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Marry Me under the MistletoeAfter single dad Rick Jenner and
his little daughter stumble upon Andrea Fleming's toy shop one snowy
evening, he can't get Andrea's beautiful eyes out of his head. But with
Christmas coming up, he can't afford any distractions.Andrea is no
stranger to heartache, and Rick has it written all over his face. Her
head tells her to stay away, but nevertheless she is irresistibly drawn
to this twosome in need of a miracle.With a few festive sparks, a little
girl's yuletide delight and a toe-curling kiss under the mistletoe. . .this
Christmas, anything could happen!A Little Bit of Holiday MagicAll
widow Grace Wilcox wants is a fresh start for her and her young
son, Liam. When her truck spins off the icy road, her rescuer turns
out to be the hottest fire fighter in Hood Hamlet, and even wary
Grace can’#t say no to his offer of help!Bill Paulson has stuck to his



no-dating rule so far this Christmas, but having Grace in his home
is testing his chivalrous side to the limit! Her little boy is melting
his heart, even asking for a new daddy from Santa....But Grace has
already loved and lost one hero. Can she really let herself get close
to another?Christmas Magic in HeatherdaleThe cosy market town of
Heatherdale is a refuge for paediatrician Mia Redmond. Alone and
penniless, her only hope is a once elegant Victorian house to restore
and sell...much to the interest of her new neighbour—and new boss—
consultant paediatrician Ryan Ferguson!Single dad Ryan is unsettled
by his attraction to the vulnerable Mia—his young daughters and his
work are all he has time for. But as the falling snow and fairy lights
turn Heatherdale into a place of magic and wonder, Ryan realises that
all he wants for Christmas is Mia—in his arms!
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REBECCA WINTERS, whose family of four children has
now swelled to include five beautiful grandchildren, lives in Salt
Lake City, Utah, in the land of the Rocky Mountains. With
canyons and high alpine meadows full of wildflowers, she never
runs out of places to explore. They, plus her favourite vacation
spots in Europe, often end up as backgrounds for her romance
novels, because writing is her passion, along with her family and
church.

Rebecca loves to hear from readers. If you wish to email her,
please visit her website: www.cleanromances.com.

To Lib.

What would our youth have been like without each other? I
don’t even want to think about it.

CHAPTER ONE

JUST TWO WEEKS until Christmas and so-o much to do.

The latest merchandise from suppliers needed to be put in the
window. The Hansel and Gretel shop located on Lemon Street in
downtown Providence, Rhode Island, was a favorite place all year
long for customers wanting imported hand-painted wooden gifts,
nutcrackers, little girls’ Bavarian dirndls and little boys’ Tyrolean
hats. But especially at Christmas.

Andrea Fleming finished her morning coffee, then quickly
dressed in a navy wool skirt and a long-sleeved navy pullover with
Snoopy on the front wearing a Santa’s hat. After running a brush
through her shoulder-length gilt-blond hair, she slipped into her
comfortable wedgies and hurried downstairs to the shop below.
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She’d been living here since her husband’s death fourteen
months ago. They’d been married only three weeks and had been
staying with his parents in Braunschweig, Germany, when they’d
been in a car accident and he was killed outright. She’d survived,
but had been forced to stay in hospital following an operation.

Her mother had been there to help her recover enough so that
she could board a plane. When she returned home it was without
her husband and no hope of ever having children.

Though her divorced mom wanted Andrea to live at home
with her, she’d preferred to renovate the loft above the shop so
she could stay there. She felt closer to Gunter somehow in the
store she’d always felt was enchanted.

She’d been twenty-three when he’d first brought merchandise
to her family’s store in place of his father. His grandparents
were the original creators of the world-famous Braunschweig
nutcrackers and wooden pyramids. His dark blond good looks
and blue eyes had captivated her and they’d fallen in love. Within
the year they were married.

They’d had a wedding reception here in Providence with all
her family and friends. His family had held another one for them
in Germany. It had been a picture-perfect wedding for both sets
of families.

No one could have foreseen the crash that took Andrea’s
husband. In one moment she’d lost him as well as her ability to
conceive. Never would she have a child with him. Never would
she have a child of her own body. A sob escaped her.



Don’t dwell on that right now, Andrea.

After checking the thermostat to make sure the shop was
warm enough, she walked out back to start unpacking the boxes
from their suppliers that had arrived yesterday afternoon. In
the first one she discovered an exquisitely made Braunschweig
wooden rocking chair and put the price tag on it.

Without hesitation she carried it through the shop to the
window and set it next to the decorated Christmas tree that
was part of the Santa’s workshop display. The chair needed
something special. She had dozens of dolls, floppy elves and
Christmas angels. Any one of them would look cute sitting in it.
She would have to think about it while she finished unpacking.

“Oh!” she cried when she opened the last box and found a
three-foot-tall gingerbread boy. It was made of dark chocolate-
colored dotted Swiss fabric. A red, green and gold plaid ribbon
was tied around his neck at a jaunty angle with a little golden
bell hanging down.

He had large, shiny blue buttons for eyes, round pink felt
cheeks and an impish smiley mouth done in red ribbon as if to
say, “You can run and run as fast as you can, but you can’t catch
me. 'm the gingerbread man.” The body was outlined in white
bric-a-brac trim.

“You'’re so perfect I can’t believe it!” She attached the price
tag to it. “If Gunter hadn’t had that accident, we’d have a little
boy or girl who would love you as much as I do.” Tears stung her
eyes as sorrow overwhelmed her.



Surrounded by many items meant for a child, she knew this
shop was a constant reminder of her loss. But the store was also a
family treasure and legacy she loved, and of course there was the
comfort and joy of working alongside her mother, who’d done
everything to help her overcome her grief.

Andrea thought she’d been doing a little better, but for
some reason this gingerbread man spoke to her inner heart. It
was at bittersweet times like this that she had to fight against
succumbing to the terrible pain of knowing she’d never have her
own baby.

Though her mom gently reminded her that one day she’d meet
another man and there was always adoption, Andrea couldn’t
imagine it. What man, when given a choice, would want an
infertile widow?

After hugging the gingerbread man to her chest until the
painful moment passed, she walked over to the window and
placed it in the new chair. Once she’d added the latest set of
nutcrackers from the Bavarian kings collection to the others, she
flipped the switch on the wall and the window display came alive
with colored lights and sounds.

On the floor around the tree loaded with wooden ornaments
she’d placed an animated elf band with drums, cymbals and
horns. Children and adults alike always stopped to watch their
antics. Usually it brought people inside to buy an identical set and
they ended up going home with more gifts.

On impulse she pulled the smartphone from her pocket and



stepped inside the display area to take a couple of pictures. Wait
till she sent them to the gingerbread girls. That was the nickname
for her and her best friends Emily and Casey. Recently they’d
lost Melissa, the other member of their special group.

They’d all met years ago on summer vacation at the
Gingerbread Inn in Massachusetts and the nickname had stuck.
Their families had continued to meet there every summer and
the girls had become fast friends, a bond that had lasted to this
day. But with Melissa gone, Andrea couldn’t handle any more
sadness thinking about that.

Instead she concentrated on getting the small shop ready for
customers. Her mom would be over later in the day to help.
Throughout the holidays Andrea opened up at nine-thirty rather
than ten, and closed at eight rather than six. It was almost opening
time now.

She ran the vacuum over the carpet and watered the pots of
red poinsettias placed around the room among all the wooden
objects displayed. The thoughtful manager of the floral shop next
door had sent a centerpiece featuring white Asiatic lilies and red
roses. Andrea set it on the counter. With the profusion of lights
and decorations, she had to admit it looked like a fairyland.

Before she unlocked the front door, she went into the office
in back and checked her emails on the computer. To her
astonishment she saw a message from gingerbread3. That was
Casey Caravetta’s user name. Since Andrea was the youngest, her
email was gingerbread4, Emily was 1, and Melissa’s had been 2.



What a coincidence! She’d just been thinking about her
friends. Andrea prayed this was good news, the kind she wanted
to hear from Casey, who’d lived through a broken engagement a
year ago and was still down from it. Andrea opened the message.

Hey, Andrea, it’s moi. Could you possibly drop things and
drive over to the Gingerbread Inn today? I've got to talk to you.

Oh, no. Things didn’t sound any better for Casey since the last
time they’d talked.

One of my issues is I'm up in the air about Christmas and the
problems with my family (as always).

Casey was at the inn now? In winter?

I came to our favorite place because it seemed to work such
magic for Emily, but I can’t believe what it’s like here. You should
see how run-down it is. I could cry.

The three of them had suffered thinking of it gradually
deteriorating.

As you know, Carol’s always been like a mother to all of us and
is taking great care of me. She’s such a sweetheart. So’s Harper,
who lies at my feet and looks up at me with those soulful puppy



eyes.

Warm memories of bygone days flooded Andrea. Throughout
their youth they’d had marvelous times together with no hint of
what lay in store for them beyond the horizon of Barrow’s Lake.

I'd give anything if you'd join me. You're not that far away
from Barrow’s Cove. I realize how busy you are at the shop this
time of year, but I need you and your wisdom, especially after
what you’ve been through.

Andrea didn’t have any wisdom. She was an empty vessel.

Let me know if you can make it, even if it’s only for one night.
Remember when we talked about giving a party at the inn on
Christmas Eve so Emily and Cole can renew their wedding vows?
This would be the perfect time to formalize our plans. So see
what you can do to get away.

Love ya, Casey.

Andrea closed the message and left the office to open the door
to the shop. She glanced at the Advent calendar hanging on the
wall, one of several dozen with chocolate tokens in each window.
Luckily it was Wednesday—not the weekend, which was their
busiest time.

The inn on Barrow’s Lake outside Barrow’s Cove,



Massachusetts, was only an hour away from Providence. If she
left after her mother came over, she could spend the night with
Casey and drive home tomorrow in time to relieve her mom by
afternoon.

She checked the weather app on her phone. No new storm
systems right now. Though they’d had snow in the Northeast,
most of the main roads had been plowed. It wouldn’t take any
time to pack for one overnight.

Andrea had already decided which nutcrackers she would give
her friends for Christmas. All she had to do was wrap them and
take them with her. She could give them out at the party on
Christmas Eve.

During her musings an elderly gentleman walked into the
store. It activated some Christmas chimes. When he said he
wanted to browse, she used that time to phone her mom. As soon
as she told her about the email, her mom told her to go for several
days if she wanted, accusing her of never taking a vacation.

Andrea loved her mother, but told her she needed only one
night. In truth she didn’t like being away from the shop. It kept
her going. Too much free time and she started to think about
things that dragged her down to despair. None of that this year!

She got back on the computer and sent Casey a message
that she was coming. Then she gift wrapped a smoker for her
customer. After taking his credit card information, she handed
him his package. That was when she saw a tall, striking male,
maybe thirtyish, standing outside the window wearing a bomber



jacket. He was carrying a blonde girl of five or six in his arms
so she could see everything.

Loving the girl’s animation, Andrea walked over to the
window to watch. The child was pointing at the gingerbread boy,
her face and eyes beguiled by him. Closer now, Andrea could see
she wore a pink parka with a hood lined in fur. It had fallen back
to reveal her soft golden curls that fell to her shoulders.

Against the bright pink color, the man’s short cropped jet-
black hair stood out. With brows the same color, he was darkly
attractive. His lean chiseled jaw had that five-o’clock shadow that
looked good only on a certain type of male.

When the little girl laughed at the antics of the drummer
elf, the lines of his hard mouth broke into a half smile, causing
Andrea’s breath to catch. She had the strongest suspicion he
didn’t laugh often. Suddenly his gaze shifted to Andrea’s, as if he
could read her mind and didn’t like it.

Completely embarrassed and shaken to be caught staring at
him, she walked back to the counter. That was the first time
anything like that had happened since Gunter’s death. There’d
been plenty of attractive men coming in and out of the shop since
her return from Germany, but they weren’t in this man’s class.

A second later she heard the chimes again before the
charismatic man approached her. The girl walked at his side,
clinging to his hand. With those light green eyes, they had to be
father and daughter, although his were more hazel in color and
a deeper hue.



“Good morning. May I help you?”

“I hope so,” Rick Jenner said to the blonde saleswoman. “Do
you have a set of animated elves like the one in the window?”

“Right over here on this table.” She walked to it and picked
up a box.

When she put it on the counter, his daughter stared at him with
imploring eyes. “Will you ask her if I can hold the gingerbread
man, Daddy?”

“No, Tessa. It’s too expensive.”

“What’s expensive?”

“It costs too much,” he said and pulled the credit card from
his wallet to pay for the elves.

“I wish I could look at it.” Tears welled in her eyes. If he had
a dollar for every time she wished she could have something...

The clerk ringing up the sale took one look at those eyes and
said, “Stay right there and I'll bring it to you.” After handing him
back his card and purchase, she walked around the counter and
hurried over to the display window to pluck the gingerbread man
and rocking chair from the case.

Good grief. His daughter was a little manipulator, a talent
she’d learned from his deceased wife, who’d been indulged in
turn by her own well-meaning parents, especially her mother,
Nancy. He’d loved his wife and they’d had a good marriage, but
she’d been high maintenance, which had caused minor strains
and at times a few major ones. Rick was determined his daughter
would learn she couldn’t have everything she wanted.



When the clerk walked over to them, he became aware of her
enticing fragrance, a light floral one. “If you’ll sit down, you can
hold him.”

Rick wished she hadn’t gone to the trouble, but it was too late
now.

“Oh—" Tessa crooned after taking it in her arms. His
daughter’s happiness almost blinded him. “He’s so cute.” In a
perfectly natural gesture, she kissed the cheeks just the way a
mother would kiss her baby. Then she held it tight and with eyes
closed started rocking.

The sight caused Rick’s throat to swell. He was in luck. Only
the first day of shopping to get an idea of what Tessa wanted and
already he knew this would be the present Santa left under the
tree. When he got home, he would ask his housekeeper to come
in and buy it for him so it could be a surprise.

“We have to leave now, Tessa. We've got more shopping to do
before I take you to kindergarten. Thank the nice lady for letting
you hold him.”

Tessa stared at the saleswoman. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

He helped her off the chair and set the gingerbread man inside

Tessa’s lower lip trembled. “Can’t I have him, Daddy?”
“I'm afraid not.”

“Please?”

“Tessa—that’s enough.”



“T’ll sell it to you at half price,” the woman said under her
breath. He lifted his head and found himself gazing into the
sapphire-blue eyes that had unexpectedly caught his attention
through the display window.

“Thank you, but no.”

On cue his daughter broke into tears. The clerk bent over her.
“Have you written to Santa Claus yet?”

“Yes. My grandma helped me, b-but I didn’t ask for the
gingerbread man.” Her voice wobbled.

“I'm sure your father will help you write another letter and
ask Santa to bring you a gingerbread man.” She flicked him a
hopeful glance as she said it.

“This one?” Tessa pointed to the chair.

“Yes.”

Rick blinked. Yes? The clerk’s no doubt well-meaning
intervention irritated the hell out of him. Worse, she’d played
right into his daughter’s hands.

Tessa sniffed. “Do you think Santa will know that my
gingerbread man is in this store?”

An impish smile broke the corner of the clerk’s mouth,
drawing his unwilling attention to its provocative shape. “Yes.”

“Promise?”

“I promise.”

“Come on, Tessa.” He picked up his daughter, who still wasn’t
in control of her tears.

“Have a merry Christmas!” The woman just kept it up.



Rick flashed her a brief glance. “Merry Christmas. Thank you
for indulging her.” With his daughter in one arm and his package
in the other, he left the shop in a few long, swift strides.

k %k %k

Was that a little sarcasm Andrea had heard?

She bristled, realizing that he hadn’t wanted his daughter
indulged and didn’t appreciate in the least what Andrea had done.

But maybe he couldn’t afford it because he was out of work.
He had told his daughter it cost too much. If that was the case,
then she felt bad for putting him on the spot, and she decided she
would grant his little girl her wish by Christmas.

Andrea knew exactly where to send the gingerbread man and
the chair. The credit card listed him as Richard Jenner on Rose
Drive in Elmhurst, a nice neighborhood. It was Christmas, a time
for giving.

This could be her own little sub-for-Santa project. Every year
at the church they had a list of families who needed help, and
everyone who could contribute did so. This was one time when
Andrea knew her present would bring happiness.

Picking up one of the big floppy elves, she took him over by
the tree and put him in place of the gingerbread man and the
rocker. Those items she took up the back stairs to the loft. Once
she got everything gift wrapped and packed, then she’d send it to
the Jenner residence. On the outside of the box she’d print “To
Tessa from Santa.”

With that accomplished she went back downstairs to face a



steady stream of customers until her mother arrived so she could
leave for Barrow’s Lake.

During the late-afternoon drive her mind played over the
incident in the store. What she’d give to have a child she
could indulge. With those cherubic features, Tessa Jenner was
absolutely adorable.

When she reached the Gingerbread Inn, she saw the state
it was in and realized that Casey’s email hadn’t exaggerated.
Despite some cosmetic fix-ups by Emily and her husband, Cole
Watson, it was obvious the Gingerbread Inn had fallen on hard
times. Despite all the inn owner’s big dreams, Carol Parsons had
lost her husband and couldn’t keep everything going anymore.

In the kitchen, the heart of the once-fabulous two-story
Georgian inn, Andrea looked around. Everything needed
refurbishing. She longed to get rid of the dilapidated sunflower
wallpaper and worn white vinyl flooring and make it all fresh
again.

But Andrea was grateful for one thing that hadn’t changed.
She and Casey, her exotic-looking friend with the dark wild hair,
were sitting at the very same long maple table where the girls had
enjoyed many a meal day or night in past summers.

“Do you two want another cup of cocoa?”

Andrea jumped up from the chair and gave Carol another hug.
The tiny gray-haired widow and sole owner was in her fifties and
still looked great wearing a pale blue T-shirt and jeans. Best of
all, she had a heart as big as the outdoors.



To the amusement of all, Harper, the golden retriever of
uncertain mix, ran around sniffing everyone, hoping for crumbs
from Carol’s homemade coffee cake fresh from the oven.

“Don’t you know you’ve done enough? It’s after midnight. You
should be in bed. Casey and I will be headed there ourselves
pretty soon.”

“No, you won’t.” She laughed. “I know you girls. Once you
get talking, there’s no stopping you. Since you have to get back
to Providence tomorrow, I'm going to leave you two alone so you
can catch up. In the morning I'll make scones.”

“Those are to die for,” the girls said in a collective voice.

Carol laughed. “Come on, Harper.” The dog made a yapping
sound and scrambled out the door after her.

Andrea and Casey were finally alone, surrounded by six empty
chairs. One of them would never see Melissa again. Once upon
a time they’d been filled with people and laughter and great
happiness. Andrea wondered if she’d ever know real happiness
again. Her hurt went so deep she couldn’t fathom experiencing
it again, let alone joy.

Casey studied her for a minute through dark brown eyes. “I
know what you’re thinking.”

Andrea nodded. “Life has changed for all of us. Remember
that horrid expression, ‘Life is what happens when you had other
plans’?”

“Oh, yeah. I could have written it.”

“I think Eve probably coined the expression,” Andrea



murmured.

“Except I think things might be changing for Carol.”

“Really?”

She smiled. “Cole hired a handyman to help around here. His
name is Martin Johnson. He’s been a widower for ten years and
from what I can tell, he and Carol are getting along better than
you’d believe. Having been a carpenter, he can fix anything.”

“What's he like?”

“Tall and blue-eyed with the greatest shock of white hair.”

“Wouldn’t it be something if a romance blossomed around
here?”

Casey nodded as they stared at each other for a long serious
moment. “It’s so good to see you and I'm so-o glad you came.
I'm feeling alone and maybe more than a tad envious of Emily,
who’s off on her second honeymoon with Cole.”

“I feel the same way, so let’s get busy planning what we’re
going to do with this place to turn it into a winter wonderland for
their vow-renewal ceremony.”

Once they’d worked it all out Andrea said, “Tell me what’s
hanging so heavily on you right now.”

“Oh, Andrea, I just feel like I don’t want to be filled with self-
pity around you when you’ve experienced so much loss. I guess
I hoped to recapture some of that girlish wonder we had for so
many years. But we can’t turn back the clock. When I think about
you and Gunter...I don’t know how you’re dealing with your life.
It’s all so unfair.”



Andrea had known this conversation would leap to her own
problems. “Let’s agree the word fair should be stricken from the
language. Luckily his parents have three other children and four
grandchildren to dote on, and I have my mom and the shop.”

“I'm glad about that. I know how much work is saving your
life right now. But forgive me for asking another question. How
will you ever move on if everywhere you turn, you see him?”

A weary sigh escaped her lips. “Mom has begged me to move
back to the house with her for that very reason, but I'm not ready
yet and don’t know if I ever will be. She belongs to a church
group that meets every few weeks. There’s a widower I know
she’s interested in, but he’s been on vacation. I'm hoping that
when he gets back, he’ll sweep her off her feet. If I'm not living
there, it'll make his path easier.”

“I love your mom. Any man would be lucky to find a woman
like her. But I want to see you fall in love like that again.”

“The chances against that happening are astronomical,
Casey.”

“Surely not. I predict some gorgeous guy is going to come
along and you won’t know what hit you. Maybe this fantastic man
will see you in the shop and find you absolutely irresistible the
way Gunter did.”

“Maybe.”

Heat rushed into her cheeks as a vision of Tessa’s father filled
her mind. He was fantastic looking, but if anything, she knew
he’d felt like swatting her away from him rather than sweeping



her off her feet. The encounter had disturbed her more than she
wanted to admit.

Mr. Jenner had a daughter, for heaven’s sake. Though he didn’t
wear a wedding ring—Andrea blushed to realize she had noticed
—he was probably in an intimate relationship with a woman, so
there was no point in wasting energy discussing him. The last
person he’d be interested in was a widow who couldn’t give a
man more children.

Though she was tempted to tell Casey about the incident, she
held back, needing to concentrate on anything that didn’t have to
do with the ache inside her. Andrea had her sister-in-law when
she really needed to talk. With Marie she could open up. She’d
been there right after the accident. They’d become close after
Andrea had met Gunter, and they needed each other now that he
was gone so they could mourn together.

“It has to happen one day, Andrea. Youre too young and
beautiful.”

“And unable to conceive, don’t forget.”

“There’s always adoption.”

“That’s what Mom says, but it’s ludicrous to go there. I just
don’t want to think about it.”

“Understood.”

Feeling at a complete loose end, Andrea got to her feet and
did the dishes. Once the kitchen was cleaned up, she took a deep
breath. “You know what? It’s late. Why don’t we go to bed, and
tomorrow we’ll get up and drink hot chocolate, take a walk to



the lake and think about Emily and Cole having a baby and how
wonderful life can be. I've never been here in the snow.”

“Nor L. If circumstances were different for you and me, this
could be a very romantic winter getaway.”

“If being the operative word,” Andrea added wryly to cover
her troubled emotions.

At least their plans for the wedding-renewal vows on
Christmas Eve had been made. But much as she was thrilled
to see Casey and leave the nutcrackers for everyone, their
conversation had opened up her wounds and she was bleeding
all over the place. This bleakness in her heart threatened to
overwhelm her. She needed to get back to work where she
wouldn’t think. “Casey—"

“I know what you’re going to say,” Casey interrupted. They
read each other’s minds quite easily. “You're restless as a cat
wanting out of a cage.”

“The inn is hardly a cage.”

“It is when you’re needing other things to occupy your mind.
Go on back to Providence after breakfast. To be honest, I'm
afraid I'm suffering from the same problem. I'll probably head
back when you do. I've got a project going for Emily’s baby on
my quilting frame at home. I'm making her a special quilt with a
picture of the Gingerbread Inn in the center.”

“Oh, how darling!” Andrea cried. “You’ve just given me an
idea for a gift that will look perfect in her nursery.” When more
rocking chairs and gingerbread men arrived, she’d put a set away



for Emily. On the way back to Providence, she’d put in a big
order for both items.

In her mind’s eye Andrea kept remembering Tessa rocking
back and forth with her prize in her arms.... Oh, how she’d love to
see that precious girl on Christmas morning when she ran to find
out what Santa had brought her. To give birth to a daughter like
Tessa Jenner would be joy beyond measure. But it wasn’t meant
to be. The sooner she got that child off her mind, the better.

She turned out the lights and they went up to bed. Clearly
Casey was in so much turmoil herself, she didn’t press Andrea to
stay longer. They’d said all there was to say for the time being.
Now they both needed their own caves to lick their wounds while
they struggled to survive.

CHAPTER TWO

“LADDER 1 RESPOND to art-gallery fire on Lemon Street
and Sixth.”

The dispatcher’s voice over the gong galvanized everyone into
action. Hearing the address, Rick felt his adrenaline kick in.
Lemon Street? After parking his car, he’d walked by that gallery
earlier in the morning with Tessa. Only a florist shop separated
it from the Hansel and Gretel shop.

He didn’t plan to go there again and had planned to send his
housekeeper to buy the gingerbread man for him. Not only did
he have time constraints, he preferred to avoid a good-looking
woman like the salesclerk who wore no ring. After losing his
wife, he wanted to spare himself and Tessa that kind of pain ever
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again. Another romantic relationship was out of the question for
him.

Unfortunately if the fire spread, that shop’s inventory,
including the gingerbread man, might go up in smoke before the
night was over. The clock said 9:55 p.m. Hopefully the woman
had long since gone home from work. He broke out in a cold
sweat just thinking about her getting overcome by fumes or
worse. Rick knew firsthand what that was like; as a child he’d
almost died in a fire. That experience had changed the direction
of his life.

“Let’s go!” he called to his crew as he grabbed his turnout gear
and headed for the engine. Arney drove them out of the truck
bay to the downtown area. Rick got on the phone to the battalion
chief discussing methods to proceed when he saw smoke pouring
out of the third-story window of the art gallery. Engine 2 was
first in, but the alarm had sounded for more help.

“Mel? You work with Arney. Jose? You're with me.” Out of
the corner of his eye Rick saw another ladder truck pull up to the
fire ground. Already a couple of men from the engine truck had
gone into the building with the hoses.

“Ready, Jose?”

He gave the sign and together they placed the ladder in an alley
that gave access to the building and set it against the wall. After
putting on their masks, they ascended. Their job was to hunt for
any injured or unconscious people trapped in there.

The smoke continued to pour out the third-story window.



Everything was black by the time he climbed inside the frame
where the glass had blown out. Ladder 2 down the alley was
having trouble opening up the side of the building to ventilate.
The smoke was really heavy now. Rick’s intuition was that the
hoses had extinguished most of the fire and what was left was
smoke from the burned electrical insulation.

He and Jose crawled in on their bellies, but after a few minutes
of going from room to room, they were satisfied no one was
inside except the fire crews. The smoke started to be drawn off,
which meant the ventilation was finally working.

Dozens of charred canvases lay in heaps in one of the rooms
on the top floor. Something about the arrangement of them didn’t
look right—strange even. He had a gut feeling the fire had been
started there on purpose. After more probing he knew they had
to have been placed in a pile like that.

When he got back to the station he would tell Benton Ames,
the head of the arson squad and Rick’s best friend. After more
inspection, he made his way down the watery, debris-filled
stairway.

Once outside, he pulled off his mask. Thank goodness the fire
hadn’t spread. It had mostly been contained on the third floor.
The Hansel and Gretel shop was still standing. With a sense of
relief that both it and the florist shop had been spared, he helped
Jose bring down the extension. Soon they’d done their cleanup,
and they rode back to the station. His ten-hour shift was at an
end and he could go home.



The battalion chief got him on the phone. “When you report
to the station tomorrow, take the truck to Lemon Street on your
way to training exercises. I want you and your crew to talk to the
businesses on either side and across from the art gallery. Get a
report if they sustained any smoke damage of significance.”

Another rush of adrenaline charged his body. That meant he
might be seeing her again. Just the thought of it raised his blood
pressure. Somehow her appeal had slipped past his defenses. He
couldn’t figure it out.

“Yes, sir.”

Fifteen minutes later he pulled into the driveway of his house
and let himself in the front door. Sharon Milne, his live-in
housekeeper, would have put Tessa to bed at eight-thirty. His
daughter had made him promise he’d help her write a letter to
Santa in the morning.

Rick went to the kitchen and drank from the tap until he’d
quenched his thirst, then he headed for his bedroom. After a
shower and shave, he put on a robe and walked down the hall to
Tessa’s room.

He tiptoed inside and sat on the side of the bed to look at
her. In sleep her profile reminded him a lot of his deceased wife,
Tina. She’d been gone a year. They’d lost her to leukemia a month
before Christmas after a year’s fight against the disease. This was
the hardest time for both of them.

Tessa had been very upset with him when he’d dropped her off
at kindergarten today. She’d wanted to know why they couldn’t



go back and get the gingerbread man.

There’d been several reasons. Once again Rick had given her
another talk about being grateful for the things she had and not
to expect to be appeased at every turn. After Tina’s death he’d
done his share of giving their daughter things to comfort her in
their grief, but it hadn’t taken long before he’d realized it was the
wrong thing to do.

She expected everyone to satisfy her slightest wish. His wife
and her family had done too much of that in the past. Before
Tina’s passing, Tessa had already felt entitled. He smoothed
the blond hair off her forehead. Rick didn’t want his daughter
growing up with a princess complex.

But there was more bothering him. How could he explain to a
five-year-old how he’d felt when he saw the clerk looking at him
through the shop window with those brilliant blue eyes? She was
the kind of woman the guys at the station would call a real stunner
—blonde and curvaceous with classic features. Most likely she
was married with children. Her response to Tessa had seemed
very natural. It meant his thoughts should stop right there. The
absence of a wedding ring didn’t always prove anything.

Rick had felt dead inside for so long, he was shocked to
discover he could have an emotional response to the looks
of a beautiful woman again. The psychiatrist provided by the
department had talked to him at length about dealing with his
grief. He’d told Rick that one day he’d start to feel alive again,
but there was no set time when it would happen.



Rick certainly hadn’t expected the first signs of it to happen
this morning. Part of the anger he’d felt masked guilt, because it
seemed as if he was being disloyal to Tina even to notice another
woman so soon after her death. The psychiatrist had warned him
about that, too. He’d said it was perfectly natural to feel guilt, and
he might feel it for a long time. If it went on too long, however,
then he wanted to see him back in his office.

After the clerk had waited on him, his anger had grown worse
because she’d been so incredibly nice and tuned in to Tessa’s
feelings. He didn’t want her doing either of them any favors. For
one thing, Tessa was his daughter.

The woman obviously thought he didn’t have enough money
to pay for the gingerbread man, so she’d lowered the price. He
had to admit it had injured his pride. But after having a whole
day to think about it, he recognized what he’d really been feeling.

The last thing he wanted was to feel beholden to her or any
woman. Sharon, the housekeeper, was different in her caretaker
role.

Face it, Jenner. You resent being attracted to her.

That was the truth of it. He supposed the fact that she was the
first person since Tina’s death to take his mind off his wife for a
few minutes made him feel vulnerable. But for her to play Santa
hadn’t sat well with him. So many emotions had bombarded him,
he hadn’t been able to get out of the shop fast enough.

No one could take Tina’s place as Tessa’s mother. He couldn’t
trust another woman with that job. Rick didn’t want another



woman in his life. He didn’t want to have those kinds of feelings
ever again. It had hurt so much to lose Tina. He couldn’t live
through pain like that a second time. Once was enough for him
and Tessa. He’d do whatever he could to protect both of them
from more suffering.

Frustrated as hell because he would have to go by her business
tomorrow, he leaned over to kiss his daughter’s forehead before
leaving to go to his own room. Maybe he’d get one of the crew
to do it. Either way, it would be a short visit and that would be
the end of it.

Before he went to bed he made a detour to the living room and
set up the elf band beneath the Christmas tree they’d bought and
decorated last night. When Tessa got up in the morning, she’d
run in here to find out what the noise was and be delighted.

Now, if he could just get the woman out of his head so he
could go to sleep... But that was a joke, because she’d been
flitting through his mind—all the amazing parts of her, starting
with her smile and the way her blue eyes shimmered.

k %k %k

At ten the next morning Arney pulled the fire truck in front of
the scarred top half of the art gallery. An inspection team from
the arson squad was walking around.

When Rick saw Benton, he climbed down from the truck in
his gear and walked over to his sandy-haired friend. He and his
wife, Deanna, an attractive brunette, had two children, one of
whom was Tessa’s friend Julie at kindergarten. They’d all become



close during Tina’s illness.

Benton patted him on the shoulder. “Thanks to your tip, we
know this is the work of the same arsonist who started that
department-store blaze three weeks ago. Underneath that pile of
canvases, he’d filled a plastic milk carton with gasoline and made
a wick with a piece of shirt. It was a slow burner, but did enough
damage to ignite the whole thing.”

“He probably used the fire escape here to knock out that third-
story window we climbed into. I thought it had been blown out
by the fire.”

“Let’s hope he’s caught soon. In the meantime I've spoken to
the police chief. They’re going to keep this downtown area under
heavy surveillance 24/7 until after the holidays.”

“That’s good.” If Benton hadn’t mentioned it, Rick would
have.

“How’s it going?”

Rick didn’t have to pretend around him. “Don’t ask.”

“That’s what I thought. Deanna and I are having a little party
on Saturday night. We want you to come. Susie Anderson from
Engine 3 will be coming along with some of the others. She
specifically asked if you'd be there.” He put his hand up. “I know
what you’re going to say about that, but at least promise me you’ll
think about it.”

“Susie’s a good firefighter and nice in her own way, but she’s
been a part of the landscape for too long a time. She’s just one
of the guys to me, Benton. Everyone’s been trying to line me up,



but I just can’t do it. I don’t feel the spark. Without that...”

“Then bring a friend, so Susie won’t get any ideas. If it’s your
housekeeper’s night off, then bring Tessa. She and Julie can
play.”

Rick was aware the guys were waiting for him. He turned to
his crew, having made a certain decision. “Mel? You and Arney
cover the florist and the Hansel and Gretel shop. Jose? Go talk
to the cleaners across the street. I'll take the print shop.”

Once the men took off, he eyed Benton and gave him a clap on
the shoulder. “Thanks for the invite. I promise I'll think about it.”

His friend winked. “Good.”

Before Rick walked across the street, his gaze wandered to the
display window of the shop. Yesterday he’d looked into a pair of
blue eyes in an angel face with a golden halo of hair. It had felt
as if a thunderbolt had passed through him.

But neither the gingerbread man nor the little rocking chair
was there now. That meant she’d pulled the items after he’d
left the store. Hopefully they’d be in the back. Maybe another
employee was on duty today. He’d asked Mel and Arney to find
out. If so, Rick would go in and buy them.

With clipboard in hand, he walked across the street and
interviewed the manager of the print shop. The smell of smoke
still hung around, but he learned they hadn’t been affected by the
fire. He returned to the truck where the guys were waiting.

None of the people interviewed could give any information
regarding a possible arsonist. All had been gone from their stores



when the fire broke out. The florist was still using one of the
department fans.

Rick collected their reports and read Arney’s, absorbing the
information on the Hansel and Gretel shop like a sponge.

Owner of the shop was Mrs. Valerie Bernard, fifty-three,
who lived in College Hill, the most affluent neighborhood in
Providence. Judging by the expensive items displayed, he wasn’t
surprised. She was also the person Arney had talked to, because
it was her signature on the bottom of the form.

The report stated there’d been no damage, but the smell of
smoke still lingered. She didn’t think a fan was necessary. He
called out to Arney. “Did you speak to any employees besides
Mrs. Bernard?”

“No. She was the only one there.”

That made his mind up for him. “Give me a minute. The
smoke smell is stronger on this side of the street. I want to check
her place again. She might need a fan anyway.”

“Okay.”

He headed for the shop. When he entered, the Christmas
chimes sounded. It was déja vu. An attractive older woman with
short blond hair stylishly cut who looked vaguely familiar to him
was waiting on a customer, but she smiled at Rick.

He walked around, deciding the smell of smoke wasn’t that
bad. As soon as the customer left with a package, he approached
her. “Sorry to bother you again. 'm Captain Jenner of Ladder
1. I wanted to make sure you hadn’t changed your mind about



wanting a fan.”

She gave him a pleasant smile. “No. It’s not necessary, but |
have to tell you I'm mighty thankful you got that fire out in time
to save the rest of us. Some of my inventory is irreplaceable.
Even with the insurance, there are several dozen pyramids and
signed nutcrackers that are original pieces, and priceless. They’re
made in Germany.”

“I'm aware of that. I came in here yesterday with my daughter.
She saw the gingerbread man in the window. While I'm here, I'd
like to buy it for her.”

The woman frowned. “A gingerbread man?”

“Yes.” He described it. “It was sitting in a little rocking chair.
I'd like to buy the chair, too. Maybe the items got sold. Then
again, it’s possible one of your employees put those items away
for some reason.”

“The only other person who works here is my daughter,
Andrea.” Blood pounded in his ears. That’s why the owner
looked familiar. He’d wondered. The more he looked at her, the
more he saw the resemblance in the shape of her face and body.
“She must have unpacked those items while I was gone. Give me
time to check in back.”

She returned in a few minutes looking at a loss. “My daughter
went out of town yesterday.” With her husband or a fiancé,
maybe? Why in blazes did he care? “She’ll be able to explain.
I'm expecting her back this afternoon. When she comes in, I'll
ask her what happened. If you call the shop after two, you’ll be



able to talk to her.”

Rick knew exactly what had happened. She was planning
to give them to Tessa for Christmas because she believed he
couldn’t afford it. No doubt she’d hidden them away somewhere.
“I'm afraid I'll be on duty until seven. When I next have time off,
I'll call around. Thank you for your help. I'm glad your shop was
saved, Mrs. Bernard. It’s a delightful place.”

“Thank you. It’s been in our family seventy-five years.” She
walked him to the door. “If it weren’t for brave men like you, I
wouldn’t have had a shop to open this morning. 'm very grateful
and know the neighbors around here are, too. It was a pleasure
to meet you.”

Now Rick knew why Andrea was so nice. Damn. “The
pleasure’s mine, Mrs. Bernard. Have a good day.”

% %k %k

Andrea drove down the alley and parked the car next to her
mom’s at the rear of the shop. She was glad to be home, even if
it was closer to an hour later than she’d planned. There’d been a
ten-car pileup on the freeway because of black ice. No one had
been injured, thank heaven, but as a result the cars were lined up
several miles waiting to get around the accident scene.

She’d also stopped at her favorite bookstore and picked up a
copy of a gingerbread-man book with terrific illustrations. She’d
loved it as a child. Another gift from Santa.

Pressing the remote that opened the back door, she entered
and could immediately smell smoke. Her heart rate picked up



speed. After putting down her overnight bag, she hurried through
the office to the front of the shop. Her mom saw her and smiled.
She was waiting on two teens buying some hand-painted wooden
ornaments.

Until they left she couldn’t talk to her mom, so she went back
to the office and sent an email to Casey. She’d promised to let
her and Carol know she’d gotten home safely. There were several
emails waiting for her to open, all of them from Gunter’s family.

Andrea decided to read them later except for one from Marie,
whom she missed horribly. They were close to the same age and
had a lot in common besides the fact that they’d both adored
Gunter.

Her email was inviting Andrea to meet her and her husband,
Rolfe, in the south of Spain after Christmas and vacation until
the New Year. Would she please come? They would pay for her
flight and would be staying with Rolfe’s friend at his villa.

While Andrea stood there contemplating the generous offer
and idea, she could still smell smoke, and she lifted her head.
Where had it come from? She was dying to know, but a steady
stream of customers kept both her and her mother busy for a
couple of hours. Finally they had a break. As soon as the front
door closed, Andrea gave her mother a fierce hug.

“What was that all about, darling?”

“Because I love you. Because Casey and I had a long talk,
and it made me appreciate you all over again for being the best
mother in the world.”



“I could say the same thing about my daughter. 'm glad you
got back safely.”

“Me, too. Now tell me what’s happened. Why is there that
smoke smell?”

“The art gallery caught fire last night around ten when
everyone had gone home.”

“You're kidding!”

“I wish I were. There’s a possibility of arson. I was talking to
Wally earlier. He said the firefighters saved as many paintings
as they could, but some of the ones in storage on the third floor
didn’t make it. We're very blessed they got here in time to save
the rest of the surrounding stores, including ours.”

Andrea shuddered. “When I think of the years you’ve put into
this shop, and then to imagine a fire threatening everything... 'm
sorry I wasn’t here for you.”

“Don’t be silly. There wasn’t anything anyone could do. Life
is a risk.”

Yes. But she’d never thought about it until she and Gunter had
been broadsided by a man who was drunk. In a flash her husband
had been snuffed out. “Casey and I came to that same conclusion
last night.”

“Did you have a wonderful time?”

She bit her lip. “It was good to see her and Carol again, and
we were able to make plans for the party on Christmas Eve,
but the inn is up for sale, and Casey is very low right now. She
hasn’t really gotten over her broken engagement. So to answer



your question honestly, I've come home a bit depressed, but it
will pass.”

“That settles it. After we close up tonight, you're coming home
with me, and no buts.”

“I’d like that,” Andrea said without reservation.

“Oh—before more customers walk in, I need to ask you
about a gingerbread man and a chair, neither of which I've seen.
Apparently you put them in the front window display, but when
the man who’d seen them before came in today to buy them, they
were gone and I couldn’t help him.”

Andrea’s heart gave a kick. “Do you remember his name?”

“He introduced himself as Captain Jenner.” Captain? “It was
his crew of firefighters along with two other crews who contained
the blaze last night and put it out. This morning he came by with
his men to see if I needed a fan.”

Tessa’s daddy was a firefighter? Here Andrea had thought he
might be out of work and was too proud to accept charity. Instead
while he was on duty he’d come to the shop to buy everything
without Tessa knowing. Andrea didn’t know whether to laugh or
cry at her false assumption. The man’s aloof behavior had been
a disturbing mystery to her.

Her mother eyed her curiously. “Why are you so quiet?”

Just then they had another customer. “I’ll tell you in a minute.”

A minute turned into another hour before Andrea was able
to relate the substance of what had happened, but she didn’t tell
her mother certain details. How could she when she didn’t know



what she was feeling herself? “I made a false assumption that he
couldn’t afford to buy the chair and the gingerbread man. His
little girl was so cute and wanted it so much, I wanted to help,
I guess.”

Her mom nodded. “I could tell he was disappointed the items
were gone. Why don’t you run them to him at the fire station right
now and make things right? It’s only six blocks from here and will
save him another trip to the shop. It'll help you feel better, too.
After their heroic service, it’s the least we can do for him, don’t
you think? But before you leave, I'd like to see that gingerbread
man. Who sent it?”

“Our wholesaler in the Adirondacks. It’s a sample of the new
product they’re introducing. I'll bring it down with the rocking
chair.”

Andrea went to the back room and dashed up the stairs to
her bedroom. She brought down both items. While her mom
was busy with another customer, Andrea placed the chair and
gingerbread man next to the table with one of their three-tiered
pyramids.

In a minute her mother started walking to the counter carrying
a dirndl for the lady following her, but she stopped midstride
when she saw it. “Oh, Andrea—without a doubt that’s the most
appealing craft item I’ve ever seen!”

“I totally agree. On the drive home from Barrow’s Lake I
ordered more of them and the rocking chairs.”

The customer walked over and picked it up to examine it. “I'd



like to buy this. My four-year-old granddaughter will go crazy
over it. The rocking chair is superb, too. I think I have to have
both.”

“I'm sorry.” Andrea spoke up. “They’ve already been sold, but
leave us your name and number. When more come in, one of us
will call you.”

“Can they be here before Christmas? My friend Renee will
want both for her little niece, t00.”

“T'll put a rush on it, but you never know.”

Andrea eyed her mom before hurrying to the rear to pack up
the treasures in one crate and gift wrap it. When she’d loaded it
into the trunk of her car, she went back upstairs to shower and
change into something fresh.

Several of her outfits had been purchased in Germany. After
giving it some thought, she pulled out her cherry-red two-piece
loden wool suit. She’d bought it the day Marie had gone shopping
with her. Gunter had said it looked perfect on her.

Dark green braid lined the round neck and the front of the
jacket. Eight ornate silver buttons the size of quarters ran down
the middle to the hem at the waist. She loved this suit with its
slightly flared skirt. It was reminiscent of the old-world items
in the shop, but she’d worn it only once while she was still in
Germany.

Chances were Captain Jenner wouldn’t even be there, but she
had to make the effort...because her mom had asked this favor
of her. Because she realized she needed to start making an effort



to get on with her life. Taking an interest in herself and caring
about what she wore was a first step.

Much as she’d enjoyed seeing Casey, her overnight trip hadn’t
helped her spirits. It had been all talk about loss and unfulfilled
lives. She’d come home actually alarmed over her depressed state
of mind.

k %k %k

Two more hours before Rick’s shift was over. While he was
fueling the truck, he heard Cabrera’s voice calling out, “Eighty-
six! Eighty-six!” It was code that meant a woman had entered the
station, but not just any woman. She had to be a total knockout.
After dealing with life-and-death situations 24/7, there was
nothing like hearing an “eighty-six” to set the place humming.

He watched in amusement as one by one the guys left their
housekeeping duties to get a glimpse of the supposed femme
fatale who’d set foot on the premises. In a minute Arney came
running to the bay. He might be married with two children, but
his blue eyes were all lit up and he wore a knowing grin on his
face.

“There’s a female here to see you.” Rick blinked. “The
guys have gone nuts. She brought a giant Christmas present all
wrapped up in blue foil with a gold ribbon.”

His adrenaline surged. Andrea was back from wherever. After
hearing from her mother, she’d obviously come here. For some
reason she’d been determined his daughter would receive the
gingerbread man, even if it meant Santa came to the station in



person to deliver it.

“I'd say she looks like a Christmas present herself, if you
know what I mean.” Rick knew exactly what he meant. Beautiful
didn’t adequately describe her. The expression “she looked good
enough to eat” was more like it.

Arney nudged his shoulder. “You’ve been holding out on us
big-time, boss. I'll finish the fueling while you...take care of
business?”

Rick couldn’t get mad at the guys for wanting him to meet
another woman and start living again. No one had better friends,
and they couldn’t have tried harder to help him through the dark
period of the past two years. They were his other family, the best
of the best, but they didn’t understand.

So far none of his close friends had lost a spouse. They didn’t
know what it was like to think of starting all over again with
someone else. It took years to get to know another person, to put
up with their flaws, to know their demons and still love them.

He hated being single again, coming home with no wife to
hold him. He hated his empty bed, hated the loss of sharing. But
he groaned at the thought of having to date again to regain that
sense of completeness. As far as he was concerned, a widower
was in a no-win situation.

Besides it being a new voyage of discovery that he had no
interest in, it would have to involve Tessa. He had zero hope
of finding another woman who would be right for him and his
daughter. Would she be able to mother Tessa the way she needed



it? Could he trust her with his daughter while he was out fighting
fires?

It still tore him apart remembering the nights Tessa had
sobbed herself to sleep in his arms. She didn’t do it quite so much
now, but there were still those moments.

What if a new relationship didn’t work out? Where would
that leave Tessa if he had to tell her he wouldn’t be seeing the
new woman again? How much should he allow his daughter to
get involved so she wouldn’t suffer a second time? Rick had no
answers, no map to help him navigate through such a treacherous
sea. Better to remain single now that he was getting used to it.
Be the best father he could be to Tessa.

“Thanks, old man.” He let Arney do the rest of the refueling
while he made his way to the front of the station. En route he was
aware of the guys watching him, with the same grin as Arney on
their faces.

She was in his line of vision when he rounded the corner.
For the second time in two days he was knocked sideways, only
this was much worse. In a word she looked so adorable in that
outfit, she might be one of those hand-painted imported wooden
ornaments come to life.

“You wanted to see me?”

He heard a small cry escape her lips when she saw him. The
way her chest moved beneath that fetching jacket, he had an
idea she felt breathless, too. “I didn’t know if you would be here.
Mother told me you’d come by to purchase those gifts for your



daughter. I'm so sorry she couldn’t find them. I'd taken them
upstairs to my apartment.”

“You live above the shop?” Good grief. He swallowed hard.
If that fire had spread and she’d been in there asleep...

“Yes.”

“Alone?”

She nodded, answering one question for him. “I had the
loft renovated after...after my last trip to Germany.” Why the
hesitation?

“I'm glad I found you here,” she continued. “I should have
realized right away you wanted to get them without her knowing
about it. Since I made a promise to her, please accept this as a
gift from Santa. I wrote “To Tessa from Santa’ on the box.”

He reached into the pocket of his uniform for his wallet. “Let
me pay you.”

“No, don’t! My payment was watching your little girl have one
of those magical moments every child should experience. To take
your money would ruin that memory for me.”

Her features had hardened slightly, letting him know she
meant every word.

Rick put the wallet back and moved the box behind the desk.
“I'm assuming you thought I was out of work?”

“With this economy, it crossed my mind. Forgive me. I
shouldn’t have jumped to conclusions. I'm afraid I was putting
myself in your daughter’s place. I could see how much she wanted
it. I was a little girl once and still know how it feels to want



something more than anything.” Yup. That described his Tessa.
“But then Mother told me about the fire and that you and your
crew had come to the shop.”

“You weren’t so far off the track. A firefighter’s pay leaves a
lot to be desired.”

“Maybe so, but if it helps, just know our world couldn’t get
along without you. My mother sends her warmest regards.”

His black brows rose. “It was her idea that you come here?”

After a slight hesitation she said, “I was glad she suggested it.
We wanted to be able to pay you back for containing that fire.”

Her answer deflated him despite the fact that he had no
intention of getting to know her better. “I understand you went
out of town.”

“Yes.”

“With a friend?”

“No. To see one.”

That still didn’t answer his question and she wasn’t about to
give him one. In other words, mind your own business, Jenner.

He’d been wrong in his assessment of her show of interest. It
was evident she had no intention of getting to know him better
and was simply playing Santa’s helper in a way that left him
humbled by her generosity. Wasn’t that what he wanted? No
involvement? So how come he felt more irritated than ever?

As fate would have it, he heard the gong sound. “Ladder
1. Respond to Cheshire Hotel kitchen fire on Lemon and
Weybosset.”



Lemon again? Her eyes widened to hear the address, too.
“That fire’s not far from the art-gallery fire!”

“You're right.” The arsonist was on the loose again, creating
mayhem, which was likely part of his intention. Another part was
the euphoria a firebug felt to watch something burn that he’d set.
It was a definite sickness. Rick longed to catch him and put him
away.

“Duty calls. Believe me when I say Tessa and I thank you for
the gifts,” he called over his broad shoulder.

CHAPTER THREE

RICK WHEELED AWAY, leaving Andrea too fast for any
conversation to continue, but she’d felt his sincerity and was glad
of it. The man was off to save buildings and lives without a
thought for himself. She admired him terribly for putting himself
in harm’s way.

She heard the siren and watched the fire truck pull out onto
the street. His daughter could have no idea how lucky she was
that her daddy was still alive to be in her life. Every time he left
for a fire, there was the possibility he wouldn’t come back. She
knew what that was like.

Now that her mission was accomplished, there was nothing
more to do but go back to work. Taking a deep breath, she left
the station feeling oddly let down and walked to the parking area
around the side where she’d left her car.

On the way back she passed the intersection of the hotel fire.
The police had cordoned off the area. She saw three fire trucks
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where the men were doing their jobs with calm, methodical
precision. So far she couldn’t see any flames. With all their gear
and helmets, it was too difficult to distinguish faces, but one of
the taller firefighters could have been Captain Jenner. Much as
she wanted to pull to the side and watch, she didn’t dare. Maybe
he’d thought she was coming on to him, that that was the reason
she’d gone to the station, using his daughter as the excuse. He
was so attractive she could believe other women might have tried
that tactic.

But for her to show up while he was fighting a fire now would
convince him she had an agenda, and he’d be justified in thinking
it. Impatient with herself, she drove on and parked around the
back of the shop just three blocks away.

She used the remote to go inside and found her mom was out
on the floor with a young couple. They were trying to decide
on the right nutcracker for his father, but were having problems.
From her mother’s expression, it looked as if they’d been in here
a long time and she could use some help. Andrea picked up one
of her favorites on the shelf and took it over to them.

“This is King Richard. If I were a man, this one would appeal
to me. He has such a proud countenance and bearing.”

Their response was all she could hope for and her mother rang
up the sale. After they left the shop she hugged Andrea. “Oh, I'm
so glad you walked in when you did.”

“After taking over since yesterday, you're tired, Mom. I want
you to go home now, and I'll join you after I close up.”



“I won’t say no to that. Are you in the mood for an omelet
and salad?”

“A light dinner sounds perfect.”

She eyed her curiously. “Were you able to deliver your gift?”

“Yes. The captain thanked me and wanted to pay for it, but |
wouldn’t let him. No sooner did he take the box than he was off to
another fire. And now it’s time for you to leave before you drop.”

“I'm going. You look lovely, by the way. I haven’t seen you in
that suit for a long time.”

“I think of it as my Christmas suit.”

They hugged again. “T'll be waiting for you.”

After she left, Andrea spent the next half hour unpacking
more merchandise. Once she was through setting things out on
the floor, she stood at the counter. While she waited for another
customer, she read the emails from Gunter’s family.

Andrea loved her mother-in-law’s newsy epistles. Apparently
their oldest daughter, Lisa, was expecting her third baby at the
end of May.

Emily was expecting, too.

The whole world seemed to be expecting....

Though this would be as good a time as any to reply, her
mind was on the hotel fire. Putting off a response until later, she
turned on the radio behind the counter. The talk show station she
often listened to gave local updates every twenty minutes. They
were coming up on the seven-forty news. Maybe there’d be some
information.



But just as it came on, she had another customer and almost
fainted when she saw who it was. Captain Jenner had changed out
of his uniform. Beneath his bomber jacket he wore a dark blue
turtleneck and jeans. He looked amazing in and out of uniform.

In the background they could both hear the news about
the three-alarm fire. She hadn’t been able to get him off her
mind after leaving the fire station. He and his colleagues were
incredibly brave. Andrea couldn’t imagine facing an inferno the
way he did every time their station got the call.

“You'd never know you’d been fighting that fire they were
reporting on the news.”

His half smile had pretty devastating appeal. “It was put out
too fast to turn into a disaster, and now I'm off duty. I'm glad to
say I'll live to see another day.”

She hurriedly turned off the radio. “Your family must breathe
a sigh of relief every time you come home from work.” How did
they stand it?

“According to statistics, firefighting is only the thirteenth
most dangerous job in the world.”

Andrea couldn’t prevent a small smile of her own, though
inside she couldn’t understand how he could be so glib. “Only?
If you thought that would make me feel better...”

He laughed. A deep male laugh she didn’t expect. One she felt
warm her insides.

“Seriously, how does your wife handle it?”

“Tina didn’t like it,” he said without taking a breath. “The



great irony is that she died of leukemia a year ago. After all the
years we were married while she worried about me, her time
clock was running out along with our plans to enlarge our family.
We wanted to give Tessa a brother or sister, but it wasn’t meant
to be.”

The end of dreams. Andrea knew all about that. She’d never
give birth to a child of her own, and she felt as if her heart had
just been squeezed by a giant hand. “I'm so sorry.”

He cocked his head, continuing to stare at her. “It’s life.”

“I know.” Her voice had an awful tremor. Time to change the
subject. “How can I help you?”

“Tessa and I talked about a special gift to give my housekeeper
for Christmas.” Naturally he hadn’t brought his daughter with
him. The last thing he would want would be to get her excited all
over again about the gingerbread man. “Mrs. Milne is the widow
of an army officer—she came to us before my wife died.”

Another widow who’d been married to a man in a dangerous
career.

“Tessa loves her, so it has to be the perfect present. That’s one
of the reasons I've come to your shop.”

“That’s nice to hear. Do you think she’d like a nutcracker or
a pyramid?”

“A nutcracker. Tessa was enchanted with the ones she saw in
the window.”

Andrea had been enchanted by his precious child. “We have
a wonderful assortment of soldiers. The big ones are right over



here. Maybe you’ll see one that appeals to you the most.”

He followed her over to the table. “They’re all fabulous.”

“What was her husband like?”

“She’s mentioned several times he looked splendid in his
uniform.”

So had the man standing next to her when she’d gone to the
station.

“Splendid... Hmm...” Andrea’s keen eye landed on her favorite
soldier, who stood fifteen inches high. She picked him up. “Meet
the major general. He served in the French Napoleonic cavalry
from 1804 to 1815, the most powerful branch of the grande
armée. Fourteen hundred officers like this one performed with
great gallantry.”

Their hands brushed as she handed it to him. The contact sent
a warm sensation through her body. His eyes held hers for a
moment before he examined the nutcracker.

“I—I love this one.” Her voice faltered in reaction to his
nearness. “This white uniform makes him stand out. It’s an exact
replica of the uniforms they wore, down to the black hat and
green-and-gold trim on the cuffs and bottom of the jacket.”

“It’s exactly what Tessa would want to give her.” His husky
tone set her pulse racing. “I'll take it.”

“Good. I'll find the box for it in the back and wrap it for you.
Be sure to keep the box. These signed nutcrackers become a
collector’s item and are more valuable if you have the same box
they came in.”



“I didn’t realize that.”

She couldn’t breathe until she was away from him. Good grief.
She’d always heard about widow’s hormones, but had never given
it any thought until now. If a doctor were to examine her, he’d
declare she had palsy.

After finding the box in question, she returned to the counter
with it. “If you’ll notice, there’s a piece of parchment inside that
tells you about the major.”

“She’ll love it.”

Andrea’s hands were unsteady as she wrapped the gift in green
foil with a red ribbon. He gave her his credit card. She put the
receipt in the sack before handing him everything.

“Mom and I appreciate your business.” She flashed him a
smile. “Merry Christmas. Since I'm closing up, I'll walk you to
the door.”

Andrea knew she was being obvious, but she wanted him to
leave and never come back. It was the exact opposite of her
experience with him the first time he’d come into the shop. She
couldn’t afford to make more of a fool of herself than she already
had. He could have no idea that seeing him again had been very
hard on her.

Oddly enough, she sensed he wasn’t ready to go yet. If he knew
she was a widow, he wouldn’t be able to leave fast enough, but
he hadn’t asked.

A tiny nerve pulsed at the side of his hard mouth before he
opened the door. “Thank you again for your generosity to my



daughter. Merry Christmas.” He hesitated a moment, then left.

The second his hard-muscled frame disappeared, she locked
up and hurried to her bedroom to pack for her overnight with her
mother. Once back downstairs, she turned off the lights, set the
electronic locks and slipped out to her car.

On purpose she drove past the hotel where he’d fought the
blaze earlier. Like pressing on a sore tooth that increased the
pain, she needed to remember what he did for a living. There
was no point in getting interested in him. After losing Gunter,
she didn’t want to go through another horrific loss again.

If he could be killed in a freak car accident, what chance
did Rick Jenner have of surviving his world much longer? He
willingly put himself in danger every time he climbed onto that
truck.

To her chagrin Andrea was strongly attracted to him. His
sensual appeal reached down to the deepest part of her, bringing
her alive again after more than a year. She was so vulnerable right
now, it was frightening. If he came near her again, intuition told
her a man like him could become an addiction.

But what could be worse than getting into a relationship with
a firefighter? She’d wait for him to come back to her after his
shift was over, fearing that if he was late, she’d learn he’d died.

The fact that she’d turned on the radio to find out about the
fire proved how anxious she was about his welfare already. He’d
admitted his wife hadn’t liked it. What wife could, unless she
were a police officer or a firefighter herself?



Memories of the accident assailed her. We're sorry, Mrs.
Fleming. Your husband didn’t make it.

Andrea was sorry she’d met Captain Jenner, and prayed she’d
never see him again. By the time she reached the house, she was
convulsed in tears that made no sense. For months now she’d
been trying to build a new life. Now suddenly he’d come along
with that darling daughter of his, reminding her of what she’d
lost and what she could never have. It was his fault she was falling
apart.

k %k %k

Rick had promised to watch the Christmas special with Tessa
as soon as he got home. Wishing his mind wasn’t still on Andrea,
he entered his house and added his gift for Sharon to the growing
pile of presents beneath the tree.

Tina’s parents had brought their gifts over early. Too many
gifts. His own parents’ presents would come later, in moderation.
Tessa looked at the wrapped presents every day while she waited
impatiently for Santa to come. Rick had hidden any gifts he’d
bought for her in the basement along with the big present. They’d
come out of hiding on Christmas morning.

He would have to work the afternoon shift that day, but the
following day he had off to spend the day with Tina’s parents,
who lived in Providence, and then they would all be getting
together. His parents and one of his married brothers who lived
in nearby Cranston would drop by and then spend New Year’s
with him and Tessa at the house.



“Rick? Is that you?”

Sharon always said that. She had radar for ears, which was a
good thing to keep them all safe. Rick thought of her as the rock
who stabilized his world and Tessa’s. There was no finer woman
anywhere. What would he have done without her?

“I'm home. Where’s the cutest little girl in the entire world?”

“I'm here, Daddy.” She came running into the living room
in her princess pajamas and dived into his arms, smelling sweet
from her bath. He kissed her, loving this child who made his
life worth living. “I’'ve been waiting for you. Come in the family
room. We're watching Charlie Brown’s Christmas. Sharon made
us popcorn.”

“I can’t wait!” He carried her through and sat down on the
couch in front of the TV. Rick kept her on his lap while they
munched and laughed. There was something touching about
Charlie Brown, who’d picked out the only real tree for their
Christmas play. But the dog’s crazy antics as he danced on the
piano brought down the house for his daughter.

“He’s so funny. I wish I had a Snoopy shirt like that lady at
the shop.”

Rick remembered the way she’d looked in it. Tonight he’d
gone back to get Sharon’s gift. And to take another look at
Andrea. If he hadn’t given in to temptation, he might have been
all right.

Who are you kidding, Jenner?

The whole time he was telling himself to stay away, he found



himself entering her shop so he could feast his eyes on her in that
stunning outfit she’d worn to the station. She’d produced such a
sensation with the guys, he was afraid he’d never hear the end
of it.

He moaned inwardly as memories of Tina passed through his
mind to conflict him. But not enough to stop him from wanting
to see her.

The inevitable guilt had passed. If he had to see the
psychiatrist again, it would be for some other problem, because
Rick had gone back to the shop when it hadn’t been necessary.
He’d needed to see her again and had used any excuse to drop by.

“Before I forget, Deanna called here today and has invited you
to a Christmas party on Saturday night after you get off work.”

“Benton mentioned it to me at the fire scene. It will all depend
on my shift ending on time.” He really didn’t want to go. “Right
now it’s time for this young lady to get to bed. Let’s go get your
teeth brushed, then I'll read you a Mrs. Piggle Wiggle story.”

Between Tina and Rick, they must have read the little stories
to her a hundred times. Tina’s mother had given the books to
Tessa. He knew it made Tessa feel closer to her mother.

“Good night, Sharon.”

“Good night, cutie.”

“Thanks for everything,” Rick murmured. “I couldn’t do this
without you.”

“Sure you could.” But she said it with misty eyes.
* sk ok



“Mom?” Andrea had just finished putting some more
inventory out on the floor. “What are you doing here this
morning?”

“I thought I'd get to work on the bills. Come in the back and
have a bagel when you get a minute.”

“I'm through now. You’re a lifesaver!” The weather had turned
freezing and gloomy. She was glad for the company. To her shock
she’d been brooding over the firefighter who refused to leave her
thoughts day or night.

Furious with herself for being this vulnerable, Andrea sat
down with her mother, who’d made them coffee, too. “I'm afraid
this cold front is keeping the customers away till later in the day.”

“It felt like Siberia on the way over here.”

She eyed her mom. “I can tell something’s on your mind. What
is it?”

“Your father called me late last night.”

“Don’t tell me Monica has left him again.”

Her mother nodded.

“Didn’t she do this last Christmas?”

They both chuckled. “Yes.” Thank goodness her mom could
laugh about it. She’d fallen out of love years ago. For a long time
Andrea had prayed her mother would meet someone wonderful
and worthy of her. He would have to be terrific.

“I hope you got off the phone fast.”

“I did. He’s driving in to Providence and wants to see you.”

“Thank you for warning me, but what do you bet he doesn’t?”



Following her remark, they both heard the Christmas chimes.

“Maybe that’s your father now.”

“I don’t think so. He’d call first.” She got up from the desk.
“I can’t believe anyone ventured out in this.” As she walked into
the front of the store, Tessa Jenner came in accompanied by an
older woman.

Andrea was delighted to see her. “Hello, Tessa.”

“Hello.” Her cheeks were rosy from the cold.

“What can I do for you on this wintry morning?”

A pair of green eyes looked up at her, reminding Andrea
of Tessa’s father. “We came to buy Daddy a Christmas present
before I have to go to school. It’s a secret.”

“Well, how exciting!”

The older woman smiled. “I'm Mrs. Milne. I take care of
Tessa.”

“It’s nice to meet you. I'm Andrea.”

“Tessa begged me to bring her here,” the older woman
explained.

“I see. What kind of present are you looking for?”

Tessa pointed. “I want to buy that nutcracker over there on
the shelf.”

“Which one? There are five of them.”

“The one with the gold crown and the cape. He has black hair
and looks like Daddy.”

Tessa had to have noticed him the first time she came into
the shop. Andrea reached for the sixteen-inch-tall nutcracker and



brought it down. “Do you know something? You’re right. He does
kind of look like your daddy. This one is King Arthur. A great
king. Come over to the counter. I'll get a box and wrap it for you.”

“Thanks.”

While Mrs. Milne handed her a credit card, those innocent
eyes staring out of an angelic face looked up at Andrea. “Where’s
my gingerbread man? He’s not in the window. Can I hold him
again?”

Uh-oh. “He’s not here anymore, remember?” She smiled at
her.

But Tessa’s lower lip started to quiver. She was about to cry.
“Where is he?”

It appeared Tessa hadn’t understood what Andrea meant.

Was this the real reason the little girl had asked the
housekeeper to bring her to the shop? Her heart had been set
on him. Andrea had to think fast as she handed the woman her
package and credit card. “One of Santa’s elves came for it.” That
was as much as she dared tell her.

She expected a smile, but Tessa’s face screwed up in pain.
“No, he didn’t.” Her response took Andrea back. “My daddy
didn’t mail my letter to Santa yet. It’s still home. My gingerbread
man is gone! You promised Santa would bring it to me for
Christmas!” She broke down in heart-wrenching tears and
hugged Mrs. Milne’s legs. Andrea felt as if she’d been stabbed
in the heart.

“I'm sorry.” Andrea mouthed the words to the other woman,



feeling helpless to do anything.

The housekeeper nodded in understanding. “We’d better go.”
She led a desolate Tessa out the door.

After they left the shop, Andrea looked at her mother in
anguish. “I didn’t know what to say to her. Mr. Jenner is giving it
to her for Christmas. I already made one mistake with him and
didn’t want to make another for fear I'd give away his surprise.”

“Don’t worry about it. She’ll get over it when she finds it on
Christmas morning. I must say she’s about the cutest little girl
I ever saw in my life. Except for you,” she added. “No wonder
you wanted her to have that gingerbread man. It was meant for
a child like that.”

“I agree, but she was really devastated.”

“When you were her age, you had a few meltdowns, too.”

“I probably did, but this seemed different. She believes I lied
to her.”

“Honey, you know children.”

“Actually I don’t, Mom. I won’t ever know them, since I can’t
have one of my own. After this incident it’s probably just as well,
since it appears I'm not so great in that department.”

“Andrea—"

“It’s true.”

Her hope for a family wasn’t meant to be. She wasn’t destined
to be a wife and mother, and she needed to get over her self-
pity. Thankfully more customers entered the store, keeping her
too distracted to wallow in her deepest emotional wants for the




time being.

After lunch Andrea was showing her newest customer a music
box when the chimes sounded. As she glanced up and saw Tessa’s
striking father, she clung to the edge of the display table for
support. He wore a forest-green crewneck sweater beneath his
black bomber jacket. The lines bracketing his hard mouth led
her to believe he was upset. It enlarged the pit in her stomach left
from his distraught daughter’s visit earlier in the day.

He wandered around the shop inspecting the merchandise
until she was alone once more, then approached her. “I heard
what happened here this morning,” he said without preamble.
“Sharon admitted she’d brought Tessa to the shop to get me a gift
—she’d had no idea what was going to happen.”

Andrea took a quick breath. “Is Tessa all right now?”

“She’s fine. I had a talk with her and explained Santa already
knew what she wanted without a letter.”

“Did that satisfy her?”

“Enough for her to go to school this afternoon. I'm sorry she
made things uncomfortable for you.”

“She was the one who was upset. I didn’t want her to think
I'd lied to her.”

“I appreciate you keeping my secret. Sadly, Tessa has gotten
her way too often when she wants something. It’s a habit I'm
trying to curtail.”

Andrea shook her head. “I didn’t help when I took matters into
my own hands the other day to grant her wish. Forgive me. It'll



teach me not to do anything like that again.”

His dark brows rose. “You couldn’t have known the struggle
I’'ve been having, and it is Christmas after all, as you reminded
me that first day.” His comment relieved her. “Right after Tina
died, I'm afraid I indulged her too much. So did both sides of the
family, but my wife’s in particular.”

“Naturally everyone is still grieving.”

“True, but I finally recognized that giving in to her at every
turn wouldn’t make the pain go away and was setting a negative
precedent for the future.”

“You sound like a very responsible parent doing the job of
two on your own.”

“I'm trying, but I learned quickly that I can’t be the mom.”
No. That job was given out to the very luckiest of women. “My
housekeeper helps with that.”

Andrea smiled. “While I floundered, she handled Tessa very
well at the shop.”

“Sharon said she was impressed you thought of the elf idea.”

“It was a stretch.”

Stillness enveloped them both while he studied her intently.
“I don’t see a ring on your finger, so I presume you're single.”

“Yes.” She fought not to show emotion. “My husband was
killed in a car accident fourteen months ago. Like you and your
wife, we thought we had a whole lifetime together.”

More silence, then, “That’s tragic.” The compassion in his
voice got to her.



“Yes,” she said, followed by the first thing that came into her
mind. “If you’ve come by to pay me for those gifts, your effort
has been in vain.”

“I already got that message at the station,” he said in a grating
voice. “One of my reasons for being here is to thank you properly.
You’ve convinced me there really is a Santa Claus.”

“If T could do that to a man of your age, then I'm convinced
miracles really do happen.”

His dark brows quirked. “A man of my age?”

“You’re older than ten, right?” He chuckled. “What’s the other
reason you came in?”

He shifted his weight. “My closest friends have invited me to
a Christmas get-together tomorrow night. If you’re not busy after
work, would you like to come with me?”

His invitation excited and dismayed her at the same time. “I'm
afraid I can’t, but thank you.”

“You already have plans with the person who took you out of
town?”

Her mother must have told him. “That’s not it. I went to visit
one of my best girlfriends at Barrow’s Lake. She’s been having
a bad time lately. We’re planning a Christmas Eve party for our
other friend who’s on her second honeymoon right now. When
she gets back, they’re going to renew their wedding vows. I was
hoping that in making plans, it would cheer up my friend.”

“Did it help?”

“I don’t think so.” And all the trip had done for Andrea was



make her realize she was in a depression and needed to climb
out of it.

“I used to water-ski there from time to time when I was in my
teens. As I recall, there was an inn.”

“Yes. The Gingerbread Inn. My family went there every
summer for years. Casey is staying there right now. It’s where
we’re planning the party.”

“I see. You made a quick trip.”

He was too observant for words. “Yes. I didn’t want to leave
my mother alone too long.”

“She’s charming.”

“T'll tell her.” Andrea wished he would leave.

“Is there someone else in your life, then? If so, just tell me.”

His persistence surprised her. “No. I mean, there isn’t anyone
else.”

“But you’re still turning me down.”

“Yes,” she answered in a quiet voice.

“Is it because it’s too soon for you?”

“Yes.” Another monosyllable. She grabbed at the excuse,
which wasn’t far from the truth.

“I'm a grown man, as you reminded me earlier, so I'm going
to be blunt. If I were to call you up in say a month and ask you
out, do you think you would go?”

She sustained his gaze. “I'm afraid not.” Andrea could be
blunt, too. She had to be to protect her heart from this man whose
chosen career could be cut short in a fire. She couldn’t handle



that kind of anguish a second time. She wouldn’t.

“I have to admit it’s refreshing to meet a woman who speaks
her mind, even if I don’t like the answer. Maybe we’ll see each
other again, Mrs....”

“Fleming.”

If she wasn’t mistaken, she saw a hint of satisfaction light up
his eyes. “Even if you didn’t want to know, my friends call me
Rick.”

After he left the shop, Andrea was so out of sorts she couldn’t
calm down. Once she’d closed up, she made a sandwich and
watched TV to get her mind off him, but it didn’t work.

After a restless night in bed she was a wreck. But by morning
she refused to feel any more guilt over the way she’d let Rick
Jenner know she didn’t intend to go out with him in the future.
His dangerous line of work loomed too negatively on the horizon
for her to consider getting to know him better.

Andrea was thankful for a busy day that kept her and her mom
going nonstop. But when it got to be seven o’clock, she marched
her mother to the back door. “You’ll be late for your party at the
church if you don’t leave now. I'm sure Rex Medors will be there
if he’s back from California.” Andrea so wanted her mother to
find someone to share her life.

“I hope so. Now, promise me you’ll come to the house in the
morning. We'll fix a big breakfast and talk.”

“As long as it’s not about Captain Jenner.” Andrea had
confided the situation to her mother, who admitted she



understood Andrea’s fears. Her mom had agreed that firefighting
was a terribly dangerous profession, so enough said about him.
“Have a good time with your group.”

By ten to eight there weren’t any more customers. Andrea
decided to close the shop for the night, and she dimmed the
lights. But before she set the electronic locks, a tall, dark figure
swept through the front door. Rick!

Beneath his bomber jacket he was dressed in a silky black shirt
and gray trousers. Her mouth went dry just watching those long
powerful legs stride toward her. His chiseled male features stood
out in the soft glow of the Christmas lights. He was an incredible-
looking man whose male scent, combined with the soap he used
in the shower, assailed her.

His veiled eyes traveled over her. “Good evening. It looks like
I got here just in time. As you can see, I decided not to wait a
month to see you again.”

Her breath caught. “I—I wish you hadn’t come.”

“So do 1.” His deep voice resonated inside her. “I didn’t like
being rejected twice yesterday, so I have to ask you a question.
Have you been out with another man since your husband died?”

“No. I guess it’s obvious.”

“I haven’t been with another woman since Tina’s passing
either.”

She wished he hadn’t told her that. His admission made
everything way too personal.

“To be honest, Mrs. Fleming, I don’t like this attraction any



more than you do. Maybe if you come to the party with me, we’ll
both get this out of our system and it won’t seem so important.”

Maybe for him... But Andrea knew herself too well. This man
already did stand out in her mind. She averted her eyes, unable
to think clearly with him so darkly attractive and disturbing.

“I already took Tessa over there to be with Julie, because
my housekeeper needed to visit her brother tonight. Under the
circumstances I don’t expect to make it a late night.”

“Even so, I'm not ready to go anywhere with you.”

“I'll wait while you change.”

“No— I meant—"

“I know what you meant. What will an hour out of your life
hurt?”

More than he could possibly know. She should refuse him,
but at the last moment she caved like a fool. “Will there be other
children there besides your daughter and her friend?”

“Just Matt, Julie’s younger brother. He’s four. Why do you
ask?”

“Because it’s Christmastime and I feel like I should take
something for the family, to be polite.”

“They don’t expect anything.”

“Maybe not, but I couldn’t go empty-handed. Give me a few
minutes to pick something out.” Normally when she was invited
to a party, she took the hostess a gift, but in this case she’d give
the children a present.

Aware of his haunting presence, she walked over to the rack



on the side wall and sorted through the dirndls that would fit a
six-year-old. They were all darling. Andrea picked two and then
reached for a child’s dark green Tyrol hat.

“You’re being too generous,” he commented as she wrapped
each gift in different colored foil paper and ribbon.

She flashed him a quick smile. “Christmas is for children. I
can’t resist.”

Charged with adrenaline, she hurried upstairs. After a quick
shower she put on lipstick and ran a brush through her hair.
She left it loose without a part. Her choice of outfit was easy.
He’d already seen her in her Christmas suit and would realize she
hadn’t gone to any extra trouble for him. Her hair swished against
the collar of her camel hair coat when she put it on.

After grabbing her purse, she went back downstairs for the
gifts and set the locks. Rick cupped her elbow during the short
walk to his red Toyota parked down the street.

“Busy day?”

“Yes. And you? How many fires did you have to put out
today?”

“Only four.”

Her body shuddered of its own volition. “Have they proved
arson on the art-gallery fire?”

“Yes, but catching the culprit is something else again. The
last notorious one in Providence set over 150 fires before he was
caught.”

“That’s horrifying!”



“Agreed, but let’s not talk about work tonight.”

No. Let’s not. What he did for a living kept her awake at night.

He made desultory conversation with her about the weather as
they drove to Duncan Circle, an area not that far from downtown.
The five houses on the circle were lit up for Christmas. One of
the yards had a full manger display. Half a dozen cars had parked
near number 42. He pulled behind another car and parked.

Rick escorted her inside the foyer and helped her off with her
coat before removing his. People had congregated in the living
room, which had been beautifully decorated for the holidays.

While Rick introduced her to Deanna and Benton Ames, two
excited little girls came running up to him with a younger boy
trailing them.

“Daddy!” Tessa hugged him.

“Hi, sweetheart.”

“Come in the family room. We’re watching the Grinch.”

“I will in a minute. Tessa? You remember Andrea. I invited
her to the party. Andrea? These are Deanna and Benton’s
children, Julie and Matt.”

“Hello.” Andrea smiled at them.

“Hi,” the two children said, but Tessa gave her only a brief,
cool glance.

It crushed Andrea, who was instantly aware Rick’s daughter
wasn’t happy to see her. Hopefully she could get her to warm
up. “It’s so nice to meet your friends, Tessa. Are you having a
wonderful time?”



The others nodded, but Tessa only stared at her. On impulse
Andrea decided to give the presents out now. “I brought each of
you an early gift for Christmas.”

Once she’d handed them over, Julie’s eyes shone like stars.
“Do we have to wait till Christmas to open them?”

Andrea smiled. “No. You can do it now.”

“Is it okay?” Julie looked to her parents for permission.

Benton winked. “Go ahead. I'm curious to see myself.”

His children tore off the wrappings, but it took some urging
from Rick before his daughter undid her gift. Julie squealed in
delight as she held up her dress. Matt had already put the hat on
his head.

Deanna picked up the wrapping paper. “I believe you've
made our children’s Christmas, Andrea. Thank you for being so
thoughtful and generous.”

Rick nodded. “I've been telling her she needs to be careful or
she’s going to give away all her shop’s profits.”

“Where children are concerned, it’s worth it.”

“Agreed,” Deanna murmured. “What do you all say to
Andrea?”

“Thank you, Andrea.” This from Matt.

“I love my dress,” Julie said.

There was nothing more than a mumble from Tessa, who held
the dirndl in her hand.

“Why don’t you girls go in the bedroom and put on your new
dresses for us to see.”



“Come on, Tessa.” Julie started running and Rick’s daughter
followed her down the hall. Matt trailed after them.

A frown marred Rick’s handsome features. “I'm sorry about
that, Andrea. I don’t know what’s gotten into my daughter.”

Andrea could tell her appearance had been a huge shock to
Tessa. To see her daddy with another woman at a party like this
changed her happy child’s world. That was what had caused her
to dart away unable to appreciate the gift. But what she said aloud
was, “I think she’s still upset about the gingerbread man missing
from the shop.”

He rubbed the back of his neck. “I can’t believe she behaved
so badly.”

“It’s all right. Please don’t worry about it.”

Deanna gave them an understanding glance. “She’ll get over
what’s wrong before long. In the meantime I have to tell you that
your red suit is incredible. Where on earth did you get it?”

“In Germany.”

“I thought it had to be an import. I wish they made clothes like
that here. Except you have to look perfect in it the way you do.”

“Thank you, Deanna.”

“I couldn’t agree more.” Benton grinned.

“You’re making her blush,” Rick teased. He was wrong. Rick
was the reason she was blushing, because he hadn’t taken his eyes
off her. “Come on, Andrea. I'll introduce you to the others.”

From what she could tell, all of them were colleagues
associated with the work Rick and Benton did. They talked shop,



laughing and joking at the same time. One of them was a female
firefighter named Susie Anderson. The attractive redheaded
woman couldn’t take her eyes off Rick.

Andrea understood. In her life she’d met her share of good-
looking men, but few came close to Rick with his dark, almost
brooding looks. Gunter’s blond, blue-eyed coloring had given her
husband a different kind of appeal.

While Rick was discussing the recent rash of fires in the area
with Benton and the others, Andrea turned to Susie, who seemed
very friendly. “How long have you been a firefighter?”

“Eight years.”

Andrea couldn’t imagine it. “I guess everyone asks you how
you got into it.”

The other woman smiled. “I come from a family of firefighters
starting with my grandfather, then my father and all my brothers.
I was the youngest of five children and the only girl. It’s the only
world I ever knew and I became one as soon as I could qualify,
to prove to my brothers I could do it, too.”

Laughter escaped Andrea’s lips. “You're a real heroine to me.”

“In my family I had to fight for my place, and I guess it rubbed
off.”

“I know I'd be terrified to enter a burning building. I honestly
don’t know how you find the courage to do it.”

“You get used to it. I'd go crazy if I had to sit at a desk all day.”

“I wouldn’t like that either.”

“Of course, I'd give it up if the right man came along and we



had children, but until that day comes...”

Sometimes the children don’t come. But Andrea didn’t dare
tell Susie that.

“I'm sorry to hear about your husband, Andrea. I can’t imagine
anything worse than losing a spouse.”

Her throat tightened. “It was an awful period in my life, but
it’s behind me now and life has to go on.”

“That’s so true. My grandfather died in a fire, but my
grandmother was amazing about it. She’s my idol.”

Andrea shuddered. She couldn’t handle the conversation any
longer. As if Rick had picked up on her thoughts, he walked over
and supplied her with some more eggnog and hors d’oeuvres.
Soon the children came into the living room once more.

A subdued Tessa walked over to her daddy looking absolutely
precious in her outfit. “Aren’t you coming to watch the movie?”

“Not yet.”

Julie stared up at Andrea. “This is my favorite dress in the
whole world!”

“You look adorable in it. So do you, Tessa. Those dresses are
called dirndls. Years ago the children in Germany used to wear
them all the time.”

“Do you have one, too?”

“Yes. I have several. The first present my husband ever gave
to me at the shop before we were married was one that looked
a lot like yours.”

“Is he from Germany?” Julie wanted to know.



“Yes.”

“How come he didn’t come to the party?”

“He died a year ago.”

“Oh. So now he’s in heaven.” She looked crestfallen. “Do you
miss him a lot?”

Andrea’s heartbeat sped up. “Yes.”

“My grandma died. She’s in heaven, too.”

Tessa’s silence over her own mother’s death caused Andrea’s
eyelids to sting. This conversation had to be terribly painful for
Rick, as well.

“Your dress is really pretty. Did it come from Germany?”

“That’s right, Julie.”

“Are you from Germany?”

“No. I live here in Providence.”

“She runs the Hansel and Gretel shop.” Rick intervened.
“They sell nutcrackers and music boxes.”

“I want to see it!”

“Ask your parents to take you.”

To Andrea’s relief, Deanna came over to join them. It seemed
as if the more Julie talked, the more Tessa clung to Rick. “You
children come with me. I've got A Charlie Brown Christmas for
you to watch.”

“Daddy and I already saw it.”

“Then we’ll watch Rudolph. We’ve got a lot of fun Christmas
videos.”

Rick put a hand on his daughter’s shoulder. “Tessa, go with



Deanna.”

“But—"

“No buts.” He spoke firmly. “This is a party and Andrea hasn’t
finished talking with everyone yet.”

Those green eyes glazed over with tears. “Will you come in
the other room later? You promised.”

“I know I did, and I will in a while.”

When they were out of sight Andrea turned to Rick, sick with
worry. “I think this would be the perfect time for me to leave. My
father’s in town and expects to see me tonight.” It was the truth,
but even if her father didn’t make it, Rick wouldn’t know that.
“Will you explain to Deanna and Benton? If Tessa doesn’t see
me leave, it will be better. I'm sure as her father you understand
what I mean.”

His eyelids drooped, veiling his expression. “Of course. I'll get
your coat. Deanna will watch Tessa until I get back.”

“I hope your friends won’t think I'm very rude for leaving.”

“No. Deanna could see how Tessa was behaving and will
understand better than anyone why we left. Don’t you be
concerned about it.”

“I wouldn’t hurt your daughter for anything in the world.”

“You think I don’t know that?” He sounded disturbed. “Until
tonight I had no idea she could behave like that to you of all
people. I'm sorry, Andrea.”

“Please don’t be. The little darling has been used to it being
just the two of you. Tonight she felt her bond with you was



threatened.”

As a first date, it had bombed completely in ways Andrea
hadn’t foreseen. But it had served as a wake-up call why a
relationship with Rick wouldn’t work.

She saw him say something to Benton before he returned with
two coats. He helped her into hers and she felt his hands tighten a
little on her upper arms. It sent curling warmth through her body.

“Don’t look now, but there’s sprig of mistletoe above the door.
All’s fair,” he said before pulling her close so he could press a
warm, firm kiss to her lips. It caught her totally by surprise.

“Rick—" She let out a quiet gasp.

His eyes seemed to smolder in the twinkling lights. “I’ve been
wanting to do that since we got here, and I refuse to apologize.”

After he shrugged into his jacket, they left the house and
walked to the car without speaking.

While her pulse still raced from that kiss, he drove quickly but
expertly to her apartment, slowing down as he entered the alley.
He parked outside the back entrance.

Without more words he got out of the car and came around
to open her door. “Before I leave you for the night, 'm coming
inside with you.”

Her heart thudded. “I'm not up to company.”

“This isn’t in the nature of a social call. Benton has a theory
about this arsonist, that this lunatic might be back to do more
damage along this street, and I'm inclined to agree with him. I
want to come in and check your place out thoroughly.”



“You mean upstairs, too?”

“That’s the part I need to see. The art-gallery fire was set on
the third floor. Is your father here already?”

“Not yet, or his Blazer would be here.” She felt panicky to
think of him checking out her apartment. It was kind of messy,
but her real concern was the fact that she’d thought she’d seen
the last of him. Now he was going to invade her private space,
putting them on a more intimate footing. “What about Tessa?”

“She’ll sleep there tonight. Right now I want to concentrate on
your shop. With all its wooden inventory, it would appeal to this
pyro. You can be certain he’s cased it pretty thoroughly. I know
I’'ve alarmed you, but it’s better to be on the alert. It won’t take
me long.”

Andrea pressed the remote so they could go inside. “We
have the most up-to-date security system installed. The fire
department did a safety check here in October.”

“That’s good to hear, but some arsonists have an inside track to
avoid getting caught. Just so you know, the police are patrolling
this area 24/7, especially after dark, so you should feel safe.”

“Why do people set fires?”

He gave his shoulders an elegant shrug. “What’s wrong with
anyone who goes berserk in our culture? In their case they start
fires to cover up a crime or pay someone back for a wrong. But
I’'ve a gut feeling this one loves to light fires for the fun of it. He
wants notoriety and is the worst kind. It won’t take me long to
check out the ground floor, then I'll come up.”



Leaving him to his work, she ran up the stairs. The shop had
been so busy she hadn’t had time to straighten the living room
of her apartment. After hanging up her coat, she picked up some
odds and ends and hurried into the kitchen to put things into the
dishwasher. Once that was done, she raced to the bedroom to
make her bed. He’d think she was a sloppy housekeeper.

While she was tucking the quilt beneath her pillow, he walked
in. She saw his glance touch on the bed, then the eight-by-ten
picture of Gunter on her bedside table. No doubt he had a similar
one of his wife in his bedroom.

First he checked out her bathroom, then walked over to the
bedroom window. After opening it, he looked out. When he
reshut it he turned to her. “I'm glad to see the fire escape
leads down from your kitchen window. A would-be intruder
couldn’t get in this window unless he had James Bond’s scaling
equipment.”

“That’s reassuring.”

“But as an extra precaution you need dowels for all the
windows upstairs and down. It'll make more trouble for him or
any intruder and buy you a little time if someone wants in. What
do you have for personal protection?”

“I carry pepper mace on my key chain and keep bear spray in
the drawer.” She indicated the bedside table.

He nodded. “Do you have a gun?”

“No. I’d rather use spray.”

Without any more questions, he walked back out to her sitting



room. She had no Christmas decorations upstairs. Until now she
hadn’t even thought about doing her own decorating, because her
emotions had been in deep freeze.

But no longer. Her pulse raced just looking at him.

“You have a lovely modern apartment here. In an older
building like this, it’s a surprise.”

“I know. Before my marriage I lived with Mom. Gunter and
I were going to buy a house here, but he died too soon for us to
decide on one. The loft seemed the perfect choice to remodel so
I'd be close to my work.”

His hands went to his hips in a purely masculine gesture. “I
would have sold my house to help let go of memories if I didn’t
have Tessa, but any more changes to her life would have been
disastrous at the time.”

“They already are.”

He shot her a probing glance. “What do you mean?”

“She didn’t like me the other day, and likes me less after seeing
me with you tonight.”

Lines bracketed his mouth. “Don’t read so much into
everything, Andrea.”

Andrea didn’t want to go down this road, but tonight’s
experience had left her with no other choice. “Your daughter
doesn’t want to share you with anyone else.”

He took a deep breath. “She has to share me every day when
I go to work. Between all the love from her grandmothers,
aunts, Sharon— from my colleagues’ wives and her kindergarten



teacher, she’s learning to adapt.”

“That’s not the same thing, and you know it. When she looked
up and realized I was with you, she shut down. She feels a child’s
jealousy that you would give personal attention to another woman
besides her. I don’t want to be that woman.”

She noticed his chest rise and fall from a tumult of emotions.
“This phase will pass.”

“Sometimes that phase lasts years.”

His eyes narrowed. “What else is going on inside you?”

Andrea tossed her head back. “Isn’t Tessa’s negative reaction
enough to let you know this wasn’t a good idea? She’s so precious
and you’re her whole world. Your daughter needs more time.”

His features hardened. “You didn’t answer my question,”
he said, ignoring her comments. “I know for a fact you feel
something for me, but you’re doing your damnedest to pretend
otherwise. Why?”

At his question she backed away from him. “I appreciate your
checking out my apartment, but if you’re through here, you ought
to go back to the Ameses’ house to be with your daughter. It will
reassure her she hasn’t lost you.”

He moved closer. “I'll take your advice under consideration,
but not before I get the truth from you. They say it makes you
free. Do me that favor and I swear I'll never darken your doorstep
again.”

She wouldn’t look at him. “Tonight we got this out of our
system and your daughter had to pay the price. More than ever



I’'m not interested in a relationship.”

Rick reached out and grasped her upper arms. “You’re lying or
you wouldn’t have come to the party with me, and I can prove it.”
Before she could cry out, he lowered his dark head and covered
her mouth unerringly with his own. There was a hunger in his
kiss that ignited her desire in spite of everything she’d tried to
do to stop it. Without being able to help it, her mouth opened to
the seductive pressure of his.

He was right. This was what she’d been waiting for. A moan
of pure pleasure escaped her throat, one she knew he heard. In
the next instant he crushed her against his hard body until there
was no space between them. She felt feverish as one exploratory
kiss grew into another, then five, ten, twenty until she lost count.
He was insatiable. So was she. It was shocking how much she
wanted this ecstasy to go on and on.

“I didn’t know a woman like you existed. In a matter of days
you’ve managed to turn me inside out. Give me a chance to let
me love you, Andrea.”

If the buzzer outside the downstairs rear door hadn’t sounded,
she had no idea how long she would have clung to him, kissing
him back again and again as if he were life to her. What really
terrified her was that for these moments in his arms, he was life
to her.

CHAPTER FOUR

RICK HADN'T IMAGINED that buzzing sound. With the
greatest of reluctance he allowed her to tear her mouth from his
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without pulling her back. “Your father?” Both of them were out
of breath.

“I'm sure it is.”

“This late?” It was after ten.

“Yes. He drifts in and out at will.”

The buzzer went off again. Her parent sounded impatient.
“You’d better answer.”

“I know, but I need to freshen up for a minute.”

Rick studied her features and glazed eyes. Her lips looked
swollen and his five-o’clock shadow had put a rash on her face.
All in all she looked slightly ravished for a first kiss, but he felt
no shame. On the contrary...

“Would you like me to go down and let him in while you repair
the damage?”

She blushed. “If you wouldn’t mind.”

“It would be my pleasure.” With his body throbbing from
unassuaged longings, he went back downstairs and undid the
lock. He’d met her mother. Now was his chance to meet Andrea’s
father.

To say her graying parent in his North Face parka was shocked
to see Rick standing there was an understatement. He gave him
the once-over with dark blue eyes reminiscent of Andrea’s. “I
thought one of Andrea’s friends was parked outside. Who are
you?” he asked, sounding a bit territorial for the father of a grown
woman.

“I'm Captain Jenner of Ladder 1 at the downtown fire station.



You must be Mr. Bernard. Your daughter will be right down.
Come in.”

Once he was inside, Rick shut the door. Her father looked
around the office. “I can smell smoke.”

“That’s right. There was a fire in the art gallery two shops up
the street the other night, set by an arsonist. I just got off duty and
came by to let your daughter know the police will be patrolling
this area more heavily until January. But she needs to pay special
heed when she’s here alone.”

“I never liked the idea of her living upstairs, but would she
listen to her own father? Andrea’s mother always let her be too
independent, so what can you expect?”

As Rick grimaced, he heard footsteps on the stairs. “Hi, Dad.
Mom said you’d be coming by.”

Andrea came down in jeans and a T-shirt. Everything she
wore she filled out to perfection, but that was a quick change,
he thought. Rick had the strongest suspicion she didn’t want
her father to know anything about their evening, especially the
passion they’d just shared.

She gave her dad a kiss. “You’ve met Captain Jenner. His
crew put out that fire he was talking about. He’s been making
an inspection of the buildings around here and checked my fire
escape to see what kind of access it has to the upstairs. He was
just leaving.”

Rick glanced at him. “It was nice to meet you, Mr. Bernard.”

“I appreciate you keeping my little girl safe. She shouldn’t be



living here on her own. Did she tell you about the bear spray?”

“Yes.”

“It’s good stuff. Go for the eyes.”

Rick flicked his gaze to Andrea. “Be sure to get those dowels
put in the windows. Good night. I'll let myself out.”

After having to prematurely relinquish Andrea, whose
incredible response had set him on fire, Rick had been forced to
pull himself together to let her father in the door. But he’d been
reeling from the taste and feel of Andrea, so that the meeting
with her parent had barely scratched the surface of his mind.

However, now that he was on his way back to the party, he had
time to reflect and couldn’t help wondering about the relationship
between her and her father. She was such a warm, demonstrative
woman, but she’d controlled that emotion around him. Andrea
had lived through her parents’ divorce and had obviously been
affected by the pain.

There was so much Rick didn’t know about her, but he
planned to find out. One truth was perfectly clear. When they’d
heard the buzzer a few minutes ago, she hadn’t been ready to let
him go. Her desire was every bit as explosive as his. Both of them
had experienced a moment of sheer ecstasy, and it was going to
grow stronger no matter how much she might want to fight it.

But she was right about his daughter. Tessa had been jealous
of his attention to Andrea. He could see that he would have to be
extra careful and realized he needed to follow Andrea’s advice
and take Tessa home. There’d be other nights for sleepovers.



Deep in thought, he drove back to the party. Being a good
friend, Deanna didn’t ask any probing questions about Andrea’s
quick departure. He talked to everyone for a while, noticing that
Susie had already left.

Rick was glad Susie had seen Andrea involved with him, in
order to end any speculation or hope that he might be interested.
Before he took Tessa home he sought out Benton, who was in
the kitchen on the phone.

After he hung up, Benton motioned Rick over to the counter
with a scowl on his face. “There’s a certain pattern our fire starter
has been following. One of my sources believes he’s a colleague
working among us. He’s too good at what he does. These fires
have been done by an insider.”

Rick groaned. He thought of the guys assigned to Ladder 1
and couldn’t imagine them going berserk. Two of them were here
tonight with their wives. The thought of having to be suspicious
of any of them tore him up inside. “It wouldn’t be the first time
one of our own turned bad.”

“Nope. Watch your back, Rick. If it’s true, then this guy not
only likes setting fires, he’s got a vendetta. I've got my guys going
through every history to find out who might have it in for the
department or one person in particular.”

Rick let out a low whistle. “I know one firefighter who pretty
well hates my guts, but I haven’t worked with him for at least a
year.”

“Who’s that?”



“Chase Hayward. When we have more time, I'll tell you about
him.”

Benton frowned. “That’s a place to start. Let me know when
you come up with any other names.”

“You can count on it. Thanks for the party. Sorry Andrea had
to leave so fast. Her father came into town and she had to go
home.”

“No problem, as long as it didn’t spoil your evening.”

“Not spoil. Just...complicate things a little.” The result had left
him breathless and wanting more of the same excitement only
she could engender. “Talk to you later.”

He gathered up his daughter, who’d fallen asleep on the
family-room couch. She wakened enough to smile as he slipped
on her parka. After he carried her out to the car and strapped her
in the back car seat for the ride home she fell asleep again.

While he put her to bed, his thoughts were on Andrea. His
teeth snapped together when he thought of her father showing
up when he did. One taste of Andrea hadn’t been nearly enough.
Rick had only half believed her excuse that she’d needed to leave
to get home to see him.

Trying to tamp down his charged body, he turned out the lights
and shut Tessa’s door. As he walked through the house, it felt like
the night before Christmas. The words floated through his mind
—“not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse.” He couldn’t
believe it, but the darkness of his life seemed to have lifted and
a new sense of purpose had taken over. Like it or not, Andrea



Fleming was responsible for this metamorphosis.

When morning came, Tessa ran into his room to hug him. But
the first words out of her mouth brought bad weather for the rest
of the day. “Daddy? I wish you hadn’t brought Andrea to the
party.”

Startled, he sat up. “Why not?” He knew the answer, but he
needed to let her talk this out.

“I don’t like her,” she said in a tremulous voice.

“Can you tell me why?”

“Julie said she might be my new mommy and I don’t want
a new one.” On that note she buried her face in his chest and
sobbed.

Rick rocked her in his arms. What to say that would comfort
this child he loved more than life itself? For the past year his
heart had cried out that he didn’t want another woman in his life
either. But he hadn’t counted on Andrea....

At this juncture he didn’t dare lie to Tessa, who took
everything so literally. But at the same time, he wasn’t about to
stop seeing Andrea. He had no idea where things were headed
with her. Possibly nowhere, except that deep inside he didn’t
believe that.

“Right now Andrea is a friend I've met. She’s been very sad.”

That brought Tessa’s head up. “How come?”

“A year ago she was with her husband in Germany when they
were in an accident and he died.”

He could hear his daughter’s mind ticking over. “And now he’s



in heaven like Mommy?”

“Exactly.”

She wiped her eyes. “I bet she cries a lot.”

Rick groaned inwardly. “I'm sure she does.”

Tessa touched his cheek, reminding him he needed a shave.
“You used to cry.”

His throat practically closed up from emotion. “We all had to
cry so we’d feel better.”

“Do you feel better?” she asked in all earnestness.

“Better than I did.”

“Me, too.”

“Then let’s go eat and then we’ll build a snowman in the
backyard.” From the window he could see snow had fallen during
the night. Not a lot, but just enough to blanket everything in
white. He had some shoveling to do. “I'll make us Mickey Mouse
chocolate chip pancakes.”

“Can I put in the chips?”

He smiled, thankful that so far they’d gotten through this tense
moment in one piece. “That’s your job.”

Half an hour later he’d showered and shaved and they were
just finishing their pancakes and bacon when he heard his cell
phone ring. He checked the caller ID and saw that it was the
battalion chief calling. He frowned before clicking on. “Hey, Rob
—what’s up?”

“Plenty. I know it’s your day off, but we need all the extra
help we can get. A couple of guys are out with stomach flu, one



from your ladder. Just a minute ago there was a big explosion
at the downtown furniture mart. We're calling in help from all
over the city.”

That sprawling monster? “Say no more. I'll be at the station as
soon as I can.” He hung up with a grimace. “Sweetheart, I hate
to do this, but there’s an emergency at work. Go tell Sharon I
have to leave.”

k %k %k

“Dad? Do you want more scrambled eggs?”

“No. I think I'm done, but I could use some more coffee.”

Andrea poured another cup for him. He’d slept on the couch
and had opened his Christmas present early because he’d be gone
hunting over Christmas. She’d listened to him rant about the
numskulls at his work.

While he’d turned on the TV and was grazing the channels
for the news, Andrea had slipped into the bedroom to phone her
mom. To her delight she found out that Rex was taking her to
dinner that evening. Then the subject changed to Rick Jenner and
the scene with Tessa.

“But I can’t talk about that right now, Mom. I'll call you later
once Dad’s gone.”

After she came out of her bedroom, she saw breaking news
flash across the TV screen. “...case you just joined us, we're in
downtown Providence on the scene of a raging nine-alarm fire
that is engulfing the old furniture mart.” Nine?

Her father whistled. “That’s one mean fireball. I'd hate to be



the firefighter I met last night.”

Andrea was already quaking in her boots over Rick. Today
was supposed to be his day off. She’d heard one of the firefighters
say they could all stay up late for the party and sleep in. But word
of a fire of this magnitude would reach every firefighter in the
city. She hadn’t known Rick long, but she knew he wouldn’t stay
in bed once he heard the news. Her stomach muscles tensed.

“The recent rash of fires in the downtown area seems to
indicate an arsonist might be involved.”

Andrea remembered what Rick had said. I've a gut feeling this
one loves to light fires for the fun of it. He wants notoriety and
is the worst kind.

When her father turned off the television, she wished he
hadn’t. Now that she’d seen the fire, she couldn’t think about
anything else. “I'd better head home to make things right with
Monica.”

Andrea pretended she didn’t know anything about their
troubled marriage. “What happened?”

“I told her when I married her I didn’t want to get involved
with her kids.”

No. Andrea’s father could hardly handle having one child
of his own. What a blow it must have been to her mother
when she discovered the kind of man she’d married. The
difference between him and someone like Rick Jenner, who
adored his daughter and was devoted to her, was too astounding
to contemplate. She found his parka and helped him put it on.



“It’s good to see my little girl.” After putting a new can of bear
mace on the coffee table as his contribution to her Christmas, he
gave her a hug. He’d always had trouble parting with his money
unless it was for more ammunition or a new scope for his rifle.
She thanked him and hugged him back before going downstairs
with him.

“It’s a fine day now that it’s snowed,” he exclaimed after
opening the door to the alley. “But I'd rather be up in Alaska.”

That was his mantra. “Drive safely.”

The second he took off, she raced upstairs to grab her things,
then ran down and got into her car. Once out on the street she
could see the dark plumes of smoke over the downtown area,
making her feel sicker as she listened to the radio report. Without
conscious thought she drove to the fire station. If she saw Rick’s
Toyota there, then she’d know he’d been called in to help fight
the blaze.

After turning into the driveway to the station parking lot, she
spotted it with several other cars and broke out in perspiration.
But maybe he was inside the station. She had to find out, and
she went in. To her consternation she discovered there was only
a skeleton crew on duty. Captain Jenner had been called to the
downtown fire.

It was too late to remember that someone on duty would
tell him she’d been by. So much for her avowal that she wasn’t
interested in any kind of a relationship with him. She wasn’t, but
she feared the danger of a fire of that magnitude. Her thoughts



leaped to Tessa. The idea of her daddy not making it back home
was too ghastly to contemplate.

She called her mother again. “Have you seen the news about
the fire on TV?”

“Yes. I've been watching, and I thought immediately of
Captain Jenner.”

“I was fixing Dad’s breakfast when he turned on the news.”

“Where’s your father now?”

“He’s gone back home. I'll come over later, but there are some
things I need to do first.”

“All right, darling.”

Andrea headed to the hardware store. When she came out the
smoke in the sky wasn’t as black as before. Part of her wanted
to drive down by the fire, but another part preferred to stay in
denial about him fighting the fire, so she headed for the shop.

While she listened to the news she kept busy placing the
dowels and cleaning up after her father. By now the fire was
95 percent contained, but there’d been injuries. A number of
firefighters had been taken to Providence general hospital. One
had died on the way after a wall had collapsed on him, but no
names were being given out yet.

Andrea cried out in anguish. It could be Rick, or one of his
friends at the party. She couldn’t breathe until she knew the
truth. Without hesitation she drove to the hospital. The main
streets en route had been plowed. Andrea parked underground
and followed the signs to Emergency.



When she saw Rick’s name on the wall chart, her heart
thudded like the striking of an anvil. After inquiring at triage, she
was told he was in cubicle eight and she could go back. Behind
the blue curtain she found him.

To her everlasting surprise and gratitude, he was sitting on
the end of the hospital bed in his uniform, breathing oxygen. As
far as she could tell, nothing else was wrong with him. When
he saw her walk in, his eyes suddenly gleamed a brighter green.
Surrounding him were three of the foulest-smelling, grubby-
looking firefighters she’d ever seen.

Arney and Jose she recognized from last night’s party. “Hey,
Andrea,” they said in unison with a decided grin. “You’re one
sight for sore eyes. How did the boss find you and how come he’s
so lucky?”

A smile broke out on her face. “I must say you guys looked a
little better last night,” she teased, ignoring their questions.

“Yeah, well, now you're seeing the real us.”

“Whoa—" the other firefighter exclaimed. “I know I’ve never
seen you before.” His blue eyes studied her in a way she found
too bold. “Someone introduce me.”

Jose smiled. “Andrea? As you can see, Chase is dying to
make your acquaintance. Andrea runs the Hansel and Gretel shop
downtown.”

“Is that so? Well, I'm just going to have to drop by, then.”

Andrea hoped he wouldn’t.

“Chase swung in from another station to assist,” Arney



explained.

Thankfully the attending physician came in and took Rick’s
vital signs, preventing her from having to make a comment.
Something about the other firefighter’s attitude was borderline
obnoxious to her.

“Can he drive back to the station with us, Doc?”

“I can’t release him for an hour. Just so you know, your captain
won’t be going to work tomorrow. For the time being it’s home
and total bed rest. Follow my advice and you shouldn’t have any
lasting effects.”

The guys didn’t sound happy about it, but Andrea rejoiced that
the doctor had taken charge. For the rest of today and tomorrow
he’d be safe!

After the doctor left the cubicle, Rick pulled down his mask,
still staring at her. “All right, you guys. Get out of here.”

Andrea thought he sounded slightly hoarse but completely like
his confident self. She sent up a silent prayer of thanksgiving that
Tessa’s daddy had been spared to live another day.

“We’re going.” Arney grinned and punched him on the
shoulder. One way or another the guys managed to give a physical
manifestation of their affection and relief by a nudge or some
other gesture.

Their camaraderie revealed they were a close-knit family of
which she wasn’t a part. This was Rick’s element, a whole other
world, and he was happy in it. She could see that. They belonged
to a special club, unconsciously making her feel excluded.



Chase filed out last, not paying attention to Rick. He gave her
a look that made her uncomfortable. “I'll be getting in touch with
you.” She wanted to call back, “Please don’t.”

When they were alone she urged Rick to lie back down, but
he ignored her. Maybe she was wrong, but something about
the other firefighter seemed to have made him tense. His next
question was unrelated. “How did you know I was here?”

She told him the sequence of events, starting with her father
sleeping over. Through narrowed lids he appeared to digest
everything she said. “I thought you didn’t want anything more to
do with me.”

“I don’t, but the nine-alarm fire was on every channel.”

“You knew it was my day off.”

“True—however, it was such a huge fire I figured you'd be
called in. When I drove to the fire station and saw your car in the
parking area, then I knew you’d gone on duty.”

“You actually drove there to see?” A glint of satisfaction
entered his eyes.

“Yes. I was concerned when I found out there were
injuries...and a death.”

He nodded gravely. “A father of four.”

“I heard. It’s so tragic.” Her voice shook. “Thank heaven it
wasn’t you. Tessa wouldn’t be able to handle it.”

“Idon’t plan to die on her if I can help it.” He bit out the words.

“I realize that.”

“Now that you're here, would you be willing to wait long



enough to drive me to the station for my car when I'm released?”

“I'll drive you home first,” she said without hesitation.
“Doctor’s orders. We'll arrange for your car later. Don’t talk
anymore, Rick. Give your throat and lungs a rest. If you'll give
me your housekeeper’s phone number, I'll let her know you’ll be
home in another hour.”

Andrea knew she shouldn’t be overjoyed that he wanted her
help to get home. But if he hadn’t asked her, she would have
worried that much more about him.

k %k %k

When the nurse pushed Rick outside the hospital in the
wheelchair, Andrea was waiting right there in her car. The
woman was tying him up in knots. He climbed inside and
fastened the seat belt before they took off. If it had taken
him breathing too much smoke to see her again, he wasn’t
complaining.

The doctor had said his heart rate was a little high. What the
medic didn’t know was that moments before, Andrea had walked
into the cubicle. After figuring he’d never see her again unless
he made it happen, he knew the shock of realizing she’d come to
see him on her own had played havoc with his vital organ.

A lot could happen in twenty-four hours. He planned to use
every one of them wisely.

“Are you feeling terrible?” Andrea sounded anxious.

“I'm fine.”

“No, youre not.”



He looked over at her lovely profile. “I'm sorry that the death
of one of my colleagues alarmed you enough to bring you to the
hospital. 'm sure it was a reminder of what happened to your
husband. I wish you could have been spared. Tell me. What did
you do with your day after your father left?”

“Besides worry about you, I bought some dowels and put them
in the windows.”

“I'm glad you took my advice.”

“If they’ll act as a deterrent, then I'm indebted to you.”
He noticed her hands grip the wheel a little tighter. “Was the
furniture mart a set fire?”

“Benton thinks so, but it’'ll take a day to find the proof.”

She flashed him a glance. “What’s your opinion?”

“I think this particular pyro is having a field day.”

“Tell me about your friend who died. How old are his
children?”

“He has two teenagers and two in their twenties.” Rick saw
telltale tears trickle from her eyes. “Becoming a firefighter is a
lot like joining the military. Everyone knows there’s going to be
risk.”

“I'm sure they do.”

He wanted to get off that subject to talk about something more
important. “Is your father going to be in town for the week?”

“No. When he comes two or three times a year, he’s always
just passing through.”

“It’s obvious you're very close to your mother.”



“As opposed to my father, who was never a family man, but
I’'m sure you already figured that out even before you met him.”

“It’s his great loss for not spending time with you. He told me
he doesn’t like you living on your own.”

“He said that because the loft is small and I don’t have a guest
room for him.”

“Andrea? Be serious.”

“I am. He hates my couch.”

Rick shuddered to think what kind of father hers had been.
All the lost opportunities.

Andrea pulled into his driveway, where she parked to the side
to leave room for another car. He gave her a covert glance. “What
are your plans for the rest of the day?”

But he didn’t hear her response because he’d already opened
the passenger door and Tessa had come running out of the house
without boots or a parka. “Daddy—" She sounded ecstatic and
flew into his arms.

After giving him a hard hug, she stared at Andrea. While his
mind sought an explanation his daughter could handle, Andrea
spoke up. “Hi, Tessa. Your daddy needed a ride home because
he was so excited to see you. Now I'm going home.”

His little girl shifted her gaze back to him. “Sharon said you
breathed too much smoke, Daddy. I'm going to take care of you
because Mommy told me to.” She pulled on his hand to get him
out of the car.

His daughter’s sweetness made his heart quake. “You always



take perfect care of me.”

“See you,” Andrea called to them before backing out of the
driveway. Helpless to do anything else at the moment, Rick had
to let her go. The last thing he saw was the sheen of her wet blue
eyes before she drove off.

Tessa helped him inside the house. “Sharon says you have to
take a shower and go straight to bed.”

His housekeeper met him in the foyer. “We’re glad you're
home. I'll bring you dinner when you're ready.”

Rick was so drowsy from whatever had been put into his IV,
he barely made it to his bedroom. After he collapsed on the bed
to get his second wind, he knew nothing more until thirst brought
him out of a deep sleep. He reached for his water and drank until
he’d emptied the glass.

When he opened his eyes, he discovered it was quarter after
nine. That was the time he’d gone to his room last night. It meant
he’d slept twelve hours! The last thing he remembered was being
ordered to bed.

He rolled off the mattress, aware he was breathing more
easily. He didn’t feel he needed the inhaler. But once on his feet,
he still felt weak. Some breakfast would make all the difference.

After a visit to the bathroom, he left for the kitchen in his
sweats and T-shirt, expecting to see Sharon and Tessa, but they
weren’t there. He checked the note on the fridge under the
magnet.



Nancy came over this morning and took Tessa home with her
so you could sleep. She’ll bring her back this afternoon. I'll be
home from the grocery store shortly. Your friends brought your
car home from the station, so don’t worry about a thing.

He drank a quart of milk and munched on a banana and a
couple of peanut butter sandwiches before checking his phone
messages. There were half a dozen, but of course nothing from
Andrea. She didn’t have his cell phone number, but he had given
her the land line number so she could call Sharon. But when he
checked those messages, there still wasn’t one from her.

Remembering the tears in her eyes before she’d backed down
the drive, he realized she’d heard Tessa and didn’t want to say or
do anything to upset his daughter more. Though touched by her
sensitivity, he didn’t want Andrea distancing herself because of
it. He’d find a middle ground for them no matter how long it took.

As he walked down the hall, he heard the sounds of the
animated elf band he’d set up around the Christmas tree. He
frowned. That was odd. He hadn’t remembered hearing it on his
way to the kitchen.

Clearly mystified, he headed for the living room and collided
with a heavenly female form just coming down the hall in jeans
and a melon-colored cotton sweater.

Andrea, as he lived and breathed.

A cry escaped her throat. “I thought I heard you in the
kitchen.”



“I needed food.”

She bit her lip. “In case you weren’t dressed, I didn’t want to
surprise you, so I turned on the elf band.”

His hands shot out to steady her. Sharon must have let her in
this morning. “How long have you been here?”

“Not long.”

“What a welcome surprise,” he murmured in a gravelly voice.
Maybe he was dreaming. All he knew was that he had to taste her
mouth again. He’d been hungering for it since the other night.

“No, Rick—" she begged. “This isn’t why I came over.”
But it was too late. He’d already stifled most of the sound.
In the next instant he pressed her against the wall in the hall
and found himself devouring her, bite by delicious bite. What
made everything more miraculous was that she was giving him
breathtaking permission.

Between the flowery scent of her hair and the warmth of her
luscious body, he felt transported. He forgot the time as his hands
roamed over her back and hips. Being with her like this made
him feel young and alive again. She clung to him in a way that
told him she was experiencing ecstasy, too.

“Why do you say no when you mean yes? You're torturing
me.”

“It’s not on purpose,” she whispered against the side of his
neck.

“Yes, it is. Do you have any idea how beautiful you are? How
exciting?” He kissed her scented throat. “Ever since I saw you



through the display window, I fought not to want you, but it
happened anyway.”

“I know,” she admitted, sounding breathless. “I never thought
I could feel this way again and I didn’t want to either. I still don’t.”
She eventually tore herself from his arms. “This couldn’t be good
for you. I came to find out if you were all right. How are you
feeling?”

Andrea could ask him a question like that after what they’d
been doing in the hallway? “Would that I could wake up every
morning feeling this...marvelous.” If he wasn’t mistaken, she
blushed. “But I need a minute to shower. Promise me you won’t
leave, or you’ll have to put up with a grubby firefighter whose
beard must be two inches long.”

Her eyes studied his features. “Maybe an inch,” she teased.

“By what miracle are you here?”

“I called to see how you were. Sharon said you were still
sleeping and Tessa had gone out with her grandmother. When I
asked if there was anything I could do, she said I could babysit
while she went shopping. Since I promised to stay till she came
back, you have my word I won’t leave. But after your shower, you
need to lie down, Rick. Doctor’s orders.”

He grinned. “Yes, nurse.” Rick pressed a hot kiss to her mouth
before disappearing, but knowing she was waiting for him, he
decided it was going to be the fastest shower and shave in history.

CHAPTER FIVE

RICK MIGHT BE recovering from smoke inhalation, but the
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way he’d kissed her in the hallway just now, she still hadn’t
recovered from what she considered a more serious problem.
Andrea sat down on the couch and had to acknowledge she was
crazy about him.

To be alone with him for any length of time could be
disastrous if she didn’t want to end up in his bed. Hopefully
Sharon would return soon. Rick seemed to have this power over
her. When she was near him, rational thought ceased and only
desire remained. Deep down she’d known from the first he could
become an addiction. He already was her addiction. The only
way to break it was to go cold turkey.

“Andrea?”

She hurried into the hallway. “Yes?”

“I'm waiting for you. It’s the last door on the right.”

Since she’d told him to lie down, she couldn’t very well tell him
it wouldn’t be a good idea to join him. Her stomach got flutters
when she found him clean shaven and stretched out on top of his
bed in a different pair of sweats and T-shirt. He was gorgeous no
matter his physical condition.

“What took you so long?” he asked in a deep voice that sent
delicious chills through her body. “Come and sit by me.” He
patted the place next to him.

Since he didn’t have a chair, Andrea chose to sit near his
feet. His half smile turned her heart over. With charm like that
he could get her to do whatever he wanted. “Can I bring you
something to drink?”



“I'm not hungry or thirsty. What I want is to talk to you.
Without Tessa, it’s the perfect time to get some matters straight
with us.”

Andrea took a shuddering breath. “I agree, but doesn’t your
throat still hurt?”

“No. That long sleep did me a world of good. Finding you
here has made my day.”

Finding you alive yesterday made mine.

“I have a confession. On my way home from Barrow’s Cove,
I bought a book for Tessa. I was going to send it to her from me,
but everything has changed since then. Since I agree she needs
the emotional love that gifts can’t give her, I thought maybe you
could slip it in with her toys from Santa. It’s in my purse in the
living room.”

He leaned forward with a concerned expression in his eyes.
“I'm sorry I came across so heavy-handed with you in the
beginning, Andrea.”

“But I understand why you did.”

“You’re an amazingly forgiving, generous person. You need
to know I'm no longer going to tiptoe around Tessa where you're
concerned. You shouldn’t have to either, because I intend to go
on seeing you. Yesterday I told her you’re my friend. It gave her
a lot to think about.”

Andrea stood up in panic. “We can’t be friends, let alone
anything more. It won’t work.”

His handsome face darkened with lines. “Why not?”



“You know why.”

“Because of Tessa?”

“That’s a part of it.”

He got to his feet. Suddenly the bedroom seemed so small.
“What’s the other part?”

“I meant what I said before. I don’t want to get into another
relationship if that’s where this is headed. Just a few minutes ago
you admitted you fought your initial attraction to me, too. It’s
because in the end I can’t give you what you want any more than
you can satisfy my needs. We're better off parting company for
good today.”

A dark brooding look descended. “How can you be so cold-
blooded when just a few minutes ago we were communicating in
the most elemental of ways and didn’t want to stop?”

She lifted her chin. “That’s called chemistry, but it doesn’t
supply all the other things needed to make up a relationship that
will last forever.”

“You and I have both learned the brutal lesson that nothing
can be counted on to last forever, but a fire’s been lit and it’s not
going to go away any time soon.”

“It will if we don’t see or talk to each other again,” she
responded emotionally.

“You think it’s that easy to douse the flames licking at us? I
fight fires every day. Some become fully involved. That’s what
has happened to us.”

Andrea shook her head. “I don’t believe it can’t be put out. I



met that attractive female firefighter Susie at the party. Deanna
told me she’s single. During the time I was there, she didn’t take
her eyes off you. A woman with interests like yours would be a
great match for you.”

His mouth thinned. “What interests?”

“You both fight fires. It’s who you are and what you do.”

“If I’'d been interested in Susie, I would have taken her to the
party.” His voice grated.

“Fine. All I'm saying is, there’s a whole world of wonderful
women out there who, given the chance, would love you and your
daughter and want to start a new family with you.”

“But you’re not one of them.”

“I can’t be.”

His dark expression grew forbidding. “Youre keeping
something from me, and I mean to find out what it 1s.”

“Yoo-hoo, Rick.”

Mrs. Milne couldn’t have chosen a better moment to return.
“I have to leave now.” Andrea started down the hall to the living
room. Rick was right behind her.

“If you want me to fix you and Andrea something to eat, just
tell me,” his housekeeper called from the kitchen.

“Thanks, Sharon, but we’re fine right now.”

Andrea hurried over to the couch to get her purse. Just as
she pulled out the gift-wrapped book to give to him, Tessa came
running into the house straight past Andrea. “Do you feel better
now, Daddy?”



“I sure do.” He lifted her in the air and kissed her. “Where’s
your grandmother?”

“She had to go to the dentist.”

“Did you have a nice time?”

“Yes, but I wanted to stay home with you. You slept a long
time,” she said. Then her glance fastened on the Christmas
present in Andrea’s hand and she looked at her. “Did you bring
that to Daddy?”

Finally a connection. Since her talk with Rick, Andrea felt she
had permission to do what came next, but her heart was pounding
too fast. “No. I brought it for you.”

“But it’s not Christmas yet.”

“I thought you might like it now.” She handed it to her.

“What is it?”

Rick lowered her to the floor. “Why don’t you open it and find
out?”

Tessa quickly tore off the paper. “Look, Daddy—it’s the
gingerbread man!” she cried. For the first time since the disaster
at the shop, Rick’s daughter looked up at her with a smile.

“I promise that Santa will bring you your gingerbread man.
But while you’re waiting for Christmas morning, this will be fun
to read. It was one of my favorite stories growing up.”

“Mine is Mrs. Piggle Wiggle.”

Andrea’s heart melted. “I loved those stories, t0o.”

“My favorite’s about the boy who wouldn’t clean up his room.”

“That’s a really good one. My mother used to read them to me.



I think my favorite was the Slow-Eater-Tiny-Bite-Taker Cure.
But the really funny one was about the Radish Cure.”

A giggle escaped. “I know. Will you read the gingerbread man
to me?”

Andrea’s gaze darted to Rick, whose eyes glowed with a
warmth she could feel permeate her body. “I'd love to. Come and
sit down on the couch by me.”

Together they went through every page identifying all the
characters while she read the story. Tessa was totally engrossed.

Andrea would always treasure this moment, but now it was
time to go while she could leave with a good feeling. She closed
the book and put it in Tessa’s hands. “That was fun. Thank you
for letting me read it to you. Now I have to leave.”

“You do?” Andrea heard a slightly wistful tone. Well, what do
you know? she thought.

“Yes, but I bet your daddy would love to read it to you. He’s
been waiting for you to come home and needs to get back to bed.”
Andrea’s gaze flew to Rick’s. “Get better soon. I'll see myself
out.”

To her shocked surprise, Tessa followed her to the door. “I
love my book.”

“I'm glad, darling. Bye.” She left the house, closing the door
behind her. This was the best way to end things. Cold turkey.

Before long she pulled into her mother’s driveway. “Mom?”
she called out when she entered the house.

“In the kitchen.”



Andrea found her making the fondant for the pecan rolls she
gave to her friends at Christmas. “How soon will Rex be over?”

“Not for a couple of hours. I want to hear more about you and
Tessa’s father.”

“I left the party early to get home because of Dad. Rick
insisted on doing an inspection of the shop and the loft. He said
there’s a firebug on the loose. On his suggestion I bought some
dowels and put them in the windows.”

“That’s a good idea, honey. I'm worried about you staying
there.”

“I'll be fine, Mom.”

“Then why are you so tense?”

“Is it that obvious?” She averted her eyes.

“I'm your mother.”

“I made a huge mistake. He...kissed me and I let him.”

“Was it a terrible experience?”

Andrea could hardly swallow remembering the rapture she’d
felt. “No, of course not.”

“But?”

“I didn’t want it to happen.”

“That’s not really true—otherwise you would have stopped
him. I'm glad this happened. Darling—Gunter’s been gone
fourteen months. You're free to look at another man and to care
about one again. I have eyes and can see how attractive Captain
Jenner is. You wouldn’t be a woman if you didn’t notice him.”

“But there’s a big problem, because he’s too gorgeous!”



Her mother laughed out loud before she poured the hot
fondant onto a buttered marble slab. “Well, you’ll have to blame
his genes for that. Andrea, you're so young, with a whole life
ahead of you. You knew someone else had to come along one
day.

“Why does the idea of getting to know this man cause you so
much angst? Don’t let guilt that you might be betraying Gunter’s
memory prevent you from getting to know him or any man
better.”

“It’s not guilt, Mom. Trust me.”

“I'm glad to hear it. So what’s wrong?”

“I told you before. After losing Gunter, I don’t want to care for
a man whose chances of dying on the job climb astronomically
because of his profession.”

Her mother studied her for a long moment. “You really mean
that, don’t you?”

“Yes. I feel doubly sorry for Tessa. She lost her mom. One of
these days she could lose him, too. That poor little girl will spend
her whole life worrying about him. You should have seen her
earlier. She’d been with her grandmother, but she came running
into Rick’s house like a rocket to hug him. It caught at my heart.
Rick admitted his late wife didn’t like his job either.”

“Well, you have to look at it this way. He’s one of those selfless
men who loves what he does for a living. What would we do
without his kind? In caveman days he would be the one who went
out to hunt for meat to bring back for everyone,” she teased.



“Seriously, some men are made that way. You can only admire
them.”

“I do, and I've always asked myself how they can do it, but
now it has hit home to me in a more personal way. Yesterday
should have been his day off, yet there he was in the heart of
some holocaust with no one to save him.”

“I understand they work on the buddy system.”

“Even so, they can die. One did yesterday.”

Her mom let out a troubled sigh. “What are you going to do?”

“I have no intention of going out with him again.”

By now her mom was spreading the pecans on the paper. “Did
you tell him that before or after he kissed you?”

Andrea’s cheeks filled with heat. “Before.”

“I must say he lives up to his reputation for living dangerously.
I wish I could help you with your dilemma. If you truly mean
what you say and don’t want to see him again, you could be
missing out on a great love affair.”

“Not if it’s cut short.” Not when I can’t give him or any man
a baby. He'd told her Tessa needed a sibling. With the right
woman, Rick could have several more children.

“I'm going back to the loft. I need to clean and do a wash
before work in the morning. I hope you and Rex have a great
evening. I can’t wait to hear about it tomorrow.”

As soon as Andrea got home she lit into her housecleaning
until she was ready to drop. But she still spent a restless night
dreaming about Rick, and she got up early the next morning to



put more merchandise out on the floor. Her mother joined her
in time to wait on a steady stream of customers. The weather had
warmed up, bringing in shoppers.

The chimes sounded again. She happened to glance toward
the entrance and found herself staring into the blue eyes of the
firefighter she’d met at the hospital. He’d warned her he’d look
her up, but she really resented it when he knew she’d been at
the hospital to see Rick. “Andrea Fleming. I was hoping I'd find
you here. Remember me? I'm Chase Hayward, from the hospital.
How’s the invalid?”

He was attractive in his own way, but he had an aggressive
nature she hadn’t liked at the hospital, and liked less now.

“I would imagine he’s still recuperating. This is my mother,
Mrs. Bernard. Mom? This is one of the firefighters who came to
the hospital to see Tessa’s father.”

“How do you do?”

His smile widened. “Now I know where Andrea gets her
looks.”

“Thank you. If you two will excuse me, I have some business
in the back.”

She wished her mom hadn’t left her alone with him. “Are you
looking for a special gift? We have nutcrackers and pyramids.”

“No. I didn’t come to buy anything. I wanted to ask you out
to dinner this evening, unless you and the captain are an item.”

This man would be the last person she’d ever want to go out
with, but how to do this tactfully so as not to offend him or



affect his relationship with Rick? “I’'m friends with the captain’s
daughter and haven’t been out with another man since my
husband passed away. I still miss him terribly.” Though it was
the truth, she’d gotten past the pain since meeting Rick.

“I'm sorry you lost your husband.”

Andrea had nothing more to say to him. “So am I. If you’ll
excuse me, [ have more customers waiting.”

“Andrea?” Her mother walked up to her with a serious
expression. “You're wanted on the phone. I'll take over for you.”
Andrea had the impression it was Rick, and she went to the back
of the shop. Unfortunately she was breathless when she picked
up. “Hello?”

“I'm sorry if I'm getting you at a bad time, but this couldn’t
wait.”

“What’s wrong?”

“Yesterday you walked out on me and Tessa. After you left,
she told me she wished you had stayed to read some more books
to her. There’s been a breakthrough.”

“That makes me happy. She’s very precious,” Andrea said in
a shaky voice, “but I'm afraid I can’t talk any longer.” Thrilling
as those words were, it didn’t change her decision.

“Don’t hang up. Your mother just told me Chase Hayward
was in the shop.”

She blinked. “Yes?”

“Is he still there?”

“I don’t know.”



“What did he want?”

There was no use lying to Rick, who sounded so terse. “He
said he didn’t come to buy anything—he wanted to invite me out
to dinner.”

“What did you tell him?” His voice sounded an octave lower.

“That I'm still mourning my husband. Then Mom told me I
was wanted on the phone. What’s wrong?”

“Do me a favor and drive over to my house as soon as you
can get here. Ask your mom if she’ll take over while you’re gone.
This is important, Andrea.”

“Rick—"

“Just do it!” He sounded fierce before she heard the click and
the dial tone.

Stunned by the call, Andrea found her mother on the shop
floor and told her Rick needed to see her right away. “It sounded
like an emergency.”

“Then go, and don’t worry about me.”

Andrea grabbed her purse and coat before flying out the back
door. She couldn’t imagine what was going on, but knew it had
to do with the other firefighter. During the drive she reflected
on the scene at the hospital and Chase’s cocky behavior. Andrea
felt as if he couldn’t have cared less about Rick’s condition. He
hadn’t acted the same as Rick’s other friends and colleagues.

To her surprise Rick came outside when he saw her drive up.
His long, well-honed body was clothed in jeans and a polo shirt,
drawing her gaze. Andrea parked behind his car. He walked over



to help her out. “Thank you for getting here so fast.”

“It sounded urgent.”

“I know I frightened the hell out of you, but I had to do
something to get your attention.” He cupped her elbow as they
walked into the house.

“Where’s Tessa?”

“Sharon’s gone to pick up her and Julie at school. Let’s go in
the kitchen where we can talk.”

“You sound much better today.”

“I'm fully recovered.” In the next breath he pulled her into his
arms and gave her a long, hungry kiss. To her shame it went on
and on and left her gasping for breath once he relinquished her
mouth. “I had to do that before we talk about Chase Hayward.”

She saw his lips tighten. So she hadn’t imagined tension
between them at the hospital. “I hope you know I'm not interested
in him.” Andrea decided to tell him everything. “I'm sorry to say [
didn’t like him. Among other things he has an attitude problem.”

“There’s a lot more wrong with him than you can imagine.”
At this point the glaze of desire in Rick’s eyes had vanished, to
be replaced by the dangerous glittering look he’d given her in the
shop that first morning. He let go of her arms so she could sit
down at the table.

“I take it you’re not friends.”

“Anything but.” His hands went to his hips in a totally
masculine gesture. “We joined the department at the same time
eight years ago and worked at the same station for three years. He



always saw everything as a competition. After his divorce, he got
worse. When I was promoted to captain of my own ladder truck
and transferred to the station I'm in now, it was a great relief.

“A year later I learned he’d made captain at our original
station. On the rare occasion when we were fighting the same
fire, he was openly hostile to me when the other guys couldn’t
hear him. Arney confided that Chase was jealous of me because
not only had I been promoted earlier than him, but I'd made
captain of the ladder truck in the downtown station.”

“Why would he care?”

“Because our station fights the most dangerous fires. It’s a
matter of pride with him.”

With those words it felt as if a bomb had exploded inside her.
Rick had just given her more reason to walk away from him as
soon as Sharon got back.

“That had to have been a wound to his colossal ego,” she
murmured.

“You could say that. He was the only firefighter I knew
who didn’t come to my wife’s funeral. As Benton said, he was
conspicuous by his absence.”

In a fraternity like theirs, Andrea realized any absence would
be noticed. “Then I don’t understand why he came to the hospital
with the other guys to see you.”

“I've been asking myself the same thing, but I think I know
now.” His hands gripped the back of one of the chairs. “How
long was he there at the shop?”



“I don’t know. I left first.”

“Let’s call your mother and find out. Ask if he ever went into
the back area. Put it on speakerphone.”

Rick had a definite reason for asking that question. Andrea
was positive it had nothing to do with her. She reached into her
purse for the phone and made the call. When her mom answered,
she asked about the firefighter who’d been in the store earlier.
Andrea explained this call was at Rick’s request.

“Well, he wandered around the shop for about five minutes
looking at all the merchandise while I waited on some other
customers. He eventually picked out a smoker and paid for it.
Then he thanked me and left.”

“Rick wants to know if he went in the back.”

“No.”

“Thanks, Mom. I'll explain later.”

She clicked off and looked up at Rick, who’d started pacing.
“Tell me what you’re thinking.” His grim expression made her
nervous. “Obviously something is very wrong.”

He came to a standstill. “Didn’t Hayward tell you he wasn’t
there to buy anything?”

“Yes.”

“But in the end, he bought something from your mother.”
Lines marred his handsome features. “I don’t want him harassing
you again.”

“After what I told him, I'm sure he won’t.”

Rick averted his eyes. “Excuse me for a minute while I make



a phone call. Don’t move.” He gave her a long, hungry kiss that
left her thoroughly shaken and trembling before he let her go and
walked out of the kitchen.

While she sat there dazed, Tessa came running into the
kitchen from the door leading into the garage. She was carrying
a packet and Sharon was right behind her. “Hi, Andrea!”

What a change in her! Andrea thought. “Hi yourself!”

“Where’s Daddy?”

“He’s on the phone in the other room.”

“Is he still in bed?”

“No.”

“That’s good. I want him to get well really fast.”

“So do 1. How was class today?”

“Rodney Carr threw up by the teacher’s desk. He ate corn dogs
for lunch. Everybody ran out in the hall.”

“Oh, dear.”

“His mom had to come and get him. Mrs. Riley said the flu is
going around. If we start to feel sick to our stomachs, she doesn’t
want us to come to class.”

Amazed at all the information pouring out of her, Andrea
tried to stifle her laughter. Wait till she told Rick. “Did you like
the corn dogs?”

“No. They’re yucky.”

“Then 1 bet you’re hungry,” Mrs. Milne interjected.

“Yes. What are we going to have for dinner?”

“I thought I'd make tacos.”



“Um. Daddy and I love those. He’s always hungry and eats
anything.”

That child had worked her way into Andrea’s heart. “Well,
that’s lucky. Somewhere I read that a firefighter consumes a lot
of calories when he’s on duty.” She was still trying to stifle her
laughter.

Sharon rolled her eyes. “That makes it easy for me. My
husband was a picky eater.”

“So’s my father,” Andrea admitted.

“Tessa? Go find your daddy and wash your hands while I fix
you some apple dippers.”

“Okay. I'll be right back.”

A few seconds later she could hear voices in the hallway.
When Rick’s deep, male belly laugh resounded in the air she
knew Tessa had told him about what had happened at school.
After his dark mood, the happy sound was a revelation.

CHAPTER SIX

RICK WALKED TESSA back to the kitchen and beckoned
to Andrea from the doorway. “Sharon? Benton just arrived. The
three of us will be in the den until dinner.”

She nodded. “Tessa’s going to help me grate the cheese.”

“Hurry, Daddy.”

“We won’t be long,” he promised.

When they reached the hallway, Rick pressed a swift kiss to
Andrea’s unsuspecting lips. “I'm in agony waiting to be alone
with you, but Benton wants to talk to you first.”
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She blinked. “Why?”

“I'd rather he told you. While you were driving over here, |
phoned him and told him about Chase. He said he’d be right
over.”

When they walked into the den, Benton greeted Andrea and
told her to sit down. Rick sat in the chair next to her. “I'm glad
you came so quickly. As Rick has indicated to you before today,
someone has deliberately been setting fires in the downtown area.
We suspect Chase Hayward is responsible.”

A gasp escaped her throat. Her anxious eyes searched Rick’s.
“You think our shop is next?”

“Since he saw you in my hospital room and found out it’s your
shop, I'm positive.”

Benton nodded. “I’ve been on the phone with your mother. At
this point she’s very concerned, especially for you.”

“That shop has been in the family for years. I had no idea you’d
been talking to her.”

Benton cocked his head. “It pleased Hayward to find out Rick
had been injured in the fire. That’s why he came to the E.R. He
needed to inspect the damage. That’s what arsonists do. But he
failed to snuff him out, so he’s unlikely to quit.”

Andrea lost color. “That’s so sick.”

“You're right. When he set the art-gallery fire, he would have
cased the outside of the buildings, front and back, on the street.
This afternoon he cased the downstairs of your shop. By now
he’s done his research and has probably found out that you live



upstairs. He’s probably come by Rick’s house and seen your car
in the driveway.”

Rick felt her shudder, even though they weren’t touching.

“Since he visited your shop this afternoon, we’re fairly certain
he would enjoy it if you got hurt—or worse—in the fire he plans
to set. It would be his ultimate revenge against Rick.”

Her head jerked in Rick’s direction. “That’s horrifying. How
have you stood working around someone that mental?”

Rick reached out to give her arm a reassuring squeeze. “As [
told you earlier, we don’t bump into each other that often. But
the point is, nothing’s going to happen to you or your mother. I
swear it.”

“I know that.”

Benton said, “We’ve set up a sting operation using help from
the parcel service that delivers freight to you. If Hayward doesn’t
start a fire tonight, then we’ll have a trap set for tomorrow night
or any night in the near future. With your cooperation, we’ll catch
him.”

“We want to help!” she assured him. “I can’t bear for that man
to destroy more businesses and lives.”

“Amen,” Rick muttered.

“Naturally we hope he’ll show up tonight. Of course you won’t
be there. But if he decides to wait until another night, here’s the
plan. In the morning we want you and your mother to drive to
work together. While she’s out on the floor, we’d like you to
answer the buzzer. One of my men will come to your back door



disguised as a parcel service employee. He’'ll bring in the freight.

“Once inside, he’ll take off his uniform and you’ll put it on.
He'll be wearing a wool hat. It’s the key. Make sure none of
your hair is showing. While your mom shows him upstairs,
you’ll hurry out to the truck and the driver will take you to an
undisclosed location, where one of our men will drive you to
your mother’s house. We already have police surveillance on your
mother’s home 24/7 to keep both of you safe.”

Rick could feel her trembling. Just when he felt he’d been
making real progress with her and Tessa, Hayward had chosen
this moment to get his revenge. Rick hated it that because of his
association with Andrea, she and her shop were being targeted
by that maniac.

“Tomorrow your mother will work until she decides to close,”
Benton explained, “then drive home to be with you. One of my
men will hide in your apartment for as long as it takes to capture
Hayward. In the meantime you’ll stay at your mother’s and the
two of you will continue doing business as usual. Do you think
you can handle this?”

Andrea nodded.

“Good.” He got up from the table. “Sorry this is such an ugly
business, but it should be over soon.”

“Stay in here, Andrea,” Rick whispered before he walked
Benton to the front door. The second he left, Rick returned to
the den and found her with her head buried in her hands.

He knelt and covered her hands with his own. “Andrea...1



know this terrifies you.”

Slowly she lifted a tearstained face. “I have to admit I don’t
like the idea of Mom being involved. If anything happened to
her, I don’t know what I'd do.”

Rick kissed her wet cheeks. “I promise that neither you nor
your mother will get hurt. I swear it.”

“I believe in you.” Her voice trembled. “That’s part of what’s
wrong. Chase is after you. It’s horrible and so strange because
it’s one nightmare I hadn’t thought of.”

“What do you mean?”

Andrea wiped her eyes and sat all the way up. In the soft light
of the room her hair fell in waves around her shoulders like spun
gold. The contrast with her brilliant blue eyes set in an oval face
was stunning. His gaze traveled to the passionate curve of her
mouth. He could never get enough of it, not in a lifetime.

“I don’t know where to start.”

He shook his head. “You puzzle me, Andrea. I never know
where I am with you. How about a little honesty over what is
really going on with you? I take it you were very much in love
with your husband.”

“Yes.”

“So was I with my wife. Meeting you has come as a shock. 'm
feeling and thinking things I never expected to experience again.
I can see it’s the same for you.”

“You know it is.” She half moaned the words. “It seems way
too soon to experience emotions this strong.”



“Is guilt the reason you keep pulling away?”

“No,” she answered truthfully. “Like you, I'm overwhelmed
with feelings I thought had died with Gunter. But you have a
child and I don’t want to hurt her. She’s too important.”

“Why would you hurt her?”

“If 1 see you any more, then she’ll grow more attached. I
mustn’t let that happen.”

“In other words, you intend to carry out your plan to stop
seeing me.”

“I can’t go on like this.”

He breathed in sharply, because she sounded as if she meant
it. “In the name of heaven, why not?”

“Because...you're a firefighter.”

Rick shot to his feet. “That’s the real reason?”

She reared her head, causing her golden hair to swish against
her cheeks. “It’s the most important one.”

“So there are other reasons, too?”

“Let’s just say that your line of work trumps everything else.
I couldn’t stand to get into a relationship with a man who puts
himself in harm’s way every time the truck leaves the station. I'm
not made of the same stuff as your late wife. 'm a coward.”

“That’s an excuse for what you’re not telling me.”

Her eyes searched his. “Why don’t you humor me and tell me
why you became a firefighter. What is it about the job that sends
you into a raging fire time after time? Are you going to tell me
you come from a long line of firefighters?”



Interesting it had taken this long before she asked. “Nothing
of the sort. One grandfather was a college professor, the other
worked for a newspaper. My father is a chemical engineer who
heads projects for a gold refining company in Cranston, where I
grew up. My elder brother is a dentist.

“Though I started out in engineering in college, I'm afraid my
heart wasn’t in it. During my last year I dropped out and became
a firefighter. I knew it would be a disappointment to my family,
so I never talked about it. But from the time I was ten, I always
wanted to be one.”

He’d finally captured her attention. “What happened when
you were ten?”

“I was at a neighbor’s house, upstairs with my friend Denny.
It was a summer afternoon. We were playing with my dog,
Shep, and teaching him tricks. His mom was downstairs cooking
dinner. I learned later that the deep fat fryer caught on fire and
it set the whole kitchen ablaze. We didn’t know anything was
wrong until we were both enveloped in suffocating black smoke
and couldn’t see our way to the stairs.”

Andrea covered her mouth in horror.

“We opened the windows to get out, but there was nowhere
to climb down. I heard the fire engines coming and screamed to
them for help, but the smoke was so thick I knew I was going to
die. I couldn’t see or hear Denny or my dog. All I remember after
that was someone grabbing me and carrying me down a ladder
to the ground.”



“Thank heaven—" In the next breath Andrea threw her arms
around him, almost strongly enough to knock the wind out of
him.

“I told him my friend and my dog were still up there. In a
minute both were brought down unconscious, but one of the
firefighters put oxygen masks on Denny and Shep and saved
them. Denny’s mom was hysterical until she realized we’d made
it out alive.

“Later in the week our two families went to the fire station
to thank the two firefighters who saved our lives. Denny and I
decided they were gods and we wanted to be just like them.”

“I can understand that.” Her voice shook. “Did he become a
firefighter, too?”

He hugged her tighter. “No. He went into the military and has
made it his career.”

“One way or the other, you’re both saving people, but I can’t
imagine going through such a horrendous ordeal.”

“It was awful. I had nightmares about it for years until I started
fighting fires and helping people trapped in an inferno. Now I
don’t have those bad dreams anymore.”

“I'm so glad of that.” Andrea sobbed quietly. “Forgive me for
getting upset over your work. [ haven’t meant to judge you. What
you do is so heroic. You save lives every day. You saved a lot of
the art gallery and prevented our shop from burning. There are
no words to tell you what I really think of you.”

“If that’s the case, I'll ask you this again. Do you wish we



hadn’t met?”

“Yes.”

“Surely you can’t mean that.”

“But I do. I may feel a strong attraction to you, but it doesn’t
follow that I could handle a permanent relationship. As you can
see, [ can’t.” He heard the tremor in her voice. “In just a week’s
time you’ve been in the hospital with a problem that could have
injured you forever, and it’s Chase’s fault. Someone died in that
fire, a man with a family.

“I can’t stand it that there’s a guy out there from your own
profession trying to kill you. Even if he’s caught, you’ll be out
fighting fires again and could perish like your colleague. I don’t
want to be around when that happens, because one day it will.”

Rick ground his teeth. “Did you ever get professional help
after Gunter died?”

She stirred restlessly and pulled away. “No.”

He studied her features. “Have you considered that this fear
of yours stems from his sudden death?”

Andrea had to be disturbed by his questions, because she
moistened her lips nervously. “I'm sure his death plays a part in
my fear, but it goes much deeper than that.”

“Then explain it to me. Help me to understand.”

She hugged her arms to her waist. “You don’t want to hear it.”

“Let me be the judge of that. We're talking about our
lives here. Our happiness. I've just met this incredible woman
and already you’re distancing yourself from me. Help me



understand.”

He had to wait a minute for an answer.

“My first recollections of life were of a loving mother and an
absentee father. He lived to go hunting. If he wasn’t at work, he
was out at the shooting range with his best friend Frank, who was
also a hunter. I hardly saw him from season to season and hated
it every time he walked out the door with his rifle.

“Frank was married, and he abandoned his family to hunt,
too. I knew people got killed hunting and begged my dad not
to go. He’d just pat my head and tell me to be a nice girl for
Mommy. After he’d leave, I'd run to my room and pray and pray
he wouldn’t die.”

“Andrea—" Rick was devastated.

“One day my fears came true. He and Frank got shot by
accident. Frank died and Dad was hospitalized for a gunshot
wound in the arm. While he was recovering, that was the longest
time he ever spent at home. But it wasn’t a happy time for me or
Mom, because that’s when he started drinking.”

Rick grimaced, imagining her pain.

“He cried for his friend all the time. It felt like he loved
Frank more than he loved me and Mom. When he got better,
he didn’t stop hunting. He went again and again with hunting
friends. Every time he walked out the front door, my heart died
a little more, but I knew my pleas would never stop him.

“By my teens I realized he didn’t love us like he loved hunting.
He provided for us, but with insight I saw that he was so selfish,



he always put us last. Mom did the only thing that made sense
and divorced him. She’d always had the shop to run, and that was
her solace. We had peace after he left.

“The only reason I had a visit from him the other night was
because he needed a place to stay and didn’t want to pay money
to go to a hotel. His third wife doesn’t like his hunting either.

“You know what he left me for a Christmas present? Another
can of bear mace.”

What Rick was listening to made him ill.

“When I met Gunter and fell in love, I was so glad he didn’t
hunt or do any dangerous sports. I knew my marriage would be
ideal because he’d always be there and always come home to me
and the family we planned to have. But he died, too,” she said in
a pained voice that ripped up Rick’s insides.

On a groan he reached for her. After wrapping his arms
around her, he rocked her for a long time, never wanting to let
her go. But slowly she eased away from him and wiped her eyes.

“I’'ve had enough of death and the pain of worrying. Meeting
you has proven to me there are other men out there who can
attract me. Perhaps one will become special, but he won’t do any
of those thirteen most dangerous jobs you talked about, maybe
not even the first thirty.

“When I see how well Tessa handles your work, I marvel.
Maybe being born into a firefighter’s family makes all the
difference. More important, she knows she comes first in your
heart and is loved beyond everything. She’s very lucky. I'm quite



crazy about her. That makes this extra hard, because she’s at the
age where she wants and needs a mommy, but I can’t allow her
to become attached to me.

“So, as much as I'd like to lie in your arms and feel alive again,
I know of the terrible price that will have to be paid the first time
I learn you're off to another fire. I simply wouldn’t be able to
handle it.”

He shook her gently. “There has to be a way for us to work
this out, Andrea.” Rick couldn’t conceive of not being with her.
After hearing about her father, all he wanted to do was love her.

She shook her head. “You know there i1sn’t. Admit that having
felt the sparks with me, you’ll meet another woman out there who
makes you happy again. She’ll love you without fear of how you
make your living and she’ll love your daughter. Best of all, she’ll
give you more children.”

Rick moaned, trying like the devil to process everything she
was telling him, but something still wasn’t connecting.

“I happen to know she’ll consider it a privilege to be loved
by you. Youre a remarkable man, Captain Jenner. Fearless.
Honorable.”

“Don’t set me up to be something I'm not.”

She laughed sadly. “Tell that to the birds. I'm going to try to
forget you, but it may not be possible. Nevertheless I intend to go
my own way once Chase Hayward is caught in the act. Now I'm
going to slip out your front door and meet Mother at the house.
You need to eat and sleep. Tell Tessa my mommy needs me and



I had to leave. She’ll understand that.”

Andrea kissed his jaw and left the den. He followed her to
the front door and watched her drive away. Rick could have gone
after her, but knew this wasn’t the right moment. There was a
fight going on inside her. He needed to give her more time, but
one thing was certain. No way was he going to let her walk out
of his life.

Hours later he put Tessa to bed, then lay down on his own
waiting for Benton to phone and tell him that the Hansel and
Gretel shop had a nocturnal visitor. But the call never came. It
meant Chase had something else in mind. For the rest of the
night Rick wrestled with his thoughts, wondering what his next
move might be.

The man had hated Rick for years. For him to go to the shop
and ask Andrea on a date was a premeditated move on his part
to bait Rick. The lowlife had probably been stalking her every
move.

Rick’s gut told him Chase meant to harm her. Maybe he didn’t
plan to set the shop on fire, but this night would have given him
the perfect opportunity. He’d been in the cubicle of the E.R.
when the doctor had told Rick he wouldn’t be able to go back to
work for a couple of days.

Armed with that knowledge, Chase probably had something
much more evil in mind while he assumed Rick was still out of
commission. The fear of what he might be planning brought him
to his feet in a cold sweat.



He checked his watch. Five-thirty a.m. Without hesitation he
phoned Benton with his newest suspicions. After they made a
plan, he hung up and got dressed, opting for his hiking boots and
parka. He left Sharon the message that he’d had to leave early
for work.

One way or another he was going to beat Chase at his own
game. It was only a matter of time.... He’d promised Andrea he
would protect her and her mother. He wouldn’t be able to breathe
until Chase had been caught and put away.

Instinct prompted him to drive over to Mrs. Bernard’s home,
but he parked alongside a group of cars three blocks away at
an all-night shopping center. The streets were dry. Armed with
his licensed concealed weapon and binoculars, he stole through a
series of people’s backyards, some with snow, others where the
snow had melted.

He climbed a leafless tree in order to keep watch without
being detected. Someone intentionally looking for him might see
him, but that was a chance he had to take. Rick braced himself
against a sturdy limb and ate a couple of granola bars while he
waited.

% %k ok

After a nearly sleepless night, Andrea and her mom left the
house at nine in her mom’s car. Andrea left hers in the garage.
Since she would be putting on a parcel service uniform later,
she’d dressed in jeans and a sweater she could wear under it
without problem.



She knew that if Chase Hayward had tried to get into the shop
last night, Rick would have notified her by now. She was thankful
he hadn’t yet tried to burn their business down.

En route they stopped for bagels and coffee before they
let themselves in the back door. Over breakfast Andrea eyed
her mother through tears. “If anything happened to you...” She
couldn’t finish the thought. “You’re the bravest person I know,
Mom. I'm practically falling apart over this situation, but you
remain fearless. How do you do it?”

“I'm as nervous as you are deep down.”

“To think that firefighter would hate Rick enough to want him
dead.” Her voice shook. “I can’t bear it.”

“Chase’s jealousy of Rick is a terrible thing now that it’s out
of control. But the police and the fire department are all working
on this case. I have faith he’ll be caught. Don’t you?”

Andrea couldn’t swallow the rest of her bagel. “Yes, but it’s
all so hideous. Rick risks his life every day, and now he has to
worry that someone’s after him with a vengeance. Now it’s put
him and the shop in danger, including my mother.”

“We’re being protected, honey, but none of us is exempt from
the ugliness of this world.”

“I know, but this must be so awful for him. I don’t know how
he goes on.” She jumped up from her chair. “What if he dies?”

Her mother stood and put an arm around her. “I have a feeling
youre remembering that agonizing time when you were in the
accident. Such deep-seated pain can color your emotions for a



long time. Just remember youre not in that situation now and
Rick is very much alive. Hold on to that thought.”

“I'm trying.” She sniffed. “Tell me about Rex.”

“We’re going to dinner and the ballet tonight.”

“I know. I guess what I'm asking is, how do you feel about
him?”

Her mom smiled at her. “I like him a lot. We’re going out
tomorrow night, too.”

“And Saturday night?”

“Yes.”

“I'm so pleased for you, Mom,” Andrea said with a slight
glistening in her eyes.

“Oh, darling, it will happen for you, too,” replied her mom.

k %k ok

Minute by minute the neighborhood came to life—people
leaving for work, other people out walking their dogs, kids
headed to school. By eight-thirty he noticed more traffic. Several
vans for satellite TV, a moving van.

His pulse raced the moment he saw Andrea and her mother
leave the house by the front door. The binoculars hanging around
his neck gave him a close-up of the woman who’d turned his life
upside down over the past week. This morning she’d dressed in
a parka over her jeans. Her gilt hair gleamed in the sun.

Andrea’s mother backed them out of the driveway and they
drove down the street. Once they were gone, he figured Chase
would come now if he was going to. But if Rick was wrong, then



he’d revert to plan B and start stalking him.

When ten more minutes had passed, Rick decided he’d made
a miscalculation. After tucking the binoculars inside his parka he
was getting ready to descend when he saw a work truck pull up
in the driveway. His adrenaline kicked in and he pulled out his
field glasses. “Bailey’s Garage Door Service.”

A man in a work uniform and a blue cap got out with a satchel,
but Rick recognized his height and build immediately. I've got
you, Hayward. His profile met the criteria of the sociopath,
particularly in the areas of no remorse and illusions of grandeur.

While he got busy opening the garage door, Rick made his
descent. When he’d disappeared inside, Rick sprinted across the
yard and over a fence. With stealth he approached the small
window on the side of the garage.

Chase was hunkered down by the driver’s side of the car. Sure
enough, he was planting an explosive device that would kill the
person who opened the car door. He’d left the garage door open
so he could get out fast and then close it before driving off.

Rick stole to the opening, then crept up behind him. Close
enough now, he put an arm around his neck and squeezed until
Chase was forced to let go of the device. The next thing Rick
knew it detonated in a burst of flame. At that point the garage
filled with police and he was hauled into an ambulance, where
the paramedics got to work checking him out.

Benton climbed inside and rode to the hospital with him.
“Hey, buddy. Nice work. You’ve caught our firebug, who took



the hit with his own bomb. Thank goodness you got off light.
Just some hair was singed.”

“What about Chase?”

“I'd say he was burned over a third of his body, including his
hands. If he’d been farther inside the car, there’d be nothing left
of him.”

Thank goodness. He’d never be able to hurt Andrea again.
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Andrea and her mother both heard the Christmas chimes at
the same time, cutting off further conversation.

“T'll go wait on our customer while you watch for the truck. It
should be here any minute. Are you still nervous?”

“I'm more angry than anything else right now. I want Chase
in jail.”

Andrea felt a moment of shock when she realized the man
coming into the shop was Benton. Alarm bells went off in her
head and her heart began to race. Something must have gone
wrong, and Andrea found she could barely draw breath.

“What’s happened? Is Rick all right?”

“He’s fine. Our arsonist made his near fatal move.”

Andrea gasped. “Where? You mean he’s been caught?”

“Caught and in the hospital under guard. He broke in to your
mother’s garage after the two of you left for work this morning.
He was planting a bomb in your car when Rick surprised him.
In the struggle, it detonated too soon and Chase received burns
over a third of his body.”



Her mind reeled. For a minute she couldn’t breathe. “But Rick
was supposed to be home resting under doctor’s orders!” she
cried. “How could he be at my mom’s?”

“T’ll let him explain after he’s released from the hospital.”

“He’s in the hospital, too?” she cried in absolute panic.

“Not in the way youre imagining. He’s only there to be
checked out and give our team information.”

Tears had pooled in her eyes. “How bad is he, Benton? I want
the truth!”

“A little singed hair and eyelashes. He’s fine, Andrea. I
promise you.”

She groaned aloud. “He’s still supposed to be in bed
recovering from smoke inhalation!”

“Let’s be thankful he followed his instincts and figured out
what Chase had in mind before it was too late. Rick is never
wrong. He'll receive another citation for this.”

“I'm not surprised, but it doesn’t take away from the fact that
he could have died!”

“But he didn’t—you can’t think that way, Andrea. Between
you and me I’'m thankful things turned out as they did. Otherwise
I shudder to imagine what would have happened to you the next
time you got in your car.”

Rick... He’d put himself in jeopardy to save her life. It was
too much.

“Our city of Providence is safe from who knows how many
fires he would have set off until he was caught.”



“C-can I go visit him?” Her teeth had started to chatter.

“Rick’s at an undisclosed hospital with police officials while
they wind up this arson case. He’ll phone you later. You and your
mother can go home at any time, but the garage is still a crime
scene. Your mother will have to park out in front.

“When all the damages are assessed, we’ll let you know how
soon your car can be restored to you. I'm sure your insurance
company will give you a loaner car.”

“Thank you for telling me that,” she said, but her mind was
on someone else. “What about Tessa?”

“She doesn’t have any idea what’s gone on. My wife will be
driving her and Julie to school and picking her up at the end of
the day. Stop worrying.”

Benton could say that because he was a man who, according
to Rick, had been a firefighter first. Men thought differently than
women, especially these heroic men. “I wish I could.”

He put a hand on her shoulder. “The menace is over, and |
happen to know Rick’s fine, because I've seen him and I've been
on the phone with him.”

“You have?”

“I wouldn’t lie to you. He’ll get in touch with you when he
can. We're all breathing a sigh of relief that you and your shop
are safe.”

“You're very kind, Benton. I appreciate everything you’ve
done to keep us safe.” She looked over to her mother.

“Oh, Andrea—" Her mother hugged her hard. “Thank heaven



Rick stopped that horrible man before he could hurt anyone
else.”

She shook her head. “I can hardly comprehend it. He doesn’t
care about himself.”

“Of course he does! But it’s his job!”

Andrea’s anger suddenly got the better of her. “He could have
died this morning, Mom!”

“You might have died if Rick hadn’t intervened when he did.”

“I don’t want to talk about it. Let’s get back to work. We have
alot to do.”
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Rick was finishing a cup of coffee in the loft’s kitchen when
he heard Andrea’s footsteps on the stairs. Benton would have
apprised her of the facts. In order not to alarm her, Rick walked
over to the doorway so she’d notice him right away.

But maybe his surprise visit hadn’t been such a good idea, he
thought. The second those soulful blue eyes saw him, the color
left her face. He knew about her fear. Because of that, he’d driven
his car straight here from the hospital to reassure her nothing was
wrong with him.

“Easy, Andrea.”

Before she fainted, he picked her up in his arms and carried
her through to the bedroom, where he laid her on the bed. She
stared up at him. “I—I thought you were still at the hospital,”
she whispered.

He leaned over her, smoothing some gold strands from her



forehead. “Just long enough to be checked out and released.” She
was so enticing, he found her mouth and kissed her until she
clung to him because she couldn’t help herself.

When they came up for air, one of her hands strayed to his
face. “Benton said the fire singed your hair and eyelashes, but it’s
not nearly as bad as I had imagined.”

Rick kissed the palm. “I'm glad to hear it. You think Tessa
will notice?”

“Yes. She notices everything. Little girls who love their fathers
are like that.” Tears trickled out of the corners of her eyes.
“Thank goodness you weren’t killed, Rick.”

He lowered his mouth to hers in a gentler kiss. “It didn’t come
to that.”

“How did you know what Chase was going to do?”

“Instead of dragging you back into the house and my bed last
night, [ used all my energy to concentrate on that devious mind of
his. By coming to your shop, he made it too obvious he planned
to set it on fire. Since he knew I was home recovering, what better
time for him to do something to throw us off the track and plant
a device in your car? Firebugs like to set cars on fire.”

She clutched his hand. “You saved my life.” Her voice shook.
“How can I ever repay you?”

He studied the mouth he’d been devouring. This was where
he wanted to stay for the rest of his life. “By stopping your
worry. I've been told I can’t report to work until Thursday, so I've
decided a mini vacation is in order. Do you think the Gingerbread



Inn would have rooms for us?”

Andrea sat up looking totally shocked. “It has a lot of rooms,
but I couldn’t possibly go there with you.”

“Why not? Tessa can miss a day of school. Do you think your
mother could spare you for that long? With the sun shining, we
should take advantage of it and celebrate the good news about
Chase’s capture. We'll take turns driving to give both of us a rest.
Along the way we’ll stop for meals and return tomorrow.”

When she averted her eyes, he got off the bed. “I know you
planned never to see me again once this business was over. But |
don’t think going on a little outing with Tessa will do irreparable
damage.”

Andrea rolled onto her side and slid off the bed. “You're
wrong, Rick. No one is more thrilled than I that you’re safe, but
I never plan to go through this experience again, and you know
why.”
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