
Chapter 10

If Anne’s body language meant anything, her leaning into him and smiling, warm breath 

whispering intimacies, she wanted him to kiss her. In the rickshaw. On the plane. In the hotel 

elevator.

Only the pain of sheer willpower—practiced thousands of times before pulling the trigger 

on a risky investment—held Cy back. He knew she thought him clueless. And he was. But he 

had a plan. The irresistible pressure of her advances forced him to come up with one.

Silence reigned in the carpeted corridor of the tenth floor. She slipped her plastic card 

into the door of room 1004—hers—and pushed it open. The moment had come. He found his 

voice. “We’ve got to talk.”

“Oh?” She turned toward him, eyes bewitching. “My room or yours?”

For the life of him, he couldn’t think. Either choice seemed wrong. Maybe the piano bar, 

but how late did it stay open?

“Let me ditch this.” She slipped off her backpack, tossed it into the room, rejoined him in 

the hall, and took his arm. “I’m all yours.”

Stop, I’m only human! He forced his addled brain to think. “If I knew a secluded, uh, 

public area—”

“Your room will be fine. I’m a big girl.” She nudged him toward 1006.

Cy nodded, throat dry. It took two passes before he got the card to work and the door to 

open. He switched on the lights, silently thanked the maid for restoring his room to order, and 

motioned Anne in.

After tossing his backpack on the bed, he opened the curtains to welcome in the city 



lights and sea view, then opened the sliding doors for the breeze. She pulled out the small desk 

chair.

“No, please.” He moved the overstuffed chair away from the nightstand and toward the 

window. “This one’s more comfortable.”

She quirked an elfin smile and sat down, hands composed in her lap. “You’re such a 

gentleman.”

He claimed the desk chair and faced her squarely. “Do you believe I’m healed, Anne? 

Really and truly healed?”

“Oh, yes, don’t you?”

“As much as I want to…I find it very hard.”

“But the doctor knew things.” Her hands sprang into motion. “Things only the spirits 

could have revealed. You heard him.”

“Yes, that’s puzzling alright. I have no explanation.”

“I didn’t tell him anything about your father, you’ve got to believe me.”

He frowned. “So you did talk to him before we came to Peru?”

“Yes, I searched all over Nada—the day you sent me shopping—to find a shaman. But 

they don’t practice healing any more, not the ancient rites that have real power. The Fijian 

government frowns on it. So I searched the Internet and found Dr. Soncco.”

“Did you tell him about my aneurysm?”

“Mm, let me think.” She pursed her lips, forehead wrinkling prettily. “No. All we 

discussed was the methods he used. I don’t remember saying anything about your condition.”

Cy searched her face for any hint of duplicity. “You didn’t say anything about my brain?”

“No, the spirits directed him there. Don’t you see? The same powers that revealed the 



location of your aneurysm removed it. You’re healed.”

“Anne.” He sighed, heart in his throat, the moment he feared most upon him. “Surely you 

know by now, I love you. Madly. Passionately. More than I believed possible for any man to 

love a woman.”

“Oh, Cy, I love you, too.” She rose toward him.

“Wait, wait.” He motioned her back down, before they were lost in an embrace from 

which there was no recovery. “We have some things to settle.”

“Wh-what...?”

Her look of frustrated confusion was something Cy would remember for the rest of his 

life, and treasure. She sank back down at the edge of the cushion, her luminous green eyes 

searching his face.

Heart in his throat, Cy ventured everything. “Dear, lovely, precious Anne. If you truly 

believe me healed, marry me.”

She blinked. “You’re proposing?”

“Yes, but be warned, if you’re wrong about my healing, you’ll wind up a widow in six 

months.”

“But what about romance? You know, taking our time to get acquainted…” Her hands 

fidgeted. “Relaxing…sharing interests in common.”

“Oh, Anne, if I had the time, I’d romance you for months and months, years even. But in 

all honesty I don’t think I have six months. So marry me, and we’ll honeymoon as long as you 

like, as long as I have life and breath in me.”

“No.” She shook her head, jaw set firm.

Cy’s heart sank in despair, lower than after hearing the doctor’s verdict. Dying was bad 



enough, but without the full expression of their love—the only love a woman had ever returned? 

Impossible.

“You’re risking nothing,” she said.

“Huh?”

“You’re asking me to risk widowhood in six months, but you’re not willing to give up 

anything.”

“Anne, darling, I’m offering you my heart and soul—everything I am and everything I 

own—to be your abject slave—”

She laughed.

“For all the days left in me. What else can I give you?”

Her elfin smile returned. “One thing.”

Hope flooded back in like a tidal wave. “Name it, anything.”

“At the end of my vacation—twenty-two days from now—we return to America and go 

back to work. So our child won’t die in poverty.”

“Our child?” he gasped. She wasn’t turning him down? Only making conditions, the likes 

of which he never dreamed?

She beamed with a radiant smile, like the summer sun through parting mists leaving 

rainbows. “Yes, I want to bear your child and raise him to be a fine young man, so something of 

you will live on…in case you die…which I don’t think you will.”

If the earth had opened up and the hotel fallen in, Cy couldn’t have been more moved or 

astounded. “But…but…”

“You heard me. Will you sacrifice the last five months you think you have—give up this 

wild spending spree—so my child and I can live in security? Or do you want to continue on your 



quest, free of me and my petty concerns?”

Cy gulped, outmaneuvered and outgunned. One month of honeymoon versus five months 

of bucket list. He didn’t think for a moment the shaman had accomplished anything, but she did 

and was willing to risk widowhood and orphaning their child on that account. Amazing.

No way in the wide universe could he sacrifice even a day of such love. Whether he 

scaled the Matterhorn or skydived into the Grand Canyon, five months without her would be 

pure hell. “I do. I mean, I will. Marry me and I’ll go back to work as soon as you want. I 

promise.”

Before he could take it all in, they were in each other’s arms, trading kisses, murmuring 

sweet nothings, her ardor matching his. Heaven came down and filled his whole insides with 

ineffable bliss. For one eternal moment, he felt as if he could die in utter contentment.

Then recollection hit and he groaned. “Oh no, I can’t.”

“Can’t what?” She murmured, biting at his lip.

He pulled back, stricken. “Go back to my job. I resigned. Retired. Pulled all my assets 

out. Heck, by this time, Patricia Meier has filled my position.”

“So what?” Anne gave him a playful shove. “Any number of firms would love to hire 

you.”

“I’m not so sure.” Cy sobered, resisted her tug back into her arms, looked for the toppled 

chair, righted it, and slumped upon it. “You don’t know how competitive investment gurus are.”

“Sure I do. I’ve watched you guys for years. You’re the best.” She knelt down on the 

carpet beside him and looked up in his eyes. “Surely you’re not going to let a little competition 

stop you.”

He shook his head. “Besides, the news is out. I’m dying with only months to live. No 



firm in its right mind will hire me. Nor believe some jungle witch—sorry, Peruvian doctor—has 

healed me.”

Anne stood up and looked down on him, hands on her hips. “Cyrus Reed, are you 

backing out already?”

He rose to meet her challenge nose-to-nose. “No, Anne, never. I’ll do whatever it takes to 

go back to work, even sweep floors and empty trash.”

She smirked, green eyes dancing. “That won’t do. Office cleaning is at night, when your 

services will be needed elsewhere…”

Blushing in ecstasy, he feigned gruffness and waved her toward the door, lest a tide of 

passion sweep him out to sea beyond return. “Out, woman. I’ve got to think. Work up a plan to 

save my career.”

She flounced out, waving an airy bye. “Good night, sweet guru, happy dreams.” 


