


What readers are saying about
K A R E N KT NGSDBUWRY 'S
books

“Don’t miss this book! This whole series is so good! She has a
great way of capturing your interest to the point you think the
characters are real and an actual part of your life. Amazing author
and amazing book!” —Sherri

“I just finished Family today. I loved it—it was amazing! I could
not put the book down! These series of books have encouraged
me so much that God has a plan for our lives and He truly cares
for us.” —Tiffany

“If you are looking for a good Christian book about family, you
will truly love this series. I cannot say enough good things about
Karen Kingsbury.” —Ronda

“Once again Karen Kingsbury writes beautifully, drawing in the
reader, making us feel like we know the characters. She writes
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remarkable, miraculous fact that God’s grace is greater than our
suffering. There are no words for Ms. Kingsbury’s writing"Wendie
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To Donald, my Prince Charming

In this season of life, with you working as full-time teacher here at home

for our boys, I am maybe more proud of you than ever. I am amazed at the
way you blend love and laughter, tenderness and tough standards to bring out

the best in our boys. A second season of homeschooling? Wow! Don't for
a minute think that your role in all this is somehow smaller. You have the
greatest responsibility of all. Not only with our children but in praying for

me as [ write and speak and go about this crazy, fun job God has given

me. I couldn't do it without you. Thanks for loving me, for being my
best friend, and for finding “date moments” amidst even the most
maniacal or mundane times. My favorite times are with you by my side.
I love you always, forever.

To Kelsey, my precious daughter
You are just newly seventeen, and somehow that sounds more serious
than the other ages. As if we jumped four years over the past twelve months.
Seventeen brings with it the screeching of brakes on a childhood that has
gone along full speed until now. Seventeen? Seventeen years since I held
you in the nursery, feeling a love I'd never felt before. Seventeen sounds like
bunches of lasts all lined up ready to take the stage and college counselors
making plans to take my little girl from home into a brand-new big world.
Seventeen tells me it won't be much longer. Sometimes I find myself barely
able to exhale. The ride is so fast at this point I can only try not to blink,
so I won't miss a minute of it. Like the most beautiful springtime flower,

I see you growing and unfolding, becoming interested in current events
and formulating godly viewpoints that are yours alone. The same is true in
dance, where you are simply breathtaking onstage. I believe in you, honey.

Keep your eyes on Jesus and the path will be easy to follow.
Don't ever stop dancing. I love you.

To Tyler, my beautiful song

Can it be that you are fourteen and helping me bring down the dishes from

the top shelf? Just yesterday people would call and confuse you with Kelsey.
Now they confuse you with your dad—in more ways than one. You are on the
bridge, dear son, making the transition between Neverland and Tomorrowland

and becoming a strong, godly young man in the process. Keep giving Jesus
your very best, and always remember that you're in a battle. In today’s world,

Ty, you need His armor every day, every minute. Don't forget . . . when
you're up there onstage, no matter how bright the lights, I'll be watching
from the front row, cheering you on. I love you.



To Sean, my wonder boy
Your sweet nature continues to be a bright light in our home. It seems
a lifetime ago that we first brought you—our precious son—home from Haiti.
It’s been my great joy to watch you grow and develop this past year, learning
more about reading and writing and, of course, animals. You're a walking
encyclopedia of animal facts, and that, too, brings a smile to my face. Recently
a cold passed through the family, and you handled it better than any of us.
Smiling through your fever, eyes shining even when you felt your worst.
Sometimes I try to imagine if everyone everywhere had your outlook—
what a sunny place the world would be. Your hugs are something
I look forward to, Sean. Keep close to Jesus. I love you.

To Josh, my tender tough guy
You continue to excel at everything you do, but my favorite time is late
at night when I poke my head into your room and see that—once again—

your nose is buried in your Bible. You really get it, Josh. I loved hearing you
talk about baptism the other day, how you feel ready to make that decision, that

commitment to Jesus. At almost twelve, I can only say that every choice you

make for Christ will take you closer to the plans He has for your life. That by
being strong in the Lord, first and foremost, you'll be strong at everything else.

Keep winning for Him, dear son. You make me so proud. I love you.

To EJ, my chosen one
You amaze me, Emmanuel Jean! The other day you told me that you pray
often, and I asked you what about. “I thank God a lot,” you told me. “I thank
Him for my health and my life and my home.” Your normally dancing eyes
grew serious. “And for letting me be adopted into the right family.” I still feel
the sting of tears when I imagine you praying that way. I'm glad God let you be
adopted into the right family too. One of my secret pleasures is watching you
and Daddy becoming so close. I'll glance over at the family room during a play-
off basketball game on TV, and there you'll be, snuggled up close to him, his
arm around your shoulders. As long as Daddy’s your hero, you have nothing to
worry about. You couldn’t have a better role model. I know that Jesus is leading
the way and that you are excited to learn the plans He has for you. But for
you, this year will always stand out as a turning point. Congratulations, honey!
I love you.

To Austin, my miracle child
Can my little boy be nine years old? Even when you're twenty-nine you'll be
my youngest, my baby. I guess that’s how it is with the last child, but there’s



no denying what my eyes tell me. You're not little anymore. Even so, I love
that—once in a while—you wake up and scurry down the hall to our room so
you can sleep in the middle. Sound asleep I still see the blond-haired infant
who lay in intensive care, barely breathing, awaiting emergency heart surgery.
I'm grateful for your health, precious son, grateful God gave you back to us at
the end of that long-ago day. Your heart remains the most amazing part of you,
not only physically, miraculously, but because you have such kindness and
compassion for people. One minute tough boy hunting frogs and snakes out
back, pretending you're an Army Ranger, then getting teary-eyed when
Horton the Elephant nearly loses his dust speck full of little Who people.
Be safe, baby boy. I love you.

And to God Almighty, the Author of life,

who has—for now—blessed me with these.
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CHAPTER ONE

KATY HART couldn find her way to daylight, couldn’t draw
herself from the strange deep sleep that held her in its grip.

She was holding Dayne Matthews’ hand, lost in the feel of his
skin against hers. But something wasn't right. Dayne felt more like
a stranger than a friend, and even though the sun had set, the sand
beneath them felt hot. Too hot. Dayne was looking at her, losing
himself in her eyes, making her forget how strange it was to be sit-
ting on a private beach in Los Angeles next to one of Hollywood’s
biggest heartthrobs, and he was saying, “I never planned on being
astar.”

The air grew colder, and snowflakes mixed in the wind. Snow-
flakes big enough to hold in her hands, with designs and intrica-
cies that took her breath away. Dayne was saying it was time; they
should get going, get her back to the hotel.

When they stood, the snow disappeared and sand stretched
out as far as they could see. Sand and a large clump of dense
bushes, and suddenly there was a click. And another. Four more.
Dozens at the same time. Cameras. Everywhere she looked, there
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were cameras and lots of people. Thousands of people, all of them
whispering, This is the price for fame . . . the price for fame . . . the
price for fame. . . . And Dayne was leading her toward the bushes,
closer . . . closer.

In a rush of motion a yellow-haired woman jumped from the
clump of green and grabbed Katy from behind, holding her by
the arms.

Katy screamed, loud and shrill, but before Dayne could do any-
thing to help, the woman whipped out a knife. No, not a knife, a
sword. A long, curved sword.

“Don’t move or I'll kill you,” the woman hissed at Katy. She
pressed the blade hard against Katy’s throat. Harder and harder
still, until Katy couldn’t swallow or yell for help or utter even the
slightest whisper.

Dayne . . . she wanted to shout at him, but she couldn’t. Dayne,
help me! Katy’s body trembled and stiffened.

And he was coming closer, closer. He didn't speak, but his
expression said he wanted to help Katy, was desperate to help
her.

If only Katy could catch her breath. But the blade pressed even
tighter against her throat, tight enough that her windpipe was
closing off. Stay back, Dayne! She’s going to kill me. . . . I can feel the
knife on my throat. The words built in her mind, her heart, but she
couldn’t speak them, couldn’t squeeze them past the pressure of
the shiny blade.

“Hussy!” the hissing voice spat at Katy’s cheek. “You'll feel the
knife more than that in a few minutes.”

Dayne was whispering something, and suddenly a yellow
Honda Civic came tearing down the sand straight for them, its
engine revving louder, louder as it came.

Behind her, Katy could feel the woman’s anger turn to rage,
sense her shaking with hatred.

Dayne reached out his hand, but something sliced down the
length of her arm and blood began to drip down her fingers.
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Dear God, where are You? Help me, please! Dayne . . . she’s going to
kill me! Her screams echoed in her soul and clambered for a way
out, but there was none.

The people with cameras grew in number, clicking, clicking,
clicking. Every lens focused directly on Katy. There were so many
now that Katy couldn’t see past them or around them. They
formed a tight circle, and inside the circle the drama continued
to escalate.

Thats when it happened. The waves grew still. Utterly still.
Katy felt the insane woman lower the knife a few inches. Dayne
was running toward them in slow motion, but it was as fast as he
could go, and Katy knew—she knew with every heartbeat—that
he wouldn't reach her in time. The cameras caught every step,
every movement. The clicking grew louder . . . louder than her
own heartbeat. Dayne kicked the knife with all his strength, and
it went flying and became a seagull, squawking and flapping its
wings and soaring fast and far over the Pacific Ocean.

Dayne landed hard against the woman, knocking her to the
ground and planting himself firmly on her back. The yellow
Honda was ten feet away, its engine howling, its presence menac-
ing. Dayne shouted, “Run, Katy . . . run for your life.”

But it was too late. The woman’ eyes became dark and flinty.
The seagull fell from the sky and became a knife once more, and
the witch grabbed it and plunged it straight into—

“Ma’am.” The voice was calm, kind.

Katy felt something cold against her face, and she jolted back
from it. She blinked twice, and everything disappeared—the
woman, the knife, even Dayne. She wasn't on a beach, on the hot
sand, or being attacked by a witch with a sword. The cold against
her cheek was the window of the 757.

“Ma’am, you need to put your seat up.” The voice belonged to
a flight attendant.

Katy looked past the two businessmen in the seats beside her
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to the flight attendant. She felt a rush of heat in her cheeks. “I'm
sorry. I ... 1 was asleep.”

“That’s fine.” The woman gave her a polite smile. “I just need
you to put your seat back up.”

“Yes . . . okay.” She did as she was told, and only then did she
realize that she was out of breath, the palms of her hands damp
and clammy. She blew the air from her lungs. Relax, Katy . . . relax.

The entire ordeal had only been a dream—a dream that, except
for the snow and the wild, driverless Honda Civic, was exactly
what had happened a year earlier.

Katy felt her heart rate slow, felt her breathing even out.
Everything was going to be okay. The trial against the insane
fan was set for this week, and Dayne had warned her that the
media scrutiny would be intense. But she would survive it. Her
testimony wouldn’t take more than a day or so on the witness
stand. Maybe less.

She looked out the window, through the smoggy sunset, and
in the time it took her to inhale she was back again. Back to the
week when she had actually considered taking a starring role
opposite Dayne Matthews. There on the beach, walking hand
in hand with Dayne, the ocean breeze stirring her hair and her
senses. The reality was as wild a scenario as the nightmare she’d
just woken from.

Katy shuddered. She brought her fingers to her throat and
lightly massaged the place where the knife had pressed against
her all those terrifying minutes. The blade had left lines on her
that she had had to cover with makeup for two weeks.

The stalker would've killed her. If Dayne hadn't caught her off
guard, Katy wouldn't be on the plane now, wouldn’t be on her
way to testify. She’d merely be another Los Angeles homicide
statistic. Goose bumps rose on her arms. How long had the
woman been watching them that night? Using two voices, two
personalities, she was both Chloe and Anna during those fright-
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ening minutes, but the police had told them her real name since
then.

Margie Madden.

The moment Dayne had thrown himself on Margie, Katy
pulled herself free. In the seconds after that, Dayne made a mis-
take that nearly cost him his life. Katy had watched it happen,
watched him twist around and find her, shouting for her to call
911, his eyes desperate to know if she was okay. And in the time
it took him to do that, Margie had grabbed the knife and reached
back. She raised it, intent on sinking the blade into Dayne.

Katy felt sick as she relived the scene. The knife glistened in
the moonlight, and she screamed his name. Just in time, Dayne
whipped around, and in quick, fluid movements, he kicked the
knife out of Margie’s hand and wrenched her away from Katy.
Only then was Katy sure that they were out of danger.

Even as Dayne held the attacker facedown on the ground, the
woman continued to spout death threats. “I'll have to kill you too,
Dayne . . . have to kill you too. . ..”

Katy inhaled and settled back against the seat. Enough. She’d
have to relive the terror on the witness stand in a couple days.
No sense making herself sick by replaying it now. She turned to-
ward the window. The setting sun shone a brilliant splash of light
against her side of the plane, and the warmth felt good.

Temperatures in the nineties were forecast for LA. Katy wore
a white sleeveless blouse and jeans. Absently, she turned her left
arm so she could see the fine scar, the single threadlike line that
ran three inches along her upper arm. The place where Margie
had cut her, proving that she was willing to use the knife, anxious
to kill.

The dream was no surprise. It was the same one she’d had
three times in the past two weeks. In the daylight, during long
conversations with Jenny and Jim Flanigan—the couple whose
house she lived in—she was ready to face the trial straight-on. So
what if she had to look Margie Madden in the eyes and testify
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against her? Never mind that she would have to relive the attack
in front of a jury and a sea of media members from around the
world.

Margie was behind bars, where she most certainly would stay.
Nothing about the woman was a threat; at least that’s what Katy
told herself. But her nightmares betrayed her confidence. And the
cameras—there were always cameras—reminded her that another
danger lay just ahead. A danger that threatened her privacy, every
bit as much as Margie had threatened her life.

The danger of the paparazzi.

Once the trial began tomorrow morning, they would be out for
every morsel of story they could find. Most certainly they would
learn her identity, and it would be nothing for them to figure out
that she—Katy Hart, small-town Christian drama instructor—
was the mystery woman who had kissed Dayne Matthews on the
beach just moments before the attack.

Katy stared at the city, at the mountains that framed the San
Fernando Valley. Back home her theater group was headlong into
rehearsals for Narnia—the Christian Kids Theater production that
would close out their season. Rhonda Sanders, Katy’s friend and
choreographer, would take over supervising the kids, keeping
things on track until she returned. Good thing. The show was set
to open the first week of June—in just one month.

A ripple of fear tightened her stomach. What would her reputa-
tion be by then?

Dayne had already reminded her two days ago when they last
talked that they had to steer clear of the press as much as possible.
“We can't be seen together outside court, Katy. Your reputation is
on the line.”

She had mulled that over. “Wouldn't it be normal for us to be
together like that?” The whole media game was still so new to her.
She had tightened her grip on the phone and tried to understand.
“As long as they don’t think I'm the one you kissed, couldn’t we
be okay?”
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“My new agents working on that. He’s talking to my attorney;,
Joe Morris.” Dayne gave a sad chuckle. “The agent’s been busy all
week coming up with a plausible story to tell the press. Something
they might believe so we can keep the spotlight off you.”

Not that any story would really work. Once Katy took the wit-
ness stand sometime this week, the entire truth was bound to
come out. The reason she had been on the beach with Dayne,
what they had been discussing, and what they’d been doing prior
to the attack. The prosecuting attorney had promised to object
any time a question came up that didnt pertain directly to the
attack. But still . . .

She narrowed her eyes and stared at the sea of homes and road-
ways spread out below her. God, go with me, please. Let me keep my
privacy, my reputation. I need Your protection, Lord.

There was no answer, no soft whispering in her soul. But two
verses from the book of Matthew came to mind. “Come to me, all
you who are weary and burdened, and I will give you rest. Take
my yoke upon you and learn from me, for I am gentle and humble
in heart, and you will find rest for your souls.”

Katy let the words roll around in her heart, soothing her fears,
removing the images of a thousand cameras trained on her. Rest
for her soul. Yes, that’s exactly what she wanted to take with her as
she stepped off the plane in Burbank. If she allowed God to give
her rest and peace, then her time in California would go quickly
and without incident.

But what about the other part of the passage? “Take my yoke
upon you and learn from me.” What did that mean? Was it a mat-
ter of putting God first, the way she’d tried to do since she met
Dayne Matthews? And how would that affect their downtime this
week? Especially in light of how she and Dayne had grown closer
over the last few weeks.

They had talked on the phone nearly every night lately. He
spoke about his newfound faith, his determination that he would
live out his days the way his adoptive parents had, the way his
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biological family apparently still did. He was reading his Bible
and growing, sharing bits of discovered truth every time they
spoke.

“I read something today,” he told her last time they talked. “The
Bible says our bodies are not our own. We were bought with a
price.” He'd stopped for a moment. “It makes me sick, Katy. All
those years when I did whatever 1 wanted, slept with whoever
wound up in my bed. No wonder I felt like something was miss-
ing.” His tone grew soft, thoughtful. “Sometimes I can't believe
God could ever love someone like me.”

Katy had refused the strange jealousies his confession stirred in
her. Instead she closed her eyes and told him what he needed to
hear. “God’s forgiven you. Don’t ever forget that.”

Their conversations were deep and meaningful, bouncing
between serious discussions about God and silly, fun talk about
the upcoming CKT performance of Narnia.

“How do you feel about taking a breather from Holly-
wood and playing Aslan the lion?” she’d asked him a week ago.
“For the life of me, I can’t get my lion to roar. He’s just a nice
big kid, happy to be there. Like Gomer Pyle wandering around
the stage yucking it up and aw-shucking it with every other
character.”

Dayne laughed. “Sounds a lot better than my recent gig.”

Something was changing between them, strengthening their
friendship and making them both dizzy with possibilities. On the
good days, anyway.

On the bad ones, Katy would go to the local market and pick
up a tabloid. Always there was something about Dayne—if not
on the cover, then inside. Rumors about who he was seeing and
who was falling for him, talk about a mystery woman meeting
him at the beach or driving with him along Pacific Coast High-
way. She wanted to believe that maybe the woman they were
referring to was her. But she had her doubts. After all, she hadn’t
been back to Hollywood since January.
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Katy never mentioned what she read. But it made her think.
Whatever was happening between them couldn’t possibly turn
into a normal relationship, the kind that her friends Ashley Baxter
Blake and Jenny had with their husbands.

Even so, their recent conversations were wonderful.

“You won't believe what happened,” he told her. The emotion
in his voice was raw. “I met my birth father. Sat down on a bench
beside him and talked with him for an hour.” He paused. “You're
the only one I've told.”

Dayne still didn’t mention the man’s name, where he was from,
or any of the details, but the difference in him after that was un-
deniable. He seemed stronger, with a confidence that came less
from who he was than what he was becoming on the inside. A
confidence that grew from somewhere inside his soul. Between
the news about his birth father and Dayne’s growing faith, Katy
considered the changes nothing short of divine, the sort of work
only God could’ve brought about.

She had shared the details with Rhonda and Jenny, and she
wanted to share them with Ashley. All three of her friends had
been praying and for the most part gently suggesting that Dayne
couldn’t possibly be the right person for her. But now . . . now
even Jenny was beginning to wonder.

There were issues to be resolved, of course. The greatest were
the paparazzi and the fact that Dayne needed to stay in LA until he
finished his current contract—five more movies with the studio
backing him. Katy had no idea how either of them could survive
being apart that long, not if their recent conversations were any
indication.

The simple fact was this: the longer he talked to her, the more
he shared about how God was working in his life and how he
was taking walks along the beach every morning praying for her,
the more there was no denying her feelings.

She was falling for him harder than ever before.
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The plane landed, and Katy gathered her bags and rented a car.
She could hardly wait to see Dayne. It had been two months
since they’d been together.

She checked into her hotel and waited until the right time. Ac-
cording to Dayne, the paparazzi had been quieter lately. He wasn't
hitting the nightclubs, wasn't showing up at the usual restaurants
and haunts.

“My old agent told me this would happen,” Dayne had told her
on the phone last night. “He said photographers stay away from
Christians.”

“But do they know?”

“I'm not sure.” He paused. “Maybe it’s something they sense. I'm
being too well-behaved. Not that they've lost all interest. They're
still taking a hundred pictures of me every day.”

“A hundred?” The thought was more than Katy could com-
prehend.

He chuckled. “Down from a thousand.”

Katy had been tempted to say something about the tabloid
rumors she’'d seen, but she kept her thoughts to herself. He
owed her nothing. If it was true about the time he spent with
other women, with his leading ladies and supporting actresses,
then she prayed that God would show her. That way she could
share a friendly week with Dayne and let him go—for good this
time.

Until then she had to believe the tabloids didn’t know what
she knew, that Dayne was becoming someone they wouldn't even
recognize. And tonight she would see those changes firsthand.

Dayne had asked her to meet him at the beach. It would be
safe, he said, because the photographers hadn’t been lurking
in the bushes near his Malibu house as often, and he thought
they could escape the paparazzi easier tonight than after the
trial started. They wouldn’t know about her until tomorrow,
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and they wouldn’t know the details until she testified Tuesday
or Wednesday. At this point the paparazzi had no idea who she
was.

“Besides, we need to talk about that, about how you're going to
handle them,” Dayne had said. “You need a plan, Katy.”

Now that the trial was only twelve hours away she believed him
more than ever.

The weather was warm as she headed to the beach in her rental
car that evening. She had changed into capris and a form-fitting
tank top under a pale blue, long-sleeve blouse, the kind that
tapered in at the waist.

Twenty minutes later she found a spot in the parking lot at
Malibu Beach, not far from where the paparazzi had tried to
catch her last time she was here. She looked around the way
Dayne had told her to—in case there were transients or pho-
tographers, anyone who appeared suspicious. In that case, she
was supposed to drive down the road and pull into his driveway.
He would open his garage, and she could park inside. But if the
paparazzi saw her, they wouldn’t be able to go out on the beach.
The photographers would be desperate to know the identity of
Dayne’s visitor.

Okay, she told herself, don't be nervous. They were just a couple
of friends getting together to talk. But no matter what she told
herself, as she stepped out of her car, the truth was as clear as the
hint of perfume she left behind her.

Katy moved quickly, glancing around. People were scattered
across the parking lot, loading beach chairs into the backs of cars
and packing up for the day. A few surfers washed their boards
beneath the outdoor showers along the bathroom building. But
no one was watching her. She reached the sand and surveyed the
beach. The shoreline wasn't as empty as it had been in January.
A few families played near the surf, and an occasional couple sat
together, facing the sea.

The sand felt warm as it pushed over her sandals and between
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her toes. She wished she could stop and take them off, but Dayne
had told her to keep walking. She reached the damp shore where
the sand was more compact, and she turned left. She was maybe
ten yards into her walk when a guy hurried down the sandy slope
toward her.

Just as she was about to pick up her pace, the man spoke in a
loud whisper. “Katy . . . its me.” Dayne appeared from the shadows
and fell into step beside her. “Keep walking.”

The feel of him next to her heightened her awareness, made her
notice everything about him, how tall and strong he was beside
her and how good it felt when their arms brushed against each
other every few steps. “Are they out, the photographers?” She tried
to keep her eyes straight ahead, but she couldn't help catching
glimpses of him. Strange how being with Dayne in public was
like playing a role, like reenacting the scene the two of them had
rehearsed for Dream On almost a year ago.

“No.” He gave her a quick grin. “But I couldnt let you walk
the beach by yourself. The beaches are busier this time of year.”
He slipped his hands into his shorts pockets and kept moving. “I
watched you park, made sure you were okay.” He looked over his
shoulder. “I'm not taking chances with the paparazzi.”

“Oh.” She kept her voice low, but she allowed a glance in his
direction. “I'm glad.”

They kept a steady pace, and after a few minutes Dayne slowed.
They came to a stop a few yards from the stairs leading up to
his house. He scanned the darkening beach in both directions,
then turned and faced the surf. There were no signs of people
anywhere near them. He took a deep breath and smiled at her. “I
think we're alone.”

She kicked off her sandals. “Mmmm. The sand feels so good.”

He met her eyes and then looked back at the moonlit surf.
“Not as good as seeing you.”

He was keeping his distance on purpose; Katy could feel that
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much. The threat of photographers ruled everything about his
public moments.

She breathed in the salty ocean air and worked her toes deeper
into the sand. “I can’t believe I'm here.” She angled her face, find-
ing his eyes again. “Something about you is different.”

“Different?” He grinned and kicked a bit of sand at her foot.

“In a nice way.” She straightened and let the breeze wash over
her. Everything about the ocean felt wonderful, especially after a
day in an airplane. “I think it’s your eyes.” She felt shy telling him
this. “It’s like I can see Jesus there.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.” She stared at the surf. Her heart was pounding harder
than the waves. Over the phone she had felt things changing for
both of them, growing deeper, stronger. But here . . . in person,
the force of the attraction between them was enough to knock
her to her knees. It was all she could do to hold her ground.

For nearly a minute he said nothing, just stood beside her, the
ocean wind washing over them, their elbows touching. Then he
groaned. “I can't stand this.”

He didn't have to explain what he meant. Katy felt it too.
Being together this way and not at least hugging wasn't natural.
She breathed out, tried to steady herself; then she lifted her eyes
to him.

At the same time, he turned and faced her. “Katy . . .” He
reached for her hands, wove his fingers between hers, and once
more—very carefully—he looked around. Then he did what
they were both dying to do. He slipped his arms around her
waist and drew her into his embrace. “I feel like I've waited for-
ever for this.” He brushed his cheek against hers. “I've missed
you so much.”

Her hands wound around his neck, and she let herself get
lost in his eyes. They shone with a love that could only have
come from God. Mixed with the hint of moonlight reflecting
off the water, the nearness of him was more than she could
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take. She let herself be pulled in closer, and she rested her head
against his chest. “Why is it—" she looked up and let the light
from his eyes wash over her—*I never feel complete until I'm
in your arms?”

At first he looked as if he might answer her, but in the time it
took him to blink, the air between them changed. He brought his
hands to her face, and with the most tender care he touched his
lips to hers.

But just as the kiss began, just as she was remembering how
wonderful it felt to be in his arms, there was a movement in the
bushes, a rush of feet, and the clicking of cameras.

Fear and adrenaline mixed and flooded her veins.

In a blur of motion, two men appeared from behind the bushes
beneath Dayne’s home—one of them the same as last time she was
here, the other one much younger.

Katy held up her hand, but it was too late.

The men blocked their way to Dayne’s staircase and began tak-
ing rapid-fire pictures.

“Put your hand down,” Dayne whispered to her. He used his
body to shelter her, pulling her close, wrapping his arm around
her, as he hurried her around the photographers to the door that
led to his stairs.

The cameras didn't stop clicking until Dayne and Katy were
inside the private staircase. Even then the men banged on the
seven-foot-high gate. One of them shouted, “Tell us her name!
Come on, Matthews. She’s not an actress. Just tell us who she is.”

The other one chimed in. “She’s the mystery woman, right? The
one who'll be at the trial tomorrow?”

Only then did Katy fully realize what had happened. The
paparazzi had figured it out. All along she really had been the
mystery woman. The photographers were desperate for the
identity of the woman Dayne had been with back in January,
and in the process they’'d kept the story alive. They might not
know her name—not yet. But the pictures they’d taken tonight
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would show her entire body—her face and her surprise—and
the fact that she had been locked in an embrace with Dayne
Matthews.

And that could mean only one thing: Life as she had known it
was about to come to an end.
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