping his bare feet up on the 

glass coffee table. He took another drink of his wine and felt his neck muscles start to relax, 

feeling the stress of the day begin to drain away. 

He closed his eyes and sighed; it was then that he noticed the smell. 

His eyes bolted back open, and with alann he sat up on the couch and looked around the 

semi-dark room. Was he imagining things? 

He stood up and walked around the suite until he came closer to the bedroom door. It 

was coming from in there. 
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He flipped the light switch and slowly looked around the room. His eyes shot to the top of 

the ornate and highly polished wooden dresser, where a small black bottle of his cologne was 

perched in the middle of the otherwise empty top. There was a red ribbon tied around it into a 

bow. 

Still staring at the bottle of cologne, he walked over to the bed. An unfamiliar cloying 

floral fragrance wafted up from the bed, and seemed to coat the back of his throat. He whipped 

the covers away and saw the red lipstick kiss in the middle of the pillow. 

He picked up the phone on the nightstand to ring the front desk that he needed a new 

room ... immediately. 

Was there nowhere he could hide from this insanity? 

~~~ 

Katie ripped off the bright orange notice that was taped to the front door, crumpled it up 

and stuffed it in her pocket. Dammit, couldn't those people at the electric company just give me a 

little more time? 

"What's that?" Alex asked as he walked in the front door behind her. 

"Nothing," Katie said absent-mindedly as she put her purse on the kitchen table. "What 

would you like for supper? Let's see ... " she opened the cupboard door, scanned the contents, 

and then quickly shut it again. "How about PBJ?" 

"We had that last night, mom." 

"Okay ... how about some scrambled eggs and toast? With strawberry jelly? You like 

that," she said, pulling out a frying pan. "Go do your homework, then we'll eat supper, and then 

you can have a nice hot bath, okay?" 

Alex scowled and retreated to his room. His mom was acting very strange. She knew he 

only liked grape jelly. 

As Katie scrambled the eggs, she shifted from one aching foot to the other. She had 

taken a daytime bartending position at TGI Friday's and being on her feet all day had made them 

swell. She had wanted to stop at the grocery store on her way home, but knew that if she spent 

her tip money on food, she would not have enough to pay the electric bill. As it was, she wasn't 
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sure that she had enough to pay it anyway, especially if there was going to be a re-connect fee 

involved after they shut it off tomorrow. 

Feeling tears of frustration begin to well up again, she swiped the back of her hand 

across her eyes so Alex wouldn't see, and sat down in one of the vinyl kitchen chairs to rest. 

Eggs were nutritious, weren't they? 

~~~ 

Katie heard the phone ringing as she rinsed the last of the supper dishes. Alex was 

singing in the bathtub, and she could hear the splash of his little action figures as they fell off of 

the edge of the tub into the water. She quickly dried her hands on the worn kitchen towel, and 

hurried into the living room to check the caller ID. If it turned out to be another collection call, she 

would just ignore it. She just couldn't bear to make any more excuses about the money today. 

She was just too tired. 

She checked the tiny LCD screen and it read, "New York Call." The area code and phone 

number was unfamiliar. She decided to let the answering machine pick it up. 

A woman's voice came on after the recording. 

"Hello ... Katie? Are you there? It's Evelyn. I'm in New York and I need to speak with you 

ASAP. If you get this message before ... " 

Katie picked up the phone . 

"Hi Evie! So sorry, I was doing dishes." 

"Katie! I'm so glad you're there. We need to talk." 

"What's up?" Katie held her breath and crossed her fingers. 

"Well ... I'm not exactly sure how to put this .. . " Evie said slowly. 

Katie's heart dropped to her knees. She sighed heavily. "It's okay, Evie. Give it to me 

straight. I can take it. JI 

"Katie ... it's not that. Are you sitting down?" 

"What? What is it?" 

Evie took a deep breath. "Random House has agreed to publish your book. JI 
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scoop?" 

"Oh my god, Evie. You don't know what good news that is. Tell me, tell me ... what's the 

Evelyn laughed and said, "We are hopefully both going to be very wealthy." 

"What? What are you talking about?" 

"This is the deal: they'll give you an advance on Insomnia's Dream, but you have to sign 

a contract for two more books within the next five years. And there are a few revisions that they 

want to discuss with you before this one goes to press. Do you think you can handle that?" 

"Two more books? I suppose I could try ... " 

"There is no try. If you agree, you have to deliver. Your career as an author would 

depend on it." 

"Well ... it would depend on the advance. I have to make a living for the next five years, 

too, while I'm writing." 

"I don't think you're going to have a problem with that," she snickered. 

"What do you mean?" 

At Evelyn's answer, Katie dropped the phone and stifled a scream with both hands. It 

was more money that she had ever imagined. 

"Katie? Katie! Are you therer Evelyn's voice sounded tinny from the receiver on the 

floor. Katie dropped down on her knees and picked the phone back up. 

"I'm here, Evie," Katie said with a shaky voice. 

"Can you meet me in my office on Wednesday? I'll bring the contract and we can go over 

it then, okay? Hello .... are you alrightr 

"Yes," Katie said softly. "I'm going to be fine. Really fine. I'll see you on Wednesday." 

Katie pushed the "off" button on the phone and lay down on the floor. Tears of relief 

flowed down her cheeks as she rolled over, faced the ceiling, and laughed. 

Alex came out into the living room, dripping and holding a towel crookedly around his 

waist. His hair stuck up in spiky tufts and there were shampoo bubbles foaming over both of his 

ears. 

"Mom?" he said meekly. "Are you okay?" 
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Katie just laughed and cried harder. 

Alex thought maybe his mom had finally lost it. Maybe he should call his grandma or 

something. 

Katie saw the look on his face and scrubbed away her tears with her hands. She got up 

and ran to Alex and hugged him tight. 

"It's okay, baby, nothing's wrong. I'm just happy. Mama finally sold her book." 

"You did?" his face lit up . 

"Yes, I did." Katie cocked her head, and saw the bubbles behind his ears. 

"Hey ... you forgot to rinse," she said, scrubbing his hair with her hands . 

"I rinsed." 

"Apparently not. You have bubbles coming out of your ears. Go back in there and rinse 

your head again." 

Alex pulled the crooked towel around his waist a little tighter and ran down the hallway. 

Just before he reached the bathroom door, he turned around and asked, "Does this mean we can 

have pizza for dinner tomorrow?" 

~ 
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According to the ancient legend, Osiris, the Goddess' 

beloved husband, was betra_yed and murdered b_y 

his jealous brother, Seth, and his pieces scattered 

over the land ot E_g_ypt so that his soul could not 

be rejoined with his bod_y . 

THREE 

1)~ Me 11tt ~ flUetit fki,z_ ~ k '1Ued. -1fl""4M s~ 

Flight 6529 from Sydney. First Class. One stop in Las Vegas before arriving at LAX at 

7:00 p.m. How perfect. And how fortunate that the airlines now required registration under 

one's real name; it made it so easy for her to find him. She glanced at her list of things to do for 

the day and discovered that she would not have much time. Hopefully, no one would miss her 

while she accomplished this small errand. 

Putting on her special white gloves, she sealed the thick creamy envelope and carefully 

packed it in her bag. With a slow smile, she imagined how surprised he must have been to find 

the presents she had arranged to be left for him in his hotel room in Sydney. 

Suddenly, she felt like dancing. Sauntering over to the closet, she pulled out the life size 

cardboard cutout of him that had stood in the lobby at the premiere of his last film. She hummed 

to herself as she led the dance, wrapping her arms about his neck and gazing into his golden 

amber eyes. Soon, we'll/ celebrate together. 

~~~ 

She couldn't believe it was actually hers. The moving van pulled up into the driveway, 

with Katie and Alex in her new Jeep behind it. 

The new house was so beautiful, and she sat for a long moment, admiring it. It was a 

two-story refurbished farmhouse on twenty acres, previously owned by a doctor and his wife who 
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had relocated to the east coast. Alex was out of the car like a shot, running around the yard, fully 

intending to pester the moving men while they were trying to unload the truck. Being twelve now, 

he felt that it was his job . 

She gathered up her purse, and her few most precious rare books that she wouldn't trust 

in anyone else's hands, and walked up the front stone walkway, the shiny new gold-plated key in 

her hand. 

The book had sold, and sold well; she could hardly believe her good fortune. The key 

turned easily in the lock, and her footsteps echoed as she walked across the newly refinished 

pine flooring in the foyer. She was impatient to begin decorating; she had already collected an 

enormous pile of wallpaper and paint sample books, along with a stack of magazines and books 

loaded with decorating ideas. She finally had the money to make it exactly as she wanted it, 

using her own abundant creative energy and excellent eye for style. No more garage sale items 

and thrift shop knockoffs. Well ... maybe, depending, but only if she wanted to. She was starting 

to think that no matter how much money she had, she would always be afraid to spend it on what 

she really wanted . 

She walked into the kitchen and gazed out through the French doors that lined the entire 

rear of the house on the first level. Looking out over the enormous and secluded back yard, 

surrounded by tall, leafy trees on every side, she decided that she would have to have a party, a 

housewarming party. 

It had broken her heart to leave her old neighborhood and her small boxy home; but after 

her first few royalty checks, she felt that it was high time for change. She and Alex needed more 

space. She would miss the close friendships she had forged with her neighbors in the seven 

years they had lived there. Their children had all played together, and they had had many 

bonfires with lots of beer, hamburgers on the grill, rich desserts, and good times. Even her 

widowed neighbor lady, Joyce, had sometimes baked her cookies, and on occasion, they helped 

each other out with yard work. 

She would have a new, big brick fire pit built in the yard, and have a few cords of wood 

delivered so that they could build fires that could possibly be seen from space. She would invite 

77 



everyone from the old neighborhood. What a party she could have, now that she could afford 

one. 

~~~ 

Kevin downshifted until the bike came to a slow rolling stop. The sea air misted his face 

and he watched the waves roll in and pound the shore with their frothy spray. Laura shifted 

behind him in the seat and pressed her chin into his shoulder. He reached back to touch the 

satin softness of her cheek. As the breeze from the ocean whipped around their bodies, he saw 

from the corner of his eye her hair streaming around them in the wind. But something was wrong. 

Her hair was not the straight golden sheet he knew so well, but a riotous mass of auburn curls, 

shot through with dark red and ginger. He jumped off the bike and turned around to face her, but 

his vision dimmed and her features were distorted in the darkness. He passed his hand in front 

of his face as if to clear his vision, but all he could see were her eyes, gleaming in the moonlight. 

Amber eyes, so much like his own, shot through with golden flecks. 

"Who ... are ... you?" he asked angrily, but the woman's hair swirled around her face, 

obscuring her eyes as she reached out to touch him on the arm .... 

"Mr. Robinson? Sir ... are you alright?" 

Kevin jerked open his eyes and stared wildly at the tall, slim blonde flight attendant in the 

navy blue uniform who was touching his arm and leaning over him. 

"What?" he said groggily. 

-"I'm sorry to wake you, sir, but you were moaning." 

Kevin sat up straighter in his seat and glanced around the dark first-class cabin. There 

was a movie playing on the big screen in front of the cabin, and he heard the muted sound of 

whispering from the seats behind him. He looked over towards the window seat and saw that 

Nigel was sound asleep. 

"Would you like something to drink?" the flight attendant asked him. 

"Yes ... please ... some ice water," he managed to rasp out between dry lips. 

"I'll be right back, sir." 
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Kevin rubbed his eyes and tried to become more alert. The dream lingered on in his 

mind, and he still wasn't sure that he was awake or still sleeping. There had been many dreams 

before this one in which Laura was still alive and it seemed that all he had to do was reach out 

and touch her. Never before had he dreamed of an auburn-haired woman. His wife had been a 

natural blonde. 

The flight attendant returned with a large glass of ice and a bottle of water. She opened 

the water and poured it over the ice. Kevin drank the cold liquid in big gulps until his parched 

throat began to feel better, and the pressure in his ears subsided. 

"Feeling better, now?" she asked him. 

He nodded and said, "Thank you." 

"I didn't want to disturb you while you were sleeping, but someone left this for you with 

one of the crew just before takeoff." 

She handed him a small cream-colored envelope. 

"Thank you," he said again, turning the envelope over. The front was blank. Kevin slid 

his finger under the sealed flap and ripped it open. As he pulled out the matching cream-colored 

sheet, he felt a sense of foreboding. Not again. With shaking fingers he opened the single page. 

Dearest f<el'tn, 

! ·~" s"'"' ~.bt! . ... ~ 
Wlfld~ws bf ~Mr Sb~J ~ J.~~p t-b~ls bf afr!t~r 

~ .... , i t 

R~f'~"' ~d4~ ilf'!juish ....... 

s~arehiflg if'< "ir, ftir tr~th .. 

Lt)(,)~ f~, ~~; ! wtU L~ ~t"Mr1 .. 

tb\~~ 
1h~ Dr~atr.~r 
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Kevin slowly refolded the single sheet and stuffed it back inside the envelope. He wanted 

to wake Nigel and tell him; but the gentle giant seemed to be sleeping so peacefully that he 

decided to wait. They were forty thousand feet in the air and weren't exactly going anywhere at 

the moment. 

Kevin took another gulp of his water and scrubbed his eyes with his hands. He decided 

to go to the restroom and wash his face. 

He stood up unsteadily from his seat, and slowly made his way to the small silver door at 

the front of the cabin. He searched the nearby faces for someone who might be watching him, but 

all he saw were strangers, some sleeping, and some reading quieUy. No one paid him any 

attention. 

He pushed his way into the cramped space and turned the water on full blast in the small 

aluminum sink. He splashed his face several times with the cold water until he felt more awake. 

As he grabbed several towels from the dispenser, he glanced at the mirror. His face was pale 

and drawn and there were dark half-moons under his eyes. He scrubbed at his face with the 

paper towels. 

Just as he was searching for the trash compartment, his eyes jerked back to the mirror. 

In the far right corner, just above his head, there was a red lipstick kiss on the glass. 

~~~ 

If Clarissa was hoping to make an entrance into Max's with Kevin on her arm, she was 

about to be disappointed. The place was practically deserted, and Kevin had been counting on it. 

The strange letters had begun to wony him. Whoever was sending them seemed to be able to 

find him in the most unlikely places. He had decided to keep as low a profile as possible now that 

he had returned to the States. 

A couple of businessmen in dark gray suits were sitting at the bar and a lone woman 

was sitting in a corner table reading a newspaper. Kevin steered Clarissa towards a table in the 

back, and as soon as they sat down, a waitress hastily appeared to take their order. No one 
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seemed to recognize him, and he was relieved. He was looking forward to enjoying one of Max's 

famous steak and mushroom sandwiches in peace. Clarissa ordered a salad and water. 

"I'm so glad you're home, Kevin," Clarissa beamed at him. 

"Yeah, it does feel good to be home ... for a change," he nodded, but memories of the 

Australian coast were still fresh in his mind. 

"I was thinking ... " she started, "since you have some free time for the next couple of 

weeks, why don't we go to some parties, check out what's going on in this town? I've been so 

bored lately. You know, Johnny Depp is having a huge get-together at his Viper Room on Friday. 

Why don't we check it out?" 

"Um ... maybe," Kevin said, taking a drink of his wine . 

"And, you know, it's Drew's birthday next week. I bet there'll be a real wing dinger that 

night!" 

"Clarissa .. . you know that I probably won't have time for any of that. I have some script 

reading that I need to catch up on." 

Clarissa rolled her eyes back in her head. "Oh.Kevin, what's the sense in being a big star 

if you don't take full advantage of it?" 

"I guess I never realized what being a 'big star' really entails," Kevin's voice dripped with 

sarcasm. 

Clarissa didn't seem to notice. "Speaking of reading, I almost forgot. I have something 

you should read." She dug through her new oversized red ostrich Fendi bag and pulled out a 

paperback novel. She tossed it on the table in front of him, her cold blue eyes glinting. 

"I think you may have a lawsuit to file," she laughed. 

"What's this?" Kevin asked, picking up the book with the shimmery gold and sapphire

blue cover. 

"It's a romance novel by some up-and-coming new author. Made the bestseller list last 

month." 

"Yeah, whatever. I don't read romance novels." 
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"Oh, but you do need to read this one. The big hero of this book bears a striking 

.. resemblance to you. Of course, all the names have been changed, but it's about you, make no 

mistake. Hasn't this woman ever heard of libel?" 
t' 

"Does it say something bad?" 
• 

"Well ... not exactly. But it does kind of make you look like some kind of self-centered 

loser in the beginning. I think you should make a call to the esteemed offices of Knopf, Crown & 

Hubbard. I bet they would be very interested in filing a suit for you. And you know what else?" 

Clarissa giggled meanly. "I think this woman has some kind of fixation on you. Like I think she 
• 

thinks that she's in love with you or something . ., 
.,.. 

Kevin flipped through the book quickly, and then set it back down on the table. The 
.. 

waitress had arrived with their lunches . 

.. 
"I'll give it to my PR people. I don't have time to read that kind of shit." He took a bite of 

his steak and mushroom sandwich and sat back to enjoy it. He loved Max's. It was one of his 

favorite places to eat. 

Clarissa picked at her salad. "So what do you think about this weekend? I bought some 

new clothes and I am just dying to show them off ... and you, of course." 

• "I'm not sure yet..." he hesitated. •My mum said something about flying in this weekend . 

I'll have to talk to her first. She wants to see the house." 

? Kevin had just purchased a multi-million dotlar mansion in Hollywood Hills on the advice 

.. of his financial advisor. The NASDAQ had plunged to an all-time low, and he had told Kevin that 

the best place to put his millions was in real estate. The huge house still stood empty, as he had 

not had time to even move any of his things into it. He was still staying at his regular suite at the 

Marmont. He was also considering buying a ranch in Oregon, since his next movie was probably 

going to be shot there. It would be nice to have all that open space to himself, if he could find the 

time to enjoy it. 

"Great! Your mom has such exquisite taste when it comes to choosing a decorator. 

Maybe she can help you find some museum quality art for your walls. When are you going to 
'-

move in? Let's take a ride over there this afternoon." 
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He shook his head. "Not today, Clar. I just got into town yesterday, and like I said, I have 

some reading to catch up on." 

"You are such a party pooper today! What is up with you?" 

"I'm just a little tired. I've been looking forward to some peace and quiet." 

"I thought you would want to spend some time with me." She pouted and pushed her 

half-eaten salad away . 

Kevin sighed and took another drink of his wine. "I do, Clar. And I will. Just not this 

afternoon, okay?" 

The front door of the restaurant burst open, and a flurry of people rushed in. The 

waitress flew out from behind the bar and greeted them at the door, trying to usher them to some 

tables near the windows. One man waved at Kevin, and took his picture . 

"I guess our lunch is officially over," Kevin mumbled under his breath, "Let's go." 

Kevin took one more bite of his sandwich, drank down his glass of wine and, as an 

afterthought, grabbed the paperback novel off the table. Clarissa followed closely on his heels. 

He handed the waitress a fifty-dollar bill, took hold of Clarissa's hand and strode purposefully out 

of the front door. Just as he suspected, there was a group of paparazzi lying in wait for him. 

"Kevin! Kevin!" A woman with a camera followed him to where his shiny, new black 

Porsche was parked. "When's the new movie going to be released? Can you tell us about it? 

C'mon, throw me a bone!" 

The crowd surrounded the car as Kevin and Clarissa hastily climbed inside. Kevin just 

smiled weakly and tried to back the car out of the parking space without hitting anybody. Clarissa 

waved, tossed around her long blonde hair, and preened for the cameras. 

The Porsche skidded its tires a little as it left the parking lot, and once on the freeway, 

Kevin heaved a sigh of relief. He looked down and realized that the paperback was still in his lap, 

so he picked it up and tossed it into the back seat of the car. He would deal with it later. 

~~~ 
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He tried to take another breath, but it was an agony. The grip on his body was so tight 

that he couldn't move. He had never been this scared in his life. The sapphire frozen light 

gleamed so bright that his eyes seared with pain and he was blinded. There was a roaring in his 

ears and he tried to scream but no sound would come out. With a shattering explosion, he felt his 

body come apart in fragments, and then fall into the icy blackness of space. Out of the shadows, 

soft arms reached out to catch him, and then gather him into a warm embrace. Hot tears of joy 

sprung from his eyes as he recognized her scent, the softness of her skin, and the tenderness of 

her lips against his. His body molded into hers until they were one, and then slowly separated 

again, until he could feel her long, soft hair flowing around them. He opened his eyes, and the 

amber light that flowed from hers enveloped him with a healing golden glow and she touched his 

face gently .... 

Kevin rolled over and over across the bed, and then sat up in the darkness. The air 

conditioner in the bedroom of his hotel suite hummed quietly. He wiped the wet tears from his 

face with his hands, struggled out of the bedcovers, opened the French doors, and walked naked 

out onto the secluded balcony. The cool night breeze chilled the sweat on his body, and he sat 

down in the soft vinyl chair, reaching for his cigarettes lying on the table. He lit one and inhaled 

deeply, trying to calm his pounding heart 

The black velvet of the sky seemed close enough to touch, and the quarter moon was 

waning towards morning. The single bright star on the lower horizon winked at him with a cold 

blue light, and he remembered reading something about a legend ... What was it? The 

Dogstar ... The Star of Isis ... Something about the Egyptian God Osiris being betrayed and 

murdered by a jealous brother. He couldn't remember the whole story. He would have to look it 

up again later. 

He sighed, and stared at the pale moon. How could this happen to us, Laura? Why? 

How could fate be so cruel? Fresh tears gathered in his eyes, and he quickly wiped them away. 

The dream lingered in his mind. Who was this amber-eyed goddess with the auburn hair 

shot through with fire that haunted his dreams? She seemed so familiar to him, yet so foreign at 

the same time. 
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He watched the winking blue light of the bright star until it began to fade into the golden 

light of the dawn. 

~~~ 

The new black Porsche roared around the curve and he shifted when he heard the 

engine whine. He had only had the car for a week, and it was time to break it in. It was sunrise, 

and since he couldn't sleep anyway, now was as good a time as any. The California Highway 

Patrol was probably busy changing from the night shift to the day shift, so he figured he had less 

of a chance of getting a ticket. 

On the open and deserted stretch of road, the speedometer reached 90, and he shifted 

again. With both windows down, the balmy wind whipped through his hair, and the rising sun's 

warmth felt good on his face. He took another swig of his hot coffee, feeling the caffeine and 

adrenaline suffuse his body. He liked to drive fast; it made him feel powerful and alive. 

As the speedometer reached 120, there was a strange clunking sound coming from the 

engine, and blue smoke began to pour out of the rear of the car. 

0 What the ... " he said under his breath. He immediately downshifted, and slowly brought 

the car to a rolling stop on the side of the road. He turned on the emergency flashers, pulled the 

rear hood release, and jumped out of the car. When he lifted the hatch lid, another burst of 

smoke poured out from the engine and wafted into his face. He coughed and waved it away. 

"Blew a fucking gasket," he growled. "I can't believe it. 

He stood up, looked up and down the still deserted highway. A perfectly beautiful 

morning ... gone to hell already, he thought 

Thankful that he had remembered to put the cell phone in his bag, he squeezed himself 

into the tight space between the seats, and as he fumbled around for the bag, his hand came 

across something else. It was a book, a paperback. He brought it out and looked at it, 

remembering that Clarissa had given it to him a couple of days ago. He had forgotten about it. 

He threw it on the front seat and reached into the back again, this time with success. He 

flipped it open and looked at the buttons. 

"I hate these damn things," he said to the phone. 
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He entered the number, pushed a few buttons, and it finally started ringing. In mid-ring, 

Nigel's deep, groggy voice grunted as he answered. 

"Laying down on the job again, old man? Sorry to call you so early, but it seems that I 

have a little problem." 

"How's that?" Nigel asked, still half asleep, alann slowly dawning on him . 

Kevin told him what had happened to the car, and where he was. 

"Stay right there, young chap, I'll be there in a jiff," Nigel said, and hung up. 

Kevin threw the phone back on the passenger seat and sat down in the driver's seat, his 

long legs still hanging out of the car. He gazed over the rocks lining the road, and further out to 

where the ocean could just barely be seen and heard. 

Great. What if somebody recognizes me out here? Won't the paparazzi have a field 

day? 

He glanced up and down the road, but there was still nothing traveling on it. He looked 

back inside the car, which had by now stopped smoking, and glimpsed the paperback lying on the 

seat. He picked it up, thumbed through it and then started reading parts of it to pass the time. 

Just until Nigel showed up, he thought. 

~~~ 

"You're not going to believe this," Kevin said to Nigel after he buckled his seat belt. 

He had been pacing back and forth in front of the car with the paperback open when 

Nigel pulled up twenty minutes later in his big black Ford Expedition. 

"Don't get your bloomers in a twist, .. Nigel said as they made a u-turn in the middle of the 

highway. "The car will be alright here for awhile. I'll ring someone to tow it in a jiffy." 

"I'm not worried about the car. Take a look at this." He flipped open the paperback and 

shoved it under Nigel's nose. 

Nigel held the book steady with one huge, black, hand while trying to keep the truck on 

the highway with the other. In the center of the page he was looking at, was a poem. 
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"Blazes!" Nigel shouted. "It's the same bloody one as in the letters." He turned the 

paperback over so that he could see the title and author's name. Kathryn Mariposa. Insomnia's 

Dream. "Where'd you get this, mate?" 

"Clarissa gave it to me. I want you to run some checks on this woman ... find out who she 

is." 

"You think she might be the one sending them? 'National Bestseller' it says. Anybody 

could've read this book and copied the poem." 

Kevin nodded. 'Still... we have to start somewhere." 

"We?" Nigel exclaimed. "In case you haven't noticed ... I am NOT bloody Axel Foley. 

think we should take it to the coppers." 

"Not yet." Kevin's confidence in the Beverly Hills Police Department was dubious, based 

upon his prior brushes with the law, and it had had nothing to do with the movies. 

Kevin had read some of the pages of the book before he came upon the poem. Even 

though the references to him were thickly veiled, there was no doubt in his mind about whom she 

was writing about. She seemed to know a lot more about him than he had ever let on to anyone. 

It was almost like she knew him personally ... or could read his mind. It unsettled him to the core. 

~~~ 

Nigel stood in line clutching the hardback edition of Insomnia's Dream in his huge hand. 

He seemed like a giant among elves, as there were only women in front and in back of him in the 

line. He felt ridiculous. This time, he was demanding a raise in salary for real. He couldn't 

believe that he had been talked into this. No, ordered to do this. Blast it all. 

The grand opening of the mega-Borders bookstore in downtown Chicago was having two 

guest romance novelists for a book signing. One of them was Kathryn Mariposa, or "Katie," as 

her fans affectionately knew her. 

Nigel could plainly see her over the heads of the women in front of him, where she was 

sitting at a table autographing her books. She had long curly auburn hair with golden highlights 

that was putled back in a cloisonne clip shaped like a butterfly. Several tendrils of curls had 

"" 
escaped the clip, curling around her small heart-shaped face. She wore very little makeup, but 
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her golden-olive complexion shone with the bloom of a woman in her prime. She was petite, but 

not fashionably emaciated, like the Beverly Hills women he was accustomed to seeing, and 

appeared to have ample curves in all the right places. As far he could see anyway. 

When he finally reached the table, Nigel's big heart seemed to flutter when she gave him 

a warm smile and held out her hand. 

Nigel took her small, soft hand in his large one and brought it to his lips. 

"Good evening, miss" he said, kissing her hand. 

"Good evening," she smiled again, blushing a little this time. 

Nigel suddenly realized his blunder. She had been holding her hand out for the book he 

held. It was a book signing after all. 

"Terribly sorry," he muttered, and handed her the book. 

Laughing now, her amber eyes sparkling, she asked, "To whom would you like me to 

address this?9 

"Uhhh ... " Nigel hadn't thought of that. "Make it out to .. . Kevin." That'll fix him. 

Katie started for a moment, raising her eyebrows, and then quickly recovered herself. "Is 

that your name?" she asked sweetly. 

"Well ... not exactly." Nigel seemed to choke. "My name is Nigel ... but Kevin is my middle 

name," he added hastily. 

"Okay ... " Katie wrote "To Kevin ... May all your dreams come true," and then signed her 

name with a flourish. 

Nigel took the book back from her and stood there for a moment, unsure what to do next. 

He nodded quickly and stepped out of line, before he could make some other embarrassing faux 

pas. 

Brilliant, you idiot, what the bloody hell are you supposed to do next? Nigel suddenly saw 

a small cafe that was in the comer of the bookstore. He made a beeline for it. For the next two 

hours he sat sipping mocha lattes in an uncomfortably small wrought iron chair while he waited 

for the long line of Katie's fans to subside. 
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Kevin had sent him here to find out more about this woman, and he wasn't going back 

until he did. He had noticed Katie's slight hesitation when he had mentioned that his name was 

Kevin. Maybe there was something to Kevin's paranoia. Maybe there wasn't. Besides, she was 

absolutely beautiful. This could turn out to be a plum assignment after all . 

~~~ 

It was late when Nigel saw Katie gathering her things off the table and stuffing them into 

a large brown suede satchel. The line in front of the table had dwindled as the evening wore on, 

but now and then there were a few stragglers who still asked her to sign. She seemed to be 

engrossed in an animated conversation with the petite, blonde woman who had been sitting next 

to her at the table. 

Nigel knew this was his chance. 

He sauntered over to the table and presented himself in front of it. The two women 

stopped talking in mid-sentence and stared at him expectantly. 

"Good evening, again, miss ... " Nigel said nodding. "If it wouldn't be too much 

trouble ... I'd like to buy you a cuppa." 

Katie giggled. "A cuppa?" 

"Uh, a bit of coffee, if you drink it?" 

In all the book signings she had been forced to endure, she had never encountered a fan 

that looked, or sounded, quite like Nigel. This man looked like he played linebacker for the 

Chicago Bears, but sounded like he should be somebody's English butler. It intrigued her. 

Maybe there was a story in it. 

"I suppose one cup wouldn't hurt ... in the cafe?" she indicated with her hand. Cheri 

nudged her, and gave her a warning look. 

"I won't leave the store," she whispered, so only Cheri could hear her. Then louder, she 

said to her, "Why don't you browse around the store for a little bit and meet me back here, say, in 

a half hour?" 

Cheri raised her eyebrows at her. "Whatever. Okay." 
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Nigel escorted Katie back over to the cafe, where she chose a spot close to the counter 

and as far away from the door as possible. 

Good girl, Nigel thought, she's on the alert. 

"So ... what inspired you to read my book?" Katie asked, when they were seated and had 

coffee in front of them. "Not very many men read romance novels." 

Nigel thought up a quick little fib. "My mum accidentally left it at my house. She reads 

quite often. She lives in London." 

Nigel explained that he had come to the states to play football on scholarship at Michigan 

State University. For him, it seemed a lifetime ago. Katie was ecstatic, as she explained that she 

had also graduated from there. What a small world it was. 

They spent the next forty-five minutes talking about professors that they had in common 

until Cheri dutifully arrived to remind her it was time to go. Nigel was surprised to realize that the 

time had gone so fast. Katie seemed genuinely sorry to have to leave, but explained that her 

young son was anxious for her to be home. She hastily handed him a business card as she 

stood up to go. 

"Perhaps we can talk again sometime," she said, as she hurried away and out the door of 

the cafe. 

Nigel sat at the table for a long while thinking about their conversation. He considered 

himself a pretty good judge of character, and this sweetly vibrant, beautiful and intelligent woman 

just didn't fit the profile he had in his mind of someone so unbalanced as to have sent those 

letters to Kevin. It must be someone else. Someone who had read her book and perhaps stolen 

her poem. 

He also found himself thinking about Kevin. Although Kevin never talked about it, Nigel 

knew that Laura's death had left a hole in his friend's heart the size of the Grand Canyon. He 

was a good man, and he didn't deserve to spend the rest of his life unhappy. Nigel knew that 

Clarissa, spoiled, nasty, coldhearted ice princess that she was, wasn't the answer, although he 

had never voiced this opinion aloud. 

Nigel began to formulate a plan. 
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Perspiration pooled the sheets, and the darkness closed in tight around her body . 

Images flashed through her mind with lightning speed until they became a blur. Just as she 

began to realize that she was dreaming again, the images exploded in a blast of sapphire blue 

light, leaving only one stark image behind. His face. His amber eyes glaring at her in confusion . 

With shaking hands, she turned on the bedside lamp, and reached for the bottle of pills . 

It was the only way she was going to get any sleep at all tonight. The obsession was taking its 

toll. 

~~·~ 

"You missed out, mate." Nigel grinned as he handed the book to Kevin. "The air was 

rightly overflowing with estrogen. I had to fight them off with a stick." 

"Yeah, right." Kevin flipped through the book, noticing the autograph. "What the hell is 

this? You told her it was for me? You idiot: 

"Down boy. I told her my name was Kevin ... or sort of." 

"What do you mean sort on" 

11 lt's not important. What is important is that I think you're on the wrong track, mate." 

"What makes you so sure? Did even look to see what she wrote?" 

Nigel laughed. "So what? Lots of people say that. .. I met her; we had a cuppa ... she's a 

nice lady ... smart, too," he grabbed the book out of Kevin's hands and turned to the back jacket 

sleeve. He pointed at the photograph of Katie. "And she's quite fetching to boot." 

Kevin stared at the picture. She seemed familiar, but he couldn't place her. He slammed 

the book shut. 

"So what? I've met lots of women who were pretty and smart ... and psycho." 

"If you don't believe me ... meet her your damn self." 

"Are you nuts? If she's the one, she'll likely lie about it. And then she'll know that we're 

on to her." 

"Don't be thick. Why can't you just trust me for a change?" 

"Because I know your track record with women ... too well. 
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"Awww ... Stella's not psycho ... she's justfeisty. That's what I like about her." 

"Feisty? That's an understatement. If you like her ... yeah, that's what scares me." 

Kevin tossed the book on the coffee table . 

Nigel grinned at him again. "I think you're chicken, mate." 

"Chicken?" 

Nigel shook his head in mock sadness. "I never pegged you like that. Always thought 

you had big bollocks. Scared of a little woman. 11 

"Nigel. .. go bugger yourself." 

"Okay ... here's the thing ... I was thinking ... " 

"Thinking's not really your strongest suit." 

"Will you shut your trap and listen before I box in your ears? There's a way to do this with 

only a bit of risk. We're still on for Cannes, right? What if we have her meet you there ... get her a 

room ... that way, we'll be in the know the whole time." 

"The psycho found me in Australia, Nigel. On a shoot, remember? What makes you think 

she won't pulJ something if she actually knows where I'm going to be?" 

"She won't know where you are going to be, but we will know where she is going to be. 

We'll have watchers, see. We'll know every bloody move she makes. And I have a plan." 

"I'm getting scared, again," Kevin smiled. Nigel knew he had won. 

Kevin hopped up off the couch and headed towards the stairs. 

"Hey ... where are you off to?" 

'Tm going to sit in the Jacuzzi. I have to go soak my friggin' head after talking to you." 

Kevin paused on the stairs. "You're fired! Everybody is fired! I must be out of my damn mind." 

Nigel smiled. He pulled the small business card out of his pocket and opened his cell 

phone. 

vtq/otqf otqf 

"Isn't this relaxing?" Clarissa sighed as the aestitician massaged the precious lotion into 

her face. Clarissa had been looking forward to her afternoon at Elizabeth Arden all week. 

''Whatever," Adele said, twitching uncomfortably. "My face is on fire." 
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"It's painful to be beautiful. Just trust me." 

"I have a suspicion that you're just masochistic. Ow!" Adele sat up in the puffy pink 

leather chair, a lime green pa,Ste covering her face. She twitched her nose around and glared at 

the attendant, who just shrugged her shoulders before walking out of the room . 

"I need a cigarette," Adele said. 

"No! You promised me you would be good." Clarissa sat up and faced Adele, her blonde 

hair tied up in a white silk scarf, her face now covered in the same lime green gunk. 

"Somehow ... we have just got to change some of these nasty habits of yours." 

Adele grimaced. "But why? Who cares? I like myself just the way I am." 

"Of course you do, dear, and I see the men are just beating down your door." 

"My door is really none of your business. Anyway ... how would you know? You're too 

wrapped up with your big shot movie star boyfriend to notice anything. And Mere' doesn't even 

like him. I think you do it just to be difficult. In a way, I'm kinda proud of you. I think this is the 

first time you have ever openly defied her. I think you're making progress as a real person. It's 

kinda scary." 

"That's ridiculous. He has his life and I have mine. I am not 'wrapped up' with him, and I 

do not go out with him just to spite Mere'." 

"Ok ... well ... why do you go out with him?' 

"Because ... he's interesting ... he's terribly handsome ... and he's rich. Need I say more?" 

"So, that's why you go through all this spa torture?" 

"No ... It's so I can look fabulous, darling," Clarissa drawled, her eyes twinkling. 

"You're hopeless. I need a cigarette." Adele dug into her purse, pulled out a cigarette 

and lit it. 

Clarissa snatched the cigarette from Adele's fingers and flung it into the nearby sink. 

"Are you crazy?" she hissed. "They'll throw us out of here. This my favorite spa!" 

"Frankly my dear, I don't give a damn." 

"You promised." 
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"No, I was extorted. This is the second time you've conned me into this crap .... and it's 

going to be the last." 

+ 
"Please," Clarissa pleaded, wiping some of the green gunk off of her lips. "You really did 

look nice at the Cancer Foundation Ball. Just one more ... and I promise ... then Mere' will leave us 

alone for awhile. n 

Adele scowled and glared at Clarissa again. 

The attendant walked in briskly. "Ladies ... ladies ... you're supposed to be relaxing in the 

chairs." She wrinkled her perfectly powdered nose and sniffed the air. "I smell smoke." 

Clarissa quickly turned on the chann. "Please forgive us. My sister wasn't aware of the 

no smoking rules. We've taken care of it and I prefer that it remain that way. I'll make it worth 

your while." 

The attendant hesitated a moment before picking up a crystal spritzer from the counter 

and spraying a few rose-scented squirts into the air. 

"If you will just lie down, ladies, we'll now remove your masks and move on to the 

exfoliating and moisturizing steps." 

Clarissa pointed to Adele's chair with a stern look. Adele sighed heavily and plopped 

back down, her eyes rolling towards the ceiling. 

'4!'4!'41 

The sound of the telephone ringing jarred Katie out of her quiet concentration. She heard 

the answering machine dick on after the third ring, and then silence, as the outgoing message 

played for the caller. 

"Katie, I know you're there ... pick up ... I have to tell you something ... " Cheri's voice floated 

down the hallway. "Kathryn ... pick up this phone ... right now!" 

"Dammit," she said, as she pushed away from the keyboard. She stood up and mumbled 

under her breath, "This better be important." Her new book had to be finished within six months or 

she might as well ca11 it quits. She knew that if she was interrupted one more time that she would 

lose her train of thought, and all her ideas might be forgotten in the jumble of whatever crisis 
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there was, or was imagined to be. What she didn't know was that this particular ringing was her 

destiny calling . . 

She hit the speakerphone button and said crossly, "What?" 

Katie was greeted by a small silence, and then a smooth voice said, "I knew you were 

there," followed by a small giggle. 

Katie rubbed her aching forehead and sighed. "Yeah ... I'm here. Sorry, I was working. 

What's up?" 

"Are you sitting down?" Cheri asked in a mischievous voice. 

"No. Should I be?" Katie answered. 

"Girl, you might as well; you're probably going to fall down if you don't. Cheri paused for 

drama and took a deep breath. She was enjoying this immensely. "Somebody wants to meet 

you." 

"Somebody who?" 

"Guess." 

"Cheri, honey, I'm really not in the mood right now. I've been working since dawn and I'm 

really tired." 

She was pacing around the living room, trying to pick up the thread of what she had been 

working on, while only half listening to Cheri. 

"Kevin." 

Katie stopped in her tracks, and pushed her glasses back up on her nose. "That's funny. 

Ha ha," she said. "Some joke. What's on your mind?" 

"No joke, girlfriend. I got a weird phone call from his attorney this afternoon. At first, I 

kinda freaked out. .. I thought maybe he was going to sue you or something, you know, like maybe 

you've taken a few too many liberties with that so-called fictitious character in your book. But he 

seemed really polite ... said Kevin read your book, and said flat out that he wants to meet you." 

Katie was speechless. She never really thought this would happen. Her glasses slipped 

down her nose, and her ears suddenly felt like they were stuffed with cotton. 'Why?" 

"'I told you. He liked your book." 
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"Bullshit. There's more to it. He recognized himself." I'm screwed. "I can't," she said. 

Cheri sucked in her breath, and said, "Are you nuts? I have been forced to listen to your 

sorry ass obsessing over him for years. Now's your big chance ... " she railed. "You're chicken." 

"No ... I'm just not. .. prepared," Katie said with a shaky voice. "I think we should alert my 

attorney." 

"I'm telling you ... he did not seem the slightest bit mad. Maybe he's flattered. And you 

haven't even heard the rest of it," she continued. "He's going to the Cannes Film Festival in two 

weeks, and he's willing to foot the bill for a hotel room for a couple of days, if we can just meet 

him there." 

"In France?" Katie shrieked. 

"Absolutely," Cheri calmly replied. 

"Now you're really talking crazy, girl and you know it. I can't just fly off to France. I have 

a deadline for this book. I can't take time off right now. Besides ... what would we do with the 

children? 

"Beg your mother," Cheri said. "I did. Tell her you have to make a book deal ... she'll do 

it. If that fails, use bribery or blackmail, I don't know, think of something ... but we have to go. 

Besides, I need a vacation .. . and so do you. It sounds like an adventure: 

"I have to think about it," Katie said. 

"What's to think about?" Cheri countered. 

"I have to think about it," she said again, more slowly. 

Cheri heaved a heavy sigh into the phone. "Okay, my friend, you obsess over it 

endlessly, and let me know so I can book the flight. My husband is not going to be happy, but at 

this point, I don't care. Think of it this way, if Kevin was really mad, you would've gotten 

subpoena papers, not an invite to France. I'll cat! you back in the morning." 

Katie hung up the phone. 

"Oh, shit," she said to herself, and sat down hard in the nearest chair. She looked down 

at the frayed gray sweatpants and stained flowered tank top that she was wearing, and then 
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reached up to touch the bun of wild auburn cur1s that she hadn't even bothered to comb all day. 

She was surprised that the people from What Not To Wear hadn't shown up at her house yet. 

"I'll have to get my hair cut", she sighed, as she pushed her glasses back up on her 

nose. "And get an extreme makeover, while I'm at it." It just didn1t seem real. 

Katie stared out the window at the rapidly approaching twilight. Her heartbeat fluttered as 

the realization slowly dawned on her. It was really going to happen . 

~ 
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Isis searched relentlessl_y over all of E...gypt until 

ever_y last one ot the pieces other beloved husband 

were found. Then she summoned allot her magic 

together and changed herself into a great phoenix, 

the s_yrnbol of rebirth and reincarnation. 

FOUR 
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"Wow! You look hot, girl," Jack purred. 

Clarissa was only half listening to the conversation at the table, when she saw Kevin slip 

out one of the leaded stained glass doors leading to the deck, champagne glass in hand. Where 

does he think he's going? He hasn't said but two words to me since I got here. 

"Clar's not listening, Jack." LaDonna Mallory, heiress to a steel fortune, reached out for 

another helping of the bacon-wrapped curried jumbo shrimp in the center of the table. "It appears 

that she's partying solo tonight. .. again. Don't say I didn't tell you so, dear." 

There was a slight pause in the hip-hop music, as the disc jockey suspended on a glass 

platform above the Olympic-sized swimming pool changed the pace to a slow, rhythmic, crooning 

song. 

Clarissa glared at LaDonna and was about to retort, when Jack grabbed her hand. "Let's 

dance," he whispered in her ear. Without waiting for an answer, Jack led Clarissa to the wildly 

patterned dance floor, a Moroccan mosaic of blues, golds, and greens. The imported palmettos 

and mimosas, flown in especially for this party, whispered their leaves together to their own 

rhythm; the massive skylights embedded in the roof of the building had been opened up to reveal 

the starry sky and the soft Mediterranean breezes. 
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"Where'd he run off to this timer Jack asked, as he rocked her gently in a slow mock 

waltz. What a dumb ass, leaving her to the wolves. 

"I don't know," Clarissa said glumly. "I thought he would be happy to see me." 

"Perhaps he already had some plans before you arrived." 

Clarissa pressed her lips together and smiled. "He almost always does." 

Jack nodded in sympathy and continued to dance, while glancing back at the table where 

his wife, Maria, was engaged in another malicious gossip session with LaDonna. 

"Let's go get some more champagne, shall we?" and they slowly walked over to the 

elaborate ice sculpture in the shape of three dolphins, which were spouting Moet & Chandon into 

a large round ice basin. 

"Listen ... "Jack began, as he sipped on the flute the waiter handed him, "we're going with 

La Donna next weekend to Dubai. .. to check out the new Palm Island Resort. Why don't you 

come with us? LaDonna's thinking about buying into a condo there, and the sheiks will be 

kissing her ass all weekend. It'll be a lark." 

"Thanks, Jack. I'll have to think about it. It sounds really nice." 

"You'll love it. .. celebrities galore ... I hear even J Lo will be there. LaDonna's been 

bragging all night that no matter what J Lo buys, hers wm be bigger." 

Clarissa rolled her eyes and shook her head. "Yet another monument about to be 

erected to LaDonna's low self-esteem, I imagine. Her father is probably rolling in his grave as 

she spends all of his money. And ... that old man was a bigger racist and tightwad than Mere'." 

"Is that even possible?" 

Jack and Clarissa both laughed out loud at the same time, causing nearby heads to turn 

in their direction. George Clooney, eyeing Clarissa in her stunning pale blue gown, raised his 

champagne flute towards her and winked. 

"It seems there are other fishies in the sea," Jack mumbled with a raised eyebrow. 

"Yes ... another actor ... I seem to attract the wrong kind of fishies. If you'll excuse me, 

Jack, I just can't take LaDonna's verbal abuse tonight. I might say something I'll regret. I think I'll 

go back to my room." 
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Jack smiled sympathetically. "I should be so lucky. If you should change your 

mind .... well ... perhaps we can get together again later?" 

Taking his hand and squeezing it, Clarissa replied, "It's been a pleasurable evening. 

Good night, Jack." 

Jack watched as Clarissa made a wide swath through the crowd, heads turning to admire 

her beauty as she went, pale blue wisps of gown swirling behind her. 

Leaning up against the tiki bar, half hidden behind a lush palmetto, Frank watched 

Clarissa push the button for the elevator, and then dab at her eyes with a small, crumpled tissue 

that she fished out of her perfect cleavage. Scowling, he wished he could follow her ... tell her that 

Kevin just wasn't worth it. .. but he had been ordered by Nigel to only keep an eye on her, not 

socialize with her. Pissed that Nigel and Kevin had been acting secretive all night, and then 

finding out that he was to be left out of whatever fun and games they were planning, Frank 

decided to get drunk. Eyeing a lone middle-aged socialite, covered in diamonds and swaying in 

an obviously inebriated fashion to the music, Frank decided he would have some fun and games 

of his own tonight. 

Jack "Chip" Stafford, Wall Street Financier, sighed, grabbed another flute of champagne 

and resigned himself to a lonely evening with his wife and the barbed tongue of LaDonna Mallory. 

r.,or.,or.,o 

On an empty stomach, Kevin drained his fourth glass of champagne quickly, hoping it 

would quell his jitters. Ordinarily, he never drank champagne; he didn't care for it. He had 

searched in vain through the limo's small refrigerator for a beer. The revelry in the streets outside 

of the limousine slid by slowly, muffled by the thick dark glass. 

What the hell did he think he was doing? He was sure that he was about to break some 

sort of law ... or several of them. Everything was in place, all he had to do was get her alone and 

confront her. Kevin intended to get to the bottom of this once and for all. Who did this woman 

think she was that she could torment him whenever she liked? 
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He ran his hand through his thick, dark hair and rubbed his stubbly face with anxiety. 

Nigel had insisted that his fears were groundless, but what if he was wrong? He would have to 

just find out for himself. 

f&of&of&o 

She stood at the corner of the bar, and waited. 

The party at the film festival was just gearing up for full swing, and she had already 

recognized many of the faces in the crowd from some of the movies she had seen. The music 

was booming; too loud for any real conversation, and two blonde girls, wearing matching red 

dresses, were dancing suggestively with each other just a few feet away. They kept glancing at 

her, and smiling lewdly, and she began to regret having come here. She felt like a little brown 

hen in a peacock parade. This was definitely not her scene. 

The deep scarlet dress that Cheri had insisted she wear was a little too tight, and she 

resisted the impulse to pull it down a little closer to her knees and away from her breasts. A 

couple of guys standing at the bar next to her kept looking her up and down, which made her feel 

naked, and a little anxious. 

She mumbled under her breath, "I don't know how much longer I can take this." 

She waved at the bartender to get his attention; maybe a drink would calm her a little, 

and at least she wouldn't have to stand there looking like fresh meat. She ordered a beer, with a 

glass, and was surprised when he just shrugged and walked away as she held out her money. 

She tipped the glass sideways while she poured, to keep the foam to a minimum, and 

then, too thirsty to wait for it to go down, took a long pull from the bottle. It tasted smooth and 

cold. 

Waves of people pressed in on her, backing her up into the edge of the bar, and it 

seemed that every square inch of the place was filled with coiffed and perfumed humanity. She 

heard some shouting over the music, coming from the direction of the front door, and someone 

beside her elbowed the arm holding the glass. Cold beer frothed over the rim and splashed down 

the front of her dress. 

101 



Before she had even had a chance to turn around and face the culprit, the entire mob 

seemed to press her back further, until she was locked in tight. The shouting and pushing came 

closer, and she could see that there were two men, one dressed in a black tuxedo, and the other 

in a purple leather jacket, punching and kicking each other within the crowd, while several other 

men, as well as security guards, tried to get in between them. 

Someone grabbed her elbow and pulled hard, and she panicked, dropping her bottle of 

beer and glass to the floor, where it shattered underneath all the feet. She grabbed at someone 

standing next to her to keep herself from falling over, and a large tuxedoed elbow smashed into 

her lip. It swelled immediately, and she tasted something salty in her mouth. The frantic tugging 

on her arm continued, and as she covered her swollen lip with one hand, she ducked down and 

followed the tugging, desperate for any way out of the situation. 

At the end of her elbow, she found a large black hand, connected to a large black man in 

a black leather jacket, diamond studs twinkling in both ears. 

"Nigel! What on earth are you doing here?" Katie shouted up at him over the din . 

.. You should come this way," he growled as he pushed his way through the crowd. Katie 

tried to protest and explain that she was meeting someone, but Nigel firmly steered her towards a 

set of steel double doors, which turned out to be a fire exit. The uniformed guard there nodded to 

him, and suddenly, she was pushed out into a dimly lit alley where a long, black limousine stood 

waiting with its engine purring. 

The blast of fresh air was exhilarating; she hadn't realized how hot it was inside the bar, 

and she took a big breath of it. The rear door of the limousine opened immediately, and Nigel 

half-pushed her into the dimly lighted passenger compartment. As soon as the door was shut, 

Nigel jumped into the driver's seat and the limo sped off down the alley. Still holding her mouth, 

she glanced around the roomiest back seat she had ever seen, and realized that there was 

someone sitting across from her in the facing seat. 

"Hi," he said, a scowl of concern on his face. He leaned towards her. "Are you all right? I 

heard there was a fight in there." 
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Oh my God ... it's him. She had tried so hard to prepare herself for this moment, but the 

reality of it came crashing down on her. And she had beer down the front of her dress and a fat 

lip. He was staring intently at her with those big, gorgeous, dark brown eyes, the scowl still on his 

face, the black tuxedo tie loosened around his neck. 

This is just great, / look like a complete fool. She tried to smile while she nodded her 

head at him, still holding her mouth, but her eyes widened in anxiety. She was speechless, for 

once in her life. 

"Did somebody hit you? 11 he asked, and pulled a tissue out of a box on the floor. He 

lifted out the now empty champagne bottle from the silver ice bucket, and grabbed a piece of ice. 

He wrapped it in a tissue and handed it to her. 

"Thanks, 11 she said, taking the ice. "My face accidentally ran into a large elbow. I think 

my pride is more wounded than my lip." She tried to smile and felt the swelling pull at the side of 

her mouth. She decided that the offensive was the best strategy. She held out her hand to him, 

and said, "I'm Kathryn. My friends call me Katie." 

He smiled a crooked little smile, took her hand, and said, "Hi Katie ... I'm Kevin." 

"Good to meet you," she said more confidently than she felt. Then she added, dabbing at 

her lip and smiling, "I really had hoped to make a better impression." 

He smiled absently, and she realized he was still holding onto her hand, all the while 

staring at her face in a strange, intent sort of way. What felt like an electrical charge coursed 

through her body and she shivered. An involuntary blush was creeping its way up to her cheeks, 

and she quickly pulled her hand away, hoping he wouldn't notice. 

His shiny, dark hair was a little longer than she expected and curled up under his ears; in 

his last movie it had been cut very short. It appeared that he was either trying to grow a beard, or 

was going for that scruffy look that was so in vogue. He seemed a little weary and his face was 

pale. She realized that she was staring back at him, so she quickly averted her eyes to the 

window. 

To break the _silence, she asked, "Um .... where are we going? Are we supposed to meet 

Cheri somewhere?" 
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• "She didn't say," he sajd. "She took off in a cab just after she told us where you were." 

He leaned back in the seat, cocked his head to one side, and asked, "Where would you like to 

go?" 

The ice chip had melted inside the tissue, and she squeezed it between her fingers, 

feeling the cold soggy mess drip onto her dress. She was in a limousine, with the man of her 

dreams, and suddenly her brain did not seem to want to function. Did he just ask her a question? 

Anywhere you want, to the moon even. She would probably think she'd died and gone to heaven 

if all they did was ride around Cannes in his limo. 

The expectant silence grew, and she realized that she had not answered him. 

"Um ... we could ... maybe get a drink somewhere ... but I don't know my way around." She 

felt like she was speaking underwater, and her mouth was suddenly dry. 

He eyed her warily, as if lost in thought and looked out the window for a moment. Then 

he sat forward, pushed the intercom button, and said, "Jeeves ... " 

"Yes, sir," came a voice from the speaker. 

right. 

"Take us to ... La Lune de Vo/er," he said. He had to follow through with his plan. 

"Yes, sir, Miss Daisy," came the reply. The limo abruptly made a u-turn and then a hard 

Katie gave him a confused look and asked, "How do you know Nigel?" 

"He works for me." 

"I see." And she did see all right. All too clearly. "Where's /a lune ... what?" 

"It's a boat. You don't get seasick do you?" 

"Actually, I do," she laughed shyly. "But I love the water." 

"Have you been having a good time in Cannes?" he asked, in that sexy deep growl that 

made women's hearts all over the world flutter. 

"Sure ... it's very interesting," she said, her heart beating faster. She felt like she was 

gushing, but she told him about the different places that she and Cheri had already visited, and 

the few parties they had been able to worm their way into. He was suddenly so quiet, and she 

suddenly felt too chatty, so she abruptly broke off and looked out of the window. 
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The limo crossed a bridge, and the view changed from streets, shops, and restaurants to 

a seemingly endless row of slips, some with extremely large yachts docked in them. Many of 

them were lit up like Christmas trees, as some of the celebrities were doing their celebrating on 

the water. 

This was the heart of the French Riviera, and the view was breathtaking. The lights from 

the boats and from the mainland reflected off the waves in the harbor, and further out, the 

Mediterranean churned small, frothy, white waves in the darkness. 

The limo made its way through the throngs of people wandering the boardwalk, and a few 

knocked on the window whenever it slowed a litHe in the foot traffic. They came to a gated 

entrance, and Nigel shouted something to the guard, who waved at them and opened the heavy 

iron doors to let them through. Suddenly, there was no one wandering the docks, the street was 

empty, and many of the slips were dark and silent. The limo stopped, and Nigel got out hastily 

and opened the door for Kevin. 

"Here we are, sir," Nigel smirked. 

Kevin jumped out, and then politely held out his hand for Katie. It was a warm, clear 

night, with a good breeze blowing, and her dark auburn hair that had come loose from its clip 

blew around her face in a riot of cur1s. Hesitantly, she took his hand and stepped out of the limo. 

Oh ... he's actually touching my hand again. 

"Wow ... this is a really nice boat," Katie said. "Is it yours?" 

"No ... actually it belongs to a friend. He's letting me borrow it," he grinned. 

"You must have vety generous friends," she commented, almost to herself. 

Behind Kevin's back, Katie turned and glared at Nigel, who was still holding the door and 

smiling widely. Seeing her fury, he winked. She mouthed something to him, which looked to him 

like We're going to talk, as Kevin fed her to the edge of the dock, where a large luxury cruiser was 

floating in the slip. 

In the dark, he flipped the catch on the side railing and jumped up onto the back of the 

boat in one swift movement. There was a small narrow staircase that wound up a few steps to 

the lower deck. He held out his hand again for her, and helped her on, making sure she had her 
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footing before he let go. He flipped some switches on a panel, and the small lights around the 

perimeter of the boat came on, as well as some of the interior lights. 

She followed him into what appeared to be a galley. He opened a large stainless steel 

door, and asked, "Would you like a beer?" 

"Ha. I'm already wearing one," she said under her breath. "Sure, that would be nice." 

He grinned crookedly again, grabbed two bottles out of the refrigerator, opened them, 

and handed one to her. "I'll be right back," he said, and disappeared down the stairs into the 

darkness. 

Katie walked back up to the deck, and sipped her beer while taking in the view. The 

party was roaring at the far end of the boardwalk, and the loud rock music faded in and out. 

She looked down at the front of her dress, and it seemed that the beer had dried, but had 

left behind a huge stain. What a shame; she would have to break the news to Cheri that one of 

her favorite dresses was probably ruined. She nervously ran her hand through her hair hoping to 

straighten it up a little; she hoped she didn't look too bad, considering. Her lip still stung a little, 

and there was a small cut on the inside of her lip, but the ice had kept the swelling down some at 

least. 

She sighed and took another drink of the beer. She pinched herself hard on the arm to 

make sure that she wasn't dreaming, and to help keep the anxiety attack she felt coming on in 

check. She was alone on a yacht with a movie star that half the woman on the planet had a 

crush on. Right here, right now. 

Wow, what a rush. And tomorrow ... wen ... tomorrow it will be over. But right now ... 

She still could hardly believe that he had actually wanted to meet her. Had he really read 

her book, and liked it? Or was her little secret discovered? If it was, he didn't seem angry about 

it. 

She wondered what Nigel had told him. She was scared to death to bring up the subject, 

at least until after she had wrung Nigel's big neck and interrogated him mercilessly. 

Footsteps in the galley behind her startled her out of her thoughts, and he emerged on 

the deck wearing a t-shirt and a tattered pair of blue jeans with holes in the knees. She glanced 
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down at his feet and noticed that he was barefoot. He would look sexy in a paper grocery sack, 

she thought to herself, and she had to keep fighting not to stare. Be cool, she reminded herself. 

"I hope you don't mind, I changed into something a littte less formal. I found a sweatshirt 

that might fit you if you're cold. It's a little breezy out here." 

Shockingly handsome and a gentleman, too. Be still my heart. "Thanks," she smiled 

back at him, taking the sweatshirt. He seemed so polite and reserved that it surprised her, even 

though she knew that he had a reputation for being so. With some of these guys, you just never 

knew what to expect, and most of them had egos the size of blue whale. 

"The head is back through that way, if you need it, n he said, pointing down the stairs, and 

then he leaned up against the counter and watched her intently. 

She nodded and stepped down hesitantly through the dimty lit doorway, walked through a 

stateroom with a large double bed covered by a thick, handmade quilt, and found another door. 

She opened it, and heard herself say, "Wow.· 

The bathroom was large, and tiled in white marble, with a Jacuzzi bathtub and a shower 

stall right next to it. She found the light switch, flicked it on, and saw that a mirror ran the entire 

length of one wall. She quickly shut the door behind her, and put her small purse on the counter 

next to the sink. 

She pulled the sweatshirt over her head and stepped up to the mirror to assay the 

damage to her face. There was a small, purpte bruise at the corner of her bottom lip, but it didn't 

look too bad. She took out her powder compact, tried to cover up the bruise, but ended up just 

powdering her whole face. She had a small comb in her purse, so she attempted to tame the 

riotous curls that the moist sea air were bringing out, gave up, and pulled some of the stray hair 

back in the butterfly clip. 

"I guess this will have to do," she sighed to herself in the mirror. She did, in fact, feel a 

little more comfortable now, but she watched her hands shake as she put the compact and the 

comb back in the purse. What should I say to him? What if I say something stupid? What the 

hell am I doing here in the first place? 

"This is what you really wanted, silly girl," she said to the mirror. "Try not to screw it up." 
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Somewhere underneath her, she felt a low rumbling start up, and the room began to pitch 

slightly. The boat was moving. 

Katie grabbed her strappy gold sandals that she had kicked off, took a deep breath, and 

made her way back up to the galley. She walked out onto the deck; Kevin was nowhere to be 

seen. She looked out over railing and saw the twinkling lights of the slips in the harbor begin to 

recede. The massive rotors on the back of the yacht churned up frothy dark waves in their wake. 

She began to feel a tittle uneasy, and not from any seasickness. 

When the boat reached the middle of the wide mouth of the harbor, the engine cut off 

abruptly. In the silence that ensued, she could only hear the slapping of the waves against the 

hull. 

Kevin appeared seemingly out of nowhere and sat down on one of the cushioned lounge 

chairs on the deck, stretching his long legs out nonchalantly, sipping on his beer. Apparently, he 

had moved the boat so that they could enjoy the view of the harbor. 

She plopped down on the other chair next to his. 'What a nice view. Your friend is really 

lucky to have a boat like this. n 

He shrugged, and seemed sullen. He was suddenly quiet, too quiet, she thought. She 

didn't know whether to talk or just shut up and let him lead the conversation. She was trying to 

think of something to say, when he looked at her, watching her carefully with those dark eyes, 

and said, "I read your book ... Insomnia's Dream: 

She grew completely still, desperately fighting down the rising tide of blush that 

threatened to consume her. Here it comes; rm so busted. 

She took a deep breath, nodded, and said as evenly as she could, "Great. .. that's ... really 

great. Did you like it?n 

"I'm not one for romance novels," he said, grinning. "No offense." 

She laughed and said, "None taken ... I'm not surprised. The romance genre has an 

undeserved reputation. It's a common misconception." 

"Is that so?" Kevin smirked. 

"Yeah, that's so." 
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"How's your lip?" he asked. 

"It's not so bad. The ice seemed to help." 

He nodded, drained his beer, and got up to get another one from the refrigerator in the 

galley. 

She picked up her beer, and walked over to the railing, where she could see out over the 

water and admire the serene beauty of the harbor. The parties on the shore appeared to be stiff 

going strong. Those people are nuts, she thought. Or maybe I'm just a non-social butterfly, she 

smiled to herself. 

Kevin walked over to stand next to her at the railing, looking out over the water. The sea 

breeze blew his soft, shiny, black hair around his face, and she just couldn't stop herself from 

openly admiring his natural beauty. There was no other way to describe him, he was simply 

beautiful, not just handsome, and in a very masculine sense. He didn't seem to be too aware of it, 

though, and that was part of the chann. He had a small scar on his upper lip where his mustache 

refused to grow, and Katie had to tear her eyes away as she caught herself staring again. She 

felt something coil tow in her belly, and she fought the urge to reach out and touch the soft skin 

on his neck where his dark hair curled up against it. His lips twisted into that hungry smirk she 

knew so well. 

The wind changed direction, and she smelled him, a soapy clean, musky scent, mixed 

with something else unidentifiable to her, and when he turned to look at her, her heart pounded in 

her chest. She stared into his dark eyes, her body frozen, her breath shallow, not sure what to 

do . 

"Thanks for bringing me out here," she said quickly. "It's very relaxing." Yeah, right. 

He leaned closer, looked at her mouth, and then back into her eyes again, as if unsure of 

himself. He appeared to be very puzzled about something. 

"I brought you out here to ask you something," he said gruffly. He stumbled a little as he 

walked back over to the table, picked up a pack of cigarettes and lit one. He turned and looked at 

her, his expression growing stony as he smoked. He stubbed it out after only a few puffs. 
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"Why did you write about me in your book?" he demanded, his eyes suddenly angry, his 

jaw hard. 

This was not an unexpected development. but it was a shock all the same. Mesmerized 

by those eyes looking at her in such a way, Katie was stunned. He was even more handsome 

when he was angry. She tried to maintain her composure so that she could explain. On a crazy 

impulse, she decided to be truthful. 

"Because you fascinate me ... I can't really explain it... I feel like I know you. But I know 

that I don't. I'm sure a lot of peopl~ say that to you." Shit. This is coming out all wrong. 

"It's not what you think," she said and held her hand up. Then she said, in a low voice, as 

she stood directly in front of him, "When something happens to you that's never happened before, 

don't you think that you at least need to find out what it is?" 

In answer, Kevin put his hands in the pockets of his jeans, and just stared out over the 

water, his hair blowing around his face from the breeze. He swayed a little on his feet, and then 

took another long pull from the beer bottle. 

The realization that he had had way too much to drink was slowly dawning on her. She 

should have recognized an angry drunk when she saw one. She had lived with one for too long. 

She just hadn't expected it from him. 

He turned around abruptly and faced her. "Is that why you sent me those letters?" 

Katie's mouth dropped open in surprise. "What letters?" 

"You know what I'm talking about." 

"I ... don't. .. think I understand,. she stuttered. "I didn't send you any letters." 

"Somehow, I knew that you would deny it." 

Katie stood up straight, anger and confusion blazing in her eyes, "Deny what? I don't 

know what you're talking about. I think you've had too much to drink." 

Kevin's vision swayed as he glared back at her and tried to catch a glimpse of the lie in 

her eyes. Instead, he saw deep pools of amber, with small golden flecks, glowing with an angry 

surreal light. They seemed strangely familiar. The world receded into the background of his 

consciousness, and he gazed upon an amber-eyed goddess with flowing chestnut curls around 
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her face, who despite her diminutive size compared to his, was challenging him to claim her. A 

warm flush of desire overtook him violently, and he took a menacing step toward her, looking as if 

he wanted to shake her. Katie's eyes widened in surprise as he reached out and took her into his 

arms, kissing her soft upturned lips hard with a sudden passion he could not remember ever 

feeling before. 

Katie's traitorous body responded with an instinct; raw, earthy and sweet with a volatile 

pent-up hunger of her own. Pressed hard against his body, her fingers reached up to tangle in 

his hair, and to touch his face as she had so longed to do, many times before. 

Cold reality struck Kevin, as he realized what he was doing. This was not his intention at 

all. What the hell was wrong with him? With considerable effort, he tore his mouth away from 

hers, and backed away, his amber eyes btazing. He swayed on his feet, feeling suddenly 

lightheaded. I drank too much, dammit. 

"Are you crazy?11 Katie sputtered. Oh my God ... he just kissed me. 

When he didn't say anything, just stared at her, she tried to speak calmly, but her voice 

shook. "I didn't send you any letters." 

Kevin stumbled over to one of the chaise lounge chairs on the deck and lay down. "I 

believe that you did." He paused, then said, "Well... we're just going to have to stay out here ... on 

this boat. .. until you confess." 

"You can't keep me out here," she objected. Then she added, with a cold fury, "I think 

there's been a big misunderstanding." 

"Yeah, whatever. Until you're ready to own up, just leave me alone.n 

She realized that he was no longer listening. He had passed out cold, just like that. 

Katie paced up and down the deck in a fury, looking around her, trying to take stock of 

this bizarre situation. There must be some way off this boat. Surely there must be a radio? But 

then she realized if she did that, the place would be swarming with media. It would be a difficult 

situation to explain and she really did not want to go there. 

Katie looked back at Kevin once more, where he seemed to be slumbering peacefully, his 
~ 

long, graceful and muscular arm now hanging off the edge of the chair. His dark hair was 
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shuffled by the breeze, and those seductive lips were slightly parted. With a sadness that 

wrenched her very soul, she realized that she had been wrong about him. So very wrong. She 

glared at him and then said softly, "Don't worry, I will." 

As she tried to wind the strap of her small gold purse around her neck so that she 

wouldn't lose it, she heard the clink and thunk of small items falling to the deck in the darkness. 

Realizing that she had forgotten to zip it closed, she crouched down on her knees, feeling around 

on the deck. She retrieved her small comb and compact and stuffed them back into the purse, 

firmly zipping it closed this time. 

The dark frothy waves that had looked so romantic a short while earlier, now looked cold 

and treacherous. It was a long way to shore. Some kind of lifeboat, then? She remembered the 

lighted panel and curious closed compartment on the back of the boat that she had wondered 

about when they had climbed aboard. She meant to ask about it, but in her nervous distraction, 

had forgotten. 

She climbed down the small narrow spiral staircase until she could reach the lighted 

panel. She began pushing buttons. The 1ights on the upper and lower decks came on and off as 

she continued down the row. Suddenly, when she pushed a small red button, the compartment 

on the rear of the boat began to slowly open and extend itself into a small ramp. Inside the 

compartment were two wave runners. 

"Bingo," she said. Katie had once ridden on one of these at the lake cottage that her 

grandparents owned when she was a teenager. She hoped she could remember how. 

Hanging on the wall near the wave runners were two lanyards. She grabbed one and 

plugged it into the ignition. Grasping the large metal wheel that operated one of the lifts, she 

quickly spun it until the lift moved the wave runner backwards off the ramp and lowered it into the 

water where it began to bob with the waves. She grabbed hold of the handlebars and swung 

onto the seat, nearly falling off the other side, but managed to steady herself in time. Drifting 

away from the boat now, she wrapped the other end of the lanyard around her wrist and turned 

the ignition switch. The engine came to life. 
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Grasping both of the handlebars, she slowly pulled on the throttle and the wave runner 

began moving .... but in the wrong direction; out to sea. In a panic, she turned the handlebars 

sharply and nearly overturned again, soaking her leg in the process. She leaned quickly in the 

opposite direction and it righted itself immediately. Slowly, she pulled on the throttle again, but 

this time turned the handlebars so that she could maneuver in a wide circle back to shore. 

;ty.;ty.;ty. 

Nigel was half napping and dreaming about how he couldn't wait to get home and slip 

into bed beside Stella, when a sharp rap on the window of the limo brought him to full alert. Katie 

was standing outside the limo window looking less than pleased. In fact, she looked downright 

angry. 

He jumped out and opened the door to passenger compartment, his eyebrows raised in 

confusion. Katie tucked herself into the seat, and sat primly with her purse in her lap. 

Nigel got back into the driver's seat and rolled the tinted glass partition down that 

separated the driver from the back. 

He turned around and asked, "What the bloody hell happened?" 

Katie glared at Nigel. "Nothing. Just a little kidnapping and extortion. Why did you lie to 

me in Chicago?" 

Nigel squirmed his big body uncomfortably in the front seat. "I didn't lie to you, miss. I 

just didn't tell you the real reason I was in there." 

"And that was?" 

"To check you out. He asked me to." 

'Why?" 

"It's a bit of a stretch." 

"I'm listening." 

"He has a stalker.· 

"And you thought it was me?" Katie gasped. 

"No ... he thought it was you. After he read your book. He got some letters in the post." 

"That's what he said. He accused me of sending them." 
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"I told him that you didn't send them. But he's a stubborn bloke." 

"Why didn't you warn mer 

Nigel smiled meekly, and said, "I thought he should meet you. I thought if he got to know 

you that he wouldn't think that about you. Besides, I was hoping ... " 

"You were hoping what? That you could play a little matchmakerr 

"Righto." 

"Oh Nigel ... " Katie sighed and looked out the window. "Thank you for that. .. really ... but 

I'm afraid it's not going to work out that way. He's definitely not the kind of person I thought he 

was." 

"But..." 

"No," Katie held up her hand. "You'd better take me back to my hotel. I'm staying at the 

Amarante. I just want to go there. Now." 

Nigel nodded thoughtfully, and started the engine. He made a quick u-turn and sped off 

into the night. 

Katie watched the slips go by outside the window, the gate, and then the bridge. She felt 

numb, and it was only when they turned onto the main street, that the hot tears began to roll 

down her face. She sobbed hard, and lay down on the seat, not caring if she cried on the 

expensive leather. The sweatshirt she was wearing smelled of him, and she buried her face in 

her arms, inhaling between sobs. 

It was a few minutes before she realized that the limo had stopped, and she sat up 

immediately, attempting to scrub her face dry with the sweatshirt. Nigel was standing patiently 

outside the limo door, and they were parked in front of her hotel. 

She slowly opened the door and stepped out of the limo, taking a deep breath, and drew 

herself up as tall as she could. Nigel grabbed the door immediately and pulled it the rest of the 

way open, and when she looked up at him, he tried discreetly not to notice her tears. He watched 

her with dark sad eyes as he said, "Goodnight, Miss Katie," and he waited until she had reached 

the front door of the hotel before getting back into the limo and driving away. 
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Katie stood at the window in the lobby, and stared out at the compact cars and mini-taxis 

driving by. The street was busy even at this early hour of the morning. She wiped her nose on 

the sleeve of his sweatshirt, and took the elevator up to her room. Angry and disillusioned that 

she was, it was going to be very difficult to forget that kiss. 

f&of&of&o 

She was flying again. She remembered being here before ... sailing through the frozen 

darkness of space ... searching for something. What was she searching for? She couldn't 

remember. A star exploded in a cataclysmic sapphire cloud, and she was drawn towards the light 

that was streaming out in all directions. Oh, .how beautiful, she thought. I must get closer to see 

all of it. She flew into the beams of bright blue light, reaching out to touch the softly falling flakes 

of ice crystals and found that she could hold them in her hands. Greedily she gathered them until 

her arms were full. They sparkled like diamonds, and then began to flow like quicksilver until they 

enveloped her body and merged with her sout Her amber light glowed brighter as the liquid 

silver took form and substance, molding into warm flesh, until she could feel hard muscled arms 

wrapped around her floating body. She felt droplets of hot tears on her shoulder, and she 

reached towards his face to wipe them away. He could not see her; the bright blue light had 

blinded him. As she gently caressed his face, his eyes slowly cleared until she was staring into 

dark amber pools so much like her own ... 

Katie hugged the pillow closer to her body. She felt herself waking up, and fought it 

because she did not want to leave the dream. A feeling of complete and utter peace filled her. 

Against her will, she slowly opened her eyes in the darkness of the hotel room. She had propped 

open the window, and a fresh breeze flowed through it, caressing her naked body. She rose from 

the bed and stood closer to the window, letting the breeze flow over her skin and stir the unbound 

curls around her back. The breeze was soft and warm, and smelled of earth and flowers. She 

looked up into the night sky, and saw the Star of Isis peeking at herthrough the leaves of the tall 

palm outside her window. It winked and glowed with a sapphire blue light. 
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She wasn't the least bit surprised that her dreams should return now, after everything had 

gone so wrong. So close, yet so far beyond her reach, he was. Like the cold blue light of the star 

that she could see but not touch. 

She sighed and glanced at the digital clock next to the bed. There were still a couple of 

hours before it would be dawn, and she had plenty of time to kill before she would need to catch 

her flight home. She glanced at her laptop, still open on the desk from the night before and 

thought about writing; but she knew her heart just wasn't in it right now. 

Slowly she crawled back into the cool cotton sheets and hugged the pillow close to her 

naked flesh again. She tried to drift back into the fragments of the dream, but instead lay caught 

between the dreaming and the waking world, where her heart ached for some solace. 

1&o1&or., 

The phone was ringing insistently .... Katie rolled over to the other side of the bed and 

ignored it. She had lain there for a long time, thinking about her disastrous meeting with Kevin, 

before falling into an exhausted sleep just before dawn. The ringing finally stopped, and she 

assumed that the answering service would take a message. Whatever. She didn't really care 

right now; she just wanted to sleep. She must have nodded off again, because when she woke 

again, there was a persistent knocking on the door, and then she heard Cheri's voice. 

"Kathryn ... I know you're in there ... the front desk saw you come in," she calted out. 

"Open this door ... right now! You're starting to scare the hell out of me." 

Katie groaned, rolled herself over the edge of the bed, and stood up. She didn't even 

bother to throw something over her naked body. She just staggered to the door, opened it, 

walked back to the bed and threw herself on top of the covers, rolling herself up into the pink 

chenille bedspread. 

Cheri walked in right behind her, shaking her head and staring at her. 'What the hell is 

wrong with you? Are you hung over?"' 

"No," Katie said, her voice muffled by the pillow. 

Cheri waited for her to continue, and when she didn't, she asked, "Is something wrong? 

What happened last night?" 
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There was a long period of silence and then Katie said, "I don't want to talk about it right 

now, okay? Don't be mad at me ... I just can't." 

"Okaaaayyyy," Cheri slowly said. "It's eleven o'clock in the morning. Let's go and find 

something to eat and maybe do a little shopping, how about that?" 

Katie didn't answer. She rolled over onto her back, staring at the ceiling. 

Cheri waited patiently in the chair by the window, and her patience was rewarded when 

Katie slowly got up and went into the bathroom. Cheri heard the water in the shower turn on. 

She looked around the room, saw the scarlet dress bundled in a heap on the suite's little table, 
~ 

and noticed the sweatshirt lying on the floor. That wasn't like Katie, the neat freak, at all. She 

had been friends with her for twenty years and had never seen her throw any clothes on the floor 

before. Something was up. She had expected to find her bubbling over with news about her 

meeting with Kevin, not this very quiet and grouchy woman who was taking a shower. She knew 

that he had picked her up, she had made sure that he had sent his man in to get her before she 

left. But she didn't want to talk about it. Something must have happened; okay, she wouldn't 

push. 

,, The water in the shower turned off and she could hear Katie getting ready to go. Cheri 

turned on the 1V and tried to catch up on the latest festival news and gossip while she was 

.. waiting . 

A few minutes tater, Katie emerged from the bathroom, in bra and panties, and started 

r 
rummaging through the suitcase looking for something to wear. She found a blue sundress, 

I 

pulled it over her head, tied her hair back in a clip, and said, "Okay, let's go." 

She had very little makeup on and Cheri saw that her eyes were swollen, as if she had 

been crying. Also, there was a small bruise at the corner of her lip. This is getting a little scary, 

she thought, but the look on Katie's face warned her from long experience that she should just 

wait and it would all come out. 

Katie pulled out a very dark pair of sunglasses from her purse and put them on. They 

walked out of the room together, took the elevator down, and emerged into the bustling, crowded 
+. 

lobby where many, but not all, of the guests were checking out. The film festival was almost over, 
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.. but the party would continue for at least another week. They snaked their way through the crowd, 

walked out through the front double doors and emerged into the bright sunny day. 

i&ol&oi&o 

They had wandered in and out of the several shops along the strip, decided they were 

famished, and stopped at a little cafe that sold sandwiches and pastries. Katie ate half of her 

sandwich, drank down a glass of wine, and started to feel better. She sat back in the chair and 

watched the people passing by on the sidewalk. Cannes seemed to attract people of all kinds; 

rich, poor, fat, skinny, short, tall, and in every color and nationality imaginable. It was an 

interesting mix and it amused her to watch them. 

Cheri was telling her about a party that she had gone to last night, and how a young man, 

a very young and handsome man, had hit on her for most of the evening. It had flattered her to 

no end, and she actually blushed several times during the telling of it. Katie was glad that Cheri 

was having a good time. With the new baby, her job handling Katie's bookkeeping and book 

tours, and her wifely duties, she was a very busy woman. Cheri deserved a nice break. 

A long, black stretch limousine drove slowly past the cafe but the windows were too dark 

to see in. As Katie watched it go by, she was sharply reminded of the events of the prior evening. 

To discover that one's idol has clay feet is devastatingly disappointing. She had come all the way 

to France for nothing. This should have been a day of victory and celebration. Instead, she just 

felt empty inside. She squeezed her eyes shut and tried to stop them, but two tears rolled slowly 

down her face. Thankfully, she still had her sunglasses on. 

Cheri had stopped talking in mid-sentence, and watched the tears escape from under the 

Katie's sunglasses. 

"Okay, enough of this bullshit. I want to know what happened ... spill it," she demanded. 

Katie just shook her head. "It just doesn't matter," she said. 

Cheri leaned forward, looked hard into Katie's face, and then asked quietly, "Did he hurt 

you? Because I'll kill that son of a bitch. You've had enough of that shit already to last a lifetime." 
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"No! No ... it's nothing like that," Katie burst out. And then, despite her tears, a small laugh 

escaped from her. "It's more like a comedy of errors, actually. Or a tragedy of them, depending 

on how you look at it." 

Katie haltingly explained to Cheri what had happened after she left her at the bar. Cheri's 

eyes got very wide when Kathryn explained about her fat lip, and then when she reached the part 

about Kevin kissing her, she burst into peals of laughter. 

"This doesn't sound like a tragedy to me," she said. "It sounds like he sort of liked 

you ... but I don't get the part about the letters." 

Then she explained about how he had passed out and that she had had to find a way off 

the boat without having to swim. 

Cheri's eyes twinkled at her solution. "I bet that was a sight to see." Then she became 

quiet and serious. "I can see why you would be upset. He thinks you sent him the letters and he 

tried to coerce you into a confession. Did he say what the letters were about?" 

"No," Katie said. "He just wouldn't listen when I told him I didn't know what he was talking 

about. He said he knew I would deny it. But Nigel explained that he had someone stalking him." 

"What a jerk. So ... he was drunk. But. .. why didn't you just fuck him? At least you 

could've had that to remember. Maybe he would've forgotten all about the letters," Cheri grinned 

mischievously. "You'd almost have to be blind and dead not to want to." 

"Shhh ... " Katie said, glancing around at the other tables, horrified that someone might 

hear their conversation. "Are you crazy? It wasn't like that." 

Cheri sighed. "You had the perfect opportunity to take advantage of the man of your 

dreams, who happened to be inebriated and probably wouldn't even remember, and you walked 

away from it. I hope you don't regret it." 

"Yeah, I know," she said, and giggled in spite of it all. In the light of day, the whole 

situation had begun to lose its darkness and was starting to seem a bit comical. "Come on, let's 

pay the check and get out of here. I feel the need to spend money ... a lot of it." 

They spent the rest of the afternoon buying antiques and wine that they hoped would 

somehow, by magic, all fit in their luggage. In the end, it was decided that they would have to 
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ship everything home. By the end of the day, the events of the past night had faded like a bad 

dream that evaporates with the dawn. 

~~~ 

Kevin felt the lounge chair tip over and he hit the deck of the boat with a loud thump. His 

brain was on fire. 

"You bloody moron, get your drunk arse up," Nigel said. 

Kevin rubbed his elbow, and peered up at the looming giant. The dawn light was just 

turning pink at the edge of the horizon over the water. His head pounded in tune with his 

heartbeat and his mouth was as dry as sandpaper. 

light. 

"What the hell ... " Kevin mumbled, flinging one arm over his eyes to shield them from the 

"Get up, I say, or I'll toss you over the side." 

"Nigel ... go bugger yourself," Kevin groaned. 

"Aye, you'd like that wouldn't ya? Not this morning, loverboy, the world is waiting for your 

exalted presence. We have things to do ... mobs of people to harass you ... back to the hotel with 

you. We're already late as it is, seeing as how I've had to bring this bloody boat back to the slip. 

Obviously, the plan didn't work out quite like we expected." 

Kevin groaned again, rolled over, and tried to stand up using the lounge as leverage. He 

rubbed his temples against the shooting pains and his stomach threatened to lodge in his throat. 

Jesus, what a hangover. 

Still on one knee, Kevin squinted at a small, metallic object lodged against the leg of the 

lounge. Slowly and painfully he reached under the chair and picked it up. Opening his palm he 

realized what it was. A tube of lipstick. 

"What's that you've go there?" Nigel squinted at Kevin. 

Kevin took the cap off and twisted the tube. It was a deep shade of red. He held it up for 

Nigel to see. "Looks like evidence to me." 

Nigel rubbed his eyes and glared at Kevin. "I think you've lost it, mate." 

Kevin continued to stare at the red lipstick, but said nothing. 

120 



"C'mon, your highness, we have to go." Nigel helped him up under the arms and half

dragged him to the limo. 

"It's fine mess we're into this time, Ollie," Nigel chuckled as he pushed Kevin into the 

back seat. 

r.,.r.,. Ibo 

When Katie had first stepped into the limo, he thought there had been some mistake. 

The woman sitting across from him in the red dress that clung lightly to every curve was 

not what he had expected. She was more beautiful in person than the picture of her in the back of 

her book. She also was different, somehow, from the usual fans that he met, and he couldn't 

quite put his finger on it. This perplexity had made him even more nervous, which was why he 

had downed three beers right away as soon as they had reached the boat, on top of all the 

champagne he had drunk in the limo before that. 

His head was still pounding. Damned women. Why did it all have to be so confusing? 

What did she want from him? It seemed that no matter what he did, it was always wrong. Why 

did she send him those letters? He knew she would deny it. She had acted so surprised when 

he confronted her. 

He was angry with himse1ffor kissing her. From the moment she sat down in the limo, it 

was all he could do to keep himself from touching her. What the hell had come over him? When 

she had gotten angry, her eyes ... there was something about her eyes that had made him lose it. 

They had little gold flecks in them ... it had fascinated him. With a sharp pain in his groin he 

remembered how soft her golden skin felt under his fingers and her lips ... were warm and sweet. 

How could someone so beautiful be so mentally disturbed? Better yet, how could he feel this way 

about someone who might be stalking him? 

"So ... I didn't see you leave the party last night," Clarissa said. 

Kevin jerked to attention, which caused his pounding head to swim, so he reached inside 

his jacket pocket and pulled out two more aspirin, which he popped into his mouth and crunched 

without water. They were sitting on the terrace at the hotel, his plate of brunch beginning to 

nauseate him. 
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He looked at her through the dark glasses and took a drink of water to wash down the 

remnants of the pills. By the time Nigel had brought him back to the hotel, and he had showered 

and returned a phone call to his mum, he was already late for breakfast with Clarissa. It had 

turned into brunch instead. Her constant chattering made his headache worse, and now he knew 

that she was about to grill him on his whereabouts. 

"I decided to leave early," he said, looking at his plate and wondering if he would feel 

better if he just choked it down. 

Here it comes, and I just don't have a good answer, he thought. 

·so ... where did you go?· she asked sweetly, with a chilly undertone, as she took another 

delicate bite of her fruit. 

He decided the best course of action was not to answer. He took a bite of sausage, and 

then suddenly felt very hungry. 

Clarissa put her fork down on her plate and shoved the whole thing away. She knew 

better than to push him but her feelings were hurt by his secrecy. 

She had decided to surprise him by showing up at the festival unannounced the day 

before. She had also spent a smaH fortune on a new, red designer dress, Vera Wang of course, 

and had hoped to rekindle their romance last night, followed by several romantic days of 

sightseeing and shopping in Cannes. 

He had been surprised to see her but not in the way that she had hoped. Of course, he 

had been pleasant enough, but she had only been able to talk to him for a few minutes before he 

disappeared from the party. Why was he being so secretive about it? She could only think of 

one reason. 

She watched him as he shoveled in the food as if he were suddenly starving; and what 

was with the dark glasses? 

111 have a great idea,,, she beamed suddenly. 11Let's go on a tour of a winery today. We 

can go and buy some of that Cabernet you like so much." 

Kevin put down his fork, wiped his face with his napkin, and stifled a small burp with his 

hand. 
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"I can't, 11 he said. "I have to see my publicist about something, and then the cast has 

another press conference after that. 11 

"I see," she said, fuming. "I see ... that I have made a mistake in coming here. I thought 

you would be happy ... but I guess I am just intruding." 

She threw her napkin on the table, pushed back her chair so that it screeched on the 

flagstones, got up haughtily and stalked out of the restaurant. 

Kevin stared at her rigid back as she left. He thought about going after her, but just 

couldn't bring himself to move. He couldn't believe that she had just invited herself here and then 

expected him to change all of his plans at the last minute. If she was going to be angry about it, 

well, whatever. She would have to get over it. 

Now that his food was digesting, he was starting to feel a little better. He lit a cigarette 

and signaled for the waiter to bring him some more coffee. 

Looking out over the wall of the terrace, he had a beautiful view of the Mediterranean. It 

was a bright sunny day in Cannes, and he could see a sailboat far out on the water, its white and 

red striped sail puffed up with the wind. 

In his head, he slowly went over the events of last night in his head and started to feel 

more than a little foolish. He should never have had that much to drink. Most of what he could 

remember made him twinge with regret. He had screwed up the plan. Royally. 

In retrospect, Katie had at first seemed genuinely pleased to be with him on the boat. 

She hadn't asked him for an autograph or wanted to take a picture, like most of the women he 

met, and she certainly hadn't tried to throw herself at him. It was his idea to go to the boat and 

hang out, and it was he who had kissed her ... after all. 

He couldn't shake the vision of how she had been leaning on the railing of the boat, her 

wavy auburn hair flying haphazardly around her face, her big dark eyes staring at him in anger 

and confusion. She had looked so cute in his old sweatshirt; the little bruise on her lip giving the 

illusion of a certain kind of vulnerability. There was nothing vulnerable about that spitfire. 

She had gotten right into his face when he accused her of sending the letters ... and what 

was that spiel she had given him when he confronted her about the book ... "You fascinate 
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me" .... or something like that He had felt the sudden compulsion to kiss every inch of her honey

colored skin. 

He couldn't believe that he had lost his usual and perfected sense of control. just like 

that. Of course, he could just blame it on the alcohol, but there was more to it, and he knew it. 

He would have to apologize somehow ... or he would never get the confession out of her. 

He remembered reading in her book that she loved a certain kind of rare rose ... silver or 

sterling ... or something like that. 

He signed the check for the brunch, stood up tall from the chair, and walked out of the 

restaurant. 

He would rectify his mistake immediately. 

ftJo ftJo ftJo 

"Hi, Mom." Alex's voice sounded good to her, and she was beginning to feel a little 

homesick. "Guess what me and Grandma did?" 

As he rattled off the list of the spoilage, Katie made a mental note to speak to her mother 

again. The woman fet him have just about anything he wanted. He would be unfit to live with for 

a week, but at least he wasn't missing her too much. She had worried about leaving him for 

several days in a row. 

"I'm packing my suitcase now, Alex. I'll be home late tomorrow afternoon, and I'll pick 

you up after supper, okay?" 

"Okay, Mom. Did you buy me anything?" he asked. 

"Buy you anything? It sounds like Grandma already bought you everything in town," she 

scolded. In fact, she had bought him a few small things and they were already tucked inside her 

suitcase. 

"I love you, Mom. Bye.• 

"I love you, too. Bye, Alex," and she almost wished that she could snap her fingers and 

be home right away instead of the long plane rides and stops at strange airports in between. 
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She carefully rolled up her clothes, and packed them in her suitcase so that they wouldn't 

be so wrinkled when she pulled them out again. Half of them that she had brought with her she 

hadn't even worn. Better to have too many clothes, than not enough, she thought. She picked 

up the sweatshirt that Kevin had given her, and for one second, thought about just leaving it in the 

room. But then she thought better of it, and stuffed it in the suitcase, too. A souvenir, she 

chuckled to herself . 

She had most of her clothes packed, and was putting her toi.letries in her bag, when she 

heard two short raps on the door. 

"Just a minute,· she called out, wondering whom it could be. It was a little ear1y for 

housekeeping, and Cheri was getting her hair done, detennined to find a French master stylist so 

that she could brag about it when she got home. 

Katie opened the door to a huge bouquet of sterling roses, at least four dozen, in a large 

crystal vase that completely hid the face of the porter who was carrying them. 

"Bonjour, Madame," he said in a clipped little voice. "Where would like me to place 

these?" 

Katie stood there holding the door with her mouth gaping open. She recovered herself 

quickly, and said, "Uh ... just put them on the table, please ... um ... s'il vous plait." 

"Merci," he said, sweeping in the door stylishly, and placed them in the middle of the 

small table in the comer of the suite. 

She crossed the room to the dresser, dug in her purse to look for some money for a tip, 

when the man said, "Non, Madame, it has been taken care of." And he walked directly out of her 

room and shut the door smartly behind him. 

Katie just stared at the flowers. She waf ked over to the table and saw that there was a 

white envelope tied to one of the stems with a white silk ribbon. She untied it, opened the 

envelope, and pulled out the card. 
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"Oh, no," Katie whispered. Her plane was leaving at six o'clock. There was no way for 

her to get in touch with him to tell him; she didn't even know where he was staying. She sat down 

on the bed, holding the note in her hand. Fractious nature? How dare he? Her mind went over 

the events once again. What did he want from her? 

It had all been just a silly fantasy. She could see that quite clearly now. He was a rich 

and famous celebrity; she was a single mother writing paperback romances and living in a 

different world. He probably had a supennodel-type in every port, ready to cater to his every 

whim; she had to go home, mow her lawn, clean the house, register Alex for summer camp, and 

hope she had enough money to last her until her next book was finished, especially considering 

how much this trip to Cannes had cost her. 

She tucked the note carefully inside the side pocket of her suitcase and went over to 

admire the roses. She stuck her nose right into the center of one of the big silver-purple blooms 

and breathed deep. How beautiful they were. And then she noticed that the thorns had all been 

removed from the stems. On every one. 

She finished packing her dothes, checked to make sure that her passport, money, plane 

ticket, and a change of clothes was all in her carry-on, slung it over her shoulder, and picked up 

her suitcase. She stood for a moment longer, gazing at the view outside her window and then at 

the roses. On impulse, she carefully pulled a single bloom from one of the stems and tucked it 

inside the book she was taking with her on the plane. Then she turned and walked out the door, 

shutting it firmly behind her, as if that would just be the end of it. 

~~~ 
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Kevin sat at the table alone and glanced at his watch for the third time. She's not 

coming, dammit. He had mucked everything up but good, and scared her off, that had to be it. 

He should have sent Nigel after her with the limo. 

She intrigued him and scared him at the same time. Perhaps it was just a huge 

misunderstanding .... maybe she wasn't the one after all. The watchers on the hotel room had 

reported that she had gone shopping and had lunch with a petite, blonde woman. No unusual 

behavior, and she had not tried to discover where was staying. But then again, strange that he 

had been in Cannes for a week now, and while she was here, he had not received a single letter. 

And then there was the red lipstick. Had she dropped it deliberately? He just didn't know what to 

make of it. 

The whole thing was weird ... but so far, he reasoned, he hadn't ever been in any real 

danger ... had he? 

~ 
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"Alex! What are you doing? It's time to go," Katie shouted, as she hung halfway out of 

the side door of the RV that was parked in the driveway. She double-checked the List in her mind 

item-by-item, positive that there was something important that she had forgotten to pack in the 

camper. 

"Oh, well", she said out loud to no one in particular. "I suppose they do have stores in 

Colorado." 

"Alex!" she called out again. 

"I'm coming, Mom! Jeez," Alex wailed. He came running out of the front door with his 

new Nikes on his feet and his dark blonde hair sticking up all over his head. Katie made a mental 

note to get him a haircut somewhere along the way. 

"I can't find my blue-eyed dragon card!"' he explained breathlessly, a tragic look on his 

face. 

"Alex," she said slowly, gathering as much patience as she could summon. "I'm sure it's 

here somewhere. We can find it when we get back home. Do you have the rest of your stuff 

packed?" 

"Yeah, but..." Alex started to protest. 
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"No yabut," she smiled. "We have to get on the road. You know I don't like to drive when 

it's dark, and we're going to be late getting to the campground as it is." 

Alex sulked and ran back into the house under the guise of retrieving his bag, thinking he 

might be able to look for his precious card just one more time. 

;::,.;::,.;::,. 

Alex was snoring. Katie looked away from the dark and deserted interstate for just a 

moment to double check that his seatbelt was still on the right way. He had insisted on sitting in 

the passenger seat so that he could check out the scenery, but he really should have stayed in 

the back. 

She was tired, and her eyes seemed to have sand in them. It had been a long drive. 

She searched anxiously for the exit number that would take them to the first campground. It 

came up faster than she expected and she took it a little too quickly, causing the RV to groan and 

lean a little as it came around the curve. There was a stop sign at the end of the exit, and she 

turned right, hoping fervently that it was the right direction. 

The entrance to the campground was lit up with a large red and white sign that said, 

"Yogi's Rocky Mountain Campground," and she turned into the large parking lot, parked the RV, 

locked the doors, and went into the entrance lodge to redeem their reservation. 

The campground was clean, well-lit, and nicely landscaped, as the travel agent had told 

her it would be, which was a huge relief. They had been on the road for fourteen hours straight, 

stopping only for Burger King and gas. They had played slug bug, count the license plates, count 

the red cars, and finalfy, had a burping contest, which Alex won hands down. Then he had finally 

fallen asleep. 

After checking in, she drove the RV through the campground, searching the lot numbers 

in the dark. Thankfully, they were large blue reflective signs, and she had no trouble finding it 

around a couple of bends in the road. 

She pulled into their space, turned off the engine, and wearily rubbed her eyes. God, she 

ached all over, especially her back. Too much sitting in one place for too long. She unbuckled 

Alex from the passenger seat, and since now he had grown way too big for her to carry him, she 
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half dragged him to the back of the RV, where she laid him in the wide double bed and covered 

him up with a blanket. He still had his precious cards clutched in his hand. 

She unbolted the door to the small bathroom, squeezed herself in it, and splashed cool 

water on her face. She changed into at-shirt and an old faded pair of shorts, grabbed a beer out 

of the small refrigerator, and sat down at the compact table near the window. It felt good to just 

relax. She turned out the small lamp that was bolted to the table and peered out through the slats 

in the mini blinds. Most of the campers were dark, but she could see one campfire party going on 

in the lot just east of their site. She would have to be sociable in the morning and see if there 

were any kids for Alex to play with. 

She pulled her cell phone out of her purse and checked her voice mail. No messages. 

Good. She finished her beer, made sure that all the doors were locked up tight, and crawled into 

the bed with Alex. He immediately laid his legs over hers, as he had always had to have his feet 

laying on her since the day he was born, and snuggled his pillow close to him. Katie hoped it 

would be a night without dreams. 

l&-1&-l&-

Kevin rushed to hold open the door for her before the doorman could even reach for the 

handle. Clarissa raised her nose a few inches higher and pretended like she didn't notice this 

grand show of respect. He thinks he can wine and dine me, and I'll just forget the whole thing. 

Ha. 

"Good evening, Mr. Kevin ... and Miss Clarissa. I have your table ready." The matre d' 

led them past the red leather booths lining the walls and outside to the private patio, reserved for 

LaScala's most special guests. The pride of Beverly Hills, the restaurant represented the area's 

finest in Italian dining. 

Clarissa ordered their legendary chopped salad and Kevin decided on the grilled 

whitefish. After the waiter retreated, Clarissa fiddled with her iced-tea spoon as she tried to 

appear indifferent to Kevin's apologetic kindnesses. 

Kevin cleared his throat. "Clar ... I think we should talk. n 

"Now you want to talk? After you completely humiliated me in Cannes?" 
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"I'm sorry. How many times do I have to apologize? I explained to you that I was just 

unprepared for you to show up like that. I had other things going on." 

"Other things?" Clarissa asked too sweetly, a cold smile on her face. "Or other people? 

Of the feminine kind?" 

"It wasn't like that. .. have I ever tied to you? Have I ever given you any reason to believe 

that there was any other woman in my life?" 

"No," she said, sheepishly. "But there is always the possibility." 

"You know how I feel... how I have always felt about that. I would never do that to you." 

"Then what the hell is going on with you? Why are you suddenly so much more secretive 

than ever?" 

"It's hard to explain." 

"Try me." 

"I have another stalker." 

The blood drained from Clarissa's face, and the involuntary jerk of her hand knocked the 

spoon she was holding to the floor with a clatter. "Have you called the police?" 

"Yes ... I've reported it." 

'Who is it?" 

"I don't know. There's these letters .... like I said .... it's hard to explain ... " 

"Letters? What kind of letters?" 

"It doesn't matter ... it's something I need to work out on my own. And I might have to go 

somewhere for awhile ... " 

"Go somewhere? You mean like get away for a while? Oh, Kevin ... I have a great idea! 

LaDonna, Maria and Jack have invited me to Dubai. You know, the new Palm Islands? It's the 

most exclusive resort .... we could get away together! It would be like a vacation, and ... " 

"No, Clar. That's not what I mean ... I mean I might have to go figure this thing 

out. .. alone." 

"Kevin ... you're just not thinking straight. You can't go off alone when there could be 

someone dangerous ... " 
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Clarissa stopped short, and her beautiful features twisted into a grimace. She was 

staring over his shoulder behind him. 

Kevin quickly turned around, only to come nearly face to breast with a petite, brunette in 

a scarlet red dress. He immediately stood up and said, "Hello ... can I help you?" 

"No ... I don't think so,• Adele laughed. "I'm beyond help.· 

Clarissa quickly rearranged her face into a cool smile, and said, "Adele ... what a 

surprise ... what brings you out and about on this rare occasionr 

"Oh ... I was just having a little dinner. Saw you two lovebirds over here and thought it 

would be rude of me not to say 'Hi'.· 

"What would be extremely rude is if you decided to borrow my red dress without asking." 

"Excuse me," Kevin interrupted. "Do you two know each other?" 

"So sorry, Kevin," Clarissa said. "This is my reclusive sister, Adele. I think you may have 

met her once before, but would hardly recognize her without her sweat pants. She doesn't often 

make social appearances. n 

Kevin offered his hand to Adele, who shook it perfunctorily. 

"Very pleased to see you again," she said, but her smile never quite reached her eyes. 

"Would you care to join usr Kevin asked. 

Adele snorted. "No thanks. I was just on my way out. Toadies." With a small wave of 

her hand, Adele disappeared around the comer and out of sight. 

"That was a bit strange," Kevin said, thoughtfully rubbing his chin. 

"My sister was born strange. Pay her no mind. As I was saying, if someone dangerous 

is following you, you really need to ... n 

"Your salad, Madame,· the waiter gracefully delivered her plate in front of her, and then 

just as adeptly deposited Kevin's. "And your grilled whitefish, Sir. Will there be anything else for 

now?" 

"No ... thank you," Kevin said. 
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As the waiter retreated back to the kitchen, Kevin silenced Clanssa with an upraised 

hand as she was about to continue her litany. "Listen ... this is something I have to do. Please 

don't question me any further about it. I don't want you to be involved." 

"But. .. " 

"Please .... " 

Clarissa picked at her salad in silence. Finally, she asked quietly, "Does Nigel know 

about this?" 

"Yes, he does," Kevin lied. 

"Well ... I won't worry about it then,· she said, and sipped her iced tea. 

~~~ 

She awoke to the sounds of birds chirping and people busying themselves with their 

campsites. She looked over at Alex, but he was gone. Alarmed, she sat straight up in the bed, 

pulled her hair back into a ponytail, and jumped up. 

"Alex ... " she called, still groggy from sleep. No answer. 

She opened the side door to the camper, stuck her head outside, and called again. 

Alex came flying around the back of the camper, with two boys in tow. 

"Hi, Mom," he said. "I found two friends." 

"Alex, you know better than to just run off without telling me," she scolded. "This is a 

strange place. n 

"Sorry, Mom, but you were sleeping," he said sheepishly. 

'What about breakfast?" 

"I already ate some cereal." 

"Just make sure you stay where I can see you at all times, or I'll make you stay inside the 

camper." 

"Okay, but can I go over to Jimmy's campsiter he pleaded. "They're making pancakes, 

and Jimmy has some cool cards." 

Katie hesitated for a moment, and said, "Where's Jimmy's campsite?" 

"Right there, "he pointed over to where she had seen the fire last night. 

133 



... 

-r 

"Okay, but don't go anywhere else," she said. "I mean it," she added, giving him the evil 

eye. "Stay where I can see you." 

Alex took off running and the other two boys followed him. She watched as they ran 

through the small stand of trees and over to the other camper, where a woman climbed out, saw 

Katie hanging out the door, and waved. Katie waved back and ducked back inside the camper, 

where she busied herself making a large pot of coffee. She would need it to get herself going; 

they had a full day ahead. There was a tour group this afternoon that she had signed them up 

for; it was a family version of the white-water rafting trip that the park was famous for. They 

would float through the Dinosaur Nationat Monument Alex loved dinosaurs and he would be 

fascinated. 

Now that the sun had come fully up, Katie was blown away by the view. Through the 

trees she could plainly see the snow-capped mountains. The sky was bright blue and clear, with 

just a few puffy white clouds. She stepped outside the camper, pulling a lawn chair with her, and 

sat down to enjoy her first cup of coffee and breathe in the fresh, dry, mountain air that smelled of 

pine. She had slept well, with no dreams, and she felt refreshed. Against her will, and out of 

habit, her mind wandered. 

"Stop it, " she admonished herself, out loud. He was nothing like what she had imagined. 

What a jerk. Damn him. 

He had probably forgotten all about her by now. He was more than likely jet-setting 

around, eating in fine restaurants, and posing for some ridiculous photo shoot for his next movie, 

or whatever it is that movie stars do, while everybody oohed and aahed over how "fabulous" he 

looked, or something stupid like that 

Katie made some toast in the tiny kitchen, and poured a large glass of orange juice. She 

changed into a tank top and cutoffs in between bites of toast, twisted her hair up into a clip, and 

downed the orange juice. She needed to go round up Alex and get over to the clubhouse to get 

ready for their rafting trip. 

"Bottoms up," she said, and downed the rest of the orange juice. It was going to be a 

great day. 
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"Wow, Mom, that was too cool!" Alex exclaimed, as he ran circles around her on their 

long hike back to camp. "Can we do that again tomorrow?" 

They had both been soaked to the skin but were slowly drying off now. The warm late 

afternoon sun felt good on her face, and Alex was looking a little red on the cheeks. She made a 

mental note to get a higher SPF sunscreen, as she had not realized that the sun would be so 

strong even at this low altitude. 

She laughed and said, "No, Alex. We're going to do something else cool tomorrow." 

"Whatr 

"Well ... it's a surprise." 

"C'mon, Mom, tell me." 

"Nope." 

"Why notr 

"'Cause then it wouldn't be a surprise, now would it?" 

"No fair," he said, and ran up ahead of her to the RV. 

Her legs were sore from so much walking, but the rafting trip had been exhilarating. 

Every time she had started to get hot, the guide would pick up speed in the raft, and the splashing 

was inevitable. Alex had been delirious with joy to see his mother drenched every twenty minutes 

or so . 

By sheer luck, Jimmy and his parents, Ted and Janice, had also signed up for the trip, 

and Katie had jumped at the chance to get to know them. They seemed like nice people, and 

Jimmy was the same age as Alex, which worked out perfectly. After finding out that Katie and 

Alex were alone, they immediately invited them over for a cookout. Katie accepted, thinking that 

it would kill two birds with one stone. She wouldn't have to cook tonight, and Alex and Jimmy 

could entertain themselves while she parked in a lawn chair. 

Alex had beaten her to the camper, and was shifting from foot to foot with impatience. 

"Hurry up, Mom, I want to go play with Jimmy," he whined. 
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"You need to change out of those wet clothes first, buddy," she said sternly. "And don't 

throw them on the floor." 

She unlocked the camper and Alex went straight in to change his clothes. She opened a 

cold beer, and sat down at the little table, mindful to put a towel under her butt so that she 

wouldn't get the seat wet. While waiting for Alex to get done changing in the bathroom, she 

heard a small beeping noise. She dug her cell phone out of her purse and discovered that she 

had a voice mail message. It was from Cheri. 

"Hey you, I know that you are officially on vacation, but when you get a break in the 

action, give me a call. I have something I need to tell you. Bye." 

Katie pushed the speed dial number for Cheri's cell phone just as Alex burst out of the 

bathroom. 

"See ya, Mom," and he bolted out of the camper door. 

Cheri picked up on the second ring. 

"Hellooo ... " Cheri answered. 

"Hey, what's up?" Katie asked. 

"Oh you are still alive! Sorry ... but I just had to call and check up. Are you guys having a 

good time?" she asked. 

"Swell. Today I had ice-cold river water dumped over my head about ten times. Other 

than that, it's really beautiful here." 

"I just wanted to make sure that everything was alright," she said. Katie could hear the 

baby making sucking noises on the other end, and then a few grunts. 

"How's my Susannah banana?" Katie asked. 

"She's fine, except today, she just won't let me get anything done. Mommy has to carry 

her everywhere ... and Mommy's tired," Cheri sighed. 

Katie laughed, and said, "Well, let's see if I remember this straight. Hmmmm. I just want 

a baby of my own. Was that it?" 

Cheri laughed, and said, "Yeah, that was it. Silly me." 

"So .... you called me so I could hear Susannah gurgle from a thousand miles away?" 
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"Noooo ... ya dummy. I called you because ... welt ... you're not going to believe this ... Kevin 

called my office today." 

"What?" 

"Actually ... he called a couple of times. He says he has to talk to you." 

Katie was silent for a long moment, and then she said, "What does he want?" 

"Evidently his super-inflated male ego can't stand the fact that he got stood up ... I don't 

know. Maybe he wants to apologize. Who knows? I told him that you were on vacation. For 

some reason, he doesn't want to take no for an answer. What should I tell him?" 

"I don't know,· Katie said quietly. "I'll have to think about it."' 

"Okay ... you think about it. And then let me know. This guy is driving me nuts." 

"You didn't tell him where I was did you?" Katie whined. 

"No, I did not," Cheri pouted. Then, she snickered, "Did you want me to?" 

"No. I gotta go. Our new neighbors are cooking for us. I'll call you tomorrow. 

"Katie ... I can just tell him to go away if you want." 

"Yeah, I know,· she sighed. "I just can't deaf with this right now. I'm still pretty angry 

about what happened." 

"Well, you decide. I'll talk to you tomorrow. I need to feed the baby. See ya." 

Katie pushed the "end" button, and then pushed the "off' button for good measure. 

"Shit," she said out loud, but a warm flush was rising up her face. What the hell should 

she do now? She had never expected to hear from him again in a million years. Who's stalking 

whom? She finished off her beer. She was late for her cookout and she would need to think this 

through. 

She changed into a faded and comfortable pair of jeans with holes in the knees and a 

sweatshirt, sprayed bug spray lavishly over herself, tucked the bottle in her jeans, and headed 

over to Ted and Janice's campsite, where she spent the rest of the evening parked in a lawn 

chair staring up at the clear, starlit night. 

l&ol&ol&o 
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A parade of discreet white vans pulled up to the curb in front of the office and stopped, 

their engines idling. One by one, men in bright blue overalls began unloading the cargo. There 

were targe bright helium balloons, huge red, yellow, and white bouquets of roses, trays of 

gourmet cheeses and meats, bottles of wine, and toys. It looked like someone was having a 

party. 

People were craning their necks out of the front doors of the quiet little strip of offices, 

and a crowd had begun to gather on the curb. It wasn't .long before a young man with a camera 

started poking around to see what was going on. 

Cheri frantically pressed the button on her speed dial for Katie's cell phone for the tenth 

time, and for the tenth time, got her voice mail. "Katie, dammit, answer the phone," she said 

breathlessly. 

Kevin sat in the chair across from her desk, cool and unruffled, as the men in the blue 

overalls swarmed over her office with the seemingly endless array of gifts. It was getting 

crowded, and Cheri was nearing her wit's end. All three tines on her telephone were ringing, and 

as she looked out the window, a news media van arrived and began setting up some cameras. 

"I can't get anything done with all this commotion," she barked sharply at him. "And I can't 

teH you where she is unless she says so. What do you want with her anyway?" 

"If you would just tell me where she is, I'll be on my way," he said, flashing white teeth 

and dark laughing eyes. 

Cheri groaned. She had been trying to get caught up with her bookkeeping while the 

baby slept in her playpen in the comer. With all the noise, Susannah sat up, wide-eyed at all the 

balloons, and simply said, "Up" with her little hands waving in the air. 

Cheri lifted her out of the playpen and set her on the floor to play with the toys that had 

been spread all around the office. Susannah immediately crawled over to Kevin, and squeaked 

"Up." 

He picked up the baby, and Susannah began gnawing on one of his knuckles as he held 

her in his lap. 
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Cheri glared at him, all the while trying to keep a straight face at the comical picture of the 

small blonde baby drooling on the tall, handsome man sitting calmly in the chair. 

He continued to stare back at her coolly, as if he did not have a care in the world, and 

nowhere else in particular he would rather be. 

"I can't," she said exasperated. 

"You can," he said with a small smile. "Ve hafvays of making ju talk," he added, as he 

waved at one of the men in the blue overalls. The man came smartly over to her desk and 

presented her with a five-pound box of Godiva chocolates, her absolute favorite. How on earth 

did he know that? 

The lines were still ringing off the hook, and the news people had begun to crowd outside 

the door in the waiting room, when Cheri threw her hands up in mock despair. She grabbed a 

pen off her desk and wrote on a piece of pink paper. She handed it to him over the desk. 

"Give me my baby; she said, a small smile curling on her lips. 

"Merci, Madame, I am forever in your debt," he said as he handed Susannah over the 

desk. He bowed from the waist, and then he turned and 1eft, snapping his fingers at the men in 

the blue overalls. Bright flashbulbs went off everywhere as he walked out the front door. 

Cheri got up from her chair, and as the last man left her office, she shut the door smartly 

behind him. She put Susannah on the floor to crawl around, and then leaned back on the closed 

door, slid down to the floor to a sitting position, and laughed with relief. 

"She's going to kill me," Cheri said to Susannah. The baby gurgled in assent, and stuck 

her finger in her mouth to chew on it. 

~~~ 

The next morning dawned clear and sunny again, as Katie and Alex prepared their 

backpacks for the nature hike. They would have to get an early start to make sure that they were 

back at camp by dark, and the guide had told them all to meet at the clubhouse by 7:00 a.m. 

Ted, Janice, and Jimmy had decided to join them, which pleased Alex to no end. 
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Everyone was waiting at the clubhouse by the time Alex and Katie arrived, and there was 

a last-minute flurry as the guide made everybody check their packs to make sure that there were 

emergency supplies and equipment in every one. 

"Out here, we don't take any chances, "he said gravely. "This is no place to be lost after 

dark without emergency supplies.· 

They started out slowly, so that everyone could get used to the altitude and walking pace. 

Alex and Jimmy chatted for a little while, but then followed the example of the others to keep still 

so that they could catch a glimpse of wildlife. The day turned very warm, and Katie had to strip 

off her sweatshirt down to her tank top; Alex did the same. They took turns stuffing their 

sweatshirts into each other's backpacks while trying to keep up with everybody else. 

The traits were a little difficult, but the view was breathtaking. Sunlight beamed through 

pines that reached up and disappeared into the sky. The mountains peeked in and out of the 

foliage; their majestic snow-capped peaks almost close enough to touch. Squirrels chattered and 

leaped among the trees, and Alex spotted a fat raccoon, climbing over a fallen tree, and then 

waddling away, in a hurry to be somewhere. A million birds chirped, and Katie felt a surge of 

adrenaline, and then peacefulness, amongst all the beauty. She stopped for just a minute, to 

admire the small yellow flowers that seemed to pop up out of the ground everywhere she looked. 

It was early afternoon when they stopped on the bank of the river to eat their sandwiches, 

when suddenly they heard the steady thump-thump approaching through the trees. The guide 

looked up in annoyance, as the shiny black helicopter zoomed over the trees and off towards the 

camp. 

When all was silent again, he said, "Asshole. This is a no-fly zone. He must be lost." 

He shrugged, slung his pack over his shoulder, and roused everyone from their resting spots. 

"C'mon folks," he called out. "We're only half way. We have more ground to cover." 

Katie groaned and stood up. Her back and legs were already starting to ache. I must be 

more out of shape than I thought. Alex and Jimmy were throwing sticks into the river, so she 

called out to them to hurry up. 
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They ran past her in a fit of giggles, and caught up with Janice and Ted, who were 

several paces in front of her, and stayed there for the remainder of the hike . 

Katie didn't mind; Alex was having a good time, and she kind of wanted to stay a little 

way behind so that she could think. She would have to call Cheri when they got back to the 

campsite. She was beside herself that Kevin actually wanted to talk to her again. Inside the 

realm of her dreams, it had all seemed so magical, so right. Nowhere in an her fantasies was 

there an angry, egotistical jerk with a drinking problem. This was reality. Better to just forget 

about the whole issue. 

She was so lost in her own thoughts that she failed to see the dark stonn ciouds that 

were swirling in the sky just east of the campsite. The guide had seen the storm coming, and 

was now rushing everybody along the trail so that they could seek shelter back at the camp. 

Large droplets of rain started to splash on her face just as they reached the clubhouse, and 

everybody burst through the door by twos just as the torrent came pelting down. Thunder 

boomed over their heads, and electricity crackled in the dry air, raising goose bumps on Katie's 

damp anns. Alex and Jimmy stuck their faces right up to the window of the lodge; the better to 

see the huge bolts of lightning that lit up the sky. 

The guide was busy reassuring everyone that the stonn would soon pass, that this 

happened all the time in early summer. They had known that the storm was coming, but it wasn't 

expected until much later in the evening. It would be safer if everyone just stayed in the lodge for 

a while, and then they could return to their campers. 

Katie sat down at one of the empty tables in the comer of the lodge, dose to the huge 

fireplace. A nice fire was already roaring and the heat felt good on her now wet and chilly skin. 

She dug in her pack for her sweatshirt, pulled it over her head, and tried to re-fasten the clip 

around her now soggy, curly hair. Just as she pulled the clip out to start over, and her wet hair 

cascading down over her face, she glanced at the man sitting at the next table. He was wearing 

a bright red Detroit Redwings hat, a red plaid flannel shirt, and he was drinking bottled water. He 

looked like he hadn't shaved in a while. Her eyes narrowed, and her first thought was that she 

hadn't seen him on the hike, or around the camp, and then she gasped and dropped the clip on 
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the floor with a clatter. Kevin nodded and smiled at her, and then tooked around the room to see 

if anybody else had noticed him. They hadn't. Everybody was busy watching the storm through 

the windows. 

Katie's eyes were wide when she whispered loudly, "What the hell are you doing here?" 

"Looking for you,· he said nonchalantly, taking a drink of his water, his amber eyes 

sparkling mischievously at her. 

She picked up her clip off the floor, walked over to his table, and sat down . 

11What is it, exactly, that you want from me?" she asked . 

"Aren't you happy to see me?• he asked, with a smirk. 

She flushed, and said, "I don't know. 1 don't know what to think. How did you get here?" 

"I flew," he grinned. 

"Oh, I see," she said slowly. "You must be the asshole in the helicopter." 

He blinked. "Asshole?" 

"Our guide was not amused. We saw you fly over this afternoon. Let me guess, Cheri 

told you where I was. " 

"Yes, she did. I told her that I wouldn't go away until she told me." 

"You went to her officer 

"Let's just say that 1 convinced her that I meant no harm," he laughed. 

Katie just stared at him, speechless. 

"Listen," he started. "I never got the chance to tell you how sorry I was ... you 

know ... about what happened on the boat." 

"You tracked me down in the middle of Colorado to tell me this?" she gasped. 

"Well, since you stood me up in Cannes, and have refused to speak to me, you left me 

with no other choice." 

A retort was on the tip of her tongue when Alex came over and plopped down in the chair 

next to her. 

"Hi, I'm Alex," he said to Kevin. "Who are you?" 

"This man's name is Kevin, honey. He's ... someone I know." 
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"I didn't know you had any friends here, Mom. Hey, you know what? He looks just like 

that guy in those movies you watch all the time." 

Katie really did flush this time, beet red. 

"Kids say the darndest things, don't they?" she blurted out, mortified. "Alex, this man just 

looks like him. It's not really him, now go back over to Jimmy's table for a little bit and let me talk 

tohim.JJ 

"Can I have a Coke?" Alex asked. Frantically, she fished around in the pocket of her 

jeans and came out with a dollar. 

"Go," she said, and pushed the dollar into his hand. Alex jumped up, made smooching 

noises, and ran over to the Coke machine. 

Kevin laughed out loud, causing some heads in the lodge to turn. He pulled his cap 

down over his eyes and leaned forward towards Katie at the table. 

"It seems that you are so busted," he said, his eyes laughing at her from under the hat. 

"Do you really watch my movies all the time?" 

"I watched them white I was writing the book," she said smartly, attempting to stem the 

flow of blood to her face. "For my research." 

"Uh huh," he said. "And did you like them?• 

"Some of them. Some of the earlier ones were not so good." 

"Oh, really,• he said, cocking his head to the side. 

"Aren't you afraid that someone will recognize you?" she hissed. 

'Well ... rm hoping they don't. I figured that this is the last place that anyone would think I 

would be. Do I look like me?" 

Katie chuckled and said, "Yeah, you look like you. I suppose if you keep a low profile, 

you might get away with it, for a little while anyway." 

"What do they serve for dinner around here?" he asked casually, stretching and looking 

around. "I'm starving." 

"They don't serve dinner around here. This is a campground. You have to cook your 

own food," she said indignantly. 
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"Oh, no ... " he moaned, mockingly. "It seems I am at a disadvantage. Can you cook?" 

His eyes sparkled at her again. 

"You are a funny guy, aren't your Katie said. "I can cook a mean cheeseburger." 

"Let's do it," he said. 

"I thought you movie stars only ate gounnet health food, " she said . 

"Eat healthy, stay fit, die anyway," he said with a grin. 

Katie glanced over at Alex, who was happily playing dueling cards with Jimmy. Ted and 

Janice gave Kathryn quizzical looks, as they looked from her to Kevin. 

She got up from the table and walked over to where they were sitting. The stonn was 

just beginning to blow over, and blue sky was peeping out in places behind the gray clouds. 

"Who's that?" Janice asked Kathryn. "He looks kinda familiar ... " 

"Um ... this guy I went to high school with," Katie said quickly. "Funny chance seeing him 

out here, huh? Hey, would you mind if Alex hung with you for dinner?" she added. 

"No problem," said Ted, winking at her. 

Katie shook her head. "We're just going to go cook some burgers, have a couple of 

beers and catch up. Just send him back to the camper when you get tired of him, okay?" 

"Have a good time,· Janice smiled, knowingly. 

"Thanks," Katie said, and hurried back over to where Kevin was sitting. 

"Alright, let's go," she hissed. "Before anybody recognizes you." 

She picked up her backpack and they walked out of the lodge. The rain had washed the 

air dean. Huge mud puddles dotted the trail right up to the asphalt, and Katie splashed through 

them. Kevin followed right beside her. 

"Welcome to our humble abode,· she said as she stepped up into the camper. Kevin 

followed her, but had to duck down so that he wouldn't hit his head on anything. He squeezed his 

long legs into one of the booths at the table. Katie handed him a beer from the refrigerator. 

"Perhaps just one this time, okay?" she said with a slight sneer. 

Kevin grimaced, and for once, had no smart reply. 
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He watched her pull the hamburgers out of the tiny refrigerator and start up the built-in 

gas grill that vented to the outside. He stared up and down at her petite curvy figure with interest, 

taking particular notice of her tanned shapely legs in the cutoff shorts. Slowly, he nursed his beer 

while she gracefully moved around the kitchen. 

"Room service is never this entertaining,,, he said. 

She sat down across from him with her beer while the burgers slowly cooked. Looking 

outside the window, she noticed that the sun was starting to go down, and twilight was 

approaching. 

"It's really beautiful here ... she sighed. "I kinda wish that I could just five out here like this 

sometimes." Then she added, with a chuckle, "But I would really miss my bed." 

"I already miss my bed," he said. "I haven't been camping in a long time." 

"Where are you staying?" she asked. 

"I was hoping that you would offer me your hospitality," he said with a breathy growl. 

She laughed in surprise. "You came out here with no place to stay and you figured that I 

would just put you up? You are crazy. What would you do if I refused?" 

"I guess I would have to sleep outside with the bears until you felt sorry for me." He 

looked sheepish, and said, "And ... if that didn't work, I could just call somebody to come and pick 

me up, I suppose." 

She stood up, shaking her head, and went to flip the burgers. Then she put a slice of 

cheese on each one, and put the buns face down on the grill to warm them up. 

"I'm making you two burgers, to prove that I do have some cooking skills," she said. "And 

then you can explain why you're really here." 

"Do I get scrambled eggs in the morning, too?" 

"Don't push your luck." 

Katie served the burgers. They chewed in silence for a while, before he spoke up. 

"I don't usually drink that much," he said quietly. "I think you may have formed the wrong 

impression of me." Then he added, "But I suppose I do deserve it." 

145 



.. 

• 

t 

• 

~ 

... 

.;.. 

t 

"So ... what's the deaf with the fetters? It's only fair that you tell me about them, since I 

supposedly sent them to you. n 

Kevin watched her face carefully, as he pulled a cream-colored envelope out of his inside 

pocket. He handed it to her, his amber eyes boring into hers, searching ... he didn't know for what 

sort of sign. Now I'm supposed to be a human lie detector. 

She frowned and took the envelope from his hand. Opening the cream stationary that 

had been folded exactly in half, her eyes widened. 

o~a.r~st ~~" ._ 

! t-'f'! ~~ar ~~u "' • " 

\\/ttriri' ir. twih,ht ~~f~r~ dawt·, ~~hi~'"'"' fat~ 
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Katie's mouth hung open. This is my poem ... from my book ... " 

"That seems to be the one." 

A scowl creasing her forehead, she whispered, "Why would anybody do this?" 

"You tell me," he said as he finished off his hamburger and took a swig of this beer. 

"How the hell should I know?" she finally said. "I already told you ... I didn't send them." 

"Well, somebody did." 
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"Are we going to have this same argument all over again?" she asked, her voice heating 

up, her eyes blazing. 

Kevin stared into her eyes again for so long that Katie began to blush. She remembered 

what had happened at their last argument. How could she ever forget? 

She realized that he knew what she was thinking about. She glared at him as she rose 

from the table. 

"I think I'll have another beer," she said. "I'll get you some iced tea." 

Kevin shrugged and leaned back in the seat. Maybe Nigel was right. Maybe she didn't 

have anything to do with the letters. That would leave him back at square one. And looking at 

her petite figure in the tank top and cutoff shorts, she certainly didn't appear to be dangerous. At 

least not in the way he was thinking. He tried to convince himself that camping was beginning to 

interest him, and he was here anyway. He might as well enjoy it. He had another week off 

before he had to be back on set. 

They both sat there for a few minutes in silence, looking out the large side window of the 

cam per where the colors of a spectacular sunset cou1d be seen between the trees. 

On impulse, he smiled at her and asked, "Want to go for a ride?" 

Katie blinked, and asked, "A ride? Sorry, there's no boats around here you can hold me 

hostage on." 

"Touche," he said. "A bike ride ... you know, a motorcycle." 

She looked at him skeptically. "You brought a motorcycle with you?" 

"You don't really think that I would let myself be dropped off out here without some plan 

of escape ... do you?" 

She nodded and said, "I see. Just in case I was less than hospitable, right?" 

"Something like that," Kevin grinned. 

"I'll have to check with Ted and Janice about Alex.· 

"I promise I won't try and hold you hostage," he said, with all sincerity. 

They walked over to the Johnson's camper where a small campfire was blazing. Ted and 

Janice were cozied up in a double hammock that they had strung between two trees, while Alex 
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and Jimmy were arguing over the how many squares of chocolate bar should go in a really good 

s'more. Dusk was approaching fast, and Katie brushed away a few large mosquitoes that were 

buzzing around her face. 

She walked up to the fire, with Kevin following closely behind her, trying to stay in the 

shadows. 

"Hey," Katie said . 
• 

Janice opened one sleepy eye, and said, "Hey, yourself. Have a nice dinner?" 

"Yeah, we did. I really appreciate you keeping Alex for me. It's great that he has 

t 
someone to play with: 

"Keeps Jimmy out of our hair, too," Ted grumbled, repositioning himself in the hammock. 

Katie laughed, and said, "I know exactly what you mean. I really hate to impose on you, 

but. .. do you think it would be okay if Alex hangs out here a little while longer? My friend, Kevin 

here .... oh, I'm sorry ... I am so rude. Janice and Ted, this is Kevin." 

"Hi," Janice and Ted said in unison. Kevin nodded at them, and pulled his hat down over 

his eyes. 

+ "Anyway ... Kevin here has a motorcycle and we were thinking about taking a little ride 

since it's such a nice night," she said. 

"Sure, honey, go ahead," Janice said. "After all that hiking, we just want to hang out in 

our hammock. The boys will be fine.· She waved her hand at her and yawned. "Go on ahead, 

we'll be here." 

"Thanks a lot We won't be long," Katie said gratefully. 

She reluctantly allowed Kevin to take her hand and lead her off into the slowly increasing 

gloom. They followed a footpath around a large stand of trees, and as they came around it, she 

could barely make out where the trail almost met the asphalt of a service road for maintenance 

vehicles. 

Parked behind a large bush was a gleaming black Harley Davidson. Kevin got on it, 

pushed up the kickstand, and fired up the engine. The roar was loud in the stillness of the forest, 

and she hurried up and jumped on the back, hoping they could be off quickly before they pissed 
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off any campers. She adjusted herself on the seat, and planted her feet finnly on the back foot 

pedals. She wasn't quite sure what to do with her hands, so she loosely grabbed hold of the 

sides of his heavy flannel jacket. 

He took off with a start, pebbles and dirt flying, so that she had no other choice but to 

wrap her anns around his chest and hold on tight He immediately slowed down once they were 

on the service road, and she smiled to herself. 

"You did that on purpose,· she said, over the roar of the engine. 

She could partially see his face in one of the rearview mirrors, and she saw that he was 

grinning. 

They reached the end of the service road and turned off onto the main highway, where 

they picked up speed immediately but not so fast that she was frightened. 

The air had cooled considerably since the sun had set, but it was still a little humid from 

the rainstonn that had passed them by ea11ier. When they passed a sizeable stand of trees, and 

the landscape became more rocky and full of scrub, she glanced up at the sky at the nearly full 

moon that was slowly rising over the treetops. It was going to be a beautiful summer night. 

ftJo ftJo ftJo 

The wind whipped her hair partially loose from its clip, and her auburn curls played havoc 

around her face. She sighed and rested her chin on his shoulder, breathing in his masculine 

scent, and the fragrant pine wind, when she realized that this was almost just like the dream. Only 

this time, it was for real. 

There was an exit from the main highway that escalated up and over a rocky hill, and he 

took it. The engine whined a little from the steep climb, but once over the top, the road was level 

again, and he was able to maintain a pretty good cruising speed. They were level with the 

treetops now, and Katie could see the great canopy of aspen, fir, and blue spruce that covered 

the side of the mountain. The moon lit up the tops of the trees with a silvery glow, and the low 

rocky canyon walls on either side of the road glistened white in contrast to the dark shimmering 

shadows between them. The rocky snow-capped peaks of the nearby mountain could be clearly 
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seen in the moonlight, and behind it was another, and then another, until it seemed to her that the 

mountain range must go on forever to the ends of the earth. 

Around the next curve, an overlook site appeared, and Kevin turned off onto it, coasted a 

little, stopped the bike, and turned it off. Silence met their ears as they sat there and gazed off 

the edge of the cliff. Stowly, the animals and birds that had been disturbed by the motorcycle 

engine returned to making their night sounds, and the air was filled with the sound of crickets, 

owls, bats, and other noises that she could not readily identify . 

"Wow," she said a little too loudly, and the nearest cacophony of crickets was abruptly 

silent 

"Yeah ... wow," he whispered. 

Katie got off the back of the bike and walked a little closer to the metal safety railing at 

the edge of the cliff. She grabbed hold of it and shook it to test it, then leaned far over the edge 

to look deep down into the great expanse of trees far below.. It made her feel dizzy. 

She stood back up abruptly and found Kevin standing beside her at the railing. His dark 

hair blew haphazardly around his face in the breeze, and his dark eyes were contemplating her 

with amusement. 

Once again, she found herself having to strongly resist the compulsion to touch the spot 

where the hair curled up at the base of his neck. She also couldn't help noticing, once again, how 

very tall he was, and muscular. Standing next to him, she felt as small as a child. But she was no 

child. While she was thinking about this, a sense of complete serenity overtook her. They stood 

there in silence, as the warm night breeze caressed their faces. 

Kevin took hold of her hand again, and this time she wasn't reluctant. It all still seemed 

like a dream; all anger about their argument forgotten. She closed her eyes, and then leaned 

close to him until they were nearly cheek-to-cheek. She waited there, suspended in time, 

savoring just the nearness of him, and imprinting this moment in her mind forever. 

Before she even realized it, he was kissing her. It wasn't an angry kiss this time, but a 

warm. gentle caress of his lips, and his other hand remained at the railing. She stood there for a 

long time, unsure just how long, just letting him kiss her, but not touching him either. His arm went 
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around to the small of her back, his touch sending chills through her body. It had been so very 

long since a man had touched her. She had forgotten how good it felt. 

She kissed him back, her knees becoming so weak that she slipped her arms up around 

his neck and pressed herself against him to keep from falling over. He was so tall that she had to 

stand on her tiptoes to reach him. On impulse. she reached up and ran her fingers through his 

thick, dark, silky hair, and caressed that spot on his neck that she had longed to touch. Both of 

his hands were on her back now, softly caressing her. He found the latch to her hairclip, released 

it, and buried his fingers in her hair. She could feel his maleness, pressed up against her. 

Regardless of what had happened on the boat, this was the kiss that she would remember for the 

rest of her life. 

He broke off the kiss, and then just stood there, looking at her, his hooded eyes dark in 

the shadows. Katie was about to say something when a strong breeze blew over the rocky 

outcrop behind them. It smelled like wood smoke. 

She turned her head and took a deep intake of breath. 

"Do you smell that?" she asked. "I didn't think that there were any campgrounds close to 

here." 

Kevin looked puzzled for a moment, looked up into the sky, and in a flash he was running 

across the road. He was climbing halfway up and over the low canyon wall before she could 

even move. 

"Hey! Wait for me!" she called out, and ran after him. 

She tried to climb up one of the big boulders to follow him, but she just wasn't tall 

enough, so she waited at the bottom and watched as he reached the top and peered over them. 

"Shit!., he said, as his mouth hung open at whatever he was seeing. He looked for just a 

moment longer, and then turned around and jumped from rock to rock until he landed in the dust 

next to where Kathryn was standing. 

"What? What's up therer she asked, becoming very alarmed. 

"Fire. I think it's a big one. We better go." He jogged back over to the bike. "C'mon." 
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He jumped on the motorcycle, and started it up, just as she hurriedly climbed on the 

back. She held on for dear life, as he took off immediately, and raced back down the canyon 

road. 

Katie frantically searched the horizon until she saw the bright orange glow and clouds of 

smoke in the distance, and as they got back on the main highway going towards the campground, 

the smoke in the air grew thicker. 

Oh, God ... Alex. 

Kevin raced along the highway, pushing the bike well over 100 mph. They reached the 

entrance to the campground, turned in, and sped around the curves to where Katie's RV was 

parked. The bike had barely coasted to a stop before she jumped off and ran towards the 

camper. 

"Alex!" she called out. The smoke in the darkness was so thick in the air that she could 

barely see the Johnson's camper. "Alex! Where are you?• she called out again. 

She yanked her camper door open and jumped up inside. "Alex? Are you in here?" 

No answer. 

She jumped back out of the camper, leaving the door hanging wide open. 

Kevin was already on his way back from the Johnson's camper, and he ran right up to 

her and caught her in a full run towards the Johnson's. 

"Kathryn! Stop!" he yelled, as he tried to restrain her without hurting her. "They're gone. 

There's nobody in there." 

She stopped struggling and looked at him in confusion. Where the hell had they gone? 

"Where is my son?" she screamed. 

The smoke was growing thicker, and they both began to cough. 

"They must have gone with the rangers somewhere safe," Kevin said to her calmly, but 

he still held on to her shoulders tight enough to hurt. 

Katie slowly reasoned to herself that that's exactly what must have happened. 

She looked up at Kevin, her face white as a sheet, and asked, "But where .. . where would 

they go'?'" 
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"I don't know," Kevin said, relaxing his grip on her. "But we need to get out of here, too. 

Fast. Let's go." He grabbed her hand and pulled her towards the bike. 

They got back on the motorcycle, and headed back through the campground entrance to 

the main highway. Kevin had to drive slowly as clouds of smoke obscured the road. They 

reached the highway, and they looked both ways to try to figure out which way to go, but the 

smoke had gotten so thick that it was hard to tell what direction the fire was headed. The smoke 

seemed to surround them on both sides. They heard sirens began to wail off in the distance to 

the west, so Kevin headed the bike in that direction. 

Three miles up the road they came to a roadblock. Two green Land Rovers were 

blocking the highway, and there were four rangers standing in the road signaling at them to go 

back. 

Katie jumped off the bike before it even rolled to a stop, and ran up to one of the rangers. 

"We're from the campground," she said breathlessly. "My son is with some of the 

campers .... do you know where they might have gone?" 

The ranger looked irritated. "I don't know, ma'am. This campground was evacuated 

about an hour ago. We're telling everyone to get as far away from here as possible. You two 

need to go back in the other direction." 

"But you must have an idea where they might have taken them," she insisted. "His name 

is Alex Mariposa. He's with Ted and Janice Johnson." 

"There's a ranger station about twenty miles northeast of here. It's possible that they 

might have gone there. I can radio them ... hang on a minute." 

He turned away and spoke into the walkie-talkie. There was a short burst of static, and 

then silence. 

"They're checking," he said. 

Katie just nodded. She turned and looked at Kevin. His face was a stony mask as he 

stared at the ranger and waited. 

Suddenly, there was another burst of static from the walkie-talkie, and then a stream of 

garbled speech. Apparently, the ranger fully understood the language. 
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"Ma'am? They said that your son is there. If you take the next exit back that way ... " he 

pointed, "there will be signs to tell you where it is." 

"Thanks," she said, and jumped back on the back of the bike. They followed the road to 

the next exit, and sure enough, just like the ranger had said, it had a large orange sign next to it 

that said "RANGER STATION, 19 MILES." 

They took the exit, and immediately the smoke began to clear a little bit, so they knew 

they were headed in the right direction ... away from the fire. 

The road dipped and curved around rock formations, and small plots of forest, as if it had 

been constructed to preserve these particular landmarks. Then, the pavement ended abruptly, 

and became a wide and smooth dirt roadway pebbled with small rocks that the motorcycle 'kicked 

up behind them. 

The forest fell silent again after the motorcycle roared past, and after looking both ways 

down the roadway, the mother raccoon resumed her hunt for food. She climbed over the huge 

fallen tree that had been struck by lightning, and dug down deep into the bark with her sharp long 

claws, looking for insects that might still be trapped inside the tree. Having no success, she 

moved to the underside of the tree where her luck might be better. Her claws scraped against the 

orange metal sign that lay twisted underneath the large tree limb. She caught the edge of it, 

pulled it out, and tossed it away so that she could scrape at the tree bark more easily. It read: 

DETOUR 

RANGER STATION-15 MILES 

DANGER 

FALLING ROCK 

Not that she cared. 

~ 
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Cheri turned on the late news. She had finally been able to get the baby to sleep. 

Susannah was teething and had fought bedtime so ferociously that Cheri dosed her with some 

Tylenol. It had worked like a charm. 

She sat down and tried to relax in the recliner, her head lo11ing back on the soft leather 

headrest, but she snapped up at attention when she realized what the newscaster was saying. 

Something about Colorado. There was a forest fire. A big one. Right where Katie and Alex were 

camping. 

She jumped up out of the chair and ran to the phone. With shaking hands, she quickly 

dialed the cell phone number that she knew by heart. 

Her breath stopped, when once again, all she heard was the familiar lyrical voice asking 

her to please leave a message. 

~~~ 
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"Well, Clark Kent, what do we do now?" Katie said to Kevin, as they both stood looking 

back at the road that they had just traveled on. Kevin threw up his hands, then stuck them in his 

pockets, kicked a couple of rocks with his boots, and walked around in a circle . 

"I guess we go back," he said gruffly. 

"We must have missed something/' she murmured. "Those rangers would never have 

sent us this way. Surely they know that this road is out.,, 

"I don't know how we could have missed anything ... those orange signs are pretty visible." 

"Alright," she said. 'We'll just have to backtrack a little until we find one. Let's go." 

Kevin gtared at the pile of boulders blocking the road, shook his head, got back on the 

bike, and fired it up. The explosive roar of the motorcycle seemed very loud after the stillness of 

the night. Katie jumped on the back and locked her arms around him. The bike kicked up dirt and 

gravel behind them, as he accelerated a little too quickly. They were both becoming more than a 

little irritated by this new tum of events. 

The white, shining moon rose higher in the dark sky and some bright stars were 

becoming increasingly more visible as they traveled back down the dirt road. If we weren't in 

such a hurry to find the ranger station, and Alex, Katie thought, I would really be enjoying this 

ride. 

The single bright light from the motorcycle pinpointed the road ahead, and as the night 

grew darker, the trees took on a menacing appearance. She almost breathed a sigh of relief 

when they passed the stand of trees again and burst out into the open canyon road. The faces of 

the boulders glistened with the bright moonlight in contrast to the dark craggy crevices between 

them, and a breeze carried with it the faint smell of wood smoke. Katie turned her head in the 

direction that she thought it was coming from, but all was silent and dark. 

Kevin slowed the bike down to a coast when they reached a particularly hazardous part 

of the road. To the one side she saw forest, verdant and dark, and the other side was an open 

cliff that fell out into a bowl canyon. Hefty boulders, interspersed, lined the edge between the 

road, and a sheer drop. 
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Katie saw it first. The faintest blue gleam, followed by an enormous pair of antlers 

thrusting through the trees, and the moose burst out onto the side of the road. 

"Look out!" Katie screamed, and watched in horror as the moose stumbled out onto the 

road and turned its heavy antler-laden head in their direction. 

Kevin quickly swerved the bike to miss it, but the enormous beast backed up as if to tum 

around, and the motorcycle clipped its back end, sending the moose stumbling and falling onto 

the road. 

Katie felt the bike bump hard, and she lost her grip on Kevin as the bike spun out on the 

loose dirt and practically slid out from underneath the both of them. They hit the dirt, hard, Kevin 

landing and skidding on his right shoulder... Katie falling on her right hip ... then, finally, landing 

with a thump on top of Kevin's back. 

The bike continued on without them, sliding for some distance before stopping completely 

in a cloud of dust; it's one-eyed beam looking up and out into the treetops. The engine whined 

and spluttered, and then finally quit. 

She immediately tasted blood in her mouth, and her teeth hurt from gnashing them 

together when she had jolted to the ground. She tried to move, and winced, as shocks of pain 

shot through her hip and down her leg. 

"Son of a .... " Kevin began to curse. He rolled over and grabbed at Katie, wincing at his 

own pain. There were rocks and dirt embedded up and down the sleeve of his thick flannel 

jacket, and it was torn in a few spots. 

"Are you okay?9 he said, his face pale, his eyes intense in the moonlight. 

"Yeah," she said, swallowing the blood taste in her mouth and coughing. "I think so." 

A thunderous, mournful bellowing sound from several feet away from them startled them 

into high consciousness, and it echoed back from across the canyon in the stillness of the night. 

The moose tried to stand up, stumbled and sat down again, before finally righting itself. It limped 

stiffly across the road and stopped, bellowing again. 

The scent of the forest fire had scared it out of its territory, and now this attack by this 

strange, loud animal with the one bright eye had angered it beyond reason. 
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The bull backed up a little again, and with another beHow, charged at the bike lying near 

the edge of the canyon. Its great antlers hooked on to the handlebars and pushed it up against 

one of the boulders tining the edge. There was a crunching sound, and broken glass tinkled to 

the ground as the headlight burst. The moose backed up again, to come in for another charge, 

but its left antler was still caught on the handlebars of the bike. It screamed in fury, and shook its 

great head, snapping part of its antler off in the process, and then pushed at the bike again. The 

motorcycle scraped over the rocks, hanging on the edge for a second, its rear tire spinning in 

space, and then disappeared. 

Several thunks and cfanks followed, becoming more distant, until once again, the night 

was silent except for the loud breathing and occasional grunts of the angry moose. 

Kevin and Katie stared in shock as they realized that the bike was gone. 

They were still lying on the ground when she grabbed hold of Kevin tightly as he made an 

attempt to pull himself up to stand. She pulled him back down and whispered fiercely into his ear, 

"Don't move, don't speak." 

She continued to hold onto him tightly even though she could feel him flinch from the pain 

in his arm. 

The buH moose snorted and bellowed again out towards the canyon. It turned its 

massive head in their direction and glared at them. It started to limp slowly towards them, and 

she could hear its heavy breathing and grunts grow closer and closer. She shut her eyes, 

squeezed Kevin tighter, and braced herself for the attack to come. 

From across the canyon, another bellow rang out over the cooling night air; the moose 

stopped and raised its head to listen. 

It sniffed the night a couple of times, snorted, and then limped off into the trees. Katie 

and Kevin could hear branches breaking as the moose moved off deeper into the woods. 

She opened her eyes and sagged bodily with relief. She took a deep breath and exhaled 

loudly. 

Kevin ran his hand through his hair and said quietly, "I cannot believe that just 

happened." 
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She tooked at him and asked, "Are you okay? Is your arm hurt?" 

'"No," he said, rotating his arm around slowly. "I think it's okay. It's just a little sore." 

Then he added loudly, "Dammit!" 

"Shhh," Katie warned. "You don't want that big sonofabitch to come back here for 

another fight" 

He looked around the dark forest with alarm. "No, I don't," he said. "I think we've already 

been pretty lucky here tonight, considering. But we have some serious problems now.» 

He looked at her, his amber eyes glowing in the moonlight, and said, "I don't know where 

in the hell we are and our last link to civilization just went over that cliff." 

"Yeah, it's going to be a long walk back," she groaned. 

"Not just that," he said quietly. "My sat phone was underneath the seat." 

"Your satellite phone?" she exploded, forgetting to be quiet. "You had a satellite phone 

all this time and didn't tell me? We could have called the ranger station when we first got lost. 

How could you be so stupid?" She stood up painfully and glared at him, incredulous. 

"I'm sorry, okay?" he growled back loudly. "We were headed that way ... to the station. 

Then he added gloomily, "Sometimes it doesn't get a signal, anyway." 

She lowered her voice to a dead calm. "My son is there ... without me ... he is only twelve 

years old. Maybe you just don't understand, but he is everything to me." She was furious. 

Kevin stared at her, speechless. Now everything was going to be his fault, he was sure 

of it. 

Katie limped over to a big rock and sat down it. She buried her face in her hands and 

sobbed. 

Though he tried hard not to, Kevin immediately felt guilty. He dragged himself up out of 

the dirt, shook the pebbles and dust off of his jacket, and walked slowly towards her. He sat 

down next to her on the rock, and said, "I'm sorry. rm really sorry. I didn't mean for any of this to 

happen." 
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She raised her tear-stained face, wiping away the little rivulets that had washed away 

some of the dust. She nodded. "I know. All this is a little too much for me. I just wanted to go on 

a little camping trip with my son. Get away for some peace and quiet." 

"And then I showed up," Kevin said quietly. 

"Ifs not your fault," she said. "I'm glad you're here. Really." 

They sat in silence for a few minutes, each lost in their own thoughts. A cool breeze blew 

in over the canyon and rustled the trees. Wafting along with this new breeze, they once again 

smelled the faint reek of wood smoke in the air. 

We should get moving." Kevin said, standing up and taking hold of her hand. "Can you 

walk?" 

"Yeah ... I think so. I just feel a tittle bruised and stiff." 

Kevin pulled her up off the rock and they started walking down the now dark and silent 

road. Thankfully, the bright moon made it easy to find their way, once their eyes had adjusted. It 

was going to be a long walk, and a long night. 

l&-1&-l&-

Katie stumbled and nearly fell, but she managed to grab hold of Kevin's arm, which kept 

her standing. Unfortunately, it was the arm that was still sore from the spill and he groaned, even 

though he tried not to. 

"Sorry," she said, her eyes glazed over with exhaustion. 

The barest bit of light was peeping up over the horizon and they knew that it would be 

dawn soon. A few birds knew it, too, and as the sky grew lighter, many others joined them in 

song until the forest was filled with the clamor of excitement for a new day. 

She wasn't sure how far they had come but it sure felt like a long way. They had been 

walking steadily for hours, sometimes talking, sometimes not, just putting one foot in front of the 

other. Her leg had really started to ache, which slowed her down quite a bit, and more than once 

Kevin had to wait for her. 

"Do you want to sit down for a while?" he asked her. 
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"No. We have to keep walking,· she said, glaring at the ground. Then she added, 

"Well ... maybe for a few minutes." 

Kevin spotted a clump of rocks huddled by some trees, so he grabbed her hand and 

walked her over to it. He swung her up so that she could sit on one of the taller rocks that butted 

up against another one, making a kind of a backrest. She leaned up against it, and rubbed her 

eyes with both fists, smearing dust on her cheeks. 

Kevin sat down on one of the other rocks and glanced at her warily. "Is your leg still 

bothering you?" 

"A little bit,· she said, rubbing the offending leg. "I think It will be okay if I rest it." 

Kevin nodded and stayed silent, wondering how in the hell they were going to walk back 

at least thirty miles with Katie moving as slowly as she was. He had to give her credit, though, 

she was trying and she wasn't complaining about it. 

They sat for a few minutes just listening to the creaking of the forest and the occasional 

bird song, when Kevin sat upright with a start. 

"Do you hear that?• he asked her. 

"Hear what?" 

"That sound ... • he started to say, and then jumped down from the rock and turned his 

head in the direction of the forest. "It sounds like ... falling water." 

She sat straight up and listened hard. 

"It could be," she said. Then added, "I'm pretty thirsty." 

"Me. too. Let's check it out.· 

He helped her down off of the rock and then taking her hand again, led her into the trees, 

trying to make note of some familiar landmarks so that they could find their way back out to the 

road quickly, if need be. 

They walked until the trees became very dense again and then climbed down into a 

mossy ravine, which led to another large group of rocks. Just beyond these, the sound of the 

water gurgling and rushing was much louder. He pulled her up over the rocks and they both 

shouted with joy at the same time. 
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"Right on! It's a stream, .. she said, and smiled at him for the first time in hours. 

She scrambled over the rock, kicked off her boots and socks, and waded into the icy cold 

water, soaking her jeans to the knees. She cupped her hands and quickly drank in several 

mouthfuls of clear, cotd water, which tasted sweeter than she could ever remember. She 

splashed her face and neck to wash some of the dust off. 

She looked up to see what Kevin was doing, and laughed. 

He had taken off his boots, socks, jacket and shirt, and had lain on the edge of the 

stream with his face in it. He dunked his whole head under the water, and then came up shaking 

it off like a dog after a bath. 

"Wow," he spluttered. "I needed that," and dunked his head under again. He stood up 

slowly, water running down his bare chest into the waist of his jeans. 

To keep herself from staring, she looked around at where they were. It occurred to her 

that this could be an offshoot stream from the bigger river that she and Alex had rafted on two 

days before. Was it only two days? She felt like she had been separated from him for two 

weeks. She ached to see his dear little face and his colicky dirty blonde hair. 

The thought sobered her as she waded her way back to the shore towards Kevin. 

Kevin watched her slim figure as she bent over the water again to splash her face and 

neck. It was hard for him not stare. Her dark hair was in disarray and small wet tendrils of 

auburn curled around her face. Her pink bra strap slipped out of her sleeve and fell down her 

arm, and he could see just a hint of her full breasts as her sleeveless blouse fell forward. Even 

though she looked tired, at least she seemed a little happier now that they had found the stream. 

"What are you cheesing about?" she asked, as she walked back towards him. 

He hadn't realized that he was smiling, but it felt good. 

n-.,,n-.,,n-.,, 

'7his is Mark Joyce, reporting from CNN Uve, in Echo Canyon, Colorado, where we have 

just received word that Kevin Robinson, star of such movies as "Six Weeks of October, 

"Runaway Train" and "Pirate Island" is presumed missing during one of the largest forest fires in 
l 

Colorado in recent history. Authorities are presently doing an air and ground search, however, 
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with over 150, 000 acres of heavily wooded forest to be searched, ifs going to be a difficult job. 

There are reporledly two other people missing as well: a 33-year-old woman who was camping in 

one of the parks, and a retired male DNR officer, last seen fishing near the Snake River. The fire 

spread and destroyed over 40, 000 acres during the night, but fire jumpers are currently reporling 

that it is now under control. We'll have more on this story, as the events unfold. Stay tuned to 

CNN, your #1 news source." 

I&> l&-1&> 

Cheri sat in the big fluffy chair in the hotel lobby and watched as the plasma television 

roUed the headlines. "Celebrity and Two Others Missing in Colorado Forest Fire» across the 

bottom of the screen. She had caught the first plane out of Chicago O'Hare to Colorado Springs, 

and had rented the first car available at Hertz to drive the 70 mites to Echo Canyon. She was 

exhausted and worried sick. No one seemed to be able to tell her what had happened to Katie, 

and she feared the worst The lobby of the hotel was filled with wandering people, and she had 

been sitting there for forty-five minutes already waiting for a room to become available. 

Evidently, the campers who had been driven from their campgrounds had sought shelter 

in every hotel within a 50-mile radius, but some were now renting cars and leaving their RV's 

behind. The National Park officials weren't letting anyone back into the campgrounds, for any 

reason, until they were sure that the danger had passed. 

Cheri had adamantly insisted on giving the park service the photo of Katie and Alex that 

she usually kept on her desk, and demanded that she be called on her cell phone with any news. 

Miraculously, one of the rangers had recognized Alex and claimed ·that he had seen the child with 

a family, and that they were staying at this hotel. They'd get back to her. 

She clutched the phone in one hand and had a strong glass of port in her other one. 

She desperately craved a cigarette, but she wasn't leaving her luggage or her post, unguarded, to 

go outside the hotel. She drained her glass and considered moving into the bar, luggage and all, 

when her cell phone rang. 

"Hello?" she answered breathlessly. 

''Cheri? Cheri Torgeson?" a woman's voice asked. 
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"Yes, this is she," she said anxiously. 

The woman hesitated for a moment, and said, "This is Janice Johnson ... we have Alex 

with us." 

"Where are you?" 

"We're in Room 207 of the Clarion Hotel." 

"t'm in the lobby." 

"We'H be right down." 

Cheri hung up the phone and heaved a sigh of relief that brought tears to her eyes. She 

stood up and faced the shiny silver elevator doors directly across from the lobby. After a few 

minutes, the doors slid open and Alex stepped out into the lobby. He saw Cheri and bolted 

towards her, atmost knocking her over as he ran into her arms. 

The child sobbed into her blouse, and Cheri found herself looking into one of the kindest, 

most freckled, faces she had ever seen. Janice Johnson took one of Cheri's hands in hers, 

shook her head, and said, "We just don't know yet what happened to her." 

Her tall husband, Ted, stood beside her and he picked up Cheri's bags, one in each 

hand, and said, "Why don't you come up to our room and we can talk about it." 

Cheri nodded. and with Alex still dutching he:r around her waist for dear life, they boarded 

the elevator and went up to the second floor of the hotel. 

;&a;&a;o. 

The sun had moved higher in the sky, and Katie figured that it was getting close to late 

morning .. 

"I feel a lot better now," she said. "Maybe we should start walking again." 

Kevin tooked up at the sun, and then at the cool, running stream, and was reluctant to 

agree with her. He was quiet for a minute, and then said slowly, "I think we should stay here." 

"Why?" she asked. 

"Because I remember someone telling me ... . at camp ... that if you get lost, you should 

find a safe place and stay there. Supposedly you have a better chance of being discovered that 

way." 
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Katie was lost tn thought She stood up and paced back and forth. Then she looked at 

the stream and then the hot sun, which would only beat down hotter as the day progressed, and 

realized that it might be a long time before they found water again. 

"Alright," she sighed. 'We could stay here as long as I can stand it. Surely someone 

should be looking for us by now.• 

Kevin was sure that a lot of people were probably looking for him right now, and probably 

most of them were not whom he wanted to be found by. It would be ugly if the media found them 

before the park service did. He shuddered and didn't want to think about it, but staying here and 

trying to attract some attention seemed like the best way out. 

They had spent the rest of the morning and early afternoon searching for dry wood 

pieces to burn, and their tittle stack grew higher and higher until it was almost over Katie's head. 

They would need as much wood as they could scavenge so that they could keep the fire going all 

night When they had gathered up most of what could be found in and around their campsite, 

they ventured out a little bit further each time to find what they wanted. Kevin was adamant that 

they stay together while they were searching so that there was no chance that one or the other 

could get lost, and he made little X's on the trees with his pocketknife so that they could find their 

way back. 

The sea of blue gray pines occasionally gave way to piles of tumbled boulders, and they 

took turns climbing on top of them to see if there was any sign of the people who must surely be 

searching for them. But an that could be seen was endless rows of trees, and the whitely dusted 

peaks of the neighboring mountains that stared back impassively at them. 

A closer inspection of the far bank of the stream yielded a battered and sun-bleached 

blue plastic tarp covered with mold stains that must have washed downstream. Kevin broke off 

some sturdy branches shaped like a Y and set to work trying to figure out how to make some kind 

of shelter out of the tarp. He drove them into the ground and then hooked the tarp over the 

branches. It wasn't much, but at least it was cover over their heads. 
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The sun was starting its descent from its peak, when Kevin, now truly exhausted from 

lack of sleep, folded up his heavy flannel jacket into a pillow, and curled up on the ground in the 

shade of the tarp tent to nap. 

Katie also folded up her jacket, and hesitantly, lay down in the tent beside him. 

"You know/' she said softly. "If it weren't for an the negative stuff ... like no food, no 

plumbing, no shelter, and not knowing where we are ... 1 think we would actually be having a good 

time." She giggled softty, "Sort of like camping." 

"You are a very strange woman. Cute, but strange." 

They both were too tired to have any real conversation, so they just listened to the soft 

bubbling of the stream until they both fell into a deep, exhausted sleep. 

~~~ 

The sun had fallen low in the sky and a small breeze made its way through the ravine 

and rustled the trees. It was peaceful just to lie there and listen to the sounds of the water for a 

while. 

Katie's leg was pretty stiff now, so she stretched and rubbed at it until it felt a little better. 

It turned out that Kevin had a nasty bruise running the length of his arm and beyond its purple 

hue, the edges were turning a little green. He claimed that it didn't really hurt that much, but she 

saw him wince a little when he turned over to face her. 

He looked up at the sky, and said wistfully, "I could go for some eggs, bacon, toast, and 

coffee right now." 

"I'm afraid that's not on the menu today, sir." she said.. They were both weak from 

hunger, but neither of them knew what else was safe to eat in these woods. "There are a few 

berries left on that bush. And we could go find some more." 

"That might be a little bit dangerous," Kevin said. 

"We don't have anything else. n she said in a dejected tone. 

Kevin stood up, and she saw that he had the Swiss army knife in his hand, with the blade 

open. He grabbed hold of a long, thick branch on one of the pine trees, and with a loud crack, he 

pulled it down easily. 
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"We'll see about that," he said, and tromped off towards the stream, the pine boughs on 

the branch waving in the air with each big stride he took. He disappeared through the trees and 

she sat down on one of the bigger logs they had puHed up next to the fire. The heat from it made 

her realize that the afternoon was becoming a little chilly. It would be evening in a few 

hours ... and then darkness again.. 

She pulled her coat closer around her and wondered what he was doing. She was new 

to this whole hunter-gatherer thing, and maybe he knew something that she didn't. She put 

another big stick on the fire and waited, quietly, as long as she could, until the forest seemed to 

grow eyes and she began to feel a little scared being there alone. The late afternoon shadows 

lengthened, and she waited until she couldn't stand it anymore. 

She stood up from the log and started down through the path of trees when she spotted 

his red plaid shirt, plainly seen through the greenery. He was coming back up the path, with the 

big branch in his hand, only the boughs had been shaved off, and one end had a large white 

point. Impaled on the branch was a fish, a big fish, wiggling around like crazy. As Kevin 

approached her, she saw that his clothes were soaking wet again and his dark hair hung forward 

in his face, dripping water down the front of him. 

Katie's laughter and clapping rang out through the woods, and she exclaimed, "My herol 

I didn't know you were a boy scout, too!" 

Kevin grinned at her, shook his wet hair back from his face and walked right up to her 

and planted a big, cold and wet kiss right on her lips. He then handed her the stick with the fish 

on it. wafked over to the fire, and sat down on the log, shivering. He took off his shirt and red 

flannel, wrung them out, and hung them over the log beside him to dry. 

The smile fading from her face, she said, 'What am I supposed to do with this?'' 

The fish, still flopping around was growing weaker, and she looked into its black empty 

eyes, its gills gasping for air, and saw the bloody hole that the stick had made directly through its 

stomach. For a moment she felt a pang of sympathy for it, but then she remembered how hungry 

she was. She could just imagine how good it would taste once it was cooked. 
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Kevin, stilt grinning from his triumph, said, "I'm the hunter, you're the gatherer. You have 

to clean it. n 

"I don't know how to clean a fish," she said warily. 

"Well, now's a good time as any to learn. First you have to take it off the stick, and chop 

off its head," he said matter-of-factly. 

She stood there for a moment, just holding the stick, and scowling at him. She walked 

over to him, and said, "Fine. You're going to have to move your shirt." 

He grabbed his shirt off the log and hung it over one of the poles holding up the tent, and 

sat back down. With her hands, she pushed the fish down on the stick towards the point that she 

rested on the log, and when the fish was all the way down, she put her booted food on top of it 

and yanked the stick out of its belly. Kevin pulled out the knife from his pocket and handed it to 

her. She took it, and tried to saw off the fish's head with it, but when she came to its spine, she 

was stymied. 

"Here, let me help you with that," he said, smirking at her. 

"Gee, you're so kind," she retorted. 

"Now ... watch closely," he instructed, and he proceeded to deftly clean the fish, tossing 

the innards, and the head, over his shoulder to land in the bushes .. 

'Tm impressed," she said. "And I thought you movie stars were so pampered. Where did 

you learn how to do that?" 

"I'm just full of surprises," he said, his dark eyes glittering. "I used to fish off of a bridge 

that was near our house on my way home ·from school. My mum loves grilled fish." 

"Okay, Mr. Hunter, how are we going to cook this?" she asked. 

He grabbed two skinny sticks off the ground, stuck them inside the now headless fish in a 

crossways fashion, hooked it through a longer stick, and held it just over the fire. 

"Here, you take over from here,• he said, taking her hand and closing it over the end. 

As the fish cooked, the aroma was making her mouth water. When it seemed to be done, 

Kevin carefully divided up the now hot and smoking fish into two chunks. The meat was white 

and flaky, and though it tasted a little smoky, it was good. They ate in silence, suddenly realizing 
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how ravenous they were, and before long, they had picked every bit of that fish off the bones. 

They washed it down with cold stream water. 

The last of the sun's rays shown through the treetops, leaving glittering lattices of light 

along the forest floor, and the sky turned a virulent blue. White puffy clouds floated above her, 

and she marveled at how beautiful their surroundings were. It fett good to have food in her 

stomach, and she sat on the ground, leaning her back against the big log, enjoying the warmth of 

the fire. She felt almost content. That is, until she remembered that Alex must be worried sick 

about her. Cheri would be beside herself. Night was coming upon them again, and they had now 

been lost for a fuH day. Surety someone must be searching by now. Surety they didn't think they 

were dead? Katie scanned the sky, and wondered. 

i&>i&>i&> 

The air grew steadily frostier as darkness fell on the forest. 

Underneath the tarp, Katie and Kevin huddled together for warmth, watching the small 

fire send long shadows to the edge of the campsite. Beyond that, the trees stood dark sentinel 

among the shadowy shapes of the boulders. 

Kevin was mesmerized as the small flickers of firelight lit up the ginger highlights in 

Katie's unbound hair. She had spread her hair about her shoulders to help keep warm, and the 

long strands curled in wavy ringlets. Her cheeks were smooth and had a rosy hue from being 

touched by the sun. Her amber eyes occasiona11y flickered towards him in the silence of the 

sleepless night, as she rested her head on her arms, barely a few inches away from him. With 

dawning wonder. he realized that she looked almost like 'fhe woman that had haunted his dreams. 

"So ... tell me," he said, with a low breathy whisper, "what gave you the idea for your 

book? I guess I never did let you finish teHing me about it." 

Katie was mesmerized as well, finding it hard to speak. His dark hair had curled a little in 

the damp, and a lock of it feH forward from 'the widow's peak on hts forehead. His amber eyes 

were hooded in that smoky gaze that sent chills down her spine that had nothing to do with the 

temperature of the air. 
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"I've atways been fascinated with ancient Egyptian culture," she began, matching his low 

whisper. "My son ... Alex ... told me one night about a particular star that he had learned about in 

school. As I was researching the gods and goddess of Egypt, just for the fun of it, I came across 

an ancient legend about Isis and Osiris ... and that it had something to do with that star. .. Sirius, it's 

called. It's a winter star in our hemisphere, so we can't see it from here ri·ght now. Anyway, I 

decided to write a historical novel set in ancient Egypt about a prince who was betrayed by his 

jealous brother for the throne. He dreamed of the goddess, Isis, and she told him that if he could 

find a certain papyrus, buried in Osiris' lost tomb, that it would hold the key to his destiny and 

aHow him to rec'aim the throne and 'free his people from the oppression of his brother. But there 

was a catch; if he decided to pursue this path, he would not be allowed to sleep until the papyrus 

was found ... and the goddess would be allowed to inhabit his body by night so that she could 

remember what it was like to be mortal. .. hence the title Insomnia's Dream." 

"That's pretty good." he said. "I'm sorry ... I lied ... I didn't read the whole book. I just 

skimmed it until I got to the part with your poem and I freaked out. Tell me the rest of it." 

"Well..." she started, eyeing him warily. "As you know, it's a romance novel. It turns out 

that a certain young slave girl had already discovered the tomb by accident and had the papyrus 

in her possession. The goddess, who knew the girl had it all alo:ng, and because it was this girl's 

destiny or fate ... or whatever you want to call it. .. to be Queen, used the prince's body at night to 

make the girl fall in love with him and give him the papyrus. That's what sets a lot of things in 

motion ... and he eventually wins back his throne. Of course, he falls for the girl, too," she said 

with a smile. 

"And then what happens?" he asked staring deep into her eyes. 

"They got married and lived happily every after, of course, silly. That's how it always 

ends," she said, with a touch of cynicism. "Unlike real life." 

He frowned for a moment, wanting 'to ask, but respected her privacy. "So ... where do I fit 

in all this?" 
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Katie giggled softly. "You don't, really. I got a tip from a romance novel website that it 

helps to have a picture of a hunk by your computer while you write. To sort of ... get you in the 

mood ... for writing romantically, that is,· Katie blushed at this last bit. 

"And you just sort of guessed what I might be like as a prince of Egypt," he smiled. 

"Yeah ... I suppose: 

"Well, to tell you the truth, it's kind of ironic." 

"What is?" 

"I happen to have a fascination for ancient Egyptian culture as well." 

"Oh?" 

"1 don't tell very many people this ... it's not like it's a secret or anything ... but when 1 was a 

boy, I always dreamed of being able to travel and collect things ... Egyptian things. Becoming an 

actor has allowed me to do that. .. kind of a means to another means ... you know?" Unable to help 

himself, he pulled out the jasper scarab and held it up in the firelight. The veins in the semi

precious stone glowed in an eerie azure light. 

Katie reached up to touch it. It felt cool to her fingertips. "It's beautiful. Where did you 

get it?" 

Kevin stiffened for a moment. "My wife gave it to me," he whispered. 

"Oh ... I .... " She started but was unable to say anything further. "Do you believe it was 

your destiny to become an actor so that you could collect these things?" 

"I don't know ... I'm not sure I believe in all that fate crap." 

"But.. would you believe that some things happen for a reason?" 

"l ... might. I'm not sure. t might have once ... but now I don't really know. There are some 

things that happen that just defy all reason.• 

Katie watched as his beautiful amber eyes filled up with tears. Boyishly, he wiped them 

away with his long, graceful fingers. Her heart turned over in her chest. 

Just then, they were both startled by a sharp crack amongst the trees. 

"What was that?" she hissed. 
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"I don't know," he sat up and listened more carefully, peering into the darkness. When he 

tossed another large piece of wood on the fire, it blazed up and illuminated the campsite to the 

very edges, but no further. 

They both listened in the stillness, and when the sound did not come again. Kevin lay 

back down next to Katie. 

"I'm not going out there to find out either," he said warily. 

"I don't blame you a bit, .. she said and shivered, this time with cold ... and fear. 

Kevin wrapped his long arms around her and pulled her close to his warm body. She 

reached up and caressed his cheek, now rapidly becoming covered by a soft dark beard. 

After a long time of listening to his steady breathing, she fell asleep. 

;:.,.;:.,.j'tJo 

The morning dawned clear and cold, and a light frost sparkled like diamond dust over the 

brush and debris beside the stream. Katie opened her eyes and found Kevin watching her as she 

slept. She felt a twinge of embarrassment. 

"Sorry ... was I snoring?• she asked timidly. 

Kevin chuckled and stretched out his long legs. "Kind of like a tiny little buzz saw." 

Katie flushed and sorubbed at her eyes. She stood up and shivered in the early morning 

breeze, while shaking out her legs that had grown tingly from sleeping on the hard ground. 

"God, I wish I had some coffee," she groaned. "And an aspirin." 

"Me, too," he said pensively. "Unfortunately, this particular hotel doesn't serve that 

either," he added, as he sat up. 

"The management is definitely going to hear about this," she laughed. Then she grew 

somber. "I hate to say this ... but I'm starving again." She rubbed her empty stomach underneath 

her light jacket. She couldn't ever remember being so hungry in all of her life. 

"I oould go get ano~her fish," he said, staring towards the sound of the bubbling water. 

'Tm going with you this time," she said, a little too quickly. She didn't want to be left alone 

again. Kevin looked up at her in surprise. Then to cover up her fear, she added, "I have to see 

this. Mr. Hunter in action." 
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Kevin grinned and stood up. His arm and leg were still pretty stiff, but once he moved it 

around a bit it seemed to warm up. 

Kevin pjcked up his tree branch and started in the direction of the stream. Katie ran her 

hands quickly through her hair to straighten it a little, and followed after him. She was beginning 

to feel ripe, and longed for a hot bath. U was amazing to her how the litOe things that she had just 

a few days ago taken for granted could be suddenly so important Silly little things ... .like food 

and indoor plumbing. 

Hopping effortlessly from rock to rock in the middle of the stream, Kevin carefully and 

quietly stalked his prey. He was proud of his newfound fishing skill. It had taken several attempts 

the day before to figure out how the optical illusion of the water made it difficult to judge exactly 

where the fish were swimming. A few adjustments with his aim and he struck home. This 

morning, though, each time he thought he saw a shadow in the water, it had turned out to be just 

another rock. He would have to try farther upstream. 

Katie was quietly following him, trying not to get in his way. She was scanning the shore 

on both sides of the stream, admiring the ear1y morning beauty of the trees as the sun rose above 

the horizon. The purple mountains rose majestically through the gaps in the forest, and their 

blue-tinged bases were in stark contrast ·to the snowy white peaks. The raw beauty of this place 

never seemed to stop amazing her, even though the equally raw ache in her stomach made it 

hard to fully appreciate it. 

Kevin stabbed at the water and lost his footing from the rock, plunging one whole leg into 

the water. "'Dammit," he scowled under his breath. as he pulled his soaked boot and leg back out 

of the water. "I missed." 

Katie said nothing. She didn't want to distract him from his task. She would be patient. 

If he could do it last night, he could do it again. She looked further down on the bank, and 

thought she saw something that was bright yellow among the rooks. 

"Kevin, .. she said, poking him in the arm. "look over there. What's that?" 

Kevin shook his leg out, droplets of water flying everywhere, and looked in the direction 

of Katie's finger. He crab-walked across the rocks ~nd waded through a few pools of water before 
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he bent over and looked at the half-inflated yeHow thing in the brackish water caught between the 

rocks. 

"It's a raft," he called back to her. "Somebody must have lost it." He tried to pult it out of 

the crevice it was stuck in but it was hard to budge. He pulled on it again, harder this time, when a 

pale. wrinkled hand shot out at him ·from between the folds. 

He choked and stumbled back.wards, lost his footing on the rock and fell back in the 

waist-deep water. 

"Jesus Christ," he sputtered. 

Katie saw Kevin stumble and fa1L She jumped over the rocks and was about to tease 

him for his clumsiness, when she saw the pale, shocked look on his face. 

"What's wrong?" she asked breathlessly. "What's the matter?" 

Kevin slowly backed away from the raft and mindless of the water soaking his pants, 

leaned his baok against the rook. He swaUowed hard and stared up at Katie, his expression 

twisted into horror. His mouth tried to move, but he couldn't make the words come out. He 

swaUowed again, and said, "There's someone in there." 

Katie looked over at the raft more closely and then put her hands over her face. "Oh ... ," 

she cho'ked. 

She sat down hard on the rock and stared at the raft. They were both silent, as the water 

continued to bubble and the birds continued their chirping in the trees. 

"What are we going to do?" she whispered. 

if/:Jtt>~ 

"This is Mark Joyce, reporting from CNN Live, in Echo Canyon, Colorado, with some late 

breaking news. Sources have revealed to us that the missing celebrity, Kevin Robinson, was last 

seen in the company of 33-year-old Kathryn Mariposa, author of the best-selling novel 

·1 'Insomnia's Dream,' who is also missing. It's still not clear what, if any, oonnection the 'two migh.t 

I 
have; however, an anonymous source at the Los Angeles Police Department told a CNN 

correspondent that Mr. Robinson had recently filed a stalking complaint in regards to several 
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mysterious lettetS that had been sent to him by yet undisclosed persons or person. It is rumored 

that the letters contained excerpts of Ms. Mariposa's novel. Three years ago, Mr. Robinson's 

wife, Laura, and their unborn child, were tragically killed in an automobile accident, supposedly 

while eluding an obsessed fan. There is no word yet as to whether of any of these events could 

be related. 

Now that the fire that raged through Pike National Forest is under control, authorities are 

stepping up their air and ground search. A third person still presumed missing, a retired DNR 

officer, identified as Charles Watson, was last seen fishing near the Snake River. 

Stay tuned to CNN, your #1 news source. Back to you, Jane."' 

r.,.r.,.r.,. 

The rare and delicate Ming vase from the 5th dynasty, so lovingly excavated and 

preserved with careful hands throughout the centuries, sailed across the room and shattered with 

a sickening crunch in the oorner of the room. 

"That bitch!" she hissed furiously. This was an unexpected tum of events. 

When she had first learned that Kevin was missing, she had lain awake alt night, tossing 

and turning with worry, wondering what she should do, or rather what could she do without her 

secret being discovered? What the hell was he doing in Colorado? Was he scared and alone? 

Or worse, could he be injured or dying? She had not left him any letters in Cannes, hoping to lure 

him into a false sense of security before she implemented the next stages of her plan. 

This changed everything. Somehow he had discovered the poem's origins ... and it had 

led him to Katie. No' That bitch must have lured him somehow ... was even now trying to steal 

him ... this would not do at all. 

She pulled up the GPS screen and watched as the tiny green blip moved slightly, then 

faded in and out. The mountains were interfering with the tracking device. She quickly jotted 

down ·the coordinates and picked up her ceH phone. This called for drastic measures. 

r.,.r.,.r.,. 
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We're going to die out here. Katie sat cross-legged in the muck and stared sightlessly at 

the mound of small rocks that they had completely covered the body with. 

In silence, they had together worked the raft and its occupant free of the rocks and pu11ed 

it to the shore. After scooping out a long shallow trench under a tree and laying the body inside, 

they had combed both sides of the stream for rocks to pile over it The sun had begun its 

downward descent hours ago; the late afternoon light glistened on the gurgling water. The 

ethereal beauty of the morning now seemed like a lifetime ago; the vivid colors of nature were 

now sharply menacing. The hard-edged hunger in her stomach had dulled to a cavern of ache 

and despair. She wasn't sure that she could eat now if she tried. 

Kevin splashed cold water on his face, picked up the heavy green backpack they had 

found inside the raft and plunked it down in front of Katie. He sat down in the muck beside her. 

They both stared at it gloomily. The edges of the pockets were worn to a lighter green from 

heavy use, and one strap had been meticulously repaired. Neither really wanted to open .it. 

"There could be some ID in there," Kevin said in a low voice. "And some other things that 

might be useful." 

Katie nodded in assent. "It just feels wrong ... to ... " 

"I know." With a sigh, he knelt beside the backpack and unzipped the largest pocket. 

He pulled a threadbare pink quilt out of it, a little damp around the edges. Katie unzipped 

a side pocket and found a tighter and some matches in a plastic baggie, and a flashlight that still 

worked, but barely, when she turned it on. 

Kevin pulled out three cans of stew, a jar of peanut butter, some crackers, some granola 

bars, and a can of chicken soup. No wonder it had been heavy. 

They also found a battered paperback book that was soaked and fell apart in Katie's 

hand, and in yet another pocket, a large fishing knife, an old chewed up fluorescent green 

toothbrush, and a battered tin mess ktt. 1ln a smaU comer pocket, Katie pulled out a laminated 

card and a damp black and white photograph of a young woman. The woman was wearing a 

polka dotted dress in the style of the early fifties, and was leaning up against a porch rail. She 

was smiling and pushing her dark hair out of her eyes. The laminated card turned out to be a 
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Colorado Department of Natura1 Resources identification card. The name on it was Charles 

Watson. 

"Kevin ... " Katie handed the photo and identification card to him. 

Kevin's face darkened over and he sucked in his left cheek, which he worked over with 

his teeth. "WeH, now we know who he was .... sort of. We'H have to tell someone when we get 

back." 

Katie turned away, as a tear slipped down her cheek. lfwe get back. She quick1y wiped 

it away. "Here," she said, handing Kevin the toothbrush. "I'll let you have this." 

"You're so kind and generous., milady," he said bowing at the waist. He snatched the 

toothbrush out of her hand and tossed it in the stream. 

"Hey," she said. 'We might need that for something," she said indignantly. 

Kevin snorted and said, "I am not using that for anything that has to do with me." 

"I guess if we are going to eat this stuff, we need to cook it first, just to be safe," he said, 

looking over his shoulder as he assembled some wood for a fire. 

Katie nodded and inspected the choices of food available. "And what would you like for 

supper, my prince: Stew a la Kathryn, or chicken soup flambe? Our second course could include 

crackers, and then for dessert,. chewy granola bars wtth raisins .. " 

"Sounds like a feast. Whatever, it doesn't matter to me." 

Kevin brought over some sticks and brush, and piled them on the ashes of the fire from 

the night before. He took the lighter out of the baggie, and started the leaves on fire. In no time, 

they had a crac,lding litUe fire.. Katie carefully 0
1
pened one of the cans of stew with one of the 

attachments on Kevin's knife, and placed it on the edge of the fire. She took out the mess kit, 

pried it apart with her fingers, and a bowl, spoon and fork feJI out and clattered on the ground. 

She then picked up each piece and took them over to the stream to wash them out. 

They had eaten the stew, haff the crraokers and peanut butter, and two granola bars, 

before they finally decided they had better save the rest for tomorrow, just in case. They washed 

it all down with cold stream water, and sat back to watch their little fire send wisps of smoke up 

into the air. 
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"We should use whatever we can to attract attention," Kevin said. "I think that big yellow 

raft spread out on the ground might help." 

Katie nodded absently and shook out the pink quilt. She smelled it, and made a face. 

She walked back to the stream and dunked the whole thing in the water, soaking and then 

wringing it out several times. When she was sa~isfiedl she draped it over a big pointed rock in the 

waning sun to dry. 

Back at their camp, she helped Kevin unfold the big yellow raft and lay it out in a nearby 

clearing. They piled some rocks on top of it to keep it as flat and as visible as possible, in case 

someone should happen to fty over their camp.. It was the best they could do. 

l&>l&>./tJo 

"Which one did you like the best?,, 

"Which one what?" 

"Alex said you watch my movies an the time. Which one is your favorite?" 

"You'll just laugh." 

He chuckled when he looked at her. 

"See, you're laughing already and I haven't even told you." 

"I swear .... I won't laugh." 

"It's not one that you probably consider as high on your list of successes." 

"I'm listening." 

"Six Weeks in October." 

"That's your favorite?" he looked at her inoredu~ously, and a smaH giggle escaped. 

"You're laughing again. 11 

He made his face become as serious as he could. It had been work when he needed it, 

but it hadn't really been very popular at the box office. 

"Why?" 

Katie was silent and thoughtful for a moment. She started to say something and then 

stopped. 

"I'm listening," he said again. 
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"Because it showed a different side of your acting. No action hero stuff, just being ... a 

real person." 

He nodded, smiling and said, ·u·s a chick flick." 

"Well, after all, I am a romance novelist, so to speak," she said shortly. 

"You don't have to get mad about it. I liked the movie. It was a lot of fun to make." 

"I bet." 

·1 think you're a tiny bit jealous." 

"That's ridiculous. Why would someone like me be jealous because you made a film with 

a young, tau. gorgeous movie starlet? rm not even in her league. Jealousy would be a wasted 

emotion." 

"Uh, huh. We just made a movie together. It's not what you think. Very professional." 

Katie's face clouded over, and she stood up. She began walking around their campsite 

looking for some more sticks to use as kindling for the lire. Kevin ran his hand through his hair 

and looked at her, puzzled. Women. Just when you think you might have them figured out, they 

changed the rules of the game. She couldn't possibly be jealous of a damn movie ... could she? 

"Hey, you're not mad at me, are you? What did I say?" 

Katie sighed. and picked up a .long stick. broke 1it 1in two and tucked it under her arm. 

"No, rm not mad at you.,, 

Kevin stood up and looked out over the canyon. The sun had started its drop towards the 

horizon again, and he realized that they were going to need a lot more firewood than they thought 

in order to last the night. He started looking for the bigger chunks of wood that he could break in 

half with his boots and piled them up next to the makeshift tent. He was lost in his own thoughts 

for quite awhile before he realized that he could not see Katie anywhere. 

"Katie?" he called out. No answer. 

His heart skipped a beat Whe11e had she gone? She knew better ~han to just wander off 

alone. Together they had some small chance of survival. Alone, almost none, especially if one of 

them got lost. He dropped the two bulky logs that he had been in the process of hauling back to 

campsite, and walked quickly towards the small stand of trees. 
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"Kathryn!"' he called, iouder. 

He heard a small voice over by the large boulders that hid the edge of the canyon from 

sight. With alarm, he ran towards the sound, and jumped over a few of the smaller rocks. He 

grabbed onto one of the larger rocks that bordered the canyon and pulled himself up. The 

enormous blue and purple sky opened up before him. and the oolors of the brilliant sunset were 

appearing on the edge of the horizon. Up above his head, Katie was sitting on top of one of the 

largest boulders, cross-legged, staring off at the mountain range in the distance. The canyon was 

a huge bowl of pine trees and rocks, and he got dizzy for a moment looking down. 

"What the hen are you doing?" he demanded .. 

Her face was unreadable and stony as she continued to stare at the snow-capped 

mountains. 

"Sorry," she said quietly. "I just wanted to watch the sunset for little while. I'll come down 

in a few minutes and help you with the wood.• 

"I'm not worried about the wood. You shouldn't be up there." 

"I'm okay." 

He climbed up the rock, determined to get her down before it got any darker. Trying to 

navigate those rooks in the twilight might be a little difficult, and he didn't want to ta'ke any 

chances. They were a long way from medical assistance. 

When he reached her, she looked at him and he realized that she had been crying. 

"Are you alright?" he asked. 

"I said I'm oka.y,"' she said shorti1y. 

"Are you going to tell me what the fuck is wrong with you?" 

"I'm sorry, okay, I just wanted to be alone for a few minutes! " her voice rang out over the 

canyon. Somewhere in the distance, the echo could be heard faintly. 

"I miss my son," she added quietly. "I'm hungry, I'm tired, I'm dirty ... and I'm .. . scared." 

Kevin looked at her and nodded. "I know. I feel the same way." After a few moments, 

he said, "Did I say something to make you angry at me?" 

"No." And then she laughed. "It's just damned ironic. This whole thing." 
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"What's ironic about it?" 

"The fact that we're stuck out here together. The fact that when I saw that movie, that's 

when I got the idea to write my book ... and look what happened." 

"What's the movie got to do with it?" 

"Because ... .. s.he started somberly~ "When I saw the way y1ou ~ooked at that girl in the 

movie, I realized that .. " 

"That what?" 

She looked up at him, her deep brown eyes widening in the twilight. 

"That II would do anything .... anyth'ing it took ... for even one chance to have you look at me 

like that." 

She stared into his eyes for a moment. not moving a muscle. She noticed that the small 

dark half moons under his eyes were deeper than yesterday. He must have stayed awake last 

night, long after she had fallen asl,eep .. Then she looked away. ang~ that this had happened to 

them ... angry that Charles Watson had died for no really good reason. So much for fate and 

destiny and that crap. 

"So here we are!" she called out, her voice echoing around the canyon. She smiled 

crookedly. Then she softly munnured. ~And iit's not quite the way I ever imagined it at alt " 

He stared at her profile for a long while, and then pulled himself down off of the rock, 

climbed over the boulders, and headed back towards the campsite. It was going to be dark soon 

and he had a lot of work to do. 

~~~ 

Katie sat on the rock for a while, watching the ball of orange fire that was the sun dip a 

little farther behind the mountain line. She decided that it would soon be too dark to see well 

enough to safely get herself back down, so she slowly stretched her arms out to loosen them and 

carefully climbed down off the big rock. Her boots hit the dusty red dirt with a thump when she 

landed. 

She felt a tittle embarrassed admitting her feelings to Kevin. He already thought she was 

a little psycho ... and maybe more than a little, if he still believed that she sent those letters.. But, 
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at the same time, she fett a great reUef at getting the truth off her chest. AH she oould do was try 

to explain how she felt ... about him, about that poor dead man ... about how utterly lost and scared 

she felt, and then let him decide for himself. Every time she had tried, the right words had eluded 

her. Some writer, she thought. 

The sky over the canyon was darikening to a deep sapphire blue, and a few stars were 

already starting to twinkle overhead. She hurried towards the campsite, dismayed that the time 

had passed so quickly. She had totd him that she would help with the firewood, and now she felt 

a little guilty that she had let him do most of it by himself. Especially as tired as he was starting to 

look. 

The first thing she saw when she approached the campsite was that the fire was already 

started, although it was another small one. Kevin had also found some sturdier limbs to prop up 

their tarp tent and it appeared to be much stronger and bigger now than it had the night before . 

He had even spread out som,e small pine branches underneath the pink threadbare blanket to 

make it more comfortable. There was a pretty good size pile of wood beside the fire. She was 

impressed. In the time that she had been up on the big rock he had been busy. 

As she peered over the fire, she smelled something delicious. He had put the last can of 

stew just inside the rim of the fire so that it oou1d slowly heat up. By using up most of the .rest of 

their food, she hoped he was feeling optimistic about someone finding them soon. If that failed, 

she supposed they could always eat fish. 

She looked around; he was nowhere to be seen. 

"Kevin?" she said. Then she called out a little louder, but he didn't answer.. 

With growing curiosity, she peered into the steadily darkening evening. She walked 

around the small stand of trees, and then navigated her way through the gloom down into the 

ravine, and around a small clump of rocks until she could hear the sound of the water. The 

stream bubbled and frothed white as it rolled over the rocks in the middle. She looked up and 

down the shore, and saw, laid out on a large flat rock, Kevin's shirt and pants. She touched them 

and realized that they were wet. He must have washed them in the stream and set them out to 

dry. 
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"Kevin?" she called out. 

"I'm right here," he said quietly from behind her. 

Katie nearly jumped out of her skin. "God, you scared the hell out of me." She saw that 

he, too, was dripping wet, as he stood there clad only in his boxer shorts, which were clinging to 

his body !like a second skin. 

"I needed a bath," he said. 

Katie suddenly felt very dirty hersetf. Her hair and clothes reeked from the smoke of the 

fire and the heat of the day had left little sweat stains under the arms of her blouse. She 

shuddered as she wondered how bad she actually smelled. 

"Is the water cold?" she asked hesitantly. 

"Yeah, it's pretty cold. But I feel a lot better." 

"You're going to have to turn around," she said. 

He rolled hts eyes and turned around. crossing his arms in the process. 

Katie kicked off her boots, and wrenched down her jeans, leaving them in a pile on the 

ground. She pulled her blouse over her head and threw it down on top of the jeans. She peeled 

off her socks and put those on top of the pile as well. It was kind of liberating to be standing 

outside in nothing but her panties and bra. but she figured no one could see her anyway, so what 

did it matter? She picked up the pile of clothes and, barefoot, stepped carefully on the small 

jagged rocks that lined the stream until she reached a large outcropping of rocks that jutted into 

the water. 

"Can I tum around now! Kevin asked impatiently. 

"No," she said finnly. 

She sat down on the edge of the rock and dunked each article of clothing one at a time in 

the water, swishing the fabric between her fingers until she was reasonable sure that it was as 

clean as it was going to get, and then put the who1e soggy mess into one big 
1
pi1e. The water was 

cold, and she dreaded having to put her whole body into it, but the urge to be clean was 

overriding that thought. She grabbed the pile of wet clothes and started back towards the flat 

rock where Kevin had laid out his clothes. He was sitting on a fallen log, watching her. 
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"I didn't say you could tum around," she said trying to be serious, but a small giggfe 

escaped involuntarily. 

"I got tired of waiting," he said, as he watched her, his dark eyes smoldering in the 

shadows. 

She wrung the clothes out one ,piece at a time and spread them out on the rock next to 

his. conscious of the fact that he was still sitting on the log staring at her in her bra and panties. 

When she was done, she turned around and glared at the dark, cold water of the stream. She 

walked over to the edge and dipped her toe in it. It was really cold. 

Suddenly, from behind her, Kevin swiftty ,picked her up like she was no more than a child, 

and waded into the stream until he was waist deep. She tried to protest but he never wavered, 

and then he dropped her like a stone into the dark water. The icy cold water drove into her skin 

like needles and her scream of outrage was silenced by a mouthful of water. She put her feet 

down, found her footing immediatefy on the rocks on the bottom, and stood up spluttering and 

spitting. 

"Damn youl" she said. "'Are you trying to drown me?" 

"No. I got tired of waiting." 

"Waiting for what?"' she demanded. 

He grabbed her around her waist and pulled her close to him, his bare warm skin melting 

onto her cold wet body. He k1ssed her, open-mouthed and hard, and ran his hands slowly up and 

down the soft skin of her back and waist, and then in one swift motion, unhooked her wet bra. His 

warm hand cov.ered her cold wet breast and she shivered, raising goose bumps an over her body. 

Her breath hitched as her anger drained away, and she locked her arms around his neck, 

wrapped her legs around his waist, and kissed him back with a hunger she didn't know she had. 

Her body had gone numb from the shock of the cold water, but everywhere he touched her 

burned tike fire. She could feel the hardness of him pushing between her legs,, and she moaned 

with pleasure at the rush of sensations that she thought she would never get the chance to feel. 

Slowly, his mouth still locked to hers, he carried her back to the edge of the water, and up 

onto the shore, where he set her down carefully on the rock where they had lain out their clothes. 
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When he putted his lips away. she feft a tremendous sense of loss, and she puUed his face back 

hungrily to hers so that their lips were still lightly touching, reluctant to let him go for even a 

moment, just to reassure herself that this was not a dream. She ran her fingers through his thick, 

dark hair reveling in the soft dampness of it. She felt alive and tingly ... pushing all thoughts of 

despair away to ~he far comers of her mind. 

He took her hand and led her back to campsite, both of them giggling like children as 
+ 

they tripped over branches and rocks in their barefoot haste to find their way quickly in the dark. 

When they reached it, their fire had burned down to embers, and Katie threw a few sticks on it 

while Kevin grabbed a couple of bigger ~ogs to hastily throw over those. 

i' 
Still dripping wet, shivering, and attempting to hold her unhooked bra over her breasts, 

Katie tried to wring her hair out as she bent over the warm fire to see how the stew had fared. It 

was a little crusty on the top. 

Kevin carefully moved the hot can a little farther away from the fire. He grabbed Katie 

and kissed her again, pulling her bra alt the way off and throwing it on the ground. He half-carried 

her into the tarp tent and slowty laid her down on the pink threadbare blanket. 

"We'll eat later," he murmured low in his throat. "Like I said ... I'm tired of waiting." 

His Ups covered her mouth with a new abandon, and his hands trembled as he caressed 

her soft skin, anywhere, everywhere, until she burned under his touch. The ragged sound of his 

+ breath, the fire of his skin against hers, his hands contracting around her hips lifted her to meet 

him while waves of violent pleasure convulsed them both under the sapphire blue sky. The pulse 

of release ripped through consciousness) freeing them in a world of red, and black, and blind; the 

i 
j 

essence of everything that was yearned for but had no name. 

Even as the thought came to her, she realized it wasn't true; it hadn't been a long time 

since she had felt like this. It had been forever. 

~ 
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" ... and then I told them to just follow the signs ... " the ranger explained nervously to the 

huge, angry black man looming over the counter. 

Niget was furiious. He knew that he shouldn't take 1it out on the ranger ... it reaUy wasn1t 

his fault... but he just could not believe that they still had not been able to locate Kevin. 

"Sir ... I assure you that we have two helicopters circling the general area in the direction 

that they headed. But there is a lot of ground to cover out there, with very dense tree lines. If 

they should happen to keep mov;ing, tt oouJd mak!e it even morie difficult for us ~o find them." 

"I'm going up with the next one," Nigel growled. 

"Excuse me?" the ranger started. 

"The next copter that comes in to refuel... I'm bloody well going with them." 

"Sir .... it reaUy would be better if you just waited here and 1et the profess.ionals .... " 

"Are you daft? I'm beginning to think that you bloody wankers couldn't find your own 

bollocks with both your hands. I'm going up there ... and if you even think of trying to stop me l'lt 

make certain that your arse patrols the North Pole for the remainder of your blasted career." 

The ranger 1pafed and nodded. He turned around ,in his chair and picked up the two-way 

radio handset. 

"Base to five one nine," he said. "What's your ETA?" 

rt,.~~ 
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A coot, gentle wind ruffled the plastic on the tarp tent. and Kev1in pulled her a tittle closer 

to him in his sleep. The breeze wafted over Katie's naked body and she shivered, even though 

she was quite warm inside the protectiveness of his arms. It felt good. She opened her eyes 

halfway, still groggy from sleep, and saw that the first light of dawn was not far off, even though it 

was still ptenty dark. Their little campfire had smoldered out long ago. She could hear the steady 

gurgle of the nearby stream quite plainly in the silence. 

She closed her eyes again and buried her face in the smooth, soft skin of his neck, 

reveling in the smell of him. Her mind wandered back through the last few hours when nothing 

else in the world had mattered. and she sighed. Whatever she had had to endure to get to be 

here with him, it had been worth every bit of it. In all her life, she had never known what it meant 

to be truly one with another person, locked together in mind and sout They had fallen asleep that 

way, silent, motionless, joined. 

She must have drifted off again for a short while, but she awoke instantly when she fen 

him stroking her hair, and running his fingers through the tangled length of it Through the blue 

haze of the fast-fading night and approaching dawn, she could see that his eyes were open, and 

he was staring at the ceiling of the little tarp tent. 

"Hey,· he said, realizing that she was awake. "Sorry, I didn't mean to wake you up." 

"It's alright," she said. "t wasn't really sleeping anyway." 

She could hear the pounding of his heart in the silence as she moved her head to lie on 

his bare chest. 

"Are you okay?" she asked softly. 

"Yeah," he said. "I just don't care for the dark all that much ... " 

"You're not afraid, are you?" she giggled. 

When he didn't answer, she raised her head and looked at him, surprised to see that he 

was scowling. 

"I'm sorry ... I didn't realize ... " she started to apologize. 
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"I used to have terrible nightmaT'es when I was a child, especially after my father left," he 

said quietly. 

She hugged him tightly, and said with a smile, "Don't worry, I'll protect you. I'm not 

afraid." 

They lay there in the silence, and from high above them. in the trees, she heard the first 

twitter of birds beginning to sing of the dawn that was coming. The blue haze was changing to 

the delicate rose color of morning, and she could now almost see his face plainly. The scowl was 

still there. 

"Have you seen him since he left? Your father?" she asked. 

"No," he replied. 

"Is this a bad subject?., 

He sighed, and said, "My father is exactly the kind of person that I don't want to be." 

"What kind is that?" 

"It's a long story." 

"I see ... " she said. She was quiet for a moment, and then she asked, "How do know that 

he hasn't changed since you last saw him?" 

When Kevin made no reply, she said, "'It's okay. You don't have to answer. I'm not trying 

to push you about it. I was just thinking ... that sometimes people change, and it might be worth 

your while to check it out. It's none of my business anyway." 

She sat up, stretched like a cat, and looked around for her wayward clothes. She found 

her panties scrunched up in the comer of the tent, and shook them out in case there were any 

unwanted tenants that might have taken up residence. They were still a little damp from her 

dunking in the stream, but dry enough now to put back on. 

Wearing just those, she stood up, picked up her bra off the ground, and walked over to 

inspect their now cold and blackened fire. She glanced back at Kevin, who still had not moved 

from his spot in the tent. He lay watching her, still naked, his long legs stretched out in front of 

him, his hair tousled. She resisted the longing to lie back down beside him because her stomach 

growled again, this time a little louder. 
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"I think our clothes might be dry by now. l'H go get them if you start another fire." Then 

she added with a smile, "I'm really hungry, now," as she put her bra back on. 

Kevin stood up, pulling on his boxers, all the while grinning sheepishly. 

"I think I worked up a pretty good appetite, too," he said, picking up a few sticks and 

striding over to their woodpile for some bigger logs. 

Katie blushed and took off towards the stream, carefully picking her barefoot way through 

the brush and trying not step on any rocks. She seemed to have bruised the bottoms of her feet; 

she must have stepped on something last night in her hurry to get back to the campsite. 

"You shameless hussy," she said out loud, and smiled to herself. 

Their clothes were still spread out over the rocks, and some of them, especially their 

jeans, were still pretty damp. She gathered them up in an armful, and then saw that their boots 

were lying in a heap on the ground. How foolish, she thought. We should have just put them on 

without our socks. Evidently, she wasn't thinking too straight last night. Ha. Who would've been? 

She put her own boots back on, and tied the strings on Kevin's together so that she could 

sling them over her shoulder, and headed back to the campsite, her arms full of the damp 

clothing. 

Kevin had a pretty good fire going when she reached it, and then she realized that she 

had meant to get some water, too, when she was at the stream, but forgot. She hung their jeans 

on a few low bushes, so that the sun could finish drying them, and then grabbed the two tin cups 

· from the mess kit and started to head back to the stream. 

"N.ice outfit," Kevin laughed, and added a wolf whistle. 

Katie looked down at herself and realized how comical she must look clad only in 

panties, bra, and hiking boots, with no socks. 

"Our clothes are not quite dry," she said with a small smile. 

"Actually, if you just keep wearing that, I might have to drag you back to my cave again," 

Kevin leered at her. 

"That's no threat," she said, shaking one of the tin cups at him. "You just worry about that 

fire." Kevin looked inside the stew can and made a face. 
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Katie bounded off to get the water from the stream. 

When she returned, she found him fully dressed, and digging through the green 

backpack, obviously taking inventory of their little remaining food. He looked up at her as she 

approached with her cups full of water, pointed at the stew can and said, "I don't think I'll ever be 

hungry enough to eat that. looks like granola is baok on the menu." 

;:t,.r.,..r.,.. 

Katie thought it would be a good idea to gather up the little foil packages that the granola 

bars had been wrapped in; she had read somewhere that a lost young girl had been saved by the 

sunlight glinting off candy bar wrappers. She placed the fo'il wrap
1
pers in strategic positions 

around the perimeter of their campsite, securing them with small rocks. 

The day began fitling up with clouds that looked suspiciously full of rain, so they ended up 

crawling back to the shelter of the tent. They finished off the rest of the crackers and peanut 

butter, and that seemed to ·satisfy ·them for the moment. 

"I could go see if I could get another fish," Kevin offered, reluctantly. 

Katie looked up into the deepening gloom of the storm and said, "No, it's getting too dark. 

I don't really want to stay here by myself." 

"I thought you said you werien't afraid," he sa'id. 

"I'm not, really, as long as you're here with me," she smiled at him. He pulled her closer 

to him, and they sat huddled together by the fire. 

"Well. .. we made it through another day," Kevin said. 

"'Yeah," Katie said softly. "'Kind of like .... two litt1e hobbits ... alone in thewUderness .. " 

"Oh yeah ... hobbits," he smiled. "I'm too big to be a hobbit. .. but you're not." 

"Very funny," she tried to smile back, but found instead that her eyes were welling up with 

tears. She had been trying so hard not think about Alex ... just the thought of him constricted her 

heart painfuny. She could imagine him cry1ng, and missing her. and though she tried to stem the 

flow, a few tears escaped down her face, and she stifled a sob. 

One of her tears dropped on the back of Kevin's hand, and with a start he turned her 

around to face him. He looked deep into her golden brown eyes; now glinting with more tears, 

190 



+ 

! 

_1 

and felt his heart leap with the need to do something to make eve.rything right He couldn't bear 

to see her so sad. 

"lt'H be alright," he assured her, instinctively knowing what was wrong. 0 1 promise ... that 

I'll do everything I can ... to get you back to your son." 

She bit her lip and nodded, while he wiped the tears away from her face. He cupped 

both of his hands around her face, and kissed her very softly on the lips. His ardor grew as she 

returned his kisses, and it wasn't long before they were joined together again under the shelter of 

the tarp. 

Kevin made slow, sweet love to her for a 1ong time, until her tears dried up, and they lay 

awake for a long time afterward, just holding each other, and staring out into the darkening sky. 

rt;,.r;,.rt;,. 

She was dreaming again. At least she thought she was. The cold wet wind struck her 

face as she was standing in the clearing of trees. She was shouting at Alex with an her might, 

who stood on the other side of their campsite, but he didn't seem to hear her. He just stood 

there, sadly looking at her, tears running down his small face. 

The sky turned a strange bright orange, the wind whipping her hair wildly around her 

head, and she had to keep pushing it bad< in order to see. Suddenly, from above her, she heard 

a steady drumbeat that grew louder and closer. She tried to run to him, but her feet seemed to 

be rooted in the ground. She screamed his name, and then she heard voices, voices coming 

from all around her, from high in the trees ... 

Katie woke up with a ga~. and found that she cou1d stiU hear the drum beating. What 

was that noise? She looked around for Kevin, but he was not lying on the quitt, nor could she see 

him anywhere around the campsite. 

She saw him in the clearing standing on top of the raft; his pants still half undone, waving 

his red shirt wildly and shouting at the Sky. Suddenfy, out of the trees, came a shiny, black 

helicopter, its steely blades flashing in the early dawn light, and she had to rub her eyes to make 

sure that she was not hallucinating. The thump of the blades grew deafening, and the wind 
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whipped his dark hair around as the helicopter hovered over his head and attempted to set down 

in the clearing. 

Kevin turned towards Katie, flashed a huge smile, and gave her a V of victory with his 

fingers. He waved her forward as a man in green army fatigues jumped out the helicopter and 

rushed towards him. 

"Are you Kevin Robinson?" the man shouted over the din. 

Kevin nodded, emphatically. "Man, are we ever glad to see you!" Kevin shouted back, 

pulling on his shirt. 

"Are you injured?" the man asked. 

"No, just hungry!" Kevin laughed. 

"Well, sir, if you'll just step this way, and duck your head low under the blades, we'H see 

what we can do about getting you some breakfast." 

Kevin turned around to look for Katie when suddenly he felt his arms jerked up behind his 

back and cold steel clamped around his wrists. He was quickly dragged up into the helicopter, 

which lifted off the moment his feet left the ground. 

He screamed in rage as he looked out at Katie, still standing in the clearing with a look of 

utter horror on her pale face, her loose auburn hair swirling around her head in the wind. 

"Hello, my love," a sultry voice whispered in his ear, and his nostrils filled with a cloying 

sweet fragrance that he recognized with a shudder. We're together at last...just as I promised." 

r.,. r.,. r.,. 

The copter's blades thumped in deafening rhythm as he scanned the bowl canyon. Nigel 

was beginning to feel a little queasy as the wind battered them to and fro while they circled the 

canyon yet again. 

The ranger shook his head. "I don't see anything. We can make one more pass if you 

want, but then we have to go back and refuel." 

Nigel strained his eyes as far as he could, but the mist from the coming rain was making 

it difficult to see the ground. Row after row of spruce interspersed with large rock formations 

covered the floor of the canyon. It was on the tip of his tongue to tell the pilot to turn around, 
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when he spied a long row of boulders that seemed to be marching in a straight line across the 

edge of a sheer cliff that wound around another canyon. 

"What's that over there?" Nigel asked, pointing towards it. 

"That's a rock slide zone," the pilot explained. "Those roads have been impassable for 

about a year . .. the park department ran on a tight budget last y,ear and hasn't been able to clear 

them." 

"Take a fly over that," Nigel said. 

"Sir ... there's nothing out there. Besides ... it's outside the search perimeter. It's not even 

the direction they were heading." 

"I don't bloody care," Nigel growled, on the edge of losing his temper. "Do it anyway, 

mate." 

With a shrug of resignation, the pilot slowly swung the copter around and headed towards 

the line of boulders. As they passed over the up thrust rocks that curved around yet another bowl 

canyon and lined with dense tree growth on the other side, as if on cue, the threatening rain 

clouds parted for just a brief moment, letting a few rays of the afternoon sun glimmer through. 

Just as the clouds moved forward to block the sun again, Nigel saw a small glint of 

something shiny out of the comer of his eye at the bottom of the rocks. 

! 

1 
"There's something down there!" Nigel howled. "Tum around ... tum around ... " 

"I can't just turn this thing around on a dime .... wait a minute ... " the pilot slowly curved 

upwards and then back the direction that they came. 

"I want to go down there," Ni.ge1 said. 

The pilot slowly shook his head. "There's no place to land." 

Nigel gave him a ferocious look that said an the pilot needed, or wanted, to know. 

The copter hovered lower into the canyon, and the wind continued to buffet them side to 

side, as Niget stared down among the rod<s. He saw a dark object sticking up out of a crevice. 

As they slowly came lower among the rocks, Nigel realized what he was looking at. It was a 

tire ... a motorcycle tire. And now, scattered among the boulders, he saw twisted metal debris, 

and then the bent and broken tireless frame of the bike lying on its side among the brush. 
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"This is a far down as I can get sir." the pilot yelled, as Njget opened the side window and 

the wind rushed into the cabin in a deafening roar. "We can't land here." 

"Let me off," Nigel said. 

"Are you crazy, man? I can't just let you off here. We'll have to radio to base. We need 

help for this." 

"I said. .. .let me down ... now!" 

"I'm going to get fired for this," the pilot grumbled, as he reached over and pulled the 

release for the side door of the copter. 

"'Leave me here. You go back :and get help." 

Nigel grabbed his heavy backpack and pushed a coil of climbing rope with grommets into 

it as he squeezed his large frame into the back compartment. He unrolled the emergency rope 

ladder and it fell out the side, trailing down to within several feet of the nearest flat boulder. 

Weaving the y·e11ow polyester satiety hamess throu.gh his 1egs and around his waist. he snapped 

the heavy steel fastener attached to the pulley into the o-ring welded to the floor. After taking a 

deep breath, he began to climb down the ladder while the wind continued to rock the copter. The 

steel gray sky unleashed its burden as large drops of rain began to fall and pelt his face . 

. ;&t>.rt,,.~ 

Katie huddled under the tarp and pulled Kevin's heavy flannel coat closer to her body as 

the rain blew in sideways, soaking her. She had tried to keep the fire going, but as the light rain 

had turn into a gale, it proved to be impossible. Everything was wet. 

She had cried hystericalty with diSbelief as she had watched Kevin get jerked into the 

copter that had quickly sped away from sight. 

They had just left her. What the hell was going on? Surety Kevin would demand that 

they turn around and pick her up? Something terrible was happening. He would never leave her 

out here. 

She stared up in the gunmetal gray sky and heard thunder boom in the distance. She 

shivered and hid her face inside the coat God almighty, I'm alone. 

;:;,o;:;,o;:;,o 
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The rain driipped in rivulets down Nigel's smooth b1aok face and inside his jacket as he 

scrambled for a foothold to reach the bottom of the rocks to the canyon floor. He had searched 

each crevice along the way, calling out every few feet, but the only answer he received was the 

howling of the wind. 

When he finally reached the mangled and twisted frame of the bike. he realized with huge 

relief that his worst fears were for naught. There were no body parts or anything that would 

indicate that the driver had gone over the cliff with this bike. 

Nigel followed the trail of debris with eyes, and up the nearly sheer face of the rock, 

where f\rom this vantage point, he was able to see the top edge of the boM canyon. 

He carefully mapped a route up the side that looked like it could be a passable, and not 

impossible, pathway up. 

With a determination that was frightening even to himself, he began to climb. 

~ 
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Section Ill. An Afterword 

If I have done something right, at this time you will have discovered that I have 

left you hanging on the edge of your seat, at what Pamela Regis calls "the point of ritual 

death;" the point at which it appears that the barrier between the two lovers is too great 

to overcome. One question that remains is how to either resolve the barrier to have a 

happy ending, or to leave the barrier and have a tragic ending. Great classic romances 

that appear automatically in my mind: Antony and Cleopatra, Romeo and Juliet, Bogey 

and Bergman, Scarlett and Rhett, and many others, all have a tragic ending. Why is 

that, we ask? Perhaps the great romance is so much more memorable if it is just not 

meant to be, as often happens in real life. But, overwhelmingly, the response is typically 

"Please ... make it a happy ending!" Romantic fiction offers closure, a feeling that some 

things are so important that they just have to tum out right in fantasy; otherwise they 

could never turn out right in reality. Picking up a book that you just know is going to turn 

out right in the end, no matter what life throws at the characters, gives hope and 

inspiration in our own lives. 

A great deal of work still needs to be done on this "house." As I stated in the 

Introduction, constant revision is the key element to the entire process. As the story 

unfolds, as the characters take on personalities, become three dimensional, and begin to 

have minds of their own, the original plot shifts and changes in surprising new directions, 

thus slowly revealing new avenues to be explored. Each revision that I have tackled so 

far has resulted in new ideas, new twists and turns, new clues, and, most important of 

all, new insight into these characters who are being transformed and brought to life on 

the printed page. 

196 



1 

In DogStar, au the major players wil1 need yet more character development and 

back-story added to explain some things that will be confusing to the reader at the 

conclusion, if left as is. At times, some of these issues can be addressed by the 

thoughts or actions of the characters in a certain situation; at other times it requires a 

lengthy paragraph to explain.. .Ideally., the shorter the exp.lanation the better. On 

occasion, they can be dealt with by adding a carefully chosen word or two here and 

there, or even with just simply adding a single sentence. 

The conclusion, the last three chapters, have turned out to be the most difficult to 

compose. tn order to have a happy ending, with the betrothal and marriage of the hero 

and heroine, the seemingly impossible barrier to these two improbable lovers needs to 

be overcome; and it shall. Justice will need to be served to those who deserve it; and it 

will be. The clues that were laid in the beginning to build suspense must lead 

somewhere meaningful; and they w.i11. The .loose ends must be an tied up .in a neat little 

package and tied with a bow in order to fulfill the expectations of the readers of the 

popular romance genre. Easier said than done. 

However, to my surprise, what has turned out to be an invaluable tool is the "very 

bad idea.·" The first p'.lotted conclusion was lengthy, and involved Kevin and Katie being 

rescued from Colorado, but then having a falling out between them before the stalker 

finally strikes, kidnapping both of them by mistake. After careful inspection, the pace 

was just too slow, and just did not feel right (did I mention there is also quite a bit of 

intuition involved in this? This is not something that is easily explained). The second 

plotted conclusion involved a lengthy back-story on the stalker, bringing in minor 

characters that did not have a major part in the story until the end, and, worst of all, did 

not allow my hero, Kevin, to really be a hero at all. In addition, there was really no 

decent way to tie in the theme of the story, which involves the Egyptian legend of Isis 
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and Osiris. This also did not feel right, because though it was a lilt.le better than the first, 

it smacked of deus ex machina, and was a "very bad idea." 

But then something surprising happened. From out of the ashes of the very bad 

idea rose a promising one. After going back and re-reading the entire story, and re

evaluating the motives of each of the characters, I had a sudden jnspiration. What if 

Laura was killed, not by a stalker as we are led to believe, but because she knew 

somethjng ... something dangerous? What if that something dangerous was still in 

motion for Kevin? And what if, by accident or heavenly design, Katie stumbles across 

the same dangerous secret without knowing it? And what if an obsession could be 

nurtured and encouraged to go too far, by jealousy and hatred, and then ultimately be 

betrayed? This does feel right; the pieces begin to "click" into place. 

Kevin's fascination with Egyptian artffacts gives someone .... someone who wants 

to hurt him ... an opening to do so. The precious scarab that he carries with him at all 

times, given to him by his wife, will tum out to have a pivotal role in the story. Katie's 

research on the Lost Tomb of Osiris for her book will accidentally lead her to discover 

the same something that laura discovered right before she was killed. Katie's 

successful novel will then start a chain of events that will lead Kevin directly to her, and 

also allows us to see how a simple obsession can be used for something positive, or, in 

the stalker's case, it can go too far under the right circumstances and with unscrupulous 

influence. And although we eventua1ty discover that it is Adele, slightly unbalanced and 

fueled by jealousy of her sister that is stalking Kevin, the real danger lies with someone 

else ... someone who seeks revenge ... someone who will stop at nothing and use anyone 

to get what he wants ... Frank. As Katie becomes the next target, Kevin will have to show 

his true colors and be the hero that he really is ... not only to save his own skin, but atso 

to get a second chance at saving what is really important. And Katie will help him 

accomplish this, of course. And it all started with ... what ;n 
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lit is now my task to return to the first seven ,chapters, once again, and take a 

closer look at Where I can reveal clues that wm leave the reader a little bit stumped as to 

who the real villain is1 but without bringing in any huge surprises at the end. It is a fine 

line to walk and will not be easy. It will require working "backwards," so to speak. It will 

require showing Adele and Frank in severa'I different situations that are not necessarily 

malevolent in order to defleot suspicion. But I am confident that I am now on the right 

track; perhaps a few more "very bad ideas" will help, as the novel comes to an exciting 

conclusion ... with a happy ending, of course. 

ft is my hope that 1 will be able to begin shopping for an agency that wm consider 

it for publication by the end of August .2005, after this "house" appears to be closer to 

becoming a "home." I have visited several romance writers' personal websites for 

insight on the publishing industry, including Nora Roberts, Elizabeth Lowell and Sandra 

Brown, in addition to studying the p1ot devices1 character deveJopment1 and story 

expansion that they have employed in many of their works. Moreover, I have 

researched many other sites and publications that specifically address the business end 

of the romance publishing industry, in the hopes of gaining an understanding of just what 

it takes to be successful in this genre. 

As long as I can remember, I have always been a voracious reader; my family 

and friends have relentlessly teased me for seemingly always having my "nose in a 

book." It would stand to reason, that, as I have discovered, many successful writers are 

lovers of reading as weH. t have recently undertaken a re-visiting of my most favorite 

novels and have noted that many of them do,, in fact, fit within the scope of what might 

be considered a "romance" novel even though the main story involves so much more 

than finding heterosexual love. This insight has encouraged me to look at many forms of 

literature from a whole new angle .. 
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Writing a novel of my own has been a heuristic experience. 1 have 'learned to 

pay attention, not just to the story, but also to how the story is presented, and how it 

keeps a reader's attention. I have also formulated a theory that the constant evolution of 

the romance genre reflects the evolution of how women view themselves in relation to 

society, and how these views can empower women to make positive changes to their 

individual lives and even change society as a whole. By reading (and writing) fiction that 

portrays a woman who fulfills her potential, or strives beyond and succeeds, we can 

vicariously live out and understand her choices .... and perhaps even learn to make 

better choices for ourselves. My personal experience with the completion of this project 

has had a profound effect on me. It has empowered me to believe that I, too, can be 

part of something larger in some sma11 way, and can contribute my own voice to the 

positive evolution of women in society. 

As I continue to focus on the achievement of this ambitious undertaking, I have 

been besieged with comments and questions from well-meaning friends and family. We 

thought that you would use your education to get a "real job" and start making some 

money. Why would you want to write romance novels? Because I can, because I 

believe I'm good at it, and because I want to. 

And then there's When will you realize that there is no happily ever after? When 

will you stop daydreaming about "what if?" The answer to these questions is a 

philosophy that 1 believe I now share with other aspiring romance novelists, successful 

romance novelists, and fellow romance readers: never. 
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