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Chapter One

“I can’t.”

“You mean you won’t.”

Anne just sighed and lowered her head further. The tears that had been threatening to fall since their 
argument began, started to flow unheeded.

“Anne,” Frederick said more softly, placing his hand under her chin and lifting her head so he could look her 
in the eyes. “Anne, you know I love you. This is right. We belong together. I’ve never been more certain 
about anything.”

Anne felt an unbearable ache in her chest. She had to be firm. She couldn’t go with him, she couldn’t marry 
him, and she had to let him go.

“Frederick, I won’t disobey my family; I can’t.”

“Is it the money? We don’t need their money. If you come with me to Africa, the Peace Corps will provide 
everything we need; for the first two years at least. Then after that we can just figure it out. The money 
doesn’t matter, Anne. We can make it, we’ll be together. I love you. Isn’t that enough?”

It was enough, but she couldn’t go. Anne’s father absolutely forbade her. And her aunt thought eighteen was 
too young for marriage. If her mother had been alive, maybe it would have different. She had to end it with 
Frederick right then and there.

“I know you say you love me, Frederick. But that isn’t enough. My family is too important to me. I need 
them. I can’t go with you. I won’t. Arguing with me isn’t going to change my mind. It’s just not meant to be.”

“What are you saying, Anne?”

“It’s over.”

“Are you telling me you don’t love me?”

I do love you, more than ever. But this is the only way, she thought.

“No, I don’t love you. I can’t. It’s over.”

“You can’t mean that…Anne…” She saw unshed tears brimming in his pleading blue eyes.

Frederick tried to take her hands, but she moved back out of his reach. “It’s over, Frederick. Goodbye.”

“Anne? ANNE!” Frederick yelling her name was the last thing she heard him say, as she turned and ran as 
fast as she could down the stairs and out of the building’s front door. Her tears blinded her. Anne stepped off 
the curb and into the street. Hearing a loud horn, she turned to see a bus bearing down on her. She stood still 
watching the bus come closer and closer. Just before the moment of impact Anne jolted upright in bed, bathed 
in sweat.
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It was always the same. The scene played out countless times when she was awake and haunted her in her 
dreams. The argument was real; it had taken place. But in reality, after she walked away from Frederick, she 
went home and locked herself in her room for days. Her demise in her nightmare took a variety of shapes; but 
mostly a bus. Anne’s older sister, Elizabeth, occasionally drove it. Once she was even trampled by a heard of 
rhinos, but none of those things had happened; she only wished they had.

Eight years had passed, but the memory of Frederick and her heartbreak still felt fresh. Anne looked at the 
clock: four in the morning. She had to get up for work in a few hours. She sank her head back on her pillow, 
brought her knees up to her chest, and pulled the covers tightly over her head. It took her another hour to drift 
back to sleep.

***

A little before eight in the morning Anne emerged from her room wearing her scrubs. She made her way 
down the back staircase to the kitchen only to be accosted by her Aunt Lorna.

“Anne, you have to help me convince your father to accept this tenant. It’s the only nibble we’ve had and I’m 
not going to let him pass it up.” Lorna gave her niece a hug and a kiss as she continued her assault. “There 
are far too many less expensive homes in the neighborhood and the competition is fierce. Months could go by 
before we have another interested party.”

“Hi Aunt Lorna, it’s good to see you, too.” Anne gave her aunt a wry smile. “So where are they?”

“Elizabeth and your father are in the music room.”

Anne poured herself a cup of coffee that Flora, their cook, had left for her. The two women walked through 
the vast labyrinth of hallways and corridors before reaching the music room. Her father was lying on the 
couch languidly while her sister was tinkering on the piano.

“Hello Anne. Has Lorna told you about these horrid people who want to move into our home?”

“Walter, they are not horrid people. Martin Croft is a philanthropist and owns his own company. He’s been 
featured in Forbes and Time magazine. He’s a very successful business man. There is not one thing wrong 
with him.”

The name Croft made Anne’s heart race. She wanted to speak on his behalf, but dared not to betray her 
feelings to her aunt, at least not in front of her sister and father. Instead, she nearly burned the roof of her 
mouth off after taking a large gulp of hot coffee.

“Anne, please help me convince your father it is the right decision. Who knows how long it will be before 
someone else makes an offer on the house. There is a glut of real estate on the market. There are very few 
people who would be interested in a home such as this. It is a great expense to maintain.” Lorna continued in 
that vein until John Shepherd arrived.

“Mr. Croft is a well respected businessman. He’s done quite a lot of good for the poor in Africa.” John 
Shepherd was the family’s lawyer; a difficult job for anyone whose client rarely listened to their advice. Anne 
could see he was doing his best to convince her father that Martin Croft would be an ideal tenant for 
Kellynch Mansion. But John Shepherd’s attempt was going nowhere with Walter Elliot.

Anne decided to speak, finally, knowing exactly what would make her father consider the tenant. “Martin 
Croft made Forbes 400 Richest Americans list last year.”

“Did he?” her father said, sitting upright on the couch.

“Yes. His company has designed some technology to make it easier for people in underdeveloped countries to 
gain access to the Internet.” Anne hoped she didn’t sound too shaky when she spoke, but her family seemed 



not to notice anything unusual in her voice.

“That’s right. I believe he hired his wife’s brother who is some computer wiz kid that developed a new 
gadget…what was his name?” John Shepherd interjected.

“Frederick Wentworth.” Anne said softly.

“Yes, Frederick Wentworth. I believe his brother was a San Francisco City Supervisor or some such thing 
years ago.”

Anne didn’t say anything more. To her relief, no one seemed to recall, or pretended not to remember, the 
connection Anne had to Frederick. The group discussed the new tenant until Walter Elliot could think of no 
reason not to accept Martin Croft’s offer to rent the house for a six month lease with the possibility of an 
extension. Anne was happy she had to go to work and made her escape. She choked back her tears as the 
memories flooded through her head. She stood beside her car in the garage and took a few deep breaths 
before unlocking the door. She had to get it together. Anne was working a double and needed to let go of this 
heartache and focus.

Once she slipped into the driver’s seat of her hybrid, she felt more at ease. She had decided to trade in her gas 
guzzling BMW last year for a more environmentally conscious car. Her father’s disapproval of her choice 
was just an extra bonus. His opinion mattered less and less to Anne over the past few years, and in a way, she 
enjoyed doing things he found disagreeable. Once she got on the freeway towards San Francisco General 
Hospital, she was feeling calmer.

***

“We’ve just met your new tenant, Anne,” her brother-in-law, Charles Musgrove, said as he plopped down 
next to her on the couch. 

“Oh?” Anne had no desire to talk about the man or his wife, but Charles was determined to discuss him.

“Martin Croft seems like a very friendly, down to earth sort of person. Didn’t you think so, Dad?” Charles 
directed this question to his father, Daniel Musgrove, who had just entered the living room. Charles and his 
father had just returned from a round of golf at the Olympic Club.

“He is very friendly and unassuming,” said Daniel. “You’d never know he’s one of the wealthiest men in the 
U.S. Have you met him, Anne?”

“No, but my father did before he and his wife moved into the house.”

“Anne, I am sorry that you had to move out of your family home, but now we get to see more of you.” 
Charles’ mother, Trudy, gave Anne’s shoulder a squeeze as she came around the couch to take a seat on a 
wing chair near the fireplace. 

Anne and Mary had walked over to Mary’s in-laws house just a few short blocks from her home in St. 
Francis Wood; an affluent neighborhood in the southern part of San Francisco. The two households were 
often visitors in each other’s homes, so it was not unusual to find everyone together on a Saturday afternoon. 
Anne liked the Musgroves very much and was happy to be staying so close to them. Daniel Musgrove was a 
real-estate developer in San Francisco working on several projects in China Basin near the new ball park. 
Trudy and Daniel also had two beautiful daughters, Louisa and Hetty.

“We’ve invited Martin and his wife to dinner tonight,” announced Daniel.

“Who’s coming to dinner?” Hetty asked as she and her sister walked into the room.

“The man who has rented Kellynch Mansion, and his wife.” Daniel sat down in the wing chair across from 



his wife and picked up the newspaper.

“Really?” asked Louisa, eagerly. “Is his hot brother-in-law coming to visit him anytime soon?”

Anne cringed and dreaded the ensuing discussion.

“Who is his brother-in-law?” their mother asked.

“Are you kidding, mom? Louisa, get the magazine.” Hetty directed her sister to the table on the other side of 
the room. Louisa sifted through the stack of magazines and pulled out a copy of People. She started flipping 
through the pages until she found the object of her search, and then handed it to her mother.

“Ooo…he’s very handsome.” Trudy looked at the cover of the magazine to ascertain the context of the 
article. “Fifty Most Eligible Bachelors, now that’s impressive. And Frederick Wentworth is Martin Croft’s 
brother-in-law?”

Trudy was looking directly at Anne for confirmation. Anne’s discomfort with the current conversation nearly 
robbed her ability to speak, but she managed to say, “He is.”

“And he’s gorgeous,” Hetty said. “Look at him, blond, blue eyes, six-foot-yum, and rich.”

And intelligent, generous, sweet, caring, and yes, those eyes are amazing when their loving gaze is directed  
at you, thought Anne.

“It says here that he has developed a ‘solar-powered wireless router’ to connect remote villages in Africa to 
the Internet.” Trudy looked at her husband questioningly. “What’s a router?”

Daniel smiled at his wife and opened his mouth to speak, but Charles spoke first. “It’s a gadget to connect 
computer networks together.”

“Do they have computers in Africa?”

Charles, Hetty, and Louisa all laughed. Their mother wasn’t exactly computer savvy, but Charles would do 
his best to explain.

“Okay, Mom…so someone at MIT, I think, developed this really inexpensive laptop.”

“You do know what a laptop is, Mom?” Louisa teased.

Trudy just gave her daughter a warning glance that only made her giggle more.

Charles continued, “They call it the ‘$100 laptop’. It’s self-powered; it has some sort of hand crank. The 
problem is that people who are using these laptops live in really remote villages that not only don’t have 
power, but don’t have Internet connectivity. And instead of wiring all these places, which apparently would 
be very expensive, Wentworth developed this wireless device.”

“I see.” Trudy looked at Frederick’s photograph intently.

“Martin hired Frederick after he finished working for the Peace Corps as a network engineer. Hetty, do you 
have that issue of Time magazine I showed you the other day?” Charles pointed over to the pile of magazines.

Hetty quickly found the issue of Time and handed it to her brother.

Charles showed his mother the cover with Martin Croft’s picture. He flipped through the pages until he found 
the article. He proceeded to read out facts to his mother about the Crofts. The article went into great detail 
about the company, Laconia Industries, LLC, Martin and Sophia Croft, and Frederick. The Crofts had been 



married for fifteen years; Sophia was several years Frederick’s senior. Martin Croft had been a successful 
stock broker and had made his fortune in the mid-‘90s. Because Frederick worked for Martin while he 
developed this new technology, Laconia Industries stood to make quite a profit, but Martin had given 
Frederick complete control over the patent. Frederick was touted as the hottest thing to come out of the high 
tech industry in years.

Anne had followed his career closely. She saved all the magazine and newspaper clippings. Occasionally a 
picture would appear of him with a beautiful woman on his arm, usually tall, leggy, model types; the exact 
opposite of Anne; she hardly measured five-foot-three inches. He had moved on and was successful. He 
never once tried to contact her after his tour in the Peace Corps was over. She believed he must hate her...or 
worse, forgotten her. Now she would be faced with meeting his sister and brother-in-law that very evening. 
She didn’t know how much Frederick had told his sister about their previous relationship, but she would have 
to try her best to be indifferent.

***

Dinner with the Crofts took place at Trudy and Daniel’s house and Anne, Mary, Charles, their two young 
children were invited. Little Charlie and Walter were five and almost three-years-old respectively. They were 
sweet energetic little boys, and with a little more guidance from their parents and a little less indulgence from 
their grandparents, they would be very well behaved. Martin Croft loved children and knew that he would be 
in their company tonight, so he brought each a toy truck and was instantly sought after as a playmate.

Anne, as always, intervened when they were getting a little rambunctious, as they minded her better than 
their parents.

After dinner was finished they moved into the more comfortable living room for coffee and desert. Most of 
the evening Anne had been an observer; not very much in the mood to participate in any conversation unless 
absolutely necessary.

“Anne, I was hoping we would meet you. I’ve heard wonderful things about your family from my brother.”

Anne nearly choked on her drink at Sophia Croft’s statement, but managed to compose herself enough to 
answer, “Oh, what did you hear?”

“He tells me your family donates quite a lot of money to worthy causes throughout California.”

“Who said this?” Mary joined their discussion as she sat on the couch beside Anne.

“My brother, Edward, he’s a California State Assemblyman. He used to be on the San Francisco Board of 
Supervisors, but that was years ago.”

“Oh, he’s in public service, how interesting.” Mary’s indifference was hardly concealed. As her father and 
oldest sister did, Mary felt serving in public office beneath them.

Anne tried to ignore Mary’s comment and smiled at Sophia. But Anne’s nerves were shot. All evening she 
had been dreading discovery that she and Frederick used to have a relationship and that she would have to 
discuss it openly with her family and his sister. Anne believed she had escaped detection and had been very 
careful not to give anything away. She nearly lost it at Sophia’s last comment about her brother. Clearly she 
was talking about her older brother, Edward Wentworth. Anne had met him once before with Frederick, but 
only briefly. Anne hoped he knew as little about her and Frederick’s relationship as their sister appeared to.

“So will your other brother be visiting anytime soon, the one who works for your husband?” Anne could tell 
that Louisa and Hetty had put their mother up to finally asking the question. The two were a little aside, 
huddled together, listening intently to Sophia’s response.

“He will. He’s in Sacramento visiting our brother, but plans to be down here soon. I expect him either 



Tuesday or Wednesday.”

Louisa and Hetty were ecstatic, but Anne thought her heart would stop. She felt like she had an elephant 
sitting on her chest. If anyone in the room had looked closely, they would have discerned a slight trembling 
of her hands. Oh, God…if they become much friendlier, I’m sure to see him again, and the thought of it  
terrifies me. Dammit! Why should I care? It’s been eight years, get over it already.

Dinner concluded and the Musgroves were very pleased with their new acquaintance. Daniel and Martin had 
agreed they would play a round of golf the following weekend; Frederick had just picked up the sport, and 
with Charles, they would make a perfect foursome. The Olympic Club was having a members’ dinner 
Saturday evening and the Crofts planned to attend with Frederick. They all agreed it would be a perfect 
opportunity for the rest of the Musgroves and Anne to meet Sophia’s brother.

One week, thought Anne as she lay in bed that night, one week and we’ll meet again. If only I had to work  
next weekend. Maybe I can trade shifts with someone. Anne knew there would be no avoiding meeting 
Frederick again, so it may as well be sooner than later. It was past one o’clock in the morning before she 
drifted off to a restless night’s sleep. By the time she woke the next morning, she had dark circles under her 
eyes; something that was becoming a constant feature on her aging complexion.

***

“Anne, you look exhausted,” Isabel Torres said as she walked behind the nurses’ station.

“Thanks, Isabel.” Anne barely managed a smile at her friend. “I didn’t sleep very well last night.”

“Your sister’s kids keep you up again? Or did you have a hot date?” Isabel gave Anne a nudge.

“Not likely. No, I just have a lot on my mind.” Anne knew Isabel wasn’t going to let up until she found out 
exactly what was bothering her. Isabel Torres was Anne's closest friend. Like Anne, she was an emergency 
room RN at San Francisco General; although, Isabel had come from a background that was the polar opposite 
of Anne’s.

Isabel’s family had emigrated from Costa Rica before she was born. She grew up in the Mission District of 
San Francisco and came from a lower-middle class family. Her family struggled to put food on the table and 
clothes on their backs, but they succeeded in sending three of their five children to college. Isabel’s two 
sisters, who didn’t continue on in school, were both happily married with children of their own. Isabel had 
been dating the same man for the past year and kept after Anne about putting herself out there. She didn’t 
know Anne’s entire romantic history, but nagged her constantly to date.

“Anne, would you be honest with me? What’s bothering you? You’ve looked so tired these past few weeks, 
but today, it’s different. Has something happened to your father?”

“You mean more than squandering the family fortune and practically losing he family home, forcing me to 
find an overpriced apartment in the most expensive city on the planet?” Anne feigned a smile. “No, my father 
is still exactly the same.”

“Then what?”

It was pointless. Anne decided to come clean. “I’ll be right back.” She went to the waiting room to hunt 
through the magazines and within ten minutes found what she was looking for.

Anne picked up the Time magazine and pointed to Martin Croft’s picture on the cover, and said, “This is the 
man who has rented my family’s home.” She leafed through the People magazine to Frederick’s picture and 
gave it to Isabel. “And this is his brother-in-law, who I was briefly engaged to eight years ago. Until I broke it 
off because my family didn’t approve.”



“He’s gorgeous. Wow. Have you seen him since you broke up?”

“No. But I had dinner last night with his sister, Sophia, and her husband Martin Croft. I just found out that 
Frederick will be staying with them in my home…well, my former home. What’s weird is that they seem to 
know nothing of our former connection.”

“Do you still have a thing for him, Anne?”

Anne just looked at Isabel with a marked sadness in her expression. Isabel knew the answer without Anne 
having to utter a word.

“Is he involved with anyone?”

“I have no idea, but I’ve seen pictures of him with different beautiful women. I’m supposed to have dinner 
with him and my sister’s family next weekend. Did you want to swap shifts? I’m trying to find an excuse not 
to go.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. You should go, you never know. Maybe he’s been pining for you all these years.”

“Doubt it.” Any further discussion was curtailed by the nursing assistant manning the phone.

“We have a gunshot wound coming in from the Tenderloin.”

“I’ll take it.” Anne grabbed the chart and walked toward the ambulance bay. She knew the best thing for her 
was to keep as busy as possible; anything to keep thoughts of Frederick Wentworth out of her head.

Chapter Two

Anne had narrowed her choice down to three outfits; a black pant suit, a wine-colored dress with an empire 
waist, or her favorite little black dress. She already thought the suit was too serious, so it was likely between 
the two dresses. As much as she loved her little black dress, she didn’t want to appear too eager. She slipped 
the black dress over her head and zipped it up. Then put on her black strappy shoes with four inch heals; they 
hurt her feet but they looked fantastic with the dress; and made her quite a bit taller. 

Looking at herself in the mirror, she was initially content with what she saw reflected. Anne was petite, but 
not waif-like; her figure was curvy, but would not be considered voluptuous. Her long chestnut hair cascaded 
over her shoulders in loose curls and still held the luxuriant sheen of youth. But as she moved nearer to the 
mirror and examined her face closely, she became less pleased with what she saw. Her hazel eyes still 
sparkled, but the dark circles under them stole some of their luster. She looked tired, and she was. Things 
were bad enough on their own; living with her sister, looking for an apartment, and working long hours; but 
the prospect of meeting Frederick again had made her feel even more alone and isolated.

No, I won’t wear this one. I look too desperate. The wine-colored dress is better, more understated.

As Anne changed back into her jeans and t-shirt, she heard a commotion downstairs, and then her sister 
calling her name in a shrill voice. Bolting from her room, Anne ran downstairs. Jenny, the latest nanny, was 
holding Charlie, Mary’s five-year-old son, in her arms. The child had some scrapes on his face and was 
screaming at the top of his lungs, but nothing appeared so serious to cause the reaction, until she noticed his 
left arm hanging limply. Anne instinctively felt Charlie’s shoulder and collarbone and could immediately tell 
it had been dislocated.

Looking straight at Jenny, Anne said, “What happened?”

“He fell from the oak tree in the backyard.” Jenny looked fearfully between Anne and Mary, tears streaming 
down her face.



“How could you let him climb the tree?” screamed Mary.

Anne ignored her sister’s outburst. “Lay him gently on the couch, Jenny. Mary, which hospital do you want 
to take him to?”

“Hospital? Oh, God!” Mary was panic-stricken.

“Mary, he must go to the emergency room. His collarbone has been dislocated. I could pop it back in, but if 
it’s broken also, I could do more damage. Which hospital, Mary?” Anne knew the only way to deal with her 
sister was to be firm and not indulge her hysterics.

Mary stared blankly at Anne for a moment. “California Pacific, in Pacific Heights.”

“Fine. Jenny, can you get some blankets for us and a couple of bottles of water. You’ll need to stay here with 
little Walter. We’ll call Charles from the car, but I doubt he’ll have his phone on while he’s playing golf. If he 
calls, tell him to call my cell phone. I’ll jot down the number for you.” Anne quickly wrote her cell number 
on a slip of paper in the kitchen and left it by the phone.

Anne gathered everything up she thought they might need for a long wait at the hospital; she knew it would 
be hours before they returned home. She threw everything, including an extra change of clothes and some 
toys for Charlie, in a backpack and handed it to Mary.

Charlie had calmed down by this time and was lying quietly on the couch. Anne gently lifted him and walked 
to the car in the garage. She directed Mary to sit in the back of her SUV and eased Charlie into her lap. They 
would have to forgo the car seat; the risk of further injury was too great. Anne climbed into the massive 
Range Rover and pulled the seat all the way forward so she could reach the pedals. She wasn’t fond of 
driving Mary’s car, but thought Mary would not be fit to drive safely all the way across town.

As Anne drove down 19th Avenue, she called Charles and, as she suspected, his phone was turned off. She 
left a message asking him to call her as soon as possible.

“How’s he doing, Mary?” Anne adjusted the rearview mirror so she could see Charlie.

“He’s quiet, I don’t know. Sweetie, Auntie Anne wants to know how you feel.”

“I can’t move my arm. It hurts,” Charlie said weakly.

“Oh, Anne. Drive faster. What if he loses his arm?”

Anne rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Mary, he’s not going to lose his arm. His collarbone is dislocated. 
That’s why he can’t move it. Just try to keep him calm, that’s the best thing for him.”

Mary had a tendency to overreact in times of stress. And if she had learned anything as a nurse, keeping the 
patient calm, especially a child, was tantamount to a smooth recovery.

Fortunately, the emergency room wasn’t too busy when they arrived and because of Charlie’s injury, they 
didn’t have to wait too long to be seen by a doctor. Anne explained everything and, to her relief, Mary let her 
do all the talking. Once the x-ray determined that there were no broken bones, the doctor easily popped 
Charlie’s shoulder back into place. It was a little after one in the afternoon by the time they were back in the 
car heading home. A few blocks from St. Francis Wood, Anne’s cell phone rang; Charles had finally finished 
his golf game and turned his phone on.

“Anne, I got your message. Is everything all right?” 

“Where are you Charles?”



“I’m still at the club with Dad, Frederick, and Martin. We just finished our round.’ 

Hearing Charles speak Frederick’s name made Anne’s heart skip a beat. “You better come home, Charles. 
Charlie had a little accident. He’s fine. We’re heading home from the hospital now, but he dislocated his 
collarbone.”

“Oh my God! Is he okay?”

“He’s fine. You would have been proud of him. He was very brave. He will need to take it easy for a while 
and his arm will be in a sling for a couple of weeks.”

“Tell Mary I’m on my way home.”

“Okay, see you soon.”

“Didn’t he want to talk to me?” Mary’s dejected tone was obvious.

“He’s on his way home, Mary. You’ll see him in a few minutes.” This did not satisfy Mary. Anne wanted to 
say, It’s not about you, Mary. Stop thinking about yourself! But she kept it inside. Mary was never happy 
unless she was the center of attention, even if it was her own child who was suffering.

***

“What do you mean, you’re still going to the dinner?”

“There’s no need to stay home. Charlie will be asleep by eight and Jenny will be here.”

“Jenny? Jenny’s the reason he hurt himself in the first place.”

Anne hated to get in the middle of arguments between her sister and Charles, but she felt she had to say 
something. Poor Jenny had been distraught by the incident. And she knew Charlie, as sweet and bright as he 
was, could be a very willful child and difficult to manage. Anne could usually coerce him into behaving, but 
even she couldn’t control him sometimes.

“Mary, it was an accident. Jenny tried to get him out of the tree, but he wouldn’t listen. She had been 
changing Walter’s diaper and Charlie got up there on his own.”

“It’s no excuse! I’ll be calling the agency for a new nanny on Monday.”

“Not another one?” Charles protested. “We’ve gone through four others already, Mary, come on. Jenny’s 
great with the kids. They’ve listened to her better than any of the others and they like her.”

“If only you didn’t work, Anne, then you could watch them full-time. They listen to you better than anyone.”

Even if I didn’t work, Mary, I certainly wouldn’t be your nanny. “Yeah, too bad I have a job already.”

“I still don’t want Jenny left here with the kids alone. And if you’re going to the dinner at the Olympic Club, 
so am I.”

Anne saw a golden opportunity, exactly what she was looking for. “I’ll stay home with him. Jenny can take 
care of Walter and I can take care of Charlie.”

“But Anne, don’t you want to meet Frederick Wentworth? It’s all Louisa and Hetty have talked about all 
week.” Charles seemed surprised at Anne’s disinterest.

“No, not really. Besides, I’ll meet him eventually, I’m sure.” Unfortunately.



“Anne,” Mary said, “That would be perfect. You are so much better at taking care of them when they’re sick 
than I am. And you can keep an eye on Jenny.”

Anne wasn’t surprised Mary jumped at her offer so quickly; any excuse for Mary to get out of taking care of 
her kids.

“You really don’t mind, Anne?”

“No, Charles. I didn’t really feel much like going out anyway.”

“All right. It’s settled then. Mary, we leave in an hour.”

An hour and a half later, Anne said good-bye to a very impatient Charles and a very harried Mary.

Anne had avoided the inevitable…for the time being. She was sure she would cross paths with Frederick 
eventually, but why not prolong something painful for as long as possible.

Jenny managed to get Walter in bed a little after his parents left. Anne decided to let Charlie stay up a little 
later and let him watch a movie. He was in a good mood, but very quiet after the days events. He was asleep 
before the movie even finished. Anne didn’t bother staying up until Mary and Charles returned. She could 
wait until morning to hear them sing the praises of Frederick Wentworth.

***

At five in the morning, Anne felt the tiny hand of Walter on her arm, trying to wake her up.

“I want breakfast.”

“Do you want to come into my bed and go back to sleep for a bit?”

“I want breakfast.”

Anne sighed. She knew once Walter set his mind to something, there was nothing that could divert his 
attention until he was satisfied.

“Okay, but we have to be quiet. Everyone else is still asleep.”

Anne dragged herself out of bed and put her slippers on. She adored little Walter, but he had a bad habit of 
waking up at the crack of dawn. And as soon as Anne had moved in, she was the one he invariably woke first. 
Sometimes she could coax him back to sleep in her bed, but most of the time there was nothing to be done 
but get up and get him breakfast. Once Walter was settled with his breakfast in front of the TV in the family 
room watching Blues Clues, Anne made herself a large pot of strong coffee.

She sat down at the breakfast bar and opened her laptop while she waited. After she bought her laptop, Anne 
had stopped buying newspapers and read them online instead. She could more easily skim the articles she 
wanted and she had access to newspapers from all over the world. Charles walked into the room just as Anne 
finished reading the headlines.

“You’re up early, Anne.”

Anne inclined her head toward Walter and said, “Somebody wanted some breakfast.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, Anne. You should have told him to come get me or Mary.”

“It’s all right. He’s so cute in the morning. I can’t resist giving him what he wants. What are you doing up so 



early?”

“Frederick and I have a tee time at seven this morning. He’ll be here in about a half hour. He’s bringing his 
dog with him. He thought it might cheer Charlie up. He claims the dog is really good with children, 
especially when they’re ill. I think Frederick said it’s an African Lion Dog…or what did he call it…a 
Rhodesian Ridgeback. He rescued it when he lived in Mozambique.”

“Frederick Wentworth’s coming here?” Anne barely comprehended what Charles was saying, only that in 
half an hour she would be seeing HIM again. She wasn’t normally a vain person, but she wasn’t about to let 
Frederick see her in her pajamas and slippers.

“Yes, he’ll be here soon. He’ll only stay for a minute. You don’t mind dogs, do you Anne?”

“No, not at all. I’m just going to pop upstairs and get dressed. I’ll be right back down.”

Anne didn’t bother to get dressed up or put any makeup on, but threw on a pair of jeans and a sweater, 
washed her face and combed her hair. It will have to do, she thought as she looked in the mirror. She held one 
hand up to see how badly it was shaking and she could see the obvious tremor. She felt her heart beating 
furiously in her chest. She took a couple of deep breaths and walked back downstairs. She, Charles, and 
Walter were still the only ones awake. Anne sat back down and busied herself on her laptop. She nearly 
jumped out of her skin when she heard the knock on the front door. 

Anne did her best to look casual sitting at the breakfast bar, but could barely focus on her laptop screen. She 
could hear Charles greet Frederick and then the faint clicking of dog nails on the hardwood floor. A moment 
more and a large beautiful dog with a black nose, red hair and floppy ears was nuzzling her hand, begging for 
her to pet it.

“Bailey!” Frederick’s distinctive voice called from the hallway. When he reached the kitchen he stopped 
short and stared at Anne. She had forgotten how tall he was; Frederick practically filled the doorway. Even 
though he was wearing a rain jacket, Anne could tell that he was more filled out than the last time she saw 
him, his shoulders were broad and muscular looking. His hair was a lighter blond, cut short on the sides and a 
bit longer on top, with a sort of intentional disheveled look. That, combined with the day’s growth of stubble, 
gave him a handsomely rugged appearance. His azure eyes seemed to pierce straight through her heart.

“Frederick, this is my wife’s sister, Anne Elliot.”

“Hello, we’ve actually met before.” Looking at Anne he furrowed his brow. “Years ago, before I went to 
Africa.”

“Anne, you never mentioned you knew Frederick.”

Anne’s throat felt constricted, but she managed to get her words out somehow. “It was a long time ago, 
before I met you, Charles.” The dog was still at Anne’s feet. It sat down and put it’s head on her knee, 
wagging its tail the entire time. Anne couldn’t help but smile at the dog.

“Bailey, stop being a pest,” he commanded firmly.

“I don’t mind. His name is Bailey?”

“Her name…she’s normally shy, but very gentle.”

Anne pet Bailey’s head with both hands and rubbed her ears, Bailey just closed her eyes and gave a satisfied 
little grunting noise.

Anne looked up at Frederick smiling, but he quickly looked away and said, “Don’t you think we should get 
going, Charles? We don’t want to be late.”



“Right, let me just grab my clubs.” Charles walked down the hall and Anne suddenly found herself virtually 
alone with Frederick. An awkward silence filled the room until little Walter wandered over to inspect the dog.

“That you dog?” Walter said to Frederick.

“It is. Her name is Bailey. Would you like to give her a treat?”

“Mm hmm.”

Frederick crouched down so that he was level with Walter, then reached in his pocket for a bag of treats, 
pulled one out and placed it in Walter’s hand.

“Now, you have to make her work for it. Would you like to see her do a trick?”

“Yes.”

Bailey, by this time, had turned to Walter, eagerly awaiting the treat.

Frederick was behind Walter, holding the hand that held the treat. “First you have to tell her to sit.” Raising 
Walter’s arm into the air, Frederick said, “Sit.”

Bailey promptly sat.

“Shall we make her roll over?”

Walter nodded his head.

“Roll over,” Frederick said, as he drew a circle in the air with Walter’s hand.

Bailey dropped to the ground and rolled over.

“Now give her the treat, just open your hand and let her take it.” Bailey gobbled the treat and licked Walter’s 
hand, which made him laugh with delight.

Frederick smiled at Walter, but when he looked at Anne, the smile faded. Anne could sense his discomfort at 
being in same room with her again. Luckily, Charles returned the next moment.

“Ready. Do they need to know anything special about Bailey before we go?”

“Not really, just to make sure she has water.”

“I’ll make sure Mary knows,” said Anne.

“Oh, I forgot you’re working today. What time do you go into the hospital?”

“Not until eleven this morning; I’m working a double.”

“What do you do?”

Anne looked blankly for a moment at Frederick trying to register what he had just asked her. “I’m a nurse.”

Anne saw the corner of his mouth curve up, as though he was going to smile, but it vanished and he only 
nodded.

“Can you tell Mary we’ll be back by noon?”



“I will.”

“Thanks.”

And with that final word they were gone. It’s over, and I didn’t have a coronary. God, he looked good. But it’s  
obvious he couldn’t stand to be in the same room with me. At least I won’t be here when they come back.

Bailey had walked to the front door, following behind Frederick, but had now come back into the kitchen and 
walked directly up to Anne, tail wagging.

“Hello Bailey. I suppose Frederick hates me? Who can blame him? But you like me, don’t you, girl?” Anne 
pet Bailey’s head and rubbed her ears. Anne sat down on the floor next to Walter. Bailey settled down next to 
her and plopped her head in Anne’s lap. The house began to stir a short while later.

“Keep that thing away from me,” Mary said when Bailey lifted her head from Anne’s lap to see the new 
person entering the room.

“She’s very friendly, Mary.”

“I don’t care, Anne, I hate dogs. I don’t know what possessed Charles to let Frederick bring that thing over 
here.”

“He thought Charlie might like her.”

Paying no attention to her sister, Anne decided to take Bailey up to see Charlie. The look on Charlie’s face 
was worth every uncomfortable moment with Frederick. The dog was the perfect medicine. Jenny was up 
soon after and helped Anne carry Charlie downstairs. Anne sat with Charlie and Bailey for another hour 
before she decided to get ready for work. Charlie was doing well, but the better he felt, the more difficult it 
would be to make him rest. She gave Jenny strict instructions that Walter be kept busy in another part of the 
house so that Charlie would be more likely to take it easy. 

She stood in the kitchen for a moment, looking out at the dark grey clouds. The forecast had called for only a 
chance of rain, but from the look of the sky, they must have been wrong. After putting her coffee cup in the 
dishwasher she walked upstairs to take a shower. Anne didn’t realize until she walked into her room that 
Bailey had followed her. “Bailey, go on now, go back downstairs.”

Anne ended up having to escort Bailey down to Charlie. She finally managed to get the dog to stay, but had 
to rush to get showered and dressed for work. By the time she walked into the kitchen to get her purse, it was 
raining heavily. She figured Charles and Frederick would be back early, so she decided to hurry along and get 
out of there before they returned.

She had just opened her car door when Frederick and Charles drove up. As they pulled up alongside her car, 
Charles rolled down the window and said, “Anne, how is everyone?”

“Good. Charlie is resting and Jenny has managed to entertain Walter for most of the morning. Charlie loved 
Bailey; it was a real boost for him.” Anne looked at Frederick and smiled. He seemed uncomfortable with the 
compliment. “So I guess you got rained out?”

“We managed to get nine holes in. We might have a chance to play during the week if the weather clears. Are 
you working next Friday night, Anne?”

“No, why?”

“Martin and Sophia have invited us all over to dinner at Kellynch, they’d really like you to come. That is, if 
it’s not too awkward for you.”



“Awkward?” Anne felt a flush come over her cheeks. Does he mean Frederick? Does he know about us?

“In case you feel strange about going to someone else’s dinner in your own home.”

“Oh, no. I don’t mind. It’s not my home anymore anyway.” Anne tried to look cheerful, but thought she was 
failing miserably.

“Great. We’ll count you in, then. Here, I better let you go. You’re getting drenched.”

“See you later.”

“Bye, Anne. Have a good day at work.”

Charles rolled up the window and Frederick pulled the car in the driveway. She quickly jumped in her car and 
drove away. She wanted to be as far away as possible before she burst into tears. 
Chapter Three

“So, what are you wearing?”

Anne pointed to the wine-colored dress hanging on the back of her bedroom door.

Isabel raised her eyebrow. “Sure that dress looks great on you, but it’s hardly sexy.”

“I’m not trying to be sexy.”

“And why not?”

“Because I don’t stand a chance with him. He could hardly stand to be in the same room with me.”

“Do you still like him, Anne?”

Anne looked sheepishly at Isabel. “What do you think?”

“And you’re all going to a night club after dinner tonight?”

“I hate clubs. They’re so depressing.” Anne plopped her head on her pillow.

Isabel sat at the foot of Anne’s bed. “What if Rick and I met you at the club; for moral support.”

“You’d do that for me?”

“I would. Plus I’m dying to meet Mr. Frederick Wentworth.”

“Oh, Isabel. What am I doing?”

“You’re trying to right a wrong. Now, where is that little black dress of yours? No man can resist you in that.”

Anne groaned and covered her head with the pillow.

***

“Anne, I’m so glad you decided to come tonight.” Sophia Croft had walked up to Anne with outstretched 
hands and a warm smile on her face. “We certainly want you to feel welcome in your own home. I believe 
Flora has prepared a couple of your favorite dishes.”



“Has she? That was very kind of her,” Anne said, feeling a bit choked up.

Anne caught site of Frederick. He had been watching her and was now walking over to where she and Sophia 
were standing. Her heart raced at the mere site of him.

“Frederick, this is Anne Elliot.”

He gave his sister a half-smile and said, “We’ve met.”

Anne felt something brush against her leg. Looking down she was greeted by Bailey and her vigorously 
wagging tail.

“That’s extraordinary, Frederick. Bailey never warms up to people so quickly. She’s so shy most of the time, 
except with children for some reason. She’s still not that friendly with me and I’ve known her for years.”

Anne rewarded Bailey with a pat on the head and a rub to her ears. Anne looked up at Frederick and smiled, 
but he just stared at her, eyebrow raised.

“As I was saying, Anne,” Sophia continued, “I’m so glad you came. I don’t want you to feel as though you 
are a stranger in your own home.”

“Thank you, Sophia, but it’s not my home anymore. Even if my father and sister return to Kellynch, I won’t 
be coming back. I’m looking for my own place. My mother created a trust fund for my sisters and I, and I 
still have most of mine left. I’ll probably find an apartment at first, but if the housing market continues to 
drop, I may buy something, or even leave the Bay Area altogether.”

Anne stole a quick glance to see if Frederick was still listening. She believed he was, but had quickly turned 
away when she looked in his direction. Anne did feel awkward coming to Kellynch for dinner, but she was 
determined to be strong.

***

During dinner, Anne was next to Martin Croft, who sat at one end of the table, while Sophia sat at the other. 
Frederick sat next to his sister, situated in such a way that Anne could easily observe him while he was grilled 
by Hetty and Louisa.

Louisa began the attack. “So, when did you join the Peace Corps, Frederick?”

“In the fall of ’99, just after I graduated from Berkeley.”

Anne felt a lump in her throat. Their lives had been completely intertwined right before he left; how could 
Frederick not think of her just now?

“Where did they send you?” Hetty asked.

“Zimbabwe.” Frederick smiled warmly at them. He seemed to find their barrage amusing.

Louisa tried to pretend that she hadn’t been studying up on Frederick and his accomplishments all week as 
she continued her interrogation. “What was it like?”

“Terrifying, actually. When I arrived, there was a lot of rioting because of the government’s involvement in 
the Congo’s civil war. I spent about a year and a half there before they relocated me to Mozambique.”

Louisa and Hetty were glued to Frederick’s every word. He had such an animated, lively way about him 
when he spoke; everyone, including Anne, was captivated by him.



“About a month before they moved several of us out of Zimbabwe, two Peace Corps volunteers and a 
member of the UN were murdered. The regime had seized a lot of white-owned farms and drove many aide 
workers out of the country. We stayed as long as possible to offer basic medical services and help the Red 
Cross hand out food and water to the workers who had lost their jobs, when the farms were seized. One night, 
two volunteers were on their way to bring some food one of their Zimbabwean friends and his family in a 
nearby village when they were ambushed and killed. A UN worker happened upon the scene right after the 
executions and was also killed.”

“How awful. Why did you stay at all?” asked Louisa.

“We were actually given the choice to leave the Peace Corps but I really loved what I was doing. The people 
are incredible, most of them seemed to want us there, and I felt we were doing some good. Once I moved to 
Mozambique I felt really welcome. The country is in the midst of a technology boom. Many people have 
never had access to computers, so it’s very rewarding being able to teach them.”

“Is this when you invented that rudder?” Mrs. Musgrove was greeted by giggles from both Louisa and Hetty.

“Router, Mom. That was after the Peace Corps I believe. Isn’t that right, Frederick?” Charles did his best to 
save his mother further ridicule from his sisters, however good-naturedly they dished it out.

Frederick just smiled. Anne desperately wanted to join in on the conversation and tell him how relieved she 
was that he was home and safe, but felt anything she had to offer would not be welcome. So, she sat silently, 
envious of Louisa and Hetty who could openly show their curiosity and concern.

“Yes, that’s right, Charles. I decided to stay in Africa after my stint with the Peace Corps was over. Sophy 
and Martin were there working with the local government to enhance the telecom infrastructure. Martin 
offered me a job as Senior Engineer and I accepted. Besides, I had nothing in the Bay Area to come back to.”

Anne felt the sting of his last remark. He seemed to purposely avoid making eye contact with her. Now I  
know he hasn’t forgiven me. Frederick’s bitterness toward Anne was confirmed.

“I thought your brother still lived here?” asked Charles.

“He does, well, in Sacramento now. But he is so wrapped up in his career that he’d have little time to spend 
with me. He and I are close, but he’s really devoted to his job. It just made more sense to stay, plus I loved it 
there; although I wouldn’t recommend it for just anyone. It’s not an easy life. The living conditions are 
primitive. I lived in huts with dirt floors with no running water or electricity. I got used to it after awhile, but 
it was a huge adjustment.”

“And I think you thrive on the excitement of moving from place to place. You lived a very nomadic life when 
we were all in Mozambique together.” Sophia smiled warmly at her brother. 

“I stayed six months in Maputo.”

Martin Croft laughed. “Only because I forced you. Don’t listen to him. The man can’t stand to be in one 
place for too long. I’m sure in a few months he’ll be on his way again.”

“Don’t be too sure about that. San Francisco is looking very appealing at the moment.” He flashed a 
flirtatious grin at Louisa and Hetty. Anne breathed deeply, remembering how Frederick had once looked at 
her the same way.

“Well, I’m hoping we can entice him to stay in the Bay Area, now that you and I have moved back, Martin. I 
like being within an hour’s drive of both my brothers. Besides, I don’t think Bailey would appreciate having 
to travel on a plane again anytime soon. Where is she by the way?”

Not long after they all sat down for dinner, Bailey had settled at Anne’s feet. “She’s under here,” Anne said, 



somewhat timidly.

Frederick looked at her for the first time since dinner began; then looked under the table to see for himself. 
When he lifted his head, Frederick stared at Anne. Whether he was surprised or annoyed, Anne couldn’t tell. 
Then, to her relief, he turned to Sophia.

“No, I don’t think Bailey would be too happy to board a plane again. But what could I do? I wasn’t about to 
leave her behind. We’ve been through too much together. And I’ve spent a lot of time training her. 
Ridgebacks can be difficult to train because they tend to be aloof with strangers.” Again Frederick looked 
toward Anne. She felt as though Bailey’s unusual preference for her was yet another source of irritation for 
him. Embarrassed, Anne looked down at her plate.

“Tell them the story of how you and Bailey met. I’ve heard the story a million times, but I love to listen to 
tales of my brother’s heroics,” Sophia said sarcastically.

Frederick chuckled. “It was hardly heroic. There are these water pans in Africa, like natural reservoirs that 
animals drink from. But oftentimes they are surrounded by deep thick mud. I once saw an elephant get stuck 
in one of these and die trying to free itself. Brian Harville, a doctor who I had become close friends with, 
needed to check on a patient in the next village; I was just along for the ride. About a mile from our village, 
we noticed Bailey stuck up to her head in the mud. I decided, in my infinite wisdom, that I should rescue her. 
Harville tried to discourage me, warning that he’d leave me there if I got stuck. I managed to get behind 
Bailey and grab hold of her hind legs, but the mud was very deep and I was beginning to sink up to my waist. 
I imagine it’s like being stuck in cement. Soon I found myself stuck as badly as Bailey. Harville ended up 
having to go back to the hospital to get help. The whole experience was very humiliating. The villagers 
couldn’t understand why I had risked my life to save a dog. After that Bailey just attached herself to me, she 
followed me everywhere. We never did figure out where she came from, we just assumed she had been 
abandoned.”

“Harville still up in Seattle?” asked Martin.

“Yes. He’s recovered and doing well from what he tells me. Brian lost his leg from a landmine a year ago. 
There’s a huge effort to clear the landmines in Mozambique, but they literally litter the landscape. Harville 
was walking through an area thought to have been cleared; I walked through the same place all the time. He 
was very fortunate that his leg was all he lost.”

After dinner, Anne snuck into the kitchen to thank Flora for the wonderful meal and tell her how much she 
missed her. Flora, the cook, and Harold, the butler, had been kept on by the Crofts. Flora told Anne that 
Sophia and Martin treated both of them very well. Anne couldn’t help but feel ashamed at what the staff at 
Kellynch might say about her father or sister, Elizabeth; neither gave the ‘hired help’ a second thought. To 
Anne they were more like family than her own.

She walked slowly towards the front door, savoring every last moment in her childhood home. Anne was on 
the verge of tears when she heard Hetty and Louisa talking from the foyer.

“There you are Anne. We were just looking for you.”

“I went to say hello to Flora.”

She could see Mary roll her eyes. Mary, too, couldn’t understand why Anne felt it necessary to be so friendly 
to the cook.

Harold was helping everyone on with their coats and came to Anne last. They stood a little aside from the 
others.

“You’re looking well, Miss Anne.”



“Thank you, Harold. I was just telling Flora how much I miss you two.”

“We miss you very much. I’m glad to see you going out with your friends again. You work too hard. You’re 
so young. You should go out more, meet a nice young man, and settle down.”

Anne laughed. “I hardly think a night club is the kind of place to meet anyone nice.”

“Well, you never know.”

Everything about tonight made Anne feel depressed, but Harold’s fatherly concern, something her own father 
had never shown her, nearly caused her to break down completely. She took a deep breath and reached up, 
kissed Harold on the cheek and gave his hand a squeeze.

When she turned around to join the others, she nearly ran right into Frederick. He must have heard 
everything. She smiled at him and said she was sorry. He just gave her a dismissive nod and moved away. 
She didn’t know how much more of his cold manners she could take.

***

“Frederick is certainly very charming, and good-looking. I think he looks much better in person than in those 
magazine articles. Don’t you, Anne? I can’t believe you never mentioned that you knew him before,” said 
Mary.

“It was a long time ago, when you were away at Swarthmore.” Anne tried to ignore Mary and stared out the 
cab window, but Mary wasn’t finished.

“And don’t you think he’s attractive? I do. No offence, Charles, but you never looked that good. He’s seems 
smitten with Hetty, what do you think, Anne?”

“I really wouldn’t know, Mary.”

“Hetty?” protested Charles. “No, Mary, I think you’re wrong, I think he’s more attracted to Louisa. And 
Hetty’s not really available; you know she and Chris Hayter are dating. Besides I think Louisa is more his 
type; tall and blonde.”

That hurt, thanks Charles. What in the hell am I doing, going to a night club with all of them? So I can  
torture myself further?

Mary and Charles discussed Frederick’s preference the entire way down to The Asp, a ridiculously expensive 
night club in the SoMa district. The six of them had to take two cabs downtown. Hetty and Louisa, of course, 
rode with Frederick, while Anne went with Mary and Charles. Anne was grateful that Isabel and her 
boyfriend were meeting her. Watching Hetty and Louisa hang all over Frederick while he flirted with them 
was going to be a nightmare.

They pulled up to the club just as Frederick stepped out of the taxi and joined Hetty and Louisa on the 
sidewalk.

The Asp had a cheesy Egyptian theme. The facade looked like the entrance to a tomb. Once inside you were 
greeted by an enormous sphinx. The walls were painted with hieroglyphics and a huge cobra with red 
flashing eyes hovered over the dance floor. The décor alone confirmed Anne’s hatred of night clubs. But the 
look of pure desperation stamped on nearly every person’s face made her want to turn around and run in the 
other direction. Anne believed you could dress the place up any way you like, but they were all just meat 
markets.

Hetty and Louisa had reserved a table in the Lapis Room; an area separated from the main seating of the club 
for private parties and patrons who wanted to be guaranteed a table. The dance floor was still visible through 



an ornately beaded screen. Anne told Mary and Charles she’d meet them at the table and that she would wait 
at the bar for Isabel and Rick. When she walked up to order a drink, she received the blatant once over by a 
few men seated on the barstools. Anne felt terribly exposed but pushed her way up and ordered a 
Cosmopolitan.

One of the men ogling her offered his seat and she gladly accepted; her four-inch heals were killing her 
already. This is going to be a long night, she thought. Anne glanced around trying to see if she could find 
Isabel on the dance floor; to her dismay, she spotted Hetty and Frederick dancing, somewhat proactively. She 
looked away and took another sip of her drink. In the time Anne waited for her friends, she had turned down 
three men who asked her to dance; one was clearly too drunk to stand, the other couldn’t take his eyes off her 
cleavage, and the third looked like a serial killer.

“Anne, sorry were late. We had to give Rick’s brother a lift to his girlfriend’s house down in San Mateo and 
there was an accident on 101 on the way back.” Isabel gave Anne a hug.

Rick took one of Anne’s hands and squeezed it as he kissed her on the cheek. “Sorry, Anne. It’s all my fault. 
We should’ve left earlier.”

“Don’t worry about it. I’m just so glad you guys came. I think it was a huge mistake to come here.”

Isabel put her arm around Anne’s shoulder and said, “Oh, Anne, stop beating yourself up. You need to dazzle 
him with your charm. Now where are we sitting?”

“In the Lapis Room.”

“Nice. And where is Mr. Tall, Blonde, and Gorgeous?”

“Dancing with Hetty,” Anne said dejectedly as she pointed toward the dance floor.

It took Isabel a moment to spot them. “You better get crackin’ sister if you’re going to get him out of her 
clutches. Rick, can you order us some drinks, then we can head on over to the table.”

“Sure sweetie.” Rick leaned over Anne to give Isabel a kiss on the lips, and then ordered a drink for all of 
them. Anne wasn’t jealous or envious, but she wished she’d have what Isabel and Rick had one day; the two 
were devoted to one another. Rick also worked at San Francisco General, but as a lab assistant in the 
Pathology department. Rick would always say he loved to work with people, as long as they were dead.

“Hi Mary, Charles,” Isabel said when they arrived at the table.

“Hello, Isabel,” Mary said, hardly enthusiastically.

Isabel didn’t care in the least about Mary’s cool reception, “Cheerful as always, I see.”

Charles, on the other hand, was always friendly toward Isabel and greeted both warmly. “Rick, we’ve hardly 
seen you around lately. You know my sister Louisa, I believe. Hetty’s out dancing with Frederick.”

Rick shook Charles’ hand and said, “I’m interested in meeting this Frederick Wentworth. I’ve heard a lot 
about him.”

Anne gave Isabel a mortified look and Isabel gave Rick a gentle kick in the shin, then discreetly shook her 
head.

“Have you?” asked Charles.

“Y-Yes. I’ve read about him in a…um…magazine. He invented some computer thingy or other?” Rick gave 
Anne a half-smile as an apology.



“He did, and he stands to make quite a profit.”

Isabel looked at Anne, rolling her eyes a little. Anne had told her on more than one occasion that even if 
Frederick was poor, she’d take him back in a heartbeat if he’d have her. But the only reason Anne’s family 
even paid any attention to him now, was because he had money.

Anne watched Frederick dance with Hetty, then Louisa, becoming more despondent the longer she sat there. 
Charles and Mary joined them for a while, and even Rick and Isabel left her on her own to dance. Anne just 
watched, no matter how many times she was asked; she had no desire to dance. At one point Anne sat alone 
at the table. Hetty had just excused herself to go the ladies room, thankfully for Anne. It gave her a reprieve 
from Hetty’s incessant chatter about how nice Frederick was, and how good a dancer he was, and how funny 
and handsome he was, and how every girl in the club was jealous of her when she danced with him. Anne 
had nothing against Hetty; she actually liked both sisters very much, more than her own sisters.

Just when Anne couldn’t feel any worse, Louisa and Frederick returned to the table. They sat very close to 
one another, Louisa leaning into Frederick as she spoke to him. Because the music was so loud, he had to 
speak directly into her ear. Anne didn’t stare at them, but watched them, as best as she could, from the corner 
of her eye. She could see Frederick look in her direction and nod his head while he spoke to Louisa, and she 
could only guess the question when she heard Louisa’s response.

“Anne never dances. She’s always so mysterious and declines no matter who asks her. She hardly comes out 
with us at all to clubs. I don’t think she likes them very much. Plus she’s always working.”

Anne became very agitated suddenly and picked up her drink and finished it off. She had been nursing the 
same cocktail for the last hour. Just then, Isabel and Rick walked up, as though they sensed she needed 
rescuing. In Isabel’s usual confident way, she walked right up to Frederick and introduced herself.

“I’m Isabel and this is my boyfriend Rick, we’re good friends of Anne’s.”

Anne couldn’t help but turn her attention to the scene before her.

“Hi Isabel…Rick, nice to meet you,” he said, giving each of them a friendly smile and shaking their hands. 
“I’m Frederick. How do you know Anne?” He looked at her with a raised eyebrow. 

“We work together at San Francisco General Hospital in the ER. Well not Rick, he prefers the less lively 
patients. He works in the morgue.”

“Pathology!” Rick gave Isabel a playful nudge. “She just likes to say that for shock value. There’s a bit of a 
difference between the two. I’m a lab assistant. Nice to meet you, Frederick. So I hear you’ve been in Africa 
for some time.”

Rick and Frederick soon fell into an animated discussion about Africa, the medical industry there, and all the 
things Frederick had done and seen. In no time, the two seemed as though they had known each other for 
years.

Rick was kind enough to avoid any topic concerning Anne and her previous relationship with Frederick. 
Isabel had promised she would warn Rick not to divulge anything about Anne’s feelings.

The longer she sat there, watching everyone else so at ease with him, and seeing Frederick the exact same 
easy-going, friendly person she remembered so fondly, the more she felt like crying. More than once, tears 
welled up in her eyes, forcing Anne to bite the inside of her lip fiercely to keep them at bay. But it became 
too much. She abruptly got up and headed to the restrooms. Not until she was safely inside did she allow the 
tears to finally fall. She found a secluded corner in the lounge of the women’s room and dabbed her eyes with 
a tissue. When she looked in the mirror she saw Isabel standing behind her.



“Anne, are you okay?”

“I can’t do this, Isabel. Would you and Rick mind taking me home? Unless you’d rather stay. I can always 
take a cab home.” Anne’s voice was weak and unsteady. She was beginning to feel her own sense of 
desperation as though she had contracted a virus when she entered the club.

“We’ll take you home. We’re only here for you, so don’t give it a second thought. I’m so sorry, Anne. I wish 
there was something I could do to help you.”

“Who am I kidding? He can have his choice of any woman he wants,” she said, looking at her reflection. 
“What on earth would he see in me? Especially after what I did to him.”

“But that’s all water under the bridge. You’ve been given a second chance.”

“It’s too late. I had my chance. I’ll be like one of those little old people that die and nobody notices until the 
smell from my apartment forces someone to check on me.”

Isabel giggled, and Anne managed to smile at her.

“Anne, that won’t happen. You will find someone, if not Frederick, someone. You’re too wonderful a person 
to be alone forever. And just think, if you don’t meet anyone, you and your sister Elizabeth can live together. 
Because we all know no man would touch her with a ten foot pole.”

Anne laughed. “I think I’d rather be alone for the rest of my life than live with her.”

“I can’t say I blame you. Come on. Let’s go find Rick and get out of this freak show.”

“Thanks.”

Anne gave Isabel a hug and the two women walked arm in arm back to the table. The pair gave an excuse 
that they had to go to work early the next morning. On the drive home, Rick began talking about how much 
he liked Frederick, but Isabel shot him a warning glance and he dropped the subject. Anne just sat quietly in 
the backseat. By the time they arrived at Mary and Charles’s house, Anne had decided that she would start 
seriously looking for her own place to live. She’d remove herself from Mary’s home in hopes that she could 
avoid seeing Frederick and protect her heart from further torment.

Chapter Four

“You can’t be serious, Anne?” Elizabeth spat out. “You’re an Elliot. You cannot live in the Richmond district. 
Dad will never approve.”

“I don’t need Dad’s approval, Elizabeth. I can live anywhere I like.”

“Why don’t you look at that building the Musgroves built, Uppercross Towers?”

“Elizabeth, I can’t afford one of those. The least expensive condos are over a million dollars. Plus their 
association fees are through the roof.”

“You can afford it, you have most of your trust fund left and you hoard the rest of your money.”

At least I’m careful with my money, unlike you.

The two sisters sat in silence until their aunt arrived. Anne had asked Lorna to take a look at a few apartments 
with her. Aunt Lorna had, unfortunately, invited Elizabeth to breakfast with them at the Palace Hotel in 
downtown San Francisco before they went apartment hunting. Anne looked around the opulent dining room 



of the Garden Court restaurant, brightly sunlit by the ornate stained glass dome overhead. Rebuilt after it 
burned to the ground in the aftermath of the 1906 earthquake, the décor transported you back into a classic 
age of horse-drawn carriages and Victorian fashions. Even though the hotel was a bit pretentious, Anne 
couldn’t help but appreciate the splendor of the hundred-year-old building.

“Anne, Elizabeth, it’s so good to see you both.” Lorna kissed both her nieces on the cheek before sitting 
down. “How is your father, Elizabeth?”

“He’s fine, Aunt Lorna, in his exile.”

“He’s not exiled. This is the only way that he’s going to pay off all his debts.”

“Well he’s been looking into other investments. Our cousin William called him the other day about some 
property development opportunity up north.”

“William?” Anne said surprised. “I thought they hated each other?”

“Not at all,” Elizabeth explained, “we’ve just lost touch since he married that cow. But now that she’s dead, 
we can associate with him again.”

“Elizabeth! That’s a horrible thing to say.” Lorna was surprised at Elizabeth’s callousness, Anne wasn’t.

“It’s the truth. Anyway, I don’t know all the details, but he told Dad it’s a sure thing. And when the deal goes 
through, we’ll make enough money so we can move back into Kellynch.”

“Well that sounds promising. Anne, do you know anything about this?”

“No,” Anne said pensively. She liked her cousin, but she had difficulty completely trusting him; something 
she couldn’t put her finger on exactly, but the feeling was not easily shaken.

“So, Anne, where are these apartments you want to look at?”

Anne began to open her mouth, but Elizabeth burst out in disgust, “The inner Richmond. Anne, you might as 
well look in the Tenderloin if you’re going to lower yourself that way.”

“The Richmond District?” Lorna said, disapprovingly.

“Yes. I like the neighborhood. It’s near the park and there are some great restaurants within walking 
distance.”

“What about Nob Hill, or the Marina? It’s much more suitable for someone of your status.”

Anne rolled her eyes and took a deep breath. She loved her Aunt Lorna, and often took her advice, even 
against her own better judgment, but on this point Anne refused to be bullied by either her sister or her aunt.

“I can’t afford something in Nob Hill or the Marina. Plus parking is a nightmare in both neighborhoods. No, 
I’m sticking to the Richmond. My plan is to rent for a year and if I really like it I might buy a TIC.”

“A Tenants in Common?” Elizabeth said it in such a way that one would have thought that Anne had said she 
was going to join a cult.

“I’m not so sure that’s a good idea, Anne,” Lorna said. “You never know what kind of riff-raff you might get 
involved with.”

Anne couldn’t conceal her irritation any longer, “It’s really not your decision, either of you. I’m sorry, but 
I’ve made my mind up and this is where I plan to live.”



Elizabeth huffed and folded her arms across her chest like a petulant child, but her aunt gave her a 
sympathetic look and placed her hand on one of Anne’s.

“I’m the one who’s sorry, Anne. You’re right. It’s your decision.”

Anne held her aunt’s hand and whispered, “Thank you.”

The three ordered breakfast, but didn’t discuss where Anne was planning to live again. Elizabeth pouted 
during the majority of the meal and left before they received the check, claiming she had a spa appointment 
back up in Sonoma.

Anne had taken BART downtown to meet her aunt, who had offered to take her around apartment hunting in 
her chauffeured town car. As though on cue, when Anne and her aunt stepped out of the Palace Hotel 
entrance, Gordon brought the car to the curb to pick them up.

They started looking at a place in the outer Richmond, near Ocean Beach. Anne had made several 
appointments with landlords for that day in various parts of the Richmond and decided she’d work her way 
up toward USF and Saint Mary’s Hospital. The first place was a hideous 1970’s building that was long and 
narrow and the north-facing windows allowed for very little light to come in. In addition, it was very foggy 
and the outer Richmond was sopped in, giving the area an oppressive air.

The next place they looked was located on 31st and Cabrillo. The building was erected in 1920; very little 
had been done to update it. The majority of the windows faced west so that in the afternoon brilliant light 
would brighten the living room, but the kitchen and bathroom were in desperate need of repair and Anne had 
difficulty getting beyond the musty odor. Three apartments later, Anne finally decided to see the one TIC she 
had on her list. She hadn’t planned on looking at anything to purchase, but this one sounded so perfect, she 
thought she’d have a look.

As soon as Gordon pulled up outside the Victorian building, Anne got butterflies in her stomach. Something 
immediately resonated with her when she saw the neighborhood. The street was just off the much busier 
Stanyan Avenue and blocked at one end to prevent through traffic. Stepping out of the car, Anne spotted a 
couple of women walking down the street with baby carriages and a young man walking his dog. Without 
even looking inside, Anne knew this was going to be the place she would choose.

She and her aunt were to meet the owners of the first floor unit. The unit on the third floor had been vacated 
months before by the previous owner who failed to pay his mortgage after he lost his job as a stock analyst.

“Hi, I’m Anne Elliot, and this is my aunt, Lorna Russell.”

“Hi Anne, Ms. Russell, I’m David Wood and this is my wife, Charlotte. Stephen and Paul, who own the 
second floor unit, are both at work, but if you like the place maybe you can come back one evening this week 
and meet them.”

“Yes, that sounds fine.” Anne said. She liked David and Charlotte right from the start. Both seemed genuinely 
friendly. Even her aunt seemed to be pleasantly surprised.

“So I hope you don’t mind stairs, Anne. Since the unit is on the third floor there are quite a lot. But one 
consolation is that your unit is outfitted with a washer and dryer, so at least you don’t have to lug your 
laundry up and down.”

The four arrived at the top of the stairs to the third-floor unit. David unlocked the door and held it open for 
the three women. There was a good sized entryway with a closet and built-in book shelves. To the immediate 
left was the living room with a small brick fireplace and new light fixtures. The entire flat had beautifully 
polished oak floors and the living room and dining room both had oak trim that offered a warm inviting 
space.



“The previous owner redid all the electrical and had all the wood stripped down and stained,” explained 
David. “Most of the woodwork had been painted over many times through the years. The dining room has 
these beautiful French doors so you can close it off from the living room. He also completely gutted the 
kitchen and put new appliances along with granite countertops.”

“It’s really beautiful.” Anne smiled at her aunt who looked approvingly back at her.

“He also put in a skylight in the kitchen; one of the benefits of being on the top floor.” David led them out of 
the kitchen and back down the hall, continuing his guided tour. “There are two bathrooms, one here in the 
hallway with a shower stall, and one with a bathtub in the master bedroom.” Anne was shown the spare 
bedroom first; a good sized room with a large closet and tall windows with a view of the park.

“I’ve saved the best for last; the master bedroom. It’s much larger than the other bedroom, plus, like I said, it 
has its own bathroom.”

True to his word, David had saved the best for last. The mater bedroom was spectacular; more large windows 
facing Golden Gate Park, a spacious bathroom with granite countertops and a Jacuzzi tub, and a huge walk-in 
closet. Anne was ecstatic; this was home.

“And the asking price is $650,000?” Anne asked.

“It is, but since the housing bubble has burst, I believe he’s willing to accept something lower. At this point 
he just wants to get rid of it.”

“I’ll be honest,” Anne said eagerly, “I love it. Do you mind if I have a look around for a few minutes and talk 
it over with my aunt?”

“No problem. Take as much time as you like. Just come down to our place when you’re done.”

David and Charlotte left Anne and Lorna to peruse at their leisure.

“So what do you think?” Anne was visibly excited.

“It’s really lovely, Anne. And I like David and Charlotte very much. Definitely the best place we’ve seen yet. 
I can see you’re sold even without meeting the other owners.”

“I am. I love it. I want it.” Anne was practically jumping up and down. “What do you think I should offer?”

“What is it, six-fifty? I think six-twenty-five would be reasonable. Will you pay outright for it or do you think 
you’ll get a loan?”

“You know, I’m not sure. I could pay outright for it. Thanks to Mom, I have plenty of money in my trust 
fund. It would leave me with three-hundred-thousand.”

“Anne, I’m so proud of you. You’re so conscientious.”

“Thanks.”

“So are you going to tell me what prompted this sudden urge to find your own place, right now? I thought 
you were going to live with Mary and Charles for a few months before you started seriously looking.”

Anne was hoping to avoid the discussion; she suddenly felt deflated. She could have lied, but she had 
promised herself she would tell her aunt the truth if asked. She’d kept her feelings festering inside for far too 
many years.



“I’ve seen him again. And he’s become…friendly with the Musgroves.”

Without even asking who ‘he’ was, Lorna’s deep breath and expression told Anne that she understood.

“And has he renewed your…” Lorna hesitated, as though she was looking for the right word, 
“acquaintance?”

“Not exactly. He’ll hardly speak to me. I get the impression he still hasn’t forgive me for…”

“We don’t need to discuss it, Anne.”

“But I want to. It’s something I’ve known for a long time and I need to say it out loud. I made a mistake. I 
should have gone with him, no matter what the consequences.”

“Oh, Anne…”

“It’s true. At this point in my life, I’ve finally realized that my family, at least the one’s I care about, would 
have stood by me regardless; meaning you, of course.”

“But you were so young, Anne. How could you have known he was the one?”

“I knew; I was just too afraid to admit it.”

Lorna came close to Anne and brushed her hair out of her face. “I’m sorry, Anne. Your father and I just 
thought…well…we just thought Frederick was only after your money.”

A tear fell from Anne’s eye, “If you had given him a chance you would have known that he was…is, 
incapable of that kind of mercenary existence. He never cared about the money.” Anne’s lip quivered as tears 
glided down her face.

Lorna took Anne in her arms and hugged her. “I’m so sorry, Anne. I was just trying to protect you.”

Anne wiped away the tears, “I know. I don’t blame you. I just wish…I can’t help wondering…thinking that if 
I had gone I would have been happy. We would have been happy. He loved me, I know he did.”

“Anne…” Lorna just held her tighter. There was nothing her aunt could say to take the hurt away. 

Anne wiped her eyes and took a few deep breaths. Once she regained her composure, the two made their way 
downstairs, making sure to tell David and Charlotte that Anne would be making an offer on the flat and 
would come by Thursday night to meet Stephen and Paul.

***

Anne had a good week; she made an offer on the TIC, met all her new neighbors, whom she liked 
exceedingly, and managed to avoid Frederick since the previous Saturday. She had finished her shift at the 
hospital and walked into Mary’s house a little after three in the afternoon. Walking toward the kitchen to grab 
some water, she heard Charlie calling her from the living room. He still had his arm in a sling, but was 
feeling much better. Keeping him from rough-housing with his exuberant little brother became increasingly 
difficult.

“Auntie Anne, will you play a game with me?”

“I will. Just let me pop upstairs so I can change. I’ll be down in a sec.”

The house was relatively quiet for a Saturday afternoon; she thought she heard little Walter playing out back 
with his mother. Anne quickly changed and was back downstairs looking for the checker board within a few 



minutes.

Anne pulled the coffee table up to the couch where Charlie had set up camp for the past two weeks and laid 
out the checkers; she sat on the floor.

“Which color do you want to be?” Anne asked.

“I’ll be red.”

“Okay, you go first.”

The two finished one game and was just starting the next, when they heard the front door open and Charles 
calling from the hallway.

“Mary…”

The next moment Anne felt something bump up against her. She turned her head and received a ‘hello’ lick 
from Bailey.

“Hi Bailey, what are you doing here?” Anne said as she scratched behind her ears.

She heard someone come into the room and, looking up, saw Frederick’s surprised expression.

“Sorry, didn’t mean to interrupt.” Anne could see the discomfort in his face at being in the same room with 
her.

Is it always going to be like this between us, Frederick? Come on, we’re adults here. “It’s alright, you didn’t 
interrupt anything. Charlie was just beating me at checkers.” Anne managed to smile at him and tried acting 
as relaxed as possible.

“I see. So, you’re a checkers-shark, Charlie?”

“I’m not a shark. I’m a boy.”

Anne and Frederick both smiled at Charlie. “He just means you are very good at checkers. Someone who is 
very good at cards is called a card shark.”

“That’s silly,” said Charlie. “Sharks don’t play cards.”

Anne looked up at Frederick and, for the first time, he smiled at her. But it faded immediately and was 
replaced with a grimace, as though he was annoyed with himself for letting his guard down. He walked over 
to one of the chairs by the fireplace and picked up a magazine.

I guess it will always be strained between us. Anne felt dejected again. This was why she needed to get out of 
her sister’s house; this precise reason. Every time he crossed her path, she felt like crawling under a rock. In 
her own place she would never see him. She could go on as before and be miserable in private.

Bailey nudged her hand with her nose then settled down on the floor next to her, placing her head in Anne’s 
lap. She mentally shook off the feeling left by her encounter with Frederick and continued playing checkers. 
A few minutes, later little Walter came into the room and walked over to Anne and Bailey. He was trying to 
get Bailey to play with him, but she wasn’t in the mood and wouldn’t budge. Eventually he gave up on 
Bailey and started pulling at the checker board wanting to get in on the game.

“Walter, please don’t pull at the board, you’ll knock all the pieces on the floor.” Anne tried to be gentle but 
firm, but Walter was determined to get someone’s attention. “Walter, come sit on my lap and we can play 
together.”



“No.” Walter said adamantly, and then proceeded to climb on her back and wrap his arms around her neck.

“Walter, please stop that, you’re choking me.” By this point, Anne was up on her knees trying to disengage 
Walter from around her neck, but he was holding on with a death grip.

Charles came into the room and said, “Anne, we’re going to take a walk in the park with Bailey, do you want 
to come along? I’m trying to get a diaper bag packed for Walter and Charlie so they can go over to my folks 
for a little while.”

Anne still struggling to remove Walter said, “Ah…I don’t know, Charles. I just got off work, I’m pretty tired. 
Walter! You’re hurting me, stop that right now.” Walter had just grabbed a chunk of Anne’s hair and pulled 
ruthlessly.

“Walter,” his father reprimanded as he walked back out of the room, “listen to your auntie.”

Anne was getting really angry at this point. “Walter, do you want a time-out?” Suddenly she felt him being 
lifted off her back. She looked around and saw Frederick carrying the child back to the chair next to the 
fireplace, followed by Bailey. She would have said thank you, but Frederick wouldn’t even look at her. 
Instead he talked only to Walter.

“Would you like to see a new trick I taught Bailey, Walter?”

“Yes, please,” said Walter eagerly.

Anne couldn’t figure out why exactly, but Frederick’s little act of kindness touched her to the core. She 
quickly turned around to Charlie and tried to concentrate on the game of checkers again. A few minutes later, 
Mary came into the room. So moved by what Frederick had done, but hurt at the same time because he 
seemed to have no desire to receive her thanks, Anne tried to escape up to her room, but was stopped by her 
sister.

“Anne, you are coming on the walk with us, aren’t you?”

“I don’t think so Mary, I’m really tired. I had a long day at work…and I’m…”

“Oh, nonsense. It’s just a walk, come on, grab your sweater. We can get you some coffee on the way, if you 
want.”

As much as she didn’t want to go for a walk with Frederick and the others, she thought the exercise might do 
her some good.

“All right, I’ll be down in a minute.”

“Good, Charles is going to take the kids over to his parents and pick up Hetty and Louisa. We’ll leave in 
about fifteen minutes.”

Anne hurried upstairs and looked in the mirror. She was haggard, especially after Walter’s assault. She 
washed her face, pulled her hair back into a ponytail, and grabbed a hooded sweatshirt. When she came 
downstairs, Hetty, Louisa, and Frederick were discussing where would be the best place to begin their walk 
through Golden Gate Park.

“We should start at Stow Lake and work our way down to the beach, then Bailey could run around more.” 
Louisa had been trying to warm up to the dog, but Bailey eluded her at every attempt at friendship.

“I think we should start at the Conservatory of Flowers and walk toward Shakespeare’s Garden; that’s a much 
prettier walk,” argued Hetty. “Bailey could run around in that field near the track.”



Anne detected there was more to Hetty’s preference than she was letting on, and Louisa seemed to 
understand, too, because she offered no more opposition.

“Everybody ready?” asked Charles as he walked into the living room. “We’ll take the Range Rover. I 
removed the car seats so we can all fit. Someone will have to sit in the back with Bailey, though.”

“Obviously, I will,” said Frederick, “she’s my dog.”

“Oh, no, you can’t fit back there, Frederick. You’re too tall. Anne’s small, she can sit back there. You won’t 
mind, will you, Anne?” Mary said without hesitation. Frederick tried to protest, but Mary wouldn’t hear of 
any other arrangement.

Anne’s mouth hung open for a moment, but she sucked up her humiliation and said, “No, I don’t mind.” She 
could feel her cheeks burning with embarrassment, but avoided eye contact with everyone and silently 
hopped in the back of the SUV with Bailey, who seemed to be the only one paying her any attention at all.

Chapter Five

Anne leaned against the side of the car and Bailey assumed her favorite position: cuddled close with her head 
in Anne’s lap. She smiled down at the dog…Frederick’s dog. Absentmindedly petting Bailey on the head, 
Anne closed her eyes and tried to block out Hetty, Louisa, and Mary, who were talking non-stop in the seat in 
front of her. Mary’s behavior grated on her to no end. She was constantly treated like a child by both her 
older sisters and her father. Never taken seriously, never considered; her opinions and wishes never mattered. 
It was always ‘Anne won’t mind’ or ‘Anne doesn’t care’. But she did mind and she did care about constantly 
being used as a doormat by her family. She considered making her escape when they got to the park and take 
a taxi home, but she pushed the thought out of her head and decided to suck it up and deal…again. She had 
more important things to ponder.

What if Frederick and Louisa start dating, or worse, get married? There’ll be no getting away from him at  
family get-togethers. The best thing to do is desensitize myself. See them together and resign myself to the  
fact that Frederick and I will never be together again.

Anne managed to tune everyone out so well that she was surprised when they pulled up near the 
Conservatory of Flowers and parked. Bailey popped up and jumped over the seat as soon as the side door was 
opened, running straight for the grass. Charles opened the back and gave Anne a hand out.

“Sorry, Anne. I didn’t think Mary was going to come with us. She usually hates coming to the park.”

“It’s all right, but thanks for noticing.” She smiled at her brother-in-law as he gave her hand a squeeze.

The six of them and Bailey crossed John F. Kennedy Drive and walked toward the Dell. Anne was 
disappointed to see the Dell devoid of dahlias, but mid-April was too early for the colorful blooms.

They separated into groups of three, Anne walking with Mary and Charles, and Frederick between Hetty and 
Louisa; although Louisa seemed to be engaging his attention more than her sister. Anne hadn’t been able to 
hear their conversation but in a narrow part of the path she came closer to the pair and listened in for a 
moment.

“Too bad the weather is so foggy today,” said Frederick. “Martin and Sophia planned to take a drive down 
Highway One,”

“They're always doing something together. Sophia and Martin lived in Africa when you were there, isn’t that 
right? Does she always go with him on his business ventures?”

“She does. No matter where his next whim takes him, she’ll be by his side.”



“And why shouldn’t she be? I know if I loved a man half as much as your sister appears to love Martin, I 
would go to the ends of the earth with him.”

“Would you?” Frederick said with enthusiasm. His tone and expression at Louisa’s declaration made Anne 
feel, acutely, the irony of her situation. Louisa would go anywhere with Frederick and trust in her love for 
him unquestionably, where as Anne had been too fearful of the unknown to take that same risk. If given the 
chance again, she would not allow her fear to stand in the way of happiness. Anne’s sadness weighed her 
down and she began to fall to the back of the group, walking languidly behind the others.

Soon they emerged from the Dell onto the Music Concourse centered between the M.H. de Young Museum 
on one side and the California Academy of Sciences on the other. The London plane trees in the concourse 
were just beginning to spout their leaves, but they still had an eerie appearance with their knobby trunks and 
spike-like branches. 

As they made their way toward the Shakespeare Garden, Louisa flashed Hetty a knowing look and said, 
“Doesn’t Chris Hayter live on Tenth Street and Irving?”

“Is that near here?” asked Mary.

“He does,” said Charles. “It’s only a couple of blocks up, maybe we should pop by and say hello.”

“And why would we want to do that, Charles?” Mary’s dismissive tone rubbed Charles the wrong way; he 
was fully aware of his wife’s prejudice against his building foreman.

“Because he is a good friend to me, Mary, and one of my most valued employees.”

Mary just rolled her eyes and harrumphed at her husband.

“Well I’m going to say hello. Hetty, will you come with me? It’ll only take a few minutes.”

Hetty looked sheepishly at her brother and sister, loosing her resolve to go with Charles. Anne knew this had 
been the ultimate reason the sisters chose this particular path for their walk.

“What purpose would it serve Hetty to visit Chris Hayter?” Mary said indignantly.

Charles came directly up to Mary, and whispered in an angry tone, “Because you know full well that Chris 
and Hetty have been dating. It seems that their relationship has been strained of late, and I’m not entirely sure 
if your influence over Hetty might be partially to blame. They like each other, Mary. Chris is a very good 
man and I won’t let your snobbery prevent Hetty from seeing him.” Anne was the only one privy to this 
exchange between husband and wife. It wasn’t the first time Charles had reprimanded Mary in front of her, 
but Anne always felt like she was intruding on matters that should be discussed privately.

“So we’ll just be a minute,” Charles said in a regular tone, looking directly at his wife; ready to pounce if she 
put up any opposition. “Maybe we can convince Chris to join us on our walk. How about we meet you all in 
the garden in about twenty minutes?”

Everyone was in agreement, except Mary. She turned to Frederick and said, “I don’t think Hetty should lower 
herself to dating a blue-collar working man. His education is nothing, I believe he went to City College and 
graduated from San Francisco State,” she said in disgust.

Anne was mortified. She could see Frederick feign a smile and then look disdainfully at Mary when she 
turned away. Anne prayed Frederick didn’t believe she held the same opinion as her sister. Louisa had walked 
a little ways with her brother and sister, speaking only to Hetty. Anne assumed Louisa was giving Hetty 
advice and encouragement for her meeting with Chris.



Louisa rejoined them, walking directly up to Frederick. “Do you want to walk over to the carousel? It’s really 
beautiful.”

“Sure,” Frederick said, looking briefly at Anne before walking away with Louisa. Bailey for a moment 
seemed uncertain whether to remain with Anne or go with him, but once Frederick called her, she followed 
the couple.

“I can’t believe Charles insists on encouraging Hetty’s relationship with Chris Hayter of all people. He’s so 
white trash.”

“Mary, Chris Hayter is hardly white trash. He’s a successful building foreman; he has a very lucrative job. 
Plus, from what Hetty tells me, he’s really good to her. I like him.”

“You would.”

Anne didn’t dignify her sister’s comment with a response. Instead she walked through the wrought iron gates 
of the Shakespeare Garden and found a secluded bench near the brick wall surrounding the space. Mary 
plopped down beside her.

“Anne, switch spots with me. I’m really cold and my seat is in the shade.”

Neither spot was very warm, the fog had blocked out most of the sunlight. Anne rolled her eyes, but complied 
with her sister. She wished Mary would shut up and leave her in peace. The garden brought back memories of 
Frederick, memories, in Anne’s melancholy state of mind, that she wanted to indulge.

They had walked in the park a few times when they were together eight years ago, and ventured into the 
garden one day. They sat on the grass in the summer sun, talking of their future and their love…all for 
naught.

The sisters sat in companionable silence for several minutes until Mary became antsy again, never wanting to 
be left out of anything interesting.

“I think I’ll go catch up with Louisa and Frederick.”

“Leave them be, Mary. I’m sure they’ll be back soon.”

“No. I’d like to have a look at the carousel, too.”

“Whatever…” Anne said under her breath, when Mary walked away. She was happy to have some solitude. 
However, not long after Mary left, Anne heard Louisa’s voice on the other side of the wall.

“We like Mary, most of the time, but she can be such a bully sometimes. You’ve seen the way she treats 
Anne.”

“So you encouraged Hetty to go see Chris, even against Mary’s wishes?”

“I did. What business is it of Mary’s who Hetty dates?”

The two were silent for a moment. At first Anne thought they had moved on, but Louisa continued.

“We all wish Charles had married Anne instead.”

“Anne? Did they date?” Anne’s heart raced. Frederick sounded astonished.

“I think he took her out once, but she just never thought of him that way. I think her Aunt Lorna discouraged 
her from dating him; not bookish enough for Anne.”



“Is Anne dating anyone, now?” Anne could feel her cheeks burn at Frederick’s question; thank God he 
couldn't see her.

“No, she’s like a nun or something. Although, Mary told me she did date someone a few years ago; a friend 
of her cousin William, I believe. I don’t really know all the details, but I’ve never seen her with anyone. She’s 
a bit of a workaholic.”

“And you don’t approve of the way she lives?”

“It’s not that…more like I wouldn’t let myself waste away unloved and never take a chance…a risk. If you 
don’t put yourself out there, grab the brass ring, so to speak, you’ll never get what you want. You should 
know that better than anyone?”

“I believe, Louisa, you will attain anything you put your mind to.”

Anne heard no more of their conversation. They had walked on. She was stunned. To hear her talked about as 
wasting away felt like a shot through her heart. She knew the blood had drained from her face and she felt 
cold. All she wanted to do was get away, but she was trapped. A moment more and she saw Bailey running 
toward her up the path from the gate, followed closely behind by Frederick and Louisa. 

She couldn’t help herself, she looked directly into Frederick’s eyes, trying to find evidence of scorn or 
ridicule, but instead found what she could only term as compassion. Surprised, Anne quickly looked away. 
She felt like crying, the beginnings of tears stung her eyes. Fortunately Bailey had come up to her and 
nuzzled her head against Anne’s knees. Anne focused on the dog to avoid making eye contact with Frederick 
or Louisa. She bent down and kissed Bailey on the top of her head and then hugged her around the neck as 
thanks. When she opened her eyes, Frederick was looking at her still with an expression of wonder and 
concern. Anne had no time to examine him further; the rest their party appeared at the same moment.

“Frederick, I don’t believe you’ve met my foreman, Chris Hayter.” Charles said when the group was all 
together. The two men exchanged a cordial hand shake.

The group decided to walk once around Stowe Lake and then head back to the car. The park was quiet and 
the day was wearing on. As dusk settled in, a thick blanket of fog rolled through the park making the air 
chilly and damp. Anne hung back from the rest; they had all paired off and she was left to walk on her own. 
Anne felt drained, both emotionally and physically. Her legs were beginning to cramp; she had been on her 
feet all day at work. In retrospect, the last thing she should have been doing was going for a long walk. As 
though sensing Anne needed a companion, Bailey walked close to her. Anne was amazed at how well-
behaved she was off-leash; Frederick had obviously spent a lot of time training her.

Hetty and Louisa insisted on walking over the stone bridge so they could walk around Strawberry Hill and by 
the waterfall. The group had passed the pagoda and slowly made their way across the stepping stones at the 
base of the waterfall. Because of the fog, the stones were slipperier than usual. Louisa hopped across with 
ease. The others were more cautious; Charles led Mary across and Chris helped Hetty maneuver the stones. 
Anne and Bailey brought up the rear.

Anne was more than halfway when one of her legs buckled. Instinctively she stretched out her arms to steady 
herself. She would have fallen if Frederick hadn’t grabbed her around the waist. Without a word he took one 
of her hands and led her to the other side of the waterfall.

“Are you all right?” Charles asked.

“I’m fine,” she said weakly. “Thank you, Frederick.”

Frederick smiled then turned and continued down the path beside Louisa.



Anne felt faint. His touch made her skin tingle. She wanted nothing more than to feel him again. Charles 
became very attentive to Anne, finally recognizing her exhaustion. Anne would have preferred to have been 
left alone.

After leaving the lake, they headed down John F. Kennedy drive back toward the car. The group had only 
gone a short distance when a car honked and pulled up beside them; it was Martin and Sophia Croft.

“How was the drive?” said Frederick to his sister.

“Beautiful. Once we passed Half Moon Bay, we escaped the fog and it was sunny and warm all the way to 
Monterey.”

“I see you’ve done a little shopping,” he said sarcastically looking at the boxes and bags piled in the backseat 
of Martin’s sports car.

“If I hadn’t told her I refused to rent a moving van she would have purchased more.” Martin said, leaning 
over his wife and receiving a pinched ear for his remark.

Frederick bent down to say something to Sophia that only she could hear. Sophia nodded and said, “Does 
anyone want a lift back to the Musgroves? There’s room for one, I believe. Anne, you look tired, please let us 
take you home.”

Before Anne could decline, Frederick placed one hand on the small of her back, escorted her to the driver’s 
side, opened the door and handed her in. Before she knew it they were driving down the street.

What just happened there? Her thoughts raced through her head. He may despise me, but he has too good a 
heart to see me suffer. My life is so pathetic. Why does such a little thing like this affect me?

“Anne, it’s so good to see you again.”

“Thank you, Sophia. You really didn’t have to take me home.”

“Oh it’s no bother.”

“So what’s the story there with Frederick and Louisa, Anne?” Martin asked. “He’s been flirting with her for a 
few weeks now. Is he ever going to ask her out? She’s a very lovely girl; good-natured and intelligent.”

Anne was speechless. The last thing she wanted to do was discuss Frederick’s love life.

“Well, he does have Bailey to keep him company,” Sophia said jokingly. “Louisa seems like a very nice girl.” 
She said it with less enthusiasm than her husband, which made Anne suspect that she didn’t think Louisa 
worthy of her brother’s affections.

“Well I wish he would settle down with someone. I get the impression he’s a bit lonely. And Louisa appears 
to be a fine girl. Wouldn’t you like to have more nieces or nephews, Sophia?”

“One of each is plenty for now. We’ll just have to wait and see. When Frederick meets the right girl, he’ll 
dive in head first, I’m certain.”

Anne couldn’t muster the strength to join the conversation; feeling that her trembling voice might betray her. 
When the Crofts dropped her off at Mary’s house, Anne said a quick good-bye and thank you, walked into 
the empty house and straight up to her room.

Desensitize myself...what a joke!

She climbed into bed and cried herself to sleep.



***

The following Tuesday afternoon Anne found herself at the Musgroves. Louisa had spent the last ten minutes 
trying to convince Anne that she should join them on a trip to Seattle with Frederick.

“Anne, I wish you would come with us, it’ll be fun.”

“I don’t know. I have a lot to do before I move into my new place.” Her offer on the flat had been accepted 
and in two weeks time she would be moving in. Anne rarely took time off from work and had accrued a lot of 
hours. She intended to take a month or so off to get settled in; her vacation would begin a week from Friday; 
the day they planned to leave for Seattle. 

After Anne was whisked away by Sophia and Martin, the group went to Trudy and Daniel Musgrove’s for 
dinner. In the course of the evening, Frederick received a call from his friend, Brian Harville, who invited 
them all up for a visit. Frederick had called the next morning to tell Charles that Martin had offered the use of 
his private jet.

Anne had seriously considered going. Witnessing the growing attachment between Louisa and Frederick was 
like watching a car accident; you know it’s going to be awful, but you’re morbid curiosity always gets the 
better of you.

“And he doesn’t mind if I come along?”

“No, Charles suggested it to him since we all know once you move out we’ll never see you again,” Louisa 
smiled warmly at Anne.

Anne smirked inwardly; Louisa seemed to know Anne’s intentions precisely. “Fine, I’ll go.”

“Great! Hetty, Anne’s coming, too!”

“Yay!” Hetty yelled from across the room. “I can’t believe we’re going to fly on a private jet, it’s so 
exciting.”

Anne tried to be happy for Louisa. But in her mind, that would mean she had given up all hope of 
reconciliation with Frederick; something she could not do…not yet.

***

Anne had just finished her dinner in the hospital cafeteria when Isabel walked over to her table and sat down.

“Hi, when you’re done with your break could you help me start an IV on Mr. Baldwin. I’ve tried three times 
and I can’t find a decent vein for the life of me.”

“Sure, I just finished.” Anne took a last gulp of water and closed her book.

“What are you reading?” Isabel took the book, opened it to a random page and read aloud. “‘Razors pain you; 
Rivers are damp; Acids stain you; And drugs cause cramp. Guns aren't lawful; Nooses give; Gas smells 
awful; You might as well live.’” Isabel’s mouth gaped open.

“What?” said Anne, giggling nervously.

“What the hell are you reading?” She closed the book and read the title; The Poetry and Short Stories of  
Dorothy Parker. “Would you stop reading this depressing crap? It’s not healthy.”

Anne playfully snatched the book from her friend’s hand. “I don’t criticize your taste in literature; if you can 



call those trashy romance novels literature.”

Anne and Isabel walked out of the cafeteria and down the hall toward the Emergency Room.

“But at least those have a happy ending usually. That, from what I read, would make you want to slit your 
wrists. I really don’t think you should read that stuff.”

“Read what stuff?” Rick said as he walked up to the women.

Anne’s jaw nearly dropped to the ground; walking beside Rick was Frederick.

“Hi sweetie,” said Isabel as she kissed her boyfriend on the cheek. “Hi Frederick, what are you doing here?”

“Hi Isabel, Anne,” Frederick said, flashing a friendly smile at the two women. “Rick and I are going out for a 
drink.”

“I didn’t realize the two of you had become so friendly.” Isabel looked sympathetically at Anne for a 
moment, and then said to Rick, “Can I have a quick word with you. Sorry, excuse us, couple stuff.” Isabel 
pulled Rick down the hall a bit and was whispering to him.

Anne looked back at Frederick and tried to think of something to say, but was dumbstruck.

“So, what is it that Isabel doesn’t want you to read?” Frederick asked glancing at the book in her hand.

“Oh…just some poetry.” As Anne handed Frederick the book she heard fast moving footsteps behind her.

“Anne, I need you. We have multiple casualties coming in. There’s been a head-on collision on the bridge,” 
Dr. Nasir said breathlessly, continuing down the hall toward the ER.

Frederick gave her the book back. 

“Sorry,” she said, “I have to go. I guess I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Bright and early.” Anne was captivated by his blue smiling eyes that had an almost ethereal quality. A loud 
voice came over the PA and broke her trance.

“Attention all Emergency Room staff. Please return to your department immediately.” There was a pause and 
the call was repeated.

Isabel came up to Anne, and tugged at her sleeve and said, “We have to go. Good to see you again, 
Frederick.”

Anne briefly looked back at Frederick as she rushed down the hall. She turned to Isabel and said, “There 
ought to be a law against a man looking that good.”

Isabel laughed at Anne. “Don’t worry about Rick. He’s been warned not to say anything to Frederick about 
you; unless, of course, Frederick brings you up in conversation. Then he’s been instructed to gush and fawn 
about how wonderful you are.”

“Thanks. I was really hoping my last night before my vacation was going to be quiet; fat chance.”

“Just think…” Isabel looked at her watch. “…in less than twelve hours you’ll be boarding a private jet with 
him.”

“And Louisa…and my sister, Mary…and Charles and Hetty.”



“Minor detail.”

The two women opened the double doors to the ER. Anne found herself in a flurry of activity as everyone 
prepared for the ambulances. She thought of how good getting away from all this would be for the next six 
weeks. She loved her job, but she had felt burned out for months, even before Frederick returned. She needed 
a change of scenery and hoped the Seattle trip might do her some good; aside from having to watch Louisa 
and Frederick.

“Minor detail…”

Chapter Six

Frederick arrived at the Musgrove’s around seven-thirty in the morning, with Bailey in tow. Trudy had 
arranged for a limousine to take them all to the airport. Flying on a private jet had several advantages: no 
need to arrive two hours prior to departure, no long wait in security screening lines, and Bailey could travel 
in the cabin.

One by one they climbed the steps into Martin Croft’s luxurious jet, a Falcon 900DX, and were greeted by an 
attractive flight attendant named Hilde The interior had comfortable leather seats, beautiful cherry wood 
paneling, and a matching cherry conference table surrounded by four plush chairs. Martin had arranged for an 
assortment of pastries and drinks for their breakfast. Once on board, the pilot announced that they would be 
departing in a few minutes.

“Why he insists on bringing that dog everywhere with him, I’ll never understand,” Mary whispered to Anne 
as they climbed aboard.

“Some people are really attached to their pets.” Anne was already exasperated with her sister. She had no 
intention of sitting next to her on the flight up. She determined to wait until Mary had chosen her seat and do 
her best to sit on the opposite end of the plane. She’d even let Bailey sit in her lap if it would keep Mary 
away.

As though she read Anne’s mind, Louisa said, “Come sit by us, Anne. Me, you, Frederick, and Hetty can sit 
around the table.”

Louisa and Frederick sat on one side of the table while Hetty and Anne sat on the other; Mary and Charles sat 
in the two near the cockpit. Bailey curled up on the couch in the rear of the plane.

Once they were seated the pilot closed the door and radioed the tower for clearance. When Anne was a child 
her mother would take the sisters on trips back east and to Europe on commercial jets, but Anne had traveled 
very little as an adult. She was always excited to fly, but this was nothing Anne had ever experienced before. 
The plane took off from SFO just after nine.

“I told Brian and Lily to expect us for lunch. I think you’ll all like them; they’re very down to earth,” 
Frederick explained. “There’s another friend of mine living with them, a James Benwick.”

“And how do you know James?” asked Louisa.

“He and I both work for Martin; although James hasn’t been in Africa for about eight or nine months now. He 
was engaged to Brian’s sister.”

“Was engaged?”

“Julia died about eight months ago of leukemia.”

All three women expressed their sympathy for Frederick’s friend.



“He’s had a difficult time moving forward. He’s a fantastic guy, but this blow was just too much for him. 
Anyway, he lives with Brian and Lily, and their kids. I think it’s partly his way of holding onto her memory.” 
Frederick glanced at Anne, as if he was implying something by his last comment. Anne tried to decipher the 
look, but dared not read too much into it.

“So, Anne, did you manage to schedule the movers for Tuesday?” asked Hetty, obviously trying to steer the 
conversation in a more cheerful direction.

“I did, but they required a pretty hefty deposit. I’m surprised how difficult it was to find a mover. So many of 
the ones I called were booked weeks in advance. I guess I should have planned ahead.”

“How could you have?” said Charles, “you only bought the place a little over a week ago. I like that about 
you Anne, once you’ve made a decision you just go for it.”

Too bad sometimes it’s the wrong decision. Anne wondered if she would ever stop regretting walking away 
from Frederick. Lately it was always in the forefront of her thoughts.

“I have no idea why you’re moving at all. You should stay with Daddy and Elizabeth.” Of course Mary had 
to put her two cents in. “And why the Richmond? It’s so middle-class.”

The three women at the table collectively rolled their eyes, which made Frederick smile as he did his best to 
suppress a laugh.

“Mary,” Anne retorted, “I personally like the Richmond district. Plus, if you haven’t noticed, I am middle-
class.”

“Don’t pretend to be so bohemian, Anne. You come from a family with a certain social standing. You really 
need to live up to that standard.”

“For who, Mary? For Dad? For Elizabeth?” Anne was getting really angry. She took a deep breath and tried 
to calm herself. “Mary, I’m an adult. This is how I choose to live. It’s really not your concern.”

“Just don’t be surprised if you’re ostracized in society. Once you’ve fallen, it’s nearly impossible to regain 
your status.”

“Fine by me.” She said it under her breath, but knew those sitting at the table heard her, including Frederick.

“So what are your neighbors like?” asked Louisa, ignoring Mary’s snide remarks.

“Really lovely, all of them. There’s David and Charlotte who own the first floor unit, and Stephen and Paul 
are in the second floor unit.”

“Stephen and Paul?” asked Mary. “Are they brothers?”

Anne bit her lip so she wouldn't laugh. “Uh, no. They're gay, Mary.”

Mary began to fan herself, then raised her hand and snapped her fingers for the flight attendant. “I need some 
water,” she said dramatically. “On second thought, make that a mimosa.”

Everyone at the table ignored Mary's theatrics and exchanged amused glances.

“Are you all packed?” asked Hetty.

“Mostly…I don’t have that much, really. I’m taking a couple of pieces of furniture from my old room at 
Kellynch; they belonged to my mother. But other than that I’ll be living pretty sparsely at first. I’ll need to 
buy some things, especially for the kitchen, but I’m in no rush. Right now all I need are a few dishes and a 



microwave.”

Anne was beginning to feel self-conscious. She felt uncomfortable about all the attention being paid to her, 
especially by Frederick, who listened intently to everything she said. Eventually, the Musgrove sisters veered 
off onto other topics and Anne sat silently reading her book for the remainder of the trip.

Their flight arrived without incident around ten-thirty. Frederick had rented a Chevy Suburban for their stay; 
a vehicle that would accommodate everyone comfortably. Once they retrieved the car, they headed to the 
Westin in downtown Bellevue, one of the few dog-friendly hotels in the area. After checking in and 
depositing their luggage, the six of them and Bailey drove to the Harvilles.

The Harvilles owned a large home in the suburbs of Bellevue, Washington. Anne was immediately struck by 
the lush green landscape of the area. The house was situated atop a small hill on about an acre of land. There 
was a beautiful deck leading up to the front door with comfortable chairs and a table. As soon as Frederick 
rang the doorbell, barking dogs and young voices announced their arrival.

A tall, thin woman with long, brown hair opened the door. “Frederick, it’s so wonderful to see you.” 
Frederick and Lily Harville greeted each other with an affectionate embrace.

Then the shouts of two young girls screaming, “Frederick!” over and over took all of his attention. He gave a 
hug and kiss to each. The welcoming scene moved slowly inside the foyer of the Harville home. A man with 
a slight limp walked toward the door; Anne could only assume this was Brian Harville. Brian was nearly as 
tall as Frederick, with sandy brown hair, glasses, and a goatee. Frederick and Brian also exchanged a 
handshake and hug. At last, the final member of the Harville house appeared: James Benwick.

Anne was struck immediately by the look on Frederick’s face when he saw his friend; a strange mixture of 
happiness and sympathy. Anne could only assume the two had not seen each other since James suffered his 
tragic loss. They first exchanged a firm handshake then embraced as old friends do. Anne could see the 
anguish etched on James Benwick’s face; he had clearly not recovered from the death of his fiancée. James 
was slightly taller than Frederick, black thick hair, chiseled jaw, and piercing blue eyes; not like Frederick’s, 
whose resembled the sky at dawn, but a deeper blue, like dusk. He was handsome, but in a dark, brooding 
way.

Introductions were made and the group was welcomed into the Harville’s home. Ashlin and Koral, the 
Harville’s daughters, insisted on giving everyone the grand tour of the house. The top floor consisted of the 
master bedroom and the girls’ rooms, while the basement had an in-law that James occupied. Beside the in-
law, there was a large room that had been converted into a work room for Brian; although half of that was 
occupied by the menagerie of animals cared for by the girls and their mother, which included rabbits, rats, 
and a ferret; not to mention the two dogs and four cats roaming around the main part of the house.

“It appears the girls are preparing for the next great flood,” their father joked. “I’m still trying to finish the 
arc.” Brian said, pointing to his work table where various woodworking projects lay.

The group eventually made their way back upstairs, and sat around the massive table in the Harvilles dining 
room for lunch. Anne sat beside Brian.

“So, Anne, Frederick tells me you’re an emergency room nurse.”

“I am.” Anne was floored that Frederick had talked about her to Brian, even after all his indifferent, cold 
behavior toward her.

“Where did you go to school?”

“UCSF.”

“And you work at SF General?”



“I do. You seem to know a lot about me.” Anne smiled and wondered how much Frederick had really told his 
friend.

“Sorry,” he said with a hint of embarrassment. “I know a little. I’m just grateful to talk to someone in the 
medical profession. I’m suffering from cabin fever. I haven’t worked in about a year. Frederick may have 
mentioned that I lost my leg last year.”

“He did. I’m so sorry. You seem to be getting around very well on a prosthetic. Frederick mentioned you are 
a plastic surgeon, and that you preformed a lot of reconstructive surgery in Africa.”

“I see you know about me, too,” he said, smiling warmly at Anne.

“Only a little.”

Brian and Anne talked throughout lunch. She liked Frederick’s friends very much, but couldn’t help feeling 
melancholy at the missed chance to have made such friends…if she had chosen to go to Africa with 
Frederick. When lunch was finished they decided to take a walk in Chism Park, down by the shore of Lake 
Washington.

The park offered hilly trails with breathtaking views of the beach. The Harvilles and Benwick joined their 
visitors on the walk. Koral and Ashlin brought their two dogs so Bailey would have some company. They had 
picked up some sticks and were playing fetch with them. Several times Bailey ran up to Anne and dropped 
the stick at her feet begging for her to join in the game. At one point Anne found herself walking near James 
Benwick. He had hardly said more than a few words to her since they met, but now seemed inclined to strike 
up a conversation.

“I see you’ve unlocked the mystery that is Bailey and managed to become friends.” James had a deep velvety 
voice that harmonized with his dark looks.

Anne smiled, “I have. I gather she’s not usually this friendly?”

“No, I don’t think she likes me at all.” James smirked as he looked at Anne, and then at Bailey.

“Frederick mentioned that you and he worked together in Africa. Are you a network engineer also?”

“I am, but not as talented as Frederick.” The remark didn’t strike Anne as though James was envious; it was 
more like pride that he had secured a friendship with someone like Frederick.

“Are you working here in Bellevue?”

“No. I’m not actually working at the moment.” He paused, as though uncertain how much to divulge to a 
perfect stranger. “I’m taking a little break from work. I lost someone very dear to me a few months back and 
I’m not ready to go back to work just yet.”

“Frederick mentioned something…I was very sorry to hear about Julia.” James stopped a moment and looked 
out at the lake as a dark shadow crossed over his face. Anne thought changing the subject would be the best 
course of action. “So what do you do in all your spare time, James?”

“I read. And I help Lily teach the girls. You know they’re home-schooled?”

“No, I didn’t know that. What do you teach them?”

“I’ve been teaching them about poetry.”

“Really?” Anne smiled, amused at the thought of this handsome man teaching young impressionable girls 



poetry. “What sort of poetry are you teaching them?”

“Right now, Byron, Keats, and Shelly, but Ashlin, she’s the older girl, told me they were too ‘depressing’.”

Anne couldn't help but laugh.

“You find that amusing, do you, Anne?” he said, raising his eyebrow at her.

“I’m sorry. I wouldn’t consider Byron, Keats, and Shelly depressing. But that’s not why I’m laughing. A 
friend of mine, only just yesterday, described some poetry I was reading as ‘depressing’.”

His stern expression vanished and his whole face brightened. For the first time since she met him, Anne saw 
James smile.

“So you’re a fan of poetry, too? What are you reading these days?”

“Dorothy Parker.” Anne said, as though it were a challenge.

“A girl after my own heart.”

Anne smiled. As the group walked through the park, James and Anne discussed poetry and literature; they 
didn’t always agree, but Anne thoroughly enjoyed debating the finer points of her preferences versus his. The 
only other person she could recall having such a discussion with was Frederick. The group parted in the 
parking lot, but arranged to meet for dinner at Chez Shea, a secluded restaurant in the heart of the famous 
Pike Place Market in Seattle.

***

The restaurant was on the second floor of the corner market building. The candlelit room combined with a 
breathtaking view of Puget Sound through the large arched windows offered patrons an intimate and serene 
dining experience. Brian and Lily arranged to have a friend of theirs and her daughter stay with the girls for 
the evening. And Ashlin and Koral promised to take good care of Bailey while they watched movies. 

The group ordered both a bottle of red and a bottle of white to accompany their first course dishes. Anne was 
seated next to James and hoped they would pick up their earlier discussion of poetry. Strangely, she had 
looked forward to seeing him again; although the feeling was accompanied by an odd sense of guilt, as 
though she were betraying Frederick in some stupid way by enjoying his friend’s company. She quickly 
shook the thought out of her head, however, convinced that any feelings for James she entertained were 
purely platonic.

For the second course Brian had ordered some Foie Gras, much to Lily's chagrin. She chided him for his 
politically incorrect choice of food.

“At least it's not as bad as what we had in Libreville,” said Frederick.

“Don’t remind me.” Brian said with a shudder.

“What’s this about?” asked Charles.

“You don’t want to know, trust me,” said Lily, shaking her head.

“Oh, now I’m intrigued. Come on, Frederick, tell us,” Charles insisted.

Frederick grinned at Lily, who rolled her eyes in defeat; he was obviously going to tell the story with or 
without her approval. “So, James and I were picking up some equipment from Libreville, Gabon, and Brian 
tagged along. Martin loaned us his jet, so we decided to stay overnight and sample some of the local cuisine.”



“Not sure I would categorize what we ate as cuisine,” said Brian.

“So, what did you eat?” Charles asked.

“Monkey brains.” Brain said flatly.

Everyone at the table expressed exclamations of disgust and horror.

“We made a wager to see who could hold it down the longest,” Brian explained, “something like one hundred 
dollars each. It didn’t really matter. I think we just wanted to see who could outlast the other.”

Lily shook her head, “Typical men, always trying to out-gross each other.”

“Brian was the first to succumb. The look on your face just before was priceless. I really wish one of us had 
brought a camera.” laughed Frederick.

“You weren’t too far behind. I think I lost to you by about two minutes.”

“So, you won the bet, James?” Charles asked.

“I did,” James said matter-of-factly.

“The man has an iron stomach, he actually managed to keep it down,” Frederick continued. “We spent the 
rest of the night erasing the memory of the disgusting experience with alcohol.”

“Are we finished with the monkey brain story?” asked Lily. “I think I still have my appetite, thank you very 
much.”

Sorry, Lily,” Frederick said, “I’ll try to behave.”

The three men continued to reminisce about their times together in Africa, on much less grotesque topics, but 
eventually Anne found herself talking to James again. Whether it was the wine or the soothing atmosphere of 
the restaurant that led them into a discussion about Julia, Anne was uncertain, but she felt privileged that 
James felt he could confide in her.

“Poetry has been my salvation. There’s a poem by Byron that is always going through my head, expressing 
precisely how I feel,

‘They name thee before me,
A knell to mine ear;
A shudder comes o'er me--
Why wert thou so dear?
They know not I knew thee,
Who knew thee too well:--
Long, long shall I rue thee,
Too deeply to tell.’”

After Anne’s relationship with Frederick ended, this same poem, for a time, became her torch song. She 
continued the final stanza:

“‘ In secret we met--
In silence I grieve
That thy heart could forget,
Thy spirit deceive.
If I should meet thee



After long years,
How should I greet thee?--
With silence and tears.’

I know When We Two Parted well,” said Anne when she finished.

James studied her, but did not ask the question that seemed to be on the tip of his tongue. Anne looked around 
the table briefly and thought she saw Frederick watching her, but he had quickly turned toward Brian to ask 
him a question. She hoped he had heard her, believing Frederick wouldn’t judge her so harshly if he knew 
walking away from him eight years ago broke her heart, too.

“I should have married her a year ago,” lamented James. “But no, I insisted working just a little longer in 
Africa for the money…the money. No amount of money can make up for the time I lost being by her side.”

“You can’t think that way; there’s nothing to be gained by chastising yourself about something you have no 
way of changing.” She was one to talk. Anne felt a little hypocritical giving this kind of advice to James. “I 
doubt Julia would have wanted you to be so miserable.”

James gave Anne a half-smile. “She was perfect in every way.”

“You will meet someone you feel that way about again, I have no doubt.”

“There’s no way of knowing that for certain. Do you really believe that a person can find love twice in their 
life?”

“I do. I have to. If I didn’t, I would never get out of bed every morning. Don’t you think it would be a very 
bleak outlook if you never thought you could feel love toward someone again, like you felt for Julia?”

“Yes I suppose it would.”

“Prescott Nash?” Anne’s heart nearly stopped when she heard her sister’s voice.

“Mary, what a surprise.” The tall, excessively handsome man, with sandy blond hair, blue eyes, and muscular 
physic bent down to give Mary a hug and a kiss on the cheek.

“Anne’s here, too.” Anne just stared blankly at the man before her.

“Anne,” Prescott said as he walked over to her. He reached out for her hand, beckoning her to stand up, 
which she did mechanically. “It’s so wonderful to see you. You look amazing, as always.” He lifted her hand 
to his mouth and kissed it sensuously.

Anne inwardly questioned his sincerity, but did her best to be pleasant. “Prescott, how are you?”

“I’m good. I’m on my way to meet your cousin, William.”

“William’s in Seattle?” asked Mary.

“Only tonight; we’re heading down to your neck of the woods in the morning.”

“You’re coming to San Francisco?” Anne said meekly. Prescott still held her hand and turned back to her at 
the sound of her voice.

“I am, and I was hoping I’d see you…and your family, when I was in town.”

“Really?” Anne said, narrowing her eyes at him.



“Yes,” he said, leering at her. He leaned close to her ear and whispered, “I’m looking forward to it.” He 
looked Anne in the eyes with his all too familiar smarmy expression.

“Make sure you tell William we said hello.” said Mary.

“I will. I’ll let you get back to your meal. Good to see you all.” Prescott gave Anne’s hand a squeeze and 
kissed her on the cheek.

She plopped down in her chair again; she was speechless. Mary went on to explain to the others that Prescott 
Nash belonged to another affluent family residing in San Francisco. They had been good friends with the 
Elliots for many years.

Anne didn’t need the explanation. She knew Prescott Nash well; who forgets the man you lose your virginity 
to?

Chapter Seven

“Isabel? Did I wake you?”

“Anne? No…we’re just watching Letterman.”

“Sorry to call so late, I just really needed to talk to someone.”

“Are you all right? Did something happen?”

“I’m fine…but I think I’ve stepped into some kind of Bizarro World up here.”

“What’s Bizarro World?”

“What’s Bizarro World!?” asked Rick in amazement. “Bizarro World is Superman’s alternate universe where  
everything is the exact opposite of the real world.”

“You are such a geek.” Isabel said to Rick affectionately. ”So now that I understand that…what happened?”

“I ran into an old boyfriend at dinner tonight.”

“Besides Frederick?”

“Yes.”

“Well, tell me about him.”

“His name’s Prescott Nash. I met him a few years after I ended things with Frederick. I was in my last year of 
nursing school. He’s a good friend of my cousin William.”

“Your cousin who you don’t like?”

“It’s not that I don’t like him exactly, there’s just something about him…I don’t trust him. Anyway, I was 
talking to one of Frederick’s friends, James Benwick and…”

“Another guy…what’s he like?”

“Nice…gorgeous…

Gorgeous? Details!”



“He’s tall, dark hair, beautiful deep blue eyes…smoldering looks…and a velvety voice to match…wait…
wait.” Anne shook her head as though to wake herself out of a daze. “That’s beside the point! I didn’t call to 
talk about James.”

“Ahh…pity, he sounds yummy! Okay, so let me get this straight, you’re out to dinner with Frederick, the  
former love of your life, talking to his gorgeous friend, and you run into an old boyfriend?”

“Exactly…Bizarro World, Anne Elliot style. So I’m having this great conversation with James about poetry 
when Prescott appears out of nowhere. He sees Mary first, then me. The way he looked at me…it was like I 
was naked in front of him…again.”

“Again?”

“Yes, again. I know I’m pretty private about my sex life…”

“Pretty private?! I’d say your love life is one of the world’s best kept secrets. I’ve known you for four years  
and I only just found out about Frederick. So you met Prescott a few years after Frederick, then what?”

“We dated for a few months and…and he was my first…my only time.”

“Anne, you can’t be serious? You’ve only had sex once in your life?”

“Anne’s only had sex once?” shouted Rick.

“Shhh…sorry Anne, just ignore him.”

“I’ll do my best.” Anne should have felt embarrassed now that her two closest friends knew she’d only ever 
had sex once, but it was like a huge weight had been lifted. What the hell’s the big secret, anyway, she 
thought. “Okay, yes, I’m a freak of nature. I always intended to wait for the right guy to come along. Then he 
did…and I didn’t…then he was gone.”

“Frederick?”

“Obviously. It got to the point that I just wanted to get it over with. I didn’t want to be a virgin for the rest of 
my life. Then I met Prescott. He was charismatic, sexy, athletic, gorgeous, but also conceited, insincere, and 
arrogant. I was young and stupid, my family approved of him so I thought I could overlook his 
shortcomings…until we had sex.”

“Just how short were his shortcomings?” Isabel giggled into the phone.

“HA! Not that short. But the whole experience was horrible. I had been really nervous and scared. Clinically 
I knew what it was like to lose your virginity, but I wasn’t prepared for the emotional impact. As soon as it 
was over, I knew I had made a mistake. Afterward I just wanted to be held and reassured, but he couldn’t get 
away fast enough. Prescott knew I was a virgin, but he wasn't gentle at all; it was all about his own 
gratification. I meant nothing to him. He wanted to see me again, but I never went on another date with him. 
He lost interest pretty quickly. I think Elizabeth was after him for a while, but I guess even he has limits.”

“What did he do when he saw you tonight?”

“He kissed my hand, leered at me, then told me he was coming back to San Francisco and hoped he could see 
me.”

“Did Frederick see this exchange?”

“He did…the entire table did.”



[/i]“Good.”[/i]

“Good? How on earth could that be a good thing?”

“It shows him that you are desirable to other men…jealousy is a very powerful weapon.”

“I don’t want to make Frederick jealous. Although, I did get the impression he was watching me a lot while 
James and I were talking.”

“See. So, what are you up to tomorrow?”

“We’re going hiking in some cave near Mount Rainier.”

“Sounds lovely,” Isabel said sarcastically.

“I think it’ll be kind of fun. James suggested it.”

“I think you like this James person.”

“I do…I mean, of course I like him. He’s very nice, but I don’t like him that way.”

Isabel sighed. “Well, you never know. So what will you do about Prescott?”

“Avoid him like the Plague. I’m sorry to have called so late, I just needed to tell someone, and there’s nobody 
here I can talk to. Thanks, I’ll call you when I get home.”

“You’re moving on Tuesday still, aren’t you?”

“Yep, I can’t wait.”

“Rick and I can come by and give you a hand if you like?”

“I’d love you to.”

The two friends talked for a few minutes more about Anne’s upcoming move and said goodnight. After 
hanging up the phone, Anne went into the bathroom to get ready for bed. Looking in the mirror she was 
surprised to find that she was smiling. 

“What are you so happy about?” she said to her reflection. Anne dismissed the idea that Frederick had been 
jealous. He was not as cold to her as he had been at first, but Anne was certain any feelings he harbored were 
simply idle curiosity. Once she changed into her pajamas, Anne crawled into bed and for the first time in 
many months she fell asleep almost as soon as her head hit the pillow.

***

James and the Harvilles, including the two young girls, joined them for breakfast at the hotel the following 
morning. Unfortunately for Anne, Mary sat next to her. “What a wonderful surprise to see Prescott last night, 
Anne.” Anne decided not to comment if she could at all help it.

“He looked amazing, didn’t he? Don’t you think he’s good-looking, Hetty?”

“He is. He seems to be quite taken with you, Anne,” said Hetty, innocently.

“He and Anne used to date,” Mary blurted out. “How long ago was that, Anne?”



Anne dropped her fork loudly on her plate, suddenly loosing control of her shaking hand. Her face felt hot, 
and her heart was pounding. Anne looked directly at Frederick before she spoke. His mouth hung open a 
little, as though he was surprised by the information.

“About five years now. We only went out a few times. He’s not really my type.” Oh God! What am I saying? 
Somebody kill me now, please. She looked again at Frederick to see the barest hint of a smile on his lips. 
Inwardly, Anne breathed a sigh of relief. She knew he was pleased that she had no interest in a man like 
Prescott.

“Not your type….ha!” Mary said in exasperation. “No, he wouldn’t be, would he? Nobody with money and 
status would interest Anne. She’s only interested in strays and charity cases.”

Anne scowled at Mary and was about to open her mouth to tell her to shut the hell up, but Louisa intervened 
before an all out war broke loose.

“James,” said Louisa, “do you often hike in the cave we’re going to today?”

“Yes, I do. Lyme Cave is one of the longest lava tubes in the US. One of Mount Rainier’s glaciers forms part 
of the roof deep inside. It’s pitch dark and cold, but like nothing you’ve ever seen before. I've brought along 
several flashlights and light sticks; except for two skylights near the entrance we'll be in complete darkness 
once inside.”

“It sounds incredible,” said Louisa eagerly.

Anne took a deep breath, glad that the conversation had changed direction. She lifted her eyes to meet 
Frederick’s; he smiled sympathetically at her. After all these years his smile still sent her stomach into 
somersaults.

The group finished up within a few minutes and headed to the car. She sensed Brian Harville walking close to 
her, acting like he wanted to say something.

“Anne, I just wanted to thank you for talking so much to James,” Brian said in a hushed voice.

“No need to thank me. I enjoy his company.”

“It’s just that I haven’t seen him this talkative in months. Well since before…” Brian’s voice trailed off. It 
seemed he also had difficulty talking about his sister’s death.

“Well, that’s understandable. It’s only been, what, six months?”

“Almost seven, now. It’s just that he’s shut the world out since her death, and I just wanted you to know, that 
since all of you arrived, and you in particular struck up a friendship with him…I’m beginning to see the old 
James Benwick return.”

“I’m glad of it.”

The plan was for Brian, Lily, and the girls to take Bailey to their house for the day, and the group would meet 
at the Harville’s in the late afternoon for a home-cooked dinner. The seven of them said goodbye to the 
Harvilles and climbed into the SUV; all dressed in warm clothes and comfortable shoes. 

Anne sat next to James in the back, Frederick drove, Charles sat in the passenger seat and Hetty, Louisa, and 
Mary shared the middle row of seats. Anne and James easily picked up their discussion of poetry from the 
previous night as soon as they started driving down the highway. James looked very handsome that morning. 
He wore faded jeans, hiking boots, a half-zip pullover sweater, with a crisp white t-shirt peeking out; all 
covered by a Lands’ End Squall jacket. The man had some serious layer action going on. Anne did find James 
attractive, she no longer denied that. Her conversation with Isabel kept running through her head and she 



tried to imagine what James would be like to date. She was sure he would be warm and caring, but was he 
ready to move on with his life and open his heart to someone new? Or, like Anne, would he hold onto the 
memory of his lost love for years to come, never finding anyone comparable? 

The hour and a half drive to Mount Rainier passed so quickly while talking to James, that Anne was 
disappointed to see that they had arrived at their destination.

They stepped out of the car to find the parking lot deserted. Early May was still considered a bit too cold for 
many hikers. James handed each of them a flashlight and the headed toward the cave entrance. They walked 
for about half a mile along a gravel trail lined with tall fir and pine trees. As they made the final turn in the 
path, they came upon a clearing and the mouth of Lyme Cave.

Anne was surprised to see the opening to the cave wasn’t a large arched entrance carved into the side of the 
mountain, but a hole with a sturdy metal ladder leading underground.

“Not what you expected, Anne?” asked James.

“I’m not sure what exactly I expected. I guess I was thinking we’d just walk straight into the cave, not climb 
down into a hole.”

James leaned near her ear and whispered, “You’re not afraid, are you?”

“No,” Anne smiled up at him and said, “…well, maybe a little.”

James placed a hand on Anne’s shoulder that sent a thrill down her spine. “Don’t worry, I’ll protect you,” he 
teased.

Anne rewarded him with a playful jab to the ribs.

James descended first and stood at the base of the ladder, flashlight in hand, guiding each of them into the 
cave. Right from the start of their hike, Mary began complaining about how cold and dark the cave was, and 
how claustrophobic she was becoming.

“You could always wait for us in the car, Mary.” Anne said with a smirk on her face, knowing full well Mary 
would never be satisfied waiting for them.

“No, I’ll be fine. I suppose I’ll get used to it is as we go.”

Anne and James led the way into the cave. James wasn’t lying about it being dark and cold. Anne was happy 
she wore her warmer coat and a heavy sweater. The entrance to the cave wasn’t too bad, but once the group 
traveled a couple of hundred feet beyond the last skylight, they were in absolute darkness. Without the 
flashlights Anne would not have been able to see her hand in front of her face. The interior of the cave was 
both smooth and rough, depending on the condition of the lava when it had cooled. There was debris they 
had to scramble over and large slabs of volcanic rock they walked across.

The group had explored the cave for nearly an hour when James suggested they climb up a lava fall to see the 
glacier and then turn back. At the base of the petrified falls there was a large round crater.

“This is called a lava lake. When the lava came down from above it formed a pond here at the base of the 
falls. Once it cooled, the surface became very smooth until it collapsed and broke into large slabs. We can 
climb up here. It’s a bit slippery, but I’ll go first and pull everyone up.”

James carefully climbed the falls, telling them to step and hold on where he did. Anne went next and James 
pulled her to safety at the top. She stood by as Hetty, then Mary were pulled to the top. For a moment she 
turned to walk further down the cave, shining her flashlight at the cave ceiling. Instead of the black lava rock 
she saw a glistening pale blue surface with large dimples; the glacier James told them about. She was quickly 



drawn back to the others by a scream and the dull clanging of a flashlight hitting the cave floor.

“Louisa!” Frederick yelled.

Anne rushed back to the edge to see Louisa sprawled face up and lifeless at the center of the lava lake, with 
Frederick kneeling by her side.

Frederick looked up at Anne with an agonized expression, “Anne, please come quick.”

Anne stuffed her flashlight in her jacket pocket and with James and Charles’ assistance, scrambled back 
down to Louisa.

“Don’t move her,” Anne ordered. She placed her ear close to Louisa’s mouth and nose to see if she was still 
breathing, while checking her carotid pulse. She was still breathing and her heartbeat was weak, but regular. 
Anne took the flashlight out of her pocket and checked the reaction of Louisa’s pupils; both responded 
normally. She gently reached under Louisa’s head and could feel the unmistakable damp stickiness of blood. 
She had a laceration on the back of her head.

“Is she dead?” Mary screamed from above.

Anne looked up at Mary only to see Hetty nearly fall to the ground in a swoon. Fortunately James sensed her 
falling and caught her around the shoulders.

“Mary, help James! Louisa’s not dead,” Anne said irritably, “just unconscious.”

Anne turned her attention back to her patient and quickly decided what was to be done next.

“Frederick,” she said looking directly into his terrified eyes, “we have to move her. But first we need to put 
something around her neck to immobilize it. Now, we have to do this very carefully in case she’s suffered a 
spinal injury.”

Without hesitation, Frederick removed his coat and handed it to Anne. She rolled it up and placed the coat 
gently around Louisa’s neck. By this time Hetty had recovered from the initial shock, and she, Mary, and 
James had made their way back down the lava fall.

“All right, Charles, you take her legs. James and Frederick, you lift her torso, and I’ll keep her head and neck 
steady. I want her moved over there where it’s flat.” Anne pointed to the rim of the lava lake. She squatted 
down and placed her hands underneath Louisa, supporting her head and neck with her arms. Each man had 
taken their position around Louisa and looked to Anne for further instructions.

“So, the object is to keep her spine as straight as possible while we move her. No sudden movements by 
anyone, we have to lift her together. Ready?” 

They nodded collectively.

“Okay, on the count of three…one, two, three.” While the men carried the bulk of Louisa’s weight, Anne held 
her head and neck, doing her best to keep them in alignment with her spine; a difficult task to accomplish in 
near darkness on uneven terrain. They gently settled Louisa on the flat surface; she had not stirred at all. 
Anne rechecked her pulse and pupils.

“James, can you hand me the first-aide kit from your bag?”

Once she had the kit in hand, she popped it open to find a large band-aide and some gauze. From her own bag 
she pulled out some hand sanitizer and cleaned her own hands as best she could; she still had a bit of Louisa’s 
blood on them, but it would have to do. She folded up several layers of gauze and pressed it against the 
wound on the back of Louisa’s head. Only a small amount blood transferred to the gauze now, so Anne 



assumed it was just a superficial cut. She did her best to affix the band-aid to the wound. Anne removed her 
jacket and placed it over Louisa. James and Charles did the same.

“Shouldn’t we elevate her feet?” Charles hadn’t said a word up to this point and his voice was shaky.

“No, it’s best to leave her flat. Depending on how severe her head injury is, it could cause too much pressure. 
Can anyone get cell service in here?”

Everyone reached for their cell phones, but not one could get a signal in the cave.

“We need to call for help. I don’t think we should carry her out. Louisa could have a neck or back injury. Her 
breathing seems okay, but her pulse is weak. Without proper tests we won’t know how seriously she’s been 
injured.”

“I’ll go.” Frederick stood up and would have rushed off in another moment, if not for Anne.

“Wouldn’t it make more sense for James to go?” Anne said to Frederick. “He knows the cave the best. I also 
think Hetty and Mary should go with him. If Louisa takes a turn for the worse, you and Charles can help me 
carry her out.”

“But I want to stay here with Charles,” Mary complained.

Both Charles and Frederick were about to say something, but were abruptly cut off by Anne. “No, Mary,” she 
said firmly. “This makes the most sense. Hetty is obviously in shock and this cold dark cave is the worst 
place for her. She needs someone to help her get out. James may need to come back into the cave if he cannot 
get help, so someone will need to stay with Hetty. It makes the most sense for Charles, Frederick, and me to 
stay with her. This is the way it’s going to be, Mary. Now go!”

Not another word was said as the three set off out of the cave, leaving the others behind.

The remaining three sat on the floor of the cave in a deathlike silence for some time. Every now and then 
Charles or Frederick would ask Anne how Louisa was doing. Charles sat most of the time holding his sister’s 
hand. Anne occasionally saw him brush a tear away from his eye.

Suddenly, Charles stood up and started pacing. “Oh, God! Anne, please tell me she’s going to be all right.”

“Charles,” Anne said, “she’s doing well. We just need to be patient. James won’t let us down. It’s been over 
an hour. I’m sure help will be here soon.”

“I’m going to walk a ways toward the entrance to see if I can hear anything.”

“Just don’t go too far,” said Anne, gently.

Anne had been shivering for sometime, but her teeth began to chatter loudly.

“Anne,” Frederick said, “you’re freezing.” He placed his arm around her and pulled her close. Frederick took 
hold of both her frozen hands and placed them under his sweater, holding them against his warm t-shirt.

“Thank you,” she said softly. His actions made her feel a little lightheaded.

“No, Anne, thank you.” Even in the dim light given off by the flashlights, Anne could see a look of pure 
adoration in Frederick’s expression. “If you hadn’t been here, I’m sure everyone would have panicked.”

A compliment? He’s giving me a compliment? Anne smiled at him and for the first time in eight years she saw 
a glimmer of affection in his eyes. Anne was shaking, but no longer from the cold. A warm flush came over 
her, stemming from the pure liquid heat pooling in the pit of her stomach.



“You really are shaking badly, Anne.” He pulled her tightly to his side with both arms while her hands 
remained under his sweater. For a moment she nestled her head under his chin, giddy at his unexpected 
closeness.

“Anne,” he said with a husky voice, “I…”

But his words were cut off. Charles called to them, telling them help had arrived.

She and Frederick stood up, Anne feeling keenly the sudden absence of Frederick’s body heat. Two men 
decked out in full search and rescue gear burst into the cave, carrying a stretcher. Anne rattled off Louisa’s 
vital signs and other pertinent information about her condition. A proper neck brace was placed around 
Louisa’s neck. Frederick immediately put his discarded jacket on Anne; another act of kindness that she 
couldn’t dismiss. With Anne’s assistance, the two rescuers lifted Louisa onto the stretcher and strapped her 
down securely. A moment later and they were rushing toward the cave entrance. 

Anne had difficulty keeping up. Charles, eager to ascertain his sister’s condition, kept pace with the two men 
and the stretcher, while Frederick helped Anne whenever she needed it. He is not indifferent. How can he be? 
she thought. The journey that had taken the group an hour to complete earlier that fateful day, only took them 
a fraction of the time. When they emerged from Lyme Cave, Anne was temporarily blinded by the sun. 
James, Hetty, and Mary were there to greet them.

Upon seeing Anne, James immediately placed his arm around her and walked her to the car. She looked back 
briefly at Frederick and could have sworn she perceived a small look of disappointment on his face. Anne 
looked in front of her again, feeling suddenly weak. She put her arm around James’ waist for extra support. It 
was only then that she noticed the helicopter sitting in the middle of the parking lot.

“They’ll be taking her to Cobb Memorial Hospital in Bellevue,” said Charles. “Do you know where that is, 
James?”

“I do. That’s where Brian works.”

“Great. They said I could go with them. Frederick, will you meet us at the hospital?”

“I will.”

“Anne,” Charles said, “thank you. I’ll give you a call when I know something more. I’ll call my folks once I 
get to the hospital.”

The rescue team loaded Louisa onto the helicopter, Charles climbed aboard and the door shut behind him. 
The others stood far back as it took off in a whirl of dust.

The ride to the hospital was somber, no one speaking more than a few words. Anne was exhausted. She had a 
good feeling about Louisa’s recovery and hoped for the best. But it was Frederick’s actions that occupied her 
mind. By the time they reached the hospital, Anne’s head was throbbing. Nothing seemed to make sense 
anymore. Her world had been turned upside-down. 

Chapter Eight

Cobb Memorial Hospital was a modern glass and steel structure, a far cry from the mish-mash of late 
nineteenth-century and utilitarian concrete architecture of San Francisco General. When they entered the 
hospital they immediately made their way to the Emergency Room waiting area. Charles had called Anne 
about fifteen minutes before to tell them that they had done a CAT scan and were awaiting the results. Anne 
asked the nurse at the desk to tell Charles they had arrived and he appeared a few minutes later.

“She’s still unconscious. But she did briefly open her eyes, and the doctor thought that was a good sign.”



“Did you get the results from the CAT scan?” asked Anne.

“No not yet. What exactly is a CAT scan?”

“It's like an incredibly detailed three-dimensional x-ray. If she's got any kind of head injury, the CAT scan 
will pick it up.” Anne tried to sound as reassuring as possible.

“Did you call Mom and Dad?” Hetty asked reluctantly.

“I did. They’re very upset, naturally. Dad’s working on flight arrangements as we speak. They plan to be up 
here as soon as possible.”

“Can we see her?” said Hetty.

“Only immediate family, so just you, Hetty.”

Charles led Hetty back into the Emergency Room while everyone else sat down in the waiting room. Mary 
began to complain about not being considered ‘immediate family’, but an angry look from Anne shut her 
right up.

Anne sat for a while looking around at the other people in the waiting area: a mother and child with a bad 
cough; a man with a slightly bloody cloth wrapped around his hand; and two young women, one holding a 
plastic basin ready for the other to throw up in. It was a much calmer atmosphere than SF General with its 
gunshot wounds and car accidents.

She rubbed her temples, but her throbbing head could not be ignored much longer. “I'm going get something 
to drink, does anyone want anything?”

“I'll come with you,” said James.

James and Anne walked the short distance to the cafeteria to pick up a couple of bottles of water and an iced 
tea for Mary. On their way back they found the pharmacy where Anne was able to purchase something for 
her head. She was rubbing the back of neck as she walked to try and ease the tension caused by the headache 
when James offered to help.

“Here, let me do that.”

“Thanks.” James stood behind Anne in the hallway just outside the Emergency Room doors, rubbing her 
shoulders and neck. Immediately Anne felt more relaxed and for a moment the pounding in her head 
subsided.

“Anne…” said James.

“Mmm?”

“Could I call you sometime, I mean, after you go back home?”

Anne smiled. “Of course you can call me. I’d really like that.” She turned to face him.

Keeping his hands on her shoulders, James said, “You were really great today, Anne.”

“I was?” she said, modestly.

“Yes, you were. You took control of the whole situation. I think we all felt everything was going to be all 
right because of you.”



Anne was uncomfortable with the praise, but she sensed James wasn’t the kind of person to hand out 
compliments easily, so she accepted his words gracefully. “Thank you.”

For a brief moment James stared intensely into Anne’s eyes making her feel exposed and nervous. Just as he 
leaned closer, the ER doors swung open and Frederick walked into the hall. He stood silently examining 
Anne and James. He shifted uncomfortably, as though he was trying to figure out how he should proceed.

“Sorry.” Frederick looked to his friend, then to Anne, eyes wide. “I didn’t mean to interrupt, but Charles is 
looking for you, Anne. The doctor wants to go over the test results and Charles was hoping you would listen 
in.”

Anne felt a flush come over her cheeks; she was sure a lovely shade of pink covered her face. “Sure, of 
course.” She turned to James and said, “Thanks for the neck rub. My headache feels better already.” Anne 
glanced at Frederick as she walked past him. She was sure his eyes were following her the entire time.

The fact that Louisa had been unconscious for so long worried the doctor, and the CAT scan definitely 
showed trauma. Yet until she woke up, they would not know for certain how serious her injury was. They 
would simply have to wait and see. The doctor ordered her moved to the ICU so that she could be monitored 
closely. By the time Louisa was settled, Charles heard from his parents who told him they were boarding a 
plane and would be at the hospital in a couple of hours.

While they waited for Daniel and Trudy, the group grabbed a quick bite in the cafeteria and afterward, 
congregated in the ICU waiting room, except for Hetty and Charles, who sat vigil at their sister's bedside. 
More than once while they waited, Frederick lamented that he should have been able to prevent the accident; 
that he should have somehow foreseen it and prevented Louisa from falling. Anne and James tried to 
convince him how irrational his reasoning was and that there was no way of preventing it.

Charles and Hetty had been in Louisa’s room for some time, when Charles rushed into the waiting room, 
breathless.

“She’s awake!”

“Thank God!” Frederick called out as though an enormous burden had been lifted off his heart. Anne could 
not soon Forget the look on Frederick’s face. He was clearly overwhelmed by the news. Anne felt sure it was 
because the woman he cared so deeply about would recover; the revelation made her heart constrict.

At the same moment Daniel and Trudy appeared at the doorway to the waiting room. The parents were 
immediately ushered into their daughter’s room. A wave of relief washed over Anne. To see the Musgrove 
family reeling with uncertainty reminded Anne too much of her own mother’s illness and death. Anne felt the 
same helplessness then as she had in the cave. Everyone else thought she was the calming force in the whole 
affair, while all she thought was that she hadn’t done enough.

Louisa had awakened, but she was weak and groggy. Not until she regained some strength would they know 
if she suffered permanent brain damage. Frederick called the hotel and arranged for another room for Mr. and 
Mrs. Musgrove. It was nearly eleven o’clock by the time Anne and the others returned to their rooms. Before 
slipping into bed, Anne took something more for her headache, which was still lingering. Unfortunately, she 
did not get the restful night's sleep she had hoped for; the memories of the day's events disturbed her dreams.

The next morning, the group should have returned to San Francisco, instead they found themselves at the 
hospital awaiting word of Louisa's condition. Louisa had suffered from nausea and vomiting during the night. 
Not uncommon for someone recovering from a concussion, but she had managed to keep some clear liquids 
down early that morning. Fortunately, she had no memory loss, except for the fall itself. But she still could 
not stand without assistance. She was sensitive to light and noise, and likely would be for some time to come. 
By early afternoon she was moved to a private room, out of the ICU. Her doctor insisted that she remain in 
the hospital for a couple of days and stay in the Seattle area for at least a week, if not more.



The Harvilles offered to cook dinner for everyone that evening. Daniel and Trudy opted to stay with Louisa 
at the hospital, but everyone else went to Brian and Lily’s.

“Cobb Memorial’s an impressive hospital, Brian. Do you plan to return work anytime soon?” asked Anne.

Brian smiled. “Have you been talking to Lily?”

Anne shook her head. “Why?”

“I think she’s getting tired of me at home all the time,” Brian said jokingly. “I haven’t been home this much 
the entire time we’ve been a couple. First it was medical school, then my residency, and then all the work I 
did in Mozambique.”

“Did Lily and the girls ever go with you to Africa?”

“Sometimes, but they’re involved in so many things here that they never stayed more than a month.” Brian 
paused for a moment, like he was mulling over an idea. “Have you ever considered doing anything like that, 
Anne?”

Anne cleared her throat, “I did…I mean I have. A long time ago I considered going into the Peace Corps.”

“Like Frederick?” he said with some surprise.

Anne took a sip of wine and nodded to Brian, believing that her wavering voice would tell Brian more than 
she wanted.

“Well, with your experience in an emergency room you would be an asset. It’s incredibly rewarding working 
there.”

“It sounds intriguing. I’ve traveled so little in my life that I’d like to do something like that one day. Will you 
go back?”

“Definitely. I am hoping to return to work in the next month or so. And I’ll likely go back to Mozambique 
next spring. If you’re really interested in going let me know.”

“I will.”

Everything about the trip to Seattle had been unexpected. Anne found it hard to believe that only a few days 
had passed since she’d been there. Frederick and the Musgroves had decided to stay the week in Seattle to 
take care of Louisa. Charles and Mary would return home by Wednesday. Anne would like to have stayed a 
few days longer but she knew she needed to get home to pack her things for the movers. There was no chance 
she’d be able to reschedule.

After dinner, Anne asked to use the Harvilles’s computer to look for flights to San Francisco for the next 
morning. She had been in Brian’s office for a few minutes when she heard someone walking into the room.

“Any luck finding a flight?” Frederick said, pulling up a chair next to Anne.

Anne still hadn’t become accustomed to Frederick’s sudden solicitous behavior. “Not yet. But I have a few 
options.”

“I could arrange for you to take Martin’s jet home.”

“No.” Anne said abruptly. “I mean, thank you for offering, but it seems so wasteful for me to use it on my 
own. No, I’ll take a commercial flight. I don’t mind.”



Anne’s heart raced as she stared at the computer screen. Her senses intensified having him so close. She 
could feel the heat emanating from Frederick's body. And his cologne was familiar to her, a mixture of 
sandalwood and juniper. Anne thought it strange, that after so many years, a scent could be so recognizable. 
She wanted to make conversation, but her nervousness kept her silent.

“So you’re moving on Tuesday?”

“Yes.” Short answers, I can handle that.

“Is anyone helping you, I mean, besides the movers?”

“Rick and Isabel.”

“You’re really close to them, aren’t you?”

“I am.”

“I like Rick. We had a good time the other night.”

“Did you?” Anne thought her heart was going to jump out of her chest it was pounding so hard. The 
awkwardness was palpable. They sat in silence for a few moments. Anne was absentmindedly clicking 
around an airline website, when Frederick laughed.

“So you’re planning to move to Africa, are you?” he quipped.

“What?” Anne said, unable to comprehend the joke.

Frederick pointed to the screen, showing her she had searched for the next available flights to Mozambique.

“Oh,” she said sheepishly as she felt the heat rise to her cheeks. “Brian and I were talking during dinner about 
the work he did in the hospital there. He asked if I might be interested in joining him next spring.”

“And are you?”

“Am I what?”

“Interested in working in an African hospital?”

“I don’t know, maybe.”

“You should.” He spoke softly as he studied her face. As though he was recalling his train of thought, he 
suddenly said, “I’ll be going back eventually.”

“Oh.” Anne’s disappointment could not be concealed. “I thought you were enjoying your stay in San 
Francisco,” she said, trying to cover up her initial reaction.

“I won’t be going anytime soon. But I think Martin’s right. I don’t like to stay in one place too long.”

Anne stared at him for a moment, trying to read his expression. She jumped at James’s voice from the 
doorway.

“There you are, Frederick. Ashlin’s been looking for you. She wants to show you a new trick she taught 
Bailey.”

Frederick smiled at Anne and stood to leave, knitting his brow when he looked at James. James took no 



notice; he only had eyes for Anne.

“What time are you leaving tomorrow?” James sat down in the chair Frederick had just vacated.

Anne caught a glimpse of Frederick looking back into the room from the doorway, a disapproving expression 
etched on his face, before he disappeared down the hall.

“I was thinking about taking a nine o’clock flight.”

“Evening?” James asked eagerly.

Anne couldn’t help but be flattered, “No, morning.”

“Ah…” James looked down at his hands for a moment. Then raising his passion-filled blue eyes to Anne, he 
reached for her hands and held them in his own. Her first instinct was to pull away from him, but she sat still, 
waiting to see what he intended to do next. Slowly he leaned in and kissed her lightly on the mouth. Anne 
had not been kissed by anyone in a long time. His soft warm lips felt so inviting to her that Anne initially 
responded and returned his kiss. But she heard a noise in the hallway and when she opened her eyes, Bailey 
walked past the door.

Anne tensed, then pulled away. “I can’t do this.” She covered her face with her hands. All she could think 
about was the possibility that Frederick had just seen them kissing.

James fumbled out an apology.

“No, it’s all right, James,” she said, her voice cracking with emotion. “You just took me by surprise. I like 
you, James. It’s just that…that…my life is a bit complicated at the moment.”

“You’re seeing someone?”

“No.”

“You’re just not interested, then?”

“Not exactly…” She paused to consider how she could answer him without sounding like an utter moron. 
She couldn’t exactly say, I’m not interested in you because I’m still in love with your best friend who I let slip  
through my fingers. And who is now in love with Louisa.

“Then what?”

Tears brimming, she sighed and looked James squarely in the eyes. The urge to tell him the truth 
overwhelmed her. “I’m not seeing anyone, but there was someone…that I’m still in love with.” She took hold 
of his hands. “I do like you, James. But you deserve more than I’m capable of giving right now. You deserve 
someone who is completely devoted to you and you alone.”

“Oh,” James said, regretfully.

“I’m sorry.”

“No,” he said. “Don’t be sorry. I appreciate your honesty.” Anne could tell he was trying to hold back his 
sincere disappointment, but his expression and voice softened when he looked into her anguished eyes. 
“Could I still call you now and then?”

Relieved, she said, “Yes…please.” She wiped her tears and gave him a half smile.

He nodded and furrowed his brow. “Are you all right?”



“I’m fine, really.”

James looked as though he wanted to prod her for more information, but he seemed to understand that she 
was not prepared to bare her soul. “Okay…now hurry up and book that flight. You don’t have much time left 
with us, Anne. Let’s make the most of it.”

Anne gave him a peck on the cheek. James responded by grabbing her around the shoulder and giving her a 
nuggie; much like an older brother would do to his younger sibling. Once Anne booked the flight with her 
credit card, she and James went back into the living room to join the others.

When it was time to leave, Anne gave both Brain and Lily an affectionate hug and promised Brian she would 
consider Africa in the spring. When she came to say good-bye to James she hugged him for a bit longer and 
kissed him on the cheek. She told him to call her anytime he needed a friend to talk to. He squeezed her hand 
as thanks. 

Anne stared blankly out of the car window on the way to the hotel, missing her new friends already. Anne 
said a brief good-bye to Charles, Hetty, Mary, and Frederick in the hotel lobby, knowing she would likely be 
gone before any of them woke up.

As she suspected, when morning came, Anne saw no one when she emerged from the elevator. She asked the 
concierge to call her a cab and wheeled her bag out the sliding doors in front of the hotel. Within a minute a 
yellow taxi pulled up in front of her. The driver quickly hopped out and deposited her bag in the trunk. Anne 
climbed in the backseat and told the driver to take her to Sea-Tac Airport. She turned to look into the hotel 
lobby one last time, only to see Frederick watching her drive away. He didn’t smile; he didn’t wave. He just 
followed the progress of her taxi as it drove away. She couldn’t for the life of her figure out what to make of 
his behavior.

Chapter Nine

“Knock, knock,” came a voice from the front door of Anne’s new flat.

“Stephen, Paul…it’s so good to see you.” Anne gave both men a hug. Anne had the opportunity to visit with 
the pair a few times the week before she moved in. Even in their short acquaintance, she already felt a sisterly 
affection toward them.

“We’re bearing gifts,” Stephen said, handing Anne a plate of chocolate chip cookies and a small gift bag.

“Thank you, that is so thoughtful.” Anne deposited the cookies on the kitchen counter and opened the bag to 
remove its contents. Wrapped in deep red tissue paper were a beautiful bronze candle holder and a large 
beeswax pillar candle. “They’re lovely, thank you. It will go perfectly in my bedroom.”

“And don’t worry about the cookies,” said Stephen. “They’re gluten-free.”

“Where do you want these, Anne?” Rick walked into the kitchen carrying a box stuffed with books.

“Rick, I want you to meet my new neighbors, Stephen and Paul.”

While the three men exchanged handshakes, Isabel joined them and was also introduced to the pair.

“Those books go in the bookcase in the living room,” Anne said as she led the way into the room. She had 
managed to buy a couch, an oversized chair, and a coffee table for her new place. The bookcase, however, 
came from her old room at Kellynch. “Does anyone want a drink?”

Both Stephen and Paul accepted a glass of wine, but Rick and Isabel declined and said they would be leaving 
soon since both had to work early the next morning.



“You certainly have a lot of books, Anne,” said Paul.

“I know. I think they breed when I’m not home. I can’t ever seem to part with any of them.”

Anne let Rick finish putting away the rest of the books, while she tackled the last box sitting on the coffee 
table. She carefully removed an object wrapped heavily in bubble wrap. Anne unwound the protective 
wrapping to reveal a tulip-style blown glass vase with a metal base and iridescent green and amber colors. 
She reached into the box and unwrapped two more similar vases of varying sizes, the tallest standing twelve 
inches.

“Are those…” Paul said, walking to the mantel to take a closer look. “Are those all Tiffany vases?”

“They are.”

“The colors of the glass are breathtaking.”

“They belonged to my mother.”

“Now, Stephen,” Paul said, turning to his partner, “wouldn’t something like those look much better on our 
mantel than that thing?”

“Ah…no.” Stephen raised his eyebrows and had an expression that told Paul that he must be joking.

Anne’s curiosity got the better of her, “What do you have on your mantel?”

“Some ridiculous movie prop in a glass case. You would think it was a piece of the True Cross the way he 
protects it.”

“Movie prop?” asked Rick.

“It’s not just any movie prop,” Stephen said, clearly exasperated by the lack of respect Paul was showing his 
prize possession. “It’s a lightsaber signed by Mark Hamill and George Lucas.”

“Really?” said Rick, nearly jumping out of his skin.

Isabel rolled her eyes and shook her head. Anne was barely able to suppress a giggle.

“Can I see it?” Rick pleaded.

“Of course.” Stephen stood to leave, but turned to Paul. “Finally, someone who appreciates my collector’s 
item.”

Stephen and Rick walked out of Anne’s flat and down the stairs. Paul turned to Isabel and said, “It’s like they 
have some kind of ‘geek radar’.”

“What I can’t understand is how seriously they take it all. You’d think they belonged to some kind of cult,” 
said Isabel. 

“They do,” Paul replied with an affectionate snort. “Haven’t you heard of the ‘Wannabe Jedi Knights’? Sci fi 
conventions are actually mass cult meetings. Stephen dragged me to one once—truly frightening.”

Isabel snickered. “I suppose I can live with it as long as Rick doesn't start fashioning helmets out of tin foil 
and befriending people with one syllable names who talk about the mother ship returning to earth to pick 
them up.”



“Oh, girlfriend, we so have to go out for drinks.”

Anne laughed and walked over to the bookcase to finish putting away her beloved tomes. On her way, her 
foot caught on the network cable running from behind the TV over to her laptop on the couch, nearly pulling 
it to the floor.

“Be careful, Anne. You should get wireless,” said Paul

“I wouldn’t know the first thing about setting that up,” replied Anne.

“Me either.”

“You should ask Frederick to help you,” said Isabel with a wink.

“I would ask Frederick,” said Anne, smiling at her friend, “but he’s still up in Seattle. I’m an intelligent 
woman, I’m sure I can figure it out.” She wished she could ask Frederick, but Anne could not imagine they 
would ever have that kind of friendship, at least not in the near future.

Stephen and Rick soon returned. Both couples said goodnight to Anne and wished her a good night’s sleep; 
her first in her new home. She wandered around the flat for another hour or so, putting items away and 
flattening the moving boxes before heading to bed. 

***

Anne was roused out of a deep sleep by her ringing cell phone. She rolled over to her nightstand and fumbled 
for the phone. Clicking the talk button, she mumbled a very sleepy, “Hello.”

“So how’s your new hovel?”

“If you’re going to criticize, Elizabeth, I’d really rather go back to sleep. What time is it anyway?” Anne said, 
yawning into the phone.

“It’s nine in the morning. Dad wanted me to call you and remind you about the Jazz Festival up here next  
week.”

“I don’t know. I’m not a big fan of all the crowds.”

“Dad’s expecting you. You know our family is expected to make an appearance, we’re sponsors.”

“I’ll think about it.”

“He’s not going to be happy.”

Anne groaned. She really didn’t care if her was father was happy with her or not.

“Let me talk to her,” Walter Elliot said, authoritatively. “Anne, you must come. How would it look if one of  
the Elliots was missing? Its bad enough you have decided to move into that slum. People will seriously begin  
to think we’ve fallen on very tough times if we’re not all in attendance.”

“I’m sure people could care less what happens to the Elliot family.”

“That is exactly what I do not want to happen. I want everyone to care what happens to the Elliot family. Its  
bad enough we’ve leased out the family home, I can’t have people believing the family is completely falling  
apart. Now, Mary and Charles will be coming. And I believe the Musgroves plan to attend, but that all  
depends on Louisa’s condition…damned inconvenient.” The last remark was muttered under his breath, as 
though he was thinking out loud. “So, Anne, can I count on you?”



Anne took a deep breath and said, “Yes, I’ll be there.”

“Good. I’ll need you up here next Wednesday. And there’s a dinner we’ll be attending together on Friday.”

“Fine. Is there anything else?” Anne knew she sounded curt, but couldn’t care less.

“Your cousin, William, is in town. He mentioned that he’d like to have dinner with you sometime. I think  
Prescott’s in town, too.”

“Oh?” Anne tried to feign surprise.

“Yes, and I expect you to spend some time with him. Family is very important. And now that he is a grieving  
widower, we need to show him our support.”

“What about when he was a happily married man?”

“You know the family didn’t approve of his wife. It is a hard lesson, Anne,” said Walter, “but you should 
know now that if you marry someone not fit for our society, you will be ostracized.”

“I’ll make sure I choose wisely then.” If her father could see her, he would not be too pleased with the 
mischievous grin on her face. “Is that all, Dad?”

“Yes. We’ll see you next week, Anne.”

“Bye.” The line went dead at the same time. Anne rolled her eyes and hung up the phone. She snuggled back 
under the covers; there was no rush for her to get up. She had been in her new place for a week and a half, 
and didn’t really have anything pressing to do. She planned to read a book and go for a walk in the park. Just 
as she was drifting back to sleep, the phone rang again.

“Hello?”

“Anne, its James.”

Anne shot up in bed, “James, what a surprise.”

“How’s the new place?”

“Wonderful. How are things up there? Have you seen much of Louisa?”

“Yes, everyday, in fact. She’s doing really well. They’re all flying home today.” It had been over three weeks 
since Anne had returned to San Francisco. The time had gone by quickly while she purchased furniture and 
décor to outfit her new place.

“That’s great news. How’s everyone else?” Although Anne may as well have asked ‘How’s Frederick?’ since 
that was really the person she was most curious about.

“Good, good. Lily and the girls are all finished with school for the summer and Brian is going back to work  
in a couple of weeks. Have you seen Frederick since he got back?”

“Got back?”

“Yeah, he left almost two weeks ago.”

“Frederick left?”



“He had some speaking engagement in San Francisco to attend”

“He’s back in the city?” Anne had difficulty suppressing her surprise.

“Yeah, I thought it a bit strange, actually. He had said he was going to pass and not do it, but changed his  
mind at the last minute.”

“Oh?” Anne’s head spun with all this information: first that Frederick had left Seattle long before the 
Musgroves, and that James had seen Louisa everyday. None of it made sense to her.

“So what are you up to today?”

“Not much…I thought I’d read a little and go for a walk.”

“Sounds rough. You know, we’re all thinking of coming to the Bay Area at the end of the month for the Jazz  
Festival in Sonoma?”

“Really?”

“Yeah, Mary and Charles were talking about it and both Brian and I love jazz, so we thought we’d go.”

“That’s great. I’ll be there, too.”

“I know. Mary told me you’ll have a lot of family obligations, but hopefully we can spend some time with  
you.”

“I definitely will find time to meet up with all of you.” The question was on the tip of her tongue, but she 
couldn’t ask James if Frederick intended to go, too. Just then, someone clicked in on the other line. “Listen, 
James, I’ve got another call clicking in, did you want to hold on.”

“No, I’m taking the Musgroves to the airport and I’m leaving in a few minutes, so I’ll just talk to you later.  
Bye, Anne.”

“Bye.” Anne hit the flash button on her phone. “Hello.”

“Anne, its William.”

“William…hi.”

“Are you free tonight?”

Before she had really thought about the consequences, she answered, “Yes.”

“Excellent. Prescott wants you to join us for dinner at Gary Danko’s.”

Shit! she thought. Brilliant, Anne, how are you going to get out of this mess? The last person on the planet I  
want to see right now is Prescott Nash. URGH!!

“Anne, are you still there?”

“Yes,” she said meekly, trying desperately to think of a way to back out of dinner, but drawing a complete 
blank.

“So, dinner tonight? We’ll pick you up at eight. And I want to see the new place. Elizabeth told me all about  
it,” he said sarcastically.



“I bet she did.” Elizabeth’s snobby attitude was nothing new to William. It was one thing Anne and William 
agreed on. Anne gave him directions to her place.

“Wonderful, we’ll see you tonight. It’ll be me, you, Prescott, and another friend of mine, Penelope Clay.”

What the hell…is this a double date or something? I am so going to regret this. “Okay, I’ll see you at eight.”

She hung up the phone and tossed it to the end of her bed like it was infected with some horrible virus. 

“What in the hell is wrong with me? Why do I let myself be put in these situations?”

***

Anne’s stomach was in knots as she slipped into her wine-colored dress. There was no way in hell she’d wear 
anything remotely sexy for dinner with Prescott Nash. She had been ready ten minutes before eight, but 
William and Prescott didn’t arrive until twenty minutes after.

“Sorry we’re late, Anne,” said William as he gave her a hug.

“It’s all right.” Before she knew it, Prescott was directly in front of her grabbing her around the shoulders and 
giving her a firm squeeze.

“Anne, you look beautiful.” He bent down to place a gentle kiss on her cheek. “I’m so glad you decided to 
come out with us.”

“Hello, Prescott. How are your parents?” Anne managed to extract herself from Prescott’s embrace and 
stepped into her living room to put as much space as possible between herself and her former boyfriend.

“Anne,” said William. “I’d like you to meet my friend, Penelope Clay.”

“Nice to meet you, Anne. Your place is lovely.”

“Thank you.”

“With a few little changes you could easily flip it for a huge profit.”

Anne’s first impression of Penelope didn’t bode well for a good evening. “I have no intention of ‘flipping’ 
my flat. I just moved in and plan to stay here for a long time.”

“Sorry, it’s just the Realtor in me. I have a lot of clients who invest in ‘fix and flip’ properties,” said 
Penelope.

“But isn’t that one of the big reasons why the housing bubble burst in the Bay Area? Not to mention driving 
lower income families out of poorer neighborhoods because all this flipping drove the cost of housing up so 
high that only the very rich could afford them.” Anne didn’t care how rude she sounded. She hated people 
like Penelope who only cared about her next commission.

Prescott smiled at Anne and put his arm around her shoulder. “Anne you haven’t changed a bit; always 
looking out for the downtrodden and oppressed.”

Anne sighed and tried to keep her irritation in check. If she didn’t, she knew she’d be in for a long evening.

“Sorry, I just don’t think it’s honest to buy a place on shaky credit, hoping you can flip it for a profit a few 
months later.”

William tried to quell the animosity between the two, but Penelope just laughed and said, “It doesn’t bother 



me. I’ve heard it all before.”

“Well, shall we go, then?” asked William.

“Yes,” said Penelope and Prescott in unison.

“Let me just grab my coat.” Anne walked down the hall to her room and straight into the bathroom. She 
looked into the mirror and scolded herself for letting them get the better of her. She would not let it happen 
again. In a few hours it would be over and her duty would be done. She grabbed her coat and purse from her 
bed and mentally put on her thickest skin.

Dinner at Gary Danko’s turned out to be tolerable in the end. Anne drank a few glasses of wine and did her 
best to let slide anything that annoyed her. Penelope and William talked most of the evening about some real-
estate opportunity in Washington State. Anne could only assume this was the same thing Elizabeth had told 
her about. Prescott was attentive and several times tried to engage Anne in conversation. He even appeared 
interested in her job, although Anne had difficulty believing his sincerity. At the end of the meal when Anne 
stood up, she realized how tipsy she really was; more so than she thought.

Prescott paid the bill and the group headed outside. The cold air felt good and it revived her a little. William 
and Penelope were intent upon going to a club in SoMa, but all Anne wanted to do was go home.

“I’m really too tired to go dancing. I’ll just catch a cab. You three go on without me.”

“I’m not really in the mood for dancing either,” said Prescott. “If you don’t mind, Anne, I’ll see you home.”

Anne tried to protest, but before she knew it William and Penelope had hailed a cab for themselves and 
Prescott had ushered Anne into another one. Anne did her best to avoid looking at Prescott on the way home. 
When she did, all she could see was his smug smile. They pulled up in front of her building; Anne would 
have liked to have said good-bye to Prescott and send him on his way, but somehow he managed to sweet-
talk his way upstairs.

“Would you like some coffee?” Anne took off her coat and draped it over one of the chairs in her dining 
room.

“Do you have anything a little stronger?” Prescott was hot on her heels as she walked into the kitchen.

“I have a bottle of wine in the fridge.” Why Anne was being so friendly to Prescott she couldn’t explain, even 
to herself. He had been so considerate to her all evening and seemed genuinely interested in what she had 
been doing over the past several years. Maybe it was the wine, maybe she felt a little lonely, or maybe it was 
a bit of both.

“Wine would be perfect, will you join me?”

She nodded reluctantly. Prescott opened the bottle and Anne retrieved a couple of glasses from her cupboard. 
She led the way into her living room and plopped down on her couch, kicking her shoes off, and curling her 
feet beneath her. When she looked up Prescott was standing next to her, smiling.

Much to her chagrin, he sat close beside her, placing his glass on the coffee table.

“Anne,” he said hoarsely, “I’m so glad you agreed to go out with us tonight.”

“You said that already.” She took a large gulp of wine and swirled the remainder around in the glass.

Prescott reached for her glass and gently removed it from her hand.

“Anne…” He took hold of her hand, gently stroking her fingers and knuckles with his thumb. Her heart 



began to beat a little faster. No matter how much she disliked Prescott, he still had an effect on her. Stupid 
physical attraction! she thought.

“Anne, I’ve been thinking about you a lot lately.”

“Have you?” She said softly, hypnotized by the motion of his hand on hers.

“Yes, Anne. I’ve missed you. I know I treated you badly in the past. But I want a second chance. I want to 
show you how much I value you. You’re a very special person, Anne. And I know people don’t appreciate 
you half as much as they should.”

Anne brought her eyes up to meet his. He was handsome. She wanted to speak but couldn’t.

“Anne, tell me what you’re thinking.” He pulled her hand into his lap and enclosed it between both of his.

“I…I’m not thinking anything.”

“Well, what do you think about my proposition?”

“What exactly are you proposing?”

“I’d like to spend some time with you, Anne. As much time as you’ll allow. I want a second chance to prove 
I’ve changed. I have deep feelings for you, Anne.”

“Oh?” she said meekly. He reached out and caressed her cheek. “Prescott, I…”

Before she could utter another word, he captured her lips with his. She kissed him back, almost like she had 
no control over her own body. She felt his hand dive into her hair at the base of her neck, sending a thrill 
down her spine. Prescott broke from her mouth and began to trail kisses down her neck.

“Prescott…” She tried to collect her thoughts, but all she could think about was how good his mouth felt on 
her skin and how his arms felt around her, how familiar…but how wrong. “Prescott…stop. Please.”

He pulled away, taking hold of her hand again.

“Okay,” he said, breathing deeply. “But I’d really like you to think about what I said.”

“I will. I’m really tired now.” She stood up, trying to pull her hand away from Prescott’s grip, unsuccessfully. 
“Good night, Prescott.”

A look of resignation crossed his face before he smiled and brought Anne’s hand to his mouth, placing a soft 
kiss on her palm. “Good night, Anne.”

She walked him to the door and managed to escape with only a kiss on the cheek. As soon as he left, Anne 
went straight to her room and got ready for bed. She berated herself for letting down her guard with Prescott. 
She tried to reason that the wine was to blame. Then again, if she were to be completely honest with herself, 
she wanted to believe him. After all, she was lonely; so terribly lonely. 

Chapter Ten

Anne had screened most of her calls the next day, but for some reason when Prescott called, she answered. 
He begged her to let him see and she eventually agreed to see him the following evening instead. Anne 
convinced herself that she could be in the same room with him and not let things get carried away. She had to 
see for herself if he was really to be believed; if he had really changed. She tried to rationalize her decision to 
give him a chance, as though he was some kind of stepping stone back into the dating world. Prescott should 
have been Anne's last choice in view of their history, but the evil you know can be better than the one you 



don’t.

On Sunday, the day planned for her date with Prescott, Anne sat on her couch surfing the Internet with her 
laptop when the phone rang. She put her laptop on the coffee table and walked toward the kitchen for the 
phone. On her way her foot caught in the network cable running across her floor, sending her laptop crashing 
to the floor.

“Shit!” She reached the cordless and walked back into the living room to check her computer. “Hello,” she 
said gruffly.

“Anne, is everything all right?”

“Hi Isabel, I just yanked my laptop on the floor when I was walking for the phone.”

“Oh, is it okay?”

“Yeah, I think so.” Anne clicked around a few places to verify that her laptop had weathered the fall. “It’s the 
second time I’ve done that now. I think I’m going to bite the bullet and get a wireless router. I’m sure it will 
take me all day to figure it out, but at this rate I’m going to need a new laptop in about a week.

“So, you never told me how dinner went the other night,” said Isabel. “I left you a message yesterday.”

“Sorry about that. I got your voice mail. I just haven’t felt like talking to anyone.”

“Why, what happened?”

Anne sighed and debated whether or not to tell her friend. “Prescott kissed me when we came back to my 
place.”

“Really? I thought you hated the guy?”

“I do, I mean, I did. I don’t know.” Anne rubbed her forehead trying to make sense of it. “I know what I said, 
but he was being so nice, and if I’m going to be perfectly honest, I still find him really attractive. He's like a 
really decadent dessert you know has a million calories, but you eat it anyway. He said he’s changed and he 
wants me to give him a second chance.”

“And do you believe him?”

“I don’t know, maybe.”

“Be careful, Anne. People don’t change that easily.”

“I know, I know.” Anne sighed deeply. This was her closest friend. She knew she could tell Isabel anything 
and not worry about being judged for her decision. “But I'm so lonely. Maybe it has something to do with 
living alone for the first time. I just feel a bit isolated.”

“I’m sorry, sweetie. Rick and I could come over and keep you company.”

Anne smiled. “It’s not exactly the same, is it? I can’t remember the last date I went on. And after spending so 
much time with Frederick again, I feel like I’ve wasted my life pining for someone that is totally out of my 
reach. He’s moved on, and so can I.”

“But with Prescott?”

Anne grimaced before she spoke. “I know, you’re probably right. But what’s a harmless date or two? I should 
be able to tell if he’s the same slime ball I knew five years ago. It’ll help me get back up on the horse again, 



so to speak.”

“As long as it doesn’t involve anyone mounting anyone else.”

Anne couldn’t help but laugh. “I’ll do my best to avoid that for now.”

“So, when do you see him again?” asked Isabel.

“Tonight.”

“Tonight?” Isabel said in amazement. “Well, just be on your guard.”

“I will. He said he’s bringing over a housewarming gift, and we’re going to watch a movie.”

The two women chatted for another few minutes. Anne promised to call tomorrow and give her a complete 
report of the evening. After hanging up the phone, Anne grabbed her wallet and keys and walked down to 
Geary Street toward the computer store. She had been in the week before to ask a few questions and knew 
what she needed. Within a half hour she was on her way back to her flat. She had crossed Geary Street and 
was walking by a coffee shop when she noticed a dog lying on the pavement outside that bore a remarkable 
resemblance to Bailey. As soon as Anne was within a couple of feet, the dog jumped up and wagged her tail 
so hard that her entire body wiggled; it really was Bailey.

Anne pet Bailey on the head and nervously glanced in the coffee shop. Frederick stood at the counter waiting 
for his order. A second later he had a cup in hand and was heading toward the door. He didn’t see Anne until 
he stepped outside.

“Anne.” She could see he was surprised to see her and seemed at a loss for words.

“Hi, Frederick. What are you doing here?”

At first he seemed not to comprehend her and then he stammered out a reply. “W-We went for a walk in the 
park and came down here to grab some coffee before heading back home.”

“I didn’t know Bailey drank coffee,” Anne teased. Frederick seemed almost nervous, not in control or stoic as 
he normally was.

“She doesn’t. I mean…of course you know she doesn’t,” he muttered. Apparently trying to compose himself, 
he changed the subject. “So, what’s in the bag?”

“Ah…something right up your alley. It’s a wireless router.”

“Oh really?” Anne handed Frederick the bag so he could assess her choice. “That’s a good brand, and they’re 
pretty easy to set up.”

“I’m not too sure about that. It will probably take me all day to figure it out.”

“I could help you,” he said eagerly. “That is, if you'd like.” If Anne wasn’t mistaken, she could swear 
Frederick believed she would reject his offer, and if she did, he would be truly hurt.

Anne, on the other hand, wanted nothing more and enthusiastically accepted. “Would you really? I’d love it if 
you’d help me with it.”

Frederick smiled broadly and asked, “So, where’s this new place of yours?”

“Right up the street.”



The two walked in silence for the first block, while Bailey ran circles around them. Anne felt giddy, but 
strangely self possessed. For some reason, for the first time since Frederick returned, she felt like she was in 
better command of her emotions than he.

Even though she knew the answer, she couldn't help asking “So, when did you come back from Seattle?”

“A little over a week ago. I was a presenter at a networking conference down at Mascone Center.”

“I hear Louisa’s doing well. Have you seen her since they got back?”

“Not yet.” Frederick looked down at the cup in his hand and fiddled with the paper sleeve, purposely 
avoiding Anne’s gaze.

That piece of news really surprised her. If Frederick was truly head over heels for Louisa, he would have seen 
her immediately upon her return; that much about Frederick’s personality she remembered vividly.

Except for the odd comment about the dog, Anne and Frederick hardly said a word to each other the rest of 
the way to Anne’s place. Once inside her building, she led the way up the two flights of stairs and into her 
flat. Bailey went from room to room sniffing everything in her path.

“Wow, what a great place,” said Frederick as soon as he stepped into the living room.

“Thanks. Would you like the grand tour?”

He smiled and stared at her for a moment. Then finally registering her question, replied, “Yes, I’d love to see 
the rest of it.”

Anne showed him the flat, ending with the master bedroom.

“It’s really nice, Anne. How do you like living here so far?”

“I love it. My neighbors are great, the park is just a block away, and I can walk to Geary Street for just about 
everything I need.”

Frederick took a closer look at Anne’s bedroom furnishings. “Did you get everything you wanted from 
Kellynch?” he said as he absentmindedly ran his hand over the top of the mahogany dresser.

“I did.” She paused for a moment to watch Frederick. He seemed completely lost in thought as he stared out 
her bedroom window. “The Internet connection is in the living room if you want to take a look.”

“Right, sorry.”

Anne led the way back into the living room. She pulled the wireless router and other items she purchased out 
of the bag. Frederick took the items out of their packaging and placed them on the coffee table. Anne asked if 
he minded showing her what he was doing and explaining it to her in case she had problems later down the 
road. He told he’d be happy to show her.

She sat close beside him on the couch, her heart beating loudly in her chest. Their thighs were just about 
touching, so close that she could feel the searing heat of his skin through her jeans.

Frederick patiently took her through the steps to setup her new equipment, but how much she actually 
absorbed was negligible. His familiar masculine scent, the occasional brush of his arm against her leg, and 
his soothing voice made it difficult for her to concentrate.

“What’s your screen name?” he asked.



“My what?” Anne heard Frederick say something but could not register what; she was immersed in his blue 
eyes.

“Your screen name, what you log on with to check your emails.”

Anne shook her head and said, “Oh, my email logon…right.” She rattled off her email address and typed in 
her password herself. As she leaned over Frederick, her elbow grazed the inside of his thigh, causing him to 
breathe deeply. Anne’s nervous fingers would not cooperate and she ended up typing her password several 
times before she typed it correctly. When she leaned back, Anne felt Frederick’s warm breath against her ear 
and neck, as though he had leaned closer to her when she was typing. She avoided his eyes fearing she might 
do something foolish like push him down on the couch and tear his clothes off. Eventually he turned his 
attention back to her computer and finished the setup. He was done with everything in less than an hour.

“Thank you, Frederick. This will save me so much trouble.”

“Not to mention the cost of a new laptop.”

Anne racked her brain for some pretense to keep him there, when she suddenly remembered another 
computer question he might help her with. 

“Could I ask you one more favor?”

“Sure.”

She went to her purse and took out her cell phone. “I’ve been trying to set up my phone to receive my emails 
and I haven’t had any luck, would you mind having a look?”

“Not at all.” Anne held out her hand so Frederick could take the phone. She wondered if her mind was 
playing tricks on her or did his fingers remain longer than necessary on her palm? The whole scene gave her 
the odd sense of déjà vu. Frederick seemed to sense it, too. Doing her best to act nonchalant, Anne resumed 
her seat beside him on the couch. He clicked around the various configuration screens for a minute or two 
then asked Anne to type in her password again. He had remembered her email address and had already 
entered it in the appropriate box.

After a few clicks more, Frederick said, “Okay, it’s done.”

“Can you send me an email to test it out?” she asked

“Sure.”

Frederick took Anne’s laptop and worked his way to his own email home page. He logged on and quickly 
typed a message to Anne.

The vibrating and chiming of her phone startled her a little. She opened Frederick’s message and read the 
following lines:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I— 
I took the one less traveled by, 
And that has made all the difference.

She grinned broadly remembering his favorite poem easily; Robert Frost’s words epitomized everything 
Frederick believed in.

“Is that still your favorite poem?” she asked, tentatively looking into his eyes.

“You remembered.”



“How could I forget?” Her voice was barely above a whisper.

Frederick reached up and brushed a lock of hair out of her face, then tucked it behind her ear. The feel of his 
fingers caressing her skin sent tiny shivers throughout her body. She felt his fingers rest on her neck, very 
near her pounding pulse, while the pad of his thumb brushed gently across her cheek, bringing a faint pink 
glow to the surface of her skin. Her eyes closed and her breath caught in her throat from the exquisite torture.

“I’ve been so blind,” Frederick said, leaning toward her slowly. Anne thought her heart would rupture from 
the intense pounding. He was a mere inch away from her face; his breath tickled her skin sending a shudder 
down her spine. His lips scarcely brushed hers when, suddenly, the buzzer for the front door sounded, 
breaking the spell.

The color nearly drained from her face when she realized who it must be. She pressed the intercom button 
and said a shaky, “hello?”

“It’s Prescott.”

Anne bit her lip and said, “Come on up.” She pressed the button to unlock the front door and then turned 
back to Frederick. “I’m sorry. I forgot he was coming over.”

Frederick stood up quickly and ran his hand through his hair. “I…um…I need to get going anyway.”

Anne could not help thinking how contradictory her situation must have appeared. Here was the only man 
she had ever wanted standing in front of her; they had almost kissed. But instead were interrupted by the last 
man Anne thought she’d ever let near her again, her ‘date’ for the evening. What Anne had wanted for the 
past eight years was within her reach, but would slip away the moment Prescott knocked on her door. 
Frederick tried to get Bailey to stand up quickly but she insisted on a leisurely stretch first.

“Frederick, wait.”

“Bailey, come on,” he urged.

“Frederick…” Anne stood in front of him and put her hand on his chest, nearly losing control again when she 
felt the firm muscle through his shirt.

He avoided making eye contact with her. Before she could say anything more, Prescott knocked on the front 
door. Anne clenched her teeth and let him into her flat.

“Anne,” Prescott said as he hugged her and placed a lingering kiss on her cheek. He was instantly aware of 
someone else in the room and looked directly at Frederick.

“Oh, I’m sorry, am I early?”

“I was just leaving.” The two men stared at each other for a moment, as though they were squaring off. To 
ease the tension, Anne introduced the pair.

Prescott’s mouth curved into a sardonic smile. “Good to meet you, Frederick.” As soon as the two men shook 
hands, Bailey growled.

“Charming dog,” Prescott said sarcastically.

Frederick furrowed his brow. “I should be going, goodbye, Anne.”

Anne followed Frederick to the front door. “Thank you, Frederick, for all your help with the wireless.”



“You’re welcome,” he said darkly and then turned to walk down the stairs, nearly bumping into two men 
carrying an enormous plasma TV.

“What’s this?” Anne asked the two men.

“Your housewarming gift,” said Prescott, who was standing close behind her.

Anne was too stunned to talk. All she could do was watch the two men bring the TV into her living room and 
place it on the floor in front of her own, completely blocking it from view.

“Prescott, I don’t know what to say. This is too much.”

“I could never do too much for you.” Prescott placed his hands on Anne’s shoulders and kissed the back of 
her head.

“Prescott, really, I can’t accept this.” She turned to face him. “I’m flattered that you would want to give me 
such an extravagant gift, but I can’t.”

“If you’re worried about the cost, think nothing of it.”

“You could feed a family of four for a year with what you spent on that.”

Prescott laughed. “I doubt you could feed them for a year, maybe a few months. Oh, Anne, relax, it’s just a 
simple gift. Keep it for a few days, and if you really don’t want it, you can return it for something else.”

“But…” Anne tried to protest, but Prescott took hold of her hands and pulled her toward him.

“Would you stop worrying about it and say ‘thank you’?”

She looked up at his smiling face and was about to argue with him, but knew it was pointless. “Thank you.”

“There, that wasn’t so difficult, now was it?” Prescott put his arms around her and hugged her. Anne was glad 
when the two men returned with the stand for the TV so she could escape his embrace.

Prescott supervised as the men hooked up the large TV in front of hers. She insisted that they leave her old 
TV in place. Prescott walked the delivery men to the door and gave them each a generous tip. Anne stared at 
the monstrosity in her living room. Of all the housewarming gifts she had received, this had to be the most 
impersonal of them all. She would return it as soon as she could.

She and Prescott settled down on the couch to watch a movie. Anne did her best to keep a little distance 
between them. She barely paid any attention to the movie; her thoughts consumed by Frederick and the kiss 
that almost happened. Convinced now that he still had feelings for her, she couldn’t help but wonder what 
happened between Frederick and Louisa. Anne had been so convinced that they were romantically involved. 
But replaying all the times she saw them together, she never recalled any real intimacy between the two, not 
even a kiss on the cheek. And he had left Seattle long before Louisa, and instead, James had spent the past 
two weeks by her side. If only she hadn’t agreed to a date with Prescott, Frederick may well have still been 
there with her; one kiss leading to another…and maybe more. The thought made her heart race again, but the 
sight of Prescott beside her made her want to burst into tears.

Chapter Eleven

Walter and Elizabeth Elliot had occupied one of the bungalows at Camden Inn & Spa for the past few 
months. Anne pulled her car up to the front of the luxurious mission-style building in Sonoma early in the 
afternoon on the Wednesday before Memorial Day, the weekend of the Jazz Festival. A valet took her keys 
and she walked toward the front desk; the doorman took care of her luggage. The hotel’s lobby had a 
beautiful deep blue polished tile floor and was outfitted with comfortable couches and lounge chairs all 



arranged in front of an enormous stone fireplace. However, there was no fire on a day like today; the 
temperature outside measured over one hundred. 

She asked directions to her father’s bungalow and headed through the garden along a winding flagstone path. 
On either side of the path, low hedges surrounded vibrant flowerbeds and large oak trees offered welcome 
shade from the sweltering heat. She passed two other bungalows before reaching her father’s. A maid opened 
the door for her and her father greeted her in the hallway.

“Anne, it’s so good to see you,” Walter Elliot said as he placed an unfeeling peck on his youngest daughter’s 
cheek.

“Hi, Dad. So which room is mine?”

“Didn’t I tell you?” said Elizabeth. “You won’t be staying here. Dad got you a room in the main hotel.”

“But I thought the bungalow had three bedrooms?”

“It does, but someone is staying in the spare room: Penelope Clay, William’s friend. She said she met you at 
dinner last Friday.”

At first Anne felt slighted by her family, but upon deeper reflection, she knew she would be happier in the 
main part of the hotel, away from them.

“Yes, we met. So where’s my room, I’d like to get settled?”

“Just go up to the front desk, they’ll know.” Walter’s gave her a dismissive wave, but called after Anne as she 
walked back outside. “We’re having dinner with your aunt tonight at eight, don’t be late.”

By the time Anne returned to the main building where her room was located; her bag had already been taken 
up to her suite. She was given the key and walked up the two flights of stairs toward her room. Any 
animosity she felt toward her family vanished the moment she stepped inside. Her father had secured her a 
beautiful one bedroom suite overlooking the hotel’s garden. As much as she hated all the extravagance of her 
father and sister’s lifestyle, they certainly had good taste in hotels.

Anne plopped down on the bed, feeling totally worn out. The discoveries of the past few days had given her 
three nearly sleepless nights. She hadn’t seen Frederick or Prescott since then. Prescott had been sent on his 
way with a platonic goodbye. The following day she returned the beast of a TV to the store and managed to 
convince the salesperson to refund Prescott’s account in lieu of a store credit for her. Even though Prescott 
was denied an invitation to visit her, he still spoke to Anne on the phone every day since their evening 
together.

Explaining things to Frederick was going to be a little more difficult. Anne had desperately wanted to call 
him, but didn’t know what approach to take. She replayed the events of that afternoon when they had almost 
kissed many times in her head. She felt like crying, convinced Frederick must think she was a colossal 
hypocrite after what she said about Prescott when they bumped into him in Seattle. And he would be right. 
But that would be the last time she’d be so stupid. She’d keep Prescott at arm’s length and do her best to 
squash any romantic hopes he might have.

Once she unpacked her things, Anne walked down to the hotel lobby and curled up on the couch near the 
massive stone fireplace with a book, half reading and half people watching. The hotel catered solely to the 
very wealthy. Guests milled about the lobby, many wearing plush terrycloth robes, walking into and out of 
the spa, others fashionably dressed, sipping wine and nibbling on hors d'ourves.

“Anne,” Mary called from across the lobby. She was wearing a robe and slippers and had come from the 
direction of the spa. “When did you get here?”



“About an hour ago. Did you have a spa treatment?”

“I did, a massage, but I still feel stiff. I’m going to take a dip in the pool. You should join me. There are some 
nice looking men here this weekend. Maybe you could set aside your vow of celibacy and try to meet 
someone.”

“Can you give it a rest, please? These aren’t my sort of people.”

“Dad is starting to wonder if you’ll ever get married,” said Mary, with a snide tone to her words.

“You can tell him he needn't worry about me.”

“The other day someone asked him if you were a lesbian.”

Anne laughed, wishing she had been able to see the look on Walter's face. “And what if I were?” Anne said 
with a smirk.

“Anne! Don't even joke about it.”

“If anyone had a problem with his lesbian daughter, I would hope dad would stand by her side.” Walter 
would likely disown Anne if she were gay. He was not a tolerant man. The two sisters walked outside to a 
large pool filled with naturally heated spring water.

“So, you’ll never guess what happened in Seattle after we all left,” said Mary excitedly.

“What?”

“Do you remember James Benwick?” Anne nodded. “Well, he and Louisa are involved.”

“Involved?” Anne could hardly believe what she was hearing.

“Yes. He spent so much time with her, reading endless amounts of dull poetry, and now they’re dating.”

“Wow. But what about the distance? I mean, he’s up in Seattle while she’s here.”

“That’s the real crazy part. He’s so head over heels in love with her that he’s decided to take a job in the Bay 
Area and will be moving down here next month.”

Anne’s eyes widened and her mouth hung open.

“You know they’re all here in Sonoma, too? They’re staying at a hotel in the square. I thought sure Frederick 
had a thing for her, but I guess both Charles and I were wrong. All right, I’m going in. Can you get me a 
sparkling water with lemon if the waitress comes by?” Mary tossed her towel down on the lounge chair next 
to Anne’s and walked into the shallow end of the pool.

James and Louisa? So that’s why he spent so much time with her. Anne couldn’t think of two more opposite 
people than James and Louisa. But she supposed that’s what drew them together. Anne tried to read her book, 
but the thoughts swirled around her head. Eventually she told Mary she would see her at dinner and stole 
away to the privacy of her room.

***

The family dinner took place in the hotel’s restaurant; Penelope Clay and William also joined them. She was 
grateful that Prescott’s name only came up in conversation once when Lorna asked William where he was 
staying. William and Prescott had secured a suite in one of the luxury hotels near the town square.



“Anne, William tells me you had a date with Prescott,” Lorna said quietly so only Anne could hear.

“I don’t know if I’d call it a date. He came over and we watched a movie.”

“He’s very nice and good looking. Just the sort or person I could see you with. I hope you’re going to see him 
while you’re up here.”

“I’m sure that will be unavoidable,” Anne said with a sigh.

“Don’t you like him?”

“Not particularly.”

“Well, William tells me he’s smitten with you.”

Smitten? Or just horny? thought Anne.

Still whispering to Anne, Lorna asked, “So why is Penelope staying with your father and Elizabeth?”

“Your guess is a good as mine. I’m actually happy I’m in the main hotel instead. I’ll have some peace and 
quiet there.”

“I know you’re father isn’t the most affectionate parent…” began Lorna.

Anne turned to her aunt and raised her eyebrow. Lorna was putting it mildly.

“But he is very glad you’re here.”

“For appearances. You don’t have to defend him. He doesn’t have much use for me. I’m the black sheep.”

“That’s not true. Your father loves you…he just doesn’t know how to show it.”

Anne just smiled and shook her head. One thing Anne believed would make her father notice her would be a 
connection with the Nash family. Prescott came from old money. His great-great-grandfather had been a 
newspaper mogul in the early twentieth century. He had made several shrewd investments and amassed an 
enormous fortune before he died. Prescott’s father was an only child and inherited everything. The 
newspapers had been sold decades before, but the money remained. An Elliot marrying a Nash would be a 
dream come true for Walter. For Anne, it was a fantasy she planned to crush at the first possible moment. As 
soon as she saw Prescott she would set him straight and leave no doubt in his mind that she could never think 
of him romantically.

Early the following morning, Anne jumped in her car and drove about thirty miles north of Sonoma to 
Westgate Hot Springs. A college friend of hers taught yoga there and Anne had arranged to meet her for an 
early lunch at the resort. Westgate was a far cry from the opulence of Camden. There were quaint cottages 
and a hotel for guests, but Westgate was not your average spa. The most striking difference was the ‘clothing 
optional’ policy. Anne parked her car near the hotel’s lobby and walked to the Healing Center to look for her 
friend, Diana Smith. She peeked in a couple of classrooms before finding her. Diana was just wrapping up a 
class. Once everyone filed out of the room, some clothed, some not, Anne made her way to her friend.

“Anne,” Diana said, embracing Anne. “It’s so good to see you.”

“It’s good to see you, too. Looks like a tough class.”

“This is a breeze. You should come to the ‘Hot Yoga’ class, that’s a killer.”

“Hot yoga? I take it that has nothing to do with a gorgeous man teaching the class?”



“No,” Diana laughed. “The room is heated to a temperature of a hundred and five degrees.”

“Yikes. And people actually do this willingly?”

“They do…it’s a great way to rid your body of toxins.”

“And shed a few pounds.”

“Definitely.” Diana gathered up her things and led the way to the restaurant adjacent to the hotel. “We’re 
meeting another friend of mine for lunch, Nancy Rooke; you’ll like her. She’s a massage therapist at Camden. 
You should go to her, she’s fantastic.”

The three women sat down at a table by the window, overlooking the lush vineyard of the neighboring 
winery, chatting effortlessly as though all three had been friends for years. They talked about Anne’s new 
place, then various people attending the festival in Sonoma. Throughout their conversation, Nancy mentioned 
several people that Anne knew to be in her father’s social circle, sharing bits of gossip she’d heard around the 
spa.

“Nancy, you seem to know a lot about everyone staying at the hotel. Is there any gossip about me?” Anne 
said jokingly.

“Well, as a matter of fact,” began Nancy, “I have it on good authority that our Anne Elliot here can expect 
some surprising news from a member of the Nash family.”

Anne’s mouth gaped open for a moment, then she said, “What have you heard?”

“According to a good friend of the Nash family, Prescott Nash has every intention of proposing to you this 
weekend.”

“Nancy, should you really have told her that?” asked Diana. “Maybe she would have preferred the surprise.”

“No, I wouldn’t. Believe me, I’m plenty surprised as it is.” Anne’s head was reeling from the news. Her 
complexion had become pale and her breathing labored.

“You didn’t expect this, then?” asked Diana.

“No, nor do I want it. Are you sure she said Prescott Nash and…and me?” Anne had turned to Nancy with a 
pleading tone in her voice trying to make sense of this news.

“Positive,” said Nancy.

Anne’s head began to throb. She could not figure out what on earth Prescott was about. They had seen each 
other twice in the past week. Before that, it had been five years since they spent any real time together. And 
back then they had only dated for six months. How could that bring about a marriage proposal?

“Are you all right?” Diana reached over the table and took one of Anne’s clammy hands.

“Yes, I am.” Anne managed a smile at her friend. “It’s just I have no idea why Prescott would think I’d marry 
him. In all honesty, he’s the last man on the planet I would ever marry.”

Diana and Nancy looked at one another in surprise.

“His family is very well-to-do, and he is really attractive, and you still don’t want to marry him?” Nancy 
asked.



“No…never,” Anne said adamantly.

“Wow,” said Diana, “so what are you going to do?”

“Somehow convince Prescott that I won’t marry him under any circumstances.” Anne put her elbows on the 
table and dropped her head into her hands, letting out a low grown. “God, what a mess.”

The three finished up lunch and Anne headed back to Sonoma. She decided not to go directly back to the 
hotel, but stopped at the town square to walk around a bit and clear her head. The Sonoma Plaza is the largest 
town square in California. It occupies eight acres in the heart of Sonoma and is surrounded by hotels, 
restaurants, and exclusive boutiques and shops. There are picnic grounds and a large duck pond. During 
festivals the square is filled with vender booths selling original art, food, fruits and vegetables, and handmade 
crafts. Anne parked her car and wandered through the shady park.

She began to relax as she walked. She was grateful for the large trees in the square, offering her a reprieve 
from the blazing sun. Anne had wandered toward the duck pond when she spotted Martin Croft examining a 
painting at one of the booths.

“Martin,” Anne said cheerfully, “I didn’t know you were going to be here this weekend.”

“Anne, it’s so good to see you. I’m a huge fan of jazz. I’ve been looking forward to this for months.”

“Is Sophia here, too?”

“She is, but I wasn’t about to be dragged from shop to shop,” he said smiling.

Anne was desperate to find out if Frederick had also joined them and was just about to ask when Martin said, 
“I have some news that might interest you.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, you know James Benwick don’t you?”

“I do. We met when Frederick took us all to Seattle.”

“Well, it appears he has decided to relocate to the Bay Area so that he can be closer to Louisa Musgrove.”

“Really?” Anne did her best to pretend she was surprised by the news.

“Yes. Apparently after her accident in the cave, the two spent quite a lot of time together. From what 
Frederick tells me, he read poetry to her hours upon end. Louisa is very sensitive to noise since the accident 
and I guess James has a very soothing voice, because she would only let him read to her. Now it appears that 
the two are in love.”

Anne hadn’t heard the details of their budding romance, but could only imagine the effect James’s voice had 
on Louisa.

“I always thought Frederick had a thing for Louisa,” Martin continued. “But from the way he talks about it 
you’d never think he thought anything more of Louisa than as a friend.”

Anne’s mouth gaped open for a few seconds before she could collect her thoughts. “So you believe there was 
nothing ever going on between Frederick and Louisa?”

“No, not from the sound of it. I think Frederick enjoyed flirting with her at first, but it appears she was unable 
to capture his heart.”



“They’re all here for the Jazz Festival I believe. Will Frederick be joining all of you, too?” Anne avoided 
making eye contact with Martin fearing that her true feelings could be guessed too easily.

“He’ll be here tonight. He’s coming to the sponsor dinner with us tomorrow evening.”

“He will? I’ll be there, too…with my family.” Finally, she thought, I’ll have an opportunity to explain  
everything to him.

“Wonderful. I was hoping to see your father and sister when I was here.”

Anne walked a little farther with Martin, occasionally stopping to look at some of the booths along the way. 
When they reached the edge of the park Anne said goodbye to Martin and drove back to Camden Inn. Upon 
entering the lobby she was accosted by Prescott, William, and Penelope.

“Anne, we’ve been looking all over for you.” Prescott tried to kiss her, but she managed to escape with just a 
hug.

“What are you doing this evening?” William asked.

“Why?”

“We’ve arranged for a private wine and food pairing at Belmont Winery, it will be so much better with four,” 
said Prescott, leering down at her.

Anne reluctantly agreed to go. She hoped she’d have an opportunity to talk to Prescott privately and find out 
what game he was playing.

Anne went to her room and changed for the evening, a simple summer dress and sandals. William had 
arranged for a limousine to take them to the winery, stocked with champagne. She only sipped a little of the 
beverage hoping to keep sharp for her confrontation with Prescott.

Once at the winery, they were escorted into the tasting room, a spacious room with high ceilings and rich 
wood paneling. They sat at a bar and were greeted by a very attractive woman. Throughout the tasting 
Prescott lavished kind words and compliments on Anne, all the while flirting openly with their hostess. If 
Anne’s situation with Prescott hadn’t been so upsetting she would have been laughing at his ridiculous 
behavior.

After their light meal the two couples decided to walk around the grounds for a little while, eventually 
wandering off in different directions. Anne found her chance to confront Prescott.

“Prescott, can I ask you a question?”

He stopped in the path and turned to face Anne, “Sure, anything you like.”

“What’s with the sudden fascination with me? I mean, we’ve hardly seen each other for the past five years. 
Our relationship was short lived and ended in disaster. Why me? And why now?”

Prescott brushed a few arrant wisps of hair from Anne’s face, causing her to shrink from his touch. He 
narrowed his eyes at her as if he were contemplating his next move. “Anne, I’ve dated many women, but not 
one of them holds a candle to you. You were the best thing that ever happened to me and I was a fool to ever 
let you go.”

“Really?” Anne raised her eyebrow at him and folded her arms across her chest.

“I know it seems sudden, but I love you, Anne, and I want to spend the rest of my life with you.”



“You can’t be serious?”

“Deadly serious,” he said, glowering at her.

“Prescott, what makes you think I’d want to be with you? I think I’ve made it fairly clear, up until my recent 
lapse of sanity, that you would be the last man on earth I’d ever consider dating, let alone spend the rest of 
my life with.”

“True, but I can be very persuasive.” Prescott took a step closer to Anne, nearly closing the gap between 
them. “Anne, I was going to wait to ask you, but I can’t hide what’s in my heart any longer.”

Oh my God…he is going to propose, she thought. Shit, how do I get out of this?

“Prescott, wait…” Anne backed up another step and bumped into a low stone wall surrounding the winery’s 
main building.

“Anne, I love you and I want to marry you.”

Escaping from the wall, Anne scooted past Prescott and started to walk briskly toward the front of the 
building.

“Anne, wait.” Prescott gently held her forearm and turned her to face him. “Please, I’m completely serious.”

“Prescott, I can’t marry you.”

“Why?”

“For one thing I’m not in love with you.”

“You will be in time. Think of how happy our families will be.”

“That makes no difference to me. I’ll never marry you, Prescott. Never!”

Extracting her arm from his grasp, Anne made it to the limo, opened the door, and climbed in before the 
chauffeur had a chance to open it for her. Prescott climbed in after her, sitting beside Anne which forced her 
to scramble to a seat across from him.

“Anne, please…calm down a minute.”

“I’m calm. I just refuse to listen to your ludicrous proposal. What are you playing at?”

“I’m not playing at anything, Anne. I’m sincere, you can trust me. Look, give me a chance to prove it to you. 
You’re everything I’m looking for, please say yes.” He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a ring 
box and opened it to reveal an enormous solitaire diamond ring, probably the gaudiest piece of jewelry Anne 
had ever seen up close.

“Oh, God, put that thing away, now,” she demanded, refusing to take the ring. Prescott finally closed the box 
and held it tightly in his hand.

“Anne,” he said in his best soothing tone, “I won’t take no for an answer.”

She flashed him an angry look. Any further discussion, however, was at an end. Both William and Penelope 
returned to the car and the group set off back to the inn. Prescott tried to talk to Anne in the lobby and nearly 
followed her to her room, but she managed to escape without a repeat of his advances. Anne was determined 
to find out the real reason Prescott was so insistent. He had to be gaining something by such a hasty 
marriage; something other than a wife.



Chapter Twelve

Anne, Walter, Elizabeth, and Lorna arrived at the festival’s patron tent around seven on Friday evening. Anne 
had spent her day shopping with her aunt, who insisted on buying something for her to wear that night. After 
hours of searching, Anne found a delicate floral silk dress with a halter style bodice that dropped low in the 
back. Initially she hesitated wearing something so sexy, knowing that Prescott would be prowling around her 
all night, but her real hope was to make Frederick notice her.

Before dinner began, guests milled about sampling wine and savoring food from the local Sonoma Valley 
restaurants. Unable to find Frederick in the main tent, Anne wandered around the grassy area between the 
tent and the entrance to the event. Eventually, she positioned herself so she could observe him enter the gates. 
After a short wait her efforts were finally rewarded. There stood Frederick wearing khakis, a navy sport coat, 
and a crisp white shirt with the top two buttons undone. She had never seen him look so handsome. Their 
eyes met and Anne could plainly see that her dress had the desired effect on Frederick.

Bravely stepping up to him, Anne said hello.

“You look beautiful tonight,” he said.

“Thank you. So do you.” She smiled and tried to remain cool, but blushed in spite of herself. “Are Martin and 
Sophia with you?”

“Yes,” he said looking around. He pointed them out to Anne.

“Did you go wine tasting today?”

“Not yet. I think the Musgroves are arranging something for Sunday. They plan to ask you to come along, but 
they’re afraid you may be too tied up.” Anne followed Frederick’s eye to her father and Elizabeth who were 
both scowling in their direction. A subtle acknowledgement was exchanged between Frederick and her 
family, completely lacking in warmth on either side.

Neither spoke for what felt like an eternity. Anne thought Frederick would leave at any moment, but he 
seemed in no hurry to go. With a little smile he said, “No one would have guessed that when you sent James 
for help that day, that he and Louisa, that they…”

“Would end up together?” she said, easily finishing his sentence. “No. I admit I was stunned when Mary told 
me.”

“I have nothing against Louisa,” he said, “but I just don’t understand James. To attach himself to a woman he 
hardly knows; uproot himself after such a short acquaintance. It seems so out of character. To suddenly 
profess his love for someone after only knowing her for a few weeks, and only six months after…” he trailed 
off, not able to finish his thought. “I think Louisa is a lovely girl, but Julia was…something more. Never 
have I seen two people better suited. His attachment to her was profound. A man in love, as James was, 
doesn’t recover…easily. He shouldn’t...he doesn’t.” Anne clearly heard the tremor in his voice. He looked 
slightly away from her, not quite making eye contact. An awkward silence fell again between them. Frederick 
seemed to be experiencing some sort of internal debate.

To break the tension, Anne said, “I’d love to see Lyme Cave again.”

“Really?” Frederick fixed his eyes on Anne’s. He moved slightly closer. “You know you were incredible that 
day.” His voice was slow and deep making her skin tingle and her body trembled.

“Thank you,” she said softly.

Frederick took a deep breath. “I’m surprised that you would want to go back to the cave again.”



“I’ve never seen anything like it before. I thought it was beautiful.”

“The others said they would never go again, but you…”

“I would.” Anne smiled. “I’m no more adventurous than they are, but I’d like to be.” She paused, realizing 
how intently he listened to her, his familiar expression transporting her to the past. “I’d like to travel more,” 
she said at last.

As soon as she finished her sentence, dinner was announced. Anne told him she hoped they’d have a chance 
to talk later and walked with her family to their table at the front of the room. Charles and Mary were already 
seated at the table along with Libby Dalrymple, her daughter Catherine, and Jennifer and Michael Wallis. 
Frederick sat at a table across from Anne’s, too far away for conversation. Her thoughts raced back to the 
previous half hour, the topics he chose to speak about and his disbelief that James could attach himself to 
Louisa. The resentment and animosity were gone, replaced with sentiments from long ago; a time when 
words were unnecessary between their two loving hearts.

“Who is that nice-looking young man sitting at the table across from us?” Libby asked, rousing Anne from 
her contemplations.

“Oh, that’s Martin Croft’s brother-in-law, Frederick Wentworth,” said Walter.

“And what does he do?” asked Libby.

“He works in computers, so I’m told.”

As though Frederick sensed they were talking about him, he looked directly at Anne’s table. She saw his 
expression change strangely to a frown as he straightened up in his chair.

“Anne, you look enchanting tonight,” whispered Prescott into her ear.

Startled by his sudden appearance, Anne turned quickly to face him and before she knew it Prescott kissed 
her on the lips. Anne was sure she blushed as she looked around the table, hoping no one had seen the kiss. 
To her dismay the entire table was looking directly at her. Her father’s smug smile made her want to scream. 
When she looked at Frederick’s table again, he was gone. On an impulse she quickly stood up and excused 
herself. She hurried out of the tent and toward the entrance. Frederick was just about to walk out the gate.

“Frederick, wait.” When he heard her calling, he stopped and turned toward her.

“Yes?” he said curtly.

“Are you leaving so soon? You’re not staying for the festival? The first night is supposed to be really good.”

“I’m really not in the mood for music tonight.”

He turned again to leave, but Anne walked quickly in front of him, blocking his way.

“But…but I thought you loved jazz.”

“I did, I do…maybe love is too strong a word,” he said gruffly. “I’m going. Excuse me.” He brushed by her 
and then he was gone.

Anne stood watching him for a moment. A chill ran down her back just before she felt someone’s hands on 
her bare shoulders—Prescott.

“Anne?” he said, turning her to face him. “What are you doing? Everyone was asking why you ran off so 



suddenly.” Prescott looked in the direction of Anne’s eyes and saw Frederick. He looked down at Anne and 
raised his eyebrow.

“Have you thought any more about my proposal?”

“No, Prescott, I haven’t.” Anne let out a sigh.

“You need more time to consider?”

“No, I’ve told you several times, now. I will not marry you. End of story!”

She tried to walk back into the tent, but Prescott grabbed her arm tightly.

“Anne, stop, listen to reason…”

“Reason? Prescott, what you are asking me is totally insane. Now, leave me alone.” Anne tried to pull away 
from his hold, but he only tightened his grip. “Ouch, you’re hurting me.” He released her instantly.

“Anne, please…you have to marry me.” Prescott looked panicked and distraught. But the expression passed 
and he said in a softer tone, “Look, you don’t need to make any rash decision right now. Let’s just spend a 
nice evening together and we can talk about it later.” He linked his arm around hers and pulled her back into 
the tent.

Shortly after dessert Anne made her escape and returned to the hotel. Safely locked in her room, she went 
straight to bed. However, any hope of sleep was miles away; the events of the evening replayed in her mind 
over and over. She determined the only logical explanation for Frederick’s abrupt exit was jealousy. 
Jealous...Frederick had been jealous of Prescott. Somehow she’d find an opportunity to speak to him alone to 
tell him that Prescott meant nothing to her. What happened after that, Anne could only hope.

***

Nancy Rooke had booked her for a massage the next morning at nine. Anne donned her fluffy robe and 
walked down to the lobby. The elegant Camden Inn Spa strove to offer a serene atmosphere. The Feng-shui 
design and enormous slate wall fountain had a calming effect as soon as you entered. A young man with 
flawless skin escorted her back to the treatment rooms.

Nancy arrived soon after Anne was settled on the table. She said a quick hello then blurted out, “I just heard 
something about Prescott Nash that might interest you.”

“What about him?” she said, dreading the answer, her words sounding muffled against the surface of the 
massage table.

“Well, I’ve been told he got into a little scuffle with someone last night, over you.”

Anne lifted her head and turned a little so she could see Nancy, “Over me?”

“Yes. I ran into a friend of mine, an acquaintance of the Nash family, Jennifer Wallis, and she told me all 
about it.”

“And?” Anne said, waving her hand signaling Nancy to speed it up.

“Prescott had been boasting about his proposal to you and that it was only a matter of time before he would 
convince you to say yes.”

“He’s sadly mistaken. Go on.”



“So, someone at the bar, someone who knows you, I think she said his name was Fred something.”

“Wentworth…you mean Frederick?” she said in disbelief.

“Yes, Frederick Wentworth, that’s it. Anyway, Jennifer said that Frederick was offended by something 
Prescott said about you.”

“What did he say?”

“Something Jennifer couldn’t hear. Whatever it was, it made Frederick really angry.”

“Oh, God. What did he do?”

“He grabbed Prescott by the collar and told him to watch what he said about you. Then Prescott pushed him 
away. Just as Frederick turned to leave, Prescott took a swing at him.”

“Did Frederick get hurt?”

“No, Prescott missed. Someone, a friend of Frederick’s I think she said, stood between them and got 
Frederick out of there.”

Anne couldn’t believe what she was hearing.

“That’s not all Jennifer told me.” Nancy said.

By this time, Anne had forgotten all about her massage and had wrapped a towel around her, sitting up on the 
table. “What else?”

“The real reason Prescott Nash is so bent on marrying you is because his father has threatened to cut him off 
without a penny unless he finds a suitable bride by June.”

“But why me?”

“I guess Prescott has been spending insane amounts of money on partying and prostitutes. His father is fed up 
with his lifestyle and gave him an ultimatum. He’s proposed to three other women in as many months; all 
have said no. I think he’s running out of options.”

“Or women,” Anne said dryly. She contemplated her situation for a moment, and then hopped off the table.

“Where are you going…your massage?” asked Nancy.

“I know, I’m sorry, but there’s something I really need to do. Can I take a rain check?”

“Sure.”

Anne rushed back to her room so she could shower and change. She put on a simple cotton dress with short 
sleeves and flip-flops. The temperature had dropped ten degrees from the day before, but it was still too 
warm for comfort. Within an hour she was driving toward the square. Parking was scarce, so she had to walk 
three blocks before reaching the far end of the plaza. She would have to fight her way through the throngs of 
people attending the festival. She slowly worked her way through, jostled and bumped at every turn. 
Someone called her name and she looked up to see James Benwick smiling down at her.

“James…Louisa.” Louisa Musgrove stood close beside James, her arm linked in his.

“Hi, we were hoping to bump into you,” James said.



“I was just heading to your hotel, to see all of you. Louisa, you’re looking well.” Anne said.

“Thanks.”

“How are you feeling?” asked Anne.

“Good,” she said, smiling at James.

“So, James, I hear a rumor that you’re moving to the Bay Area?” asked Anne.

“You heard correctly,” he said proudly. “Martin’s given me a position here and I’ll be moving next month. 
San Francisco has a permanent hold on me now.” James placed his arm around Louisa and gave her an 
affectionate squeeze. Anne couldn’t help but notice how well suited they seemed, and how happy they 
looked.

“So it seems,” said Anne.

After walking a few steps together, Anne said, “I heard something about a scuffle last night…involving 
Frederick?”

“You heard about that?” asked Louisa. Anne nodded. “That creep Prescott Nash was spouting off about you 
and your family and Frederick…well Frederick basically shut up him up.”

“It was nothing, Anne,” James said, perceiving her distress. “Nash was drunk, that’s all.”

“So where is Frederick?” Anne said eagerly. “I was hoping to talk to him…about…” Her voice trailed off. 
She could feel the blush infuse her cheeks.

“He was working in the hotel lobby when we left a half hour ago,” said James.

“Are you heading there now?” asked Anne.

“No, I think we’re going to walk around a bit longer. We’ll be there soon.” James and Louisa began to walk 
off in the opposite direction of the hotel.

They said their goodbyes and Anne hurried through the park. In no time she was standing on the sidewalk 
outside his hotel. She paced back and forth a couple of times, and then worked up the courage to walk inside. 
She opened the door to find Trudy Musgrove talking to Sophia Croft. Lily Harville and her daughters were 
working on a puzzle while Brian Harville read the newspaper; Frederick was sitting at a table with his laptop. 
Everyone but Frederick gave her an enthusiastic welcome. He only gave her a simple nod and continued 
typing rapidly on his computer. Trudy extended the invitation to Anne to join them on the outing the 
following day, which Anne gladly accepted.

After the initial hellos, Brian motioned for her to sit beside him. They chatted about the festival and Anne’s 
new place for a few minutes. Anne fidgeted, trying to think of way to talk to Frederick alone.

“I take it you’ve heard about James and Louisa?” Brian said with a hint of disappointment in his voice.

“I have,” said Anne.

“I can’t deny that I’m shocked by the whole thing.” He paused a moment, deciding exactly what to say. “It’s 
only been six months.”

“Julia?” asked Anne, mirroring the sadness in Brian’s voice.

“Yes. I could see him dating after a year, or so. But this seems too soon.”



“It does seem sudden.” She glanced over at Trudy, then back at Brian. Anne felt the awkwardness of their 
conversation with Louisa’s mother so near by, but Trudy and Sophia were so engrossed in conversation that 
neither heard Brian lamenting.

“I don’t think my sister would have moved on so quickly.”

“I don’t believe most women would.”

“But men, on the other hand, do?”

“Yes…I guess.” Anne said, hesitating for a moment. “Men and women love differently; men on a more 
physical level and women on an emotional one. I think it’s easier for men to Forget their heartache, while 
women dwell on those tender feelings, sometimes for years, maybe even forever.”

The constant clicking of Frederick’s laptop had ceased. Anne turned her head to see Frederick sitting much 
closer than she had first realized.

“And become one of those crazy cat ladies or something,” said Koral, drawing Anne’s attention away from 
Frederick for a second.

“Yeah, exactly,” said Anne, giggling. When Anne looked back at Frederick he was typing again.

Regaining the seriousness of their discussion, Brian continued. “I disagree. If you had known what I went 
through when I lost my leg…Lily and the girls were all I could see. I nearly bled out. You can't fathom the 
heart wrenching experience, to believe that you will never see your wife and children again. And then, when 
it was clear I would live, the anticipation I felt when I knew she was coming to bring me home,” he said, 
glancing at his wife. “It was overwhelming. She couldn’t get there soon enough.”

The intense emotion with which Brian revealed his feelings was not lost on Anne. “I don’t doubt your 
devotion to Lily, and I’m sure it could equal that of any woman.”

Anne heard a tiny snort from Lily. Brain gave her a playful frown. “Well, I know if anything ever happened 
to Lily I’d wait at least a year,” he teased.

“A year?” Lily said, sounding insulted. 

“Okay, two,” Brian smirked.

Lily folded her arms. “I thought you’d wait at least ten.”

“I rest my case.” Anne said happily.

“Dad,” said Ashlin, “will you come with us to look at the booths?”

“Why?” Brian looked at his daughter, skeptically.

“Because we value your opinion, Daddy.”

“Oh it’s ‘Daddy’ now? How much do you want?”

“No, we want you, too,” Ashlin said, pulling her father’s arms to encourage him to stand. “To carry all the 
stuff we buy.”

“Great, a mule with a wallet. We’ll talk tomorrow, Anne.”



“Okay, have a good time shopping,” Anne said.

Ashlin began to drag Brian out the door.

“Wait, Brian,” said Frederick, briskly, suddenly ready to walk out the door. “I’m leaving, too. I have an 
appointment.” He said a brief goodbye to Anne and the others, then followed Brian out the door. She sat 
alone on the couch for a few seconds, debating what to do next, frustrated that her opportunity to speak 
privately with Frederick had been thwarted for a while longer. Sophia asked Anne to join them at the table. 
When she stood up her phone chimed indicating a new message had arrived. The sender’s name made her 
heart race and her legs feel wobbly.

Frederick had sent her an email.

Chapter Thirteen

Anne could hardly stand. Slowly, she lowered herself down to the couch. She opened the email and devoured 
the following words:

“I can be silent no longer. I must tell you what you are to me. I hear your soft voice then feel the infinite ache  
in my heart; a heart more yours today than when you nearly shattered it eight years ago. To think that I have  
lost you again, to think that you belong to another, all because of my foolish pride. But your words, your  
expressions give me hope. 

Please tell me I’m not too late. Please tell me those tender feelings you speak of still exist. Don’t say that men  
Forget their love more easily than women. Your memory may be made of smoke, but it lingers and invades  
my soul. I have loved only you. I may have been bitter and angry, but you were always in my heart. Can you  
not see how I long for you? My thirst, my boundless desire, I'm certain are obvious to anyone. 

I’ve come here with only you in mind. I can hardly type. Every moment I am overcome by a word or a tone  
from your superior mind that only I perceive. You say you can believe men capable of devotion equal to that  
of a woman. Please believe it of me.

If you still love me, even now, I will be waiting for you, hoping beyond hope.
Yours, F~”

Her mouth hung open and she began to hyperventilate. Both Sophia and Trudy rushed to her side asking if 
she was all right. Anne placed her arm on the back of the couch to try and steady herself. After several deep 
breaths she calmed her respirations. She reached for her purse and put her phone inside. Her hand shook 
violently, renewing the shock and concern from the other two women.

“Anne you look positively ashen. Can I get you anything at all?” asked Trudy.

“No…no,” she said between heavy breaths. “I’m fine. I just need some fresh air.” Her only motive being to 
seek Frederick out wherever he may be. Unfortunately, Sophia and Trudy would not allow her to leave. 

Mary and Charles burst on the scene, followed closely by Chris Hayter and Hetty. Trudy asked Charles to 
bring Anne some cold water, convinced that she was suffering from heat exhaustion. Anne managed to stand 
and gradually moved toward the door. A few feet away from freedom, Charles reappeared with the water.

“Charles,” his mother said, “you should drive Anne back to the hotel.”

“No,” replied Anne, “my car’s just on the other side of the plaza. I’m fine really, I can walk.”

A motherly “No,” came from Trudy Musgrove. “Charles will drive you to your car.”

“I can either take you to the hotel or your car, whatever you like, Anne.”



Knowing that they were only acting in her best interest, Anne accepted a ride to her car. Satisfied, Trudy and 
the others let Anne walk out the door. Once on the sidewalk she looked frantically up and down the street. 
Frederick appeared as soon as she and Charles reached the corner.

“Frederick,” Charles said, “I thought you had already left for your appointment.”

“Just about to,” he said staring at Anne.

“Would you mind dropping off Anne on your way? She's not feeling well, the hot weather we think. Her car 
is on the other side of the park.”

“Is that what Anne wants?” asked Frederick.

She took a step closer to Frederick maintaining eye contact with him.

“I’m sure Anne doesn’t mind, do you?” Charles said, turning to Anne.

She couldn’t trust her voice and only shook her head.

“That’s great,” said Charles. “I was going to take a look at some clubs at the golf shop on the next block. Do 
you remember, Frederick, the ones I told you about the other day? I’m told they have a set in stock.” Charles 
looked at both Anne and Frederick who only had eyes for each other. “All right then,” he continued, “I’ll 
leave her in your care.”

“Wonderful,” said Frederick, moving a step closer to Anne.

A moment later Charles was halfway down the street.

“Anne,” Frederick said, his breathing labored, “my car’s just down here.”

It was her turn to move nearer to him. The strength of her emotions made her lip tremble and tears threaten. 
Her voice sounded shaky when she spoke. “I read your beautiful message.” A single tear escaped her eye. 
“I’ve never stopped loving you.”

He gently brushed the tear off her cheek, easing his hand around to the base of her neck, stroking her ear with 
his thumb. Anne closed her eyes and took a deep breath. His soft lips pressed against hers, gentle at first, 
becoming firmer and more possessive with every passing second. While his grip on the nape of her neck 
tightened, his other hand snaked around her waist and settled on the small of her back. His touch made her 
legs tremble; to steady herself she reached her arms around his neck urging him down to make up for the 
disparity in height. Frederick pulled her firmly against his body, taking her breath away. He released her 
mouth, but continued to hold her, hugging her fiercely as though she might disappear if he let go.

Tears fell freely down her cheeks and she started to laugh between her sobs. Her heart soared in ecstasy. She 
was home, wherever he was would be her home. Frederick’s breathing was ragged and he seemed to be 
trying to regain control of his emotions before he spoke. He pulled away just enough so he could see her 
smiling tearstained face, only to gather her closer again, crushing her against his muscular chest.

“Come on, let’s get out of here,” Frederick said at last, taking her hand and leading her to his car. He opened 
the door for her, but before allowing her to get in, he cupped her face in his hands and gave her another mind-
numbing kiss.

They drove silently for several miles toward the coast, initially too overwhelmed by their emotions to speak. 
Anne began by apologizing for walking away all those years ago, a decision she told him she regretted every 
day since. Frederick insisted it was he who should apologize for not being more understanding. She had been 
so young when they met, not yet out of high school. He no longer blamed her, but admitted, at the time, he 



was hurt and angry and that kept him away. 

Frederick believed that he’d gotten over her, but when he saw her again, even that first day at Charles and 
Mary’s house, Frederick knew he’d never meet her equal. He admitted that he flirted with Louisa, but soon 
realized that Louisa could never be what Anne was to him. He laced his fingers between hers and brought 
Anne’s hand to his mouth, gently probing the delicate ridges of her knuckles with his lips.

“To think of all the years I wasted…” he lamented.

The weight on her heart had been lifted. But the stress and uncertainty that preyed upon her for months…
years, made Anne feel fragile. With every touch and caress of Frederick's hand, her body responded, at times 
too much for her to bear. More than once, as they drove down the freeway, fresh tears sprung from her eyes; 
tears of relief, tears of joy, tears of her all-consuming love for him that had been buried for too many years. 
Frederick soothed and consoled her, promising her nothing would ever separate them again.

They talked of the events leading to the present moment. When in Seattle, Frederick finally admitted to 
himself that he must act and try to win Anne’s heart again. He accepted an invitation to speak at a network 
security conference in the city, but it was really just a pretense to allow him to return to the Bay Area and 
seek Anne out. He spent the weekend before the conference with his brother, Edward.

“Edward asked after you, which opened the floodgates and I confessed everything to him.”

“And what did he say?” she asked.

“That I was an idiot. And that I should get back here immediately and find you. But I still had my doubts and 
I was working up my courage to see you again. That day I met you outside the coffee shop I had already been 
to your flat, but you weren’t home.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I thought it was better if you believed it was a chance meeting. I had planned to tell you everything. That 
day was like nothing I ever imagined. I wanted you so badly. I suppressed every urge to pick you up and 
carry you to your bedroom and ravage you.” Anne blushed which made Frederick smile and place his hand 
on her thigh, giving it a gentle squeeze. “When the doorbell rang, interrupting our kiss, I could have cried. I 
felt like such a fool when I saw Nash at your door.”

“I heard what happened last night,” she said timidly.

Frederick looked surprised. “Who told you?”

“A friend of mine at the hotel, but she only heard it secondhand. So what happened between you two? Louisa 
said he was saying things about me and my family.”

Frederick furrowed his brow, “It’s really not worth repeating. Let’s just say it wasn’t very flattering.”

“Oh,” Anne said.

Frederick was silent for a moment. “Did he really ask you to marry him?”

Anne sighed, “Yes. The guy is nuts. He knows I hate him, yet he thinks he can buy everyone.”

“So you aren't dating him?”

“God, no!” said Anne. “He is the last man on earth I would ever let near me again. He conned me into one 
date, and now he’s been chasing me down ever since.” Anne debated whether or not she should tell Frederick 
all the details of her previous relationship with Prescott, but decided to leave it for another time. “This 



morning I found out the real reason he wants to marry me.” She related everything Nancy had told her.

“And what does your family want you to do?”

“I don’t really care what they want me to do. I listened to them about you, and look where that got me.”

Frederick smiled, looking pleased with her declaration.

“I imagine they aren’t too thrilled that I’ve returned?” he said.

“I’m sorry they were so rude to you last night.” Anne mused for a moment about asking the question on the 
tip of her tongue, but she had to know. “So why did you leave the dinner so abruptly.”

Frederick smiled and shook his head. “Jealousy,” he said flatly. “When I saw you before dinner, it was like a 
dream. Your dress,” he breathed deeply. “You literally took my breath away.”

“I wore it for you,” she said running her hand sensuously along his arm.

When they reached the coast, Frederick found a secluded place and parked. The car faced the ocean, but 
neither paid any attention to the spectacular view. As soon as Frederick turned off the ignition he turned to 
Anne and grabbed her by the shoulders and kissed her hungrily. When Anne felt his tongue glide across her 
lips, she opened her mouth to sweet invasion. Tentatively, her fingers touched his arms and upper body, shyly 
rediscovering the once familiar landscape. His breathing was rapid and irregular, as though her touch affected 
him deeply. Her arms reached around him, stroking the muscular plane of his back, twisting and contorting in 
the cramped space of the car, trying to bring him closer. Anne was practically in his lap when her bottom 
pressed against the horn, making them both jump.

Frederick deposited her back on her seat and said, “This will never do!” He got out of the car, walked around 
to her side, and opened her door. Frederick offered Anne his hand and pulled her out of the car.

“I think it’s a little cold for a romp in the sand,” Anne said jokingly. The fog wafted overhead, pulled in by 
the intense heat further inland, kicking up a strong cold wind in the process.

Without saying a word, Frederick got into the passenger seat and released the lock allowing it to push as far 
back as it would go. Anne stood in her thin cotton dress shivering for a second more before he pulled her by 
the waist back inside. Once Frederick positioned her atop him, straddling his thighs, he pulled the car door 
shut once again.

“Much better,” he said huskily, grabbing her around the back of her head so he could feast on her mouth once 
again. 

Initially Anne felt awkward and hesitant to be suddenly placed so intimately upon his lap. Quickly, however, 
his kisses dissolved any uncertainty, recalling her to the sense of love and trust Anne cherished all these 
years. 

Leaving the soft cushion of her lips behind, Frederick trailed down her chin and neck. His kisses fell like 
embers, burning her skin in their wake. He said her name over and over, told her again he had never stopped 
loving her. Comforted by his words, Anne settled the weight of her body on his. She felt his growing erection 
against her sex, inflaming her passion. The pent up longing kept hidden so long overwhelmed her brittle 
nerves. She buried her head in his neck, holding him, urging him to be still so she could calm her quivering 
limbs.

Frederick sensed her need for a reprieve and held her gently, smoothing her hair and whispering endearments 
in her ear. The unforgettable clean masculine fragrance of his skin encircled her with a calming force. Once 
her body ceased to shake, Anne nuzzled and kissed his warm neck working her way to the hollow behind his 
ear. She nipped at the lob with her teeth, suddenly remembering how that used to drive him crazy. Anne felt 



his palms move up her bare legs and settle on the curve of her hips. He began to move her in slow grinding 
motion, each time awakening the damp heat between her thighs. She closed her eyes, moving to a more 
upright position. A moan rose in her throat involuntarily. When she looked at Frederick again, he was 
watching her with frank yearning and passion etched in his features.

She captured his mouth, her hair cascading around his face in a silky chestnut veil. The sleek touch of his 
tongue toying with hers and gliding over her teeth drove her mad with desire. His hand moved along her 
torso, resting at the curve of her breast, the heat of his palm seeping through the thin material. Deftly, he 
released the first few buttons, slipping his fingers between the cotton of her dress and the lace of her bra. Her 
nipple tingled and budded to a hard peak as his thumb brushed the tip.

“Frederick,” she said breathlessly, “Tell me this is not a dream. Tell me this is real.”

“I’m real, you’re real, but this is a dream, a fantasy I’ve long imagined.”

She arched toward him, the scorching wet heat of his lips skimming over the top of her breast, his hand 
easing the lacey covering away. The sound of a low moan vibrated against her skin just before he took her in 
his mouth. His tongue glided over the sensitive bud and her veins filled with bubbling lava. Her fingers 
wrapped around his taut neck and down the opening of shirt and caressing the smooth flesh of his back. 

Completely unaware that the windows had fogged up in the car, neither Anne nor Frederick noticed the 
police cruiser parked beside them until they heard a tap on the window.

“Oh crap!” cried Anne as she buried herself against Frederick’s chest, unable to keep from giggling.

Frederick calmly rolled down the window and said, “Hello, Officer. Is there a problem?”

Anne had managed to fasten the top button of her dress and turned toward the police officer in time to see his 
raised eyebrow. “I appreciate that the view has that effect on people, but you’ll need to move along.”

“Sorry, we were just leaving,” said Frederick.

“Have a good day and drive carefully.” The officer gave them a half-smile, got back in his car and left.

Anne and Frederick watched as he drove away then looked at each other and laughed.

“Should we go then?” said Frederick, kissing her tenderly.

Anne kept a feather-like touch on his lips shifting forward in his lap. “If we have to.”

Frederick seized her again, tilting her head with his hands so he could kiss her passion-inflamed mouth. His 
fervor slowed and Frederick had a devilish look in his eyes. “If we stay here much longer I don’t think you’ll 
be wearing much clothing when he returns. And I would really rather not spend the night in jail.”

Anne groaned, frustrated that her need for him could not yet be fully satisfied. But she knew he was right. On 
their way back to Sonoma, they stopped for a bite to eat and by the time they reached Frederick’s hotel it was 
early afternoon. Anne waited in the car while he ran in and grabbed his things; Anne had begged him to stay 
with her at Camden, and he gladly accepted. Anne and Frederick were walking past the reception desk at the 
inn and toward the stairs when one of the hotel staff called her name.

“Miss Elliot, you have several messages.”

The young woman handed her a stack of pink slips of paper. Many of the messages were from her father, a 
few from Prescott, and one from her aunt. Anne groaned and shook her head.

“What is it?” Frederick asked.



“My father. I have a bad feeling he’s not too pleased with me at the moment. Since you and the Crofts moved 
into Kellynch I can count on one hand the number of times I’ve talked to him. Then today,” she said, holding 
up the messages, “he calls me five times.”

As soon as Anne got in her room she called the bungalow. Walter sounded irritated as Anne suspected he 
would. The Nash’s had invited them to lunch, something they didn’t often do, and wanted specifically for 
Anne to join them. When she couldn’t be found they postponed until dinner, which would be in half an hour. 
Anne told him she would be there, but that she was bringing someone with her. In an angry tone, Walter said 
he didn’t care who she brought as long as she was there.

Frederick had been sitting on a chair in her suite, listening to Anne. When she hung up the phone she turned 
to him and pleaded, “Will you come with me?”

He stood up and closed the gap between them. “Of course.”

“Thank you. I apologize in advance for my family.”

“I can put up with them for a night,” he jibed.

She smacked his arm, like she’d done so many times when they were together before whenever he teased her. 
Frederick dug in his pockets and emptied the contents on the desk. Something caught her eye that looked 
familiar.

“What’s that?” she asked.

“What?”

“That.” She pointed to a white gold chain with tiny charms hanging from it.

“Oh,” he said, snatching it up, “nothing.”

“Frederick,” she scolded, “let me see it. It looks like an old bracelet of mine, a gift from my mother. I lost it a 
long time ago…” Eight years ago, she thought. “Please let me see it.” Reaching around his back, she grabbed 
his hand.

“No,” he said, smoothly. His warm breath tickled her ear.

Anne leaned up against him. “Please,” she said placing a gentle kiss on his lips.

He relaxed his hand and let her take the bracelet.

“It is mine.” She dangled the bracelet in front of her. One charm was missing, but banged up though they 
may be, the other six were intact. The gift from her mother she treasured most. “Where did you find it?”

Frederick ran his hand through his hair, obviously trying to think of some story. With a look of resignation, he 
sighed and said, “After you left that night…at my place in Berkeley.”

“And you’ve kept it all these years.” She was astonished. Hidden in his pocket, likely for years judging by 
the state of the chain, Frederick had kept this trinket of hers. Her heart felt full. She closed her hand around it.

“Not so fast,” he said, prying her hand open and taking it back.

“Frederick, it’s mine.”

“But…I have had it so long. I’d feel strange without it.”



“You would?”

“I would. I know its sounds idiotic, but it’s like a talisman to me.”

“Are you serious,” Anne said, raising her eyebrow.

“Yes, it’s brought me luck on more than one occasion.” He looked at her, gritting his teeth, struggling against 
his emotions. “I kept it because it was yours. It was all I had left.”

Taking hold of his trembling hand, she said, “I’m so sorry, I thought I was doing the right thing at the time.”

He reached up and cupped her face, caressing her cheek with his thumb, sending a thrill down to her toes. 
“I’ve missed you,” he said, pulling her chin up, forcing her to stretch in order to reach him, Frederick kissed 
her softly. “May I keep the bracelet? It means a lot to me, especially now.”

“Okay,” she said as her eyes welled up.

Smiling, he wiped her tears and said, “You really have to stop all this crying my love. You’ll get dehydrated.”

Anne laughed. She wrapped her arms around him and held him tightly.

“Thank you,” she said, giving him another kiss on the lips. Anne wiped the remaining moisture from her 
eyes. Looking at her watch she said, “I really need to take a quick shower. We don’t have much time.”

When she turned at the bathroom door he was still watching her. Smiling, she closed the door and turned on 
the water. Dinner with her father and the Nash family would be dreadful, but the thought of Frederick by her 
side calmed her nerves.

Chapter Fourteen

Anne and Frederick walked across the lobby of the hotel toward the restaurant a little more than half an hour 
after she spoke to her father. Within a few feet of the door, they heard Lorna call Anne.

“Aunt Lorna.” Anne gave her a quick hug and kiss. Feeling a little awkward and embarrassed, Anne looked 
up at Frederick and smiled before she said, “You remember Frederick, don’t you?”

Lorna’s mouth hung open for a moment. She looked at her niece and then at Frederick, apparently trying to 
wrap her head around what she was seeing.

“Frederick, it’s good to see you. I can’t deny I’m a little surprised.”

Anne sensed Frederick stiffening slightly. Concerned that he might take her aunt’s surprise as a slight, rather 
than an honest reaction, she took hold of Frederick’s hand and gave it a squeeze.

“I thought I could use some moral support tonight. And Frederick…”

“I’m here because I love her,” he said bluntly.

Anne blushed at his candid admission. He put his arm around her shoulders and kissed her head.

“I see.” Lorna smiled at them both. “I’m glad to hear that, Frederick. Unfortunately, I fear there are others 
who will not be so happy about your news, Anne. I’m very sorry about tonight; your father has been on a 
rampage all afternoon about you and Prescott.” Lorna grimaced and gave Frederick an apologetic look. “For 
some reason your father has gotten it into his head that you are as good as engaged to Prescott. Obviously, he 



has been misinformed.”

“Where did he get the idea that Prescott and I are engaged?” asked Anne, with a tremor of panic in her voice. 
The last thing she wanted Frederick to be subjected to was a blow-out with her father.

“William and Penelope.” Seeing Anne’s worried look, Lorna took hold of one of her and one of Frederick’s 
hands. “I hate that you two have to go through this, especially since you’ve only just worked things out 
between you, but it will be better to clear the air. I just wish it didn’t have to be in front of Prescott’s parents. 
If it’s any consolation, you have one person on your side.”

Lorna led the way into the restaurant, followed closely by the couple. She introduced Frederick to Jonathan 
and Alicia Nash, and the three took their seats. The rest of the table – Prescott, William, Walter, Penelope, 
and Elizabeth – all looked at Anne and Frederick in amazement.

“Wentworth…” Jonathan mused. “Why does that name sound so familiar? If you don’t mind me asking, 
Frederick, what do you do?”

“I work for Laconia Industries as a Network Engineer.”

“That’s it! You work for Martin Croft,” said Jonathan. “He’s your brother-in-law, isn’t that right?”

“Yes, exactly,” Frederick said.

“You invented some cutting edge technology, I believe?” Jonathan continued.

Frederick nodded.

“Very impressive stuff, well it’s a pleasure to meet you, Frederick.”

Anne hazarded a glance at her father; he looked furious. Prescott did his best to look unconcerned, but Anne 
knew him well enough to know he was seething underneath his bland expression. Either too stunned or too 
angry to contribute much to the dinnertime discussions, everyone remained uncomfortably subdued 
throughout the meal, while Frederick and Jonathan Nash monopolized the conversation at the table. By the 
end of the meal, Anne’s growing anxiety had turned her stomach into one huge knot.

As they stood to leave, Jonathan Nash pulled Anne a little aside and said, “I believe there has been some sort 
of misunderstanding between you and my son regarding the status of your relationship.”

Anne began to open her mouth in protest, but Jonathan hushed her.

“No, Anne, not on your part, but my son has embellished the truth of the matter.” He glared at Prescott for a 
moment, with a stern expression. “I knew you were too sensible a girl to get mixed up with Prescott. I’m 
sorry if this has caused you any problems, Anne.” He smiled sympathetically at her. Up until now, Anne had 
always been a little intimidated by Prescott’s father. He had such a commanding presence; but his insight into 
her situation gave her an entirely new respect for the man.

“Thank you, Mr. Nash. I apologize if this has created any additional friction between you and your son.”

“Not to worry, things were not good to begin with. Now, you take care of yourself and your young man there. 
I expect to hear remarkable things about you two in the future.” He held out his hand to Anne and gripped 
hers firmly as they said goodbye. Prescott, his mother, and father left the others standing outside the 
restaurant. The Nash family was barely out of earshot when Walter addressed Anne in a harsh voice.

“I want to speak to you. Now. I’ll be at the bungalow. Do not keep me waiting,” he said severely.

After her father and the others walked away, Frederick gathered her into his arms. “Don’t worry, Anne. I’ll be 



with you. Just stand your ground with him.”

She gave him a slight smile as they set off through the garden.

***

A maid escorted Anne and Frederick into the living room of the bungalow. Walter, Elizabeth, Lorna, and for 
some reason, Penelope were already there.

“How dare you humiliate me in front of Jonathan Nash, Anne?” Her father wasted no time pouncing on his 
youngest daughter. “And what in the hell is he doing here?” Walter asked, motioning to Frederick.

Frederick began to open his mouth, but Anne silenced him with a shake of her head, indicating that she 
would rather do the talking.

“I might as well ask what she is doing here.” said Anne, pointing to Penelope.

Her father ignored her remark and continued his attack, “What do you think you’re doing leading Prescott to 
believe that you and he are involved while whoring around with him?” Anne could see Frederick becoming 
agitated with the way her father was talking to her, but he remained silent at Anne’s urging.

“I made it very clear to Prescott that I wanted nothing to do with him. He’s delusional if he ever thought we 
had a relationship,” Anne said.

“Do you expect me to believe a Nash would lie to me?”

“You seem to have no problem believing that your own daughter would lie to you.”

“The apple doesn’t fall far from the tree.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You’re exactly like your mother, nothing more than a lying slut!”

“What…” Anne’s mouth hung open in shock.

“Walter!” Lorna reprimanded.

His sister-in-law’s plea fell on deaf ears. “I think it’s time you learned the truth about your mother. The 
woman you’ve placed on a pedestal, the one you believed to be a saint, was nothing better than a whore. Not 
long before you were born, she had an affair. I’m not even sure you’re mine.”

“WALTER!” Lorna yelled.

Anne’s legs gave way, but Frederick managed to hold her up. She began to breathe rapidly and tears stung 
her eyes.

“A true Elliot would never behave the way you have. I think I’ve endured you long enough. You’re nothing to 
me. Get out of my sight!” He turned away; Anne had been dismissed. Frederick pulled her up and practically 
carried her out of the bungalow. She was crying hysterically even before the door closed behind them.

“Oh Anne, how could he do that to you? I’m so sorry.” Frederick tried to soothe her, but his well meant 
words were useless. In the space of a few minutes, Walter had completely destroyed the memory of the only 
member of her family who ever loved her unconditionally.

“Frederick, Anne…wait.” Lorna rushed up to them, helping Frederick walk Anne to a nearby bench.



“What the hell was that?” he asked in disbelief.

“Anne, please try and calm down. You are an Elliot, your mother was always certain of that.”

“But…” Anne tried to speak through her sobs, but had difficulty getting her words out. “She…had…an…
affair?”

Lorna closed her eyes and sighed before she spoke. “Your mother and father did not have a happy marriage, 
Anne, I’m sorry to say. She tried for years to encourage Walter to seek marital counseling, but he wouldn’t. 
She suffered greatly from depression. Yes, she had an affair. But you have to understand, she tried for years 
to make her marriage with Walter work.” Lorna looked at Frederick sympathetically. “When he found out 
about the affair, he threatened to declare her an unfit mother and never let her see Mary and Elizabeth again. 
She begged him to forgive her, and promised to end the relationship with the other man. A few months later, 
she became pregnant with you. Things were better between them after you were born. He does love you, 
Anne.” She took hold of both Anne’s hands and held them tightly. “He’s just angry. I know he’ll regret his 
words. Please believe me, Anne.” Tears continued to stream down her face. “Let’s get her back to her room,” 
Lorna said to Frederick.

Anne buried her face against Frederick’s side as he walked her to the suite. Lorna came along and helped 
Anne get changed for bed. The intense sobbing had ceased, but not the tears. Anne climbed into the bed and 
under the covers, curling up into the fetal position. She heard Lorna and Frederick talking in the next room, 
but couldn’t register what they were saying. 

Everything she believed about her life had crumbled before her eyes. Her father had always been unkind to 
her, but never like this. His belief that she was another man’s child obliterated any illusion that he ever cared 
for her. Walter hated her; he always had.

She heard the door to the suite close; a few seconds later Frederick sat on the bed. Brushing her hair away 
from her face, he bent down and gently kissed her damp cheek.

“Can I get you anything?” he asked.

Anne shook her head. Frederick stood to leave, but Anne reached out and firmly grasped his hand. “Don’t 
leave me,” she said, conveying a deeper meaning than for just the present moment.

He squeezed her hand. “I won’t leave you, Anne,” he said in earnest, leaning over her and kissing her 
feverish forehead. “I’m just going to get ready for bed, I’ll be right back.”

Anne nodded and closed her eyes. She barely recalled Frederick getting into bed and pulling her flush against 
his body before drifting into a deep sleep.

***

When Anne woke the next morning, she was alone. She thought Frederick must have gone to the café in the 
lobby for some coffee. Her eyes felt swollen, and they stung from all the crying the previous night. After 
taking a long shower, Frederick still had not returned. She quickly got dressed, grabbed her room key and 
ventured downstairs to try and find him.

A sense of foreboding crept over her when she spotted Frederick near the hotel entrance, talking to a tall 
blond man. As she stepped closer, her heart pounded violently in her chest; Frederick was talking to Prescott. 
Frederick looked at Anne with a stern expression and then said something to Prescott. Everything seemed to 
move in slow motion. Prescott turned his head toward Anne and smirked. He turned back to Frederick, the 
two shook hands, and then Prescott walked away.

She reached Frederick and said, “What’s going on?”



“I should ask you the same thing,” he said tersely.

Her throat constricted, “What do you mean?”

“Prescott told me everything. What kind of fool do you think I am, Anne?”

Her body began to tremble, “Told you everything? What did he say?”

“Is that really important? Your father was right about you,” he said in disgust. “Goodbye, Anne.” He turned 
and walked out the door.

“Frederick, wait!” she cried, running after him. No matter how quickly she moved, Frederick traveled at an 
unimaginably fast pace. Suddenly everything seemed to crowd around her. She stepped off the curb and froze 
at the sound of a horn blaring. She turned her head to see a tour bus bearing down on her. Just before impact, 
she shot up in bed to find herself in complete darkness; Frederick was sleeping soundly beside her.

The movement in the bed caused him to stir.

“Is everything okay?” he asked in a sleepy haze, gently caressing her arm.

She turned toward him and lay back down. “I had a nightmare,” she said, her voice cracking.

“Shh…” he said, wrapping his arm around her waist and kissing her softly on the mouth. His gentleness 
caused her tears to flow again. “Do you want to talk about it?” he asked.

Anne took a deep, ragged breath and told Frederick about her dream.

Frederick chuckled, and said “Your dreams certainly are vivid.” He hugged and kissed her possessively. “I’m 
not going anywhere, Anne. I love you.”

“Frederick…I need to tell you something. I need to get it off my chest. I don’t want there to be any secrets 
between us.”

“Okay, what do you want to tell me?”

“You know I dated Prescott a few years after you left.”

“Right, you mentioned that before, so?”

“I lost my virginity with him.” She thought saying it right out would make it easier. She was relieved that 
Frederick didn’t move away; in fact he pulled her closer.

“Anne, I don’t care about that. It doesn’t matter. All that matters is that we’re together now.”

“That’s not all.” She paused and looked into his eyes. “I haven’t been with anyone else.”

“Seriously?”

Anne shook her head.

“Wow, I would have thought…I mean, you’re a beautiful, desirable woman. I only assumed you would have 
been with other men in the span of eight years.”

“Only Prescott, and only that one time.”



“Really?”

Anne laughed a little, remembering Isabel and Rick’s similar reaction.

“Yes. Is that really so hard to believe?”

Frederick smiled. “I believe you, but it surprises me, that’s all.” He looked at her thoughtfully for a moment. 
“I don’t mind taking things slow, Anne. I’ve waited eight years; I think I can wait a little longer.”

The prickly stubble tickled her fingertips as Anne trailed her hand along his jaw line. She gently traced his 
lips before kissing them. “I don’t want to wait, Frederick,” she purred.

With that little encouragement, Frederick’s tall frame intertwined with hers. His hand slid down her back to 
the curve of her hip and continued down her thigh, sending tiny shivers over her skin. Gently, his lips grazed 
hers, urging them to open with the tip of his tongue, venturing further in a delicate and blazing exploration. 
The soft caress intensified her longing for his touch. She reached around to his lower back to pull him closer 
as she arched against his arousal.

His hand hooked around the back of her knee, pulling her thighs apart as he brought her leg to rest over his 
hip. A ragged breath escaped his mouth when he pulled her against his body, the rigid length of him fitting 
perfectly in the valley of her sex. Sliding his hand beneath her nightgown, he cupped the supple roundness of 
her buttocks, filling her with physical agitation that made her tremble. Their kisses deepened in a rush of heat 
and fire. With an urgency that amazed her, Anne wrenched and tore at his t-shirt in a desperate hunger to feel 
his skin. To her relief, Frederick swiftly stripped the barrier away and discarded it over his shoulder.

“Fair is fair,” he growled, pulling her nightgown off so it could join his t-shirt on the floor.

A shock of sensation ran through her when her bare breasts brushed against his smooth chest. An intense 
need coursed through her so severely that she could scarcely bear it. Frederick rolled her on her back and 
settled his full weight between her legs. The searing heat of his erection burned through the thin cotton of her 
underwear. His mouth moved slowly down her throat, the wet slick heat of his tongue gliding into the hollow 
at the base of her neck. Moving his head lower, he reached the swell of her breast. The tip of his tongue 
traced a circle around her nipple before he took her in his mouth, sucking gently on the tight bud.

Her fingers dug into the hard muscle of his upper arms. Passion surged through her body, causing liquid heat 
to pool in her core. She writhed and wiggled, trying to pull him up, but Frederick continued his descent, 
dropping feathery kisses on her stomach, pausing just below her bellybutton.

“I’ve wanted to do this for so long, Anne,” he said hoarsely, as he slipped her last stitch of clothing off.

His finger stoked her springy hair, gently rubbing the hood of her sex. Her breath caught in her throat when 
she felt his tongue glide through the damp folds. Arching her hips upward, she urged him to delve deeper 
inside, desperate to feel more of him. His tongue flirted and licked the peak with an excruciatingly light 
touch, making her cry out for more. Suddenly he took the tiny nub in his mouth, sucking and licking with 
sensuous care. One finger probed the slick inner surface, then another. He teased the soft walls, making her 
beg for release. She tugged his arm and managed to pull him away from the exquisite torment. 

“Frederick…please…now” she said, unable to put her feelings into any more coherent words, having just 
experienced the most beautiful and erotic sensations in her life. Spreading her legs wide, she reached between 
them, seeking his hard silky flesh. In her inexperience she encased his length with a tentative grip, running 
her hand from the base to the tip in an awkward motion.

“Easy,” he said in a soothing tone, trying to calm her frantic yearning. He left her briefly to retrieve a condom 
from his suitcase; to Anne it felt like an eternity. Settling between her legs once again, he gently rubbed 
against the damp warmth of her center, entering her with a maddeningly slow pressure. Anne held her breath 
and tensed when she felt the slight burn as her sheath stretched to accommodate him.



“I’m sorry,” he said, looking into her eyes. “I don’t want to hurt you.”

“I’m all right,” she panted, hitching her legs around his hips. A throaty groan escaped as he slid inside to his 
hilt, and she clamped snugly around him.

Frederick gripped her bottom and pressed against the throbbing peak of her sex, moving slowly initially, 
gradually thrusting harder and deeper. Her world collapsed to the small space around their joined bodies, 
moving together rhythmically until she cried out as her senses exploded in bliss. She shuddered with release, 
her hips pushing upwards, drawing him further within her pulsating climax. Frederick shook in her arms, 
letting out a guttural moan as his hands clenched tightly around her back. Once the tremors subsided, he 
settled beside her, pulling her flush against his chest.

He said her name over and over, whispering tender endearments to her. She closed her eyes and basked in the 
delirium of their love making. Frederick’s lips grazed her ear.

“Anne?”

“Hmmm?”

“Marry me.”

She smiled and snuggled closer, “Okay.”

Turning her to face him, Frederick said, “Tomorrow.”

Her eyes widened. “Tomorrow?”

Realizing the time, he replied, “Well, today actually. I would have married you eight years ago, Anne. I don’t 
want there to be any doubt in your mind about my feelings. I love you. Marry me today.” His head lowered to 
drop a soft kiss on her lips. “Well, what’s your answer?”

Finally registering that he was completely serious, she said, “Yes. But where? It’s Sunday. How will we get a 
license?”

“We’ll find someplace. Worst case scenario, we’ll fly to Vegas. I’m determined to be your husband by 
tonight.” 

After a deliciously sensuous kiss, they huddled together and fell into a slumber of sweet oblivion.

Chapter Fifteen

Anne awoke the following morning cradled in Frederick’s arms. Throughout the night, she drifted in and out 
of sleep, feeling restless from the previous day’s events. Just before sunrise, they made love again; Anne felt 
less awkward and shy the second time around, trusting completely in Frederick. But when she got out of bed, 
Anne winced, feeling acutely the effects of the night’s exertions. Proving once again how thoughtful and 
caring he was, Frederick drew a hot bubble bath to soothe her aching body.

After the bath, she lay on the bed with only her bathrobe on. Frederick joined her and held her close.

“How are you feeling now?” he asked, caressing her back through the thick terrycloth.

“I’ve never been happier,” she said. Then her smile faded when she recalled her argument with Walter. “I’m 
sorry you were subjected to my horrible family last night.”

“I’m not sorry. I was happy I could be there for you,” he said, kissing her forehead. “Are you going to tell 



them we’re getting married?”

Anne furrowed her brow and took a beep breath, doing her best to fight off her brittle emotions. Shaking her 
head, she said, “No. I know they wouldn’t understand. I don’t even want to see or talk to any of them for…” 
Her voice began to crack and her eyes gleamed with unshed tears.

“Shhh…I’m so sorry, sweetheart. I wish there was something I could do or say, but…”

She shook her head and wiped her eyes. “There’s really nothing to say. My family sucks…except for Lorna.”

“She was really worried about you last night. She asked that you call her when you felt up to it.”

“I’ll call her later…afterwards,” she said, unable to say the words ‘after we’re married.’ The whole thing 
sounded too surreal.

Frederick smiled. “And you’re certain you want to do this today? I know I don’t want to wait, but if you’d 
rather…”

“Frederick,” she said in a steady voice, “I want nothing more than to marry you today. Trust me, nothing can 
persuade me otherwise.”

He gathered her close and kissed her passionately, rekindling her smoldering desire. She would have crawled 
back under the covers with him were it not for a knock on the door; Frederick had ordered breakfast.

While they ate, Frederick opened his laptop, taking advantage of the WiFi Internet access to search for some 
place local for a spur of the moment wedding. Unfortunately, the few places that existed were either not 
answering their phones or fully booked for the holiday weekend. As much as they disliked the idea, Vegas 
began to look like their only option.

“All right,” he said clicking one more link from the search page. “If this place has no openings, I’ll start 
looking at flights.”

He dialed the number and waited for what seemed like an eternity. Looking disappointed, he was about to 
hang up when someone answered.

“Hello,” he said. “I realize it’s short notice, but I’d like to book your services for a ceremony today if at all 
possible.”

He looked at Anne and smiled while he listened to the response.

“Okay, now where is that?” A grin began to appear on his face. “Excellent. And you say everything is already 
arranged, we just show up?”

Anne’s heart thumped loudly in her chest, she was getting married to Frederick…today.

“Great, we’ll be there at noon then. Witnesses? Um…not sure about that, maybe?” he said, shrugging his 
shoulders at Anne’s disbelieving expression. “We'll see what we can do.” After thanking the person on the 
other end several more times, he hung up the phone. He plopped his laptop on the table and rushed over to 
Anne, pulling her up from the couch and drawing her into an exuberant embrace.

“So, are you going to tell me where we’re getting married?” she asked, grinning broadly at his enthusiasm.

“The Sonoma Mission in the main square.”

“Really? Wow, that’s a gorgeous little church. How did you manage that?”



“We lucked out, everything is already arranged.”

“Already arranged?”

“They had a cancellation.”

“So we’re using someone else’s wedding?” The idea felt a little strange to Anne.

Frederick caressed her hair and kissed her nose. “If you’d rather we wait…I mean, if you’d rather do a more 
traditional wedding, we can.”

Her hands glided up his broad chest, the firmness of the muscle beneath at odds with the soft white cotton t-
shirt. She reached around his neck to pull him closer, placing a languid kiss on his lips. “No, I don’t want to 
wait. I want to marry you today. I’m sure it’ll be lovely.”

Frederick hugged her tightly, sinking his fingers in her hair at the nape of her neck.

“Oh…witnesses,” he said, unceremoniously pulling away from her and grasping her shoulders. “Is there 
anyone you’d like to invite?”

“Maybe Isabel, she’d never forgive me if I didn’t tell her. Would it be all right if I asked her to come up? And 
Rick too, of course.”

“That’s perfect.”

“Should I tell them, or should I make up some other pretense?”

“What would you rather do?”

“Let’s surprise them,” she said with a devious grin.

Anne called Isabel and tried to sound as serious as possible. Simply telling her friend that there was 
something important she needed her for. It was difficult to be vague and casual; but Anne managed to 
convince Isabel and Rick to be in Sonoma by eleven-thirty.

“All right, my beautiful bride-to-be,” Frederick said, smiling. “We have three hours before the nuptials. I 
think we need to do a little shopping.”

“Shopping?”

“We can’t get married without wedding rings. I want the world to know you’re mine, and that nothing will 
separate us again.”

A worried expression crossed her face. “What am I going to wear?”

“We could buy that too,” he said with an infectious confidence as though no obstacle would be too great to 
overcome.

“I could wear that dress I wore the other night.”

Frederick gave Anne a devilish smirk and said, “You know I’ll have a difficult time keeping my hands off 
you in that dress.”

“That’s the idea,” she said, giving his side a pinch. She playfully dodged his grasp and ran into the bedroom, 
Frederick hot on her heels. After frolicking in bed for a little while longer, the two managed to get ready and 
headed downstairs.



The concierge suggested a jewelry store close by, and both Anne and Frederick were able to find rings they 
liked. Frederick chose a simple white gold band, while Anne found a platinum ring with a delicate filigree 
design adorned with seven small diamonds. Shortly after returning to the hotel, Isabel and Rick called from 
the lobby.

“So what’s going on, Anne? You were so cryptic on the phone,” said Isabel as she stepped into the suite.

“Thanks for coming up on such short notice,” Anne said, giving them each a hug.

“Frederick? What are you doing here?” Rick asked, reaching out to shake his hand.

Anne blushed profusely and began to stutter out an answer when Frederick stood beside her and placed his 
arm around her shoulders.

“We’re getting married,” he said, looking at his watch, “in less than an hour.”

“What?” Isabel and Rick said in unison.

“We’re getting married today, and we want you two to be our witnesses,” Anne said.

“Are you serious?” Isabel asked, her mouth gaping open.

“Completely serious,” said Frederick. “I finally realized what a blind fool I’ve been and decided not to let her 
slip through my fingers again.”

Isabel looked at Frederick then at Anne. She let out a loud squeal as she grabbed them both for a hug.

“We need to get going if we want to make it on time,” said Frederick once Isabel let go.

Anne smiled at Frederick, then turned to Isabel and said, “Will you help me get ready?”

“Only if you’ll tell me everything that led to this.”

“Okay, I’ll give you the abridged version,” Anne said, winking at Frederick as she led Isabel into the suite’s 
bedroom.

A half hour later, the two women emerged. Anne had decided to wear her hair up, with a few strands loosely 
framing her face. Both Frederick and Rick stood with their mouths hanging open when she stepped into the 
living room.

“Wow, Anne,” said Rick, “You certainly clean up well.” Isabel promptly hit him on the shoulder for the 
remark, but neither Anne nor Frederick paid either much attention.

The two stared at each other for a moment. Frederick had an enraptured twinkle in his eye as he walked 
slowly toward her. He took hold of her hands and gave her a sensuous kiss on the mouth.

Isabel cleared her throat and said, “We’d better get going, it’s a quarter to twelve.” 

The foursome hurried downstairs, piled in Frederick’s car, and sped off to the church. 

Weddings A-Go-Go, the company arranging the ceremony, took care of everything; photographer, flowers, 
even witnesses if needed. Fortunately for Anne and Frederick, they even arranged for parking, so they didn’t 
need to waste time looking around the busy Sonoma Square.

The church was a rustic, traditional mission-style building, with adobe walls and a red tile roof. Standing 



outside the heavy wooden doors was a young woman dressed in a professional taupe suit, holding a 
clipboard.

“Hello, I’m Drew MacLean…Frederick Wentworth and Anne Elliot?”

Frederick and Anne stepped forward and greeted the woman. They were asked to fill out some paperwork, 
including the wedding license. Once the administrative tasks were taken care of, Drew led them into the 
church. The interior felt cool compared to the hot still air outside. Their footsteps echoed off the walls as they 
walked across the rough stone floor. Large vibrantly painted candle holders and religious statues adorned the 
altar.

Drew introduced them to Pastor Ibbotson, who would be performing the ceremony. After explaining the 
particulars and reading the standard opening to all such ceremonies, he asked Frederick to repeat the vows as 
he read them out.

“I Frederick, take you Anne, to be my wife.” He held both her shaking hands, gently caressing her fingers 
with his thumbs. “To share the good times and hard times side by side. I humbly give you my hand and my 
heart as a sanctuary of warmth and peace, and pledge my faith and love to you.” 

The celebrant asked Rick to hand Frederick the ring before continuing.

“Just as this circle is without end, my love for you is eternal. Just as it is made of incorruptible substance, my 
commitment to you will never fail,” he said, placing special emphasis on the words by looking directly into 
her eyes. “With this ring, I thee wed.” His hand shook slightly as he placed the ring on Anne’s finger. 

When her turn came, Anne barely made it past the first sentence before tears streamed down her face. Placing 
the ring on Frederick’s finger proved to be the most difficult task. Her hand trembled so much that she 
dropped it on the floor. Isabel quickly recovered the ring and Anne managed to finish without any further 
mishaps. After the traditional kiss, Drew quickly organized several poses for the photographer, both inside 
and outside the building. With perfect choreographed efficiency, the entire production, from beginning to 
end, took all of twenty minutes.

Stunned, the four of them stood outside the church for a few minutes, laughing at the rapidity with which 
Frederick and Anne were now husband and wife. The ringing of Frederick’s cell phone brought them back to 
reality. James Benwick was calling to find out when he’d be getting to the hotel, they were about to leave for 
the wine tasting excursion. Both Anne and Frederick had completely forgotten that they had promised to join 
the Musgroves that afternoon.

“We’re just down the street,” Frederick said to James. He paused and looked at Anne. “Yes, Anne’s with me, 
along with two friends of ours.” He covered the phone and asked Anne what she wanted to do.

“Let’s go,” replied Anne. “What better way could we celebrate than with all the people we care about.”

“We’ll be right there, James,” said Frederick.

Frederick and Anne led the way to the hotel. Waiting outside sat a ridiculous looking white stretch SUV.

“Frederick…Anne,” Harville’s two young daughters yelled when they saw them crossing the street.

“Wow, Anne,” Louisa said, “you look beautiful.” She suddenly noticed Rick and Isabel. “Hi you two, what a 
great surprise. Are you coming with us?”

“If there’s room,” said Isabel.

“Actually there is. Charles and Mary canceled. She said your dad needed her for something. I think Charles 
would have preferred to come, but you know how Mary can be.” Louisa rolled her eyes.



Frederick had been holding Anne’s hand since they left the church. He must have sensed her tenseness at the 
mention of her father, because he quickly changed the subject. “What’s with the car?”

“It’s great, isn’t it?” Louisa laughed. “It’s hideous, but at least we can all ride together. Mom said they were 
going to get two limos for us all, but they sent this instead. Have a look inside.”

A mirror ceiling, neon lighting, and wet bar that ran the entire length gave the interior the appearance of a 
nightclub. Isabel stuck her finger down her throat pretending to make herself throw up, which made Anne 
laugh and nod her head in agreement. Soon after, the others filed out of the hotel entrance and everyone 
climbed into the monstrosity. 

After the novelty of the limo wore off, the conversation turned toward Frederick and Anne, whose 
affectionate behavior sparked everyone’s curiosity.

“So, are the two of you going to tell us what’s going on?” asked James. “You’ve been looking at each other 
with puppy dog eyes since we got in the car.”

Anne bit her lip and looked at Frederick. He ran his hand through his hair but remained silent.

“Are you going to tell them, or should I?” said Isabel.

Both were mute.

“Fine…I’ll tell them,” Isabel said defiantly.

“Tell us what?” asked Trudy.

“Anne and Frederick just got married.”

Everyone in the car stared at the couple in disbelief.

“About damn time!” said Brian. “Congratulations.” Brian shook Frederick’s hand enthusiastically, as he 
slapped him on the shoulder. He leaned over and gave Anne a kiss on the cheek, then whispered, “Thank you, 
Anne, now I won’t have to listen to all his whining about you anymore.”

Frederick gave his friend a shove, preventing Brian from divulging anything more to Anne. Once the initial 
shock subsided, each offered their sincere congratulations to Anne and Frederick. They were grilled 
ruthlessly about how their romance came about without anyone knowing anything. Brian, Lily, Isabel, and 
Rick were the only ones aware of their failed relationship eight years before.

When they arrived at the first winery, Louisa pulled Anne aside and said, “Anne, why didn’t you tell me? 
God, I feel terrible about the way I was flirting with him and going on and on about how…”

“It’s okay,” Anne said. “You didn’t know; nobody did.”

“I still can’t believe you’re married,” Louisa said excitedly, taking her hands. She discovered the ring on 
Anne’s finger and held it up to take a closer look. “Oh, Anne, it’s beautiful. I’m so happy for you.” Louisa 
pulled her into an affectionate embrace. Louisa’s genuinely happy response touched Anne’s heart, causing 
tears to fall freely down her face.

“Thank you,” Anne managed to say in a grateful but tremulous voice.

Frederick stood nearby during this exchange. When Louisa walked away to join the others, he protectively 
took Anne by the hand and kissed her on the lips. “Are you all right?” he whispered as he gently wiped the 
tears away.



She nodded and smiled at him. “I promise, I’m not normally this emotional.”

“Yes you are,” he said grinning from ear to ear. “It’s one of the things I love most about you.”

Anne laughed and gave him a playful jab in the ribs. She couldn’t have envisioned a more perfect way to 
celebrate her wedding. The group visited five wineries and ate and drank at all of them. They arrived back at 
the main square by early evening. Frederick insisted that Isabel and Rick take his vacated room, which they 
eagerly accepted. Anne and Frederick declined offers of dinner and headed back to Camden.

Frederick gave the car keys to the valet, and the pair headed into the lobby.

“Darn it,” said Anne, “the room key. I left my purse in the car.”

He gave her a quick kiss and told her he’d run out and get it. Anne stood alone by the hotel’s entrance for a 
few minutes, lost in thought.

“Where’s your boy-toy?” rasped Prescott.

Flashing him a dirty look, Anne said, “Go away, Prescott. Can’t you take a hint?”

“You don’t know what you’re missing, Anne,” he said, as he took a step closer to her.

“Actually, Prescott, sorry to break the news to you, but I do know what I’m missing. And it’s not much.”

“Bitch!” he spat out, grabbing her arm.

“Do you mind taking your hands off my wife,” Frederick said angrily, dislodging Prescott’s grip on Anne.

“Your what?”

Both Anne and Frederick spun around to see Walter Elliot standing behind them with a stunned expression on 
his face.

Chapter Sixteen

Anne looked at her father’s disbelieving expression and replied, “His wife. Frederick and I were married 
earlier today.”

“You can’t be serious,” scoffed Prescott.

“You’re married?” came Walter’s bewildered reply.

“Yes,” continued Anne, her anger welling up, “and if you have a problem with it…”

“Anne,” Frederick said is his best soothing tone. Without realizing, Anne had raised her voice enough to 
cause a few fellow guests to stop and watch the scene playing out in the entrance to the hotel.

Taking the hint from Frederick, that the lobby would not be the most appropriate place to have it out with her 
father, Anne glared at Walter and said, “Shall we discuss this further in my suite?”

“What’s going on?” asked Lorna as she joined the group, having seen the commotion from across the room.

“I’ll explain upstairs,” Anne said. “Shall we go?”



Her father nodded mechanically. Anne and Frederick let the way up the stairs.

“Stay away from me, Prescott,” Anne said as she passed him. She couldn’t help but enjoy the outraged 
expression on his face, smiling a little to herself. But any satisfaction she felt vanished the further she 
walked. She dreaded the coming argument. Anne would never have Walter’s approval, the only thing she ever 
wanted from him, besides his love.

Anne dug her key out of her purse and opened the door. She had barely put her things down when her father 
began his tirade.

“Am I to believe you are married to this…this person?” Walter yelled.

“My husband’s name is Frederick Wentworth.”

“You’re married,” Lorna exclaimed, looking at her niece.

“Yes,” said Anne firmly.

Frederick placed a hand on the nape of Anne’s neck and said, “Yes, Lorna, we were married a few hours ago.

Lorna smiled at Frederick then took hold of Anne’s hand and squeezed it. At least Lorna was happy for the 
couple.

“Oh God, that’s it, I’m ruined,” Walter moaned, running his hands through his hair and pacing back and forth 
across the room.

Lorna took a step closer to him and asked, “Ruined?”

“A Nash, Anne, he is a Nash…what am I going to do now?” Walter sat down on the couch and dropped his 
head in his hands.

Seeing her father’s despondency, Anne’s heart softened a little toward Walter. No matter how angry and hurt 
she felt, he was her father. She moved to the couch and sat beside him.

“Dad?” Anne said softly, placing her hand on his arm. “What’s happened?”

“The bank, Anne, they’re going to foreclose on the house.”

Anne looked at Lorna and Frederick, then back at her father. “Are things that bad?”

“Worse…Prescott promised to help me if you married him. Oh God…” 

“How could he help you? From the sound of things Jonathan Nash has all but cut him off already,” Anne 
said, trying to comprehend what sort of deal her father had been making behind her back in his desperation to 
secure some financial stability. Seething inside the more she understood how little she meant to her father. All 
she was to him was a bargaining chip.

“I’ll be humiliated,” Walter whined, “I’ll never be able to show my face in public again.”

“Walter,” Lorna censured. She sat on the other side of her brother-in-law and said, “Don’t you have 
something to say to Anne? Look at her, look at your daughter.” Lorna took hold of Walter’s hand and 
squeezed it. “After all that you said to her last night, I think she deserves an explanation. Say something to 
her.”

Walter looked at Anne for a moment, but could not maintain eye contact. Whether too ashamed or too proud, 



Anne couldn’t initially tell.

“I can’t,” he said turning to Lorna.

“Yes you can. She’s your daughter…tell her what she means to you.”

Walter rubbed his eyes with his free hand, as though plucking up the courage to speak. He turned to face 
Anne and took hold of her hands; the strangeness of the gesture was not lost on Anne. Walter had rarely 
showed her any affection.

“You’re so like your mother,” he said gently.

Frederick shifted slightly in his chair and growled, “Haven’t you hurt her enough?”

“Let me finish, Wentworth,” Walter said irritably. Turning back to his daughter, he continued, “Anne, you are 
exactly like your mother…tender, kind, generous. Traits I have never possessed. I did love your mother, 
Anne; very much in fact. I just wasn’t very good at showing her how much I needed her.” He took a deep 
breath and rubbed his eyes again, obviously fighting his emotions back.

“As much as I hate to admit it, I drove her to that other man. I was cold, selfish…I took her for granted. 
When I found out about the affair, I was crazy with jealousy. I threatened to take your sisters away from her 
and never let them see her again.” He pulled her hands into his lap and looked her straight in the eyes. “She 
came back to me, under duress, but she came back. I tried to be a better husband, and I think I was. We were 
happier.” He looked at their intertwined hands and whispered, “She was happier.”

“So you are my father?” said Anne in a shaky voice, her eyes gleaming with unshed tears, hoping the answer 
would be ‘yes’.

“She promised me that you were mine. Your mother begged me to take a paternity test to remove any doubt 
from my mind, but I refused. I think there was always some doubt in my mind and I didn’t want to know...in 
case you weren't mine.” His voice cracked, completely breaking down Anne’s anger.

Frederick handed Anne a tissue to blot the tears that streamed down her face, and gave her an encouraging 
smile to help put her at ease.

“You were always her favorite, you know. She doted on you. Even as a baby you never warmed to me. I 
know I shouldn’t have taken it personally, but I did. And when she died,” he said with a painful expression, “I 
resented what you and she shared, a closeness we never had. I’m sorry, Anne.” Walter grasped her around the 
shoulders and wept. Overwhelmed…stunned…Anne joined him in a bittersweet release of the hurt and pain 
she had harbored her entire life.

Once the burst of emotions subsided Walter pulled away from Anne with a somber expression. He looked 
warily at Frederick and sputtered out a sloppy apology, obviously still uncomfortable with his new son-in-
law.

“So, you really are married?” Walter asked Anne as he turned back to her.

“Yes.”

“I’m sorry about trying to push Prescott…I had no idea things were so serious between you and Frederick.”

“Up until yesterday, they weren’t,” said Anne, smiling at her new husband. Anne proceeded to explain 
everything that led up to their unexpected wedding. Walter gave the couple the most sincere congratulations 
he could muster, that paled in comparison to what their friends had given them earlier in the day. But soon the 
conversation turned back to more urgent matters; her father’s financial predicament.



“So Walter, what are you going to do about the house?” asked Lorna.

“Sell it if I can,” he said with a long sigh. “Penelope is trying to find a buyer.”

“So that’s why she’s staying with you,” said Anne, “to ensure her commission.”

“I know you don’t like her Anne, but she’s trying to help me.”

Anne was certain the only person Penelope cared about helping was herself. “Does she think anyone will buy 
Kellynch?”

“She’s been looking for an international buyer at the moment…some Japanese businessman, I think.”

They talked for some time about Walter’s options to dig himself out of financial ruin, but nothing could be 
resolved that evening. By the time Walter and Lorna said goodnight, Anne and Frederick both felt as though 
an enormous weight had been lifted; her family would no longer be an obstacle to their happiness.

“So Mrs. Wentworth,” Frederick said in a seductive tone as he wrapped his arms around Anne and trailed 
kisses down her neck. “What now?”

“Well it is our wedding night…and I’m feeling especially tired from all the excitement.” She eased away 
from Frederick, pulling him by the hand toward the bedroom. “Care to join me?”

“I’ll follow you anywhere, Anne.”

Epilogue

Anne glanced at the clock again and her heart beat faster in anticipation. Exhaustion weighed down her 
muscles. After nearly twenty-four hours straight, she would be off for the next three days. She had only an 
hour to go before the shift change. 

A year, she thought, married one year. So much had happened in the past year that Anne could hardly believe 
her anniversary was only a few days away. 

Dr. Samura entered the room and asked, “How’s our patient today, Anne?”

“Very well, Doctor,” Anne said smiling down at the young man lying on the bed. She continued to change the 
dressing on the man’s injured leg; amputated below the knee.

After disposing of the soiled dressing and telling the patient she would see him in a few days, Anne followed 
Dr. Samura out of the room.

“How are his spirits, Anne?”

“He’s depressed, as would be expected after losing a limb. But I believe he’s determined to do what it takes 
to recover and seems to be looking forward to starting physical therapy.”

“Good, good. I’m sure your influence has helped in the process.”

Anne blushed, always uncomfortable with compliments, “I can’t even imagine what it must be like for him. I 
only encourage when I see him begin to come to terms with his loss.”

The pair walked toward the nurse’s station as Anne went over the chart with the doctor.

“So, you’re off for the next few days, I hear,” Dr. Samura said.



“Yes, it’s my anniversary. My husband and I are finally going to spend a weekend together. We’re both so 
busy these days. It seems we’re never at home at the same time.”

“Well you enjoy yourself, Anne. I’ll see you next week.” He turned to continue his rounds and Anne gathered 
her things and walked toward the nurses break room. Anne decided a quick shower was in order, purely for 
utilitarian purposes. She’d have a long relaxing bath when she got home. Frederick would be picking her up 
and she hadn’t seen him in two weeks and wanted to look, and smell, her best. She checked her phone for any 
new message, hoping Frederick might already be waiting for her, but there was only one from her father, 
wishing her a happy anniversary. How drastically her relationship with Walter had changed in the space of 
the year.

Pulling a set of clean scrubs from her locker, Anne grabbed a towel and hopped into the shower. The hot 
water streamed over her skin and her aching body relaxed, as her thoughts drifted to her father.

With Penelope’s help, Walter managed to sell Kellynch mansion and divest himself of all his debts. The 
Croft’s gladly gave Anne’s old friends, Flora and Harold positions in their new household, a luxurious, 
though smaller Pacific Heights home. Anne dared to speak the dirty words ‘budget’ and ‘economy’ to her 
father and he begrudgingly admitted to needing assistance in dealing with his spending habits. With 
Frederick’s help they found an accountant to make some intelligent investments with the money left over 
from the sale of the house. Walter still had lapses in judgment, but he sincerely wanted to change his ways. 

Through all his troubles, Anne stood by him, giving him her affection and support like she had never done 
before. Elizabeth couldn’t be bothered with any of it, so she packed up and moved to New York. Eventually, 
Anne convinced her father to submit to a paternity test, to put the lingering doubt to rest once and for all. 
Walter Elliot was unequivocally proven to be her father. When this final wall between them collapsed, Anne 
and Walter took the first steps toward a new relationship, awkward, but loving nonetheless. Anne’s discovery 
of her mother’s infidelity explained the hurt her father must have suffered. Albeit, wrongly taking his 
vengeance out on his youngest daughter, to her it explained everything. And she finally found the ability to 
forgive him.

Anne stepped out of the steaming shower and dried off. After slipping on the clean scrubs, she combed her 
damp hair into a loose ponytail. Just as she put the last of her things in her bag her phone buzzed indicating a 
new text message.

Bailey and I are waiting outside.

A distinct flutter developed in her chest as she read Frederick’s message, knowing that she would see him in 
only a few minutes. Throwing her phone in her purse and slamming her locker door shut Anne hurried 
toward the front entrance of the hospital. When the sliding doors opened the dry African heat washed over 
her skin, not at all unlike the warmth of Sonoma just a year before. Anne had only walked a few steps when 
Bailey ran up to greet her.

“Hi baby,” Anne said, giving the dog an affectionate kiss on the head. The two continued to walk the short 
distance to Frederick, who stood leaning on his jeep parked in front of the hospital.

Neither said a word at first, they simply embraced and shared a sensuous kiss. Pulling Anne into a tight hug 
he said, “I’ve missed you.”

Left breathless from their kiss, Anne could only hold him with a firmer grip, acutely feeling the need to be 
closer to him, to have as much of their bodies fused together as possible.

Lifting her chin so that he could look in Anne’s eyes, Frederick said, “Shall we go home Mrs. Wentworth?” 
The impatient craving in his voice caused a shiver to run down her spine.

“Definitely,” Anne said, giving him one more languid kiss.



The three climbed in the jeep and headed north from Maputo, Mozambique, about twenty miles from the 
hospital, to their rental home situated on a secluded beach. They were three months into their six month stay. 
Anne had accepted Brian’s offer to join him at the hospital in Maputo. She had already traveled to several 
clinics throughout the area, thoroughly enjoying the country and its people, feeling welcome everywhere she 
went. Frederick continued to work on the country’s infrastructure, bringing Internet access to the most remote 
villages. Unfortunately, their jobs kept them apart for weeks at a time. But this weekend would be theirs. And 
they had no intention of leaving their cottage for the next three days.

“So, did you talk to James? How did last night go? Did he ask her?”

Frederick smiled at her. “Which question do you want me to answer first?”

“All of them.”

“Yes, I talked to James and yes, he did ask her. As far as how their night went…” he said raising his eyebrow.

“Frederick…tell me. Did Louisa say yes? She must have said yes.”

“Well if you’re so certain, then why did you ask?”

“You’re so annoying.” Anne lightly pinched his arm. “Do I have to torture you to get a straight answer?” She 
slid her hand over his abdomen and began tugging gently at his earlobe with her teeth.

“You know it’s dangerous to distract someone when they’re driving.”

Ignoring Frederick, Anne nibbled on his ear and neck persistently as her hand continued her exploration, 
finding the hard muscle of his thigh.

“If you don’t stop that, Anne, I’m going to have to pull over and do something about that.” Frederick looked 
at his lap and the visible outline of his arousal through his jeans.

Anne smirked, “You did miss me.”

“You have no idea.” He turned his head and kissed her on the lips. “Louisa said yes. So, by all accounts, their 
evening was a success.”

“Was she surprised?”

“A bit, from what James said, but they had talked about marriage so it wasn’t a compete shock.”

The setting sun cast an orange glow on the landscape as they drove down the dirt road to their rental home, 
giving everything a dreamlike quality. A lush green forest lined both sides of the driveway. Set above the 
ground on stilts, the rustic thatched-roof cottage stood as a solitary guard over the pristine white-sand beach 
looking out at the Indian Ocean.

Anne and Bailey led the way up the steps. Frederick followed close behind, unable to keep from touching 
Anne’s rear. “Do you mind,” she said, slapping his hand away while she searched her bag for the key.

“No, I don’t mind.” Frederick stood behind Anne, holding her flush against his chest while he reached around 
her waist. The soft, warm caress of his lips on her neck made goose bumps rise on her arms.

Anne tried to push him away, albeit half-heartedly, by nudging her bottom against him. But instead of being 
deterred, the insistent pressure of his hips pushed more firmly against her, his erection easily felt through her 
thin cotton scrubs. Frederick’s fervor to explore every part of her body increased. His hands edged their way 
under her top caressing her stomach and inching toward her breasts. Her heart lurched at the feel of his hands 



on her bare skin; her need beginning to match his.

She fumbled with the keys, her hands not cooperating, taking her a minute more before she could unlock the 
front door. Practically stumbling inside, Frederick slammed it shut; Bailey shot down the hall, likely headed 
to her bed and her favorite chew toy. Anne began to follow the dog when Frederick grabbed her, spinning her 
around and into a vice-like embrace. His mouth covered hers instantly in a fierce kiss.

Catching her breath for a moment she managed to say, “Frederick, let’s go to the bedroom.”

“No, here.” His voice was hoarse. Frederick wedged her against the wall beside the front door, his knee 
pushing between her legs forcing Anne to spread them apart for the welcome invasion. Frederick sought her 
mouth, his tongue expertly drawing out hers in a slick and sensuous dance. He briskly removed her top and 
bra, and reached for the waistband of her pants. A second more and Anne stood clad only in her simple cotton 
underwear. The sensation of being almost naked against Frederick’s fully clothed body sent a thrill through 
her veins, concentrating in a surge of liquid heat between her thighs. While one of his hands settled in the 
small of her back the other cupped her breast, his thumb grazing the tightening bud.

Frederick trailed scorching kisses down her neck to her nipple, taking her in his mouth, nibbling and sucking. 
Anne sensed tiny pulses building in her sex as her body responded to his touch, her fingers dug into his arms 
as she steadied herself. He eased her underwear down around her hips and Anne wiggled out them, letting 
them slip to the floor. Dropping to his knees, Frederick hoisted one of her legs over his shoulder as she felt 
his mouth and tongue seeking their prize through the damp folds. She rested her head back against the wall 
and groaned as the warmth of his tongue touched the pulsating nub.

Holding firmly onto Frederick’s shoulder, her fingers sifted through the tangle of his hair. He brought her 
near the brink of release then eased off leaving her hungry for more. Standing up Frederick said, “Let me get 
a condom, I’ll be right back.”

“No,” Anne said between heavy breaths, “I need you now.”

“But, what about…”

“Maybe now would be a good time to start ‘trying’.” she said, licking his lips playfully, challenging him to 
resist the temptation to make love without the thin latex barrier.

Frederick smiled. He needed no other encouragement. With a swiftness that made Anne giggle, Frederick 
shed his clothes and pulled Anne against his body. Using the wall for support, he easily lifted her up as she 
wrapped her legs around his waist. Anne’s breath caught as Frederick thrust inside, her slick inner walls 
clamping around him.

Holding her very still in his arms, Frederick’s body shuddered and a low groan rose in his throat.

“Are you all right?” Anne asked.

“Yes, it’s just so different without the condom,” he replied, kissing her mouth gently. “I think I’m going to 
like making babies with you.” Slowly he pushed deeper inside her, gradually increasing the rhythm. The 
momentum created a silken friction that brought her to an explosive climax, her cries of pleasure echoing off 
the hallway walls. With one final powerful drive, Frederick achieved his release with a guttural moan. 
Breathing rapidly, Anne and Frederick held onto to one another, exchanging soft kisses and words of love. 
Easing her down, Anne’s feet once again touched the floor. He held her tightly in a possessive embrace.

“Anne,” he said hoarsely, “I’ve been thinking about taking a permanent position back in the Bay Area.”

“Why?” Anne said, feeling a little stunned; one instant being in the throws of passion the next discussing a 
life-altering decision.



“I don’t want to be apart so much. We spent so many years separated unnecessarily, and I just can bear not 
having you with me all the time.” He looked into her eyes with a wistful sadness. “I want to wake up next to 
you every morning and hold you every night until I fall asleep. These weeks apart are killing me.”

“But you love working here and I don’t want to stop you from doing what you enjoy.” She shook her head 
adamantly. “No, I won’t let you tie yourself to a job you’ll hate and have you resenting me because of it.” 
Anne reached down for her clothes and walked down the hall to their bedroom.

Catching up to her, Frederick took hold of her shoulders and smiled at her. “I could never resent you. Anne, 
we want to start a family. How can we go traipsing all over the place with a baby in tow?”

“We’ll figure it out. I love it here and so do you. I never thought I could feel so valued and fulfilled as a 
nurse. Besides, you would never be happy in one place for too long, admit it.”

Frederick closed his eyes, looking defeated, “I know you’re right, but we can’t go on like this. I need you.”

Anne’s heart ached. She needed him, too. Weeks of coming back to the house alone had begun to take its toll 
on her. She had been trying to devise a plan herself to figure out some way she and Frederick could see each 
other more while they worked at what they loved.

“What if I spoke to Brian and came up with a way for us to coordinate the villages we worked at. He wants to 
set up more clinics, I’m sure some of the places you’re working need medical care, so there must be some 
way to reach a happy medium. At least we could minimize our time apart.”

“What if you get pregnant?”

“Well, I won’t be dead. I can still work for a while. And we’ll spend some of our time in San Francisco.” She 
sighed in exasperation. “I don’t know, Frederick. I can’t think of all the answers now, but I know we’ll find 
some way to make this work for all of us, including our imaginary unborn children.” Anne gave him a teasing 
smile.

“Now you’re making fun of me,” he said grabbing her around the waist pulling her naked body flush against 
his chest.

“Me? I would never do that.” Anne reached up and kissed him softly on the lips. “Now, if it’s all right with 
you, I’m going to take a nice hot bath before I collapse from exhaustion.”

Suddenly remembering she had just finished a twenty-four hour shift, he said, “Geez, I’m sorry. Here let me 
run it for you. I plan on pampering you all weekend, Mrs. Wentworth.” And with a kiss he walked into the 
bathroom and turned on the water.

A warm glow spread over her as Anne watched her husband do everything in his power to please and comfort 
her. Even with their long separations, Anne could not have imagined feeling more loved by another human 
being…and up until a year ago, certainly not by Frederick. But thankfully fate intervened and led them to 
each other again, to finally find true happiness and love at last.

The End.


