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CHAPTER ONE

IT WAS paperwork that kept Sadie Morrissey tied to Spencer Tyack. He was hopeless at it.
If paperwork were left to Spence it would never get done. And that was no way to run a business. Tyack Enterprises was an enormously successful property development business because Spence had a good eye, great insight and a prodigious work ethic—and because he had Sadie to take care of the details.
She’d been doing it for years, ever since she’d been in high school and he’d been barely twenty-one, a boy from the wrong side of the tracks with grit and goals and not much else. Now, twelve years later, he owned a multinational business and had his finger in property developments on five continents.
He’d have taken over the world by now, Sadie sometimes thought, except she couldn’t keep up with the paperwork.
“You need to file faster,” Spence always told her, flashing that megawatt drop-dead gorgeous grin of his as he breezed through the office on his way to London or Paris or Athens or New York.
“Not on your life,” Sadie always replied, wadding up a piece of paper and throwing it at him. The grin flashed again and he winked at her.
Sadie resisted the grin, resisted the wink. Resisted Spence—something else she always did.
“I’m busy enough, thank you very much,” she told him tartly. “And it’s not only filing.”
Of course he knew that. He knew it was Sadie who kept things organized, who could lay her hand on any piece of paper at any given moment, who could set up a meeting between people on four continents at the drop of a hat, whose address book was even more stuffed full of information than his own.
He only said it to annoy her. Then he’d grin again, rattle off half a dozen more things she needed to do, and then he’d vanish, off to catch another plane while Sadie got back to work.
Not that she cared.
Until last year she’d had a reason to stay in Butte. She’d been determined to care for her elderly grandmother, to make sure Gran would be able to stay in her own home as long as possible.
Now that Gran had been gone six months, her parents were urging her to come to Oregon where they lived, and her brother, Danny, had promised her job interviews galore if she came to Seattle.
But Sadie hadn’t gone. She liked Butte with its wild and woolly history. Loved Montana. Delighted in the change of seasons, in the wide-open spaces. It was still, as far as she was concerned, the best place on earth.
And she liked her life—what there was of it. Mostly there was her job. But that was all right. She and Spence had always worked well together, and the job was exciting and demanding, even though she was always going like mad, working insane hours as she did her best to keep the ducks in a row and the details aligned so that Spence could get on with buying up the world piece by piece.
Some days—like today—Sadie thought she ought to have been born an octopus. But even eight arms would not have been enough to deal with all the Tyack Enterprises projects she was juggling this afternoon.
The phone had been ringing when she’d opened the office door at eight-thirty this morning. By lunchtime she had talked four times to an Italian determined to encourage Spence’s interest in some condominiums in Naples even though she’d assured him that Spence wasn’t there, he was in New York. She’d listened to an imperious Greek tycoon named Achilles who wouldn’t take no for an answer, either. And in between those and all the other calls, she’d worked on finalizing Spence’s meeting in Fiji next week.
Arranging the logistics for him and his co-investors to spend a week on one of Fiji’s smaller islands at a resort for stressed-out and overworked businessmen and women was, to put it bluntly, a challenge. Movers and shakers like Spence and his partners did not have schedules that permitted them to laze around for a week in paradise.
“We don’t want to laze around,” Spence had told her last time he was in Butte. “We just want to go, see the place, crunch the numbers and, if it works out, buy in.”
“That’s what you want,” Sadie had agreed. “But Mr. Isogawa wants you to experience the peace you’re going to be investing in.”
That had been clear during the first conversation she’d had with Japanese businessman Tadahiro Isogawa. Mr. Isogawa wanted partners, yes. But not just any partners. He wanted partners who believed in the resort’s concept—and who would experience it firsthand.
“The piece we’re investing in?” Spence had frowned. “We don’t want a piece. We want partnership in the whole place.”
“P-e-a-c-e,” Sadie had spelled patiently. “He expects you to all turn up and spend a week getting to know the place—and each other—and reconnecting with your families.”
“I don’t have a family.”
“So tell that to Mr. Isogawa. He’s very big on marriage and family. It’s why he works, he told me. But he believes sometimes people who work so hard get their priorities mixed up. Hence the need for Nanumi. It’s Fijian for ‘remember,’” she’d informed Spence. Mr. Isogawa had told her that when he’d explained his reasons for the resort development.
It hadn’t impressed Spence. He had given her that sceptical brows-raised look Sadie knew all too well. She’d just shrugged. “Up to you. But he says if you want in, he wants all of you—and your spouses—there for a week to experience it.”
Spence had rolled his eyes. But his desire for the resort won out and finally he’d shrugged. “Fine. Whatever he wants. Set it up.”
And so she had.
Besides all the rest of her work, it had taken her days to make sure everyone had a clear schedule for the week to come and then to make all the necessary travel arrangements from the far corners of the world to the island resort. In the process she’d answered thousands of questions from astonished spouses who had rung to be sure the proposed week’s holiday in Fiji was actually on the level.
“We never get holidays,” Marion Ten Eyck had told her. “John is always working.”
Steve Walker’s wife, Cathy, had said much the same thing. And Richard Carstairs’ wife, Leonie, had rung her every day, saying, “Are you sure? Quite sure? Does Richard know?”
And Sadie had assured her over and over that indeed Richard did. She was beginning to think Mr. Isogawa knew what he was talking about.
And just when she finally got everything sorted and began to go over a contract Spence had faxed her for a development in Georgia he was involved in, the phone rang again.
Sadie closed her eyes and prayed for patience. It actually wasn’t eight hands she needed, she thought wearily as she reached for the phone. But eight ears certainly wouldn’t hurt.
“Tyack Enterprises,” she said and was rewarded by the crackle of a transoceanic connection and a voice whose first language was clearly not English. On the plus side, it wasn’t Italian or Greek, either.
“Ah, Isogawa-san, konnichi wa. How lovely to hear from you!”
And it really was. Mr. Isogawa was the one person she hadn’t talked to. “Everyone arrives on Sunday. I have all the details right here.”
She happily relayed the information and smiled at his cheerful approval.
Mr. Isogawa, she had discovered, had had little experience with westerners beyond the ones he saw in films. Since Sadie was more given to hard work than car chases and shooting people to get things done, he thought she was a miracle worker. He took all the information as she relayed it, then said, “You must come, too.”
“Thank you. I’d love to,” Sadie replied with a smile. Who wouldn’t want to spend a week in a South Pacific paradise? “But I have work to do here.”
“Even so,” Mr. Isogawa said. “You work very hard. You should have a holiday, too. A life.”
How did he know she didn’t have a life?
“You talk to Spencer,” he said. “He will arrange it.”
Spence didn’t take vacations himself. She knew he wouldn’t see any reason for anyone else to, either. Officially she had two weeks a year. She couldn’t remember ever taking them.
“Maybe someday,” she said to Mr. Isogawa. When hell froze over.
Still, after Mr. Isogawa hung up, she thought about what he said.
Not about going to Fiji. There was no chance of that. But maybe she ought to consider getting away. Moving away. For years she’d assured herself that she thrived on the variety and busyness of her life.
But was it really a life?
Rob McConnell, the man she’d been dating for the past few months, was sure it wasn’t. “You never have time for anything but your damn job,” he complained over and over. “You’re not getting any younger, Sadie.”
Usually Rob wasn’t quite that blunt, but she knew he was getting irritated at her refusal to want more than a casual relationship. She didn’t blame him. He was a genuinely nice man. He wanted to marry and have a family. He’d said as much. And he was right, she wasn’t getting any younger. She was twenty-eight. If she was going to get serious, she needed to start.
Sadie wanted to get serious. Truly. But not with Rob.
And that was the problem.
Maybe she should move on. She’d been thinking about it ever since her brother, Danny, had come home from Seattle to visit last week, bringing his wife and their one-year-old twins with him. That had been a shock. Danny had always been as footloose as Spence. Seeing her brother as a devoted family man had jolted her.
It seemed to have given Danny pause for thought, too.
“Who’d have thought I’d settle down before you,” he’d said the night before he’d left. He’d been sitting in her living room with a twin in each arm, looking exhausted but content. And then he’d considered her slowly, making her squirm under his gaze as he’d said, “But then, you are settled, aren’t you, Sadie?”
“What do you mean?”
His mouth twisted. “You’re settled in as Spence’s drudge.”
“I am not!” Sadie had tossed down the copy of Spence’s itinerary she’d been going over, making some last-minute adjustments, and jumped up to prowl around the room. “Don’t be absurd.”
“It isn’t me who’s being absurd, Sade. It’s all work and no play with you. Always has been as been as long as I can remember.”
“I play,” Sadie had protested.
“When you work seventeen hours instead of eighteen? Hell, you’re as driven as Spence.”
“We have goals!” she informed him loftily.
“Spence does,” Danny had corrected with an elder brother’s ruthlessness. “You’re just hanging on.”
Sadie had whirled around to glare at him. “What’s that supposed to mean?”
Danny met her glare head on. “You know damn well what it means”
“I have a great job!”
“But do you have a life? Come on, Sadie. You’re the one who always used to name your kids when we were growing up. You’re damn near thirty and you barely even date!”
“I’m twenty-eight, not damn near thirty! And Rob—”
“You’re not serious about Rob McConnell. If you were you’d have invited him over while Kel and I were here. You didn’t. So find someone you are serious about. Get married. Have that family you always wanted.” He threw the words at her like a gauntlet, and Sadie couldn’t pick it up.
“I’m fine,” she’d said stiffly.
“Yeah. Sure you are. You could get a job anywhere. Come out to Seattle. Kel will find you a hundred dates. Believe me, you’re wasted on Spence.”
“I’m not dating Spence.”
“And thank God for that,” Danny said. “He’s my friend, but he’s not exactly marriage material, is he?”
He wasn’t telling her anything she didn’t know. But she shook her head. “I work for him, that’s all,” she said.
“So quit.”
“I can’t.”
“Why not? Does Spence own your soul?”
“Oh, for heaven’s sake. Of course not!” But her face had burned and Sadie had hoped Danny wouldn’t notice.
Fortunately he’d just shaken his head. “Well, it makes a guy wonder. You’ve been working for him for years! Since high school.”
“Because he needed the help. You know Spence. He’s great at wheeling and dealing. Great at finding properties and renovating them. Great at potential. He can see the big picture. But he’s not great at paperwork. Not at details.”
And Sadie had always been marvelous at both. She could organize anything.
“Anyway,” she’d reminded her brother. “I didn’t stay. I left, remember? I went away to college. Four years at UCLA.”
“And then you came back, you idiot. To him.”
“To the job,” Sadie insisted. “He pays me a mint. And I get a percentage of the business, for heaven’s sake. And where else could I possibly go and manage a global property-development business at my age? And still live in Butte?”
“Oh, yeah, that’s a real plus. Butte! The hub of the western cultural world.”
Of course it was anything but. But the old mining city was making a comeback. Long depressed, Butte was making a slow climb back toward prosperity, thanks in large part to Spence and a few other guys like him who were determined to turn things around.
“Don’t be sarcastic. And don’t knock Butte.” Sadie’s voice had been frosty at his dismissal of their hometown. “It’s home. Spence doesn’t knock it, and he has more right than you do.”
She and Danny had had a good childhood with stable, loving parents. Spence had not. For all that he was now a real-estate tycoon of international scope, Spencer Tyack hadn’t been born with a silver spoon in his mouth.
“Not even a copper one,” he’d once said with a wry grin, a reference to Butte’s copper-mining past. “But I survived.”
No thanks to his own parents, that was for sure. Sadie remembered Spence’s grandfather as kind and caring, but the old man had died when Spence was ten. From then on his life had been hell. His alcoholic father hadn’t been able to keep a job and rarely turned up at home except to fight with his mother or take a swing at Spence. And his mother’s bitterness toward her husband found its most convenient target in their only son.
Sadie, whom Spence had never permitted to set foot in his house while she was growing up, had still got close enough on occasion to hear her shrieking at him, “You’re just like your father!”
He wasn’t. Not even close.
Unlike his father, Spence had always been driven. Even when he’d been something of a juvenile delinquent in high school, he’d been determined to be the best delinquent of the bunch.
A probation officer who had insisted they meet not in his office but in the cemetery by Spence’s grandfather’s grave had put an end to the delinquency. After that Spence had been determined to do the old man proud. To succeed. To achieve. To become the best man he possibly could.
He’d gone to work wherever he could. He’d saved and scrimped and had bought his first house the week he turned twenty-one. To call it a “fixer-upper” would be kind. It had been little more than a hovel with a leaky roof.
As soon as he could, he’d gone to work in the mine, making better money driving those behemoth trucks all day. Then he’d come back and work on the house all night. Several months later he sold that house at a profit, bought another, then did the same. He did it again and again.
By the time he was twenty-two he’d been able to apply for his first commercial-property loan. And that’s when he’d hired Sadie to create order out of the paperwork chaos—in his truck. He hadn’t had an office.
“I can’t waste money on an office,” he’d told her.
So for the first year she’d worked out of the back of his truck camper, using a shop light run by a battery, and a filing system that she carried around in a cardboard box. It was primitive. But it worked.
And so had Spence. Constantly. Within the year he’d had a building. Then two. During her senior year in high school, Sadie finally got an office to call her own. Spence had even bought her a silly plaque that said, “Sadie’s office.”
And he’d been furious when she’d told him she was leaving to go to college in California.
“I got you an office,” he’d protested. “I thought you were going to work for me!”
“Not forever,” Sadie had replied.
Because she couldn’t. It was more than her sanity was worth, the thought of working for Spence forever—because she was in love with him. Had been for years. As long as she could remember, in fact.
Not that he knew it. God forbid. He’d have been appalled, because he certainly wasn’t in love with her.
Sadie knew that. She didn’t like it, but she accepted it. She’d tried a little flirting with him, and he’d completely ignored it. So she’d gone to UCLA to get away.
She’d hoped she would learn a lot, get wonderful job offers and meet a man who could make her forget Spence. That had been the plan at least.
And if she’d come home every summer to help Spence out, it was only because he refused to hire anyone in her place while she was gone.
“No need. It can wait for you,” he’d said. “You’ll be home, anyway.”
Which was true. She’d come back to spend summers at her parents’ house, to see Gran, to visit Butte. But she hadn’t intended to come back permanently. Ever.
Everything went the way she’d planned. She’d learned a lot, graduated with honors and had lots of wonderful job offers—including one from Spence.
He’d come to her graduation. “Why not? I feel like I have a vested interest in your business degree,” he’d said blandly. And he’d offered her a job that very afternoon.
He’d promised her a remarkable amount of money, a completely refurbished office in one of Butte’s historic landmark buildings that he was painstakingly renovating, and a percentage of his business empire.
“A percentage?” Sadie’s eyes had widened in surprise.
But Spence had just shrugged. “Why not? You’ve worked almost as hard to put Tyack’s on the map as I have. You deserve a share. So, what do you say?” The characteristic Tyack impatience was all too clear.
Sadie hadn’t known what to say. The truth was she still hadn’t gotten over him. His killer grin could still make her knees wobble. His hard-muscled body could still make her quiver all over. And when his steely-eyed stare grew softer and gentler, as it did on rare occasions, her heart seemed to simply turn over in her chest.
She was hopeless, she’d thought grimly. What she needed, she’d decided, was shock therapy. She needed full-scale immersion into Spencer Tyack’s world. That would undoubtedly cure her of all her starry-eyed fantasies.
So she’d said yes.
She’d been back for almost six years.
A lot had happened in those six years. She’d done her best to get over him. Told herself she was over him. She was dating other men. Just because she hadn’t found one yet who set her heart to pounding the way Spence had didn’t mean she wouldn’t.
She knew Spence wasn’t for her.
“I like working for him,” she’d told Danny. “It’s exciting.” Spence was a mover and a shaker. He now had properties in seven countries. He owned apartment complexes, office buildings, condominiums. He always had new ideas. And he always talked about them with her. He sought her opinion. They discussed and analyzed—and argued—together.
“You’ve got a stake in it,” he always said.
And that was true. She did. She might not have a life, but she had a stake in an exciting business. Last week Spence had been in Helsinki finalizing a deal for an office building. This week he was in New York looking over some apartments with father-and-daughter investment team Tom and Dena Wilson, who had done deals with him in the past. And next week, with luck, he would be part owner of a South Pacific resort.
And, as first Danny and now Mr. Isogawa had reminded her, she would be in Butte. Sadie sighed.
It was nearly five. She could leave at five. If she left at five, maybe she would get a life—even though she had piles more work to do.
The phone rang again and unhesitatingly she answered. “Tyack Enterprises. This is Sadie.”
“Say-dee, case-me, meu amor.” The voice was like rough velvet.
Sadie grinned, recognizing it. If there was ever a man—besides Spence—who could send a woman’s hormones into overdrive, Mateus Gonsalves was that man. Trouble was, he knew it. “Hi, Mateus. Obrigada. But no, I still don’t want to marry you. And Spence is in New York.”
He sighed. “I don’t want to marry Spence.” Mateus Gonsalves switched to perfectly clear, though accented, English. “I want to marry you—and take you away from your slave-driving boss.”
It was a conversation they’d had a dozen times at least. From the first time Spence had brought his Brazilian friend to Butte, Mateus had been full of Latin charm, flirting like mad with her, always asking her to marry him.
“She won’t,” Spence had said cheerfully, not even looking up from the file cabinet he was riffling through. “Sadie’s a man-hater.”
“I am not!” she’d protested, pushing him out of the way and plucking out at once the document he’d been looking for.
Spence had grabbed it. “See, she’s a genius. Knows where everything is,” he’d told Mateus happily. Then he’d turned to her. “You don’t date.”
“I do, too,” she’d said. “When the mood hits,” she qualified, but that was the truth. She certainly didn’t hate men.
“She will date me,” Mateus had said with complete assurance.
But she never had. “I don’t mix business and pleasure,” she’d told him.
“You should,” Mateus had rejoined irrepressibly. And he hadn’t stopped asking her to come to Rio and marry him every time he called.
“Life is a party in Rio,” he said now. “We know how to live down here. You should dump that workaholic and come to work for me.”
Sadie laughed at that. “You work almost as hard as he does.”
“But I hide it better. And I take holidays. What do you say?”
“Maybe someday I’ll come to Rio for a visit,” Sadie placated him. “Now, what can I do for you?”
Mateus shifted gears as easily as he always did. “I need to talk to Spencer about a building in Sao Paulo.”
“I’ll tell him.”
“Give me his cell phone number.”
“He never turns it on.” Unless he was expecting a call, Spence kept his cell phone off. But he always expected her to keep hers on so he could reach her. “When he checks in, I’ll have him call you.”
“Obrigado,” he said. “Tell him I’ve got a proposition for him. And one for you.”
“I’m not marrying you, Mateus,” she said firmly.
“No marriage,” he agreed sadly. “But seriously, Say-dee, you should come work for me. I’m opening an office in Texas. You could run it with one hand tied behind your back.”
And have a life besides, Sadie reflected for a brief moment. But then she sighed and shook her head. Battling Mateus off could make life even more difficult than working for Spence who didn’t seem to remember that she was a woman. “Thanks. But, no, Mateus.”
“Think about it.”
“I’ll think about it,” she agreed because it was easier than arguing with him.
“We will talk later,” he promised. “Adeus, carinha.”
“Ciao, Mateus.” She hung up, then picked up the contracts, determined to take them home and read them. At least that way she could say she’d left the office by ten past five. But her cell phone rang as she did so. She saw who it was and glared.
“It’s after five,” she said irritably when she picked it up.
“So?” Even when she was annoyed at him, the sound of Spence’s rough baritone could cause her pulse to speed up. Damn it.
“I have a life,” she snapped.
“Whoa. Who ticked you off?”
You, she wanted to say, even though it was really herself she was annoyed at. “It’s been a madhouse here today.”
“Well, good. Glad to hear it.” Which she supposed he was. “Need you to do something for me,” he went on briskly.
Sadie grabbed a pen, ready to write, but he didn’t say anything. “Spence?”
“Yeah.” He sounded suddenly distracted. His normally quick speech grew even quicker. “No big deal. I just need you to get my birth certificate and the divorce decree and bring them to New York.”
Sadie stopped dead. “What?” She felt as if she had been gut-punched. “Do what?”
“You heard me. My birth certificate. The divorce decree. I need them. Tomorrow. In New York.”
She’d always thought that breathing was in involuntary reflex. Now she wasn’t sure.
“Sadie? Are you there? Did you hear me?” His voice was sharp now.
“I heard you.” She managed that much. Couldn’t manage any more.
“Great. So just get them and hop on a plane tonight. Or tomorrow. I don’t care which. Just so long as you’re here by 2:00 p.m.”
She didn’t speak, just stared mutely at the pencil she’d broken in her hand.
“Sadie!”
“Yes!” she snapped back at him now. “I heard you!”
“Well, good.” He paused. “You could congratulate me.”
“Because…?” she said, though she knew without asking the reason, even though it stunned her.
“Because I’m getting married.” He said the words almost defiantly as if expecting her to argue.
She knew better than to argue. But she couldn’t help the sarcasm. “Tomorrow? Isn’t that a little precipitous? I mean, considering your track record and all?”
Shut up, she told herself. Shut up. Shut up. Shut up.
“It’ll be fine this time,” he said flatly. “Not like Emily.”
“It wasn’t Emily I was thinking about,” Sadie said, unable to help herself. “You didn’t marry Emily.”
“I remember who I married.” He bit the words out.
Sadie remembered, too. He’d married her!
A wedding on the rebound. When society belle Emily Mollineux had stood him up for their Las Vegas wedding, he’d been gutted. His desperation had reminded Sadie of his boyhood pain when his father walked out and his mother had unleashed her fury on Spence.
So when he’d slammed out of the chapel with a fearsome look in his eyes, Sadie had gone after him, unsure what he might do. She’d never imagined that half a dozen whiskeys later he’d decide the answer was to marry her!
But he had. He’d been most insistent. “You’d marry me,” he’d said firmly, but there had been just a hint of doubt, the tiniest question in his words, in his gaze. “Wouldn’t you?” he’d persisted when she hadn’t answered.
And Sadie, because that moment if no other seemed to call for absolute honesty, had to admit she would.
“If you asked me,” she’d replied because it was only the truth.
And then, heaven help her, he did.
“Marry me,” he’d said. And he’d met her gaze with all the intensity Spencer Tyack was capable of in those midnight eyes.
And so she had married him. Within the hour.
They’d got a license, done the deed. And they’d gone back to the honeymoon suite and made love. Passionately. Desperately. Dazedly. It had been the most amazing night of her life.
And she’d awakened in the honeymoon suite the next morning to find Spence already awake and fully dressed, pacing furiously, raking his hands through his hair and saying, “It was a mistake.”
Sadie had barely got her eyes open when he’d come and loomed over her, all harsh expression and anguished bloodshot eyes. “It never should have happened. We never should have—I never should have—Hell!” He’d shaken his head as if he didn’t believe it. “I’m sorry, Sadie. I never meant—Damn it! I don’t know what I was thinking! But it’ll be all right. Don’t worry. We’ll get a divorce.”
“A d-divorce?” She’d managed that much. Had simply stared at him slack-jawed.
Spence had nodded vehemently. “Well, we can’t get an annulment,” he’d said grimly. “But it won’t be a problem. I promise. I’ll handle it.”
He’d been adamant, determined. Just as determined to divorce her as he had been to marry her only twelve hours before. It might be some sort of record, Sadie had remembered thinking. She’d blinked rapidly and tried hard to swallow against the boulder lodged in her throat.
Had it been that awful? That wrong?
Apparently it had.
At least it hadn’t seemed like the time to declare her undying love. She’d simply nodded. “Right,” she managed, though she’d nearly strangled on the word.
Spence peered at her closely. “Are you okay?”
Oh, yes, terrific. Never better. Having been married and found wanting in the space of half a day was exactly the sort of thing to give a girl a heap of self-confidence!
“I’m fine,” she said as steadily as she could. “Why?”
“You don’t look fine.”
“Thanks very much.”
“I didn’t mean—I just—” he shuddered visibly “—sorry. I don’t know what I was thinking. I’m sorry. Sorry about the marriage. About…” His voice trailed off. His gaze shifted southward, away from her face. Down her sheet-draped body.
Sadie felt immediately self-conscious. So he was sorry they’d consummated the marriage? Sorry he’d made love to her?
He was sorry, apparently, for everything.
“Don’t think about it,” he said. “I’ll handle everything. You don’t even have to mention it.”
Was he afraid she might? Stand on the rooftops and announce that her husband of twelve hours was dumping her? She stared at him, speechless.
“You’re tired. You have to be. Go back to sleep. The room is booked through Wednesday. Stay until then if you want.”
As if she would stay on in the honeymoon suite by herself while her husband was divorcing her!
“I won’t be here,” Spence said quickly, misinterpreting the appalled look on her face. “I called Santiago this morning. I’m just going to head to Barcelona a few days early. But I’ll arrange for the divorce before I go. Okay?”
Sadie shrugged. What else could she do?
Seeing the shrug, Spence gave her a strained smile. “It’ll be okay. I promise.” He paused, then said, “It won’t change things, will it? You’ll stay on.”
“Stay on?”
“Keep working with me. It doesn’t have to be awkward. We’re friends.” He said this last almost insistently and with complete seriousness. And why not? Last night had meant nothing to him—beyond an error in judgment. He wanted her as a friend, not a wife. And he was remedying that as quickly as he could.
She didn’t know what to say.
“No” would undoubtedly have been smart. But she had been afraid that saying no would make him think their marriage mattered far more to her than he wanted to believe. And if he thought it did, would he change his mind? Stay married to her because he felt sorry for her?
The very thought made her squirm.
“I’ll stay,” she said. “For now.”
He’d grinned then, that perfect, sexy drop-dead gorgeous Spencer Tyack grin that Sadie had spent years trying to resist. “That’s all right then,” he’d said happily. “You’re a pal, Sade.”
Wasn’t she just?
“I knew you’d agree. I’ll ring a lawyer from the airport and get him to do it. I’ll give you a call tomorrow from Barcelona. But don’t worry. Consider it taken care of.” And grabbing his suitcase, he’d bolted out the door.
And that, basically, had been that.
Except that when he’d called her from Barcelona the next day, he’d said, “Are you okay?” in a worried tone completely unlike any he’d ever used with her.
“Of course I’m okay. What do you think?” Sadie had retorted. She was damned if she was going to let him think he’d cut her heart out.
She must have been convincing because he’d never asked that question or sounded that worried again. And the first morning he was back in the office, which was a month later, he’d said, “Don’t worry. It’s sorted. I’ve got the papers. It’s all taken care of.”
And so her short, better-forgotten marriage to Spence had been over.
He’d never mentioned it again.
Neither had she. She’d thought of it again, of course. Plenty of times in those first few months. Minute by minute almost. But eventually she’d managed to put it aside. Not to forget, but to consider it with detachment, as if it had happened in some alternative universe. Like a dream. Or a nightmare.
It had faded over the past four years. Until now. Now she said, “I don’t know where the papers are.”
“In my safe deposit box. You have a key.”
“Yes, but—married?”
“It’s business, Sadie. Did you think I’d fallen in love?”
She didn’t know what to think. “Business?”
“I’m marrying Dena Wilson. Who’d you think I was marrying? Someone I just picked up on the street?”
“I—”
“It’s perfect. A great idea. Dena and I joining forces. I don’t know why I didn’t think of it sooner. Together we’ve got twice the clout. Twice the expertise.”
“Yes, but—tomorrow?”
“So we’ll be married before I head to Fiji. Which reminds me, can you book a flight for Dena?”
She was going to kill him.
“You don’t have to do it tonight,” he said, all magnanimity. “You can do it tomorrow from here. Just bring the papers and show up at the courthouse tomorrow afternoon. Ceremony’s at two. I’ll book you a room in a fancy hotel for tomorrow night for your trouble, okay? The Plaza? The Four Seasons? You name it. Think of it as a vacation. Right. I’ve got to run. Tom and Dena just came in the door. See you tomorrow.”
There was a click—and a second later, a dial tone.
Sadie stood staring at the phone in her hand and felt as if the bottom had fallen out of her well-ordered world.
 
Where the hell was she?
Spence checked his watch for the tenth time in five minutes and raked fingers through his already disheveled hair. He’d been pacing the hallway of the courthouse, just outside the judge’s chamber for three-quarters of an hour.
He’d got there an hour before that, wanting to be there when Sadie showed up and not certain when she would arrive. Last night he’d kept his phone off, not wanting to get any calls from Sadie telling him he was making a mistake.
He wasn’t making a mistake.
The Emily fiasco had been a mistake. No doubt about that. Four years ago when he’d intended to marry Emily Mollineux, he’d been out of his mind—a victim of his own youthful enthusiasm, infatuation and hormones—not to mention a misplaced determination to wed a beauty whose family was all about Old Money.
And marrying Sadie for God-knew-what insane reason after Emily hadn’t shown up—well, that had been an even bigger mistake.
He should never have imposed on her, never proposed! Never put her on the spot like that.
But at the moment he’d been out of his mind. Insane. Rejected. The word still made him wince. But Emily’s defection had seemed to confirm his deepest fears—that, as his mother had always claimed, he was worthless.
And so he’d turned to Sadie—had used her unwavering friendship to restore, however briefly, his shattered self-esteem. It had been easy enough to do, damn it. For all that she would argue with him forever about business propositions, Sadie was putty when it came to people—when it came to him.
And in the morning when he’d awakened to find her in bed beside him, when he remembered how they’d spent the night, he’d been appalled at what he’d done.
Christ, she’d even had a boyfriend! And he hadn’t given a damn.
He’d just turned to her and said, “Marry me,” and he knew that that night he wouldn’t—couldn’t—have taken no for an answer. But in the morning’s harsh light he knew regret. He knew he’d made a mistake.
And so he’d done his best to make it right.
He wasn’t making that mistake again. This marriage was business, pure and simple. He and Dena both wanted exactly the same things. It would be fine.
Provided, he thought, shooting back his cuff and glaring at his watch again, Sadie showed up.
He didn’t know where she was or what time her flight had been expected to get in. He might have known, he reminded himself, if he’d turned on his mobile phone last night. But he hadn’t. He hadn’t wanted to talk to her last night—just in case she tried to talk him out of this marriage.
Sadie was, after all, an idealist, a romantic. As long as he’d known her, she’d been deluded by the notion that someday she would meet “the one.” It was one of the reasons he’d known he had to divorce her as quickly as possible—to give her a chance to meet her Perfect Man.
So he hadn’t wanted to hear how Dena Wilson wasn’t his Perfect Woman. She was all about business—not at all about home and family. She didn’t want them any more than he did. And that, to Spence, was about as perfect as she could get.
So he’d shut his phone off and, consequently, he had no idea where the hell Sadie was or when to expect her. He’d tried calling her, but her own phone was shut off.
He knew, of course, that if she was still in the air, she couldn’t have it switched on. But good God, she’d better not be in the air now. The ceremony was due to start in less than fifteen minutes.
“Well, Sadie is certainly cutting it a little close,” Dena said, appearing at his side. She was smiling her usually imperturbable smile, but there was a hint of strain around her mouth.
“She’ll be here.”
“Of course. Just give me a heads up. I have some papers to go over,” Dena said. “I’ll work on them.”
She went back into the room, and Spence continued to pace the hallway. He cracked his knuckles. He tried her number again. And again.
Ten minutes later the door to the judge’s chambers opened and Dena’s father, Tom, appeared. “I’m meeting Sawyer in Savannah at nine. Let’s get this show on the road.”
“Sadie’s not here.”
“You’re not marrying Sadie.”
“She’s bringing my papers. Birth certificate. Divorce decree.” He hadn’t wanted to mention the divorce, but of course he’d had to.
Dena had raised her eyebrows at the news, but then she’d shrugged. “Makes no difference to me.”
“Get married now. Worry about the paperwork after.” Tom suggested.
“Without Sadie?”
“Why not? No big deal, is it?” Tom said with the air of a man who bent the rules to meet the circumstances. He checked his watch pointedly.
Spence shrugged. “Of course not.”
It was sensible. Sane. Logical. It was making the best use of time and resources—just as their marriage would be.
As Mr. and Mrs. Spencer Tyack, they would improve their business standing enormously. Dena’s considerable assets alongside his would add to their portfolio and their viability on the property-development front in the long run. And in the short run it would solve a problem with Mr. Isogawa and his “happy family” scenario. One of Spence’s partners had a wife with a wandering eye. In Barcelona last month it—and she—had wandered in Spence’s direction. Into his bedroom, in fact.
The last thing he needed was her pulling a stunt like that at the resort. Having a wife along, he’d determined, would make sure it didn’t happen.
He understood that Tadahiro Isogawa was, as Sadie had said, all about happy families. So was he, even though his personal experience of them was negligible. Marrying Dena, though, could solve his problem and create enormous opportunities for them in the future. He could certainly be happy about that.
And Dena, when he proposed the idea, had understood at once.
“Smart,” she’d said after only brief consideration. “We’ll do it—for the business. And sex, of course. But no kids. Those are my terms.”
“No problem,” Spence had agreed promptly. Those were his terms, too.
So here they were now—all of them, except Sadie.
Where the hell was she?
“So, are we ready?” Tom said briskly.
“Sure. Why not?”
Tom smiled. “I’ll get Dena.”
The clerk went to get the judge. Tom reappeared moments later with Dena, still carrying her briefcase. Spence put his suit coat back on and straightened his tie.
The door opened and the judge swept in. “I’m in recess,” he announced. “Not much time.” He glanced at Spence and Dena. “You’re the couple? Come up here.”
Spence took Dena’s arm and went to stand in front of the judge, who cleared his throat and began to speak rapidly in a monotone. It was all legalese. Mumbo-jumbo. Not real estate law so Spence didn’t understand any of it. It didn’t matter. What mattered was saying “I do,” at the right moment. And finding Sadie.
Suddenly he heard a door squeaking open behind them. His head whipped around.
Sadie!
But hardly the calm, centered, settled Sadie he’d been expecting. This Sadie’s hair was windblown, her eyes bloodshot with dark circles beneath. Her skin was so pale that her normally golden freckles seemed to have been splashed across her cheeks by an impressionist run amok. And the look she gave him was of a deer caught in the headlights of a semi. A deer clutching a red leather portfolio against her chest.
“Don’t just stand there, young woman!” the judge barked. “Sit down! I don’t have all day.”
“I need to—”
“Shut the door and sit!”
Sadie shut the door and sat.
Clearing his throat, the judge began again. More legalese. Something about the power vested in him by the state of New York. Blah, blah, blah. Behind him Spence heard someone—Sadie?—fidget in her chair.
“…must ascertain if there are any legal impediments or reasons why this marriage should not take place. Any objections?” Then without pausing, the judge continued, “No. So we’ll move on then and—”
“Yes.” It was Sadie.
Spence jerked around to stare at her. So did Dena and Tom.
“You object, young woman?” the judge demanded.
“I, um, yes.”
The judge’s brows drew down. “On what grounds may I ask?”
What the hell was she playing at? Spence scowled furiously at her.
Sadie shot one quick unreadable glance at him, then turned her gaze back to the judge again. “He’s already married. To me.”
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