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CHAPTER ONE

As the familiar knot once again tightened in the pit of Sarah’s
stomach, she said, “Thank you for the ride,” then she climbed
from the car and closed the door.
Faced with the decision of what to do or where to go, she
looked up at the heavy-laden sky. She shivered under her flimsy
shirt jacket as she felt the cold rain hit her face. She lowered
her head, and her eyes caught the flashing neon sign of a bright
pink rose across the street. When she stepped out into the narrow
street, she looked one way, and as she stepped farther out, she
bumped into a man coming around his car.
As he automatically placed his hands on her upper arms,
Sarah said in haste, without giving him a second look, “Sorry,”
then she darted into the street.
“Taylor,” yelled a man who was standing in a doorway of a
nearby building, “are you coming before you get all wet?”
“Go ahead,” Taylor yelled back, “I’ll be right there.”
Though the rain had intensified, he turned his attention back
to the woman. She was standing in the rain, holding the door to
the Rose Café open so several people could enter in front of her.
Once she was inside, he hurried on his way.
Sarah glanced around the cozy looking café as she wiped at
the sleeves of her thin jacket. She saw both tables and booths
that were empty in the back, and she chose one of the booths.
After sitting down, she grabbed several napkins from the holder
to wipe her face, but they fell apart in her hand.
After a waitress approached her booth, Sarah asked, “Are
the restrooms in front?”
“Yes,” replied the waitress, “and to the left.”
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When Sarah started to get to her feet, she stated, “I’ll just
have coffee.”
She was glad the restroom had paper towels. She leaned over
the sink and squeezed the rain from her hair before she grabbed
several towels. She wrapped them about her hair and squeezed
again. Once the excess water was out, she wiped her face and
hands. Afterward, she ran her fingers through her hair, but it was
a tangled mess, so she gave up and pushed her hair away from
her face. When she glanced in the mirror one last time, she was
surprised to see how ashen she looked, and she wondered if it
was due to the lights in the bathroom being so bright.
After she returned to her table, she saw a cup of coffee was
waiting for her. She took a drink, but it was not as hot as she had
hoped it would be.
When the waitress returned to top off her cup with more
coffee, Sarah said, “Thank you.”
“Would you like anything else?” the waitress asked with a
friendly smile.
“No thanks,” Sarah replied while forcing a smile of her own.
“Coffee will do.”
The faint sounds of thunder drifting to Sarah’s ears seemed
to intensify the dull ache in her head. She propped her elbows on
the table, bowed her head, and then massaged her temples. She
placed her hands on her shoulders and pressed her fingers along
her neck and shoulders, but it only seemed to make her headache
throb worse. She turned her neck one way and then the other, but
she felt no relief.
When the waitress brought large platters of food to a nearby
table, Sarah smelled the food, and her stomach ached from hunger.
She tried blocking the sweet smells by placing her forefinger
under her nose, but it did not stop the aroma from reaching her
nostrils. She watched with a longing when the people started to
eat, and it made the pain in the pit of her stomach magnify. She
quickly moved to the other side of the table, so she at least could
not see them eat.
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Sitting with only change in her pocket and no place for her to
spend the night but a wet street caused her to shiver in fear. For
a slight moment, she entertained the thought of putting her head
down on the table and closing her eyes, but she knew she had to
stay awake. She could not afford to get careless.
“Then what are you going to do?” the quiet voice inside her
asked.
She propped her elbows on top the table once again then she
started to massage her temples. As the blast of thunder and the
pouring down of rain continued to drift their way to her ears,
her headache grew worse, and she could not feel the relief she
desperately wanted.
“Excuse me,” said a male voice. Sarah jumped slightly as
she looked up, and she saw a man standing by her table. “I’m
sorry I didn’t mean to startle you,” he said apologetically.
“What do you want?” Sarah snapped as she barely glanced
at the man who stood towering over her.
“I noticed you sitting here alone, and it doesn’t appear you
are expecting anyone. If it’s no trouble . . . I would like to join
you.”
She quickly surveyed the café before saying, “There are
plenty of empty tables.”
“But there’s only one place I rather sit,” he said.
“I’d rather be left alone,” she remarked coldly, but the man
ignored her request as he sat down. “I said—”
“I know,” he interrupted in a quiet voice, “you want to be
alone.” He paused for a moment then he asked, “How about
joining me for something to eat?”
“No, thank you,” Sarah said even though the hunger in the
pit of her stomach was still pleading for nourishment. “I’m not
interested,” she added, hoping she didn’t look like the homeless
bum she was. Then she slowly started rubbing her temples once
again.
“Do you have a headache?” the man asked showing concern
toward her.
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Sarah stopped rubbing her temples as she slowly lowered
her hands, then she gave the man another look. This time she
took in his whole appearance. She noticed the well-tailored suit
he wore. He was clean-shaven with not much of a tanned face.
He had black hair and blue eyes, which made his other features
almost perfect she thought to herself.
“Maybe if you have something to eat,” the man said, “it
would help,” and he flagged the waitress and ordered two of the
specials of the day.
After the waitress was gone, Sarah said more calmly than
she felt, “I will have to say no to the meal.”
“Why?” the man asked as he studied Sarah closely. When
she had said nothing, he added, “It looks as if you could use
something to eat.”
Anger quickly flared up in her. She knew she looked as bad
as she felt, but she did not need anyone to tell her that, especially
a stranger.
“The way I look is none of your business.”
Sarah did not mean to sound so blunt, but the words were
out. She started to get up.
The man quickly reached out to her then said, “I didn’t mean
that as an insult. It just seems to me you could use a bite to eat.”
While she remained silent, he continued, “I am only offering
you a meal.”
She slowly eased back into the seat and said, “I’m not
hungry.”
It was a bold face lie because the mere mention of food made
the hunger pains grow worse. Sarah tried to remember the last
time she had eaten anything decent and knew it had been days.
Now here was a man offering to buy her a meal, but she did not
want him to know she was dying for something to eat, and she
did not want the stranger to know how vulnerable she was. Then
she wondered what he would expect in return for a meal, but she
could not allow herself to think about that. She forced a smile,
but she found it much harder to relax.
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“I don’t know why you would want to buy me a meal,” she
said quietly.
“I must confess,” he said.
“Oh.” Sarah became uneasy as she waited for the man to
explain, thinking, ‘Well, here it comes.’
“I had to satisfy my curiosity about what type of woman
bumps into a man and then does not notice when he speaks to
her,” the man said, smiling with nearly perfect teeth.
“Excuse me!” cried Sarah.
“You mean you don’t remember?”
Sarah shook her head questionably before she said, “I’m
afraid I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“I’m crushed,” the man said, and he placed a hand on his
chest. A moment later he said, “Well, I guess you were in a bit
of a hurry.” While she showed no response, he continued. “You
really don’t remember do you?” She shook her head once again.
“Across the street . . . when you were heading over here, you ran
into me.”
“You’re the man I bumped into?” she asked in disbelief.
“Yes. You seem surprised.”
“Do you follow everyone who bumps into you?”
“Of course I don’t.” Then as an afterthought, he said, “Only
the pretty women.” When she said nothing, he added, “I happened
to notice you came in here,” then he waved his hand slightly. “I
had business to attend to, and after I finished, I decided to get
something to eat. When I saw that you were still here—alone—I
thought I would come over and introduce myself.”
Sarah tried to raise a smile to her lips before she said, “By
now you’re wishing that you hadn’t bothered.”
“Not at all,” he said. He eyed her for a moment or two before
saying, “By the way, my name is Taylor Caldwell.”
When Sarah saw the waitress heading their way, she eased
back in her seat. After she set the food in front of Sarah, Sarah
noticed it was a club sandwich and vegetable soup.
“Will there be anything else?” the waitress asked.
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“No, thank you,” Taylor replied, but quickly added, “Yes. A
cup of coffee, please.”
The waitress soon returned with more coffee. While she
refilled Sarah’s cup, Sarah looked at Taylor, and she dropped her
gaze when she saw he was looking at her.
After the waitress poured coffee in his cup and was gone, he
asked with concern, “Is there something wrong?”
“No,” she said, staring at the bowl of soup that was in front
of her.
“I know this isn’t the best meal I could offer,” he had said
apologetically, “especially since it is dinner time, but it’ll suffice
for now.”
“It looks very delicious,” she said with another forced smile.
“This is so kind of you Mr. Caldwell, but you really didn’t—”
Taylor raised a hand to interrupt her, and then he said,
“I wanted to. Besides, I hate eating alone, and the name is
Taylor.”
She accepted the food without anymore protest. She did not
know how hungry she really was until she actually tasted the
food, and then she almost could not swallow it. When she looked
up at Taylor, he gave her a friendly smile. As tears formed in her
eyes, she quickly glanced down then she blinked several times
and hoped he didn’t notice.
Sarah continued to eat the soup slowly until she was able
to swallow without difficulty, and then she ate the sandwich.
After they finally finished the meal, she became apprehensive
and shifted slightly in her seat.
Seeing the uneasiness in her, Taylor asked, “What’s wrong?”
She bit at her lower lip before forcing a smile, and she said,
“Nothing. It really was wonderful.”
“I’m glad you liked it.”
Before she even thought of the possible implications of her
words, she blurted out, “Too bad it has to end.”
“It doesn’t have to end,” he said giving her a smile of his
own. “I have my car right outside. We could go—”
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“Just because I allowed you to buy me a meal,” Sarah said
in anger as she threw her napkin down while rising, “doesn’t
give you the right to assume I would go anywhere at all with
you,” then she hurried from the café before he said anything
in reply.
While the rain was still hammering down, she blinked her
eyes as she glanced toward the sky. She did not even notice it had
grown dark until she went outside. A distant streetlight poorly lit
the narrow street, and many of the shops had already closed.
‘Now, what are you going to do?’ the quiet voice inside her
asked.
Sarah darted across the street and when she reached the
corner, she turned and headed down the next block. However,
she soon realized she made a mistake as the street was black, and
she could hear male voices in the distance. She quickly headed
back to the corner and ran across the intersection to the next
block. As the rain lashed down on her, she felt an icy chill wash
over her, and she intensified her pace.
Trying to think how she would get out of this situation she
had put herself in, Sarah did not hear the car stop behind her. She
gasped when she felt a hand grab her upper arm, and she turned
to see Taylor. Fear gripped her as she broke the hold he had on
her arm.
“If you walk much farther in this rain you are going to be
soaked to the bone,” Taylor exclaimed as he shouted above the
rain and thunder.
“Leave me alone!” she shouted in return.
“Will you give me a chance to explain?” he asked.
“NO!” she yelled, and she started to turn away.
Taylor reached for her arm, and he pulled her around to face
him yet again as he said, “I don’t want you to get any wrong
ideas.” She half laughed as the rain continued to wash down
their faces. While they stared intensely at one another, he asked,
“Will you get in the car so I can explain?”
“Not a chance!” she yelled.
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“Look,” he shouted above the force of the driving rain, “I
am only offering you a ride, so you don’t have to walk any farther
in this storm. That’s all,” he said as sincerely as he could under
the circumstances.
“Sure!”
“You may not trust my intentions, but I assure you I am not
going to stand out here in this storm arguing with you.”
“Then leave.”
“Not without you,” he stated bluntly.
“I’m not getting in that car with you!” she screamed.
“Are you really willing to take your chances here—with
them?”
Sarah stood rigid when she realized they were no longer
alone on the street. He gripped her arm firmly as he walked her
toward his car. When he reached for the door, she could not
help but wonder where the ride would take her. She then prayed
she was doing the right thing. She hesitated briefly before she
got in the car, and she watched Taylor walk around the car and
climb in.
He looked over at her and asked, “Where to?”
When she continued to shiver, not only from her clothes that
were cold and wet but also from the possible danger she was in,
she said quivering, “I don’t know.”
“Then where were you planning on going in this storm?”
“I don’t know,” Sarah repeated. She closed her eyes only a
brief moment before she faced the man and said, “I have no idea
where I was going, since I have no place to go.”
A look of bewilderment crept upon his face, but he said
nothing. She turned to look out the window at the men still
standing in a group. Taylor followed her gaze, then he started
the car and drove away. She watched as he turned the heater
on and in no time, warm air came out of the vents. She soon
leaned her head back on the seat and closed her eyes. He
quickly glanced over at her, and then he turned his attention
back to the road.
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Sarah’s mind started to run rampant from the least innocent
ride to the most horrifying. She quickly wiped the thoughts out
of her mind as she opened her eyes then sat up. Between the hard
rainfall, the high hum of the heater, and the wipers flopping back
and forth across the windshield, her head felt like it was about
to explode.
Every time he moved his hands, she would quickly cut her
eyes over at him. She watched him turn the radio on, then he
quickly turned the dial until he found a station that played soft
music. She then looked out the windshield, but her eyes became
sensitive to the sharp glare of streetlights and the oncoming
headlight beams, so she closed her eyes. When he came upon
a red light and stopped, she opened her eyes to look, but she
squinted quickly before closing them again. As the music
sounded more relaxing, she started to focus all her attention on
it. It wasn’t long after that she grew unaware of her surroundings,
and she fell asleep.
Minutes later Taylor glanced over at Sarah and after he
saw she was apparently sleeping, he smiled to himself. Then
he sat back in his seat and turned his attention back to the
highway.
It was quite some time before she started to stir in her seat.
She put her hands on her forehead as she was mentally lost for
several moments. Then she ran her fingers over her hair as she
sat up. After she saw Taylor, her memory snapped back in place,
and she felt panic come over her.
“Feeling better?” he asked with a warm smile.
Though the rain was no longer pouring down, it was still
spitting a bit, and the wipers were still flopping across the
windshield but at a slower pace. As she became more anxious,
it did not take long for the throbbing in her head to match the
tempo of the wipers when she noticed only blackness outside,
except for the lights on Taylor’s car and an occasional oncoming
headlight.
“How long was I asleep?” Sarah asked anxiously.
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Taylor glanced over at her before he replied, “Not quite an
hour.”
“An hour!” she shouted in panic. “Just where . . . are you
taking me?” Then with urgency in her voice, she cried, “Stop
this car. Stop it now.”
Hearing panic in her voice, he pulled the car off to the side
of the road and stopped. He released his seat belt and when he
turned to face her, she caught her breath. He put an arm over the
steering wheel and looked at her with slight amusement.
“Now what?” he asked.
Not looking at him, Sarah crossed her arms with her hands
on her upper arms, and she squeezed them as though they ached.
She tried looking out the side window, but it was too dark to see
anything at all.
“Where . . . are we?” she asked nervously.
“There’s really no need to be afraid,” Taylor said while he
ignored her question. “I’m not going to harm you.”
She licked her dry lips before she asked, “Am I suppose to
believe that? You offer me a ride, and you take me out of town to
God knows where,” and she quickly looked at him.
“You did say you had no place to go, so I figured since I was
on my way home—”
“You’re taking me to your place?” Sarah asked as panic
overwhelmed her yet again. “You can’t be serious.”
He placed his thumb and forefinger over his eyes, and he
rubbed them. He then rubbed the nape of his neck.
“My family’s home isn’t much farther,” Taylor said. “I just
thought—” He was not sure what he thought. He knew he wanted
to help, but realizing he might have gone about it the wrong way,
he said, “I assure you I’m not in the habit of picking up women
and taking them home with me.”
“Then where do you take them?” Sarah could have bitten her
tongue for that sweet remark. She knew she could not be thinking
clearly, and the man next to her was no help either. She quickly
added, “Please, don’t answer that. Just take me back to town.”
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“It’s quite late,” he said. “I’m not going to take you back to
town, at least not tonight, and I’m not going to kick you out in
the rain.” After a brief moment, he said, “You’ll be perfectly safe
there. Trust me.”
“Trust you?” she asked in disbelief while her eyes grew
large.
“The way I see it . . . you don’t have any choice.”
“What about your family? Won’t they mind if you bring a
stranger into their home?”
“No,” was all Taylor said before he turned back in his seat
and drove off.
Sarah held her breath as she contemplated opening the car
door to jump out but soon realized it would serve no purpose if
she were injured. And what if she didn’t get hurt, could she get
away from him in the rain or would he catch her then turn his
wrath on her once he got her to his home? She then wondered
what she had gotten herself into this time but knew it could not
be any worse than what she had already put herself through
before, or was she wrong in that? She knew she really had no
choice at this point except to wait to see what lay ahead.
***
The rain finally subsided by the time Taylor pulled the car up in
the long circular driveway. Sarah closed her eyes and swallowed
hard. After she opened her eyes, she could see a few lights
burning, but it was too dark to see anything beyond that since he
had shut the headlights off.
She hesitated a brief moment before climbing out of the car.
She then followed him up steps that led to a large oak door. The
full darkness outside could not reveal to her the size of his home,
but she noticed from the inside that it was immense.
Sarah was astounded after she stepped through the front
door. The foyer was open and spacious with an exceptionally
high ceiling. A magnificent chandelier that hung beyond the
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entranceway caught her eyes. A uniquely designed oak table
stood directly under the chandelier. A wide staircase went
beyond the foyer, and a hallway on the other side led to another
area of the home. The double doors on the left were not open. An
arched doorway on the right led to yet another room.
Taylor gestured with his hand for her to go through the
arched doorway as he said, “Please wait for me in the living
room. I shouldn’t be long.”
Sarah gave him a look of uncertainty before she walked in the
living room. She stopped just inside the doorway as she slowly
looked about the room. On her left was a corner sofa with an oval
coffee table in front of it. There was another arched doorway, but
it was too dark to see beyond it, and near the doorway was a
fireplace that had a low burning fire that looked inviting to her
cold body. Two sofas stood on either side of the fireplace with
an oblong table between them. On the opposite end of the room,
there were large potted plants that stood on either side of heavy
drapes, which added to the beauty of the room. On the right
side of the room between two other beautifully draped windows,
there were cabinets and a liquor bar.
While she walked toward the fireplace, she looked around
the room once again. She noticed all the wood furniture was
made of oak, and the sofa’s fabric was a light peach to match the
darker peach carpet and drapes.
“Would you like something to drink?” Taylor asked as he
walked into the room sometime later.
“No, thank you,” Sarah replied as she turned toward him.
“Mind if I pour myself one?” he asked as he walked over to
the bar.
“No.” She watched as he went around the bar and opened
a cabinet door. As he poured liquor into a glass, she asked, “I
thought you said your family lived here with you, so where are
they?”
Taylor ignored her question as he turned to look at her before
he said, “Please sit down and be comfortable.”
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Sarah glanced down at the furniture again. Not one piece
had so much as a scratch or dirty spot. She suddenly felt selfconscious about the way she looked. When she rubbed her hands
together, they felt sweaty and sticky, so she wiped them down
the sides of her jeans.
“I’m much too grubby to be sitting on your furniture,” she
said. I’ll stand, thank you.”
“That really isn’t necessary,” Taylor told her.
Sarah walked closer to the fireplace. Though she could feel
the warmth of the fire, she still felt chilled under her wet clothes.
She flipped her damp hair behind her ears then crossed her arms
and rubbed them soothingly.
Taylor was sure he noticed her shiver then realized she was
cold because her clothes were still damp. He took a sip of his
drink before he joined her by the fire.
“Hattie shouldn’t be much longer,” he said reassuringly with
another warm smile. “She’s probably having a difficult time
finding something of Jessica’s.”
“Is she your wife?” Sarah asked curiously while looking at
him.
“Heavens, no,” he answered with a half laugh. “She’s my sister.”
“Are you always so generous with her things?”
“Only when it suits me,” he said laughingly.
“Is she here?”
“Not at the moment,” Taylor answered before he took
another sip of his drink.
“What did you tell her about me?”
“Who?” he asked puzzled. “Hattie?”
“Yes.”
“I told her the truth.”
“What truth would that be?” Sarah asked, feeling a bit
overwhelmed.
“Is there more than one truth?”
She started to feel more uncomfortable by the minute as she
wondered what he had told the woman. She looked in the low
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burning flames and wondered once again what he would expect
from her in return for his kindness. She decided not to contemplate
the consequences of her actions. If she made an error in judging
him, she would have to deal with it when the time came.
“You have a very beautiful home, Mr. Caldwell,” she said
trying not to sound as if she was scared to be there. “Just you and
your sister live here?”
“No,” he said, “Mother and Dad are still on an extended
vacation. The first one they have taken in years; they were due
back last week, but apparently they are having some fun.” After
he saw her expression change, he added, “Not to worry, we are
well chaperoned with Hattie here.”
“Did I hear my name mentioned?” asked an older woman as
she walked into the room.
Hattie was of average height and weight with graying hair
pulled back loosely from her round face into a bun. She had
only a few light lines, pale blue eyes, and a fair complexion that
enhanced her beauty.
Taylor faced the woman with a smile then as he gestured
toward Sarah, he said, “Hattie, this is the lady who will be
spending the night. You have her room ready?”
“Yes, Mr. Taylor,” she replied.
“Good.” He turned back to Sarah. “This is Hattie, our
excellent housekeeper. She will show you to your room.”
Sarah gave Hattie a smile before saying, “Hello.”
“Hello, Miss,” Hattie said in a kind voice. “If you are ready
I will show you to your room.”
“Yes. Thank you,” Sarah said, and then she glanced over at
Taylor.
“We can talk more in the morning,” he told her. Before
they reached the entranceway, he added, “If you should happen
to need anything before morning, just let Hattie know. Sleep
well.”
“Thank you,” Sarah said before turning to follow Hattie
upstairs.
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The exceptionally wide and long corridor on the upper floor
led in either direction. Large paintings hung on the walls, and
there were small lamps burning between each painting that gave
the corridor a soft glow. The walls were a pale blue and matched
the deeper blue carpet.
Hattie soon opened a door halfway down the left hall on the
right and walked in. Sarah stepped a short way into the room and
stopped.
“Is something wrong?” Hattie asked.
“No, nothing,” she replied finding it difficult to talk as she
felt strange and uneasy in what she thought was someone else’s
room.
Hattie stepped over to the bed then said, “I laid night clothes
out here on the bed.” She gestured toward a closed door and said,
“There are clothes in the closet for tomorrow, and the bathroom
is here,” and she pointed to the other door while walking toward
it.
“Won’t Jessica mind me using her room?” she asked in an
uneasy tone.
“Oh this isn’t Miss Jessica’s room,” Hattie said with a
friendly smile. “This is one of the guest rooms.”
Sarah felt her face burn. How could she not know there
would be a guest room for her to stay in since the house was so
immense?
“Mr. Taylor will want you to feel at home,” Hattie said when
she saw Sarah becoming uneasy. Sadness came over Sarah when
she thought of home. “Miss,” asked Hattie, interrupting Sarah’s
thoughts. “Are you sure there’s nothing wrong?”
While she turned from Hattie, she said, “No . . . I’m fine.
Thank you for asking.”
“May I bring you something?” When Sarah shook her head
no, Hattie said, “I will leave you then, so you can get out of
those wet clothes.” When Hattie went by her, Sarah smiled at
her shyly. Seeing what looked to be sadness in Sarah’s eyes,
Hattie said, “Things always look much better in the light of day.
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Sleep well,” she added and gave Sarah a reassuring smile before
closing the door quietly behind her.
Sarah gave the room another scan even though she didn’t
look at anything in particular. Her eyes caught the clothes lying
on the bed, and she hurriedly picked them up and headed into the
bathroom. The hot shower was just what she needed to take the
chill from her. She hoped it would make her feel more relaxed,
but despite all her efforts she still spent a very restless night.
Sarah woke just before dawn when something startled her.
She lay still for several moments while she listened, but to what,
she could not be sure. When she rolled over, she realized she
was in a strange room. Then suddenly the night before came
rushing in on her. For the first time since her nightmare began,
she felt safe, but she didn’t know why; maybe it was something
she sensed in Taylor and Hattie. They both seemed genuinely
sincere in their hospitality. Sarah wanted to remain where she
was in the warmth of the comfortable bed, but she knew it was
not possible.
She reached over and turned on the bedside lamp to look
for a clock, but she did not see one. She then threw off the
blankets and climbed from the bed. She covered her mouth as
she yawned and walked over to the window, drawing back the
drapes to one side. Dawn was slowly breaking, but it was still
much too dark to see anything, so she decided she might as well
dress.
When Sarah took her clothes from the shower rod where she
had hung them up the night before, she knew they would not
be suitable to wear until she washed them. She recalled Hattie
saying there were clothes in the closet, so she looked to see what
clothes there were. She was relieved to find a pair of jeans and a
blouse, and they were a near fit.
After she brushed her hair, Sarah took a good long look in
the mirror. She was surprised to see she was still pale, and she
even looked tired. She summed it up from a lack of food and
sleep that she had not been getting.
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She walked to the door and opened it quietly before poking
her head out. There was nothing but dead silence. As she
stepped into the hallway, she closed the door softly, and then
she proceeded to the stairs. She felt awkward being in the house
of strangers all alone, so she decided to go to the living room
and wait for Taylor there. Before she descended the last stairs,
she heard angry voices, and she stopped dead where she stood.
The voices were coming from the other room opposite the living
room—someone was yelling at Taylor. She crept down the few
remaining stairs and then over to the sliding oak doors that were
now ajar. Taylor and a man were arguing about a woman, and
Sarah was sure it was her.
“Do you know anything about her or not?” asked the man
whose voice was so close to Taylor’s own.
“I know all I need to know,” Taylor snapped in reply.
“That isn’t good enough,” said the other man.
“What difference does it make to you?” Taylor asked.
“It makes no difference as long as she doesn’t start to take
advantage of this family or the business.”
“And who’s to say if someone’s taking advantage . . . you?”
asked Taylor becoming more agitated.
“You know better than that.”
“Then why are you asking unnecessary questions?” Taylor
asked. “Just drop it will you?”
“I already told you,” the man said sounding angrier, “I don’t
want anyone taking advantage—”
“I know your concerns for this family and the company,”
Taylor said easing his tone, “but my business is my own. It
certainly isn’t yours or anyone’s for that matter.” Moments later
he added, “I want to know how you found out.”
“That’s not the issue.”
“You accuse me of being naïve and secretive, but yet you
refuse to explain how you found out.”
“How I found out isn’t important,” the man stated, “but you
writing company checks to her is.”
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Sarah then realized their argument wasn’t about her, but
her curiosity had already consumed her, and she unconsciously
eased one door open. Without hesitation, she walked into the
room.
“That really doesn’t concern—” Taylor did not finish when
he saw Sarah.
Seeing Taylor was now looking beyond him, the man turned
around quickly and saw Sarah walking into the room. She
stopped suddenly when her eyes locked with his. He strongly
resembled Taylor though he was older by a few years. He had
blacker hair, and he was taller by several inches. There was
something different about the man, and though she didn’t know
what, she could sense it. She tried to gain some courage to say
something, but her throat went dry. She swallowed before trying
again, and this time the words came.
“I’m sorry I really didn’t mean . . . to intrude,” Sarah said
faltering.
Taylor looked back at the other man with some animosity as
he said, “It’s all right; our discussion is finished.” She glanced
at the other man once again and knew by his reaction that their
discussion was far from over, but he did not argue the point in
front of her. As Taylor stepped toward her, he said, “You’re up
early. I hope you slept well.”
To his smile, she said, “Very well.”
Sarah glanced at the man who was now standing just behind
Taylor, and she got the impression he knew she had lied. But
why should she care what he thought? He meant nothing to her,
but she could not shake the way he had looked at her when he
first turned around and especially the way he was making her
feel now.
Taylor slightly turned, and he gestured toward the other man;
in a more relaxed voice, he said, “This is my brother, Bridge.”
Sarah tried to smile with confidence but failed, and she
stuttered a simple, “Hel . . . lo.”
“Bridge, I would like you to meet—”
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“Sarah,” she finished for him in haste. She realized both men
had noticed the uneasiness in her voice as she said her name a
bit too quickly, but neither said anything, and she was grateful.
“Sarah will be staying with us a few days,” Taylor said
without missing a beat.
Taylor surprised her by his calmness of her presence. Even
more so by his statement that she would be staying with them a
few days. Bridge said nothing, but after she looked at him again,
she noticed his expression was still registering shock or was
it . . . recognition?
All the tension Sarah felt the night before was back when
she saw Bridge’s eyes drifting down to the clothes she wore. She
assumed he recognized them, and he looked with disapproval at
her wearing his sister’s clothes. She felt uncomfortable as she
looked from one man to the other.
“Bridge, where are your manners?” Taylor asked abruptly.
Bridge continued to stare at Sarah. When she felt her face
start to burn, she lowered her gaze.
He then turned his attention to Taylor, and he said, “We will
finish this discussion another time. I’ll leave you to your guest.”
He looked back at Sarah and waited until she raised her eyes
to his, then he stared once again with piercing eyes, and she
made a slight gasp. A moment later, he walked out of the room,
leaving her in a pool of confusion.
After Bridge left, Taylor faced her and said, “I apologize for
my brother. He really isn’t ill mannered even though,” he turned
slightly in the direction his brother had left moments before and
added, “I will admit . . . he did act a little strange.”
“There’s really no need for you to apologize,” Sarah said
with sincerity. “I’m the one who owes an apology to you. I
shouldn’t have come—”
“Nonsense,” Taylor interrupted. “You’re a guest in our home.
No one expects you to stay in your room.” Then as an afterthought,
he said, “Even though you may feel safer if you had.”
“I mean, I shouldn’t have let you bring me here.”
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“As I recall, you didn’t have much of a choice.”
“Your brother . . . he doesn’t approve of me being here. I
could tell by the way he looked at me.”
“He doesn’t approve of a lot of things.” Taylor became silent
as he recalled the argument. Then as if it no longer mattered,
he said, “But that’s his problem. Besides he doesn’t even know
you, so how can he not like you?”
Sarah stepped farther into the room as she remembered the
look Bridge had given her. The strange feeling she felt returned,
but she did not know why. She then wondered why two minutes
with Taylor’s brother seemed threatening to her, but she did not
feel the same way when she was with Taylor. She decided the
best thing to do was to put the thought completely out of her
mind.
“I couldn’t help overhearing your argument,” she said. “I
didn’t mean to eavesdrop.”
“It wasn’t your fault.”
“The woman you were arguing about—”
“You don’t need to concern yourself.”
Sarah turned to face Taylor before she asked, “In other words
. . . I should mind my own business?”
“No. I didn’t mean that at all.”
She knew she was putting him in an awkward position, and
so she said, “I am sorry, Mr. Caldwell. It really is none of my
business. It’s just . . . at first I thought you were arguing about me.”
“Please call me Taylor, and as for the rest, it’s dropped as far
as I’m concerned.”
“Your brother seemed very adamant about continuing your
conversation with him.”
“So he did,” Taylor said as he looked toward the doors
through which Bridge had left in such a hurry. “He has made an
issue out of nothing.” After Taylor looked back at Sarah, he said,
“I know I told you last night we would talk this morning, but I
can’t talk right now. Some unexpected things have come up that
I must take care of. I might be in town all day.”
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“That’s okay. I’ll change back into my own clothes, and I’ll
go in with you.”
He gave her a curious look before he said, “As I recall, you
said you had no place to go. Has that changed since last night?”
Oh, how Sarah wished she could have said yes, especially
after meeting his brother. But nothing had changed for her, and
she was certain nothing would.
“No,” she replied with the feeling of defeat.
“Then you should stay here. When I return home, we will talk.”
“Mr. Cald—I mean Taylor.”
She was not sure how she was going to forge through her
problem. Even if she told him, it wasn’t going to change her
situation. Then there was Bridge; how would she cope with a
man that made her feel different and uncomfortable in just a few
short minutes? What would it be like for her if she had to be in
his presence for an hour or a day?
“I think it would be best if I left here with you,” she said. “I
do not want to be more trouble than I have already been.”
“If you’re talking about Bridge now, there’s no need to worry.
I guarantee he is not a bad person. He just has too much on his
mind right now, and I didn’t help when I refused to answer his
questions.”
Sarah glanced away before she said, “It’s not only your
brother that is making me feel uncomfortable, but it’s these
clothes as well.”
“I see.”
“Do you?” she asked a little shaken.
“I tell you what, if you can stand it for one more day, I
promise I will take you back to town tomorrow, and then you
can pick up your things.”
“That’s impossible,” she remarked.
“How so?” he asked curiously.
Sarah knew she was saying too much. Did she dare trust this
man and answer his question, or should she remain silent and
demand he take her back to town?
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After she contemplated a while longer she said, “What I
wore here . . . is all I have.”
Taylor looked surprised, but it didn’t seem to deter him in the
least, and he said, “Well, I can still take you to town tomorrow,
and you can buy what you need.”
“That’s impossible too,” and she lowered her eyes.
“Why?” As Sarah said nothing, he said, “No belongings, no
place to live, apparently, so that means no money?” After she
looked up, he said, “I guess you are in a dilemma.”
“You can say that.”
“What happened to put you there?” When Taylor noticed
what could be considered fear, he said, “You know what . . . I
can buy you what you need.”
Sarah shook her head no and said, “No, I can’t have you do
that. We haven’t even known each other for a day. I cannot . . . I
will not put myself in a position like that. You didn’t even know
my name until a few minutes ago.”
Taylor rubbed the nape of his neck, then he cut his eyes up
at her as he said, “I’m sorry I didn’t realize. I do see your point
however.” After a few seconds he said, “Well not to worry. I
will think of something, but for now, we better get in the dining
room and have breakfast. Hattie is a real bear once her feathers
get ruffled.”
Sarah was not at all surprised when she walked into the
elegant dining room. The table was quite long and could seat
twelve people comfortably. The windows on the sides of the
buffet table filtered in plenty of light. All the walls were a whitish
gray, and the window sheers were pale lilac while the drapes
were a deeper lilac. The furniture was made from the same wood
that was throughout the house.
During breakfast, Sarah was relieved to see there was very
little tension between the two brothers. They spoke to each other
as if the conversation they had earlier never happened at all.
Several times, she caught Bridge staring at her, and she got the
distinct impression he was hoping for the chance to interrogate
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her about why she was there. Taylor had also sensed it, so he
kept the conversation steered from Sarah and onto more of the
boring office details.
When she saw Bridge pushing his plate away, she secretly
wished he would leave. She was greatly disappointed when it
was Taylor who excused himself first. As he walked from the
dining room, she noticed Bridge was staring at her yet again.
She quickly lowered her gaze to the plate in front of her, hoping
that he would leave, but when he didn’t move, she knew she
could not let him intimidate her. So with determination, she
raised her head high and looked him in the eye. However, it was
in vain when he excused himself and started out of the room.
She swallowed in relief, and then she stood up and was starting
to clear the table when Hattie came into the room.
“Please, Miss,” stated Hattie firmly. “Leave the dishes to
me.”
She realized Bridge caught every word after she saw him
stop. He turned and gave her a smirk, which annoyed her even
more than Hattie’s upper hand over the dishes. Once he left the
room, she turned back to Hattie.
“Is there anything I can help you with?” she asked.
“No, Miss,” Hattie said firmly again.
“I can’t just sit around and do nothing. There must be
something I can do to pay for my stay.”
Hattie gave Sarah a smile before she said, “You are Mr.
Taylor’s guest, and guests don’t work to pay for their stay.” She
started to gather the dishes.
When Sarah reached the doorway, she turned back to look
at Hattie. She smiled when she heard Hattie humming. After she
left the dining room and headed for the living room, she looked
behind her as if she half expected to see someone was watching
her. She rubbed her arms as goose bumps formed, and she
hurried to the living room. She noticed the drapes were open and
there were French doors that led outside. She went over, tried
the door, and found it unlocked, so she opened it and went out.
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She caught her breath when she saw the beautiful landscaped
garden that went beyond the patio. She could see cement paths
winding through the garden. There were flowers already in
bloom, and the grass was turning green. She could see someone
working in the distance. Beyond the garden were tall pine trees.
She took in a deep breath and smelled all the freshness
in the air from the rainfall of the evening before. The sky
no longer had clouds. The pine trees that stood well beyond
the garden were tall, and their tops appeared as if they were
touching heaven.
Sarah chose to follow one of the paths that intertwined around
trees, bushes, and flowerbeds. The path went from the garden
down to a gentle brook that was slowly trickling over rocks.
A small wooden walk bridge went over the brook. The trees
were denser, and the grass was much taller on the other side.
As she crossed the bridge, she noticed a white wooden bench
with its legs planted in cement and flowers planted on both sides,
and behind it was a separate little garden. She sat down on the
bench, and she looked at the beauty all about her. The big house
was well beyond but still very visible.
She closed her eyes and inhaled deeply. She took in the smell
of the morning dew on the grass, the pungent aroma of flowers,
and this time, the sweet smell of the pine trees—all the freshness
after the evening rain. Sarah listened to the gentle sound of
water trickling gently over the rocks in the stream and the faint
chirping of birds. It was cool and refreshing sitting in the shade
of the huge pine trees. She opened her eyes again as she looked
around her, and she saw a butterfly float freely by and a bee
buzzing about a flower.
The Caldwells certainly loved many beautiful things—
she was sure only love, along with a lot of hard labor and
appreciation, could make a place this beautiful. She lowered
her gaze to the stream and watched the water gently worm its
way along. Everything around her appeared tranquil, and she
told herself to take it all in and hold onto this moment, as she
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would never get another chance to feel as carefree as she did
right then.
All too soon the tranquility Sarah was feeling ended when
her sixth sense aroused her. When she felt someone watching
her, she raised her head and saw Bridge leaning against a tree on
the other side of the stream. She tried to muster a warm smile but
grew sober then uneasy. As this stranger stared at her, he made
her feel a way she couldn’t explain—so what was it about him
that made her . . . no, she would not go there with her thoughts.
Sarah dropped her gaze when she could no longer meet his eyes.
“Is something wrong?” Bridge asked as he continued to stare
at her.
“No, of course not,” Sarah said in a hurry, and she had to
wonder if she was trying to convince him or herself.
When he caught the puzzled look on her face, he said, “I
didn’t mean to intrude on your thoughts.”
“Don’t be silly,” she said as she leaped from the bench and
scurried across the walk bridge. “But please, accept my apology,
Mr. Caldwell.”
“Apology?” he asked sounding confused. “For what may I
ask?”
“I should have asked for permission before I decided to walk
through your garden.”
“You’re Tay’s guest,” he said, with what sounded like
resentment to her. “You don’t need permission.”
Sarah became aware of his closeness as she tried to think
of something sensible to say, but she only managed a feeble, “I
should get back.”
When he heard what seemed to be tension in her voice,
Bridge said, “There’s no need to rush off on my account.” When
she turned slightly and gave him a sidelong look, he stepped
away from the tree. He then added, “Tay won’t be home until
much later.”
“You your brother’s keeper?” she snapped but when their
eyes locked, she wondered why she even said what she did.
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“Are you always this defensive?” he asked. “Or perhaps you
just happened to take a sudden dislike to me?”
When Bridge gave her a wanting look, Sarah dropped her
gaze to the open part of his shirt. This man was certainly starting
to affect each of her senses, and the scent of his aftershave
that was quite appealing to her didn’t help either. She found it
difficult to think with him standing so close.
As his question went unanswered, he asked another, “Have
you known Tay long?”
She turned slightly away to try to compose herself then
she said, making sure not to look at Bridge directly, “No, not
long.”
“Are you from around these parts?” he asked casually.
Sarah began to grow more wary with each question he asked,
and she turned to him as she asked rudely, “Do you drill all the
guests that stay here, or am I the lucky one?”
“Boy . . . you are defensive aren’t you?” he asked, leaning
against the tree once again. As their eyes locked, he added, “That
makes me wonder.”
“About what?” she asked still being weary.
“I’m wondering what it is you’re hiding.”
Sarah became angry, but she wondered if she really had any
right as she asked, “What are you implying, Mr. Caldwell?”
“I’m not implying anything,” Bridge replied with ease, “I’m
only making idle conversation.” He moved away from the tree
once again, and as he towered over her, he said, “I must admit I
am wondering why you are so defensive about answering such
simple questions, especially just why have you taken a sudden
dislike to me.”
Thrown off guard by his closeness, Sarah tried to remain
calm as she said, “I do not know you well enough, Mr. Caldwell,
to have an opinion about you—whether it be like or dislike.”
She started to leave but was stopped short by the tight grip
he put on her upper arm. When their eyes met yet again, the
strange feeling she felt disturbed her.
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“I believe I have a right to know why you’re wearing my
sister’s clothes,” Bridge said as he gripped both her arms.
“I didn’t help myself, if that’s what you’re thinking,” she
said as she tried to take a step back.
“Do I frighten you . . . Sarah . . . is it now?” he asked as if he
somehow thought she was lying about her name, and she grew
even more alarmed.
The heat from his hands began to burn like fire through the
thin blouse she wore. The closeness of his body put off more heat
than she had felt from the warm sun. Little beads of perspiration
started to appear on her forehead. Yes, she was frightened, but it
was not because she was alone with him or because he towered
over her, but for reasons that were unknown to her. She soon
realized she would have to learn to stand her ground when she
was around him, if she was going to stay here for long.
“No, Mr. Caldwell . . . you do not frighten me,” Sarah stated
as calmly as she could but even the most unperceptive person
would have known she was lying.
“You certainly don’t sound convincing,” Bridge said, then
he laughed. As he continued to laugh, she became frustrated, and
she pushed from his grasp. Once she was free of his reach, she
turned to leave. “There’s really no need for you to go. We can
spend the rest of the day together.”
Sarah quickly turned to face him with wild stormy eyes as
she said, “I wouldn’t spend the day with—” She could not finish
as she owed Taylor for his kindness, and she certainly did not
have any right to attack his brother even though she thought he
was quite arrogant. She swallowed her pride then she said, “I’m
sorry, Mr. Caldwell. I don’t mean to be rude. I’m feeling tired,
so if you will excuse me, I think I’ll lay down for a while.” Then
with what could be construed as defiance, she added, “Maybe
Taylor will be home early.”
Bridge studied her when she retreated to the house. By the
time she reached the patio doors, he was right behind her.
“Do you ride?” he asked unexpectedly.
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“Ride?” Sarah asked bewildered.
“Horses,” he answered casually. “I could take you over to
see our horses if you would be interested?”
Bridge’s sudden change surprised her, but she was determined
to keep her guard up and asked, “Do you feel you have to keep
an eye on me while your brother isn’t around?”
“That was never my intention,” he stated with sincerity in
his tone.
“Maybe you don’t trust me, Mr. Caldwell, and that is why
you are my shadow.”
“I just know my brother. He left here without giving a
thought as to what you would do.”
That was certainly true enough, but Sarah did not want to
give him the satisfaction of knowing his brother so well, and she
said, “There is no need for you to concern yourself with me, Mr.
Caldwell. I’ll find a way to occupy my time.”
“All right, have it your own way,” he said sounding somewhat
displeased. “If you should change your mind, I can show you the
horses after lunch . . . which is noon sharp.”
He reached for Sarah’s arm as she started to go through the
doorway, and once she faced him, she stated, “I do know how to
tell time, Mr. Caldwell.”
After Bridge released her arm, she hurried to her room. She
did wonder about his motives after lying down, but she was too
exhausted to give it a second thought. Feeling grateful to have a
bed she could sleep in, though it was temporary, she closed her
eyes. It wasn’t long before she forgot all about Bridge and if he
had an ulterior motive or not.
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