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In an all-new trilogy set in blissful Edilean, Virginia, Jude Deveraux weaves together the tales of three young women, best friends since college, and the lives, loves, and dreams that await them.




Sparks are flying between Jecca Layton and Dr. Tristan Aldredge. At the urging of her dear friend Kim, Jecca put the ruthless New York City art world on hold to spend the summer pursuing her passion for painting while enjoying Edilean’s tightly knit artistic community. For years, Kim’s cousin Tris—the town’s handsome and dedicated doctor—felt a deep connection to Kim’s college “sister” Jecca, though they had met only once before; now, Jecca is swept off her feet by this strong, sensitive man in a summer of sensual delights. But when long shadows announce Jecca’s return to “real life” and the big city, the lovers must decide: Can they survive the distance? And who will sacrifice the life they’ve created for themselves to be together?

“Deveraux’s touch is gold.”
—PUBLISHERS WEEKLY


Includes an excerpt from Jude Deveraux’s next novel,
Stranger in the Moonlight
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    Critics adore the “exquisite and enchanting” (BookPage) Edilean novels from “master storyteller” (The Literary Times) Jude Deveraux. . . . Uncover the romantic secrets of the idyllic Virginia town in these unforgettable New York Times bestsellers!

Scarlet Nights

“Deveraux brings to life the sort of sweet and spunky heroines who attract the muscular men her fans expect and enjoy. . . . Scarlet Nights will hook readers and leave them with a smile.”

—Booklist

“Readers familiar with the series will delight in immersing themselves back in the comfortable world of Edilean, and new readers should enjoy exploring it. . . . Deveraux’s colorful cast and easy way with words shine.”

—Publishers Weekly

“Deveraux is a master storyteller, and her books fairly shimmer with excitement and adventure, making her one of the most popular women’s fiction writers today. Scarlet Nights is no exception. With strong characters, down-home charm, and an intriguing story, fans will enjoy catching up with the folks from Edilean.”

—Times Record News (Wichita Falls, TX)

Days of Gold

“Deveraux has a sure hand evoking plucky heroines, dastardly villains, and irresistible heroes, as well as a well-rounded supporting cast. . . . The pace moves quickly and the romance sparks with enough voltage to keep readers turning pages.”

—Publishers Weekly

Lavender Morning

“Sweet and salty characters . . . entertaining . . . one of her most fun and pleasing tales.”

—Booklist

“Quick dialogue, interesting settings, and plot twists.”

—Deseret Morning News (Salt Lake City, UT)

And don’t miss these bestsellers from Jude Deveraux, whose novels are “just plain fun to read . . . she keeps readers on the edge of their seats” (The Advocate, Baton Rouge, LA)

The Scent of Jasmine

“A delightful adventure romance. . . . Deveraux’s enchanting heroine and engaging hero . . . steal the book. This is a tale to read for the simple joy of a well-crafted romance.”

—RT Book Reviews (4 ½ stars)

Secrets

“A sweet love story filled with twists and turns.”

—Booklist

“The deceptions will keep readers trying to guess the next plot twist.”

—RT Book Reviews

Someone to Love

“Fabulous. . . . Fast-paced. . . . Delightful paranormal romantic suspense.”

—Harriet Klausner

Have you ever wanted to rewrite your past?
Get swept away in the magic of

The Summerhouse and
Return to Summerhouse

“Marvelously compelling. . . . Deeply satisfying.”

—Houston Chronicle

“Entertaining summer reading.”

—The Port St. Lucie News (FL)

“Deveraux is at the top of her game.”

—Booklist

Savor “an intriguing paranormal tale”*
in her wonderful trilogy

Forever . . . Forever and Always Always “Bewitching. . . . High-spirited. . . . Irresistibly eerie, yet decidedly a love story.”

—Publishers Weekly (starred review)

“Engaging . . . a delightful otherworldly fantasy.”

—Thebestreviews.com*

“Cannot be put down until the last word is read. . . . Truly amazing.”

—Romance Reviews Today

“[A] modern fairy tale. . . . This is Deveraux at her most pleasurable.”

—Booklist
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New Jersey

2004

“Dad,” Jecca said to her father, Joe Layton, “I want to go to Virginia to see Kim. It’s only for two weeks, and you can run the store without me.” She knew she sounded like a whiny little girl and not the mature nineteen-year-old woman she was, but her dad did that to her.

“Jecca, you spent all year at that college with your friend. You lived with her and that other girl. What’s her name?”

“Sophie.”

“Right. I don’t see why you can’t spare your old dad a few weeks.”

Parental guilt! Jecca thought and clenched her hands into fists. Her father was brilliant at it. He had perfected it to an art form.

That she was spending the entire summer working for him in the family hardware store never seemed to enter his mind. She’d already been home from college for two whole months now and her father hadn’t taken a single day off—and he expected his daughter to be at the store alongside him. She was the one who closed the gap when one by one all the other employees took their vacations. But Jecca didn’t consider taking care of the hundreds of do-it-yourselfers as what her father called “being together,” since the only “conversation” they had was when he asked if the new router bits had come in.

Jecca appreciated all her father did for her and she wanted to see him, but she also wanted some time off. She wanted fourteen whole days to do only what she wanted to. Put on a bikini and lie by a pool. Flirt with boys. Talk to Kim about . . . well, about everything in life. Time to dream about her future. She was studying art at school as she wanted to be a painter. Kim said there was some magnificent scenery around her home in Virginia, and Jecca wanted to put it all on paper. The plan was perfect—except that her father wouldn’t agree. She didn’t want to cause any anger by openly defying him, so all she could do was plead for his permission.

As she watched him stack boxes of wood screws, she thought of her last e-mail from Kim.

“You should spend some time at Florida Point,” Kim had written. “If you climb to the top you can see across two counties. Some of the boys, including my idiot brother, strip off and jump into the pool at the bottom. It’s a far drop and very dangerous, but they still do it. Naked boys aside, it’s a beautiful place, and I think you could find lots to paint up there.”

Jecca had explained to her father as patiently as she could, in as adult a manner as possible, that she needed to produce some artworks before the next year.

Her father had listened politely to every word she’d said, then asked if she’d ordered the tenpenny nails.

Jecca lost all her newly found maturity. “It’s not fair!” she’d yelled. “You let Joey off for the whole summer. Why can’t I have even two weeks?”

Joe Layton looked affronted. “Your brother now has a wife, and they’re trying to give me grandchildren.”

Jecca gasped. “You let Joey have the entire summer off just so he can screw Sheila?”

“Watch your mouth, young lady,” he said as he moved to the small power tools section.

Jecca knew she had to calm down. She wouldn’t get anywhere by making him angry. “Dad, please,” she said in her best little-girl voice.

“You want to meet a boy, don’t you?”

Jecca refrained from rolling her eyes. Did he ever worry about anything else? “No, Dad, there is no boy. Kim has an older brother, but he’s had the same girlfriend since forever.” She took a breath and reminded herself to keep on track. Her father was good at knowing when his only daughter was lying. Joey could get away with telling whoppers. “I was out with the boys,” he used to say, and their father would nod. Later, Jecca would say to her brother, “The next used condom you leave in the car, you’ll find on your pillow.” She knew he hadn’t been out with “the boys.”

“Dad,” Jecca said, “I just want two weeks to gossip with my friend and to paint. When I go back to school I want to nonchalantly, as though I didn’t work my tail off to show Sophie and maybe a teacher or two some watercolors that I did over the summer. That’s all. I swear it on—”

The look her father gave her made her close her mouth. She couldn’t swear on her mother’s grave.

“Please,” she pleaded again.

“All right,” he said. “When do you want to leave?”

Jecca didn’t answer or she would have said she was running out the door right then. Instead, she threw her arms around her father’s stout, strong body and bent to kiss his cheek. He was proud that she was an inch taller than his five foot six. He liked to say that she took after her mother’s family, as they were tall and lean.

His oldest child, his son Joey, was pure Layton. He was five foot five and nearly as wide as he was tall, almost all of it muscle, thanks to having worked in the hardware store since he was twelve. Jecca called him “Bulldog.”

She was on a plane early the next morning. She didn’t want to give some contractor the chance to show up saying his tools had been stolen/lost/destroyed and he needed new ones now. Her dad would expect her to stay and help fill the order. He thought nothing of sending his daughter up the side of a mountain in a dual-axle pickup to deliver nails, roofing supplies, and equipment.

When Jecca got off the plane in Richmond she was expecting to see Kim, but she wasn’t there. Instead, Kim’s father was waiting. Jecca’d met him only once but she remembered him well. He was older than her father by several years but he was still handsome.

“Is everything all right?” Jecca asked.

“Yes and no,” Mr. Aldredge said. “We had to rush Kim to the hospital last night for an emergency appendectomy.”

“Is she okay?”

“Yes, but she’s going to be out of it for a few days. I’m sorry we didn’t call and tell you so you could postpone your trip.”

“It took me two months to talk my father into letting me out of the hardware store. If I’d had a delay he never would have let me come.”

“We fathers can be a problem,” he said.

“I didn’t mean—”

“It’s okay, Jecca. I understand completely. Why do you think Kim isn’t visiting you? I couldn’t bear to part with her.”

She smiled at him. Kim had always said he was a pushover. “Sweetest man alive. Now my mother . . .” The three of them had laughed. Sophie and Kim knew about mothers being difficult, but Jecca figured her father was enough of a problem for any three parents.

They got in Mr. Aldredge’s car and started the long drive to Edilean. “Kim will be down for a while, but I can introduce you to some people. My son’s friends are around if you’d like, and there’s her cousin Sara, and—”

“That’s okay. I can paint,” Jecca said. “I brought enough supplies to last me months. Kim said something about Florida Point?” Mr. Aldredge made a noise as though Jecca had said something extremely dirty. “Did I say something wrong?”

“No, uh, I mean, well, it would be better to call the place by its proper name of Stirling Point.”

“Oh. Because . . . ?” She wasn’t sure but it looked like Mr. Aldredge’s face turned red.

“Better ask Kim,” he mumbled.

“Okay,” she said, and they were silent for a while.

“I guess I should tell you about my son, Reede. He and his girlfriend broke up.” Mr. Aldredge sighed. “It’s the first time he’s had his heart broken. I told him it wouldn’t be the last, but that did no good. The poor guy is so despondent that I’m concerned he might drop out of med school.”

“That is serious. I thought he was about to get married.”

“We thought so too. He and Laura Chawnley were a couple since they were kids.”

“Isn’t that—?” Jecca thought it would be better to keep her opinions to herself.

“Limiting?” Mr. Aldredge asked. “Very much so, but Reede is as stubborn as his mother.”

“And Kim,” Jecca said.

“Oh yes. When my children decide something there’s no changing them.”

“It looks like Laura changed Reede.”

“Yeah,” Mr. Aldredge said with a sigh. “She changed his whole life. He was going to come back here after he graduated and set up a practice, but now . . . I don’t know what he’s going to do.”

Jecca had seen Reede Aldredge only once, when Kim moved into the dorm, but she remembered him as one gorgeous hunk. In the last year, every time Kim mentioned him, Jecca listened intently. “Did they have a fight?” she asked and wanted to say, Is he available?

“Not really. Laura just dumped my son flat. Told him it was over, that she’d met someone else.”

“Poor Reede. I hope she didn’t run off with someone in your little town, so he has to see them together.”

Mr. Aldredge glanced away from the road to look at her. “She wasn’t that thoughtful. She’s taken up with the new pastor of Edilean Baptist Church. If my son ever goes to church again—which he says he’ll never do—he’s going to have to look at the man who stole his girl.”

“I’m so sorry for him,” Jecca said, but inside she was elated. Beautiful man, heartbroken, in need of consoling. The summer was looking more interesting by the second.

When they got to Edilean, Jecca made the appropriate sounds about how cute the little town was. Historical buildings had been restored and every façade was under a strict code for conformity of appearance. No glass and steel structures allowed in Edilean!

As an artist, Jecca appreciated it all, but she was working hard to get out of her small town in New Jersey where she’d grown up. Right now, she only admired cities, specifically New York.

As for Reede, he was going to be a doctor, so he could work anywhere—and now his connection to Edilean was broken. Jecca had a vision of the two of them living in Paris. He’d be a renown heart surgeon and she an artist revered by the French. They’d visit Edilean and see Kim often.

When they reached the Aldredge home, Jecca was smiling. “When can I see Kim?”

“Anytime. My wife is already at the hospital, and I’m going over there as soon as I unload your suitcases. You can go with me if you want.”

“I’d love to.”

He drove them the ten miles to the hospital in Williamsburg, and when she saw Kim sitting up in bed with a sketchbook in her hands, Jecca laughed. “You’re supposed to be taking it easy. Resting.”

Kim’s parents politely left the room.

As soon as they were alone, Jecca said, “I told your father I wanted to go painting at Florida Point and I thought he was going to faint.”

“You didn’t!”

“I did!” Jecca said. “So spill the dirt.”

“I told you not to say that name to anyone from Edilean.”

“You did not,” Jecca said.

“Okay, so maybe I didn’t.” She glanced at the door, then lowered her voice. “It’s the local makeout point—and has been for centuries.”

“Centuries?” Jecca asked in disbelief.

“Certainly since WWI and that ended in—”

“1918,” Jecca said quickly. “And don’t remind me of the Great War. That’s when Layton Hardware was founded, and if I hear one more time that we Laytons have a tradition to uphold . . . Okay, so what about that war?”

“Somebody called the place the French Letter Point. That’s old slang for a condom and they were used a lot there. Somewhere along the way it got shortened to F.L. and since that stands for Florida . . .”

“I get it,” Jecca said. “So I’m to say Stirling Point to anyone over thirty.”

“Good idea.”

“So let me see what you’re designing,” Jecca said and picked up her friend’s sketchbook. Kim’s passion was jewelry and she loved organic forms. That was one thing that had united the three young women when they’d met at school. Whether it was jewelry, paintings, or sculpture, they liked reproducing what they saw in nature.

“I like this,” Jecca said, looking at the branch-like designs. They flowed in a way that would hug a woman’s neck. “Will you add any jewels?”

“I can’t afford them. I can barely afford the silver.”

“I could get Dad to send you some steel ball bearings.”

Kim laughed. “So tell me what you said to your dad to get him to let you come. And tell me again about you and all those men in tool belts.”

“Gladly, but first I want to hear all about Laura and Reede and the bad boy preacher.”

Kim groaned. “Whatever you do, don’t mention any of that while Reede is around. And don’t make jokes!”

Jecca stopped smiling. “Really bad, huh?”

“Worse than you can imagine. Reede was really in love with that little slut and—”

“Has that always been your opinion of her?”

Again Kim looked at the doorway. “Actually, it was worse. I thought she was ordinary.”

Neither she nor Kim would ever say it out loud, but having been born with a talent in art made them feel grateful but also, well, sometimes disdainful of people who didn’t create. “How ordinary?” Jecca asked.

“Bland. Nothing she ever did was different from what everyone else did. The way she dressed, what she talked about, what she cooked, everything was tasteless, flat. I could never understand what Reede saw in her.”

“Pretty?”

“Yes, but not in a way that would cause any notice.”

“Maybe that’s why she left. Maybe she was intimidated by Reede,” Jecca said. “I only saw him once, but if I remember correctly, he wasn’t bad to look at. And he must be smart or he wouldn’t be in med school.”

Kim was looking at her friend hard. “Did you come here to see me or my newly single brother?”

“I didn’t know he was single until an hour ago! But now that I’ve heard, I’m not exactly torn up about it.”

Kim started to say more but she saw her mother about to enter the room. “You have my blessing,” she whispered and squeezed Jecca’s hand.

Blessing or no, over the next few days Jecca found it impossible to get Reede’s attention. If anything, he was better-looking than she remembered, and at twenty-six, he was close to being a full-fledged doctor.

But hard as she worked she couldn’t get him to notice her. She wore shorts that showed her legs, low-cut tops that displayed a lot of her breasts. But he never looked. In fact, she never saw him look at anything. He just wandered around the house in old sweats, watched TV some, but mostly stared at the walls. It was like his body was alive, but his mind wasn’t.

A couple of times, Jecca saw Kim’s mother looking at her as though she knew that Jecca was trying to get her son’s attention. She seemed to approve, because she was very nice to Jecca. She even gave a party and invited a lot of people from Edilean—most of whom were unmarried men. They all seemed to be interested in Jecca, but she paid no attention to them. Her mind was on Reede.

After three days of trying to get his attention, Jecca gave up. If he wasn’t interested in her, that’s the way it was. She wasn’t going to keep on dressing like she was trying to get a job as a stripper.

She got Kim to draw her a map of how to get to Florida Point—she whispered the name—put on her normal jeans and T-shirt, grabbed her case of watercolors, and used Kim’s car to drive out of town to the isolated place.

She spent two days at the Point, working constantly. Kim had been right that it was a magnificent site. There was a tall rock cliff that had long views on one side and looked down into a deep, clear pond of water on the other. First, she photographed the views, holding down the button on the digital camera so it clicked rapidly. She’d never been good at painting from photos, but maybe she would learn.

She worked hard to capture the blue mist that came up out of the Virginia hollows and gradually disappeared into the treetops. She played with putting one shade on top of the other to try to re-create the way the light faded then brightened.

She experimented with working slowly and meticulously on one painting, then whizzing through the second one.

On the second day, she didn’t go up the path to the top of the cliff but stayed below to study the flowers, the seedpods, the bark on the trees, the leaves. She didn’t try to arrange anything but painted what she saw. Leaves naturally crossed one another in a perfect balance of light, color, and form.

A couple of times she stretched out on her stomach to see some flowers that were the size of a ladybug, then re-created them with her watercolors. She used her camera’s—thank you for the gift, Dad—close-up icon to enlarge the flowers so she could paint the stamens and pistils, the veining on the petals, and the tiny leaves.

When she got through, she had a flower that filled an eight-by-ten piece of the heavy watercolor paper.

She was so absorbed in what she was doing that she heard nothing until a shout made her jump. Turning, she looked through the bushes and realized how hidden she was from the grassless, worn area around the pool.

Looking up, she saw a man standing on the high rocks. The sun was behind him so she couldn’t see his face, but she could see that his beautiful body was naked. And it looked like he was about to make one of the infamous dives off the cliff.

“For you, Laura Chawnley,” the man yelled. “Good-bye, forever.”

Jecca drew in her breath. It was Reede Aldredge up there. An extremely depressed young man was about to dive off a cliff into a pool of water of dubious depth.

Jecca dropped her painting and tripped over her box of watercolors as she ran to the open area. “No!” she yelled upward. “Reede, no!”

But he didn’t hear her. In horror, she watched him do a perfect swan dive off the high rock and head toward the pool. He cut down into the water gracefully—and didn’t come up.

Jecca seemed to wait for minutes, but there was no sign of Reede. She didn’t think about what she did, just jumped into the cold water, clothes, shoes, and all. She wasn’t a good swimmer but she could move well enough to look for him underwater.

She went down, eyes open, but saw nothing. She went up, grabbed a lungful of air, then went down again, holding her breath as long as she could. No Reede. The third time she went down she thought she saw a foot ahead of her. She swam underwater as fast as she could and grabbed the foot.

Reede jerked around so fast that he made Jecca’s head hit the rock side of the pool. The next thing Jecca knew, she was going down, down, down.

But Reede grabbed her under her arms and swam with her to the top. She was only vaguely conscious as he carried her to the rocks, and put her down. He bent, as though to start mouth-to-mouth, but Jecca began to cough up water.

Reede sat back on his heels. “What the hell were you trying to do?” he half yelled at her. “You could have died in there if I hadn’t been here to save you.”

“I wouldn’t have been in there”—she paused to cough—“if I hadn’t gone in to save you.”

“Me? I didn’t need rescuing, you did.”

“I didn’t know that, did I?” Jecca said as she sat up—and saw that Reede was naked. She was determined to be sophisticated, a woman of the world, and not mention his nudity. She kept her eyes on his. “I thought you were attempting to . . . to . . . end your problems.” She was having trouble keeping her mind on words.

Reede seemed unaware of his lack of clothing. “You thought I was trying to commit suicide?” He looked astonished as he stood up and walked a few feet away.

Jecca knew she should turn her head, but she couldn’t help peeking. The backside of him was truly beautiful: a back sculpted down to a small waist, beautiful buttocks, and strong legs. He didn’t get a body like that by spending all his time studying.

She hadn’t noticed but there was a pile of clothes stacked on a rock. “Maybe I have been a little down lately,” he said as he stuck a leg in his pants.

A little down? Jecca thought. He could have walked under the belly of a cockroach. She said nothing because she saw that he wore no underwear. But then he shouldn’t cover all that beauty up.

“Actually, I think I’ve handled it all rather well,” Reede said. “A truly horrible thing was done to me.”

“Treacherous,” Jecca said.

“Yeah,” Reede agreed.

“Diabolical.”

“True.” He put his other leg in the jeans but didn’t zip them, just left them hanging open.

I guess it would be too much to run and get my camera, Jecca thought. “Dastardly.”

“All of it,” he said as he slipped on old, beat-up sneakers, then pulled a T-shirt over his head and covered up those pecs and those abs.

“A real travesty,” Jecca said, but she didn’t mean him and his ex-girlfriend. She leaned back on her arms and watched him fasten his jeans. The show was better than any movie she’d ever seen.

He returned to hand her a towel and squat down in front of her. “Are you okay? Physically, I mean.”

“Yeah, sure.”

“Mind if I look at you?”

Jecca leaned back against the rock. “I’m all yours,” she said, then added, “Doc.”

He ran his hands over her head, feeling for bumps. “Laura has a right to do whatever she wants. Follow my finger.”

She looked from side to side.

“If she wants someone else, she has free will. Any pain anywhere?”

She started to ask if a body that was tingling all over with desire counted, but didn’t. “Nothing I haven’t felt before.”

“Good,” he said. “You look okay to me.”

“Thanks,” she said without enthusiasm. “So you didn’t try to kill yourself?”

“Hell no! I’ve been jumping off that cliff since I was a kid—but don’t tell Mom that or she’ll start a petition to get the place closed down, or dynamited.” He paused. “So what are you doing up here?”

“Painting,” she said.

He looked around, but saw nothing. Jecca got up, went into the bushes, returned with her watercolors, and spread them out on a rock.

“These are good,” he said. “I’m no art critic, but . . .” He shrugged.

“You know what you like?”

“Yeah.” He gave a little grin at the cliché, then sat down and leaned back against the rock.

Jecca left her paintings in the sun to dry and sat beside him, but with three feet between them. “Are you better now?”

“Yes,” he said. “The whole thing with Laura was a shock as much as anything. Maybe you’re too young to say this to, but—”

“I’m nineteen.”

“Old enough to hear, I guess. I’ve never been to bed with any woman except Laura.”

“Really,” she said, astounded.

“Dumb, huh?”

“Actually, it’s kind of nice,” she said. “Faithfulness seems to be a forgotten virtue in our country.”

“I’m sure Kim told you that I fell in love with Laura when I was in the eighth grade. We were together through high school, college, and since I’ve been in med school.”

“Sounds like a long-term marriage. Maybe she wanted someone she didn’t know every little thing in the world about.”

He looked at her. “You’re smart, aren’t you?”

She didn’t answer, just smiled in a way that she hoped was both seductive and mysterious.

Reede didn’t seem to notice. “Laura said something like that. She said that guy didn’t know what she liked to eat, to wear, or what she was going to say before she said it.”

“If she’s that predictable maybe she’s a bit of a dullard.” She didn’t know how he’d take what she’d said, but some reality needed to be injected into the situation.

“You’ve been talking to my sister. She says Laura is as dull as tarnished silver—without the silver underneath.”

“That sounds like Kim.” Jecca hesitated. “So what do you plan to do now?”

“I think I’ll make my family happy and stop moping. Then I think I’ll make up for lost time.”

“Women?” she asked and couldn’t help thinking, Me first!

“One or two maybe. I’m certainly not going to waste another second being miserable.”

“Good,” she said. “Maybe you and I could . . . uh, do something.”

Reede stood up and stretched. “Sorry, kid, but I need to hit the books. I think I’ll go back to school and see what’s going on there. I’ve wasted weeks being—” He waved his hand. “That’s over now.”

Jecca stood up and tried to think of something clever to say to make him stay, but nothing came to mind.

He stepped away from her, then turned back. “Thanks for this.” He motioned to the deep pool. “It wasn’t very wise of you to jump into unknown water like that when you’re not good at swimming, but I appreciate it. I really do.”

He hesitated for a moment, then took her chin in his hand and kissed her on the mouth. He meant it as a sweet kiss, one of gratitude, but it made Jecca’s knees weak. She’d had a crush on him for a year, and that combined with seeing him so gloriously naked and watching him dress, sent vibrations through every nerve in her body.

She put her hands up, meaning to pull him to her, but he ended the kiss and stepped back to look at her.

“Wow! You are grown up. I better get out of here before I take advantage of my little sister’s friend. Thanks, Jecca, for listening. For everything.”

In the next minute, he was running down some path she’d not seen. She heard a car start then drive away.

She sat down on the rock where her watercolors were spread and heaved a great sigh. “Damn, damn,” she said aloud, then a breeze came by and she shivered. When Reede was there she’d been so warm she hadn’t even noticed her wet clothes, but now she was freezing.

She gathered up her paintings, her supplies, and Reede’s towel, and got to Kim’s car just as it began to rain. By the time she got back to the Aldredge house, Reede had already packed a few belongings and left home.

His parents were smiling at her.

“Reede said you saved his life,” Mrs. Aldredge said.

“I tried to,” Jecca answered, “but he wasn’t drowning. I just thought he was.” After she changed clothes, she told them a cleaned-up version of the story, and they said that her actions may have jolted Reede out of his depression.

“I don’t think so,” she said, but it was nice that his parents thought they had.

As for Kim, the minute they were alone, she asked Jecca if she’d slept with Reede.

“I wanted to,” Jecca said, “but he wasn’t interested.”

Since Jecca was a very pretty woman and men usually went for her, Kim wanted to know every detail. “Even if he is my brother.”

Jecca told Kim a more complete story than she’d told his parents. This one included the naked parts. But Jecca didn’t reveal what Reede had told her about Laura being the only woman he’d ever slept with. To do so would have been a betrayal of his trust.

“He thinks you’re a kid like me,” Kim said.

“I think you’re right,” Jecca said. “But maybe it’s better that he left. I probably would have embarrassed myself with him.”

“You met some of my other relatives,” Kim said. “I could fix you up with a date. You seemed to like Tristan.”

Jecca looked blank.

“The doctor? The guy you were outside on the patio with?”

“Oh, yeah. He was nice, but no thanks,” Jecca said. “One rejection per summer is my limit.”

At the end of the two weeks she flew home to her father and brother and her new sister-in-law. Jecca had done nearly fifty watercolors. Most of them were just okay, but four of them were the best work she’d ever done.

Her father hugged her and said she’d done just what she wanted to. “So why so glum?”

“I’m not,” Jecca said.

“You can’t lie to me.”

“That’s right. I’m not Joey.”

Joe kept looking at his daughter.

“Okay, so I wanted some boy to like me but he wasn’t interested.”

“He’s a very stupid kid,” Joe said and meant it.

Jecca smiled at him. “Boys are bastards,” she muttered, and her dad laughed.
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