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From “America’s favorite novelist” (The New Yorker), a young woman inherits a fortune—and

an even greater gift of love just in time for the holidays—in #1 New York Times bestselling

author Nora Roberts’s A Will and a Way.When her beloved Uncle Jolley died, Pandora McVie

couldn’t imagine her life without him—only to discover that he planned for her future by leaving

her $150 million. But to collect her inheritance, Pandora must spend six months in her uncle’s

isolated Catskills mansion with her co-beneficiary, Michael Donohue. If being set up on a half-

year date that lasts through Christmas by a last will and testament isn’t humiliating enough,

Pandora finds living with Michael intolerable—even as she falls in love with him…

About the AuthorNora Roberts is a bestselling author of more than 209 romance novels. She

was the first author to be inducted into the Romance Writers of America Hall of Fame. As of

2011, her novels had spent a combined 861 weeks on the New York Times Bestseller List,

including 176 weeks in the number-one spot. Over 280 million copies of her books are in print,

including 12 million copies sold in 2005 alone. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition

edition.
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copyright, please notify the publisher at: .Chapter 1One hundred fifty million dollars was

nothing to sneeze at. No one in the vast, echoing library of Jolley’s Folley would have dared.

Except Pandora. She did so with more enthusiasm than delicacy into a tattered tissue. After

blowing her nose, she sat back, wishing the antihistamine she had taken would live up to its

promise of fast relief. She wished she’d never caught the wretched cold in the first place. More,

she wished she were anywhere else in the world.Surrounding her were dozens of books she’d

read and hundreds more she’d never given a thought to, though she’d spent hours and hours in

the library. The scent of the leather-bound volumes mixed with the lighter, homier scent of dust.

Pandora preferred either to the strangling fragrance of lilies that filled three stocky vases.In one

corner of the room was a marble-and-ivory chess set, where she’d lost a great many highly

disputed matches. Uncle Jolley, bless his round, innocent face and pudgy fingers, had been a

compulsive and skilled cheat. Pandora had never taken a loss in stride. Maybe that’s why he’d

so loved to beat her, by fair means or foul.Through the three arching windows the light shone

dull and a little gloomy. It suited her mood and, she thought, the proceedings. Uncle Jolley had

loved to set scenes.When she loved—and she felt this emotion for a select few who’d touched

her life—she put everything she had into it. She’d been born with boundless energy. She’d

developed iron-jawed stubbornness. She’d loved Uncle Jolley in her uninhibited, expansive

fashion, acknowledging then accepting all of his oddities. He might have been ninety-three, but

he’d never been dull or fussy.A month before his death, they’d gone fishing—poaching actually

—in the lake that was owned and stocked by his neighbor. When they’d caught more than they

could eat, they’d sent a half-dozen trout back to the owner, cleaned and chilled.She was going

to miss Uncle Jolley with his round cherub’s face, high, melodious voice and wicked humors.

From his ten-foot, extravagantly framed portrait, he looked down at her with the same little

smirk he’d worn whether he’d been making a million-dollar merger or handing an unsuspecting

vice-president a drink in a dribble glass. She missed him already. No one else in her far-flung,

contrasting family understood and accepted her with the same ease. It had been one more

reason she’d adored him.Miserable with grief, aggravated by a head cold, Pandora listened to

Edmund Fitzhugh drone on, and on, with the preliminary technicalities of Uncle Jolley’s will.

Maximillian Jolley McVie had never been one for brevity. He’d always said if you were going to

do something, do it until the steam ran out. His last will and testament bore his style.Not

bothering to hide her disinterest in the proceedings, Pandora took a comprehensive survey of

the other occupants of the library.To have called them mourners would have been just the sort

of bad joke Jolley would have appreciated.There was Jolley’s only surviving son, Uncle

Carlson, and his wife. What was her name? Lona—Mona? Did it matter? Pandora saw them

sitting stiff backed and alert in matching shades of black. They made her think of crows on a

telephone wire just waiting for something to fall at their feet.Cousin Ginger—sweet and pretty

and harmless, if rather vacuous. Her hair was Jean Harlow blond this month. Good old Cousin

Biff was there in his black Brooks Brothers suit. He sat back, one leg crossed over the other as

if he were watching a polo match. Pandora was certain he wasn’t missing a word. His wife—



was it Laurie?—had a prim, respectful look on her face. From experience, Pandora knew she

wouldn’t utter a word unless it were to echo Biff. Uncle Jolley had called her a silly, boring fool.

Hating to be cynical, Pandora had to agree.There was Uncle Monroe looking plump and

successful and smoking a big cigar despite the fact that his sister, Patience, waved a little white

handkerchief in front of her nose. Probably because of it, Pandora corrected. Uncle Monroe

liked nothing better than to make his ineffectual sister uncomfortable.Cousin Hank looked

macho and muscular, but hardly more than his tough athletic wife, Meg. They’d hiked the

Appalachian Trail on their honeymoon. Uncle Jolley had wondered if they stretched and

limbered up before lovemaking.The thought caused Pandora to giggle. She stifled it

halfheartedly with the tissue just before her gaze wandered over to cousin Michael. Or was it

second cousin Michael? She’d never been able to get the technical business straight. It

seemed a bit foolish when you weren’t talking blood relation anyway. His mother had been

Uncle Jolley’s niece by Jolley’s son’s second marriage. It was a complicated state of affairs,

Pandora thought. But then Michael Donahue was a complicated man.They’d never gotten

along, though she knew Uncle Jolley had favored him. As far as Pandora was concerned,

anyone who made his living writing a silly television series that kept people glued to a box

rather than doing something worthwhile was a materialistic parasite. She had a momentary

flash of pleasure as she remembered telling him just that.Then, of course, there were the

women. When a man dated centerfolds and showgirls it was obvious he wasn’t interested in

intellectual stimulation. Pandora smiled as she recalled stating her view quite clearly the last

time Michael had visited Jolley’s Folley. Uncle Jolley had nearly fallen off his chair

laughing.Then her smile faded. Uncle Jolley was gone. And if she was honest, which she was

often, she’d admit that of all the people in the room at that moment, Michael Donahue had

cared for and enjoyed the old man more than anyone but herself.You’d hardly know that to look

at him now, she mused. He looked disinterested and slightly arrogant. She noticed the set, grim

line around his lips. Pandora had always considered Donahue’s mouth his best feature, though

he rarely smiled at her unless it was to bare his teeth and snarl.Uncle Jolley had liked his

looks, and had told Pandora so in his early stages of matchmaking. A hobby she’d made sure

he’d given up quickly. Well, he hadn’t given it up precisely, but she’d ignored it all the

same.Being rather short and round himself, perhaps Jolley had appreciated Donahue’s long

lean frame, and the narrow intense face. Pandora might have liked it herself, except that

Michael’s eyes were often distant and detached.At the moment he looked like one of the

heroes in the action series he wrote—leaning negligently against the wall and looking just a bit

out of place in the tidy suit and tie. His dark hair was casual and not altogether neat, as though

he hadn’t thought to comb it into place after riding with the top down. He looked bored and

ready for action. Any action.It was too bad, Pandora thought, that they didn’t get along better.

She’d have liked to have reminisced with someone about Uncle Jolley, someone who

appreciated his whimsies as she had.There was no use thinking along those lines. If they’d

elected to sit together, they’d have been picking little pieces out of each other by now. Uncle

Jolley, smirking down from his portrait, knew it very well.With a half sigh she blew her nose

again and tried to listen to Fitzhugh. There was something about a bequest to whales. Or

maybe it was whalers.Another hour of this, Michael thought, and he’d be ready to chew raw

meat. If he heard one more whereas … On a long breath, Michael drew himself in. He was

here for the duration because he’d loved the crazy old man. If the last thing he could do for

Jolley was to stand in a room with a group of human vultures and listen to long rambling

legalese, then he’d do it. Once it was over, he’d pour himself a long shot of brandy and toast

the old man in private. Jolley had had a fondness for brandy.When Michael had been young



and full of imagination and his parents hadn’t understood, Uncle Jolley had listened to him

ramble, encouraged him to dream. Invariably on a visit to the Folley, his uncle had demanded a

story then had settled himself back, bright-eyed and eager, while Michael wove on. Michael

hadn’t forgotten.When he’d received his first Emmy for Logan’s Run, Michael had flown from

L.A. to the Catskills and had given the statuette to his uncle. The Emmy was still in the old

man’s bedroom, even if the old man wasn’t.Michael listened to the dry impersonal attorney’s

voice and wished for a cigarette. He’d only given them up two days before. Two days, four

hours and thirty-five minutes. He’d have welcomed the raw meat.He felt stifled in the room with

all these people. Every one of them had thought old Jolley was half-mad and a bit of a

nuisance. The one-hundred-fifty-million-dollar estate was different. Stocks and bonds were

extremely sane. Michael had seen several assessing glances roaming over the library furniture.

Big, ornate Georgian might not suit some of the streamlined life-styles, but it would liquidate

into very tidy cash. The old man, Michael knew, had loved every clunky chair and oversize

table in the house.He doubted if any of them had been to the big echoing house in the past ten

years. Except for Pandora, he admitted grudgingly. She might be an annoyance, but she’d

adored Jolley.At the moment she looked miserable. Michael didn’t believe he’d ever seen her

look unhappy before—furious, disdainful, infuriated, but never unhappy. If he hadn’t known

better, he’d have gone to sit beside her, offer some comfort, hold her hand. She’d probably

chomp it off at the wrist.Still, her shockingly blue eyes were red and puffy. Almost as red as her

hair, he mused, as his gaze skimmed over the wild curly mane that tumbled, with little attention

to discipline or style, around her shoulders. She was so pale that the sprinkling of freckles over

her nose stood out. Normally her ivory-toned skin had a hint of rose in it—health or

temperament, he’d never been sure.Sitting among her solemn, black-clad family, she stood out

like a parrot among crows. She’d worn a vivid blue dress. Michael approved of it, though he’d

never say so to Pandora. She didn’t need black and crepe and lilies to mourn. That he

understood, if he didn’t understand her.She annoyed him, periodically, with her views on his life-

style and career. When they clashed, it didn’t take long for him to hurl criticism back at her.

After all, she was a bright, talented woman who was content to play around making outrageous

jewelry for boutiques rather than taking advantage of her Master’s degree in education.She

called him materialistic, he called her idealistic. She labeled him a chauvinist, he labeled her a

pseudo-intellectual. Jolley had sat with his hands folded and chuckled every time they argued.

Now that he was gone, Michael mused, there wouldn’t be an opportunity for any more battles.

Oddly enough, he found it another reason to miss his uncle.The truth was, he’d never felt any

strong family ties to anyone but Jolley. Michael didn’t think of his parents very often. His father

was somewhere in Europe with his fourth wife, and his mother had settled placidly into Palm

Springs society with husband number three. They’d never understood their son who’d opted to

work for a living in something as bourgeois as television.But Jolley had understood and

appreciated. More, much more important to Michael, he’d enjoyed Michael’s work.A grin

spread over his face when he heard Fitzhugh drone out the bequest for whales. It was so

typically Jolley. Several impatient relations hissed through their teeth. A hundred fifty thousand

dollars had just spun out of their reach. Michael glanced up at the larger-than-life-size portrait

of his uncle. You always said you’d have the last word, you old fool. The only trouble is you’re

not here to laugh about it.“To my son, Carlson…” All the quiet muttering and whispers died as

Fitzhugh cleared his throat. Without much interest Pandora watched her relatives come to

attention. The charities and servants had their bequests. Now it was time for the big guns.

Fitzhugh glanced up briefly before he continued. “Whose—aaah—mediocrity was always a

mystery to me, I leave my entire collection of magic tricks in hopes he can develop a sense of



the ridiculous.”Pandora choked into her tissue and watched her uncle turn beet red. First point

Uncle Jolley, she thought and prepared to enjoy herself. Maybe he’d left the whole business to

the A.S.P.C.A.“To my grandson, Bradley, and my granddaughter by marriage, Lorraine, I leave

my very best wishes. They need nothing more.”Pandora swallowed and blinked back tears at

the reference to her parents. She’d call them in Zanzibar that evening. They would appreciate

the sentiment even as she did.“To my nephew Monroe who has the first dollar he ever made, I

leave the last dollar I made, frame included. To my niece, Patience, I leave my cottage in Key

West without much hope she’ll have the gumption to use it.”Monroe chomped on his cigar while

Patience looked horrified.“To my grand-nephew, Biff, I leave my collection of matches, with the

hopes that he will, at last, set the world on fire. To my pretty grand-niece, Ginger, who likes

equally pretty things, I leave the sterling silver mirror purported to have been owned by Marie

Antoinette. To my grand-nephew, Hank, I leave the sum of 3528. Enough, I believe, for a

lifetime supply of wheat germ.”The grumbles that had begun with the first bequest continued

and grew. Anger hovered on the edge of outrage. Jolley would have liked nothing better.

Pandora made the mistake of glancing over at Michael. He didn’t seem so distant and

detached now, but full of admiration. When their gazes met, the giggle she’d been holding back

spilled out. It earned her several glares.Carlson rose, giving new meaning to the phrase

controlled outrage. “Mr. Fitzhugh, my father’s will is nothing more than a mockery. It’s quite

obvious that he wasn’t in his right mind when he made it, nor do I have any doubt that a court

will overturn it.”“Mr. McVie.” Again Fitzhugh cleared his throat. The sun began to push its way

through the clouds but no one seemed to notice. “I understand perfectly your sentiments in this

matter. However, my client was perfectly well and lucid when this will was drawn. He may have

worded it against my advice, but it is legal and binding. You are, of course, free to consult with

your own counsel. Meanwhile, there’s more to be read.”“Hogwash.” Monroe puffed on his cigar

and glared at everyone. “Hogwash,” he repeated while Patience patted his arm and chirped

ineffectually.“Uncle Jolley liked hogwash,” Pandora said as she balled her tissue. She was

ready to face them down, almost hoped she’d have to. It would take her mind off her grief. “If he

wanted to leave his money to the Society for the Prevention of Stupidity, it was his right.”“Easily

said, my dear.” Biff polished his nails on his lapel. The gold band of his watch caught a bit of

the sun and gleamed. “Perhaps the old lunatic left you a ball of twine so you can string more

beads.”“You haven’t got the matches yet, old boy.” Michael spoke lazily from his corner, but

every eye turned his way. “Careful what you light.”“Let him read, why don’t you?” Ginger piped

up, quite pleased with her bequest. Marie Antoinette, she mused. Just imagine.“The last two

bequests are joint,” Fitzhugh began before there could be another interruption. “And, a bit

unorthodox.”“The entire document’s unorthodox,” Carlson tossed out, then harrumphed.

Several heads nodded in agreement.Pandora remembered why she always avoided family

gatherings. They bored her to death. Quite deliberately, she waved a hand in front of her mouth

and yawned. “Could we have the rest, Mr. Fitzhugh, before my family embarrasses themselves

any further?”She thought, but couldn’t be sure, that she saw a quick light of approval in the

fusty attorney’s eyes. “Mr. McVie wrote this portion in his own words.” He paused a moment,

either for effect or courage. “To Pandora McVie and Michael Donahue,” Fitzhugh read. “The two

members of my family who have given me the most pleasure with their outlook on life, their

enjoyment of an old man and old jokes, I leave the rest of my estate, in entirety, all accounts, all

business interests, all stocks, bonds and trusts, all real and personal property, with all affection.

Share and share alike.”Pandora didn’t hear the half-dozen objections that sprang out. She rose,

stunned and infuriated. “I can’t take his money.” Towering over the family who sat around her,

she strode straight up to Fitzhugh. The lawyer, who’d anticipated attacks from other areas,



braced for the unexpected. “I wouldn’t know what to do with it. It’d just clutter up my life.” She

waved a hand at the papers on the desk as if they were a minor annoyance. “He should’ve

asked me first.”“Miss McVie…”Before the lawyer could speak again, she whirled on Michael.

“You can have it all. You’d know what to do with it, after all. Buy a hotel in New York, a condo in

L.A., a club in Chicago and a plane to fly you back and forth, I don’t care.”Deadly calm, Michael

slipped his hands in his pockets. “I appreciate the offer, cousin. Before you pull the trigger, why

don’t we wait until Mr. Fitzhugh finishes before you embarrass yourself any further?”She stared

at him a moment, nearly nose to nose with him in heels. Then, because she’d been taught to

do so at an early age, she took a deep breath and waited for her temper to ebb. “I don’t want

his money.”“You’ve made your point.” He lifted a brow in the cynical, half-amused way that

always infuriated her. “You’re fascinating the relatives by the little show you’re putting

on.”Nothing could have made her find control quicker. She angled her chin at him, hissed once,

then subsided. “All right then.” She turned and stood her ground. “I apologize for the

interruption. Please finish reading, Mr. Fitzhugh.”The lawyer gave himself a moment by taking

off his glasses and polishing them on a big white handkerchief. He’d known when Jolley had

made the will the day would come when he’d be forced to face an enraged family. He’d argued

with his client about it, cajoled, reasoned, pointed out the absurdities. Then he’d drawn up the

will and closed the loopholes.“I leave all of this,” he continued, “the money, which is a small

thing, the stocks and bonds, which are necessary but boring, the business interests, which are

interesting weights around the neck. And my home and all in it, which is everything important to

me, the memories made there, to Pandora and Michael because they understood and cared. I

leave this to them, though it may annoy them, because there is no one else in my family I can

leave what is important to me. What was mine is Pandora and Michael’s now, because I know

they’ll keep me alive. I ask only one thing of each of them in return.”Michael’s grip relaxed, and

he nearly smiled again. “Here comes the kicker,” he murmured.“Beginning no more than a

week after the reading of this document, Pandora and Michael will move into my home in the

Catskills, known as Jolley’s Folley. They will live there together for a period of six months,

neither one spending more than two nights in succession under another roof. After this six-

month period, the estate reverts to them, entirely and without encumbrance, share and share

alike.“If one does not agree with this provision, or breaks the terms of this provision within the

six-month period, the estate, in its entirety, will be given over to all my surviving heirs and the

Institute for the Study of Carnivorous Plants in joint shares.“You have my blessing, children.

Don’t let an old, dead man down.”For a full thirty seconds there was silence. Taking advantage

of it, Fitzhugh began straightening his papers.“The old bastard,” Michael murmured. Pandora

would’ve taken offense if she hadn’t agreed so completely. Because he judged the temperature

in the room to be on the rise, Michael pulled Pandora out, down the hall and into one of the

funny little parlors that could be found throughout the house. Just before he closed the door,

the first explosion in the library erupted.Pandora drew out a fresh tissue, sneezed into it, then

plopped down on the arm of a chair. She was too flabbergasted and worn-out to be amused.

“Well, what now?”Michael reached for a cigarette before he remembered he’d quit. “Now we

have to make a couple of decisions.”Pandora gave him one of the long lingering stares she’d

learned made most men stutter. Michael merely sat across from her and stared back. “I meant

what I said. I don’t want his money. By the time it’s divided up and the taxes dealt with, it’s close

to fifty million apiece. Fifty million,” she repeated, rolling her eyes. “It’s ridiculous.”“Jolley always

thought so,” Michael said, and watched the grief come and go in her eyes.“He only had it to

play with. The trouble was, every time he played, he made more.” Unable to sit, Pandora paced

to the window. “Michael, I’d suffocate with that much money.”“Cash isn’t as heavy as you



think.”With something close to a sneer, she turned and sat on the window ledge. “You don’t

object to fifty million or so after taxes I take it.”He’d have loved to have wiped that look off her

face. “I haven’t your fine disregard for money, Pandora, probably because I was raised with the

illusion of it rather than the reality.”She shrugged, knowing his parents existed, and always had,

mainly on credit and connections. “So, take it all then.”Michael picked up a little blue glass egg

and tossed it from palm to palm. It was cool and smooth and worth several thousand. “That’s

not what Jolley wanted.”With a sniff, she snatched the egg from his hand. “He wanted us to get

married and live happily ever after. I’d like to humor him.…” She tossed the egg back again.

“But I’m not that much of a martyr. Besides, aren’t you engaged to some little blond

dancer?”He set the egg down before he could heave it at her. “For someone who turns their

pampered nose up at television, you don’t have the same intellectual snobbery about gossip

rags.”“I adore gossip,” Pandora said with such magnificent exaggeration Michael laughed.“All

right, Pandora, let’s put down the swords a minute.” He tucked his thumbs in his pockets and

rocked back on his heels. Maybe they could, if they concentrated, talk civilly with each other for

a few minutes. “I’m not engaged to anyone, but marriage wasn’t a term of the will in any case.

All we have to do is live together for six months under the same roof.”As she studied him a

sense of disappointment ran through her. Perhaps they’d never gotten along, but she’d

respected him if for nothing more than what she’d seen as his pure affection for Uncle Jolley.

“So, you really want the money?”He took two furious steps forward before he caught himself.

Pandora never flinched. “Think whatever you like.” He said it softly, as though it didn’t matter.

Oddly enough, it made her shudder. “You don’t want the money, fine. Put that aside a moment.

Are you going to stand by and watch this house go to the clan out there or a bunch of scientists

studying Venus’s-flytraps? Jolley loved this place and everything in it. I always thought you did,

too.”“I do.” The others would sell it, she admitted. There wasn’t one person in the library who

wouldn’t put the house on the market and run with the cash. It would be lost to her. All the

foolish, ostentatious rooms, the ridiculous archways. Jolley might be gone, but he’d left the

house like a dangling carrot. And he still held the stick.“He’s trying to run our lives still.”Michael

lifted a brow. “Surprised?”With a half laugh, Pandora glanced over. “No.”Slowly she walked

around the room while the sun shot through the diamond panes of glass and lit her hair.

Michael watched her with a sense of detached admiration. She’d look magnificent on the

screen. He’d always thought so. Her coloring, her posture. Her arrogance. The five or ten

pounds the camera would add couldn’t hurt that too angular, bean-pole body, either. And the

fire-engine-red hair would make a statement on the screen while it was simply outrageous in

reality. He’d often wondered why she didn’t do something to tone it down.At the moment he

wasn’t interested in any of that—just in what was in her brain. He didn’t give a damn about the

money, but he wasn’t going to sit idly by and watch everything Jolley had had and built go to

the vultures. If he had to play rough with Pandora, he would. He might even enjoy it.Millions.

Pandora cringed at the outrageousness of it. That much money could be nothing but a

headache, she was certain. Stocks, bonds, accountants, trusts, tax shelters. She preferred a

simpler kind of living. Though no one would call her apartment in Manhattan primitive.She’d

never had to worry about money and that was just the way she liked it. Above or below a

certain income level, there were nothing but worries. But if you found a nice, comfortable

plateau, you could just cruise. She’d nearly found it.It was true enough that a share of this

would help her tremendously professionally. With a buffer sturdy enough, she could have the

artistic freedom she wanted and continue the life-style that now caused a bit of a strain on her

bank account. Her work was artistic and critically acclaimed but reviews didn’t pay the rent.

Outside of Manhattan, her work was usually considered too unconventional. The fact that she



often had to create more mainstream designs to keep her head above water grated constantly.

With fifty or sixty thousand to back her, she could…Furious with herself, she blocked it off. She

was thinking like Michael, she decided. She’d rather die. He’d sold out, turned whatever talent

he had to the main chance, just as he was ready to turn these circumstances to his own

financial advantage. She would think of other areas. She would think first of Jolley.As she saw

it, the entire scheme was a maze of problems. How like her uncle. Now, like a chess match,

she’d have to consider her moves.She’d never lived with a man. Purposely. Pandora liked

running by her own clock. It wasn’t so much that she minded sharing things, she minded

sharing space. If she agreed, that would be the first concession.Then there was the fact that

Michael was attractive, attractive enough to be unsettling if he hadn’t been so annoying.

Annoying and easily annoyed, she recalled with a flash of amusement. She knew what buttons

to push. Hadn’t she always prided herself on the fact that she could handle him? It wasn’t

always easy; he was too sharp. But that made their altercations interesting. Still, they’d never

been together for more than a week at a time.But there was one clear, inarguable fact. She’d

loved her uncle. How could she live with herself if she denied him a last wish? Or a last joke.Six

months. Stopping, she studied Michael as he studied her. Six months could be a very long

time, especially when you weren’t pleased with what you were doing. There was only one way

to speed things up. She’d enjoy herself.“Tell me, cousin, how can we live under the same roof

for six months without coming to blows?”“We can’t.”He’d answered without a second’s

hesitation, so she laughed again. “I suppose I’d be bored if we did. I can tidy up loose ends and

move in in three days. Four at the most.”“That’s fine.” When his shoulders relaxed, he realized

he’d been tensed for her refusal. At the moment he didn’t want to question why it mattered so

much. Instead he held out a hand. “Deal.”Pandora inclined her head just before her palm met

his. “Deal,” she agreed, surprised that his hand was hard and a bit callused. She’d expected it

to be rather soft and limp. After all, all he did was type. Perhaps the next six months would have

some surprises.“Shall we go tell the others?”“They’ll want to murder us.”Her smile came slowly,

subtly shifting the angles of her face. It was, Michael thought, at once wicked and alluring. “I

know. Try not to gloat.”When they stepped out, several griping relatives had spilled out into the

hallway. They did what they did best together. They argued.“You’d blow your share on barbells

and carrot juice,” Biff said spitefully to Hank. “At least I know what to do with money.”“Lose it on

horses,” Monroe said, and blew out a stream of choking cigar smoke. “Invest. Tax

deferred.”“You could use yours to take a course in how to speak in complete sentences.”

Carlson stepped out of the smoke and straightened his tie. “I’m the old man’s only living son.

It’s up to me to prove he was incompetent.”“Uncle Jolley had more competence than the lot of

you put together.” Feeling equal parts frustration and disgust, Pandora stepped forward. “He

gave you each exactly what he wanted you to have.”Biff drew out a flat gold cigarette case as

he glanced over at his cousin. “It appears our Pandora’s changed her mind about the money.

Well, you worked for it, didn’t you, darling?”Michael put his hand on Pandora’s shoulder and

squeezed lightly before she could spring. “You’d like to keep your profile, wouldn’t you,

cousin?”“It appears writing for television’s given you a taste for violence.” Biff lit his cigarette

and smiled. If he’d thought he could get in a blow below the belt… “I think I’ll decline a brawl,”

he decided.“Well, I think it’s fair.” Hank’s wife came forward, stretching out her hand. She gave

both Pandora and Michael a hearty shake. “You should put a gym in this place. Build yourself

up a little. Come on, Hank.”Silent, and his shoulders straining the material of his suit, Hank

followed her out.“Nothing but muscles between the head,” Carlson mumbled. “Come, Mona.”

He strode ahead of his wife, pausing long enough to level a glare at Pandora and Michael. The

inevitable line ran though Michael’s mind before Carlson opened his mouth and echoed it. “You



haven’t heard the last of this.”Pandora gave him her sweetest smile. “Have a nice trip home,

Uncle Carlson.”“Probate,” Monroe said with a grunt, and waddled his way out behind

them.Patience fluttered her hands. “Key West, for heaven’s sake. I’ve never been south of Palm

Beach. My, oh my.”“Oh, Michael.” Fluttering her lashes, Ginger placed a hand on his arm.

“When do you think I might have my mirror?”He glanced down into her perfectly lovely, heart-

shaped face. Her eyes were as pure a blue as tropical waters. He thanked God Jolley hadn’t

asked that he spend six months with Cousin Ginger. “I’m sure Mr. Fitzhugh will have it shipped

to you as soon as possible.”“Come along, Ginger, we’ll give you a ride to the airport.” Biff pulled

Ginger’s hand through his arm, patted it and smiled down at Pandora. “I’d be worried if I didn’t

know you better. You won’t last six days with Michael much less six months. Beastly temper,” he

said confidentially to Michael. “The two of you’ll murder each other before a week’s out.”“Don’t

spend the old man’s money yet,” Michael warned. “We’ll make the six months if for no other

reason than to spite you.” He smiled when he said it, a chummy, well-meaning smile that took

the arrogance from Biff’s face.“We’ll see who wins the game.” Straight backed, Biff turned

toward the door. His wife walked out behind him without having said a word since she’d walked

in.“Biff,” Ginger began as they walked out. “What are you going to do with all those

matches?”“Burn his bridges, I hope,” Pandora muttered. “Well, Michael, though I can’t say there

was a lot of love before, there’s nearly none lost now.”“Are you worried about alienating

them?”With a shrug of her shoulders, she walked toward a bowl of roses, then gave him a

considering look. “Well, I’ve never had any trouble alienating you. Why is that, do you

suppose?”“Jolley always said we were too much alike.”“Really?” Haughty, she lifted a brow. “I

find myself disagreeing with him again. You and I, Michael Donahue, have almost nothing in

common.”“If that’s so we have six months to prove it.” On impulse he moved closer and put a

finger under her chin. “You know, darling, you might’ve been stuck with Biff.”“I’d’ve given the

place to the plants first.”He grinned. “I’m flattered.”“Don’t be.” But she didn’t move away from

him. Not yet. It was an interesting feeling to be this close without snarling. “The only difference

is you don’t bore me.”“That’s enough,” he said with a hint of a smile. “I’m easily flattered.”

Intrigued, he flicked a finger down her cheek. It was still pale, but her eyes were direct and

steady. “No, we won’t bore each other, Pandora. In six months we might experience a lot of

things, but boredom won’t be one of them.”It might be an interesting feeling, she discovered,

but it wasn’t quite a safe one. It was best to remember that he didn’t find her appealing as a

woman but would, for the sake of his own ego, string her along if she permitted it. “I don’t flatter

easily. I haven’t decided exactly what your reasons are for going through with this farce, but I’m

doing it only for Uncle Jolley. I can set up my equipment here quite easily.”“And I can write here

quite easily.”Pandora plucked a rose from the bowl. “If you can call those implausible scripts

writing.”“The same way you call the bangles you string together art.”Color came back to her

cheeks and that pleased him. “You wouldn’t know art if it reached up and bit you on the nose.

My jewelry expresses emotion.”His smile showed pleasant interest. “How much is lust going for

these days?”“I would have guessed you’d be very familiar with the cost.” Pandora fumbled for a

tissue, sneezed into it, then shut her bag with a click. “Most of the women you date have price

tags.”It amused him, and it showed. “I thought we were talking about work.”“My profession is a

time-honored one, while yours—yours stops for commercial breaks. And furthermore—”“I beg

your pardon.”Fitzhugh paused at the doorway of the library. He wanted nothing more than to be

shed of the McVie clan and have a quiet, soothing drink. “Am I to assume that you’ve both

decided to accept the terms of the will?”Six months, she thought. It was going to be a long,

long winter.Six months, he thought. He was going to have the first daffodil he found in April

bronzed.“You can start counting the days at the end of the week,” he told Fitzhugh. “Agreed,



cousin?”Pandora set her chin. “Agreed.”Chapter 2It was a pleasant trip from Manhattan along

the Hudson River toward the Catskills. Pandora had always enjoyed it. The drive gave her time

to clear her mind and relax. But then, she’d always taken it at her own whim, her own pace, her

own convenience. Pandora made it a habit to do everything just that way. This time, however,

there was more involved than her own wants and wishes. Uncle Jolley had boxed her in.He’d

known she’d have to go along with the terms of the will. Not for the money. He’d been too smart

to think she could be lured into such a ridiculous scheme with money. But the house, her ties to

it, her need for the continuity of family. That’s what he’d hooked her with.Now she had to leave

Manhattan behind for six months. Oh, she’d run into the city for a few hours here and there, but

it was hardly the same as living in the center of things. She’d always liked that—being in the

center, surrounded by movement, being able to watch and become involved whenever she

liked. Just as she’d always liked long weekends in the solitude of Jolley’s Folley.She’d been

raised that way, to enjoy and make the most of whatever environment she was in. Her parents

were gypsies. Wealth had meant they’d traveled first class instead of in covered wagons. If

there’d been campfires, there had also been a servant to gather kindling, but the spirit was the

same.
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recently been released as an e-book. It passed the test of time for one of Roberts' early M&B

type romances. This is not my normal fare but after an operation I had a need for an interlude
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is sufficiently different to make it a good read for the genre.Uncle Jolley was an eccentric but
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Grand nephew Biff was left his collection of matches in the hope that at last he would set the

world on fire.When it came to the main bequest Jolley left most of his considerable wealth and

his huge house (Jolley's Folly) to Pandora and Michael "because they understood and cared".

The bequest came with a kicker - they had to move into Jolley's Folly and live there together for

six months (with only 2 days away) for the estate to revert to them in equal shares.Jolley sets

up Pandora and Michael to live closely together and really get to know one another. He also

stirs up his family to find ways to make sure that Pandora and Michael can't fulfil the

requirements of the will.It was an entertaining and interesting romantic setup, against a

background of dirty business by the family. I needed the break and it was especially rewarding

as the Kindle book had been discounted to pocket change.”

Huntress (I hunt books), “Money is the root of all evil...in this case...A family scorned.... Uncle

Jolly had a very unique sense of humor. After his death, he left very little to his immediate

family. He did leave the bulk of his estate to Pandora and Michael. Here's where the sense of

humor kicks in, they don't care for each other. They dig at each other. The catch in the

will...they have to live together in Jolley's house for a period of 6 months. The payoff...over 150

million. Pandora doesn't care about the money. Then she finds out that if either of them
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disappointed. A good suspense mystery. I was unable to guess who did it until I was told.

Pandora and Michael make two unforgettable, fun characters. My verdict...I'm glad this is not
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would inherit his estate if they managed to live together for 6 months. Ever the romantic this

was hours way of getting the 2 of them together. However, the pair disliked each other with a

passion; once they'd thought about it, they decided to agree to his wishes, if only to make

sure the rest of his relatives did not get his estate.That's when the fun and games start,

someone's out to make the pair fail. Part of the rules were that they could not spend more than

48hrs from the estate. Someone sends them on wild goose chases, start vandalising the

property and even worse!Will this tear them apart or throw them together?I liked the characters

and how they were written, the story flowed really well too. This book is really worth a read.”

Ann, “Great read. Absolutely loved this book. Plot brilliant and laugh out load funny. Did not

want it to end. Thank you Nora for such a great book.”

Helengilfillan, “Another great read. Lovely story that has all the hallmarks of a Nora Roberts

book. She has a knack of bringing her characters to life so that by the end of the story they feel

like old friends. Recommend as a great holiday read.”



Ebook Tops Reader, “Nora Roberts. Nora Roberts never disappoints. A Will and a Way is

superior in every way . Highly recommended.”

Gabrielle H, “Brilliant. Great story line, plot kept going to the end and made it so enjoyable.

Even though you think you know, it changes”
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