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"Yeah, rvelEo that's wh*t she w*s afraid of*that Gabrielle woukl vrilv nnd do an_vthing far that
l*ve, that passion eve* if'she had secaxd fh**ghts, even if Xen* thougkt {i*brielle rnight fear
deep tl*wxr that it w*sn't right for her" Fearingn finally, that p*ssihilit_v she n$ver rlare* f* face
ia."
"S*-",she pralh*hl_v never *sked, nerser denrnnded... Atlclrved her s+uhntte tc Ee*ve [rer, t*
rmftrry, wifh**t a w'*rd said ah*ut if... What do you want, M*l?" Jan shilt*ci c*fii h*r side nxld
stared frr:mkly into the Aegean depths Gahrielle trnti descrlhetl so accur*tely s* long argo.

&Icl car*l'xllv rolled tl:* scroll cnd set it asidc rin a table by their hed. She turned to fae* Jan,
lightly touehed irer shCIulder, trailed fingertips down hsr arm, to fi*ally fake the smaller
wollrarr's hrxnd in her own.
"}'rlun always b"v my side, Ta have and to holtl. Fram this m*ment, forever. As lang ln* we b*fh
shall live" And the* $orlre."
ttYoHtve g$t rne.tt
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